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A TOUCH OF MAGIC

10 BOOK BUNDLE

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

*Each title here links to the story within the bundle*


UNBREAKABLE BONDS

Joseph Reed first met Lynne Miller when his brother dated her, but that was years ago. No matter how much time has passed, Lynne is a woman who occasionally crosses Joseph’s mind.

Instead of moving to a bigger city like many others, they both stay in Wakefield after college.

Neither realize they have stayed in the area until Joseph is at work and has to run next door to the cafe inside Hilltop Hotel for coffee. Lynne has worked at the hotel since she dated Joseph’s brother. Joseph can’t believe his eyes when he sees her.

Is fate knocking at the door, or is their meeting an omen of darkness? How will Lynne and Joseph feel after swapping bodies? Is their bond an unbreakable one?


SHOCKING DELIGHTS

Dr. John Brooks thought he had it all in his twenties: a gorgeous wife, an amazing career, and beautiful children.

In his late forties, Dr. John Brooks is in the middle of a mid-life crisis. His wife left him for another man, his kids are in college and don’t call, and he can’t find a solution for his invention.

Dr. John is tinkering with the machine when it shocks him, and he wakes up as a twenty-seven-year-old woman. The transformation is crazy, and it's hard to accept. He changes in more ways than he ever believed possible. Dr. John can't hide forever though, and when he goes out into the world, he meets some new friends in his new womanly body.


CAPTURED BY THE MOB BOSS

Ed's passing grandmother confesses she's always known about Ed's secret desires to live as a woman. She leaves him a magical potion to make his wishes come true.

Ed takes the potion, but he looks like the sister of a mob boss's enemy when he transforms into a woman, which leads to a world of trouble.

Cartel boss Jose wants some revenge against his enemy and mistakenly kidnaps Ed while in his womanly form. His fantasies quickly become a nightmare.

Caught in the crossfire, the only way out is in Jose's arms, even though making it out alive instead of dead means doing things Ed never would have before magically becoming a beautiful, younger woman.


ACCIDENTS HAPPEN

Omar Williams loves living on the open prairies of Nebraska. He and his best friend Gerald Upshaw spend their time together throwing footballs or going out to play pool and meet women.

One day, Omar takes a hike on his expansive property and finds something growing in his field. It's a strange flower he's never seen before.

Omar knows better than to eat random vegetation, but everyone makes mistake. Only this accident will transform his life in more ways than he bargained for when he wakes up in a female's body.


SNOWY CHARMS

Adam is twenty-five. Jacqueline is in her late thirties. They are best friends, no matter how improbable. Adam refuses to give up his friendship with Jacqueline for his girlfriend, Kathy, which leads to problems.

Jacqueline asks Adam to go skiing to celebrate her birthday, and he can’t think of a reason to refuse after Kathy breaks up with him.

What will happen when they encounter a little magic at the ski resort that causes them to switch bodies? Will they love it? Hate it? Will their friendship evolve into something more?


COUPLES RETREAT

Christine and Joseph's anniversary is around the corner, but Christine is feelings lackluster in her five-year marriage to Joseph.

Joseph is too busy running his business empire to notice his wife's grief.

After seeing an advertisement, Christine signs up for a couples' retreat to revitalize their marriage. Little do they know just how transformative this retreat is...


TRANSCENDENCE

Shaun never thought he would lose his wife, Bonnie, until he did.

It all starts with a fight Shaun wishes he could take back, but he can't. Every morning after the accident, it’s impossible to get out of bed. Shaun misses Bonnie. He can’t live without her. He lets the business they built together, Clausen Realty, coast without care.

The main manager at Clausen Realty, Rosella, attempts to help Shaun. She is the only person he can count on to run the business and hold him accountable. Rosella knows Bonnie would never want her business, nor her husband, to crumble.

Everything changes when Bonnie’s spirit visits Shaun through a compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. Bonnie visits Shaun, but it comes at a price. She has to save him from himself, and that involves Shaun living as a woman because she thinks a woman needs to run Clausen Realty.

Will Shaun learn to adjust to his new body? Will Bonnie get what she wants? How will Rosella react when she learns about Shaun’s transformation?


FORBIDDEN FRUIT

Roger and Lionel are best friends. They party, attract women, and play sports.

Roger and Lionel take a trip to a cave together, but the holds a tempting surprise.

What will happen to their friendship when Roger finds himself in a woman's body after eating a piece of forbidden fruit?


REBORN

Jeremy leads a lonely life. A fire scarred his face. It took two of his fingers. Other gay men are sympathetic, but they don’t want to date him, let alone marry him.

Little does Jeremy know he’ll get an unexpected gift when he tumbles down a hill and lands in a magical body of water.

Jeremy becomes a woman men can’t help but notice. Jeremy doesn’t want just any man, though. He wants a husband now that he can be a wife.

Womanhood is a blessing for Jeremy, but nothing good comes without a little bad. Jeremy better be ready for everything being a woman entails.


THE ULTIMATE WISH

I, Alex Clark, have always known I was born in the wrong body. Perhaps I was born in the wrong family as well.

My parents don’t accept my desire to transition to a body that fits the mental image of myself, so I run away. I don’t care how long the transition takes; I will do whatever it takes to become the woman I know I am.

How will I react when my dreams come true much faster than I expect? How will my life change when I leave the safety of my parents’ nest? Will the risk be worth it in the end?


UNBREAKABLE BONDS

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER ONE

“There’s no coffee,” Joseph said as he searched the break room at the lab where he worked. Gabriela, a coworker, was sitting at a circular table drinking an americano. She frowned when Joseph turned to her.

“Would you mind running next door to buy more? There’s a cafe in the hotel,” she said. Gabriela had been at the lab for ten years. It was time for the new guy to learn what to do.

Joseph started working at the lab after graduating with a degree in chemistry a couple months ago. Gabriela stood and approached Joseph, carrying her steaming americano that made Joseph salivate with jealousy. Gabriela placed a hand on Joseph’s shoulder and said, “Don’t worry. We take turns buying coffee. I went last time, but you can go this time. Think of it as a brief break. Ask Steven for money and buy enough coffee for the month. Fifteen bags of beans,” she said.

They had a coffee grinder in the break room. “Isn’t that a lot of coffee?”

Gabriela chuckled. “That’s just for the chemistry department. The employees in this lab drink an insane amount of coffee. Don’t worry, it’ll get used, and you’re not spending your money,” Gabriela said, patting Joseph’s shoulder as she stepped toward the door.

Joseph bowed his head, disappointed. He was dying for a cup of coffee. Joseph loved his job. He loved getting lost in the research. He still had a long way to go in his career, but this was a fantastic first job.

Steven, the department manager, told Joseph to enter when he knocked on his office door. Steven was sitting at his desk. He was a kind man in his late fifties. Everyone loved Steven and thought he had an amicable management style. “Joseph,” the man bellowed. “What can I do for you?”

“Gabriela told me to ask you for money to buy coffee,” he said.

Steven smiled, standing up from his chair. “Sounds about right. It’s been a month since she asked for money,” he said as he opened the closet door he had. He came back with an envelope, pulling out three twenty-dollar bills. “This should be enough to cover the coffee and any snack you’d like to get yourself.”

Gabriela had been right about this trip being a treat. As much as Joseph loved his job, it would be nice to get some fresh air and walk to the hotel next door. He knew someone who used to work at Hilltop Hotel, but he doubted she still did. It had been three years since he saw her last.

“Everything okay?” Steven asked as he was passing Joseph the money. Joseph had been lost in his thoughts, wondering what happened to Lynne. She was his brother’s ex-girlfriend, and Joseph used to have the biggest crush on her. He didn’t know what he’d do if he saw her.

“Yeah, everything is great. I love working at Bellflower Labs,” Joseph said, fixing his face with a smile.

“I’m not HR, you don’t have to fake it for me,” Steven said as he returned to his desk, placing the envelope of money by his computer. “Don’t forget to bring me the receipt when you get back.”

“Will do,” Joseph said. He would have told Steven he wasn’t faking his happiness, but the moment had ended. Steven was already clicking his mouse and staring at the computer screen.

Joseph took the elevator down from his floor and walked down the road to Hilltop Hotel. Bellflower Labs and Hilltop Hotel were both on top of the tallest hill in Wakefield, Iowa. Wakefield was a city with about seventy thousand residents. Joseph loved pulling into Bellflower Labs because he could see the city from the parking lot, and the view was even better as he walked to the hotel.

Most people left for Omaha or Kansas City after graduating from Wakefield University, but Joseph had landed his dream job and didn’t have to move. He loved the place he called home and never wanted to leave. His older brother, Aaron, had left a month after he graduated.

Joseph entered Hilltop Hotel, looking around to make sure Lynne wasn’t there. Hilltop Hotel had been the job she worked during college, but Joseph was almost positive she had moved on with her life. Joseph didn’t have social media. He also wasn’t the most social person.

Joseph wasn’t a virgin, but he didn’t know how to keep a woman. He was awkward, hated going out, and didn’t know how to say the right thing. He was a nerd. Joseph worked out and had a fantastic figure, but a nice body wasn’t everything.

Joseph had never been to the cafe inside Hilltop Hotel. The truth was, the hotel terrified him. Running into the woman he dreamed about when he masturbated was enough to keep him away, but he doubted Lynne still worked at the hotel.

He used to think about her a lot more than he did now, but old obsessions died hard. Standing inside the hotel brought images to Joseph’s mind of Lynne’s face. He wasn’t even sure he remembered it well.

Walking to the counter, Joseph couldn’t shake the mental image of Lynne. Her blonde hair. Thin body. Easy smile. She was an effortless beauty. She could have graced the cover of any classy magazine. Joseph would have killed to have her beauty and charm, even for a day. It was like she had been born gliding through life.

Joseph knew her life probably wasn’t as easy as he imagined it, but Lynne was perfect in Joseph’s memory. The barista knew Joseph’s order when he told him. The worker went to the back, grabbed a box, and loaded it with bags of coffee. Joseph had enough left over for a sandwich and a hot coffee. No job was perfect, but he loved this aspect of his.

The barista gave Joseph the box and said he would bring over the sandwich. Joseph took a seat next to a window that overlooked the town. Most people in America probably hadn’t heard of Wakefield, but he loved it. He knew where everything was. It never felt too big.

Joseph ate his sandwich, unable to shake the thoughts of Lynne, his brother’s former girlfriend. When he finished eating, he pulled out a pen and drew on a napkin. He was sketching what he remembered of Lynne’s face.

Art was one of Joseph’s escapes. He could draw for hours; from images of DNA to landscapes to faces. He used to draw Lynne’s face a lot, but had thrown all of those drawings away in a fit of rage years ago. Embarrassment. What brother pined over his brother’s ex? But his hands remembered the lines. It was as though no time had passed as Joseph quickly sketched out the face he had loved for so long.

Joseph lost track of time as Lynne’s face came to life on the napkin. When he finished the drawing, he traced his fingers around the edges of Lynne’s sketched face. He wished it wasn’t so hard for him to find a woman.

“No way. What are you doing here?” he heard someone say. Joseph turned to see who it was, and Lynne was standing behind him. It was her. There was no mistaking it, and she was staring at the napkin when Joseph returned to the moment.

Joseph crumbled the drawing in his fist, acting as calm as he could, but he felt like he could have melted into a puddle of shame. Lynne was even more beautiful than Joseph remembered.

“Do you remember me? Joseph, right?” Lynne asked. She had seen the drawing but wouldn’t let its strangeness ruin her mood. She had a long shift in front of her. Joseph looked so much like his brother, Aaron.

“Lynne?” Joseph asked.

Lynne nodded. She put her arms out for a hug, even though she didn’t want to put her arms around the man she’d just caught drawing a picture of a woman who looked similar to her. “What are you doing here?”

Joseph patted the box of coffee, grateful he was no longer suffocating from Lynne’s delicious scent. He could have licked her. “I work next door at the lab. I didn’t think you would still work here after all this time.” Joseph was shaking with nerves, and his voice was too.

Lynne shrugged. “What can I say? I love the job,” she said.

“Well, I need to get back to the lab. Bye,” Joseph said and grabbed the box of coffee. He ran out the door, afraid of spending another second near Lynne. He had never walked faster in his life as he sped back to Bellflower Labs.

♦

Seeing Joseph had been like seeing a ghost, and Lynne didn’t want to return to the past. Joseph’s comments about her having worked at Hilltop Hotel forever rang in her ears. There were other hotels. She could move to one of the big cities, like most people from Wakefield did when they graduated high school or college.

Some stayed behind, but many didn’t. Lynne didn’t want to leave Wakefield, but the sketch Joseph had been drawing made Lynne feel unsettled. Unsafe.

She was standing at the front desk, nervously watching the door, afraid Joseph would return to kidnap her and drive to the countryside to hide her in a cabin. It happened. She’d read stories in the news.

Lynne went between checking in random guests, walking the halls of the hotel, sitting in the cafe, and wondering if Joseph was working at the lab. She hadn’t thought of him in years. Lynne used to date his brother, Aaron, but that relationship had ended terribly. Lynne avoided thinking about her past, but the day was slow and boring.

She couldn’t escape herself. Aaron had broken her heart. She moved on, but their breakup had made her wary of men for over a year, and Lynne was a confident woman.

Aaron had been a whore, and Lynne didn’t know about it. Her girlfriend had warned her once. Told her she’d seen Aaron out with another woman, but Lynne didn’t believe her. She and the friend, Krista, had a huge fight and fell out over the drama. Krista had moved away to Kansas City before Lynne could repair the friendship.

Lynne wished she could go in the past and believe her friend, but she couldn’t, and time had kept them apart. Aaron had been a major asshole too, always trying to control where they went and what they did. Lynne hadn’t seen Joseph since she went to Thanksgiving dinner at Aaron’s parents’ house.

As creepy as it had been to see Joseph sketching the picture of a woman who looked like her, Lynne wondered if it had been her, or did he have a girlfriend who looked like her? She wanted to know whose face that was. It was obvious Joseph had just come to the cafe to eat a late lunch and buy coffee beans.

Those workers next door were always buying coffee. Sometimes Lynne wondered if they drank anything else.

Lynne was the top boss at the hotel. There was the owner of the hotel, but she never questioned Lynne’s leadership. Lynne had been working her way up from receptionist since her mother helped land her a job at Hilltop Hotel in high school. Her mother knew the manager who Lynne had replaced.

As Lynne was wiping a table in the lobby, Joseph walked through the door. Most people left the lab between five and six. It was half-past six. Lynne didn’t get off until eight.

“What are you doing here?” Lynne asked as Joseph walked up to her.

He knew he could be awkward sometimes and couldn’t stop thinking of how he just ran out of the cafe, but he was suddenly worried he had made an even bigger mistake by coming to see Lynne. Now she would think he was a major creep. He knew she’d seen the drawing and had been spiraling since. “Sorry, I shouldn’t have come,” Joseph said and turned on his heels. He was at the sliding doors when Lynne placed a hand on his shoulder.

He turned. Lynne was holding her knees and panting. “Don’t make me run after you,” she said, tossing back her hair. It was blonde and beautiful. She smiled, revealing a set of perfect teeth, except where one tooth slightly overlapped another in the top right corner. It was the most adorable thing Joseph had ever seen. Why did she have to look like an angel drifting down from the sky when he looked at her? Did everyone see it, or was he crazy?

Lynne took a step back as Joseph watched her with shining eyes. He didn’t have the normal greed in his gaze other men did. The hunger. He was looking at her as though she were a prize he had won, but she still found the drawing from earlier a little creepy.

The moment was turning from beautiful to awkward by the nanosecond. Joseph took the cue a bit too late. “Uh, I hope seeing me didn’t scare you. Don’t really know what to say,” Joseph said, digging his fists into his pockets and laughing nervously. “So, what happened between you and Aaron?”

“Long story. You know your brother is a whore, right?”

“Yeah, he’s always had a way with the ladies,” Joseph said. He was jealous of his brother’s skills. There must have been something in the way he looked at women. They flocked to him. Joseph never understood why and always thought scientists should study Aaron. Maybe he smelled a certain way. Bottle his essence and make a fortune.

It was no wonder Aaron and Lynne had dated. Two majestic spirits dancing through the world together.

“Would you like to sit? I have a few minutes,” Lynne said and gestured to the chairs next to the table she’d been cleaning. She did want to know about the sketch she’d seen. Joseph looked a lot like Aaron, but they had different auras. They were unique, and Lynne wanted to know Joseph better.

Joseph wouldn’t tell Lynne no, even though he wanted to run out the door or turn back time to never have come in the first place. “Okay,” Joseph said as he sat down. He could feel his palms sweating. What was wrong with him? He needed to get it together.

“I saw you drawing something in the cafe,” Lynne said. She didn’t have time to waste. Her employees wouldn’t catch her sitting on her ass for long. She led by example, but even the best bosses had moments of weakness.

“Uh,” Joseph said, stumbling over himself. He hadn’t been prepared for this. “I was sketching, wasn’t I?” he said after asking himself how he thought Aaron would handle this situation. Aaron had always been a fantastic liar. Joseph was terrible, so he wouldn’t even try. “I can explain, Lynne.”

“Explain what?”

“Why I was sketching your face,” he said.

“So, it was me?”

Joseph nodded. Every time he had tried to lie in his life, it only made things worse, so he wouldn’t dare. Lynne was too beautiful. She was heavenly in his eyes. “It was you, but I don’t sit around drawing your face all the time; at least not anymore. I’m not a stalker.”

Lynne wasn’t so sure, but she wanted to hear what Joseph had to say. “You used to draw my face?”

Joseph sighed, hating that he had to reveal his truth. “Ever since you came to Thanksgiving dinner with Aaron, I’ve had a crush on you. It was bad for about a year after that dinner, but I moved on when my studies in college got harder.”

Ouch. Was it weird Lynne felt hurt that Joseph had moved on? She knew that it was healthy he had moved on, but sometimes a girl wanted to be admired. Loved. It was more than she’d ever got from Joseph’s cheating, lying brother, Aaron. “So, why were you drawing me today?”

“Walking into Hilltop Hotel made me think of you. I never thought you’d still work her, but it seems like you have an important job?”

“I run the hotel,” she said and shrugged. She had a college degree, but she’d never felt the need to look for employment elsewhere. “And I should probably get back to work.”

“Okay. I feel better now that you know the truth,” said Joseph.

Lynne could have let the momentary desire pass. She could have ignored her gut, but the words came out of her mouth before she could stop them. “What if we go out tomorrow night? I have the day off,” she said.

Joseph used to dream Lynne would say those words to him. He felt sick to his stomach, but he wouldn’t tell her no. “Okay. Should I give you my number?” he asked. His brother would kill him if he went out with Lynne. Or would he chuckle? He and his brother weren’t that close, and Joseph would risk Aaron’s anger for a chance with Lynne.

Lynne laughed and reached across the table separating them, touching Joseph’s arm. Her laughter was soft and seductive. “How else would you know where to meet me?”

Joseph reached into his pocket and pulled out the tiny notebook he carried most places he went. He wrote down his number, ripped the page out, and handed it to Lynne. “Don’t you have to get back to work?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“Okay,” Joseph said before she could continue. He was standing and stepping away from the chair. She glanced down at the number before looking up at Joseph with a smile. “See you,” Joseph said and turned, walking as fast as he could to the automatic sliding doors.

“See you,” Lynne said and waved, but Joseph didn’t turn around.


CHAPTER TWO

Summer nights in Wakefield could be gorgeous or sweltering. Lynne and Joseph were in luck because the weather was delightful as Lynne got ready at her place. She lived in an adorable apartment in downtown Wakefield. It was above a vintage clothing store and had hardwood floors. She loved when the trees outside turned fiery colors in autumn, but they were also beautiful with green leaves.

Joseph was meeting her down the street at a restaurant on the corner in an hour. She couldn’t wait to sit outside with him and learn what he’d been up to over the years. All the guys she had dated since Aaron were jerks like him. It was like she couldn’t attract a decent guy, no matter what energy she put into the world. Dud after dud.

Lynne knew Joseph was a few years younger than her, but it didn’t matter. They were both out of college and working in Wakefield. She already knew his parents were lovely, and he wouldn’t have to worry about hers. They would love if she dated a scientist.

Lynne slid on a white thong and matching bra. She put on an a-line lilac-pink skirt with a lightweight white tunic. She rolled nude stockings up her legs before putting on pink kitten heels. She accented the look with silver jewelery and her grandmother’s sapphire ring, which Lynne wore when she wanted good luck.

The hour passed, and Lynne ended up leaving the house seven minutes late because she was plucking her eyebrows, as though they hadn’t been perfect before she began.

“So sorry I’m late,” Lynne said as she rushed to the table where Joseph was sitting. He looked up at her, amazed by how spectacular she looked in her flowy skirt and loose top. The clothing hung from her body in the way he imagined Lynne passing through life: effortlessly.

“I didn’t notice,” Joseph said, trying to act cool, even though he had spent the past five minutes panicking Lynne had decided to skip the date, but there she was, as glamorous as ever. Joseph couldn’t help but notice how she smelled of berries and chocolate.

Lynne stepped back from Joseph. He was wearing jeans that looked like they should have been his grandfather’s. They were all wrong. He had on white sneakers. A decent button-up shirt, but Lynne could still see the creases from where he had unfolded it from a package. She wanted to take him shopping. When she saw him, he’d been wearing the same khaki slacks they all wore at the lab, but even that boring uniform looked better than what he was wearing now.

They sat and stared at each other in an uncomfortable moment of silence. Lynne didn’t know if his outfit was charming or a warning that she should get out now. “Where did you park?” Joseph asked when Lynne didn’t speak.

“Oh, I live downtown. I walked here. The weather is incredible today,” she said, shaking her hair without thinking. The breeze felt too good.

Joseph watched as her chest swayed. Was she doing it on purpose? Was she teasing him? Joseph put his hands in his lap, unable to resist touching his dick through his pants. It was rock hard. Joseph looked around, and a couple guys were watching Lynne, and he couldn’t blame them. At least their dates didn’t notice.

“I don’t live far. It took five minutes to drive here.”

Lynne nodded, not knowing what to say. The most natural thing to do would be to ask about Aaron, but she didn’t want to come off the wrong way. She was so thankful when the server came over to ask about drinks. She ordered a glass of white wine. It seemed to go with the summer weather. Joseph ordered unsweetened iced tea.

“Have you talked to Aaron?” Joseph asked when the silence became unbearable. He didn’t really care that Aaron had dated Lynne in the past. She was still the most beautiful woman Joseph knew.

Lynne shook her head. “What is he up to?”

“Aaron lives in Omaha,” said Joseph. “He’s a lawyer. He went to law school there. We don’t talk much.”

“He never was the most sentimental guy,” she said, remembered how Aaron had been full of charm, but it was false. Like those fake diamonds they sell for ten dollars at the mall. Lynne had heard of women getting fake diamonds on their engagement rings. Aaron seemed like the type of guy that’d do that to save some money.

“Do you like science?” Joseph asked after they had ordered food. He gripped his glass of iced tea, hoping they could find something they had in common.

Lynne shook her head. “Not really. I like drawing, though. You might be better than me,” she said, smiling as she thought of the sketch Joseph had been doing in the hotel cafe.

“What do you draw?” he asked.

Lynne ran a hand through her blonde hair, unaware of how stunning she looked when she thought. “It’s been too long since I sat down to draw, but I have books full of sketches at home. We should go to the park and draw one day,” she said.

“I would like that,” agreed Joseph.

“You can teach me what you know,” she said.

Joseph had taken a few art classes in high school, but he didn’t think much when he drew. He just followed the lines he saw in the world, tracing the image from his mind onto a page. Drawing was an escape for him. A way to analyze his feelings. He used to spend hours staring at the drawings he’d make of Lynne. Was it even safe to let her back in his life? He didn’t know how he would react if he had her and then had to let her go.

“Where do you draw most?”

Joseph shrugged. “I’ll draw anywhere.”

“Did you keep the napkin?”

He hadn’t. He wished he had, but he could always draw her again. Joseph touched his pocket for the notebook he carried to draw a picture but realized he had left it at home. Lynne was sitting right across from him, even though it almost felt like a dream. If it weren’t for the coldness of the iced tea and the warm moisture in the air, he wasn’t sure he would believe it.

They finished their meals and declined the dessert menu. Lynne told the server they would split the bill before Joseph could offer to pay.

“I can get it,” Joseph said after their server walked away to get the check.

“No, absolutely not. I drank wine, and you had iced tea. It wouldn’t be fair,” she said and refused to hear more on the issue. They paid and stood. “Why don’t we take a walk?” Lynne wouldn’t mind working off the huge meal she had eaten.

They were walking down the street talking about local affairs when an older woman approached them. She was handing out flyers. “Join our retreat. We offer art classes, kayaking, camping, and so much more!”

Joseph and Lynne glanced at each other. It was much too early in their relationship for them to go away together, but the retreat sounded fun, so Lynne took a flyer from the woman.

“Doesn’t this sound amazing?” Lynne said as she examined the flyer.

“It does,” said Joseph.

Lynne had three days off coming up next weekend. Maybe the woman stopping them on the sidewalk had been a sign? Lynne believed in those and didn’t want to turn her back on any. “What if we’re meant to go?” she asked, stopping at a bench.

They sat, staring at the flyer for the ‘Utopia Retreat’. Joseph would go if Lynne wanted to, but he was only off on the weekends. “Are you free on the weekend?”

“Next weekend? Should we do it?”

“I’ll go if you want to. I have a tent,” he said.

“Let’s do it! I’ll call and reserve our spot tomorrow! It says they have cabins, so we won’t need a tent. Walk me home?”

Joseph nodded, putting out his hand. They walked to Lynne’s door, lingering outside. Joseph didn’t know what to do, and when he leaned in to kiss Lynne after several awkward moments of silence, Joseph’s lips landed on her cheek. They laughed. Lynne kissed Joseph lightly on the lips before she dug in her purse for her keys. “I’ll text you,” she said.

Joseph nodded, stepping away as he waited for Lynne to open the door and go inside. His car was parked closer to the restaurant, and he’d never felt happier in his life as he walked toward it.


CHAPTER THREE

The weekend for Utopia Retreat had arrived, and Joseph was tossing Lynne’s suitcase into his trunk. “You got everything?” Joseph asked before he closed the trunk.

“Yes,” Lynne said and nodded. She checked her phone, glancing at the hour. It was early in the morning. Nighttime moisture lingered in the air. Lynne hadn’t expected them to leave on time, but Joseph was surprisingly punctual.

“Guess we should hit the road. You hungry?”

“We can stop at a drive-thru or something,” Lynne said as she slid into Joseph’s passenger seat. Joseph couldn’t believe he was about to spend the weekend with the most beautiful woman he’d ever met. The woman who used to be nothing more than a fantasy.

Lynne and Joseph had spent their time apart texting nonstop and catching up on life. They would even eat lunch together, if they could time their breaks at the same time. Lynne no longer felt she had to leave her job, as she loved having Joseph in her life, and he worked next door. If they couldn’t eat lunch, they could at least see each other. Touch. Hug.

Lynne often worked late, and Joseph never wanted to hang out after eight in the evening, so Lynne loved they could get together during the day. They hadn’t had sex, but Lynne hoped that would change during their weekend at Utopia Retreat.

“Is this okay?” Joseph asked and gestured to the fast-food place right before the exit ramp. They sold egg sandwiches, breakfast burritos, and other stuff Joseph almost never ate. Lynne stopped at drive-thrus a surprising amount, but she always made sure to order something light.

Joseph ordered. Lynne leaned over Joseph, placing her hands on his thighs for support, and spoke into the speaker. Joseph could smell her lotion and shampoo. Her hair was still slightly damp, and Joseph wanted nothing more than to reach his hand out and touch it. Stroke her locks.

He wondered what it’d be like to have that hair for a day.

Joseph pulled into a parking space after the worker handed them their bag of food. He picked out Lynne’s sandwich and hashbrown, passing them to her. He had ordered three breakfast burritos. They both had coffee. Joseph drank his black. Lynne added half a packet of sugar, carefully folding the packet with extra sugar closed and tossing it into the bag they would use for trash.

“What are you most excited about?”

“At the retreat?”

Lynne nodded, taking a bite from her hashbrown patty. She was eating her sandwich with only one half of the muffin.

Joseph considered her question. He was most excited about spending time with Lynne but couldn’t bring himself to say it. “Kayaking,” he said.

“I can’t wait to see more stars. I hope the sky is full of them,” she said. She could see them in Wakefield at night, but they were often more vibrant in the countryside.

“The stars will be amazing,” Joseph said, biting into his burrito. They talked about what the retreat might be like between bites before everything but Lynne’s discarded half a muffin had been eaten. They tossed the trash in the trashcan and hit the road.

Lynne placed a hand on her stomach, patting it lightly. “That was delicious. Thanks for stopping,” she said.

Joseph nodded as he increased his speed, driving down the highway. It didn’t take long until fields stretching into the distance surrounded them. Lynne was messing with the radio. Joseph didn’t care what she played. He normally didn’t listen to anything when he drove.

“There is an amazing park on the way. Do you think we have time to stop to see it?” Lynne asked. She had looked up stuff about the trip last night, sending information to a friend so someone would know where she was going. Lynne trusted Joseph, but a woman had to take precautions.

Joseph hadn’t planned on stopping. He usually made arrangements and stuck to them with no detours, but he would do whatever Lynne wanted. Just being with her was like a dream, and Joseph didn’t care where he was dreaming. “Sure, how far off the highway is it?”

Lynne reached down between her legs, pulling her purse up to her lap. She dug through it and took out a printed map. She unfolded it and said, “it’s called Nelson Park. Have you heard of it?”

Joseph shook his head. He didn’t leave the city much, and if he did, it wasn’t to explore nature. He would drive to Omaha or Kansas City to fly to a chemistry conference based on whichever airport was offering cheaper rates.

As Lynne was trying to use her phone in the middle of nowhere to compare the printed map to her GPS, Joseph wondered how long he would have to spend walking around the park. He loved the idea of going to a retreat where they would have everything Joseph needed, but walking around barren trails wasn’t his idea of fun. He was dreading the idea but wouldn’t tell Lynne that.

Lynne loved parks and trails and feeling the wind in her blonde hair. When she was young, her father used to take her out to the woods. Smelling the fresh air and seeing the birds fly from tree to tree always reminded Lynne of those walks. They had gone to Nelson Park once, but then they never went again. Lynne couldn’t remember why her father didn’t like the park because the few photos of it she’d found were gorgeous.

It took several attempts for Lynne to load her GPS, but when she finally did, they weren’t far from the park. Her mind was racing as she tried to put the route they’d take together.

“Get off at the next exit,” she said.

Joseph nodded. It wasn’t far ahead, and he had to get over one lane, but a car was blocking them to the right and another one was riding his bumper. Lynne chewed on the edge of the printed map. She was nervous they wouldn’t make it, but the car behind them started honking when Joseph slowed down, causing the car to their right to pick up speed.

“That was close,” Lynne sighed when they were driving up the exit ramp.

Joseph stopped at the light. He looked both ways. There were no cars on the country road. “Where do I go from here?”

“To the right,” she said. “Fifteen miles.”

“Fifteen?” Joseph asked in an exasperated voice. He couldn’t hide his displeasure of adding an hour or two to the itinerary he’d designed in his mind.

Lynne noticed the displeasure in Joseph’s voice. She wondered if the fifteen extra miles was the reason her father never wanted to come to Nelson Park, but there was a foggy memory of something else. She could sense the darkness in the comment she heard her father make. A moment she’d overheard when she was supposed to be in bed. One of those conversations adults had that made little sense to a child.

Joseph could be angry, but they left too early to pass up this opportunity. Lynne wanted to see the park she’d seen in the photos. Even if Joseph didn’t want to add the extra time to their trip, Lynne knew how to get him to agree.

She placed her hand above Joseph’s knee. She looked up at him through hooded eyes. Joseph had already driven one or two miles down the road, so what were a few more? “Please?” Lynne asked in her most seductive voice.

“Of course,” said Joseph.

If only they’d known what was coming their way. Nelson Park was a land of secrets nobody could prove.

♦

Despite the momentary tension, Lynne and Joseph were laughing and in great spirits when they arrived to the wooden gates of Nelson Park. Joseph wasn’t even thinking about his schedule as they drove down the gravel path. It ended at a square gravel parking lot. Several trails branched off from the concrete slab where a gazebo stood.

Lynne had a vague memory of this park. She remembered meeting a strange couple on a trail. Her father had spoken to them, and they were in the car on the way back to Wakefield after that. Lynne didn’t remember what the couple had told them, but she remembered the fear in her father’s eyes. The late-night conversation that had become nothing more than a faded memory.

“How did you find out about this place?” asked Joseph.

There weren’t many reviews about it online. Most people didn’t want to drive the extra distance off the highway. Lynne told Joseph how she’d come here with her father once when she was young, leaving out the darkness of her memory. She could have been imagining things. She liked to dramatize her memories, especially the ones from high school and college.

Now that she was a hotel manager in her hometown, she tended to live more in reality and not the movie she made for herself. The movie where she’d been the star. The popular girl everyone wanted to be, but that fame had faded.

Joseph had never had such ambitions. Living in the shadow of his brother, Aaron, had shown him what it was like to be the ‘other’. The guy everyone forgot. The guy who was successful but nameless.

None of that mattered now that they were in the middle of nowhere. In a park almost nobody visited. A park that had managed to keep its secrets guarded for ages. Year after year. What happened at Nelson Park was so extreme, nobody believed the few who attempted to expose its secret.

Lynne and Joseph sat at the bench under the gazebo, enjoying the cool summer day. They didn’t have a map and were going to draw one as they walked so they wouldn’t get lost. It was Joseph’s idea. There was nothing more he hated than losing control. He had out the notebook he carried with him and was busy sketching.

“Shouldn’t we just head to the retreat? This could be a bad idea,” Joseph said as he finished drawing the highway, gravel road, and beginning of the trails. Seeing the unknown on his page made his heart race. The trails could have been miles long. He had no way of knowing, and Lynne wasn’t very helpful. She was watching birds dance in the sky. He thought she was the most gorgeous woman in the world, but was beauty enough? His survival instincts were kicking in and telling him to turn around while he still could.

Lynne hadn’t come all this way to turn around now. She said, “you have your map, Joseph. It’s not like we can’t trace our steps. Stop worrying so much.”

Joseph knew he could worry about things too much. He had carried that tendency his entire life. His mother used to tell him the same thing. Aaron, too. Joseph sighed, knowing he was worried over nothing. There wasn’t a gazebo and gravel here for nothing, right? Although, thinking about it, Joseph didn’t remember seeing a sign that said ‘Nelson Park’. There had only been an old wooden gate.

Were they on private property without knowing?

Joseph shook off the chills that had crept up his body when he thought about an owner of the property coming to defend his or her land. “Did you see a sign for the park?”

Lynne hadn’t. She noticed that there wasn’t a sign at the entrance, but it had probably fallen down and nobody bothered to replace it. Lynne tried to think back to what she’d seen online, but there wasn’t much more than a random map. Most of the hits for ‘Nelson Park’ had been in other states, even when she added ‘Iowa’ to the search.

It didn’t matter. What was the worst that could happen? Lynne always tried to look at life from a positive perspective, and she wasn’t about to stop now. She had committed to visiting Nelson Park and seeing the gorgeous fields she’d seen online.

Lynne hopped up from the bench, pulling Joseph toward the trail closest to them. She didn’t care where it led. She just wanted to start the adventure. Too much time thinking about what-ifs and this or that.

Joseph followed Lynne as they headed into the unknown abyss of trees. Lush foliage canopied above them. Joseph could see where they parted about a mile ahead. At least he could see something. A light. The trees wouldn’t swallow him forever. He breathed lighter as they stepped forward, the gazebo smaller each time he glanced over his shoulder.

As much as Joseph wanted to protest, he couldn’t stay angry at Lynne. Her smile and positive energy was contagious. They were holding hands. It wasn’t too hot. The leaves provided plenty of shade. Joseph didn’t know why he’d been so worked up and afraid.

When they reached the part in the trees, the spectacular view blew Joseph’s mind. It was a field, but it glowed like others didn’t. The winds gently blew the tall grass. Joseph and Lynne watched the field of green sway. Some trees dotted the landscape. A forest was the backdrop.

“It’s just like the photo,” Lynne said. She grabbed Joseph’s hand, stepping off the trail toward the sounds of flowing water. She couldn’t see a stream, but small ones often ran through the fields. There were even wild rumors that some had mystical properties. Fountains of youth or something like that. Nobody believed the rumors, but there was truth in every tale.

Only a tiny percentage of the population could ever experience the power of the local waters, so nobody believed them to be true. Too bad Joseph and Lynne would discover this after it was too late.

Lynne pulled Joseph through the tall grass. He was nervous about any animals that might be hiding where he couldn’t see, but it wasn’t like they were wading through a Floridan swamp.

Joseph was trailing behind Lynne, but it didn’t take them long to reach a breathtaking stream traveling through the field. “Wow,” Joseph said as he took in the sight.

“It’s gorgeous,” Lynne said. She had the sudden urge to take off all of her clothes and get into the water. It was about two feet deep and shimmering as though gold lined the bottom.

“What are you doing?” Joseph asked as Lynne freed herself of the summer dress she was wearing.

“The water is calling,” she said as she undid her ponytail, shaking her head so her hair flowed in the breeze. She felt like a model standing in front of a fan. Where was the camera to snap her picture? “I have to get in,” Lynne said and glanced at Joseph. He was biting his bottom lip, looking as nervous as a guy about to lose his virginity. Part of Lynne wondered if Joseph was a virgin because he often acted like the most innocent guy she’d ever met.

“Lynne, what are you doing? You can’t take off your dress here,” Joseph said, terribly embarrassed someone would see them.

“Stop being such a prude, Joseph. Nobody is here but us,” she said as she stepped toward the stream. Joseph tried again to persuade her against going into the water, but she wouldn’t listen.

Lynne didn’t remember the dark memory from her childhood had to do with the water at Nelson Park. It was so crystal clear and sparkling. Why would anyone ever think it was dangerous?

Joseph watched Lynne move her body in the water, jealous he wasn’t in there with her. He didn’t want her to remember him as a boring guy who didn’t know how to have fun, so Joseph unbuttoned his jeans. Lynne saw him and cheered. “Yeah, Joseph! Join me!”

Joseph loosened the waistline of his jeans, pushing them to the ground. He was wearing a pair of boxer briefs. The outline of his semi-hard dick left Lynne in disbelief. Joseph was the brother who lucked out in the endowment department. She licked her lips, standing tall so Joseph could see her wet, half-naked body. She loved watching Joseph’s growing member as he watched her.

“Is it cold?” Joseph asked as he placed his hands over his exposed erection. Lynne shook her head. Joseph took a deep breath and stepped forward. He didn’t have a problem with natural water sources, but there was something strange about swimming in his underwear at a park.

Joseph forgot what he was worrying about when he dipped his body into the water. The sun warmed his shoulders. The water was the perfect temperature. Lynne swam toward him. Her eyes. Her cleavage.

When she placed her hands on his knees, his dick throbbed under the flowing water. He was as hard as he’d ever been as Lynne moved her body closer to his. She wrapped her arms around him and pressed her stomach against his hardness. She looked into his eyes. Her hair golden under the bright sun.

They were two souls, lost yet linked, in the middle of nowhere.

Joseph and Lynne held their gaze as seconds passed. Dragonflies flew past. Butterflies fluttered over the grasses. They didn’t have to say anything because they could both feel the radiating connection between them. Closing her eyes, Lynne moved her head forward. Joseph did the same.

The kiss started innocently. Soft pecks without tongue. Joseph pulled back until Lynne dug her nails into his back, pulling his body close to hers. She thrust her tongue into his mouth. Joseph held her tightly, moving his arms under her ass. He lifted her out of the water and placed her on the edge, standing between her legs. Half of her calves were still in the water. Joseph’s hands on her thighs.

Passion. Heat. Lynne was wetter than she’d been in ages as Joseph kissed her and touched her body. She wanted to get back to the retreat so they could fuck. She needed his big dick. Was it unladylike to ask if he had condoms?

“Let’s go,” Lynne said and got to her feet. She pulled Joseph out of the water too. They were wet, so they walked halfway down the trail wearing nothing but their underwear until the sun dried them. They put on their clothes, and Lynne couldn’t hold back her question. “Did you bring condoms?”

Joseph coughed. He hadn’t and felt silly for not having packed any. He didn’t sleep with many women. The thought had crossed Joseph’s mind, but he wasn’t the type to make a first move.

Lynne was, and she couldn’t wait to get Joseph’s clothes off again. He had a surprisingly muscular body, and an even better looking dick. She hadn’t seen it bare, but the outline was enough to know it wasn’t small.

When they got to the car, Joseph checked the time. They were three hours behind schedule, but the detour had been more than worth it. They drove the rest of the way listening to pop musics from the 80s, stopping at a convenient store and another fast-food restaurant when they passed through the small town before the retreat.


CHAPTER FOUR

“Welcome to Utopia Retreat,” the woman said. She was the same one who’d handed them a flyer in Wakefield. Lynne knew she was in her fifties from the website, but she looked amazing. Lynne wanted to know what moisturizer she used, so she asked.

“It’s from living the life I want to live. Not no chemical in a tube,” she said with a wink. “You all arrived later than I expected.”

“We took a detour along the way,” Lynne said, glancing over at Joseph. He smiled at her as they remembered their impassioned kiss in the stream.

“Oh,” the woman said with a curious expression. Her name was Theresa. She and her husband, Gary, owned the retreat. They had incredible reviews. Lynne and Joseph were following Theresa as she led them to their cabin. It wasn’t more than fifty feet from the lake, according to Theresa. They could watch the waves from the cabin’s front porch. Theresa was raving about how gorgeous the stars looked at night while they walked.

Lynne’s dress was still slightly wet from her bra. Theresa noticed this but didn’t comment. Lynne and Joseph were happy, and she didn’t want to scare them before it was necessary.

Theresa opened the door to the cabin, passing the keys to Lynne before she stepped inside. It was her favorite cabin. Its porch had the best view of the lake. They had enough business to survive, but it wasn’t like it used to be at Utopia Retreat. People took a lot more international vacations than in the past.

“Any questions? We have cable and Wi-Fi. You all drove through town, didn’t you?” Theresa asked, pointing at the bags from the convenient store with her eyes.

“Yeah, I think we’re good,” Lynne said, desperate for Theresa to leave so she could get Joseph out of his clothes. But then she had an idea and needed to know something from Theresa, who was already five steps away from the cabin. Lynne ran through the door Theresa had left open and called her name.

Theresa turned around and rose her eyebrow. “Yes?”

“I was wondering. How many other people are staying here right now?”

“There is one man who enjoys fishing. He’s on the other side of the lake. He normally wakes up around four in the morning. Early riser. There is a family near the woods. They think there are too many mosquitoes by the water,” Theresa said and shrugged because she really couldn’t imagine there were fewer mosquitoes where their cabin was, but the customer was always right as they said.

“Oh, okay,” Lynne said, trying to play it cool, but she really wanted to go skinny dipping under the starlit sky. “And are there any weird or dangerous fish in the lake?”

Theresa smirked. “Nothing more dangerous than any of the other natural water sources around these parts.”

There was something strange about Theresa’s voice, but she was a weird woman. Lynne didn’t know what to think of her and the long brown hair that went down to her waist. She was a couple inches shorter than Lynne but had serious eyes. Lynne wasn’t even thinking about her anymore though when she stepped back into the cabin.

Joseph was lying on the bed with his arm behind his head, looking as sexy as any model in a catalog. She wanted to take pictures of him and send them to a nerdy science magazine. She doubted they had models who looked as good as Joseph.

Sexy Chemist in a Rustic Cabin

“Wow, you look incredible,” Lynne said as she stepped closer to the bed.

Joseph watched Lynne as she inched toward him. He was horny but nervous. What if they were going too fast? He didn’t want to ruin everything by giving into his desires, but it was impossible not to want Lynne.

She used her right hand to move her hair behind her left ear, tilting her head to the side. “What’s on your mind?”

“I don’t want you to think I’m a bad guy. We don’t have to do anything,” he said. “We can cuddle and watch TV.”

Lynne narrowed her eyes. What guy just wanted to cuddle? The more time she spent with Joseph, the more she realized he was nothing like his brother. Lynne crawled across the bed, nestling under Joseph’s arm. She wanted nothing more than to unbutton his pants and use his dick.

Joseph didn’t know what to think. He didn’t know how to act. What guy turned down sex? Didn’t they stop at the convenient store to buy condoms? Joseph had his arm wrapped around Lynne. He squeezed her, unaware of his force.

Lynne pushed on him and sat up, “Joseph, what’s wrong?”

He shook his head. How could he tell Lynne he thought he was too inexperienced for her without making it sound like he thought she was a whore or something. He didn’t. He knew he was the prude one. “I just… I don’t really do the hook up thing,” he said.

“You didn’t think we would come here and not have sex, did you?” she asked.

Joseph shrugged. “I knew it when we stopped to buy condoms, but I just didn’t think it would happen right when we turned the key to the hotel room door.”

Lynne thought Joseph was being dramatic, but she knew how to keep her cool. She didn’t want to watch TV. The sun would be setting in a few hours, so she thought they could take a walk. Joseph agreed. They walked down a trail for an hour. It was impressive, but they never came across a stream like they had at Nelson Park.

Before the sunset, they’d made it back to the cabin and sat on the front porch, watching the warm colors dance on the surface of the lake. Lynne took Joseph’s hand in hers. He was right. Waiting made everything between them more electric. More sensual.

“This place is lovely,” Joseph said as he felt Lynne’s fingers tighten around his. The sky was darkening. The moon had revealed itself. The amazing hour of the day when one could see both the sun and the moon. Stars popped in the sky as it grew darker. There were lights on in the cabin where the family was staying, but neither had seen the other people staying at Utopia Retreat.

Lynne was happy they hadn’t had sex right away, but she still wanted Joseph before the night was over. What she’d seen at Nelson Park had her desperate to rip off his clothing and explore every inch of his naked body. How could a guy as nerdy and timid as Joseph look so sexy? “Are you hungry?”

Joseph nodded. He could eat. They’d bought stuff at the store, and there was a grill on the front porch. “Should I start a fire?”

“Yes,” Lynne said and rubbed her hand along Joseph’s upper arm. “I’ll cut the vegetables.”

♦

It took longer to cook everything than they had expected. Sitting on the porch, Lynne cut into her piece of grilled chicken. She stabbed the piece she’d cut with her fork and added a piece of grilled zucchini to her bite. The sun had fallen, and a sky filled with stars had replaced it.

“I’m so glad we did this,” Lynne said as he ate her chicken and vegetables. She’d made a peanut sauce for everything but didn’t use it.

Joseph watched Lynne cut her food into tiny bites and chew them diligently. He loved the peanut sauce she’d made but wondered why she wasn’t using it. “You want some?” he asked, lifting the sauce.

Lynne shook her head, ate some more bites, set her plate on the small patio table, and leaned back in her chair. She tilted her head to the sky, in awe of the dazzling stars. Her gaze went down to the surface of the lake. It was a dancing reflection of the sky. All she wanted to do was rip off her clothes and go for a swim, but her mother had always taught her to wait thirty minutes after eating to swim.

“Doesn’t the water look incredible?” Lynne asked as she rested her chin on a closed fist. Her elbow on the arm of the chair. Her eyes on Joseph. Couldn’t he just get naked already?

Joseph was still eating, taking his time to chew slowly and quietly, which Lynne appreciated. She listened to the insects chirping in the background. She watched the gentle movement of the water, still amazed by how many more stars there were here than in Wakefield.

“There’s something I want to do,” Lynne said.

Joseph took his time to swallow because he was nervous about what Lynne might say. “What’s that?”

“A night swim,” she said.

Joseph hated the idea, but he didn’t want to disappoint Lynne. He wasn’t sure how compatible they were, though. Why did she want to do so much crazy stuff? Joseph would have been fine sitting on the front porch until they went to bed. Now he would have to swim in water at night? Lynne had lost her mind. “A night swim?” Joseph repeated, trying to show as little emotion as he could.

“You don’t want to do it, do you?” asked Lynne. She was also wondering if she and Joseph had anything in common. Why did Joseph have to act so afraid of life? There were no rules against swimming at night or in the morning. “Theresa told me there aren’t any dangerous fish in the water.”

Joseph sighed. “Fine, but we’re not swimming more than ten minutes,” he said.

“Deal,” Lynne agreed.

They waited thirty minutes after eating to change into their swimsuits. They spent the downtime playing card games with the news in the background. Nothing major had happened that day.

“You’re so sexy,” Lynne said as she stepped toward Joseph. He was wearing his swim trunks and nothing else. They were the kind that stopped halfway down his thighs and showed how thick his legs were. Lynne ran her finger along the ridges of Joseph’s abs. “Do you have a pair of glasses?”

“Only at the lab,” Joseph said.

Lynne wanted to see him working at the lab in his glasses and lab coat. She just knew it would make her want his dick even more than she already did. Lynne was wearing a one-piece bathing suit that only had a thin piece of fabric over her stomach to connect the top and bottom. She had on a mesh robe but took it off because her goal was to skinny dip; not recline in the moonlight.

Lynne took Joseph’s hand and walked him to the door. The temperature had dropped since they went inside to change. Lynne didn’t care. They could warm up in the shower. Naked. Lynne walked to the edge of the lake. There was a dock several yards to the right.

“Joseph, don’t get upset, but…” Lynne said, letting her words trail off as she looked toward the ground. Lynne pulled the strap of her bathing suit over her shoulder. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties.

Joseph couldn’t believe what was happening. He wanted Lynne. He wanted to stop feeling like a little bitch, but what if he came too quickly? What if he said the wrong thing or touched Lynne the wrong way? He didn’t know if he would be able to pleasure her how she deserved.

When Lynne slid her bathing suit over her breasts, she looked up to meet Joseph’s eyes. They were wide. Worried. Traces of innocence in his expression. She smiled. Lynne didn’t care what happened, as long as Joseph was there with her. She walked up to him. They were alone. The only light coming from their front porch and the stars above.

Lynne wrapped her arms around the back of Joseph’s neck, pressing her exposed chest into his. Their skin touched. Lynne squeezed her legs together as sensations of pleasure and anticipation overwhelmed her.

“What are you doing?” asked Joseph.

Lynne smiled as her lips pressed against his. She didn’t want to act like a hoe, but she had created a mystic vision in her head, and Lynne was used to getting what she wanted. “Take it off,” she said and moved Joseph’s hands from the sides of his body to the edge of her swimming suit. “Let’s swim naked.”

Lynne moved her hands to Joseph’s waistline. His body tensed, but he said nothing. Lynne moved her lips forward, pressing them against Joseph’s shoulder. His hands were on her swimsuit, but he hadn’t pulled it off of her. Joseph didn’t know if he was losing his mind. Was it a dream? “Take it off, Joseph. Nobody is watching,” she said.

Joseph’s hands shook as he gripped the synthetic fabric, doing as Lynne told him. Why should he disappoint her when she had been his dream for years? Joseph pushed down on Lynne’s swimsuit, releasing all of his thoughts and doubts. His primal instincts taking over as he stared at her opulent breasts. The perfect circles that were her nipples.

Lynne dropped her head back, exposing her neck. She pushed down on Joseph’s trunks. Joseph and Lynne removed the clothing of the other. They were naked under the sky of stars. No clouds to block their beauty.

Resting her hand on Joseph’s chest, Lynne glanced down at his dick. It hung past his balls. She could see it beginning to swell and stand at attention. She loved how she could make Joseph’s body react. How she could turn him on. Taking Joseph’s hand, she led it to her pussy. “Hold it,” she said.

Joseph cupped his hand around her dripping pussy, placing pressure on it as he looked into her eyes. Lynne had her hand around Joseph’s dick, stroking it lightly. Their skin covered in goosebumps. Joseph saw his reflection and the sky full of stars as he gazed into Lynne’s eyes. She saw her reflection in his eyes, too.

“Should we jump in?”

Now that Joseph had let go of his reservations, he was feeling horny. His dick was rock hard, and he had a sexy woman in his arms. “Sure,” he said as Lynne held his dick and he cupped her pussy.

They broke their position. Lynne led them to the dock. She glanced over her shoulder, sending Joseph a devilish smile, before running toward the lake. She jumped into the air, tucked her legs, and cannonballed into the water.

It was so loud. Joseph became worried someone would come check on them. He covered himself, waiting for a few seconds to pass. Lynne came up for air. She seemed far from the end of the dock. “Come on,” Lynne said and waved her arms.

Joseph let out a breath and jogged down the dock. His hard dick waving from side to side was slightly uncomfortable. He hit the water. Its cold temperature would soften him in no time.

Lynne swam to Joseph. The water felt amazing on her breasts. She loved swimming naked. There was nothing more freeing. Lynne touched Joseph’s body. “What do you think?” she asked.

“We’re insane,” Joseph said as he struggled not to laugh. He couldn’t believe he was naked in a lake in the middle of the night. The woman he’d always wanted was touching him. She was as light and carefree as he remembered. He would never have done this without her, and he knew it would become one of the best memories of his life.

Lynne moved her hand along Joseph’s body until it reached his hard dick. She loved how even the cold water couldn’t stop his attraction. She kissed him on the lips. He held her as he kicked his feet.

The stars sparkled above the naked lovers. If only they knew how dangerous these local waters could be for a couple in love. Lynne and Joseph wouldn’t say the words, but the waters knew how they felt.

“Take me,” Lynne said as she wrapped her legs around Joseph. There was nothing she wanted more than to take his massive manhood. He might have been a nerd, but Lynne could tell he still liked pussy.

Joseph didn’t think. He reacted. He swam Lynne over to the dock and lifted her out of the water. Lynne touched herself as she watched Joseph pull himself out of the water. His hard body. His enormous dick. He looked like a model stepping out of the pool at a photo shoot.

Lynne lay on the wood slats, staring up to the sky. Her breasts heavy on her chest. She had one arm around them and one hand cupping her pussy. She twisted her body and looked at Joseph, who was standing above her, stroking his dick.

Joseph could have eaten Lynne she looked so good, but he wasn’t a cannibal. Instead of making food out of her, he dropped to his knees and crawled around until he was kneeling between her legs. Her pussy, with a small, perfect bush of hair, inches from his face.

“Let me see,” Joseph said and moved Lynne’s hand. She used it to touch her nipple. Pinch it. She was dripping for Joseph. They were outside and didn’t care. Joseph looked like an animal in the night as he stared at her pussy. His dick hard. Veins running through it. “Fuck, that pussy looks nice.”

“So does that dick,” Lynne said in a breathy voice as she played with her breasts.

Joseph admired Lynne’s feminine form, almost wishing he could have it for himself. Lynne had always wondered what it was like to have a dick too, and big ones like Joseph’s always made her slightly jealous. Guys with huge dicks just seemed like they had an automatic advantage in life. One less thing to worry about, Lynne thought.

Lowering his head, Joseph moved his lips toward Lynne’s labia. She was wet and shimmering like the stars. Anyone could have seen them, but Joseph didn’t care. Guys would kill to have a body and dick like his. He knew it, even though he lacked confidence. All that had disappeared as he ran his tongue in circles around Lynne’s pussy.

She moved his mouth to her clit, clapping her hands over her mouth not to scream in the middle of the night. Joseph sucked, licked, and touched her clit. He fingered her pussy, hitting her G-spot the second he curled his fingers.

Lynne couldn’t handle it another second. She pushed Joseph off of her pussy, hopped to her feet, grabbed his arm, and ran toward their cabin. They gathered up their clothing as they sprinted back to the cabin, wearing nothing.

Joseph grabbed Lynne when they crossed the doorway. He pushed her against the wall, cupping his hands around her gorgeous breasts. He put her nipple in his mouth. Lynne snaked her hands above her head, letting Joseph do whatever he wanted with her body. He moved his mouth from her breasts, to her belly button, to her pussy.

“Fuck, this pussy tastes good,” he said.

“Let me repay the favor,” Lynne said and ran her hand along the top of Joseph’s head. He got to his feet, and Lynne walked him over to the couch. She pushed him onto it, dropping to her knees. Lynne gripped Joseph’s thick rod, impressed by its weight. All she could think about was how much bigger Joseph was than his brother, Aaron, but she’d never say it. “Damn, this dick is nice.”

“Thanks,” said Joseph.

It had a tan tone, like the rest of Joseph’s body. The veins running through it as gorgeous as the cracks running through a scoop of ice cream. Joseph’s dick was her ice cream cone, and she was craving dessert. Lynne opened her mouth and suctioned her lips around Joseph’s cock.

Joseph moaned as she pressed her tongue against the thickness of his veins, moving them with the lightest pressure. His skin soft in her mouth. Joseph in another world from the wetness of her lips.

Lynne bobbed her head on Joseph’s cock, taking as much as she could in the back of her throat, but she couldn’t stop gagging on his member every time she tried to take the bottom third. It didn’t matter if she could take it in her mouth or not because she knew she’d have no problem fitting him in her pussy; once he loosened her up.

Lifting her head, Lynne stood in front of Joseph. His dick was wet and slick. Her pussy was hungry for his manhood. “Go get the condoms so you can fuck me,” she said. Her voice girlish and playful.

Joseph had never met a woman like Lynne. She knew when to take charge but how to act clueless and feminine to get what she wanted. Joseph went and grabbed the box of condoms from the convenient store bag. She went over to the couch, where Lynne told him to hurry up and roll the condom over his dick.

“You want to do it here?” Joseph asked after he’d put the condom in place, which had taken longer than he’d hoped.

Lynne looked at the couch and considered his questions. “You’re right. Grab a towel from the bathroom,” she said. Lynne placed the towel on the floor when Joseph returned to the living room. She guided him to his knees, lying on her back below him. “Go slow.”

Joseph nodded and wiped his hand along Lynne’s pussy and stroked his cock. She provided plenty of lubrication. He pushed in his head. Her pussy was tight, but Lynne didn’t stop him. She reached around, grabbing Joseph’s ass, and guided him in deeper.

Lynne screamed without restraint. Her fingernails dug into Joseph’s ass cheeks as he stretched her pussy to its limits. She rubbed her clit, making a river of juices flow. She didn’t know if she could hold her orgasm with the intense pressure hitting her center. She moaned and hollered, loving every second of Joseph’s big dick in her hole.

“You okay?” asked Joseph, afraid he was hurting her. The few women he had fucked couldn’t handle his dick. They all said it hurt.

Lynne wasn’t one of those ladies. She nodded. “Oh, yeah, baby. I love that dick,” she said.

These words encouraged Joseph. He pushed deeper into Lynne. She took his cock. He didn’t care how much she scratched him. It felt too good. He would be her scratching post if that was what she needed to give him the pleasure he was feeling.

Neither of them would last long. They were lovers, still wet with the lake water, having sex in the moonlit room.

“Fuck, baby. I’m going to cum,” Lynne said when her fingers brushed her clit.

“Cum with me,” Joseph whispered and bent his head down to kiss Lynne’s chest.

Lynne moaned as she rubbed her clit. Joseph felt cum bubbling in his balls, ready to shoot from his cock. “Oh. My,” Lynne screamed as her body went still. Joseph held her as she gripped his back. He moved his dick the tiniest amount, making Lynne scream, but it was enough to make him cum.

“Fuck, that was good,” Lynne said as she relaxed, falling back on the towel.

Joseph pulled out of her, ripped off the condom, and tied it in a knot. Joseph scooped Lynne into his arms and carried her to the bed. They cuddled naked under the covers.

Neither knew what would happen in the morning. The feelings of change were present but covered by the moment of bliss. They drifted to sleep before the trouble began.


CHAPTER FIVE

Few people in the area believed the legends of the local waters, but Joseph and Lynne were about to become believers. They wouldn’t know it upon waking up, but the waters provided a gift to the purest of lovers. Two souls who were meant to share a life together. What better way to know one’s lover than to spend some time in his or her shoes?

Lynne tossed and turned. She felt like she had heartburn, which never happened to her. She could eat pasta with a tomato sauce and meat accompanied by a glass of red wine and feel nothing, but she wasn’t in her body anymore. Joseph often had heartburn.

Joseph was sleeping harder than he had in ages. His body relaxed, as though there wasn’t a care in the world. Lynne always got enough sleep. She’d been gifted with a body she would soon miss, but there were other benefits to her new masculine form. Joseph had an enormous dick, which Lynne now possessed.

Allowing her eyes to flutter open, Lynne realized there was a major problem. Her dick was rock hard. She screamed. Her voice deeper than she’d ever heard it. Joseph’s eyes popped open, and he rolled out of bed onto the floor. Looking down, Joseph saw his feminine body for the first time. He stared, no longer even registering Lynne’s screams.

“What is the world?” Lynne screamed in a voice that sounded like Joseph’s own. The one he heard in recordings of himself; a sound that would make any normal human cringe. “What happened to me? You!” Lynne yelled and pointed at Joseph.

Joseph didn’t know what to say. He’d woken up in the wrong body too, but there was an accusatory expression on Lynne’s face. His face. She needed to shave it before they went out today. He was hoping she wouldn’t leave any marks, but then he looked down at his legs. Would he have to shave those? They looked like they’d need it in a day or two.

Every detail was coming into focus for Joseph. The feeling of a pussy between his legs instead of his monster cock. Lynne didn’t know how Joseph carried it around all day, but then she remembered her breasts. Those were worse, and nobody really cared about breast sizes. Not like dicks.

Joseph shrugged. His blonde hair touching his shoulders. “What? I didn’t do anything,” Joseph said and threw up his arms. It wasn’t his choice to wake up as a woman. He had no idea how it’d happened, but Lynne had a suspicion. Theresa flickered through her mind. She’d been mysterious, hadn’t she? As soon as the thought came, it left. She felt ridiculous for thinking anyone would believe her.

She’d never believed the rumors of the waters, and now it was too late. Lynne was living in Joseph’s body, which was far hairy than she liked to keep herself.

Joseph was living in Lynne’s body and felt like the most beautiful woman in the world. He wondered what it’d be like walking around as Lynne. Would every man stop what he was doing just to get a better look?

“Joseph,” Lynne said. “What are we going to do?”

He didn’t know, so he shrugged. His breasts were heavy. How did Lynne walk around with these all the time? He had so much to learn about being a woman. If he thought about it for more than a couple seconds, the reality of his situation overwhelmed him. “We’re already here, Lynne. I don’t know what we can do. Why don’t we just enjoy it and hope we change back tomorrow morning?” he asked, wondering when he had become so chill.

Lynne slapped her hand on the bed. “How do you expect me to do that? I want my body back! Now!”

Joseph stood. They were both still naked from last night, and he felt exposed as Lynne looked at his feminine body with the most jealous eyes he’d ever seen. Joseph rubbed his dainty hand along Lynne’s manly back, not sure of what to say or how to act.

“I can’t believe the rumors are true,” Lynne said. “I’ve swum in the waters with people so many times in my life, and this has never happened.”

People had heard whispers of changing bodies. They didn’t know it had to do with love. Most people thought the waters could make a lucky few younger, but even that was laughed at as fake. Only true lovers could make it to the other end of this journey in one piece.

Joseph placed his hand on Lynne’s leg, glancing into her eyes. “Lynne, please. You don’t have to worry. I’m here with you,” he said.

She nodded, but nothing could comfort her. She had been stripped of her femininity. As amazing as Joseph’s body was, she was already missing her own.

Joseph couldn’t say the same. He was so curious about his new body. He wanted to touch himself in the shower. Use a compact mirror to stare at his vagina. He’d seen it last night, but it’d be so much better to examine it through a mirror; preferably behind a closed door without Lynne in the room. Joseph wasn’t sure if Lynne would like to watch him play with the pussy that had been hers only last night.

As much as Lynne wanted to rip the skin from Joseph, she had to stay positive. She had to keep herself sane. Nobody would understand or believe them if they tried to explain the truth. Lynne sighed, “would you mind giving me some alone time? Take a shower or something?”

“Then we’ll enjoy the retreat?”

Lynne nodded. She wasn’t sure they would wake up in their old bodies the next day, but she had to be hopeful. She had to stay positive or risk being captured by a spiral of doubt and negativity. As much as she hated waking up in Joseph’s body, she had to think it had happened for a reason. Maybe the water selected its victims with purpose. Lynne felt like she was losing her mind, so she took a deep breath, listening to the sound of the running water behind the closed bathroom door.

Standing from the bed, Lynne walked over to the window. She had a sheet wrapped around her naked body; tucked under her armpits as though she had breasts to hide and not a manly chest. She could see Theresa doing something by the main cabin. It looked like she was arranging chopped wood, but Lynne couldn’t be sure. It was too far away.

In the shower, Joseph was in awe of his new feminine body. He squeezed his breasts, amazed by their plush softness. He ran his hands along his thin body. Joseph felt like he was violating Lynne as he moved his fingers to the pussy that was now his. He touched himself lightly, activating his clitoris. Joseph bit his bottom lip and used his arm to support himself as his left hand played with his sensitive pussy.

As a man, Joseph had never wanted dick, but he was craving one now. Joseph had nothing against gay guys, but Joseph was straight, and he wasn’t a confident straight guy at that. It hadn’t mattered how big his dick was, seducing women had always been a weakness of Joseph’s.

Meeting Lynne again after the years had been sheer luck. Now, she had Joseph’s body, but he didn’t mind it too much.

Lynne knocked on the bathroom door. Joseph moved his hand away from his pussy, aware that he hadn’t even touched shampoo or a bar of soap. How long had passed? “Joseph, can you hurry, please? I have to pee,” she said.

“Uh, you can come in and pee if you want,” he said. There wasn’t a lock on the door, and it wasn’t like he hadn’t seen himself naked before.

Lynne opened the door, wearing a sheet around her body. It was tucked under armpits like women wore towels when they got out the shower. Lynne looked at Joseph, who had the curtain pulled around his body. Her body. It was all too bizarre.

“This is fucked up,” Lynne said as she looked into the blue eyes that had been hers. It was like looking in a mirror.

“Let’s make the best of it,” Joseph said, trying to stay positive for the both of them. “Go pee, and then you can take a shower. I want to kayak. We didn’t come all the way here for nothing.”

“Fine,” Lynne said and dropped the sheet to the ground. Her dick looked huge, even when it was soft. Just looking at Lynne’s dick made Joseph’s body stir with desire. It was a strange sensation, but Joseph couldn’t deny it. He wanted his old dick. He wanted to know what it felt like to get fucked as a woman.

Lynne held her dick, standing at the toilet. She had almost sat down but then remembered men didn’t have to sit to pee. Maybe being a man wasn’t so bad after all, Lynne thought as a stream of urine left her dick. She shook her dick. Its length and girth made her feel like a king. She wanted to buy a pair of tight straight-leg jeans to showcase her manhood. Lynne picked up the sheet, wrapped it around her waist, and tucked it in itself. She glanced at her muscular body in the mirror before stepping out of the bathroom.

Joseph turned off the shower. He wrapped a towel around his body in the same way Lynne had the sheet when she walked into the bathroom. When Joseph entered the main room, Lynne was sitting on the bed, moving her dick from side to side. Joseph resisted the urge to climb onto the bed and give Lynne a blow job.

“Take a shower and let’s go?” asked Joseph.

“Yeah. Make sure you put on sunscreen,” she said as she walked into the bathroom without a sheet or towel or anything to cover her body. Her hairy legs. Her firm ass.

Lynne stroked her cock in the shower, taking herself to the edge of an orgasm. She turned off the water after washing and rinsing her body with soap. She stepped out of the shower and smiled at herself in the mirror. It was going to be a good day, even if it hadn’t started as one.

♦

Lynne had more strength than she’d ever known as she paddled her kayak. Theresa had been so sweet when she gave them a pair of kayaks to explore the lake. It was a lot bigger than Lynne would have thought. There were cabins sparsely placed around the land. Theresa explained that it was owned and shared by a few families, but Theresa and Gary were the ones who ran the retreat.

Joseph felt weak, even though Lynne had a strong body. She was yards ahead of him, and he couldn’t catch up to save his life. He wasn’t used to the differences in their bodies. Lynne looked over her shoulder and beamed. Joseph hated how he found her crazy attractive, even though she was in his old body. It was as though Joseph was the same person he’d always been, yet insanely different.

“Having troubles back there?” Lynne asked. Her voice rough and rugged. She could get used to having this muscular body and big dick, even though she still wanted her old body back. She missed her perky breasts. Her blonde hair. The way men would look at her when she wore a dress with cleavage. Men were handsome, even gorgeous at times, but there was nothing more fabulous than being a woman with confidence.

“You would know,” called Joseph. “You like those muscles?”

“Yeah, they’re nice,” Lynne said. She lifted her arm and flexed it. She wondered how long Joseph spent in the gym to maintain his body and if she could ever keep it how it was today. “You don’t think your muscles are enough?”

Joseph flexed his feminine biceps. They were big, but they were what had as a man. “Why don’t you be a gentleman and wait for me to catch up?” Joseph asked. He was tired of paddling his ass off just for Lynne to leave him behind. The sun was hot, and his skin felt like it was on fire.

Lynne stopped paddling, and Joseph caught up to her after a few minutes, but he was tired of kayaking. They were far from their cabin. Joseph wished he could grow wings to fly back, but even that sounded exhausting. There was a bank to the right ahead of them. “Can we paddle to that and take a break?” Joseph asked, pointing ahead. He wished they would have taken a double kayak so Lynne could do all the work with her muscular arms.

“Sure,” she said.

They took their time paddling to the bank. Lynne reached it first, got out of her kayak, and pulled Joseph to the shore. He felt like a princess being saved by her prince. Why did Lynne look so damn sexy in his old body?

“Everything okay?” Lynne asked as she held Joseph’s hand. They were standing on the soft grass feet from the river’s edge. Their kayaks rested on the grass next to them. Lynne took Joseph’s hand and placed it against her chest.

Joseph’s center stirred. Things were happening between his legs he’d never expected from such a simple gesture. “Yeah, that was exhausting,” he said. “I’m used to those big boys,” Joseph said and slapped Lynne’s arm with his right hand.

“I get it,” Lynne said. Her gaze was intense. Passionate. Lynne could feel herself becoming more attracted to Joseph’s feminine form. She wasn’t sure what it’d be like to make love to her old body, but part of her wanted to try. Part of her couldn’t imagine passing up the opportunity. “Do you want me to rub sunscreen on your back?”

Just hearing Lynne say those words made Joseph want to cry tears of joy. Joseph nodded and pulled his blonde hair over his shoulder. “My shoulders are burning,” he said.

“Yeah, I’m a lot fairer than you are,” Lynne said as she dug through the bag they’d packed for sunscreen. They were sitting in the grass under a tree for shade. The sun was high in the sky, and they were far from their cabin. Lynne squeezed sunscreen into her hands, rubbing it on Joseph’s shoulders.

Joseph closed his eyes, savoring the feeling of cold cream gliding across his skin. Lynne was using her fingers. Joseph’s center stirred with pleasure and desire as Lynne worked to make sure he was safe from the sun’s deadly rays. He could have turned around, pushed Lynne to the ground, and rode her dick. He didn’t care if it was his old body because it was still her beneath the exterior. She was sweet, gentle, and the only person Joseph needed in his life.

“There, I think I got everything,” she said. Lynne passed Joseph the sunscreen. He rubbed it on his arms and legs before asking, “do you want me to do your back?”

“Okay,” Lynne said and turned her back to Joseph. Joseph got on his knees. His breasts swayed lightly as he repositioned himself behind Lynne. Joseph tossed his hair back as he opened the sunscreen and squirted some into the palm of his left hand. He rubbed his hands together and applied the sunscreen on Lynne’s back.

Tracing the dips and crests of muscles, Joseph covered Lynne’s back with the protective cream. He massaged her shoulders. It was all so sensual. It was as though Joseph had never touched his old body. As though he hadn’t spent his entire life until that morning living in it.

What he was feeling in his new feminine body was too real. Too raw. He squeezed his legs together to counter the overwhelming sense of pleasure. Pressure building in his center just from rubbing each other with sunscreen, but there was something incredibly intimate about the touch.

Lynne got to her knees and turned to Joseph. The separation of his breasts perfect and hard to ignore. “You’re beautiful,” she said. Lynne reached out and touched the exposed part of Joseph’s waistline. He was wearing the same one-piece bathing suit she’d been wearing when they went skinny dipping.

“So are you,” Joseph said and ran his hand along the muscles he’d spent so long developing. Every day at the gym had been worth it because Joseph wanted nothing more than to undress Lynne and take her dick. His pussy was craving dick. The emptiness he felt was crushing, and Lynne fucking him was the only thing that would satisfy him. “Should we get out of here?” Joseph asked. The sun was high in the sky, but they still had to kayak back to their cabin.

“I’m ready,” Lynne said. “Do you want to get a head start?”

“Hey, it’s not my fault I’m a woman now,” Joseph said and moved his body closer to Lynne’s. His arms wrapped around the back of Lynne’s neck. Her hands on Joseph’s waist.

“What does being a woman have to do with it?” Lynne asked in a husky whisper.

She leaned in for a kiss. Joseph closed his eyes and met her lips. He could feel her dick growing under her swim trunks. It was so big and heavy. How would Joseph ever fit Lynne in his pussy? It had been so tight and small when he was playing with himself in the shower. He didn’t know how Lynne had taken him last night, but Joseph wanted to find out. What if he woke up back in his old body and never had the chance again?

Joseph broke the kiss, leaning back to stare at Lynne. He could see her in his old eyes. Even if they had switched bodies, they were still themselves… mostly.

“Are you going to help me get started?” Joseph asked and glanced at the kayaks.

Lynne nodded. Joseph grabbed his kayak and walked it into the water. The lake became deep a few feet off the shore, but there was enough shallow water to get in the kayak. Lynne held Joseph’s hand as he got in the kayak. Lynne pushed Joseph away from the shore. Joseph paddled as fast as he could toward the cabin.

Taking her time, Lynne watched Joseph paddle like a madwoman. She smiled to herself as she got in the kayak. Joseph was far ahead of her, but Lynne wasn’t worried. If Joseph wanted to win, she would let him.

That didn’t stop her from catching up by the time they got near the cabin, but she let Joseph pull ahead at the end.

“How was the trip?” Theresa asked as she took the kayaks from them.

“Fantastic,” Lynne said. “Would you like me to pay for the rental now?”

“Sure, if you’d like,” Theresa said and gestured toward the main cabin where she and Gary lived. They had the office there too.

“I’ll catch up,” Lynne said and kissed Joseph.

Joseph smiled and turned toward the cabin as Lynne followed Theresa. Joseph was walking back to their cabin and noticed someone walking his way. An older man who wasn’t wearing a shirt, and he didn’t look nearly as good as Lynne. He had thick chest and back hair. A beer gut. He had spectacular green eyes, but they looked eager.

“Hey,” he called, making Joseph wish he could become invisible. What could this man possibly want?

Joseph raised his hand and waved. He waited until he was only a few feet from the man to say “hello.”

“Theresa mentioned a couple had come in last night. You all missed breakfast this morning,” he said. His eyes moved up and down Joseph’s body, making him uncomfortable and shift on his feet.

“Yeah,” Joseph said. They had planned on going to breakfast until they woke up in the wrong body. Joseph had forgotten all about it. They had brought granola bars and snacks too, so they forgot all about breakfast. “We got a late start today.”

“Oh, I bet,” the man said in the most perverted voice Joseph had ever heard. “Young couples have all the energy in the world.”

“Yeah,” Joseph said in a blase voice.

“I’m Keith,” the man said and put out his hand as though he wanted to shake Joseph’s hand, but Keith’s hand touched Joseph’s exposed waistline instead.

Joseph coughed without covering his mouth. Keith backed up, saying “sorry. I didn’t mean to do that,” he said.

“Right,” said Joseph. Was it like this for women everywhere? Joseph was a hot blonde. Maybe things hadn’t always been as easy for Lynne as a woman like Joseph had thought. “If you’ll excuse me,” Joseph said and stepped past Keith.

Keith reached for Joseph’s hand, but he slapped away Keith’s hand. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“As though I’d tell scum like you,” Joseph said. He wanted to kick Keith in the balls. “You’re lucky I don’t walk down to the cabin where you’re staying to tell your wife how disgusting you are.”

“Not surprising a woman who looks like you is such a bitch,” Keith said and marched up to the side of the main cabin where Theresa and Gary kept bundles of wood. Joseph’s cheeks flinched with anger, but he asked himself what Lynne would do if she encountered a gross man like Keith.

She would probably flip her hair, put a hand on her hip, and sashay to the cabin, so that was exactly what Joseph did. He didn’t even look back to see if Keith was watching.


CHAPTER SIX

“What a pervert,” Lynne said as she listened to Joseph tell her what happened. “I can’t believe he’d do that.”

“Has anything like that happened to you?” Joseph asked. He was still rather traumatized by how Keith had touched him and looked at him with a forceful, hungry gaze.

Lynne waved her hand in the air, looking rather feminine in her masculine body. “Oh, yes. It was terrible when I used to go to the bar every weekend,” she said. “Most guys aren’t as bad as Keith sounds, but it happens.”

Joseph had never had a woman act as aggressively toward him as Keith did. “It was disgusting,” he said.

Lynne shrugged. “It is what it is. What should we eat tonight?”

“Do you want to drive into town and get some food?” asked Joseph. He would never eat from a drive-thru this much back home, but they were on vacation and having a good time.

“We’re so bad,” Lynne said as she slapped Joseph’s shoulder lightly. “We just had fast food yesterday.”

“I know. Just because we’re on vacation,” he said, moving his body toward Lynne’s and looking into her eyes, batting his lashes.

“Fine,” Lynne said. “But I’m driving.”

“Deal,” Joseph said and stood. They still needed to change out of their swimming suits.

Joseph grabbed a navy summer dress from Lynne’s suitcase and took it to the bathroom with a fresh pair of white panties and matching bra. As Joseph held the women’s clothing in his hands, he wondered if this would become his reality.

The chance he wouldn’t turn back to his masculine self was sinking in and frightening him. How would he ever adjust? His job. His money and credit. Joseph didn’t want to work in a hotel, and Lynne felt the same about becoming a chemist. How boring.

Joseph slipped into the white panties, looking at his topless self in the mirror. Maybe living as a woman wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, especially one as beautiful as Lynne. Maybe they could make it work. This experience had bonded them for life, even if they went back to their old bodies.

“Everything okay in there?” Lynne asked. She spoke differently than Joseph used to, even if she had the voice he used to possess. She was already making his old body hers.

Joseph didn’t know if he could put the bra on himself, so he opened the door, and Lynne stepped inside. She didn’t look shocked to see him naked. “You need help with that?”

Joseph nodded, handing the bra to Lynne. She gave him a quick tutorial and had him try himself. Joseph got it on the second attempt. They laughed at how Joseph had struggled. “This is pretty crazy,” Joseph said in a depressed voice. He sighed and leaned against the bathroom sink, facing Lynne.

Her eyes grew darker. She looked at Joseph, missing her old body. Lynne always tried to live her life without remorse. She tried to keep her head high, but living outside of her body was becoming strange. She didn’t know if they would wake up in the right ones again. She could only hope they did. Lynne grabbed Joseph’s feminine hands, wrapping her large ones around them. She conveyed her message of hope.

“I know,” said Joseph. He couldn’t let the darkness hold him any longer. “Let’s get food and some booze. We need to drink away our fear.”

“Your new body probably can’t handle as much as you’re used to,” she said and wrapped her arms around Joseph. “We have to stay classy and calm.”

“You’re right,” he said. “Help me with the dress?”

Lynne nodded and grabbed the navy dress Joseph had hanging over the shower rod. Joseph lifted his arms, and Lynne slid the dress onto his body. It had buttons on the front. Joseph fastened them and moved his hips from side to side, staring at himself in the mirror. His blonde hair. His breasts. It was all beginning to feel too real, like he had always had this body.

Lynne looked sexy standing behind him. Her rugged features. Masculine, handsome, and seductive. Joseph still wanted to know what it was like to get fucked as a woman.

Lynne had little trouble slipping on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Joseph didn’t have the most extravagant wardrobe, and Lynne was already thinking of different men’s clothing she could buy. What would look good on her broad shoulders? What would compliment her dark brown eyes?

Joseph waited for Lynne by the door as she double checked she had everything. They rode into town. Lynne turned into a drive-thru. They ordered salads with chicken tenders and ice cream for dessert.

Sitting in the parking lot of the fast-food restaurant, they ate their dessert first. They couldn’t let the ice cream melt before they got back to the cabin, and the weather was incredible for sitting outside. It wasn’t too hot. The sun lingered in the sky, refusing to drop from the horizon. The sky was a painting of pinks, purples, and oranges. A perfect summer evening.

For a tiny town, the parking lot seemed to teem with people. Everyone wanted ice cream. Who could blame them?

As crazy as Lynne and Joseph felt, nobody noticed any different. They were just a man and woman sitting on the trunk of their car. Lynne had fed Joseph a bite of hers. Joseph fed her a bite of his. She had peanut butter and chocolate mixed into hers. He had strawberries.

Lynne set her ice cream to the side. Joseph turned his attention to her. She lifted her hand, running her fingers through Joseph’s blonde hair. It was her hair, but it wasn’t. Lynne was feeling more like a man by the minute. With her confidence and the physical attributes she’d inherited from Joseph, Lynne was positive she could take over the world, even though she wanted to wake up in her old body.

“Joseph,” Lynne said in a soft voice.

“Yeah?” he asked, raising his hand to hold Lynne’s.

“Whatever happens, we’re in this together,” she said.

Joseph nodded. He looked nervous, but Lynne meant what she said. She would never leave his side as long as they were like this, and even if they weren’t. She wanted Joseph in her life. “I’m scared,” he said.

“Me too,” she admitted.

Joseph didn’t want to feel weak, but he’d never felt more without control in his life. He didn’t know what had made him and Lynne switch bodies, but it opened his eyes to the possibilities of the world. “We should eat these salads in front of the TV,” Joseph said and patted his hand on the takeout bag.

“Yeah, let’s get out of here. I’m ready,” she said.

They had to stop for gas on the way out of town. Joseph watched Lynne do everything. She seemed comfortable in her masculine body. Joseph wished he could say the same. Lynne got back in the car and drove them to the cabin.

They turned on the television and ate their salads as the sky darkened outside the cabin. It was like the sun had disappeared when they stopped needing it.

♦

Lynne and Joseph found themselves on the front porch a couple hours after they’d eaten. They watched the stars dance on the water. Fish making the occasional ripple in the waves. Neither wanted to skinny dip, but Joseph still wanted to know what sex felt like as a woman. He was a nervous wreck, but their time could be ending.

Joseph reached his hand across the table separating them, placing it on Lynne’s exposed thigh. Joseph couldn’t believe how attracted he was to his old body. How much he wanted Lynne to fuck him as he had her. Last night felt like a lifetime ago.

Lynne took Joseph’s hand in hers, looking at him in the eyes. They had built a fire in the fire pit at the edge of the porch. Reflections of the dancing flames visible in their eyes. Neither had to speak. They both wanted the same thing. Lynne had been wondering what it’d be like to fuck a pussy all day.

Her dick was huge, and she wanted to use it before she never had the chance. It didn’t matter that Joseph had her old body. She didn’t care that she had his. They were two bodies, one soul. Lynne knew she would spend the rest of her life with Joseph, so why did it matter which body they had?

Lynne knew there would be logistics like work and bills and things, but spouses shared everything. They could showcase their natural aptitudes and switch jobs or something. Move to a new city. Science needed more women. Lynne knew they would be able to figure out whatever problem they faced.

Joseph stood from his chair and stepped over to Lynne, sitting on her lap. His blonde hair fell into his face as he leaned forward to kiss her. Joseph noticed no difference from the last night. Their lips were one. Their bodies were one. He may have become a woman, but he was still Lynne’s mate. Joseph knew she hadn’t been lying when she said she’d always be by his side.

“Lynne, I know we just started hanging out, but you mean a lot to me.”

“I can’t imagine my life without you, Joseph. You mean everything. You are my heart,” she said, staring into his eyes. Her dark eyes full of soul. Lynne was holding Joseph by the small of his back. Joseph kissed Lynne. She moved her hand up his back to the back of his head, pulling him in for a deeper kiss.

Joseph moaned against Lynne’s powerful tongue. He could feel his panties getting wet from the sensation of Lynne’s strong muscles flexing against his body. Joseph crossed his legs, moving his hands to the back of Lynne’s head. He snaked them into her thick, dark brown hair.

Their kiss intensified. Joseph couldn’t wait any longer. He broke away from Lynne, staring at her face, surprised by how electrified his body felt. By how badly he wanted to get Lynne naked and sit on her dick. Joseph grabbed Lynne’s hand, hopped to his feet, and led her to the door.

They stepped inside, turning off the lights. Joseph slammed Lynne against the wall, pressing his face against hers. She was taller than him. Stronger. So masculine and delicious.

Lynne grabbed Joseph’s plump ass. She lifted him into her muscular arms, kissing him as hard as he was kissing her. She loved the feeling of his fingers running through her hair. She didn’t care when Joseph’s blonde hair fell into his face, breaking up their kiss for micro moments.

“You want me to fuck you?” Lynne asked when Joseph moved his head back to take a breath. He was still in Lynne’s arms. His legs wrapped around her thick waist.

Joseph nodded. His breasts bounced as Lynne readjusted his thin body. “Please, fuck me,” he said in a slutty voice.

Lynne’s dick jumped. “Say it again,” she said.

“Fuck me. Please,” Joseph said in a soft voice.

Holding Joseph, Lynne walked across the cabin to the bed. She threw Joseph onto it and watched his breasts bounce. She unbuttoned her pants, stepping toward the bed. Lynne felt dominant and hungry for pussy. Hungry for a hole to bury her cock. Maybe it was the testosterone running through her veins. She didn’t know what it was, but all she felt was a primal urge to ravish Joseph.

Lifting up the hem of Joseph’s dress, Lynne noticed how wet his panties were for her. “Damn,” Lynne said as she looked at Joseph’s wetness. His desire as clear as her hard dick. Lynne pulled down her zipper, dropped her jeans and underwear to the ground, and held her hard dick. She stroked it lightly, sensations of pleasure coursing through her body.

Lynne never would have imagined eating a pussy yesterday, but now she needed a taste. Joseph’s womanhood looked too delicious. Lynne squatted at the end of the bed. She pulled off Joseph’s panties.

Joseph took deep, heavy breaths as he tried to calm his anticipation. He was excited and afraid of everything he was feeing. Each of Lynne’s touches was a shock of joy. A burst, like popping gum or a rocket lifting into the air.

When Lynne’s mouth made contact with Joseph’s labia, he could have melted into the bed and never returned. Each movement of Lynne’s tongue made Joseph want to whimper. He wasn’t sure if it was torture or pleasure it felt so good. Joseph found himself in a fit of laughter to cope.

“What’s funny?”

“Oh, shit,” Joseph said as though he was finally coming down from a high. “It feels so good.”

“You haven’t even had the best part yet,” Lynne said, looking at Joseph’s clit who’d come out to play.

“Best part? What could be—?”

Lynne pressed her tongue against Joseph’s clit, which stripped the words from his mouth. He could barely breathe. He gripped the sheets below him, trying to hold on to any sense of reality. Lynne didn’t give up as she held Joseph’s legs with her arms. She moved him closer to her mouth, covering her face with his juices. He tasted sweet, and she was hungry.

“Fuck,” Joseph screamed as his body began to emit droplets of sweat. He couldn’t feel anything but the growing heat and intensity in his center. He was sure it was an orgasm, begging to release from his body. Joseph opened his mouth. Droplets of sound escaped him as Lynne’s tongue worked its magic on his clit.

Giving Joseph a break, Lynne broke contact with his pussy. She needed a breath. He was a river running into her mouth. She loved it, and her dick was throbbing. It was begging her to bury it in Joseph’s cave.

Lynne stood, staring at Joseph on the end of the bed. The cabin dark around them. Lynne rubbed her six-pack abs, cupping her dick with her other hand. Her balls heavy. Lynne’s memories blurred, and natural instinct took over. She held her cock with an open hand, spat on it, and rubbed it.

Joseph, lying on the bed, looked at Lynne’s masculine body. She had more confidence in it than he ever had and looked irresistible. Joseph spread his legs, reaching between them to rub his pussy.

Lynne narrowed her eyes as Joseph played with his pussy for her viewing. “Spread those lips,” she said.

Joseph bit his bottom lip and used two fingers to spread his pussy lips. Lynne got back to her knees and stuck her tongue into Joseph’s opening. She fucked him with her tongue. Lynne spat on her right hand and stuck two fingers into Joseph, quickly increasing to three.

Joseph moaned as Lynne fucked him with her fingers. She knew exactly what his body needed, and he wasn’t sure he could hold an orgasm until Lynne fucked him with her dick, but he was trying. Desperately ignoring the overwhelming sensations in his center. He was seconds from losing himself when Lynne pulled out.

“Don’t cum yet,” she said. “Take a breath.”

Joseph exhaled, not realizing he hadn’t been breathing. Not realizing anything but the pleasure/pain circulating his body. He still couldn’t decide if it was torture or the single best thing he’d ever experienced, even though he knew the latter was true. The only pain came from not releasing, but he needed Lynne’s dick first.

“Fuck me,” he said. “I need to feel that dick inside me.”

“We might only have tonight,” she said.

“We can’t miss this opportunity,” Joseph agreed as his body relaxed. It was like the low point of a rainstorm. Joseph knew there was more to come.

Lynne stroked her dick as she walked to the other side of the room for the box of condoms they’d bought the day before. Everything that’d happened in the past day blew her mind. Rolling a condom over her dick took her back to where she’d been the night before, skinny dipping with Joseph in a lake of stars.

This weekend was one of the best she’d ever had. She didn’t want it to end, but nothing lasted forever. Lynne shook away thoughts of the future and returned to the present, rolling a condom over her dick.

Lynne told Joseph to stand from the bed and led him over to a chair in the main room. They had the blinds open. Stars lit the night. No matter how dark it was, Lynne and Joseph could still sense each other. See each other when there wasn’t a cloud rolling through the sky.

Lynne sat in the wooden chair, naked and erect, moving Joseph’s feminine body close to her. “Sit on it, so you can control the speed,” she said.

Joseph nodded, staring down at the outline of Lynne’s dick. It looked so huge now that Joseph was about to put it in his body. “Did you use lube?”

Lynne smirked, lifting her hand to Joseph’s pussy. He was still wet like a leaking hose. She ran her hand along Joseph’s pussy, rubbing the wetness on her dick. Lynne pressed against Joseph’s womanhood and pulled, encouraging him to move closer to the chair.

“You have all the lube you need right here,” she said. She was stroking her dick with Joseph’s juices, desperate to feel inside of him. Lynne moved her hand from Joseph’s pussy to his right breast, lifting it in her hand. She used her other hand to squeeze Joseph’s left ass cheek. She pressed her face against his stomach.

Her dick was jumping with anticipation as she touched Joseph’s feminine body. “It’s okay, Joseph.”

Joseph was paralyzed in the moment, desperate to take Lynne’s dick but too afraid to move. He exhaled again. He shook off the doubt he was feeling and touched his pussy, awakening his desire.

Joseph stepped forward and stood with a leg on each side of Lynne. She looked into his eyes as her hands rested on his sides. Joseph lowered his hips, taking deep breaths as he closed the space between his pussy and her dick.

Lynne was breathing heavily as Joseph moved to her dick. When he swallowed her head with his pussy, she squeezed his sides. Lynne put her mouth on Joseph’s nipple and sucked as he lowered himself onto her member. She lifted her hand from Joseph’s side to his breast, squeezing one and sucking the other.

Joseph could have screamed out when he first felt Lynne’s dick enter his body, but his pussy walls were quickly adjusting to her size. Joseph was soaking wet and providing all the lubrication they needed. He couldn’t believe how amazing it felt to have a dick in his body. It was the best thing that’d ever happened to him, and her mouth on his nipple was the second. Joseph was coming undone and didn’t care if he was ever put back together.

Lynne dropped Joseph’s breast and looked into his eyes. They stared at each other as Lynne moved her hands to his sides, taking control over the fucking now that Joseph’s pussy was becoming nice and loose. “Fuck, that pussy feels good,” Lynne said as she slowly rocked her hips to move her dick in and out of Joseph’s hole.

Joseph stared at Lynne’s dick sliding in and out of his pussy. He reached down, pressing his fingers at his opening to feel the top of Lynne’s slick cock. He moved his fingers, parting them over his pussy, forming a bridge over Lynne’s river of a cock.

“Damn, Joseph. That’s hot,” Lynne said as she stared at Joseph’s fingers around her dick. He was a little slut, and Lynne loved it. “You like this dick?”

“Mhm,” Joseph said, nodding and biting his lip. His blonde hair covered half of his face. His breasts bounced and swayed with each thrust of Lynne’s cock.

Lynne ran her arms up Joseph’s back and lifted him. She held him against her body, her dick still deep in him, and walked over to the wall where the moonlight didn’t reach. She pressed Joseph against the wall. Lynne moved his hands above his head and licked his feminine chest.

Lynne fucked Joseph hard for thirty seconds until he fell forward against her. She held him close for a few seconds before lowering his body with her arms and holding him as she fucked him; pounding his hole with long thrusts. Watching his breasts move like crazy.

Joseph panted as Lynne pounded his hole. His eyes rolled into the back of his head as he tried to ignore the coming orgasm. It was too much. Too intense. Too incredible. Joseph had to cum.

Joseph pointed to the bed as he was unable to form words from Lynne’s incredible dick. She walked over to the bed without her dick falling out and lowered him to it. “You ready to cum?” she asked.

Joseph nodded.

“Cum for me,” she said and sank her dick all the way into him until her pelvis was touching his hole. Joseph’s eyes went wide, unable to believe how deep Lynne had gone. Her hand surprised him when it touched his trembling clit.

He wouldn’t last another second. His neck folded as his back arched, so that the top of his head was on the sheet. Lynne’s slippery fingers tracing circles around his sensitive button as she fucked him slowly with the top third of her dick.

“Oh. My. Guh. Guh. Ahhh,” Joseph screamed as his body exploded, squirting on Lynne’s dick. Contracting against it.

Lynne was still fucking him, and it was the most intense thing he’d ever experienced. His body was in another world. He was being dipped in a bath of bliss. “Ride it to a second one,” Lynne said, placing her fingers back on Joseph’s clit to work their magic.

It was like going down the second free fall on a roller coaster after going up a small hill. Joseph hollered as the second orgasm came. He panted and shook, unable to believe he’d just experienced the most amazing orgasm of his life.

Lynne pulled out and ripped off her condom and beat her dick as she stared at the outline of Joseph’s sweaty figure. Lynne walked around to the other side of the bed as she stroked her dick and climbed on it next to Joseph. Her balls tightened as cum rushed to her tip, spraying onto Joseph’s chest.

Joseph moaned as the hot seed covered him. He rubbed it into his breasts and accepted Lynne’s kiss as she bent down to meet his lips. Lynne collapsed by his side. Her dick leaked cum as it jumped and softened. Joseph touched his pussy, still in shock by how amazing it’d been to have Lynne fuck him.

They cuddled in the euphoria of the orgasm. They would eventually get up to shower and pass out again. Neither knew what tomorrow would hold, but they didn’t care as long as they had one another.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Another day, another sunrise. Birds waking up to fill the retreat with beautiful melodies. Eyelids fluttering open, but would Joseph and Lynne like what they saw?

“Shit,” Lynne said as she looked down at her naked body. She was still a man. Joseph lay next to her. He was as womanly as he’d been the night before. “Joseph, wake up. We’re still in the wrong bodies.” Lynne always tried to stay cool and breezy in life, but this ordeal was testing her limits. She had to get back to work tomorrow and didn’t really want to explain to the owner of Hilltop Hotel what’d happened. Would anyone even believe her? People laughed at the myth.

Joseph stirred, slowly opening his eyes. Lynne saw the disappointment cross his expression when he looked at her in his old body. It had only lasted a second, but Lynne saw it. She had no idea how to fix the problem.

Reaching out his hand, Joseph took Lynne’s in his. “Morning,” he said. His voice feminine and radiant, like the sunlight streaming in through the window.

“Hey,” Lynne said. She pulled her knees to her chest. She could smell bacon being cooked in the main cabin. People must have been there eating breakfast. “Should we at least get something to eat today?”

“You mean sit in the same room as that pervert Keith?” Joseph asked. He’d been so disgusted by how Keith had touched him, but his stomach was growling.

Lynne shrugged. She knew guys like Keith were scum, but they had to return to reality soon. Make a plan. Lynne rubbed her jawline, feeling how full of fuzz it was. “Guess I need to shave, huh?”

“Wouldn’t hurt,” Joseph said. Then he saw his legs. They desperately needed attention. “Looks like we could both use a razor,” Joseph said and rubbed his bristly legs.

“You want to go first?” she asked. Joseph shook his head. Lynne nodded and went to the bathroom.

Joseph wanted to stare out the window. They had a view of the lake, and it was gorgeous. The lake didn’t care that they’d switched bodies. Nor did the birds. Really, nobody in the world would care if it weren’t for all the papers and documentary proof they needed to work and live.

Gazing out the window, Joseph wondered if any of the wild creatures had experienced what he and Lynne had, or were they alone? Joseph wished he and Lynne could forget their lives as humans and morph into a pair of birds to fly around the world.

But that wasn’t possible. Lynne came out of the bathroom, looking fresh and shaved. It was his turn, so he went into the bathroom and lathered his legs with shaving cream. Joseph took delicate care as he freed his womanly legs of any hair.

Lynne sat on the edge of the bed, drying her hairy legs. She wondered if she should shave them. It was strange to have a shaved face and nothing else. She had never shaved her face in her life. Lynne stared out the window, watching the lake. She didn’t know what had changed them. She wanted to find out but didn’t know where to look.

After Joseph emerged from the bathroom, they put on a fresh outfit. Joseph wore a pair of women’s jeans and a t-shirt. Lynne had on khaki shorts and a t-shirt. They both wore tennis shoes. They looked so ordinary while feeling anything but.

“Are you sure we can do this? I feel like I could run in circles screaming for help,” Joseph said, staring at himself in the bathroom mirror. Lynne was by his side. Final touch ups before heading out to the day. Joseph still didn’t know what to think of the breasts under his shirt.

“We can do anything, Joseph,” she said. Lynne wanted to believe her own words. It was difficult.

Joseph looked over at Lynne. He could see the doubt in her eyes, even if she was wearing a smile on her face. Maybe it was the shock of a new beginning. Joseph didn’t hate his new body or his connection to Lynne. He just wanted answers, but first his stomach needed food.

“Let’s eat, and then we can figure out what to do,” he said.

Lynne nodded. They grabbed all their bags from the room, carried them out to the car, packed them, and went to the main cabin for breakfast.

♦

Keith and his family were leaving the main cabin as Joseph and Lynne were climbing the stairs. Joseph looked Keith in his eyes, resisting the urge to call him scum in front of his wife and children, but Joseph was better than that. He was better than Keith. He kept his head held high and marched right past the pervert. Lynne followed him up the stairs, leering at Keith as she passed him.

She smiled at the wife, who looked at her with a knowing gaze. Lynne laughed at herself when she saw the wife shake her head. Keith must have had bad habits.

“Welcome,” Theresa said when she opened the door. Gary was standing behind a table with a hot plate and pancake batter. He smiled at Joseph and Lynne. They hadn’t seen much of him, but he had a handsome profile. “We thought you two would skip breakfast again. Is the griddle still hot, Gary?”

He nodded. “You guys want some pancakes and bacon?”

Lynne and Joseph glanced at each other. Joseph nodded. Lynne spoke. “Yeah, sounds good. Do you have any water?”

Theresa nodded and directed them to a clean table. The main cabin was spacious with high ceilings. The main room was an office and communal area for cooking and eating. Theresa told them the older man who liked to fish had come by before the family. Sometimes the retreat would be bustling with people, but they had come at a slow time.

“How did you two enjoy the trip?” Theresa asked, joining them at the table after she had brought them water and coffee. She set her mug of coffee on the table. There was cream and sugar next to them. “I thought I heard you two splashing around in the lake a couple nights ago,” Theresa said with a smirk.

Lynne’s body flushed of all emotion. Joseph felt his cheeks growing red. Had she seen them naked and fooling around on the dock? Jumping naked into the water?

“Oh, don’t worry. Gary and I had our wild days,” Theresa said and looked at her husband through hooded eyes. They shared an intimacy so intense it permeated every drop of air in the room. “So, did you two like the cabin?”

“I thought it was amazing,” Lynne said. “The views of the lakes make me want to stay forever.”

“We thought the same thing when we first came here,” Theresa said. Gary brought over their plates of food and joined them at the table. Theresa got up to get him coffee.

“Go ahead and eat,” he said.

Theresa returned to the table with a mug and a steaming pot of coffee. She poured some into Gary’s mug before returning her attention to Lynne and Joseph. “It happened to you two, didn’t it?”

Lynne glanced at Joseph. He shrugged. He didn’t want to talk to these weirdos. Joseph looked back down at his plate as Lynne cleared her throat. “What do you mean?”

“You two switched bodies,” she said. Gary and Theresa were looking directly at them, as though they were staring into their souls.

It took a moment, but Lynne understood what message they were trying to send. “Wait, it’s not possible.”

Gary and Theresa turned toward each other before looking back and nodding. “Yes, it is. Gary and I switched bodies nearly twenty years ago. It feels like yesterday. It’s crazy how fast time flies,” she said.

Joseph placed his fork on the edge of the plate, lifting his head. “Did you two switch back?” he asked.

Gary exhaled, shaking his head. Theresa reached out and grabbed his hand. “We never did, but that doesn’t mean it’s not possible. We’ve come to believe the waters have special powers for couples who are in love. It’s an experience that’ll bond a pair for life.”

Lynne and Joseph couldn’t disagree. “Have you met others?”

They nodded. Gary spoke, “we’ve met couples like us who haven’t changed back, but we’ve met others who have. One couple, Todd and Carol, believe having sex in the same waters that caused the change is the way to turn back. We tried it once, but it didn’t work. All we have are theories.” Gary’s voice trailed to a whisper.

“Oh, don’t sound so sad, Gary. We’ve had an incredible life, and I know you love being a man sometimes.” Gary nodded to Theresa’s words. “The truth is, I don’t think it matters if couples change back or not after they experience life in the other body. Nothing is the same after it. Even Todd and Carol wish they could change again, but they’ve never had the chance.”

“Do you all see them often?”

“About once a year. They come for a week most years. We’ll sit around the fire or play cards on the balcony. They hunt for couples like us. We don’t, but we’ll offer our wisdom if we see a suspicious pair. No matter how many times it happens, most people will never believe it’s true.”

Lynne’s head hurt, and the only thing she could think to do was reach for Joseph’s hand. They held hands under the table as the reality washed over them. It was true. Even if they found a way back to their original bodies, part of Lynne would always miss being a man. The same went for Joseph.

“What do we do?” asked Lynne.

“You all will need a bathtub or small pool or something. Did you only swim in the lake?”

Joseph shook his head. The stream. What if it had been there? “No. We went to a stream.”

“I bottled up two twenty-liter jugs of lake water for you. You must go to the stream and do the same there. Get back to town, make a bath, and have sex. Swim in your filth. I don’t know if it will work, but it has before.”

Lynne and Joseph had hope, but they both felt fear. There was no way to win or lose in this situation. Both outcomes had positives and negatives, but nothing mattered as long as they stayed together.

Looking down at their linked hands, Lynne and Joseph realized how tight they were holding each other.

“Every day gets easier,” said Gary.

“The jugs of water are outside. Are you all ready to hit the road?” Theresa asked. She picked up their plates and wrapped them with foil. “You guys can take the food with you. Time is of the essence.”

Lynne and Joseph stopped holding each other to stand. They walked outside with Gary and Theresa. They packed the two 20-liter jugs of lake water in the backseat along with the two empty jugs and gave Gary and Theresa a hug. “Come visit us soon. We want to know what happens,” Theresa said.

“We will,” Lynne promised. Joseph took the keys from her and got in the driver’s seat. She sat next to him. He started the car, and they held hands all the way to Nelson Park.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“This is the turn,” Lynne said. Joseph turned down the gravel road that led to the gazebo and square parking lot they had been at only a couple days before.

They parked in the gravel parking lot. There were no other cars. Joseph looked over to Lynne. “Are you ready?” he asked.

They needed to fill two more jugs with water from the stream and then return to Wakefield to make love in his bathtub. “I guess,” she said.

Joseph nodded. Neither had spoken much about what Theresa told them at breakfast. They believed her. What else could they believe? Lynne glanced at the empty jugs in the backseat. She grabbed one before opening her door to get out. Joseph kneeled on the seat and got the other one.

They walked down the path where they’d started their journey, ending at the stream that sparkled as though it was lined with gold. It was partly cloudy that day but just as beautiful.

Lynne and Joseph sat on the edge of the stream to roll up their sleeves before jumping into the water that was about two feet deep. As Lynne was filling her 20-liter jug, she felt an overwhelming urge to tell Joseph what she was thinking.

“Joseph,” she said.

He raised his head fast, causing his blonde hair to flip back. “What’s up?” he asked.

“We can try Theresa’s experiment tonight, but I want you to know I don’t care. It doesn’t matter if I’m in this body or that one, Joseph. I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. We can be like Gary and Theresa and start over somewhere new if we have to,” she said.

Joseph’s jug was half full. He placed it on the land and walked over to Lynne. He had been thinking the same all day. Joseph reached out and placed his hand on Lynne’s side. “I feel the same, Lynne. This happened to us for a reason. I know it’s crazy, but it feels like destiny.”

“It’s not crazy,” she said, shaking her head. “There’s nobody else I want in this world. We’re two bodies but one soul.”

“Yes! This is what I’ve been wanting to say, Lynne. I’m so happy you feel the same as I do,” Joseph said as he stared into Lynne’s dark brown eyes. As she stared into his blue ones. They could see each other for who they were before and who they were now, and that would never change, even if they changed bodies by the end of the night.

“Joseph, I love you. I know it’s soon, but I mean it. We’re in this together, and I couldn’t be happier about it,” she said. Lynne was smiling as tears slid down her cheeks. Happy tears. Tears of relief that she had expressed how she was feeling.

“I love you too, Lynne. No matter what happens, I’ll stand by your side. We have a lot to figure out, but we’ll do it together,” he said. “We have a lifetime to do it.”

Lynne smiled from ear to ear. She pulled Joseph close and pressed her lips hard against his, telling him she loved him over and over between kisses.

“Me too,” Joseph said. “So much.”

Lynne exhaled and nodded. They couldn’t stand in the stream all day. “Let’s finish and get back to town. We can hang out at your place.”

“Excellent idea,” Joseph agreed and grabbed his jug. They filled the jugs with water. Lynne carried them both back to the car, and Joseph drove home. They held hands most of the way.

No matter what happened, they had each other.
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SHOCKING DELIGHTS
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CHAPTER ONE

John Brooks, a doctor of science, sat at a lonely round table in the break room of the lab where he worked. He flipped through a magazine, reading an article about a local Coloradan cowboy who was blazing a trail with new irrigation methods on his farm. His name was William Primmer, and he was saving more water than most others. He was also a rancher and sold organic meats along with organic fruits and vegetables. John would love to learn more about his processes, but he had problems of his own and only had twenty-five minutes to break for lunch.

There was one bite left of his sandwich and a paragraph to read of the article. John finished both, closed his magazine, and recycled his trash according to the pictures on the buckets. His boss, Freddie, was a major stickler and went through the recycling to make sure the employees sorted their trash correctly.

John left the break room to head back to the lab where he was working on a top-secret project. The lab he worked at wasn’t disclosed on a map as more than government-owned land. It wasn’t far from the town of Eastcliff, Colorado. The townspeople knew of the laboratory’s presence, but few in the nation had heard of the groundbreaking work John and his coworkers did.

The hallways were empty as John walked through them. He never used to come on the weekends before the divorce, but now work was the only thing that occupied his time. John had two daughters, Joana and Carolina, who had chosen their mother over him, even though she was the one who cheated on him and left for another man. It broke John’s heart every time he thought about how Lisa destroyed his happiness.

Work didn’t satisfy him in the same way as coming home to his daughters and Lisa did. He never complained if she cooked or ordered dinner. He didn’t criticize the way she did laundry. John might have been boring, but he thought they were on the same page. Lisa had hobbies, girlfriends, and never had to stress over money. John did everything he could to make sure she had what she needed, but it wasn’t enough to keep her. Robert had her heart now, and John only had his work to keep him going.

John was working on a machine that could morph DNA. They wanted to see if they could use it to prevent cancer, but there were many other functions a DNA-morphing machine could perform. The implications were limitless. If the technology got into the wrong hands, terrible deeds could ensue. John didn’t know how ethical his work was, but he had nothing else in his life. He had no hobbies, no friends, and no family since Lisa pitted his daughters against him.

There were problems with the machine, and John spent morning to night thinking about how to fix them. He tinkered with the machine and code behind it for the next several hours. They were testing the machine with digital simulations and certain small animals. Once John got the machine working, he would be able to enlist humans for trials, but the more John worked on the machine, the less he thought it would perform its desired function.

At best, they could alter DNA to possibly prevent cancer. At worst, they would create an instrument to make hybrid humans.

John crossed his arms on his desk and placed his head in the center. His eyes grew heavy as his head rolled to one side, sleep taking him. John thrust out his arm minutes into his nap, changing the code as he hit the keys. He stirred and woke up, cursing when he saw his computer screen. John went through the code, editing it as best he could, but he missed a new line that wouldn’t send out an ‘error’ message. He left a line of code that would change him forever.

John grabbed his tools and got on the floor in front of the machine. He opened it to check one last thing. John took a thin tool from his collection to move delicate wires. He stuck the tweezer-like instrument into the machine, and it shocked him. He tried to release his hand but couldn’t as waves of electricity ran through his body.

John let out a breath and fell backward to the ground, his eyes closing as his body tried to recover from the electrocution. He was breathing but too weak to lift himself from the floor. He passed out.

Moments later, John stirred with closed eyes. He felt a tingle but thought he was dreaming. He thought he was floating through the heavens. John’s body changed over the next several minutes, growing smaller and curvier. He wasn’t aware of his body and felt zero pain.

His thin blonde hair grew out to a thick mane of gold. His flat chest became large and round, and his waist thin. The wrinkles on his face vanished. His legs shortened, and his ass stuck out more. The clothes he was wearing became much too big, but John never once opened his eyes or noticed the change. He stayed on the floor between dreamland and reality.

♦

Two hours later, John’s eyes fluttered open. He was still alone in the lab, but the sun had shifted. It wouldn’t take long before the night fell. John needed to get home. He lived thirty minutes from the laboratory in Eastcliff. John stirred to pick himself up off the floor, noticing a difference in his body for the first time.

His hands pressing against the ground were smaller than what he remembered, and his arms were shorter. He didn’t even fit in the shirt he was wearing. John kicked out his legs, and they had changed too. His heart raced in his chest as he pushed himself to his knees and tried to stand. He had to hold up his pants, and his small hands freaked him out.

He breathed faster as he tried to calm himself, but each thought led him down a darker path than the one before it. John told himself to calm down as he walked across the lab, looking each way to make sure nobody else was there. The coast was clear, so he stepped into the hallway and ran to the men’s restroom, not yet knowing how feminine he looked. How much of a woman he was.

John fell over himself in the hallway, trying to run in the pants he now had to hold by the waistline. He panted as he ran, aware of the heaviness of his chest. His big breasts had no bra to hold them, but he hadn’t yet admitted to himself what happened. How could it be possible? He never expected the machine to morph his chromosomes in such a way, and he was panicking.

John threw open the bathroom door, stumbling into the men’s bathroom. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and couldn’t believe his eyes. He touched his face, amazed at how youthful it looked. His wrinkles had disappeared, and he looked much closer to thirty than fifty.

The hair on his head had changed. The baldness he used to hide was no longer a problem. John ran his fingers through the thick locks and stared at himself for several beats before remembering he was in the men’s bathroom of a secret government laboratory. He had to get out of there before someone found him without proper identification. He could call his bosses later, but security would put him in holding if they found him in a woman’s body with John’s badge.

John ran to a room where they kept lab coats. He stripped down to the boxers that barely stayed around his waist and put on a lab coat. He folded the other clothes under his arm and ran to the lab where he had the bag he’d brought. John threw his things into the bag, tossed a cover over the machine after ripping wires from it so it wouldn’t work, and grabbed his car keys. John’s long blonde hair helped cover his face as he walked through the hallways with a bent head to the garage.

There was a tunnel that led to a country road that led to the highway. John made it through every checkpoint without bringing attention to him. Luckily, it was much easier to leave the laboratory than enter it.

John’s racing heart slowed as he drove away from the lab. He was driving a hardtop convertible he bought after the divorce. It was the first of a string of purchases that fed John’s mid-life crisis. After a year of reckless spending, he thought he had overcome the worst of it, but there were times John thought he could fall over the deep end; turning into a woman wasn’t helping.

John needed something to relax his shaking body, so he put the top down to let the breeze hit his face. It calmed him for a second until the cool late-summer wind made his nipples hard. His breasts were impossible to ignore. He tried his best to overlook his new body and focus on the road, the dick between his legs notably absent when he squeezed them together.

What the fuck did you do? John had dark thoughts running through his mind.

He caught glimpses of himself in the rear-view mirror. A beautiful woman looked back at him each time. He wouldn’t mind seeing his reflection on the street, but he didn’t want to see it in the mirror. He was no longer the man he had always been, and it was torturing John’s mental state.

Miles of country roads led to Eastcliff. It was a town of thirty thousand. John had lived in Eastcliff since graduating with his doctoral degree, and he never missed the city life. Denver was only ninety minutes from them. Lisa used to take the kids on the weekends. John never learned of her day trips while the kids were at school until it was too late. Their daughters had since gone off to college in Boulder, and Lisa moved to Denver with Robert.

John stayed in the house where they raised their kids. Every day reminded him of the life he used to have. It was painful, but John never wanted to leave Eastcliff. He knew which restaurants he liked and where to get everything he needed. John had paid off his house. There was no reason to leave.

A stoplight halted John. He was wearing nothing more than the lab coat and boxers, so his hard nipples poked through the white fabric. A man younger than his former self but older than his current one pulled up next to him and gazed directly at John’s nipples. John wrapped a hand around his chest to cover himself, making a disgusted face at the man next to him.

He rolled down his window. It would take John too long to put the top up to ignore him. “Hey sexy, what’s your name?”

“Fuck off,” John said and put up his middle finger, but the sound of his voice shook him to the core. He no longer sounded like a man. The light turned green. John slammed his foot on the gas, racing away from the man who’d stared at his nipples.

John pulled into his driveway without bothering to open the garage. He ran to the side door, rushing to open it before a neighbor spotted him and started gossip about him having a new woman. John got inside within seconds, slamming the door shut behind him.

As John’s pounding heart slowed, he pushed himself off the door. He went to his living room and closed the curtains. He fell to the sofa, his breasts bouncing with the movement. John closed his eyes and prayed it was all a dream, but when he opened his eyes three minutes later, nothing had changed.


CHAPTER TWO

John had made herbal tea the night before after hours of screaming and cursing at the air. The tea relaxed him enough to put him asleep until the break of dawn. He stirred as the first drops of sunlight entered the room, hopeful he would be a man again, but he wasn’t.

After a night of tossing and turning, John smelled ripe and needed a shower. He was still wearing the boxers he had from the day before but nothing else. His breasts were heavy on his chest. As incredible as they looked, he wished they were smaller and lighter.

John hadn’t had the courage to take off his boxers the previous night. He didn’t want to confirm what he already knew, but he could no longer avoid the inevitable. John pushed on the waistline of his boxers, moving them off his ass. He closed his eyes as they came to where he used to have a dick and dropped them to the floor.

When he opened his eyes, his penis was no longer. A gorgeous vagina had replaced it. His vagina looked brand new and untouched. He moved his fingers down to brush his labia. He quivered at the touch, twisting his legs together and staring at himself in the mirror. He untwisted his legs to stare at his womanhood, taking in his feminine body for the first time with a relaxed heart.

His bosses would have to know about what happened to him, and the transformation wasn’t ideal, but he was years younger than he’d been the day before. It was as though he had another chance at youth. If the technology he’d created could be used for age reversal, it would be worth billions or more.

John had yet to find the line of code that changed him forever, but he knew something had gone awry with his experiment. John turned on the water and stepped into his shower. Hot droplets pounded against his skin as he lathered himself with men’s body wash; it was all he had.

He cleaned his snatch, slipping a finger into his hole to see how it felt. It wasn’t as exciting as he thought it’d have been. It felt a lot better to put pressure against his pussy lips, which he did on accident as he cleaned himself. He realized how much he had to learn about pleasuring a woman. John wondered if Robert made love better to Lisa than he ever had.

John got out of the shower and dried himself with a towel. He was more curious about his new body as each second passed. He had spent years married to a woman and had two daughters, but John never considered what it would be like to live life as a woman.

Morning sun drifted into John’s bedroom as he sat on the edge of his bed. Much of his house hadn’t been redecorated since the divorce, which his therapist said wasn’t healthy. The things from his past had never bothered him, but that day was different. He hated the furniture Lisa had picked. He went to the closet to escape her design and search through his clothes for anything that might fit.

John found a lightweight sweater and sweatpants. Nothing else hid his nipples or stayed around his waist. All of his jeans were too big, and they looked terrible with a belt. John needed to get to the mall fast, and he needed a ton of help.

The mall was bustling that Sunday morning. John walked with a slow gait, nervous everyone could tell he had transformed into a woman. He found his way to a department store. He needed a bra but was so nervous to search for one he circled around the lingerie department four times before a friendly looking woman with purple hair and a nose ring approached him. “Do you need help?” she asked. She was wearing a name tag that read ‘Becca’.

John knew he looked too old to be shopping for his first bra, so he told Becca he had recently gotten his breasts redone and needed help finding new bras.

“I can’t see them well, but they look perky. Mind taking off that sweater?”

“I’m not wearing anything beneath it,” John said and blushed. “In all honestly, I need a whole new wardrobe.”

Becca clapped and put her arm around John’s shoulder. “You met the right person,” she said. Becca was wearing all black, but her outfit was still super cute. John wasn’t a fan of all-black clothes and told Becca he wanted something lighter. “Don’t you worry. Let’s measure your chest first and try to get you a bra before we move on to the clothes,” she said.

“Good idea,” John said and followed Becca to a private area so she could measure around his chest. She picked out a few bras for John to try. He took them to the dressing room, staring at it like a foreign object. He only knew how to take off bras, and putting one on seemed like an impossible task. John tried his best until he was nearly to tears.

Becca knocked on the dressing-room door to ask how John was doing. He felt like a fool but needed her help. She laughed and said it wasn’t a problem, telling John he would be surprised by how many women struggled with bras. John blushed as he dropped his arms, exposing his breasts to let Becca help.

“You’re a pro.” John said as Becca fastened the bra.

She chuckled and said, “it’s my job. What do you think? How does it fit?” Becca adjusted the straps a touch, and John couldn’t believe how much the bra helped support his breasts. They’d been heavy on his chest since he woke up on the laboratory floor, but now they didn’t hurt his back and looked even perkier and bigger than before.

“It feels outstanding. I can’t believe I was walking around without one,” said John.

“Did you want to try more?”

John didn’t know how long he would stay a woman, but he figured it wouldn’t hurt to have a few extra bras. He told Becca he would like to try more, so she brought him some. He paid for three and wore one he had bought as they went to the dress section. John needed panties but didn’t want to embarrass himself more in front of Becca. He was wearing a pair of white briefs that hardly fit his new waistline.

“You said you don’t like black, right?”

“Right,” said John. The feminine sound leaving his mouth still shocked him, but he was getting used to hearing it. “Pick out stuff you think will make me look cute.”

“Wouldn’t you be sexy in anything?” Becca asked with a twinkle in her eye. Normally, John would be attracted to a woman like her, but he didn’t feel much of anything. Becca was gorgeous, but he wasn’t sure he would want to have sex with her, which would have seemed crazy to him even a day ago.

John shrugged, “I don’t know, but the bra you picked out is making me feel sexier already.” John put his hands on his hips and rocked them from side to side.

Becca asked about John’s budget. He didn’t want to spend thousands of dollars, but he could afford to part with a few hundred. Becca pulled outfits from clearance and others from new arrivals she thought would look great on John. Becca didn’t know John was a middle-aged man under his twenty-something female exterior. “Try these on,” Becca said, pausing. “What’s your name?”

John hadn’t thought to come up with a name. He bit his bottom lip as Becca’s smile dropped to a concerned frown. “Andrea,” he said. The name came to him out of nowhere, but he would stick to it. There was no use confusing himself more than necessary. “I’m guessing yours is Becca,” John said and pointed at the name tag.

“That’s right, Andrea. Nice to meet you,” Becca said with a nervous chuckle. “I need to get better about asking someone’s name before I measure their chest.”

“I don’t mind,” said John. It was jarring hearing Becca call him ‘Andrea’, but he would have to get used to it along with his changed body. John still hoped he could find a way back, but his reality wasn’t as bad as he first thought. Women saw him as one of them, and he was feeling more womanly as the day progressed. “So, should I try these on?” John asked and lifted the garments Becca had picked for him.

“Yes. Don’t forget to show me!”

John nodded and followed Becca to a dressing room. She told him she would be in the section next to it folding clothes while she waited. John tried on a miniskirt Becca had picked out, but its shortness made him self-conscious. He took it off without showing her, much too afraid to step out of the dressing room. It didn’t help he was still wearing the large sweater.

He took it off, and his breasts stared at him in the mirror. The bra supported them and relieved his back. It pushed his boobs together and made him lose focus until Becca knocked on the door. “Everything okay? Do the clothes fit?”

“Yeah, you grabbed the right sizes,” John said. The skirt’s issue wasn’t its size but its length. John picked up a denim shirt dress that went halfway down to his knees. “I like this one,” John said and stepped out of the dressing room to show Becca how the denim dress fit him.

“That’s gorgeous,” she said and clapped. She took John’s hand and twirled him in a circle. “It fits you perfectly, and your chest looks incredible. I love that cleavage.”

“You don’t think it’s too much?”

“Not at all,” Becca said. “No wasting time. Show me the others.”

John went back into the dressing room to try on an array of women’s clothing. He liked some, hated others. Becca loved a red contour dress John wasn’t yet ready to wear, but he added it to the purchase. He had changed into a pair of jeans that made his ass look fat and fabulous with a short-sleeve blouse that gave him more control over how much cleavage he wanted to share. “You’ve been an incredible help, but I need one more thing,” John said and looked down at his feet. He was wearing his men’s shoes, and they were much too large.

“Anything to help you,” Becca said and smiled. “Did I mention how stunning you are without makeup? I hate how much makeup girls wear all the time. I wish more would go natural like you. What else did you need?”

“You’re too kind, Becca. I don’t know where I would be without you,” said John. He had been terrified of coming to the mall. Becca made it a pleasant experience. If there wasn’t a baseline of terror in John’s mind, he might even have enjoyed himself. “Becca, can you hook me up with some shoes?”

Becca giggled and led John to the shoe department. He thought about getting women’s tennis shoes, but he wanted something bolder. All the options overwhelmed him, and heels had never looked more beautiful. “Are there any heels that are easy to walk in? I’m feeling adventurous,” said John.

“How about some kitten heels? We have a ton,” said Becca.

“What are kitten heels?” John said as his eyes glazed over the endless options for shoes in the department store.

Laughter erupted from Becca. She placed her hand on the table and shook her head as she tried to calm herself, John cheeks turning a bright red. “Forgive me, Andrea, but what planet are you from? How can a woman as beautiful as you not know what kitten heels are?”

John shrugged. “I’m a scientist, and fashion has never been my forte. My husband left me though, and I need a change.”

Becca’s laughter ceased as she stood straight. “I’m sorry about your husband, Andrea. It’s just, you look like a model, so it’s shocking you don’t know what kitten heels are. They have a short heel. Think like secretaries back in the day.”

“Right, I know those,” John said. His tone rose with enthusiasm as he put a picture with the word. “I could manage those, I hope.”

“I’ll give you my discount on these. Get two for the price of one,” said Becca.

“You don’t have to do that,” John said. He had more than enough money stashed away, but Becca insisted. She told him she did it for her best friends and family all the time. John shrugged and accepted. They picked out one pair of nude kitten heels, a black pair, and women’s tennis shoes, just in case. John hugged Becca, and she gave him her number on a store card. “Thanks for all your help, Becca. I’ll call.”

John’s nude kitten heels clicked on the store floor as he walked toward the door. He had much to learn about being a woman, but Becca shared in a couple hours what would take him years to learn on his own. He wanted to call her to hang out when she wasn’t working, but there was someone else he had to call first. Now that John had passable clothing, he could no longer put off calling his bosses to tell them what happened.


CHAPTER THREE

John spent the afternoon after his shopping trip cleaning around the house. He didn’t want to tell his bosses what happened with his project. They would chastise him with harsh words and yell at him for going to the laboratory on the weekend without formal permission when nobody else was there. Cleaning calmed his nerves, but it only did so much.

Shopping with Becca had been a break from his reality. It had eased his anxiety while he was at the mall, but the nerves hit him the second he walked into his house and remembered the life he’d been living for the past forty-plus years.

John knew scientists vanished when their projects did too much damage. It didn’t happen often, but John had been around long enough to wonder what happened to some coworkers he never saw or heard from again after they quit.

It was late in the afternoon when John sat on his sofa to call his bosses. He decided to tell Beatrice first because she was more compassionate than Freddie. Freddie only saw deadlines, rules, and the bottom line. John took a deep breath before calling Beatrice. She answered on the second ring.

“John, you never call on Sunday. What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Beatrice, something happened.”

“Is that you, John? You sound different,” she said.

John couldn’t control his voice, and he had no idea how he’d ever be able to change back, but Beatrice had to know so they could avoid the problem in the future. “I was at the lab yesterday messing around with my machine.”

“What did it do to you?” Beatrice’s voice was laced with concern. John missed a beat, and she yelled his name.

“Sorry, Beatrice. I don’t know what to say.”

“Start by telling me everything that happened.”

John took a deep breath before going into the story of how he’d fallen asleep at the computer, had to edit the code, and went to switch wires when he got electrocuted. She gasped when he told her he’d woken up as a woman. “It’s crazy, Beatrice, but it happened. I took my project offline.”

“Smart move,” she said. Beatrice didn’t speak for several moments. “I’m going to get Freddie on the line. This is unprecedented.”

“So was the technology,” said John. He had lost himself in his work, blind to its ethical and moral implications, out of a selfishness to distract himself from the pain of his divorce. His family had left him, and building a DNA-morphing machine was how he’d filled the lost time. “We shouldn’t have been building that. What were we thinking, Beatrice?”

“Don’t talk like that,” she said. The phone was ringing in their ears. Freddie answered. “There’s an emergency, Freddie.”

He groaned. “What now?”

“It’s John. He’s, uh, different,” Beatrice said. “Better yet, we shouldn’t be having this conversation over the phone. Can you two meet me at the lab in one hour?”

“This better be worth it,” Freddie said and hung up before John said a word.

“I’ll be there,” he said. “I’m sorry for the inconvenience, Beatrice.”

“Don’t worry, John. We’ll figure it out. I believe in your research and don’t want you to regret what you were doing no matter what happens.”

Easy for you to say, crossed John’s mind, but he didn’t say it to Beatrice. He instead asked if she could pick him up because there was no way they’d let him into the lab with his old identification. Beatrice cursed and called Freddie to tell him to meet them at a truck-stop diner a few exits past the town.

♦

John drove himself to the diner with his top down. He had changed into the denim shirt dress with a black leather jacket over that and the women’s tennis shoes. The kitten heels were fine for walking, but he didn’t want to wear them to the diner.

Beatrice and Freddie were waiting at a booth in the back corner, speaking to the waiter as though they’d just arrived. There were a few other patrons in the building, but nobody was sitting close to the table Beatrice and Freddie had taken. They stared at John in disbelief as he approached them.

Their eyes didn’t yet recognize John. He looked like a twenty-something blonde bombshell without makeup instead of a divorced forty-something man with thinning blonde hair. He held his shoulders high as he crossed the dining room.

“Sorry, may we help you?” said Beatrice.

“It’s me, Beatrice,” he said.

“How does she know your name?” Freddie asked Beatrice, but she was too busy covering her mouth with one hand and shaking her head. Freddie hadn’t stayed on the phone long enough to hear John’s feminine voice.

“That’s John, Freddie,” said Beatrice. “His machine turned him into a woman.”

John sat at the table. It somehow relaxed him seeing others as shocked as he was when he first saw his new face in the mirror at the lab. “I wish it weren’t true, but I can’t go to the past. Unless there’s a time machine in the works you aren’t telling us about,” said John. They spoke in hushed voices so nobody heard what they were saying.

Beatrice shook her head. “No time machine. Your device would have been one of the most revolutionary breakthroughs in technology in years. It is. Look at you,” she said. She covered her mouth as her voice had climbed high enough to draw attention from a staff member.

Freddie glared at her. “Tell me everything, John.” John whispered the story to Freddie, cutting himself off each time their server came over to check on them. They decided to share a couple of appetizers and a slice of pie with decaf coffees. “Do you know how serious this is, John?”

“Yes,” he said. “That doesn’t change the fact that it happened, and it’s in the past. How will you help me from here?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “How does it feel?”

“Different,” John said, noticing Freddie’s eyes were focused on his bosom.

“We will do everything we can to help, John, but it’s probably best if you don’t come to work until we can figure out what’s happening. We will have to talk to our bosses. People above us will have to decide what we do.”

“I understand,” said John. He was afraid of the unknown and how this accident would change the course of his life. His path had been as clear as a sunny day, but now it was a murky blizzard.

“Until then, you can’t say a word to anyone. Not your family, friends, nobody,” said Freddie. He stared at John, his eyes flickering to John’s chest every few seconds.

“I won’t say a word,” said John. “But I can’t wait forever for an answer. My life has already been so crazy, and nothing serious has happened. What about my ID? What if I get pulled over? My insurance? I had to tell someone my name was ‘Andrea’ today,” John said in a rushed whisper. The panic was swelling within him all over again.

“We’ll take care of everything, John,” said Beatrice.

“Call him, Andrea. It’s better for our cover. Nobody can know about this, Andrea. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” John said and bowed his head. Beatrice gazed at him with concern dripping from her eyes. Freddie looked like he wanted to wrap his hands around John’s neck or bury his head in John’s bosom; his expression changing by the second. “You have my word, but please don’t take forever to get me answers.”

“We won’t,” said Beatrice.

“Stay low, and think about where you’d like to live if the government makes you relocate.”

Beatrice hit Freddie on the shoulder. “We will try to figure out a solution, first. Don’t say things like that, Freddie.”

“Prepare for the worst, hope for the best. You’d be a fool to do otherwise,” said Freddie.

John knew Freddie was right, but the truth overwhelmed him. He’d lost himself at the mall with Becca, but their conversation was too real. The atmosphere of a seedy truck-stop diner didn’t help settle John’s nerves. “Do you mind if I leave? You have my number.”

“If anyone asks, you’re John’s cousin and house sitting while he is on a project out of town. If we can’t find an antidote in a reasonable amount of time, you will have to move. We will get you paperwork as soon as we speak with our bosses in the morning, but lie low until them. Texts only with people who know you well. No voice calls,” Freddie said.

He rattled off more rules he wanted John to follow until John put up his hand and told him he wouldn’t do anything stupid. “I have to leave. I can’t handle this,” John said and got up from his seat. They didn’t stop him as he raced toward the door to leave.

The air outside was colder as the sun had fallen. John took a deep breath. He glanced over his shoulder at Beatrice and Freddie, but all he saw was his own feminine reflection in the restaurant’s window. John sighed, got in his car, and drove home.


CHAPTER FOUR

Beatrice stopped by John’s house with new identification one afternoon. They had listed his name as ‘Andrea’ and used photos he had taken of himself against a plain white wall. Holding his new driver’s license shocked him every time. The documentation made everything feel more real, like he would never experience life as a man again.

Some afternoons, he cried for hours. Others, he looked at his pussy in a mirror. He watched videos online to understand subjects he never explored: fashion, hairstyles, makeup, and how to deal with a period.

He was sitting at his kitchen table eating a bowl of cereal when blood first appeared in his panties. He spent that entire day researching everything he could about his monthly flow and how to deal with it. John went out and bought his first pads that day, and now he was prepared for whenever his period came again.

Three weeks had passed since the dinner at the truck-stop diner when John got news about his future. Beatrice and Freddy called in the morning and said they would see him in the afternoon. They knocked on his door minutes before they said they would, but John was ready for them. He’d spent more time cleaning over those three weeks than he had in his entire life.

“Welcome,” said John. He was wearing a black tennis dress with no shoes or stockings. Short skirts and minidresses no longer intimidated John as he grew more comfortable with his new body. “Anything to drink?”

“Water is fine,” said Beatrice. Freddie grunted, looking like he was in a rush.

John led them to the kitchen and told them to sit at the table. He filled waters for them, sitting at the table with his own glass when he finished. “What did you find out?”

“It’s not good, John,” said Beatrice.

Freddie shook his head when John moved his eyes from Beatrice to him. “She’s right, John. We’ve tried everything we could, but we think it would be too risky to change you back now. We looked over your code and the machine and think we know what might have happened, but our bosses don’t want to risk changing you again since you’re healthy now.”

“Can’t I make that choice for myself?” said John.

Beatrice nodded. “They said you could, but you would have to waive all liabilities. We aren’t recommending you try because we’ve tested it on a pair of lab mice, and the results were… disastrous. The first transformations went well, but we’ve found their old forms are impossible to restore.”

John had feared their answer would strip the hope from his heart. He felt bare, exposed, and out of control. He could try to change himself back to how he was, but was it worth the risk of ruining the beautiful body he had now? “I see,” he said. John pulled his legs to his chest and wrapped his arms around them.

“I’m sorry, John,” said Freddie. It was the first time John had seen Freddie look compassionate since he met the man. “We tried everything we could think of in the lab, but nothing worked.”

“Does this mean I have to move?”

Beatrice nodded. “You don’t have to leave Eastcliff, but you have to leave this house and neighborhood at least. It would take too much work keeping up the story.”

“And my kids?” he asked.

Both Beatrice and Freddie went silent, glancing at each other as though neither of them wanted to say what was coming. Freddie sighed and spoke, “Our bosses would prefer if you told them you had always wanted to become a woman and took advantage of state-of-the-art government technology.”

“Wouldn’t the truth be easier?”

“You can tell them the truth, but you all would have to sign a nondisclosure agreement with extreme consequences if broken,” said Freddie. “The lie will save you a lot of grief.”

John put his head in his hand, pushing his fingers into his mane of golden hair. He still didn’t wear makeup, so the tears running down his face ruined nothing. He had always wanted to become a scientist but never thought it would lead to this. “Can I think about it?”

“One night,” said Freddie. “They want an answer in the morning. Either way, we’ll have to put this house on the market and find you a new place.”

“Okay,” said John. Freddie and Beatrice told John how sorry they were for him, but he didn’t want to hear it. His head pounded at any thought that came through it. He didn’t want to think about anything, so he showed Freddie and Beatrice the door. He went to his kitchen after they left and poured himself a tequila, but he knew alcohol wasn’t what he wanted the second it touched his lips.

John left the tequila bottle on the counter and grabbed his keys to go outside for a walk. He lived in a part of town with ample sidewalks and lush foliage. It wasn’t far from the historic downtown area with old buildings and cute shops. There was a main strip in a different part of town with national chains where most people shopped, but John loved walking around downtown to clear his head.

He found his way to a cafe on the main strip with a cozy atmosphere. He ordered a hot chocolate with extra whipped cream, aware the voice hitting his ears would never change. The breasts he had would never flatten to his old chest. John sat by the window with his hot chocolate, spooning whipped cream off the top as he thought how his life would change. He didn’t know what to tell his daughters, but he hated the idea of lying to them. He glanced down at his smaller hands and feminine frame, wishing he could turn back the clock to the morning before he went to the lab.

If John could do it over, he would have gone fishing. He would have taken a hike in the mountains outside of Eastcliff. John would have done anything if he could have another chance, but his hope was fading.

John sat in the cafe for an hour, watching the occasional person pass the window. He loved Eastcliff and didn’t want to leave, but maybe it would be easier to start over. They could find a way to give him credit for his studies, even if he had to tell people his name was ‘Andrea’. He could work as a science teacher or in a private lab. The possibilities were endless, but John’s lack of control over the situation depressed him.

There was nothing left in his mug but the stains of chocolate syrup. He picked up his mug and placed it with the dirty dishes. There was a board with fliers by the door. He stopped to read them, as he was looking for anything to distract him from the reality of his situation. It wouldn’t be long before he had to move, adopt a transformed identity, and accept his life as ‘Andrea’.

One flier stood out to John. He pulled out his cell phone and took a picture. William Primmer, the innovative farmer, was visiting that cafe in Eastcliff to give a talk about how to apply his methods to a home garden. Water conservation was a big deal in Colorado, so John was positive the cafe would be packed. No matter what happened, John told himself he would return to the cafe to see William speak.

♦

John’s life changed in drastic ways over the next week. He was sitting with Beatrice in his new living room, going over some details. He was still in Eastcliff but on the other side of downtown in the upstairs unit of a converted single family. Beatrice and Freddie found him a real estate agent to put his house on the market after several classified conversations. The real estate agent didn’t know his history, but there was a lot of paperwork to transfer the deed. John’s house was now owned by ‘Andrea Brooks’.

They let him keep old last name since he agreed to tell people he was trans and had revolutionary surgeries to change his body. Panic stopped hitting John as the truth settled. He had to accept who’d he become, and it could have been worse. What was so terrible about getting to start over as a twenty-something blonde bombshell?

“You’ve been an incredible help,” said John.

“I wish this hadn’t happened to you,” said Beatrice. “Your house will sell, and you can put this behind you.”

“I hope so,” he said. John had decided to tell his daughters he’d always wanted to become a woman and had access to experimental technology that worked wonders not yet imaginable to most. They believed his story and were supportive. They lived in Boulder but had come to Eastcliff the night before John moved to his new apartment to have dinner and celebrate John’s transition. His bosses still preferred he moved to avoid endless questions from long-time neighbors. “I’m glad my daughters accepted me. That’s all that matters.”

“They’re amazing girls,” said Beatrice. She knew Lisa and his kids. The lab wasn’t as big a secret as the work they did inside of it, so they had work events for employees and their families. John couldn’t return to the lab because his project was still under inspection in a different government laboratory.

It would take years before they cleared his device or him, and John didn’t want to wait around for them. He wanted to move on with his life and get a normal job that didn’t require special clearances or questionable science. “Thanks for saying that, Beatrice. I’ll miss you at the lab.”

“We’ll be in touch,” she said and patted John on the leg.

“I don’t know how long I’ll stay in Eastcliff, but I’ll let you know before I move, if I do.”

Beatrice nodded once with her lips spread into a soft smile. “I’m just a call away.”

John nodded. Beatrice told him she needed to get home and stood. He walked her to the door, where they chatted a moment longer. John lingered in the door frame of his new apartment as Beatrice climbed down the stairs. John waited on the small porch outside his front door as Beatrice got in her car. She waved before starting the engine and pulling away.

The weather had cooled over the past month, and the days were growing shorter. The leaves could change and fall fast in Colorado, and John couldn’t wait to watch them. If he blinked, he might miss it.

On the other side of town, William Primmer entered the cafe in Eastcliff. He lived thirty miles southeast of Eastcliff. It wasn’t a far drive for him, but he had only been to the town a few times in his life. He spent most of his time driving to Denver, and there was another highway that went from where he lived to the city without passing Eastcliff.

“Follow me,” the manager of the cafe said to William before he got stopped by waiting fans. The manager took William to a room in the back where he could prepare. William requested a watermelon Italian soda when the manager offered a drink. “Coming right away,” he said and went back to the front.

William saw the people who’d been waiting standing at the counter and staring directly at him. Sometimes he couldn’t believe how excited people were to meet him. He found it flattering, but it still jarred him every time. He didn’t think of himself as different than anyone else when he got up to look at himself in the mirror every morning.

The manager returned with his Italian soda, asking if William needed anything else. William declined and tried to calm his nerves. He had a prepared speech and wouldn’t deviate from it until he took questions at the end. Once a woman had asked how big his dick was, but she was escorted out of the building. Most people only asked about their gardens. Other women had given him their numbers, but William didn’t want a woman who looked at him with stars in her eyes.

“You ready?” the manager asked half an hour later, popping into the office. “We have a packed house out there.”

“Three minutes?” asked William.

“Sure, come out when you’re ready.”

William nodded and threw back the rest of his watermelon Italian soda. He had done this presentation dozens of times but always felt nervous before introducing himself. Taking questions was his favorite. Getting there could make him sweat, but he would get through it as he had every time before.

The crowd cheered when William emerged from the office. He smiled and waved at them as he went to the spot in the middle of the cafe the staff had cleared for him. There was a microphone, and his slide show was being projected on the wall.

John had a seat at the back of the cafe. He watched as William went through his steps to save and recycle water on his farm. William had dark hair and a charming smile. John loved the way he chuckled as he presented. Since his transformation, John had noticed a change in his sexual desires. He found women less appealing, and some men made him weak in the knees. William was one of them.

Their eyes met halfway through the presentation. William stopped speaking when John stole his attention. William only missed half a beat, but it was enough for John to notice. He was wearing a pencil skirt with a short slit up the side and a blouse tucked into that. William’s eyes met John’s every time they swept the room. Or his gaze dropped down to John’s exposed thigh.

William finished his presentation and turned to questions. John listened to William’s intelligent answers and would apply the techniques he was learning to his garden, if he ever had one again. John didn’t hate his new apartment, but it didn’t compare to what he had before having to assume a new identity.

People lined up to take a picture with William or get his autograph, but John had no interest. William’s eyes were on John when he waved and stood to leave. William was sexy, but John didn’t know if he was ready to explore relations with a man. As much as his body craved it, feeling attracted to a man confused the person he’d been before his DNA changed. There was no harm in looking, but John didn’t want more than that for now.

William jumped up from where he was and chased after John. John was standing on the sidewalk outside the store when he heard William call after him. “Hey, where are you going?”

John smiled, turning to William. He couldn’t believe the man had chased after him. The cold wind blew John’s blonde hair as he stood there facing William. Up close, William had seductive green eyes that looked like they had specks of gold. “I was going home,” John said and laughed. “I enjoyed your presentation.”

Everyone was watching them through the window, but William didn’t care. He had never felt such a strong reaction just looking at a woman. He would have regretted tonight forever if he didn’t take a chance. “What’s your name?”

“Andrea,” said John. “I’m guessing yours is William, unless that’s some type of alias.”

“It’s not. I promise,” said William.

“I think your fans are waiting for you,” John said and glanced at the window, pushing strands of his blonde hair behind his ear as he did. They turned to face the crowd watching them. The people inside averted their eyes, but it was clear they were watching William talk to the pretty blonde woman. “You should get inside.”

“You’re right, but call me. I want to see you again,” William said and pulled out his wallet to give John a business card.

John took the card but had no plans on calling William. “You must give a woman in every town one of these.”

“It probably seems that way, but I don’t. There’s something about you,” William said and stared into John’s eyes, making him feel like putty. Making him hot between his thighs. Damn, John had never felt more turned on since becoming a woman. “Call me. Please,” William said and backed away.

“I’ll do my best,” John said with a smirk. He felt butterflies as William grinned at him, turning to enter the cafe. John turned on his heels and walked to his apartment on the other side of downtown from where he used to live.


CHAPTER FIVE

People said time healed all wounds, but John wasn’t sure if he would ever grow into his new body. He was lying in bed and staring at the ceiling, deciding if he wanted to get out of bed.

He woke up some nights in a sweat, grabbing his breasts to see if it had all been a dream. It never was. He had a new phone number, a new apartment, and a different view of the city. His life had changed in more ways than he could count, and the truth of his situation overwhelmed him.

His daughters knew he had become a woman, but that had involved lying. The day would come when he had to lie to the rest of his family, but the girls promised to keep it to themselves until he was ready to share his transformation with others. The only person he talked to aside from Beatrice, Freddie, and his daughters was Becca from the mall. They texted sometimes but had yet to hang out because of scheduling conflicts. She was busy with work, and John had to combat the waves of panic that came over him when he sat with his thoughts for too long.

It was several days after John met William, and he hadn’t been able to get the farmer off his mind. John had spent his life attracted to women, but there was something about William John couldn’t resist. The way his eyes had twinkled when he came outside the cafe to stop John on the street.

John rolled over in his bed, not yet certain he wanted to leave the comfort of his sheets. It was a warm day in fall, and the sun looked as golden as the hair on John’s head, but going outside meant changing. It meant showering and touching the body John had not yet come to accept.

The golden sunshine gave John the energy he needed to throw the covers from his body and climb out of the bed. It took several minutes to work himself up to it, but he found his way to the shower. He stripped naked, staring at himself in the mirror. He was still young and beautiful, but dark circles had appeared under his eyes after a stressful week where John found it next to impossible to sleep.

You can do this, John.

John gave himself a motivational speech as he stared at his reflection in the mirror. He was naked, and his breasts hung on his chest. As sexy as a bra made his bosom look, they were a pain to wear for hours at a time. He didn’t care that his boobs hung a little lower without one because it was a million times more comfortable than a loose wire poking at his skin.

Some days, John missed his flat chest. Others, he missed his dick. It wasn’t the biggest in the world, but it was his. He had made two children with the dick that no longer existed. He reached down and touched his vagina, curious if it could produce children.

John shook his head and took a deep breath to shake away the negative thoughts flowing through his mind. He got in the shower, reminding himself of the positives in his life. His daughters still loved him, he was alive, his body looked younger, and a sexy man had stopped to give John his phone number. William thought John was Andrea, but everyone John met from that point forward would think he was Andrea.

John lathered himself with soap as he thought about what Beatrice last told him. She had people working on his experiment, but they still weren’t hopeful. They told John he would be better off accepting his new life as Andrea, unless he wanted to try an extremely high-risk reverse transformation. John didn’t have the courage.

He dried himself off and went to his bedroom to put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. He wore white cotton panties under those. John had purchased one of those packs that had seven for each day of the week. He bought a few other panties, but his heart broke a little each time he checked out with lingerie. It was as though he’d been robbed of his life.

John ate a quick breakfast of fruit and microwaved oatmeal. He pulled out William’s business card when he couldn’t think of anything else to do. If he went on another walk, he would have a breakdown in public. Everyone looked at him as though he had always been a woman, and it drove him crazy. He could go to the places he frequented before, and they would see Andrea; not John.

The phone rang in John’s ear as he called William. He needed a distraction and couldn’t think of anything else. Becca was busy at work, and his daughters were too busy for him every day except for major holidays. Beatrice and Freddie only wanted to hear from John if he had an emergency. They had already set him up with new identification, bank accounts, and the apartment. “Hello, who is this?”

“It’s me,” said John, his voice light and sweet.

“Andrea? Is that you?”

John blushed to himself because William asked as though he’d been waiting for John’s call. Andrea’s call. “Yes, it’s me. What are you doing today? Did you want to hang out?”

“Uh,” William said before a pause that made John worry he had misjudged William’s interest. “I would love to see you, but I was just about to leave the house to go paddle boarding.”

“Don’t worry about it,” said John, sidestepping the rejection. “Now you have my number. Call me when you’re free.”

“Wait, don’t hang up. Did you want to meet me at the lake? We could grab a bite to eat afterward,” he said.

“I don’t know how to paddle board,” said John.

William chuckled, sounding as sexy as John remembered. He didn’t know what it was about William, but he wanted to do things with him John never thought he’d want to do with another man. “I’ll teach you everything you need to know. What do you say? Meet me at the lake?”

“What should I wear?” said John. He had on jeans but didn’t think those were appropriate for the water. “Isn’t it too cold to paddle board?”

“The weather is great today, and the water hasn’t turned cold yet. Come on, it’ll be fun.”

“Fine,” said John. If he didn’t want to stay in the water, he could always get out. William told him what he could wear and where to meet him. John hurried to change, pack a bag, and rush out of the house. Hanging out with William was the perfect distraction to clear the misty blues clouding John’s mind.

♦

William was waiting for John to arrive, sitting in the bed of his pickup truck with his feet dangling over the edge. The sun was shinning, and the leaves had barely changed colors. John pulled up about ten minutes after William had arrived, looking incredible. He was wearing a tight t-shirt that hugged his breasts and short shorts he could use to swim in case he fell in the water.

John stepped out of his car, the wind catching his blonde hair. There was an autumn chill to the breeze, but the sun kissed him with warmth. “You made it,” William said and hopped off the bed of his pickup.

“I did,” John said and pushed his hair over one shoulder. William brought out John’s femininity in a way nobody else could. Being around William made him feel normal in his body, as though becoming a woman had been a gift and not a curse. “You promise I won’t get wet?”

John looked into William’s eyes, feeling more submissive than he ever had in his life. He wanted to fall into William’s arms. He wanted to lie with him in the back of William’s pickup, kissing and touching. There were a million things John could have done with William, but he wanted to paddle board. “I’ll try my best to make sure you don’t get wet. At least you’re wearing the correct clothing,” William said.

John had to buy sandals with a strap on his drive to the lake, which had made him a few minutes late, but William didn’t seem to mind. William gave John the extra paddle board and a paddle. He struggled to hold the paddle board because of its massive size. They walked to the edge of the water where they could walk in and stand on their boards. John stepped forward, but William told him to wait.

“I have some stuff to teach you before we get in the water,” he said. John nodded along as William went through the technical details of balancing by making his legs like a triangle. William showed John how to perform different strokes to move forward, slow down, or turn the paddle board. It was a lot of information for John to take in, but he was feeling confident he could figure it out once they got on the water. “You ready?”

“I guess,” said John. “I think I’m going to fall.”

“You might,” he said. “But the sun is shining, and it’s getting hotter. We have to take advantage of the day before the weather turns cold on us.”

John knew William was right, but he’d never been an adventurous guy. William was brining out a side of John he didn’t know he had. Although all William had to do was flash his seductive smile, and John would probably do whatever he asked.

They stepped into the water, and William showed John how to stand on his board. They paddled away from the shore, and John screamed in his feminine voice, filled with delight that he could manage to get out to the middle of the lake without falling. The sunshine sparkled against the gentle waves, lifting John’s spirits higher than they’d been in weeks.

William glanced at John, mesmerized by the curves of his body. Andrea’s body. She was gorgeous, and seeing her on a paddle board on the lake made her even sexier. To William, John was a woman he wanted to know better. A woman he wanted to love.

John noticed William staring at him, which caused him to rock and shake. He screamed, unable to catch himself before falling into the water. When he came up, William was floating on his paddle board a few feet away. William told John how to climb back on the paddle board, but the coldness in the breeze became too intense now that John was wet. “Do you mind if we head back to shore?”

William shook his head. “Not at all.” They went back to the shore. John wrapped a towel around his body when they got to his car. William wrapped his arms around John from behind, pressing his hips into John’s back. “Thanks for doing this with me.”

“You’re welcome,” John said, melting at William’s touch. He could feel the outline of William’s dick pressing into his back. It was soft but twitching. John couldn’t believe how much his body wanted it. The sensations shook him to his core and made him step away from William.

“What’s wrong?” said William. There was a desire in William’s eyes that gave John pause.

John shook his head, his voice soft and feminine when he spoke. “It’s nothing, William. I haven’t been with anyone since my divorce, and…”

“Don’t say another word, Andrea. I understand. I shouldn’t have put my arms around you like that.”

“No, William, it’s okay. I liked it, but sometimes it’s hard for me to accept that I need to move on from my past.” The words had truth to them, even if John felt he was lying to William; like he was hiding a part of himself he could never reveal. “Are you hungry? I could eat something,” John said to change the subject.

“Yeah, there’s a restaurant not far from here with amazing farm-to-table food. I’ll text you the address.”

“I’d love that,” John said and stepped forward, putting his hand on William’s chest. His body moved on its own. He looked up at William, and William down at him. They kissed. They lingered in the parking lot as their kiss deepened, as though they couldn’t leave each other to drive down the road for lunch. Minutes turned into quarters of an hour before John laughed and said, “I guess we should head to the restaurant, shouldn’t we?”

“That’d be a good idea,” William said, pushing down on the erection trying to escape his trunks. “Pull up the directions before we go.”

John felt warm and tingly as he reached for his phone, which was sitting next to him in the bed of the truck. William took John’s phone and typed in the directions, passing it back to him when he finished. “I’ll see you there?” William asked.

“Yeah,” said John. William walked John to his car, opening the door before John slid inside. He looked at William and batted his lashes, desperate for another kiss. William bent down to give John what he wanted, as though he’d read his mind.

It killed John not telling William the truth, but he had to put that behind him. John was no longer John; he was Andrea. “I’ll see you there, Andrea.”

“You too, William,” Andrea said and put on her seatbelt, looking into the rear-view mirror for the first time and accepting who she had become.


CHAPTER SIX

Andrea felt her life as John slipping away, but it was okay. She learned to cope with the waves of anxiety that roared within her. She was growing every day, and her relationship with William helped.

A month had passed since they went paddle boarding, and they saw each other at least three times a week. He had driven to Eastcliff more times than she could count. It was easier to meet there since she lived so close to restaurants and places they could walk. William lived on a farm miles from any town.

Becca: I wish we could hang out, but someone quit today. I have to cover their shift.

Andrea deflated when she read the message. She and Becca had finally carved out a time to get together for coffee, but she canceled. Andrea spent most of her free time decorating her apartment, reading blogs online about how to be a woman, and exercising to keep her body fit. Andrea used to exercise in her old life, but she’d found a new love for the activity.

Andrea: Don’t worry, Becca. I’m buying you lunch or dinner when you have time.

Becca: You mean when you have the time. Don’t you spend all your time with William?

Andrea had told Becca about her romance with William. She didn’t have anyone else she could turn to with the information. Beatrice and Freddie didn’t care who she dated. They only cared that Andrea kept the secret to herself. As long as she told nobody about her experiment, Andrea would have a monthly check hit her bank account with more than enough money to pay her bills.

The bosses above Beatrice and Freddie recommended that Andrea became a science tutor or teacher because they didn’t want her working in a private laboratory. In some ways, she felt like the government owned her, but at least they were taking care of her.

Andrea: We spend some time together, but that doesn’t mean I can’t make time to hang out with you!

Becca: You could always come to the mall, and we could shop.

Andrea: I’ll take you up on that one day, but I’ve been breaking the bank with online purchases.

Becca: Your purchases will put me out of a job! But I have to go, talk to you soon.

Andrea: I promise I’ll come to the store! Talk soon.

Andrea placed her phone upside down on the table. She was sitting at her small kitchen table, looking out the window with a view of the side yard. Andrea scrolled through her phone until she got to William’s name. She thought of calling him, but they already had plans for the following day. She was going to his farm for the first time and couldn’t wait to see it.

The following day came. Andrea had spent the evening cleaning after Becca canceled. William called Andrea in the morning to see if she still planned on coming. Andrea smiled every time she heard his voice, loving how its register hit her ears. “I’m leaving the house in five minutes. Is that okay?”

“Yes,” he said. “I can’t wait to see you.”

Over the past month, Andrea had learned that William was thirty-two, and he wanted kids to teach how to farm. He wanted to marry and grow old with a woman, and he hoped that woman was Andrea. William thought she was a twenty-seven-year-old blonde bombshell. The government had determined her physical age since the transformation was twenty-seven, so all of her documents reflected that. Andrea didn’t have the heart to tell him she didn’t know if she could have children or not.

Andrea drove to William’s farm. He had a gate with a no-trespassing sign at the entrance. He was waiting there with the gate open for her. She loved how he went out of his way to make her comfortable, or to make sure she had everything she needed. William went around to the driver’s side, and Andrea rolled down the window. “You look beautiful,” William said, kissing Andrea on the lips.

Her center stirred as she got a whiff of William’s aftershave. She loved when he smelled of its pine scent. She bit her bottom lip as she lowered herself to the seat, feeling intoxicated by William’s presence. “Thank you,” she said. “Are you going to lead the way back to your house?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Follow me.”

Andrea watched as he walked away. William’s broad shoulders and muscular behind stole her attention. He was manlier than Andrea had ever been, and she wanted every part of his rugged masculinity for herself.

♦

“Your farm is incredible. I don’t know how you have time to manage it all,” Andrea said as they pulled to a stop in front of the house. It was made of logs but looked more grand than any cabin Andrea had ever seen. “When did you start the farm?”

William pulled the garage door closed where he’d parked the four wheeler they’d been riding around the land. They were walking back to the house when William began the story of how he got into farming. He told Andrea he had received a substantial inheritance from his grandfather. William loved his grandfather but knew most of the money had been made harming the Earth, poor people, or both. “I wanted to give back when I got that money from him, so I started this organic farm. A lot of my profits are donated to poor children or conservation efforts. I have this beautiful house and an amazing life. The only thing missing is someone like you,” William said.

They were sitting in his kitchen. He was standing on one side of the island, and Andrea was sitting in a high-top chair on the other. She twisted strands of her blonde hair around one finger as she stared at William. “You don’t mean that,” she said. Andrea had the same feelings, but they were hard to admit. How could she be so in love with a man she had known for such little time?

“No pressure,” William said in a nervous chuckle. “But I want you to know you’re the only woman in my life.”

Andrea rubbed her hands along her thighs. “You know I’m not seeing anyone else, right?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I was thinking we could pan for gold today. Have you ever done that?”

Andrea laughed and looked at William as though he’d lost his mind. The leaves had changed and mostly fallen from the tress. It wasn’t freezing outside, but she thought it was far too cold to go panning for gold. “You’re kidding,” she said.

“Why would you think that? I’ve found a few nuggets since living here,” he said. William went panning for gold whenever he was bored since he had a stream on his property. “You won’t get very wet doing it. I promise,” he said.

“You said that when we went paddle boarding, and I remember getting soaked,” she said. William stared at her with lust-filled eyes. They had been dating over a month and hadn’t had sex. Andrea didn’t feel ready to give William her body. She had never made love as a woman, and the idea intimidated her. What if William’s dick hurt her? What if she couldn’t handle it? Just from their hugs, she knew he wasn’t small.

William walked around to her side of the island, wrapping his arms around her body. Andrea had become comfortable with his touch. She loved cuddling on the couch and watching TV at her apartment or walking hand in hand on the street, but the thought of having William sliding around in her hole terrified her. “If you get wet, I’ll dry you off. It’s warm today.”

“It’s warm for fall,” she said. William hugged her and whispered sweet nothings into her ear until she agreed to join him. They put their shoes back on, gathered what they needed, and took the four wheeler to William’s favorite spot along the stream to hunt for gold. There were many natural rock formations that caught particles as they traveled. “What do I need to do?”

“You can stand on land and pass me what I need. I’ll get wet for us,” he said. William took off his socks and rolled up his pants. The water didn’t come up very far past his ankles as he dug around the rocks and brought up earth from the bottom of the stream. Andrea took whatever he passed her, and what a delight it was she didn’t get wet their entire time panning for gold. “Doesn’t seem we’ll get lucky today,” he said after half an hour in the water.

“Are you cold?”

“A little bit,” he said and chuckled.

“Come here,” Andrea said and put out her arms. William climbed out of the water and fell into her open arms, hugging her tight. Andrea breathed in as she held William. “I love you,” she said into his chest.

William pulled back and held Andrea at an arm’s length. “You what?”

She looked into his green eyes dotted with specks of gold, “I love you.”

“I love you, Andrea,” he said. “More than you know.”

“I’m cold. Do you mind if we go back to your house?”

William shook his head. They got back on the four wheeler and took it to the house. He parked it in the garage before they went inside. William lit a fire in the fire place, opening two windows for a cross breeze. It was just cold enough the fire wouldn’t overwhelm them as long as the windows were open. “I love your house,” Andrea said as she sat on the sofa and watched William finish up with the fire.

He stood and walked over to her, sitting next to her on the couch. William wrapped his arm around her shoulder. “Could you see yourself living here?”

Andrea understood the hidden question. “Maybe,” she said. Imagining her life in the cabin with William was a bit more mental power than she wanted to use at the moment. Only two months ago, she wouldn’t have imagined such a future if her life depended on it. She would have yelled at someone for even suggesting such a thing; now with William’s arm around her, she couldn’t say no or yes to the idea.

“I know that’s moving fast, but like I said, you’re the only thing missing from my life,” William said. He turned to Andrea and kissed her, opening his mouth to push his tongue against hers as he had many times over the past month.

Andrea’s body opened for him. Her arms wrapped around his back, pulling him close to her. She needed him. She needed to feel more than his mouth against hers. Andrea wanted to take it to the next level. Her body moved faster than her mind as she pushed William against the couch and climbed above him, straddling his legs.

William’s hands held Andrea’s sides, staring into her grayish-blue eyes. He lifted one hand and pushed it through her blonde hair. “I love you, Andrea.”

“I love you too, William,” she said. Andrea leaned down to kiss William, her blonde hair falling into her face. He squeezed her ass as she rocked her hips inches above his hardening dick.

William lifted Andrea and sat her on the couch, snaking down her body until he was on his knees between her legs. He’d been dreaming of licking her sweet pussy since they met, but waiting a month had been no problem for him. “Do you mind if I…?” William asked and unhooked her jeans.

“If you what?”

“Have a taste. I bet you taste better than chocolate cake,” he said, staring at her crotch.

Andrea giggled but shook her head. “I don’t mind.”

William wasted no time pulling Andrea’s jeans off. She had gotten wet a few times from William’s touch, but it was nothing compared to what she was experiencing now. She was like a broken water fountain, but William was thirsty enough to drink every drop of what she gave. “Fuck, you’re wet,” he said. “You like when I lick your pussy?”

Andrea looked down at William, and his lips shined with her juices. Her body was in a state she’d never felt. If she didn’t concentrate, she was positive her brain would scramble to bits. “It’s incredible, William,” she said and threw her head back. William had one finger on Andrea’s clit, pushing her limits.

William moved his finger and put his mouth over her activated clit, and Andrea lost all control. She screamed and thrashed. William wrapped his arms around her legs to control her, moving his tongue down to her pussy and back, lapping up her nectar.

Andrea felt a pressure so intense she couldn’t put it into words. Her back arched, and everything went blank as her body tensed and released. She came for the first time as a woman. It was like a series of bombs exploding. Andrea’s body floated in another dimension before she came to in William’s living room. He was standing over her, and his dick was long and erect. “You wanna do me now?”

William moved his appendage closer to Andrea’s face. She wanted to part her lips. She wanted to return the favor, but his cock looked so big and thick. Its tip wet and sticky. Andrea shook her head and rolled away from William’s body. She pulled up her jeans and buttoned them, feeling terrible, but there was no way she could suck his dick. “What’s wrong?” William said and stood motionless as Andrea gathered her things to leave.

“It’s not you, it’s me,” Andrea said. She looked over her shoulder at William as she ran to the door. “I’m sorry.” His dick had gone limp, and he had the saddest face Andrea had ever seen. He stared at her with pleading eyes.

“You don’t have to do that. I was only asking,” he said, and reached down to pull up his pants.

“I can’t stay, William. I’m sorry,” Andrea said as she put her hand on the knob, feeling more like John than she had all week. He was awake within her, screaming at Andrea not to stick a cock in her mouth. Andrea turned without saying another word, got in her car, and pulled away.

William watched from the window, confused and hurt by her actions.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The next day would mark a week without hearing from William. Andrea tried to call or message him, but he wasn’t responding. She didn’t know how to explain her internal conflict without violating several nondisclosure contracts. Andrea regretted leaving William’s house. She should have stayed and talked. She should have done anything but leave without offering a better explanation.

Becca was meeting Andrea for lunch at the cafe where she’d met William. They had amazing croissants, and Andrea loved torturing herself. She had walked past the cafe several times since visiting the farm, reliving the night William chased after her. If she closed her eyes, she could see the specks of gold in his green eyes. She could imagine the feeling of his dark hair against her fingers.

Andrea took a deep breath as she stopped on the sidewalk where she’d spoken to William. It seemed darker than it had, even in the night. There was a cloud following her wherever she went. She didn’t know if it would ever disappear if William didn’t answer his phone. “There you are,” Becca said when Andrea stepped into the cafe. “I was getting worried.”

“Sorry,” said Andrea. “I was daydreaming while I walked over.”

“No worries,” she said. Becca hugged Andrea tight. They hadn’t seen each other since Andrea’s day of shopping. “How are you?”

If only Andrea could unload all of her problems on Becca, but that wasn’t possible. She told her she was doing okay, and Becca said the same. Andrea said she was paying, so they ordered lunch and grabbed a table by the window as they waited.

“Tell me everything about this William guy. I read an article about him online, and he seems like a major hunk,” said Becca.

He was. He was every woman’s fantasy, and Andrea had him until she blew it by leaving him naked and limp dicked. Andrea figured she had nothing to lose, so she told Becca everything from meeting William on the sidewalk outside the cafe to leaving him after having the best orgasm of her life. They had their food by the time Andrea finished telling her story. “He must be heartbroken,” said Becca.

“He won’t answer my calls,” she said. “I wish I could turn back time.”

“Do you want to call him on my phone?”

Andrea had never considered the possibility. “Do you think he’ll hate me for doing that?”

Becca shrugged. “You’re trying to apologize, and he’s being a bitch, if you ask me. This is why I prefer women. They almost always answer the phone, sometimes too much.”

Andrea laughed. Becca had told her she was bisexual but had a strong preference for women. She had an on-and-off girlfriend. They weren’t speaking at the moment, which was part of the reason Becca had time for lunch. “Can I use your phone?”

“Sure,” Becca said and passed Andrea her cell phone.

Andrea’s heart raced as she dialed William’s number. She couldn’t believe what she was doing as the phone rang in her ear. She almost hung up, but Becca stopped her. “Don’t do that,” she said.

Andrea nodded and waited. William answered the next ring. His familiar voice was music to her ears. “Hello, who is this?”

“Don’t hang up, William. It’s me.”

William groaned on his end. Andrea’s heart broke, but she was determined to win back her man. Losing William showed her how much she wanted him. It showed her she was ready to move on from her past and fully accept her future as a woman. “What do you want? From the way you left, I figured you never wanted to see me again.”

“That wasn’t right of me, William. Please give me another chance. Come over tonight. I’ll cook you dinner,” she said.

William was silent a while before saying, “fine. What time?”

“Seven?”

“I’ll be there,” William said and ended the call.

“What did he say?” asked Becca.

“He’s coming over tonight for dinner,” said Andrea.

Becca smiled and took her phone. “You should wear that contoured red dress you bought. He won’t be able to resist.”

“Great idea,” Andrea said and laughed. She changed the conversation. They chatted about fashion, celebrities, and anything but their relationships for the next thirty minutes. Andrea loved knowing she had a friend in Becca. She hugged her goodbye and stopped at the grocery store on the way home to pick up ingredients and a bottle of wine. She added some candles to her cart as well. She hoped it would be enough to win back William’s love because she needed him in her life.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Andrea roasted asparagus and potatoes. She used a skillet to cook steaks, finishing them in the oven. She made sure to buy organic ingredients. William was picky about what he put into his body. He knocked on the door seven minutes before she was expecting him, but her place was ready.

William didn’t kiss her when she opened the door and stepped into the apartment. He’d been there several times before, but he’d never arrived with such a negative attitude hanging over him. “Smells nice,” he said.

“Thanks,” Andrea said. She hadn’t been this nervous since she had to tell Beatrice and Freddie about her failed experiment. Andrea went on a spiel about how she’d bought organic ingredients, which William appreciated. “Would you like to eat?” she asked.

“Yeah, do you need any help?”

Andrea shook her head. Even when William was pissed, he could be a gentleman. They sat at her small table in the kitchen. William didn’t complain, but he didn’t say much. Andrea hated his silence more than anything. They were halfway through their meals when Andrea said, “I’m sorry about what happened.”

“Don’t mention it,” he said.

“No, really,” Andrea said and leaned forward to touch William’s arm. “It’s complicated. I wanted to make love, but I haven’t been with anyone since my ex-husband.”

“It’s okay, Andrea,” said William. For the first time since he’d arrived, there was a brightness in his expression. “I forgive you.” William took Andrea’s hand and squeezed it. His touch released all the tension she was holding. She could have cried at the relief she felt running through her body. “This dinner is amazing, and I can tell you mean what you say. My ego got the best of me. Don’t feel bad,” he said and lifted Andrea’s hand to his lips.

“I’ll try my best,” said Andrea. She rubbed William’s hand against her cheek, feeling much better than she had all week. A lot had happened to Andrea since transforming into a woman. Regardless of the pain she’d experienced, she knew William was the man for her. “Wanna watch something on TV?”

“You know it,” William said and took Andrea’s hand, leading her to the couch. They turned on a sitcom they both enjoyed, but Andrea didn’t stay focused on the television for long. She’d bought some condoms at the grocery store and planned on using them. Her pussy was already wet thinking about it.

Andrea slid off the sofa after they’d been sitting there a few minutes, getting to her knees between William’s legs. “You don’t have to,” he said.

“I want to,” she said. She reached her hands up to the waistline of his jeans, undoing them. He was already hard when Andrea pulled down his jeans and underwear, revealing his heavy, thick member. As afraid as Andrea had been the last time, she felt equally excited this time. She grabbed his dick by its base and moved her mouth to its tip, parting her lips. William watched as she closed her lips around his stiff rod, moaning as her spit wet his dick.

William leaned his head back as Andrea bobbed her head up and down his cock, taking as much as she could. She pushed her tongue against his rod as she did, loving how salty precum leaked from his tip into her mouth.

William curled his toes as his balls contracted, Andrea’s mouth moving up and down his dick. Her mouth felt incredible, but he wanted her pussy. William reached down and lifted Andrea up to the sofa. She was wearing a red contoured dress that had been driving William wild all night. He unzipped it and pulled it from her body. He unhooked her bra and slid off her panties, leaving her naked and exposed. “You’re so beautiful,” he said, kissing her body.

“As are you,” said Andrea. She moaned when he pressed his tongue against her pussy. She came more undone with his every lick. If he didn’t stop, she would cum before he fucked her. Andrea needed his dick. She told him she had bought condoms, and they were in the bag on the kitchen counter.

William took off his loose clothing and walked naked across the room. He found the condoms and rolled one over his dick, asking Andrea if she was sure. She nodded as he moved his head down her body to lick her pussy a few times until she begged him to fuck her. William lifted his body, wrapped his arms around Andrea’s legs, and pulled her to the edge of the couch. “Damn, that pussy looks good.”

“Be gentle,” she said.

He nodded and held his dick to guide the tip into her opening. Andrea moaned as his head pushed into her. She pushed her nails into his chest, and William encouraged her as he pushed deeper. “Fuck, you’re tight.”

Andrea moaned as her head rolled. William filled her. He felt incredible inside her. It was a euphoria Andrea never experienced as a man, and it reaffirmed everything she thought about her future. “Shit,” Andrea said, moaning as William thrust in and out of her. She told William how big his dick was and how much she loved it.

He told her it was nothing compared to her pussy. When he got close to cumming, he moved his hand down to her clit. Andrea hollered as the pressure became too much. “Cum with me,” William said, moving his dick in and out of Andrea as slowly as he could. He was seconds from exploding, and Andrea wasn’t far behind him.

“Shit, I’m about to…” Andrea began but couldn’t finish as her body convoluted. William moaned as her pussy vibrated around his dick, milking him for everything he had. They were sweaty and spent. William wrapped his arm around Andrea as his dick slid out of her. He got to his knees below her and rested his head against her thigh as she fell back on the sofa.

They put on their underwear a few minutes later and watched TV, but their undergarments came off again before they went to bed. In the meantime, Andrea snuggled under William’s arm. It was the best place she could think to be.


EPILOGUE

2 Years Later

Andrea glanced at the diamond ring that shined in the sunlight as she rubbed her swollen belly. It was nearly winter, but they had an all-season porch. It was a sunny day, and she needed all the sunlight she could get. Andrea was due in one month, and she was the talk of the world, but that wasn’t her fault.

She and William married the year before. She told him she was trans, which he accepted, but they never thought they would have a child. Andrea hadn’t told William about his daughters, but only because the math would have been impossible to explain. He knew everything now and forgave Andrea for hiding the truth. William was excited to have a baby boy. They planned on naming him Forrest.

They had run tests on Andrea and told her they didn’t think that she could get pregnant because women were born with their eggs, even though Andrea had a period. Regardless, she had started having unprotected sex with her husband. It was a surprise to everyone when she got pregnant, and it made people like William and her daughters question how she could have children if she had transitioned via surgery.

Everyone involved tried their best to keep the secret, but it was just too juicy to stay contained. Andrea didn’t mind. She had to quit her tutoring job for safety concerns, and there was some drama between citizens over potential secret government projects. In the meantime, she helped William on the farm and kept to herself. Her old lab had killed the project, and a transformation wasn’t likely to happen to anyone else. People would move on eventually, even if Andrea never could, but it didn’t matter.

Andrea had a beautiful farm, her man, and was carrying his child. Years had been added to her life. Her relationship was sweeter than chocolate milk. She had a million blessing to count, and Andrea couldn’t wait for Forrest to join her blissful life with William.
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“Bye, Ed. I’m sorry for your loss.”

“Thank you,” I say to my grandmother’s lawyer. I drive home after leaving his office with a check to deposit and a box. Patricia, my grandmother, was quite the collector, so there’s no telling what’s inside.

I pull into the driveway of my unspectacular two-bedroom home. It’s perfect for a single man in his late thirties with no kids or pets. Nothing like my brother Gerald. He has a huge house, three beautiful kids, and a stunning wife.

My life is nothing like his. I work in IT, eat basic meals, and have a closet full of women’s clothing I’m too ashamed to wear in public. I’ll be able to pay off my house with what grandma left, but what else will I have?

No woman will stay with me. A bigger house won’t bring me any joy. More clothes in my closet might help, but I already have so many cute outfits. Dressing in those clothes more often to explore the womanly side I keep buried deep might make me happier, but I’m too afraid.

I head to the guest bedroom, where I keep all the clothes. It’s not like I ever have visitors, so there’s no need to worry about someone finding the clothes. My parents never come. We always meet in Florida, where Gerald pays for our hotel rooms and rental cars, as though they cost the same as bubble gum at the convenience store.

My clothes are just as I left them, so I leave to drop the stuff grandma’s lawyer left me on the coffee table and head to the kitchen for a glass of ice water. Her sweet demeanor is on my mind as I wash my hands in the kitchen sink. She was one of the few people who seemed to understand me in the family. I’ve always been strange, but that never bothered Grandma Patricia.

I return to the living room with my water, sitting on the sofa in front of the coffee table, excited to open the box. Grandma had so many collectibles. I take my time opening the box with careful hands, as the word ‘fragile’ is scribbled across the top in grandma’s handwriting.

There are three vials of liquid in a bed of shredded paper when I open the box. A card with my name sits atop them. I open it. Tears form in my eyes at the page of grandma’s words. I can’t believe how prepared she was for death.

Dear Ed,

You’ve always been such a beautiful boy. I want you to know I love you more than words can express. You’ve been the best grandson in the world, but part of you has always wanted to be my granddaughter instead. Isn’t that correct?

I saw your collection in the guest bedroom the night that I stayed at your house. I didn’t have to ask if you had a girlfriend I didn’t know about because those clothes were yours. Don’t worry, though. I would never judge you for that. You’ve clearly been something of a woman your entire life. I’ve seen it with my own eyes.

I wish I had the courage to give you these potions while I was alive, but alas, I didn’t. They’ve been in my possession for years. I never had the courage to broach the subject.

The pink potion will turn you into a woman, but it’ll only work for a week. One hundred sixty-eight hours. If you want to stay a woman, you must drink the clear liquid. If you wish to turn back to a man before the time expires, you must drink the blue liquid. The man who gave me the potions also recommended drinking one potion before the time expires to avoid any optional complications.

Honestly, Ed, I’m not sure if these potions even work, but I wanted you to have them. I won’t be long now, and if you’re reading this, then I’m already gone.

I love you, Ed. Don’t let others dictate your life. They aren’t living in your body. Only you can decide what’s best for you.

Love,

Grandma

I wipe the tears from my eyes, moved that grandma not only understood me, but she accepted me. I always wanted to tell her how part of me felt like a woman trapped in a man’s body, but I was afraid she’d never understand. Reading the note has lifted so many weights off my shoulders. I nearly forget that the box sitting in front of me contains magical potions.

I don’t know how grandma got these, but they’re the best thing I’ve ever seen if they work. They’re all in glass jars with fitted glass lids that have rubber stoppers. Pink, clear, and blue. There’s no telling if they work, but I hope they do. There’s nothing I want more than to become a woman, even if it’s only for a day.

I pull out my phone and set the timer to one hundred sixty-eight hours. There’s so much I have to consider before I drink the pink potion, though. How will I go to work? What will I say to everyone in my life when they see me as a woman? It’d be nearly impossible to explain an overnight transition, so I pull out my phone to check how many vacation days I have.

There’s over a week of paid vacation days in my account, except they all need to be approved by human resources first, but I don’t have time for that. I can’t wait weeks to drink these potions. I pace the living room, weighing the benefits and risks of not showing up to work for a week.

What kind of illness could I fake to avoid questioning?

Nothing comes to mind. All I can think about is the pink potion and becoming a woman for a week, perhaps a lifetime. I even have a name picked out.

Vivian.

Ed is so boring, so plain. Vivian feels full of life. Vivian feels like she would dance down the sidewalk. Like she might spin in circles through a door. She would capture every man’s attention. Even if they were wrapped up in important work, she’d get them to notice.

I pick up the pink vial, wondering how my life could be as Vivian. If I really became her, it’d be the most wonderful gift in the world. I open the glass top before I can stop myself, grinning as the seal breaking echoes around the room.

Work doesn’t matter. Tomorrow doesn’t matter. I down the pink liquid and start the timer, eager to become a woman, regardless of the consequences.

I run to the bathroom to shower. Hot water runs down my body when a sudden urge to sleep takes over my body. I rinse off the soap and dry my body, racing to the bed. I plop face-first on the mattress and fall asleep without another thought.


2

“I’m not letting William Wood get away with this,” Jose Sauces says and slams his hand on the table. “He can’t steal my business. I will kill him!”

Arturo hates seeing his cousin like this. Their uncle, who immigrated from Mexico when they were young, got them started in the drug trade. They traffic all types of narcotics from the lower Americas, much to the condemnation of their parents, but nobody can argue with their uncle, El Grande.

El Grande is the man of the family, the leader, and Jose is set to inherit his throne. He already runs all the operations in the United States. El Grande spends most of his time in Mexico now that he has trained Jose and Arturo.

William Wood is a fellow trafficker in the city, but he transports a lot more than drugs. The Woods play dirtier than the Sauces. They will move anything for a buck, even people. Jose and his family only move drugs.

“We can’t kill William! El Grande would kill us.”

“I don’t give a fuck, Arturo! William Wood has crossed a line, and he needs to pay.”

William has been undercutting the Sauces for years, poaching clients left and right, but his latest offense went too far. He has been trying to steal a client who operates a chain of clubs around the country, where the Sauces sell their cocaine without having to worry about security outing them.

“We have to lower our prices,” Arturo says.

Jose slams his hand on the table. “We’re not lowering our prices, Arturo. I refuse.”

They stare at each other in a stalemate. They’re sitting in a random house in a working-class neighborhood. Neither lives there, but they visit enough that the neighbors recognize them. Not that they speak often. The Sauces keep to themselves. Better not to make friends when they move kilos of drugs a day.

“Either we lower our prices, or we die.”

“Our product is of better quality than William’s. We can’t lose to him. Get Keith on the phone,” Jose screams. “The shit William sells is probably mixed with chemicals. Our product is pure.”

Arturo pulls out his phone and calls Keith, the man who owns all the clubs. Jose takes the phone when he answers and tries to explain how William Wood’s inferior product will leave people dead on his dance floor, but Keith doesn’t listen. Dollar signs are all he sees.

“You’re making a mistake,” Jose says when he knows he’s lost the fight to William.

“Money talks, kid.” Keith hangs up the phone before Jose can say anything else. Jose throws the phone toward the floor. The impact shatters the screen. Arturo curses, but Jose is in no mood to hear it. He paces the room, rubbing his chin, wondering how he can get back at William Wood for stealing Keith.

“We’re going to kidnap Nia.”

“His sister?” Arturo asks.

“Yes,” Jose says. “He’s not getting her back until we have Keith and our other clients back. We’re not losing to him because he’s selling some cheap garbage.”

“Shouldn’t we let cutting corners catch up to him instead of exposing ourselves?” Arturo asks.

Jose screams. Words don’t leave his mouth. It’s something primitive. Animalistic.

Arturo waits for him to calm, averting his eyes.

Jose stops after a few minutes and takes a seat at the table, pulling out his phone, which isn’t damaged like Arturo’s. Jose pulls up a picture of their target, Nia. Her photo fills the screen. Blonde hair, blue eyes, and a generous bosom. Her smile is irresistible.

“We don’t have to get our hands dirty, but I want some of our guys to pick her up. It has to be when she’s somewhere public and alone, like the supermarket or the mall. They need to make it swift and happen within the next week. Understand?”

Arturo doesn’t agree with Jose’s plan, but El Grande made him the boss, so he just nods. “I understand, Jose.”

“Good,” Jose says and stands from the table. He pulls out his wallet and throws a thousand in cash on the table. “Sorry about the phone. That should cover a new one.”

Arturo says nothing as Jose makes his way to the door and walks out of the house, praying to the heavens their plan won’t send them to jail.


3

Early morning light floods the room. I stir, still in the same place that I passed out. The towel has fallen from my body, but I’m still naked, except I’m no longer a man. There are breasts beneath me. I feel them smashing against the bed, and they don’t feel small.

I stir and sit upright, glancing at the circular analog clock I have sitting on my nightstand. It’s a bit before six in the morning, which is around the time I normally wake up for work. Shit, work. I grab my phone to call, dialing my manager’s number.

I cough into my hand, preparing to say something. My voice catches me off-guard. It’s softer. Lighter. I sound like a woman.

“Hello? Ed? Is everything okay?” my manager Francis asks. “It’s early.” She’s been at the company for decades and got into IT when it was a burgeoning field.

I can’t let Francis hear my voice, so I hang up the phone, choosing to send a message instead. I explain that I’ve been throwing up all morning and couldn’t possibly come into the office. Francis replies that it isn’t a problem, but how long can I keep up the sick act?

Francis will make me come into the office eventually, but I already feel like I’ll be taking the clear potion at the end of the week, even if it means quitting my job and moving to a foreign country as an illegal immigrant with the money grandma left.

I haven’t even seen myself in the mirror yet, so I make my way to the bathroom and scream when I see my reflection. I touch my face, stepping closer to the mirror. Tears fill my eyes. How is it possible that I’m this beautiful? This young?

I imagined my feminine self with dark hair and dark eyes, like I had when I was Ed, but now I’m a blonde with blue eyes. My tits are huge, and my skin is flawless. I’m shorter, thinner, and look ten years younger. I don’t know how that pink potion turned me into this blonde bombshell, but I’m not complaining.

My naked body is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. I could stare at myself all day, but it’s occurred to me that everything in my closest is too big. I bought all that for my old, masculine body. Now I have this pretty, petite one and need new clothes.

I scream and dance in the mirror. My hands flail at my sides. I look up to the roof and thank grandma, clasping my hands together before running out to the guest bedroom to see what I have in my closest.

It’s early spring, so the weather is a bit cold, but I have the perfect jersey dress. It’s a size too big, but it fits perfectly once I adjust a belt around the middle. My hair is a mess, but I can visit the salon. I don’t have to work today, and nobody would ever notice me. I’ll just have to stop by the ATM, so nobody asks to see my ID for my credit card.

There’s no line at the bank, so I’m at the mall in no time, wearing a pair of oversized sandals and the jersey dress that falls past my ankles. Not a hint of makeup on my face. No bra to hold my huge breasts. Some men stare, but they all look away when I wink. It’s too bad. One of them was actually cute and did something to my center when our eyes met that surprised me.

I make my way to the department store, heading straight to the bra section to get fitted. It’s crazy how expensive bras are, but I’m desperate. These melons are heavy on my chest. I don’t know how women do this all day, every day, but I’m committed. At least for a week.

“Thank you,” I say to the clerk, feeling much more confident now that my bosom has support. I swing the bag with the extra bras I bought as I make my way to a boutique store to check out some clothes. There’s plenty of money in my account for a splurge. I want a cute dress. Something that will hug my figure in all the right places. This might be my only week as a woman, and a day has almost passed, which is making the clock tick dangerously close to one-hundred hours.

I ignore the time and enter the store, asking for help. I want the workers to pamper me, and they do. A young woman picks out an array of dresses for me to try. I buy a navy dress made of cotton, white stockings, and a pair of black flats. I also buy another blue dress because it looked amazing when I tried it.

The salon is next door, so I go there, ready to swipe my credit card some more. An older woman with amazing hair greets me.

“Appointment?”

“No, I’m sorry. I wasn’t expecting to have time off today,” I say with a nervous laugh.

“No worries. I’ll squeeze you in, as long as you’re not looking for a color.”

I shake my head. “No, I love my color. It’s naturally like this.”

“Wow,” the woman says and steps around the counter. She touches my hair without asking, but I don’t mind. Her touch is friendly. “Most people lose this shade of blonde by your age and pay a fortune to get it back. You’re lucky.”

“Thanks,” I say.

“Come along,” she says and pulls me toward her chair. “Get comfortable. I'm Mildred. You know how you want it cut?”

I chuckle, unsure how I would even describe a hairstyle. “You’re free to do what you think looks best. Just don’t make me look ugly.”

“That’d be hard. You’re gorgeous,” Mildred says and meets my eyes in the mirror. “What’s your name?”

“Vivian,” I say. It feels weird on the tongue to use the name, but it also feels right, like part of me has always been Vivian. “What are you thinking you’ll do?”

“Give you some layers. Something easy to maintain. If I’m being honest, you don’t seem to know much about hair.”

“You caught me,” I say with a laugh. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only a little. Must be nice relying on your beauty alone. I bet you have men lining up outside your door,” Mildred says.

Not yet. I say nothing to Mildred, though. I shake my head and laugh. Mildred gets to work. There are beautiful women all around the room. My hormones would have been in overdrive before, but I feel nothing for these women now.

The man getting his hair cut across the room is a different story, though. The more the stylist crops his hairline, the sexier he gets. I can’t help but wonder what his dick might look like. Is it big? Small? Would he let me play with it? Our eyes meet in the mirror at the same moment Mildred asks me a question.

“Did you hear what I said, girl? I see you staring at that man across the room,” Mildred says in a voice so loud my cheeks get red. The man reddens as well. Mildred leans forward to whisper, “he’s wearing a wedding ring, dear. Don’t be a home wrecker, or I’ll have to kick you out of my chair.”

My eyes widen. “I would never,” I say. “It’s just… it’s nothing. What were you saying?” I ask and don’t look at the man across the room again, even though the attraction I feel is rattling my mind.

“I was talking about your hair color. It’s incredible. My next client would be so jealous,” Mildred says.

“Oh, would she?”

Mildred nods and makes approving sounds as she combs and cuts my hair, moving quickly as she works. She does half my head before she says something else. “Can you keep a secret?”

My blood runs cold. “What secret?”

“I don’t know why I’m running my mouth, but you look so much like her. My next client. Blonde hair, well, you know. You’re natural. She’s not,” Mildred says. She hardly takes a breath when she speaks, jarring my mind. “Anyway, I’ve heard that she’s part of a major crime family. She’s never said anything to me, and you’d never suspect it, but you never know. She wears designer everything and only works part time at a museum.”

“A crime family?” I ask, not really sure what to say.

Mildred laughs, throwing back her hair. “I should probably stop talking about my client. She’s sweet and leaves great tips.” She’s snipping away hair here and there. I honestly can’t believe what she’s done in under ten minutes. I look like a different person.

“Uh, okay. You’re doing a great job cutting my hair. How will I ever maintain it?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll grab all the products you need.”

Mildred finishes up my haircut, using a bit of this mousse that makes my hair shine like a million dollars. She grabs me some mousse, shampoo, and conditioner. I pay an insane amount and leave a generous tip, but it’s worth it.

“Can I use your mirror before I leave?”

“Sure,” she says.

I brought some lip gloss from a collection of makeup I have at home. I stare at myself in Mildred’s mirror, smiling at how much I love the transformation. My blonde hair is styled perfectly, and I look sexy, even without makeup. I run the lip gloss over my lips, soaking in my reflection.

How can I give this up? How could I ever go back to being Ed?

I pull back the straps on my bra to lift my bosom, loving how big they look in my new navy dress. I stand from Mildred’s chair and glance at my full-length reflection. Damn, I’m sexy. I do a little twirl and see Mildred rolling her eyes when I stop.

“Don’t hate,” I say.

Mildred chuckles. “It’s impossible not to, love.”

My doppelganger walks through the door at that very moment. We’re the same height and everything, except her hair looks like it needs help. Her roots have grown in over half an inch.

“I told you, Vivian. Doesn’t she look like you?”

The woman and I look at each other. She blushes. Mildred walks from behind the counter and puts her arm over the woman’s shoulder. “She just walked in for a quick cut, and I couldn’t believe how similar you two looked.”

“It’s uncanny. I’m Nia, in case Mildred didn’t tell you.” She extends her hand.

“She didn’t,” I say. “Vivian. Nice to meet you.”

Nia and I shake hands. Mildred pulls Nia away after we exchange a few words. We wave, and then I’m out the door and back in the mall with all the other shoppers, except I look so much better than when I entered the building.

I walk away from the salon with my shoulders held high. My stomach rumbles, so I grab a coffee and a slice of bread from a coffee stand. A man watches me from across the room as I pay. He’s with his wife and kids, but I can’t help but smile. It’s so obvious he’s staring at my breasts, but I don’t even blame him. They’re on display for a reason.

“Thank you,” I say and take my coffee and the slice of bread. I wink at the man before turning on my heel toward the door. I’m near the exit and biting into my bread when I feel something press into the small of my back.

“Don’t scream. Don’t say a fucking word, or I’ll kill you.”

I choke and cough, spitting the spread that’s in my mouth to the floor.

“Don’t make another fucking noise. Keep walking,” a man says.

He’s close to me. It probably looks like he’s my boyfriend, and holding the small of my back, which would be romantic under normal circumstances. I want to see him, but I’m too afraid to look over my shoulder. My hand is shaking. I might spill this coffee.

I start to look over my shoulder when the man’s harsh voice hits my ear.

“Don’t look at me. Take a sip of your drink and act natural if you want to live.”

My arm shakes as I lift the cup to my lips. We walk through the sliding doors. People smile at us. I drop my eyes to the floor; too afraid I might scream. Too afraid the man might pull the trigger of the gun pressing into my back.

An SUV with tinted windows pulls up to the curb. The door opens, and the man pushes me inside. The man slides in behind me and shuts the door. Someone covers my face with a cloth. The world fades as the SUV rolls away, not even speeding as it blends into traffic.
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My body hurts when my eyes finally flutter open. I don’t know where I am, but the lights burn my eyes. My stomach grumbles. When was the last time I ate something?

There’s no telling how much time has passed when footsteps startle me. I’m lying on the floor. A boot pushes into my side, turning me over to my back. A man stands above me. He has tan skin, straight black hair, and a handsome beard. I struggle, realizing someone has tied my hands behind my back.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. I won’t hurt you if you cooperate.”

The man stares at me like he’s attracted to what he sees. I’ve nearly forgotten about drinking the pink potion and waking up as a woman. Fear trickles across my skin. How much time remains on the clock? Where’s my phone?

I scream. The man drops to his knees and smothers the sound with his firm hand. “Shut up unless you want a bullet in your head.”

My screams drop to nothing. I don’t want to die. Not like this. Not with my hands tied behind my back. “Please don’t kill me,” I beg.

“I don’t want to kill you,” he says. “You weren’t even my target, but those fools messed up.” The man points to two men taped to reclining chairs out of the light in the corner. I hadn’t even noticed them. It takes a minute to realize they’re being waterboarded. Drop after drop of water falls onto their bent, covered faces.

“Are they going to be okay?”

The man shrugs. “Physically or mentally?”

I don’t want to know the answer. I wish I were at work and had never drunk that stupid pink liquid. There’s no telling if I’ll survive this situation. The man is waterboarding people next to me and has a gun hanging from his waistline, ready to kill me if I take even one misstep.

The man sits in front of me, pulling the gun from the holster on his waistline. He sticks it under my chin, staring at me with crazed eyes. I whimper, afraid he might pull the trigger. “I’m sorry my boys put you in this predicament, but now we have to work together. You understand?”

A high-pitched squeal slips through my folded lips. I nod, wishing I could disappear from this situation.

“What’s your name?” he asks.

“Vivian,” I say. I don’t have the courage to ask his name, not that I really want to know. My modest two-bedroom house is the only thing I want. Access to those potions. I would give anything to swallow the blue potion right now to turn back to boring old Ed.

The man rubs his chin, dropping the gun. “Interesting. Why were you carrying around a man’s ID in your curse? Are you a tranny?”

“‘Trans woman’ is a more polite term,” I say.

The man slaps me, leaving my face stinging. “Don’t fucking correct me, bitch, but fine. Are you a trans woman?”

I want to touch the side of my face, but my hands are still tied behind my back. My nose itches desperately.

“Not exactly,” I say.

“Why are you carrying around a man’s ID? Did you rob him?”

“It’s complicated.”

“If you want to live, then I suggest you explain. Having you here is a major hassle. Not knowing who you are is even worse.”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you the truth,” I say.

“Try me,” he says.

I sigh, making my story as short as possible, beginning with the closet I have at home. How I used to crossdress when I was a man, and how my grandmother gave me a chance to become a woman.

“This is temporary? It’s magic? You’re a man in a woman’s body?”

I shrug, not knowing what else to say. “It’s the gift of a lifetime, and here I am.”

“You only have a week like this?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Do you have my phone? I had a timer set on it to remind me of when I need to decide whether to drink the blue potion or the clear potion.”

“Did I tell you my name?” the man asks in a softer voice.

“No,” I say.

“I’m Jose,” he says and places his hand on my thigh. I’m still wearing the navy dress and white tights. My flats are missing, and my hair probably looks crazy.

Jose moves his hand dangerously close to the edge of my dress, threatening to pass its edge. “Have you used your new body to… you know?”

“No,” I say. I scoot away from him, kicking him with my feet, even though his touch ignites a yearning in my center more powerful than anything I’ve ever felt. I wonder, for the briefest of seconds, what it’d be like to spend an evening naked in bed with this mysterious man.

Jose grins, looking undeterred, but he tries nothing else. “You’re rather beautiful. We can talk more if you ever decide you want to fool around, but I need your help. We took you because you look a lot like our target, Nia Wood. Her brother is a major competitor.”

Mildred must have been spewing gossip with an ounce of truth, and Jose must be after the woman who entered the salon after me. She looked a lot like me, but Jose’s boys could have done better at identifying their target. I shouldn’t be here. I should be at home or in the town, anywhere but here.

“Please don’t kill me,” I beg. Tears swell in my eyes, falling down my face, as though I’ve finally come around to seeing my surroundings, and they aren’t pretty. “I don’t want to die.”

One man getting waterboarded screams and begs for someone to release him from the binds that hold him. Jose aims his gun in the man’s direction and screams. “Shut up, or I’ll put a bullet between your eyes.”

The man’s cries fall to a whimper. Jose cracks his knuckles in frustration. “Everyone’s happy when shit’s all gravy, but they want to act like bitches when things get rough. Arturo, bring me the cell phone.”

I cower as another man walks into the room. He hands Jose a simple phone. “This is your new phone until we get the revenge I want. You won’t tell anyone about me. You aren’t to talk about getting kidnapped if you want to live. Understand?”

“Yes,” I say. My voice is dry, but I’ve agreed to become Jose’s accomplice. There’s no turning back, but part of me doesn’t want to pass up this chance. I can turn back to Ed at a moment’s notice, at least for the rest of the week, so why not enjoy it?

“I’ll call you tomorrow with more details. Don’t say a word to anyone. So, you live at the address on your license?”

“I do,” I say.

“Perfect. Then we know where to find you. You’ll be there the next time you wake up. Nice meeting you, Vivian. Don’t let me down,” Jose says. He leans forward and kisses me on the cheek, grinning as he pulls away to stand.

I watch Jose as he walks to the door. He snaps his fingers. “Arturo, you know what to do.”

Arturo nods and rushes over to me, covering my face with a cloth that makes the world fade around me. I welcome it. I probably shouldn’t trust Jose, but I do. He’s asked something of me, and I want to make him happy.

My eyes close. My body goes limp. I collapse to the floor.
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I don’t wake until the following morning. It feels incredible waking up in my home. It’s familiar, albeit boring.

Only one-hundred or so hours remain before I must choose to drink a vial. Will it be clear or blue? I can’t decide, but I set the clock on my new phone for ninety-six hours to be on the safe side.

Three days down, four to go.

I roll out of bed, feeling disgusting in the navy dress. I push down the white tights and pull off the dress. It doesn’t take long until I’m naked and waiting for the shower to warm. I step into the stream of water when it’s the perfect temperature, hoping I can fulfill Jose’s plan. I don’t want him shooting me.

It's even worse how sexy I find him when I close my eyes. If I saw him at a store, I wouldn’t consider him dangerous. He has a gentle gaze, like he might have a heart under the rugged exterior.

I close my eyes as I imagine his enormous arms hugging me, lifting me. He has the manliest hands I’ve ever seen. He must spend hours at the gym to maintain that physique.

My hand drifts south as I picture Jose turning me against the bathroom wall. He spreads my legs. He reaches between them to touch my pussy.

I do everything to myself, but Jose’s there in my mind. He’s whispering dirty words into my ear. I moan as he replaces his fingers with his cock, ramming his fat dick into me.

My womanhood swells and opens as I touch it. I slide two fingers into my hole, fucking myself for the first time. It’s incredible. If my fingers feel this amazing, I can’t imagine how great Jose’s dick will feel spreading my pussy walls.

I’ll do anything for him if he’ll just strip me bare. Fuck me. Hold me down and shove his cock into my mouth. I want him to use me. I never would have had these thoughts as Ed, but I’m a different person now. The man within me is expiring by the second as the woman rises from the ashes.

I scream when the pressure in my center explodes. I cum all over my fingers. My body shakes. It throbs. I slide my fingers out of my hole and grip the shower wall, wishing Jose was here to lick up all my spilled juices, but he isn’t.

My feelings are so wrong. How can I yearn for a man who kidnapped me? I curse myself for masturbating to his image as I wash myself with a bar of soap. I rinse off and step out of the shower, still hating myself for longing after Jose. He’s a criminal. He’s a terrible, terrible man. I can’t let him have me, no matter how hot the sex would be.

I dry off and change into the other dress I bought. Jose and his gang were nice enough to leave me with the purchases I had. They also returned my wallet and didn’t even take one dollar from it. They destroyed my cell phone, but Jose gave me another one.

I step into the kitchen and open the cabinet, grabbing a bowl for cereal. There isn’t much in my fridge, and I really don’t want to head outside, so I pull out my computer to order groceries online.

I eat two bowls of cereal as I shop, wondering if I shouldn’t have eaten the second bowl by the time I finish. I need to maintain this beautiful figure I was given, so I delete most of the bad stuff from my online shopping cart to add more fruits and vegetables.

The package will arrive in a few hours. I don’t know what to do with myself, and I certainly don’t want to work. Going to work is all I’ve done for years. I want to help Jose. Do something dangerous.

There’s a bag of makeup in the back of my closet. I grab the bag and head to the bathroom mirror, spreading all my makeup across the counter. I want to look sexy in case Jose stops by today. It turned me on when he kissed me on the cheek, even if they had tied my hands behind my back. I shouldn’t like him. He’s a bad boy, but I can’t stop my mind from craving what it wants.

My phone rings after half an hour of doing makeup. I answer and put the phone on speaker. I’m not using too much makeup, but I’m giving myself the ultimate smokey eyes, and had to start over once, which was a whole thing.

“Hello?” I ask. There’s a hint of frustration in my voice.

“Viv? Is that you?”

It’s Jose. My stomach flips. “Yeah, hey, it’s me.” My voice is much lighter when I speak the second time.

“I’m stopping by your house in thirty minutes. Be there,” he says in a voice that leaves no room for argument.

“I’ll be here,” I say.

Jose ends the call with another word. My smokey eyes come out even better than I was expecting. It must have something to do with the pressure I feel to look fabulous for Jose. Is it wrong that I’m picturing a future as his mob wife?

It’d be the perfect way to escape. I could leave IT. Jose could get me an illegal Mexican passport. Ludicrous ideas flood my mind, but they all center around a future with Jose. I tell myself to stop living in a fantasy world as I adjust my bra and the blue dress I bought. I put on a pair of dark brown tights and white flats. They’re all things I purchased before Jose’s guys snatched me at the mall.

The thirty minutes flies by, but I’m looking fabulous when Jose knocks at the door. The friendly knock turns to a bang seconds later. I open the door, and Jose storms inside.

“Have the door unlocked next time I tell you I’m coming over. I don’t like waiting outside,” he snaps.

“I’m sorry,” I say.

“It’s okay,” he says in a softer voice. “You’re learning how to deal with me. You look beautiful, by the way.”

I blush, feeling my center stir. “Thanks,” I say. My mind flashes back to the self-induced pleasure I experienced in the morning.

“Is it weird? Being in a woman’s body?”

I shrug. “How can it be weird if it’s always been my dream?”

“Do you think you’ll change back to a man?”

“I haven’t decided. There would be so many logistics to work out if I stayed a woman.”

“Is being a woman what you want?” he asks.

His question unnerves me. It’s much different seeing Jose in this light, without my hands tied behind my back. He’s gentle, attractive, and making me hungry for his dick.

“It is,” I say.

“I could help you get a new identification. A new social. Everything you’d need,” he says.

His offer is too tempting. I want to run to the vial of clear liquid and forget about my life as Ed, but how can I trust Jose not to hold helping me over my head for the rest of my life? He’s a mob boss. He probably has blood on his hands.

“Why did you come here, Jose?” I ask to redirect our conversation. I don’t want to become attached. Not when my life is at stake.

Jose regards me for a moment, letting his eyes move up and down my body. “Why don’t you come with me? We’re going to take a ride,” Jose says. He wraps his arms around my shoulder, but I shake him off.

“I need my purse before we leave,” I say.

Jose is staring when I return from the bedroom. “Are you sure you were ever a man?”

“Positive,” I say with a laugh. “Weren’t we leaving?”

“Yes,” he says and leads the way out the door. He opens the door to his SUV, and we slide into the backseat. He has someone driving.

“You aren’t going to knock me out today?”

“No,” he says. “Sorry about that, by the way. I wish we didn’t have to involve you, but you’ve already met our target, so it’s too good of an opportunity to pass up. You rub my back, and I’ll rub yours. If you want those papers saying you’re Vivian, I can give them to you. Any documentation you want.”

I swallow, feeling a wetness coat my mouth. Jose’s offer is so tempting, but I don’t want blood on my hands to become a woman. “Are you going to kill her if I help you?”

Jose takes a deep breath, glancing out the window across from me. “I can’t guarantee anything, but I do my best to kill nobody.”

“Have you killed before?”

“Only when someone deserves it,” Jose says without meeting my eye. “I work in a dirty world, Vivian. What can I say?”

“You don’t have to say anything, but it’d make me feel better if you promise not to kill Nia. Her death isn’t worth documentation.”

“It isn’t?”

I swallow and shake my head, knowing I could be giving up my chance at a life as Vivian with papers. “No, it isn’t. Please don’t make me help you if you’re going to kill her.” I throw myself against Jose, clinging to his body. We’re on the highway in the SUV. I don’t know where we’re headed, but I feel safe against Jose’s brawny body.

He wraps his arms around me. “Don’t worry. I won’t hurt her. She’s bait to get her brother.”

“Will you hurt him?”

“Do you trust me, Viv?”

“I want to,” I say.

“Open your heart. You could be my girl,” he says and rubs my chin. “I kept thinking about you all night. I even touched myself, wishing your pussy lips were hugging my cock. You do have a pussy, don’t you?”

I chuckle. “Yeah. It’s as magical as the rest of me.”

“I’m begging you to take that clear potion and give me a chance,” he says. His eyes are intense as he stares at me, almost like he means it. I want to believe him, but how can I believe a man who accidentally kidnapped me? Am I that stupid?

“What do you need me to do?”

“I’ll tell you when we get there,” Jose says and places his hand on my thigh. He reaches his other hand to the back of my neck. He moves his lips closer until they’re pressing against mine. I groan and deepen the kiss, holding his body like I might never get a chance to kiss him again.

We kiss until we come to a stop. Jose’s driver coughs. We break apart, looking at each other like fervent animals. He grips my thigh and takes a moment to catch his breath.

“How are you going to go back to being a man when we could kiss like that every day?”

“How do I know I can trust you?”

“You don’t,” he says curtly.

My heart shatters. He’s right, though. I should maintain my guards. There’s no reason to trust him. It’s too dangerous. My life as Ed might not be perfect, but it’s comfortable. I can’t put everything on the line for a criminal. If I decide to stay a woman and get papers from Jose, I will have to take them and run.

Jose clears his throat. “Nia is inside shopping for a party tonight. I need you to run into her and pick up wherever your conversation left off at the hairdresser. Our guys knew about her appointment and mistook you for her because you were walking out of the salon.”

“We didn’t talk about much,” I say. “We don’t know each other. The hairdresser, Mildred, said we looked alike is all.”

“No shit,” he says. “You’re sexier, though.”

I blush as my body heats to the temperature of a pizza oven. “What am I supposed to say to Nia? I’m far from an actress.”

Jose sighs. “It’s my fault for even thinking you two knew each other. Thinking about you as a man is impossible when you’re the sexiest woman my eyes have ever seen.”

The driver coughs, stifling a laugh. I don’t hold back, throwing my head back as a giggle spills from my parted lips. “That’s the cheesiest thing I’ve ever heard, especially coming from a man who kidnapped me.”

“Are you going to hold that over my head all our lives?”

I ignore Jose’s question. We can’t contemplate spending a life together when I don’t even know if I’ll be a man a week from now. “Who’s having a party? Do you have any details?”

Jose tells me everything he knows. A man named David Bell, who is an associate of William Wood, is throwing a party for all of William’s closest clients. It’s an invitation-only party, but they don’t check names at the door. It’s at a secluded house on acres of private land.

“You want me to pretend I know these people? What if she asks me questions?”

“Be vague. Say you’re going with David’s cousin, who you met at a bar a few weeks ago. If she assumes that you’ll be there, then you can be there without any questions. Once you’re at the party, I’ll have you plant a bug on William so we can track him. I’ve decided to go straight for the shark instead of using his sister as bait.”

Jose’s plan sounds crazy, but I have little choice if I ever want a chance at getting some papers with Vivian’s name. “Okay,” I say.

“Good luck, Viv. We’ll be right here when you finish,” Jose says. I nod and open the door. Jose tells me to wait. He pulls out his wallet and gives me several hundreds. “Buy yourself something pretty.”

“Thanks.” I take the money and practically skip to the doors of the department store.

I lose myself flipping through the dresses and nearly forget about Nia until she comes up to me, waving her hand in my face.

“Hey, you. Remember me?”

I tilt my head to the side, feigning surprise. “You’re the woman who had Mildred after me, aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” she says with a bright smile. “My name is Nia. What’s your again?”

“Vivian, nice to meet you.”

Nia gushes. “What are the chances of us running into each other again?”

“One in a million?” I suggest.

“What are you doing here? Shopping, obviously, but is there a special occasion?”

“My friend David is having a party, and I need a new dress.”

Nia makes a strange face, like she can’t quite believe me. “David? It can’t be the same David whose party I’m going to tonight.”

“David Bell? Big house on a secluded plot of land?”

Nia covers her mouth. She throws open her arms and pulls me close for a hug, shaking me from side to side. “What are the chances? Gosh, we live in a small world. I can’t believe we’ll be at the same party tonight. How do you know David?”

I hesitate, feeling like some revealing questions could come any second. “Oh, I don’t really know David, but I met his cousin at a bar a few weeks ago. He’s been begging me to come to this party with him. Honestly, I might leave him at the door and stay for the free booze. He says David throws insane parties.”

“Please leave him at the door, Vivian. Dance with me. I don’t have a date, even though I’ve been looking for one all week.”

“Guess it’s fate that we’re running into each other.”

Nia looks at me with the most trusting eyes, and part of me feels bad for coming here to betray her, but I didn’t even have to approach her. She made my job painfully easy by approaching me first.

“It is fate,” she says. “Not only are we twins and go to the same stylist, but we also run in the same circles. How have we not met before, Vivian?”

Her question unnerves me, but it’s rhetorical.

Nia laughs and lightly pushes my shoulder. “I wish I could stay and shop with you, but I’m running late for a nail appointment, and I didn’t really see anything here that I liked.”

“No worries,” I say. “We’ll dance all night.”

“That’s right. See you at David’s,” Nia says and leans in to kiss me on the cheek. She waves and rushes out of the store.

I stay behind to pick out dresses and tights and some tops and jeans, spending every dime Jose gave me. I have to charge fifty on my credit card, but that’s a drop in the bucket compared to what Jose just saved me.

He’s in the same spot when I walk outside with the bags. He kisses me on the cheek when I slide into the backseat.

“Get yourself something pretty?”

“I got lots of cute stuff.”

“You better model them for me,” he says.

“I will,” I say.

“So, how did it go?” Jose asks.

“Better than expected,” I say. “Nia and I are basically each other’s date. She didn’t ask too many questions.”

“Perfect. Let’s go get you ready for the party, and then I’ll tell you exactly what I need you to do.”

My heart races. Everything suddenly becomes real. Jose is going to ask me to cross limits I wouldn’t have even days ago, but I can’t disappoint him. Not when he’s looking at me with those seductive brown eyes, making me wish I were naked and lying beneath him.

“Will you break my heart?” I ask as we ride back to my house.

Jose looks at me, and I see the uncertainty in his eyes. “I don’t know. Will you break mine?”

I bite my lip, knowing he’s referring to the fact that I could change back to Ed at any moment. Vivian could disappear from existence, or she could stay.

Two liquids, one choice.

I don’t reply and glance out the other window until we pull into my driveway.
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Jose steps behind me and presses his body into my back. I’m wearing a black cocktail dress with black pumps and smoky eyes. My hair is teased and pinned to one side, hanging down to my shoulder like a wavy waterfall.

“You look incredible,” he says as he kisses my neck. My body stirs at his touch. I shouldn’t let him touch me, but I can’t resist. “I want to rip you out of this dress and do unspeakable things to your body.”

I shake my shoulders. Jose takes a step back. “I’ve spent far too long putting on this outfit for you to mess it up now.”

“What about after the party?” Jose asks. He touches my side and kisses my neck. I can’t keep him off me if I tried. I love how he’s a head taller than me and how he has a powerful body. He could probably pick me up and throw me around if he wanted, but his touch is gentle.

We stare at each other through the mirror in front of me. I’ve never felt more beautiful or desired in my life. The blue potion floats around in the back of my mind, but I don’t know why I would ever want to go back to being a man when I look this beautiful as a woman.

“What about after the party?” I ask, throwing the question back at Jose, trying to act like I don’t want him to fuck my brains out when the night falls.

Jose wraps his lips around my earlobe and sucks on it. “I thought we could have some fun of our own after you finish at the party. Don’t forget you’re going there to work for me.”

“I haven’t,” I say. Jose’s hands glide along my sides. He cusps my breasts. His touch threatens to ruin my ensemble, but I can’t resist him.

“I don’t know where you came from, but it drives me crazy how much I like you, Vivian. I want to be the first and only man to make you scream.”

“You’re a criminal,” I say.

“Don’t you want to join the family business? I promise to keep you safe if we ever get caught, but I’m not even the first generation. My uncle started the business. We’ve been flying under the radar for years.”

“We’ll see how tonight goes. What am I supposed to do?”

“Let’s leave, and I’ll tell you everything in the car.”

“Okay,” I say and gather my things before following Jose out of the door.

Jose gives me a small, circular chip when we’re on the road to the party. “This is a tracking device. I want you to put it on William’s car,” he says and pulls out his phone. There’s a picture of a small sports car on the screen. It’s dark blue with white details.

“That shouldn’t be too hard.”

Jose shrugs. “He will probably have someone sitting in his car to guard it. William is one of the most paranoid people you’ll ever meet, but he should be paranoid about the amount of people he crosses. There are probably hundreds who want him dead.”

I swallow, turning the tracking device over in my fingers. I’m nervous, but have to go through with this for Jose. “Any ideas for how to distract the guards if they’re there?”

“It’ll probably be a man, so use your womanly charm.”

“And if it’s a woman?”

“Hope you’re a quick thinker,” Jose says. “Okay, we’re about to pull up to the house. I heard they’re using a password at the door. It’s ‘opera’.”

“Opera?”

Jose nods.

“Got it.” I open my clutch purse and drop the tracking device inside. My black dress shows plenty of cleavage, so I’ll use that if I have any problems. What man wouldn’t want to stare at my huge tits?

“Are you nervous?”

“Not really.” The answer surprises me, but I’m ready to get this over with and head back to my house.

“That’s good, but I want you to have these.” Jose pulls out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.

“Why are you giving me these?” I ask.

“They’ll give you a reason to be by the cars. Smoke a cigarette and say you’re trying to get away from the party. I’m pretty sure most will be outside from what I remember about David’s house.”

“You’ve been here?”

“William steals people from me left and right. David is one many.”

I frown, feeling bad for Jose, but that I can’t let it distract me from my mission. I open the pack of cigarettes before tossing them into my purse. Nothing else will fit, but I hope not to stay at the party for long. “Promise to pick me up?”

Jose nods. “Give me a call, and I’ll be here. I’ll only be a few miles away, but nobody can see me here. They can’t know you know me. Don’t say my name. Got it?”

“I understand. I don’t want to put my life in danger.”

“Good girl.” Jose kisses me on the cheek and hops into the trunk of the SUV as we approach the house. My heartbeat ticks faster, but it will be fine. It has to be fine. I look straight ahead as the SUV comes to a stop in front of a massive house.

An intimidating man opens the backseat door. “Password?”

“Opera,” I say.

His face softens. “Welcome,” he says and holds out his hand to help me out of the car. He closes the door, and the driver pulls off with Jose in the backseat. I hold my dress as I walk toward the entrance, fabulous people buzzing around beyond the open door. It’s as though I’m living in a fairytale, and I never want it to end.

***

I’ve been walking around the party for over half an hour, wondering where the cars might be. People are swarming around the room, but these people clearly know each other. I try to stay unnoticed, taking tiny sips of my drink. I get more nervous the more time that passes. Nothing relaxes me until Nia screams my name.

“Vivian,” she says. “There you are. I’ve been wondering when you would get here. Did you leave that dweeb yet?”

I beam. “Yeah, girl. I left him at the door. You look incredible. Let’s see those nails.”

Nia smiles and lifts her hand, spreading her fingers. Whoever did her nails painted cute shapes on all of them. “Those are so unique. I love them.”

“It took far too long, but I’m happy with them. Hopefully they last, but there’s no telling with how clumsy I am. I never wear gloves when I clean or anything.”

“You have to protect those nails,” I say.

“Come dance with me.” Nia pulls me so hard that I nearly spill my drink. She drags me to a spot in front of the DJ. They’re playing a dirty song with a wicked beat. Nia pulls me close and grinds her hip against my thigh. I’m a little wet at her touch and get really into dancing with her.

She smacks my ass. I swat hers. We spin each other in circles and gather a bit of an audience after a few minutes. Neither of us has much left to drink, so we leave behind the pervs watching us dance to head to the bar.

“You’re a great dancer,” she says.

“You’re better,” I say.

We giggle and lean on the bar. A handsome bartender greets us. We order scotch on the rocks because we want something strong. Something that’ll get us drunk. We laugh and hold each other by the forearm. I’ve never felt so alive. I hate that I’ll have to cross Nia. She could be such a great friend, but it’ll have to wait until another lifetime. I want Jose’s dick more than I want her friendship.

“Do you know where a girl can have a smoke?” I ask and pull out the pack of cigarettes.

“Girl, you need to quit those. Gross,” she says.

I’d normally agree, but I really need to find the cars, and they don’t seem to be anywhere inside the house.

“I know I need to quit, but can’t seem to stop. Do you know where, though? I need one after all that dancing.”

“Sure, you can go out by the pool in the back. David prefers people step out of the manicured section to smoke. Hope that’s okay.”

“That won’t be a problem,” I assure Nia.

She shrugs and leads me outside. It’s gorgeous. David has an enormous deck, a pool, and a pristine garden.

“Enjoy your smoke,” Nia says.

I open the pack of cigarettes and pull one out, popping it between my lips. I light it. The smoke makes me cough, but I play it off like it’s no big deal. Nia has already disappeared, so I don’t have to worry about her. I glance around the yard and spot the cars. They’re off to the side on the grass. A man is sitting at a makeshift booth outside of them.

Jose didn’t send me a picture of William’s car, so I close my eyes to picture what he showed me. An image of a blue sports car with white details comes to mind. I smoke the cigarette without inhaling as I walk toward the cars, trying to look like I belong.

“Need your car, ma’am?” a man asks when I get close to the cars.

“No, thank you. Not yet. I’m just going for a stroll.”

The man nods and returns to his post. I puff on the cigarette, glancing around at the cars. I see William’s. It’s near the back, and there’s a man inside it, just as Jose predicted. Our eyes meet. He’s been watching me. I nearly wither at his gaze but instead stand strong. I puff my cigarette as I walk toward his car.

He rolls down the window when I reach the car. “Anything I can help you with, ma’am?”

I puff the cigarette, shaking my cleavage as I toss my hair. “I don’t know, is there?”

The man opens his car door, making me drop my cigarette. “Shit,” I say. I place my drink on top of the car and drop to my knees. The guard has to close the door to avoid hitting me in the face, so I take the second to pull the tracking device out of my purse to attach it to the underside of the car.

“What’s taking you so long down there?” he hollers.

“It’s impossible to move in this dress. Give me a second.” I close my purse and pick up the cigarette, pushing myself to my feet. I pick up my drink and puff on my cigarette. “You looked cute, but you’re really just an asshole.”

“Get lost, lady. I have a girlfriend, and she’s way hotter than you.”

His words crush my ego, but then I remember how Jose looks at me, and I know this stranger is wrong. “Doubtful,” I say and turn on my heel. It’s a struggle to walk in the grass in heels, but I keep my back straight and don’t dare spill my drink or drop my cigarette because I know that man inside William’s car is watching me.

Nia is waiting for me when I return to the patio after putting out my cigarette in the bucket in the area William has designated for smokers. “Vivian, there you are. Gosh, you smell like gross cigarettes, but it’s fine. I want you to meet my brother, William.”

Nia pulls me toward a towering man. He has brown hair and freckled skin. He doesn’t look like he’d be a criminal, but if there’s anything I’ve learned in the past few days, it’s that looks can be deceiving. None of these people would ever know I used to be a man by looking at me.

“William, this is my friend, Vivian. The girl I was dancing with earlier.”

William smiles and hugs me. The cologne he’s wearing smells incredible, but he’s the enemy. I can’t like him, even if I wanted. My mind wouldn’t allow it.

“Nice to meet you, Vivian. Glad you could make it to the party.”

“Thanks for having me,” I say.

“Don’t forget to take a party favor,” he says before turning back to the people standing by him. They’re right back to laughing, conversing about whatever had been on topic before our arrival.

“What’s the party favor?” I ask.

Nia makes a strange face. “You can’t be serious,” she says. “You haven’t gotten yours yet?”

I don’t want to look like a newbie, but I have no idea what they’re talking about. Nia grabs my hand and runs me to the bathroom. She pulls out a bag tied with a bow filled with white powder.

“Is that cocaine?”

“Yeah,” she says. “My brother sells it. Not this stuff, though. He has his guy buy from another guy named Jose for parties.”

My heart races after hearing the information. “You don’t use what your brother sells?”

“Gross, no. That stuff is cut with all types of stuff. Jose’s is pure. Try it,” she says and dips her key into a bag. She holds the white powder to my nose.

I hesitate, but it’d look too suspicious if I didn’t take the hit, so I inhale the cocaine into my nostril. Snorting it makes me cough. Nia laughs and gets a bump for herself. She snorts it before reaching into her purse to grab a bag, passing it for me. “Take this home with you. Do some more tonight. Let’s dance,” Nia says and pulls me out of the bathroom.

I rush to place the bag in my purse before we walk through the door, barely closing my clutch in time. Nia and I dance, but I’m ready to leave once a weird sensation spreads across my body. The cocaine is intense.

“That last drink ran through me. Be right back,” I say and run to the bathroom. I call Jose after locking the door.

“Hey, how’s it going?”

“I’m ready to leave. Mission accomplished,” I say in a hushed voice.

“Come outside in ten minutes.”

“Okay,” I say and end the call.

I hang out with Nia a few more minutes before informing her that I’ve called my driver to come pick me up because I need to wake up early in the morning for a family event. She’s understanding and doesn’t act like she knows I’m lying through my teeth.

“Call me next weekend, and we can get together.”

“Will do, Nia. Thanks for dancing, and thanks for the party favor.”

“Anytime,” Nia says and kisses me on the cheek. She’s off before I can say another word, but it’s for the best. I head outside and Jose’s SUV pulls up a minute later. The doorman opens the door for me. Jose isn’t in the backseat when I slide inside, but he hops over the divider to the trunk after we pull off.

“I missed you,” I say.

“Me too,” he says. “You’re incredible. I can’t believe you did it.”

“That pack of cigarettes came in handy.”

“I’m glad,” Jose says. He wraps his arm around me and pulls me close. I relax against his chest.

“Back to my house?” I ask.

“Yes,” he says and holds me more tightly.
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Jose and I are sitting in my living room. He’s holding the bag of cocaine I’ve just pulled from my clutch purse, examining it rather closely.

“I’m sorry you had to take cocaine to fit in, but you did the right thing.”

“It’s okay. It’s wearing off now,” I say.

We’re sipping water. Soft music plays in the background. If I hadn’t just planted a tracking device on Jose’s enemy’s car, this would be a rather romantic moment, but there’s no telling what Jose will do with that information. I don’t want to ask, either. Not now.

“I never do cocaine. I’ve tried it a few times, but it’s not for me. Much better to sell it for the money.”

I nod, still uneasy about the life I’m falling into as Vivian, but do I really want to go back to working in the IT department as Ed? I lean closer to Jose, loving how his body feels against mine. “You know what the craziest part is?”

Jose shakes his head.

“They use your product.”

Jose lifts the bag. He opens it and pinches the powder between two fingers. “I thought this looked familiar. I can’t believe they won’t even use their own product.”

“It’s terrible, isn’t it?”

Jose nods. He pulls out his phone and pulls up an app. “You see this? This is tracking William’s car. We got him. It’s all because of you.”

I stare at the beeping dot on the map, amazed that I’m the one who put the tracking device on his car.

“You’re doing more for me in a few days than people do for me in years. I don’t want you taking that blue potion, Vivian.”

His hand is on my leg. My body is against his. Our faces are close enough to kiss, and we’re staring at each other. I say nothing for several beats.

“I’ll understand if you want to take it, though.”

“You’ll be the first to know when I make a decision. As of tomorrow morning, I’ll only have seventy-two hours to decide.”

“It’s a tough choice, but I’ll help you get whatever papers you need if you decide to stay Vivian.”

I place my hand on Jose’s firm chest. He stares at me with those handsome, dark eyes. I lean forward to kiss him. He slides his tongue into my mouth. His hand slips beneath my shirt. I gasp when he cusps my breast. He reaches into my bra to play with my nipple, igniting a firestorm within my body.

Jose pulls me onto his lap. I straddle his legs, tossing my hair over my shoulder. We changed into sweats and t-shirts when we got back to my house since it was all I had that would fit. I desperately need some nightwear for my new figure.

Jose reaches around to squeeze my ass. My nipples are hard. My pussy is hungry. The sensations in my body are entirely different from what I felt as Ed. I don’t want to stroke my cock. I want Jose to fuck me senseless with his manhood; throw my legs above my head and pound my pussy until I’m begging him to stop.

I stare into Jose’s eyes. He licks his lips, moving his hands to my sides. “So, have you thought more about my offer?”

Part of me screams that I shouldn’t sleep with a criminal, but have I not already joined his ranks by placing a tracking device on another man’s car? Another part of me screams to pull off my clothes to let Jose have his way with my body. When will I ever get the chance again? What are the chances of me finding another man to use my womanly body in the next eighty hours?

“I have.”

“What do you say?”

I bite my bottom lip. My center is begging me to agree, knowing I would regret denying this moment for the rest of my life.

“Okay,” I say in a weak voice.

“That wasn’t convincing,” Jose says. He moves one hand up my back until it is tangled with my hair. “Ask for my dick if you want it. I want to give it to you, but I won’t do so without your permission.”

I pull my legs together, squeezing Jose’s thighs. He pulls on my hair. I gasp. “I want you to fuck me,” I holler.

“You do?”

“I need you to fuck me, Jose. I don’t care that you’re a criminal.”

Jose makes a strange noise before lifting me into his arms. He carries me to the bedroom. It’s weird having a man carry me into the bedroom I’ve had for years, especially after how wild the past few days have been, but I don’t let it throw me off. I give myself to Jose the second we cross through the doorway, becoming limp in his arms.

Jose lowers me to the bed. He stands at the edge, staring at me as he strips naked. He takes off his shirt. His sweatpants. His dick is standing tall beneath his boxers. Jose steps forward, clearly confident in his skin. “You want to help me with these?” he asks with a smirk.

I get onto my hands and knees to climb to the edge of the bed. Jose is staring at my tits and how they sway as I move.

“Take off your shirt and bra.”

I stand on my knees to do as Jose has commanded. I pull the shirt over my head. He steps forward to help me with the bra. He pushes his cock against my stomach to reach around my backside and unhook my bra. It takes no time for him to unhook it and pull it down my arms, revealing my breasts.

I cover my bosom, but Jose pushes my hands to the side.

“They’re magnificent.” Jose leans down to wrap his lips around my nipples. I feel a trickle of liquid running down my thighs. My pussy feels like it needs something shoved up it right now. It’s so hot and thirsty that I can hardly breathe.

Jose sucks on my nipple for a minute before I reach down to the waistline of his boxers. I reach my hand into them and wrap it around Jose’s cock, amazed by how thick he feels in my hand. He’s certainly bigger than I was as Ed, and he’s uncut. I pull on his cock, extracting a dribble of precum. I wouldn’t have wanted his cock a week ago, but now I’m desperate for it.

“Let me suck it,” I say.

Jose grins and pushes me to my back. He drops his boxers to the floor. He reaches forward and pulls off the pants and panties I’m wearing, leaving me bare. His every touch is a delightful shock to the system. My back arches. I moan. There’s a puddle beneath my ass.

“Fuck, you’re sexy. Please don’t change back to a man. I’m begging you,” Jose says as he kisses my thighs. He’s between my parted legs. I want to suck his dick, but I’m under his control. His touch has me paralyzed, acting as nothing more than his portal to pleasure.

I put my hands in Jose’s straight black hair as he dips his head closer to my pussy. I’ve touched myself thinking about him, but that doesn’t compare to his lips when he presses them against my pussy. Jose licks my cunt with precision, paying special attention to my moans, hitting my every spot.

If Jose will do this forever, there’s no point in going back to life as a man. He’s making me feel more aroused than I’ve ever felt in my life. I grip the sheets beneath me as Jose wraps his lips around my clit for the first time. Jose reaches forward to hold my breasts as he licks me into another world.

“You’re going to…” I can’t even finish the sentence before the dam breaks. A scream erupts from my mouth, bouncing off the walls like a thriller movie in a theater.

Jose laughs but doesn’t break contact with my pussy as he licks up all my juices, sending my body into overdrive. Giving me so much pleasure that it’s almost painful. He pulls away just before I push him, as though he can tell he’s crossed the line.

“Damn, your pussy tastes good.” Jose licks his lips and stands on his knees, stroking his cock. “Since you just changed into a woman, does that make you a virgin?”

I giggle at the wild smirk on his face. “I suppose it does. Are you going to take my virginity?”

“You’re damn right,” he says. He reaches down and slips two fingers into my pussy while rubbing his cock with his other hand.

“Fuck, I need your cock in me. Enough with the fingers.”

“You have a condom?”

“There should be some in the nightstand,” I say. “Better check if they’re expired. I almost never got laid before.”

“I’ll fuck you every night of the week if you stay as a woman.”

Jose is giving me a million reasons to drink the clear liquid, but I still haven’t decided what I’ll do. I’ve spent my whole life as Ed. The thought of leaving him behind is daunting, even if it means skipping an exciting life as Vivian.

Jose finds a condom and rolls it over his dick. He flips me over to my hands and knees. “I want to fuck you from behind.” He reaches between my legs to play with my pussy lips. They’re a wet mess. I’m open and ready to take him. I want every inch of his cock buried deep in my pussy.

Jose doesn’t leave me waiting for long. He pushes his cock into me. My lips spread over his thick shaft as he sinks deeper. My walls are tight but expand to take his cock, perfectly hugging his member. He fucks me slowly at first, picking up speed as I adjust to his size, even though it still feels like he’s stuffing me to the brim, no matter how much my walls expand.

“Damn, you feel good. You’re so fucking tight. I could fuck you for the rest of my life.”

I glance over my shoulder at Jose and could swear there’s a tear running down his cheek. He grabs my hips and starts fucking me so hard that I lose sight of everything. He rams his cock in me and pulls it out all the way to his tip before sinking it right back into my dripping hole.

Jose fucks me a few more minutes before turning me over to my back. He pulls me to the edge of the bed and steps off it. He lifts my legs into the air before sinking into my cunt.

We stare at each other as he fucks me. I reach up to touch his chest, which is dripping with sweat. He reaches down to play with my clit, sending a wave of sensations across my body.

“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum again.”

“Cum all over my dick,” he says and fucks me. “You love this dick, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” I say in a purr.

“I love your pussy. Don’t forget this when you make your choice,” Jose says and fucks me with long, slow strokes. His fingers are going on and off my clit at a perfect speed. The threads of my reality are unraveling. I won’t last long.

I scream. “Fuck.”

Jose grunts and pushes deep into my pussy. I feel his manhood pulsating against my walls, and it sends me over the edge. I cum with Jose. He moans when my pussy muscles throb around his cock. We’re locked together, and I never want to separate.

“Damn, that was hot.” Jose lingers in my pussy a few seconds longer before pulling out. He rips off the condom and tosses it to the side. He squats between my legs to kiss my spent pussy.

I giggle and push away his head. “Yeah, it was hot. Come up here and hold me.”

Jose does as I request. He curls his body against mine. We don’t bother putting on clothes. His dick presses into my backside, but it’s reassuring. I love having him behind me.

It’ll be hard to give this up, but I’m still not sure which potion I’ll take, even though Jose just gave me the single best orgasm of my life.
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Jose and I eat a simple breakfast after another session of lovemaking. I sucked his dick when we woke up, and then Jose fucked me senseless. Having sex as a woman is outstanding, especially with a man as talented as Jose. He knows how to make me scream. He knows how to make me beg for more. I love his dick and would be lying if I said anything different.

I hate that Jose has to leave, but I didn’t put the tracker on William’s car for no reason.

“Are you going to stay out of trouble today?” Jose asks.

“I’ll do my best,” I say.

“Have you called your job?”

I shake my head, trying not to think about the IT job that I should be going to this morning. “They’ll get over it.”

“What if you never go back?” Jose asks.

He watches me, looking at me like he wants to spend a lifetime together, but I’m still not sure I can trust him. His dick might be amazing, but Jose is a criminal. Choosing him would also mean choosing a life of crime, and I’m not ready to make that commitment, but the clock is ticking.

“I still have time to decide,” I say.

“You’re breaking my heart,” Jose says as he holds my hands.

What would life even look like if I went back to being Ed? How could I handle the transition after this week? After my orgasms last night and this morning?

“How can I trust you?”

“I’ll commit myself to you if you stay Vivian.”

“What if you hurt me?”

“Stop seeing me as a criminal. See me as a man who can love and provide for you. Cocaine will be on the streets if I sell it or not, so why shouldn’t I get my cut of the profits if it’s a family business? I was born into this, Vivian.”

“I know, but—”

“You don’t have to join me, but don’t judge me. We’ve been having fun. I wish we hadn’t met from my guys kidnapping you, but maybe it was fate. Maybe we were meant to find each other this week. Can’t you even consider the possibility?”

I glance at Jose’s hands holding mine. I want to open my heart to this man, but fear is holding me back. Fear of giving up my old life. Fear of trusting him.

“Let’s enjoy the time we have,” I say. “When will you get back from work?”

“Probably not until tonight, but I’ll make it worth the wait. We can go somewhere nice.”

“I can cook dinner. It’ll give me something to do.”

“Sure,” Jose says with a nod. He pulls out his wallet and throws five-hundred dollars on the table. “Buy whatever you need. I’ll call you.”

I smile and lean across the table to kiss Jose. He grabs his keys, and then he is out the door. Someone is here to pick him up. I’m not even sure he has an ID or knows how to drive, but damn, he’s sexy.

I spend a few hours cleaning and doing laundry before taking a shower. Jose doesn’t message or call, but I assume he’s okay. I try not to worry about him. I make a grocery list and head to the store, but my purchases only use one hundred out of the five, so I can’t help but drive over to the mall to check out some clothes.

Jose would love it if he showed up to me wearing nothing except lingerie, so I buy a cute black number before heading home to cook my man a feast. I don’t know if he’ll be my man a week from now, but I’ll enjoy the present. I’ll enjoy another night in Jose’s arms.
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The house smells of roasted chicken, baked cookies, and everything else delicious I’ve been making since returning home from shopping. I’ve just gotten out of the shower. I put on the sexy lingerie, heels, and do my makeup. The chicken should be ready. I check its temperature before turning off the oven.

Part of me was hoping Jose would arrive while I was in the shower to join me. I left the door unlocked for him in case he arrived while I was out, but he has yet to arrive. I have candles lit around the house, only using those and a few lamps for light.

When another thirty minutes pass, I worry, but I don’t change. I turn on the television to relax, watching a sitcom I enjoy. My phone rings fifteen minutes later. It’s Jose. I answer.

“Hey, baby. Where are you? Dinner’s ready.”

“You’re not safe,” Jose screams. “Come outside. We must leave. Now.”

“What?” I ask. My heart drops to the pits of my stomach.

“We’re keeping an eye out here. My guys are around the house, but you can’t stay. We have to go.”

“What happened?” I ask.

“There’s no time to explain. Hurry,” Jose says and ends the call.

Panic floods my being as I race to blow out all the candles. There’s no time to put away the food, so I leave it before running to my bedroom to grab something to throw over the lingerie. My phone rings as I look through my closet.

I answer and put the phone to my ear. “What’s taking you so long, Viv? You’re in danger. William’s people are on his way.”

“I had to blow out a ton of candles, and I’m not wearing anything except lingerie.”

“Damn,” Jose says. Disappointment laces his voice. “I hate to miss that but throw on a jacket or something. We have a safe house.”

I grab the first coat I see and throw it over my body, racing outside. Jose opens the door. I slide into the backseat. The SUV peels off, racing down the road. Jose parts my coat to get a better view of what I’m wearing.

“Fuck, you look good. I wish this weren’t happening because I’d been looking forward to having you all night.”

“What happened?”

Jose sighs. He puts his hand on my leg. “We tracked William, but he never leaves his house. Almost never. He has Nia run most of his errands and lives on a small compound with all the exercise equipment he needs, so there isn’t much point.”

“What are you saying, Jose? Did you hurt Nia?” I ask, moving away slightly from him.

“No, but we took her. William won’t cooperate unless we hit him where it hurts.”

I move as close to the door as I can, desperately wishing I could get away from Jose. “How could you take her? You told me—”

“Vivian, please. We won’t hurt her, but William has to think we will.”

“I can’t believe you, Jose. I—”

An intense light draws close, silencing me. It’s barreling toward Jose’s door. I gasp and scream, but it’s too late. A car crashes into ours, sending us spinning in circles down the street.

The car races to the side of ours, screeching to a halt. Jose and the driver are unconscious. The door to the backseat opens. A man pulls me out and throws a bag over my face. I scream, but it all happens so fast. Someone hits me over the head to silence me, throwing me into the car that hit us.

We’re moving. I think I’m in the trunk, but I can’t be sure. All I know is that Jose isn’t with me. Is he even alive?

There are too many negative thoughts to ponder, so I block them out and close my eyes, hoping I live to see another day.
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It’s morning when I wake up, still wearing the lingerie and coat from last night, except now I’m locked in an oversized cage in the middle of a grand living room. I should have about forty-eight hours until I need to drink my potion. Desperation overcomes me. How will I ever be able to get out of this cage?

“Help,” I scream.

William walks around the corner. He’s looks surprisingly common in jeans and a t-shirt, like any other man on the street.

“Nobody is coming to help you, beautiful.”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

William laughs. It’s a frightening sound. “You know why I took you. Jose has Nia. He’s lucky I didn’t put a bullet in his head, but then his guys would just kill Nia and dump her in the river.”

“I’m sorry he took her,” I say. “I never wanted her to get hurt.”

“You were helping him at the party, weren’t you?”

I grasp the metal bars of my cage and drop my head. “Yes.”

“Jose has a kind heart, but it makes him weak at business.”

“Nia told me you don’t even use the product you sell, which is rather pathetic if you ask me.”

William slams his hand on the bar, making me retreat to the center of the cage, where his hands can’t reach me. Nothing is stopping him from pulling the gun from the holster on his waistline, though. He could shoot me right now. They would never find me. Even if they looked for Ed, I’m not in his body. I’m a woman without an official identity. All I have is a name.

“Vivian, right?”

“Yes,” I say.

“You really fooled Nia. She liked you,” William says. He looks like he wants to kill me, and I don’t blame him. It’s clear he loves his sister more than most else in the world. “If she dies, you die. I hope you understand that.”

I nod, feeling sick to my stomach. “How did you find out about Jose and me?”

“I have eyes and ears everywhere.” William regards me for a few moments. I say nothing, too afraid to speak. Had I known taking that potion would lead to all this, I might have skipped it all together. All I have left is a hint of faith that Jose will come to save me.

“You better hope Jose is willing to trade you for Nia because we’re in the middle of nowhere, and he’ll never find you here.”

I avert my eyes. William continues.

“It is striking how similar you two look, but nobody will ever be as beautiful as my sister, especially not a woman who runs with Jose.”

William stands and spits at the cage before walking out of the room, leaving me alone with nothing but a view of the countryside through floor-to-ceiling windows.

***

The sun falls and rises before I see anyone except a silent servant who brought me a meager meal and three glasses of water. I’m parched and only want to go home. I’ll drink the blue liquid if it’ll keep me out of future trouble. The kidnappings and Jose’s world of crime aren’t worth an opportunity at womanhood.

William walks into the room with the morning sun. I’m still wearing the coat and lingerie I’d picked out for Jose’s pleasure. No part of me wants to have sex now. It’s nothing except a humiliating outfit in the morning sun.

“Morning,” William says. He sits on the arm of a chair, facing me. “How’d you sleep?”

“In a cage?”

He shrugs, glancing out the window. Birds are singing outside. They fill the air with a lovely melody, which is on the opposite end of the spectrum as how I feel.

“Jose put you in that cage when he kidnapped my sister. We were born into this. You came in by choice.”

William isn’t wrong, but that doesn’t mean I want to be here. I don’t want to die. “Please, I told Jose not to touch Nia. I really liked her.”

“She’s not here,” William hollers.

I scurry to the far side of the cage, getting as far away from William as I can. He stands, towering over me like skyscrapers in a big city.

“I’m sorry.”

“You got your feet wet in this world. I hope it was worth it. I swear to you right now I’ll put a bullet in your head if there’s even a scratch on my sister.”

“Do you know where she is?”

“We’re doing a tradeoff in an hour. My housekeeper will bring by a more suitable outfit for daylight. It’s a pity Jose never got to take that lingerie off you, because it makes you look damn sexy.”

I cover my body with the coat, but it can only do so much. My legs are still bare. The fabric hardly covers my chest.

William shakes his head and leaves the room. The woman who brought my food comes by with a pair of plain athletic clothes. She shakes her head at me before walking out of the room. I scoff as I pull the light-weight sweater over my head. How dare she judge me when she works for a criminal? I put on the pants and wait.

I have less than twenty-four hours until I have to drink a potion. If the exchange doesn’t go well, there’s a chance I might not drink the clear potion or the blue potion.

William returns after what feels like a lifetime. It looks like it might almost be noon, judging by the angle of the sun.

“I thought you said one hour,” I yell.

“We got delayed, and don’t fucking yell at me. Can you not tell who is in charge of this situation?” William asks, placing a hand on his gun.

I stay silent as William unlocks the cage. He tells me to put my hands behind my back and cuffs me before I even cross into the open space of the living room. He holds my arm and walks me toward an attached garage. Someone is waiting right through the door to put a bag over my head.

There are no sounds other than traffic as we drive. I feel the car stop and go. I can tell when we’re moving fast or slow, but my body is numb. How much more of this can I go through? Can I really give my body to Jose again after all the damage caused from knowing him? I’ll always have the memory of our lovemaking, even if I drink the blue liquid.

Little time remains, and I have to make a decision, if I even make it home.

The car comes to a stop, and everyone inside moves. I hold my breath before someone grabs me, pulling me by my feet to the edge of the van’s trunk. William’s guy pulls the covering over my face. We’re in the parking lot behind an abandoned factory.

William grabs me and pulls me around to the side of the van. Jose is standing there with Nia in front of him. Her hands are bound behind her back like mine. She offers a sour look and shakes her head. Whatever chance we had at friendship has vanished.

William pushes into my back. I stumble forward.

“Hey,” Jose hollers. “Be careful with her if you want your sister back alive.”

“Can you two please stop?” I cry. “Nia, I’m so sorry. I never meant for this to happen.”

“Shut up,” William says. He pushes me toward the ground. I can’t catch myself because of my cuffed hands. My face smashes against the unkempt asphalt.

Jose pulls out his gun and presses it against Nia’s head. “You better help my woman to her feet before your sister gets it.”

William narrows his eyes and grunts before helping me to my feet. A taste of blood runs into my mouth. I must have a couple scrapes from that fall.

“Please, William. Just make the exchange, and all this will be over.”

“Why do you two have to hate each other?” I ask.

Jose gives me a stern look, but I hate this tension. I don’t want this war to last forever. If there’ll even be a chance of me choosing the vial of clear liquid to stay Vivian, then I’ll need these fools to listen. Nia and I shouldn’t be enemies. We should be friends.

“I’m serious. You won’t even use your own product, William. Why don’t you stop selling that shit and work with Jose? You two could have a dynasty.”

“Shut up, Vivian. This isn’t your business,” Jose says.

His words hurt me, but I can’t live this life. I can’t live in a nonstop war, even if I do dream about making love to Jose every chance we get. I dream about having his kids, if that’s even possible, but I can’t bring kids into this world. Not one where he has an enemy who will end his life over one bad argument.

“If you want me in your life, then it is my business,” I yell. “I can’t live like this, Jose. You and William will kill each other one day, and then I’ll have nothing. You’ll leave me with nothing, Jose.”

“Shut up,” William says through a clenched jaw. He pushes me toward Jose. “Give me my sister. Let’s go before your bitch blows our cover.”

Jose pushes Nia toward me. She gives me an odd look and the smallest of smiles when we pass each other.

“Keys to the cuffs?” Jose hollers when I’m in his arms.

“You throw yours, and I’ll throw mine.”

Jose nods and readies the keys in his hand. He and William toss them at the same time. Jose uncuffs me, and I fall into his arms. William and Nia do the same. We all share a look before hopping into our cars and leaving the scene before cops arrive.

“I’m so glad to have you back,” Jose says and pulls me close. “I missed you like crazy, Vivian. You don’t understand how bad I feel about putting you in danger.”

“Kidnapped twice in one week, but that’s still not even the craziest part of my week.”

Jose lifts his eyebrow. “No?”

“Changing into a woman has been the craziest. I have to make a decision tonight, Jose.”

“I know,” he says. “I’m nervous.”

“Are you taking me home? I need to be by the potions.”

“Yeah, don’t worry. We’re going to your house now.”

I nod and fall into Jose’s arms, wondering if it’ll be the last day that we’re together like this.
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I stand under a stream of hot water as Jose orders us a meal. We must throw away most of the food that was left out from when I left in a rush. He’s cleaning the mess while I take care of myself. Jose knows I’m in a weird mood.

I wish I had more energy, but spending the night in a strange cage took a lot out of me. It also doesn’t help that I need to make the biggest decision of my life tonight. I want to drink a potion before I sleep. Whether the liquid will clear or blue is still up in the air, though.

It’s a little chilly today, so I put on a pair of sweatpants and a sweater. I don’t bother doing my makeup. I should give Jose more since it could be my last night as a woman, but I don’t have it in me.

Jose smiles when I walk into the living room. He puts out his arms, not acting bothered that there isn’t a trace of makeup on my face. He doesn’t seem to mind that I’m without a bra. I only put on panties to protect my pants from getting wet if Jose’s touch becomes too arousing.

“I’m sorry about today, Vivian. I wish I wouldn’t have taken Nia.”

“You did, though. You took her after everything we discussed.”

Jose frowns and drops his head. He stays silent, which only pisses me off more.

I grunt. “You don’t even have the balls to apologize.”

“I just apologized, Vivian. I can’t stop apologizing. No other woman has made me feel this way. Normally, I wouldn’t care. If you were someone else, I might have let you die, but you intoxicate me, Vivian. I can’t live with you. Please give me a chance. Please don’t drink the blue potion.”

“I haven’t decided, but I’m leaning toward going back to my old life. I’m sorry, Jose, but there’s been too much drama for me this past week. It’s a miracle I’m still alive, and I’d like to keep it that way.”

“We would both hate our lives if you drink the blue potion.”

“Give me a chance to think about it, Jose.”

He frowns, but then he nods, relenting to give me what I request. We play a game of dominoes while we wait for the food to arrive, not saying much of anything as we put the tiles on the table. The tension between us is thick. It would catch me in its grip if I dared try to walk through it.

The doorbell rings. Jose pays for the food. We haven’t finished the game, but we clear the dominoes, anyway. He ordered French food. It’s lovely. He arranges everyone on two plates for us, and I open a bottle of white wine that’s been in my fridge for ages.

“This food is incredible,” I say.

“It is,” Jose agrees. His tone doesn’t come close to matching the enthusiasm of mine.

“What’s wrong?”

Jose sips his wine and shakes his head, refusing to admit there’s a problem. He takes a bite and slaps a fake smile on his face.

“Come on,” I say. “Something’s wrong.”

“Why are you asking when you know what the problem is?”

“How can you expect me to commit to life with you when knowing you for a week has gotten me into this much trouble? I’ve nearly died more times in the past week than in my entire life.”

Jose smiles, but I see nothing funny about what I said, so I slap him on the shoulder.

“What? Hasn’t it been a fun week?”

“Eat your food,” I say and point at his plate with my fork. We finish our dinner and empty the last of the wine into our glasses. Time ticks away, leaving me even closer to my deadline. Why can’t I have another week as Vivian? I feel like that’d be all I need to go back to life as Ed, but then Jose meets my eyes, and I’m not sure I ever want him to stop looking at me like that for as long as we live.

“Do you mind if I leave you here a bit? I’d like to step outside for some fresh air.”

“You don’t want company?”

“No, thank you.”

Jose looks saddened by my answer, but he doesn’t protest it. I leave the table and step outside to the backyard. The neighbors a few houses down are grilling, even though it isn’t the warmest evening. I won’t last long outside, but I need space away from Jose to clear my mind.

I cross my legs and glance at the sky. Scant clouds cross through the dark sky. I sip my wine and gaze at the moon. Two options await me inside. I can choose the life I’ve always wanted or return to the one I’ve always known.

The longer I ponder the decision, the more obvious the decision seems. Life won’t be perfect whether I’m a man or woman, but one path will offer me a much more exciting life. A life where I can have a man who worships me. A life where I might be able to birth and raise his kids. We can have a family. We’ll forever be on the run from the law, but at least we’ll be together.

The other route offers its own comforts, though. I could return to the office I’ve always known or find a new IT job somewhere else. I could hit the gym. Try harder to get out of the house. Meet new friends. I wouldn’t be on the run from the law, even though I would always miss Jose.

I could wait until the morning to drink the blue potion, and we could have one last night, but that doesn’t feel like enough. Jose knocks on the door, startling me, but I’ve made my decision, and it’s getting cold. I chug the rest of my wine before getting up from the chair. Jose slides open the door, and I step inside.

“Know what you’re going to do?” he asks.

“Yeah,” I say.

“What?”

I don’t speak and walk past him to where I have the two potions. I grab them and sit at the table, which Jose cleared while I was outside.

One blue and one clear. Almost no time left on the clock. My heart races as I look at the two vials, seeing my different paths, but those visions only reaffirm my decision.

Life won’t be perfect either way, but I’m tired of living a boring life without risk. I want to risk everything to give Jose a chance to love me. I want to risk everything for a chance at having his babies and raising a family. There’s nothing left to think about when I pick up the clear liquid.

Jose watches with eager eyes as I loosen the top and press the vial to my lips. I hold it against my lips a moment before exhaling and downing the entire bottle in a few gulps.

Jose drops to his knees by my chair and pulls me into a hug. I set the vial on the table and wrap my arms around him.

“I won’t let you down, Vivian. Thank you for giving me a chance,” he says.

“A future with you is worth a little risk. I hope you want a family.”

“With you, yes. I do.”

“Should we try now?”

Jose’s eyes get watery as he looks at me, holding me so tight I feel like I might pop. “Really?” he asks.

“I don’t know if it’s possible, but I’d like to try.”

“Don’t say another word,” Jose says and lifts me into his arms. He carries me to the bedroom to show me why I made the right decision for the next three hours until I have to beg him to stop.
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Two Years Later

I cradle baby Jorge in my arms as movers pack up everything in the house Jose and I share. Nia and I are giving the movers some direction, but we’re mostly just gossiping and telling each other how much we’re going to miss living close.

“When are you guys coming to Mexico?” I ask. William and Nia have become our business partners and friends. William stopped selling his shit cocaine and will take over operations in the United States with Arturo. Jose and I are moving to Mexico because his uncle wants to retire.

“We’ll try to visit during the holidays, but we’ll be so busy adjusting to the new operations.”

I nod. Nia does a lot more than me. I mostly cook everyone delicious, feed baby Jorge, and run normal errands. I couldn’t even name most of the people we sell to, but they could probably send me to jail for everything I know and would never tell.

My parents will take baby Jorge if anything happens, and we’ve already stored away plenty of clean money in an account for them if there’s ever an emergency.

“I’m going to miss you guys,” Nia says when the packers get close to finishing. We’ve just been talking about the guys, the business, recipes, baby Jorge, and current events. I hardly even know where the time goes when we’re together. I’m so happy we could all move beyond our differences to work together because we’re all richer and safer for it.

“We’ll miss you more. I don’t know how I’m going to adjust to life in Mexico.”

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out,” Nia says with a bright smile.

“You’re right,” I say with a nod. “I can survive anything as long as I have my boys.”
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CHAPTER ONE

The country air has tasted like cotton candy at a fair in spring for as long as I can remember. That was one of the many gifts the vast, sprawling prairies of Nebraska provided.

When our teachers at the local high school talked to us about moving to Lincoln or Omaha to chase big-city dreams, my heart never responded. In my core, I knew those ambitions were never mine. They were theirs—the teachers who never made it out. The ones who left only to return to River Bend and regret it. The air didn’t taste as good outside of River Bend, and I’ve known that my entire life.

My name is Omar, Omar Williams. I live on a plot of land my daddy helped me purchase when I had turned twenty. I had saved almost everything I earned while working at a fast-food place for four years. Then we went to the bank and took out a loan for the capital to start my farm and expand the family business. Most of my farm had corn and soybeans growing on the land, but I also had a garden with peppers, carrots, and other vegetables for cooking. My mother visited and worked on the landscaping, but she always called first.

Walking through my land, I examined the harvested soybeans. The days were growing shorter and the weather colder, but those were the days we harvested. My parents took care of animals on their land, and my dad had a plan to add animals to my farm as I became more comfortable with the work. I had been farming my entire life, but there was a major difference between doing it alone and with my father barking orders.

The next hour passed quickly as I worked to finish the day’s work before the sunlight disappeared. Harvest season required long days, and I couldn’t wait to turn my focus to winter activities. I was trying to expand the family business by growing our online presence, which my parents didn’t understand, but within a few years I was hoping to launch a farming seminar and perhaps rent out a few cabins on another plot of land to city dwellers who wanted a taste of our pure country air.

Plenty of women liked the pictures with my shirt off and exposed six-pack on my social media. It drove them wild if I was carrying a hoe, a shovel, or carried pails of water. They would leave the wildest comments. One offered to drive from Denver to River Bend just to service me, but I didn’t trust her enough to agree. What if she was a catfish? An old man hiding behind the veil of a beautiful woman’s photo. I had seen shows about people getting fooled from people they had met online.

That didn’t mean there weren’t women in River Bend either. My best friend, Gerald, and I had run through most of the women in town that were age appropriate. The others already got pregnant or had men, so there was not much for me here in River Bend. I wouldn’t run off to Omaha or Lincoln for a greater chance at pussy, though. There were plenty of devices with soft holes I could order from the internet that could fill the void until I met my woman.

I walked to my garden after finishing rounds in the fields. Most produce had been picked, but some plants would grow to their fullest potential soon, like the squash and pumpkins. I couldn’t wait to cut those up to make pies and roasts. Warm, wintery meals that my mother had taught me to prepare when I was young. Women loved a man who could cook. One of my exes used to come knocking on the door for pumpkin pie for at least two years after we broke up. The only reason she stopped was because she moved to Omaha. Found a husband and had kids or something like that. I couldn’t remember.

After checking the plants, I would head inside for a workout and shower before Gerald arrived to watch the hockey game, but a mysterious flower caught my eye. I thought it was a weed, but it wasn’t. It was a plant I had never seen before with a soft, almost magical glow. The same glow I would imagine an angel having if it floated down from above.

I picked the flower, admiring its streaks of color against the white petals as I walked toward the house. A gravel road lead from the state highway to my house. I had one neighbor, but he was a few miles down the same road as me. The only noise I heard most days besides gusts of wind would be his truck kicking up dust on the rocky road.

When I got inside, I put the flower in a vase with water from the tap and took a photo, adding the picture to a folder of images from around the property. None of them went on social media; they were for my personal collection.

I did a workout, focusing on my upper body. I would work out my legs tomorrow. After exercising, I made sure I had beers in the fridge for when Gerald arrived. We always got rowdy and screamed at the television.

Standing in the shower, I couldn’t stop thinking about the flower or where it came from because I had walked past that piece of lands thousands of times without seeing anything like it. There were no others like it. I would have to ask my mother if she knew what the flower was when I saw her, if it even stayed alive that long. It must have been a strange weed. I told myself the flower or weed was nothing but pretty petals on a stem as soap ran down my tired, naked body and swirled down the drain.

♦

Gerald carried a pizza box and stood on Omar’s front porch with his fist curled and poised to knock on the door. He paused a moment to appreciate the beauty of the setting sun in the horizon before pounding on the door, sending an echo throughout the house. He heard a floorboard squeak as Omar approached from the other side.

Omar opened the door, and Gerald stepped inside. Sports commentary filled the house as Gerald set the pizza box on Omar’s dining-room table. He noticed a white flower resting in its vase. It had a captivating bloom, causing Gerald to follow the thin lines of color on its petals.

“Where did you find this?” asked Gerald. He was a police officer and firefighter—depending on the day—for River Bend but spent a lot of time on the farm helping Omar for extra money, but he had never seen a flower like the one in front of him. He and Omar were best friends and the most eligible bachelors in town, but none of the women could hold them. However, when anyone would accuse them of having a gay relationship, the ladies would rush to their defense and assure the naysayers of their ignorance.

“It was growing near the garden,” said Omar. He touched the petals with his calloused fingers. “I’ve never seen one like it before, have you?”

Gerald shook his head.

“I thought it was a weed at first, but there was only one. I’ll have to ask my mom next time she comes over,” said Omar.

“Tell Tabitha I said hello,” said Gerald. The flower fell from his attention as he walked to the kitchen asking about beers. Gerald grabbed beers for them, and Omar got plates for the pizza. They shared the deluxe pizza and watched hockey on Omar’s big-screen television.

Gerald cheered and screamed at the television as the men fought, slammed, and challenged each other throughout the game. Omar joined him, but Gerald always had more energy during sporting events. He was a fan and wouldn’t hide it. There weren’t too many crimes or fires in River Bend, but that didn’t mean his job was boring, and he often had to drive over thirty or forty miles to reach a person who needed help, so when he could turn his mind off and relax, he took full advantage.

Omar and Gerald chatted about life, current events, the town, and anything else that crossed their minds late into the night until Omar sent Gerald on his way because he had to wake up early to tend to the farm. Gerald, after not drinking for several hours and enjoying a fantastic night of watching hockey with his best friend, drove home and passed out.


CHAPTER TWO

Some people thought Gerald and I were gay because we hung out together more than we chased tail, but why did that make us gay in others’ eyes? I loved women. Women made me hard. When I watched porn, my focus was on the pussy, not the dick. Women drove me wild, and Gerald was like a brother. He was my best friend, and people needed to drop it. Leave us alone.

After working on the farm all day, I splayed my legs while watching the evening news. When that bored me, I flipped channels until I found a movie that could hold my attention. Reaching into my pants, I touched my half-erect dick as my eyes lost focus.

My dick hardened in my hand as I rubbed along my shaft, biting my bottom lip as precum leaked from the tip. I wished a woman were on her knees in front of me, sucking air in through her mouth while her lips were tight around my cock. Me touching her pussy. Her looking up at me through hooded eyes.

I’d take her and wrap my solid arms under her backside before putting her on the sofa, spreading her legs, and pounding her dripping hole.

Weeks had passed since I last had pussy, and the previous woman wasn’t great. She was lazy and didn’t move. She wanted me to do all the work. I ate her out, lifted her, and pounded her against the wall, but nothing. She couldn’t even suck my dick. When she called, I didn’t respond. We met online, and she had to driven an hour to get here, so she spent the night. I wasn’t having her in my bed again. Waking up with me. Never.

I forced her out of my thoughts when her mental image was softening my cock. Switching to the internet on my TV app, I opened my favorite porn site and put it up on the big screen. Nobody could see me. I didn’t have neighbors peeking in through the windows. I could watch bitches fucking each other with my curtains open and dick out without consequence. Mother always calls before coming over for a reason.

Sounds of women panting filled the living room. Two women fucked each other in the movie I watched while hardening my dick again.

I stroked my cock, my balls pulling into my body as the minutes passed. As I teased my tip with gentle twists, precum leaked, giving me the lubrication I needed. I loved my cock, and women never complained either. They loved taking its thickness. They loved when I slapped it against their faces or shoved it down their throats. Never would they admit to their submissive desires, but I always brought out the submissiveness in the women I fucked.

When the women came in the video, I shot all over my naked body. I used my t-shirt as a towel and went to get a new one and wash my hands, my dick dropping to a soft state.

Hunger hit me while I was in the bathroom, so I went to the kitchen for a snack. There was one slice of pizza left in foil from when Gerald had come over a couple days ago. I heated that in the toaster oven and cracked open a cold beer, wearing only a pair of basketball shorts with no shirt nor underwear.

I ate the pizza while standing against the counter, my dick leaking precum onto my thigh. Its cool touch a reminder of the women fucking one another in the video. The only reason I considered moving to the city was for the endless sea of pussy, but that wasn’t enough to pull me away from the farm. One day, the right woman would blow through town and complete my fantasies. She would be the wife who cooked me dinner and sucked my dick for dessert. I would return the favor, but only after she swallowed my load.

I returned to the sofa after eating, turning the channel to something less stimulating. My dick was spent. I didn’t have the energy to rub out another.

The shows on television didn’t catch my interest, which had me walking back to the kitchen, wondering what else there was to eat. After an unsuccessful forage through the fridge, I turned, and the flower caught my attention. I rarely ate flowers, but it looked like the petals were dancing with a ray of sunshine behind them.

Stepping forward, I closed the distance between myself and the table. I stroked the white petals with the tips of my calloused fingers. They sent waves of energy through me, as though they were speaking with touch. I picked one petal from the flower, holding it to my face. The lines of color flowing through the petal were like a river charging through rocks, forging a way though the hardness.

Without thought, I popped the petal into my mouth. It melted against the heat of my tongue. I chewed it twice, and it disappeared down my throat. I couldn’t stop myself from eating the rest of the flower, wondering what had possessed me, but I didn’t regret it a second. The flower tasted like honeydew.

Looking over my shoulder, I hoped nobody had seen me, but that wasn’t likely since I didn’t have any close neighbors. I went upstairs, slid off my shorts, and went to sleep.

♦

Gerald’s dumbbells clanked against the floor when he dropped them to avoid bending over all the way. Sweat ran down his muscular frame after an intense session of cardio and free weights. Gerald grabbed his t-shirt from the bench and wiped his wet body. After taking a second to catch his breath, Gerald went to the showers and lathered his body with soap, eliminating the odors from his exercise.

Gerald changed into a pair of jeans and a light sweater before leaving the gym. It was a gym shared by the police and fire department. Gerald worked at both, depending on who needed him. Gerald was ready to respond to whatever emergency River Bend needed him for, but today was his day off, and he was planning to spend it with Omar on the farm and make a few extra dollars. Whenever Gerald could, he increased his assets.

Gerald stopped at his house, much closer to the city center than Omar’s, and ate a lunch he had prepped a few days earlier. Ever since Gerald had discovered exercise and dieting, he had taken it more seriously with each passing year. The first time he saw his six-pack, three years ago, it was a pivotal point in his life.

Now, he had women gawking at him wherever he went, but that mean he would not settle with whichever woman. Gerald wanted someone who would complete him emotionally and not only want him for his body. So many women asked him to put on his police uniform when they came to fuck. It exhausted him. He never invited women back anymore if they knew he was a cop or firefighter, and living in a small community limited his opportunities.

Gerald pushed his sexual frustration aside and thought about the money he could make on Omar’s farm. It was still early in the morning, so he would have plenty of time to put in six hours and make enough to pay his car insurance for the month. Gerald tossed his dirty dishes in the sink, grabbed his keys, and went to the door.

Arriving at the farm, Gerald turned off his truck and hopped out. Dust kicked up from the dirt pathway to Omar’s front door. The air was chilly as it gusted around Gerald. He wanted to help Omar finish the harvest and then figure out what side jobs he could do in the winter.

Omar was normally out working on the farm by now, but Gerald saw his equipment by the shed. Gerald would have gone out to find him in the fields but wanted to check the house first. Gerald knocked on the door, not hearing any noises on the other side. He cupped his hand over his eyes to double check nobody was out in the distance.

No luck. Gerald didn’t see Omar’s shaggy brown hair nor one of the plaid button-up shirts he often wore on the field. Omar kept his skin covered to protect himself from the sun, even on the hottest of days. Gerald could usually see something because there weren’t many hills to distort his line of vision. Gerald pounded on the door again, placing his ear to the wood. This time, he heard a stirring behind the structure.

“Omar, open the door. We had plans to work today, remember?”

“I can’t. I caught the bug that has been going around,” said Omar. His voice sounded forced and different from normal. The house muffled it.

“You said yesterday evening we would work. It hit you that quick?”

“I’ll call you later,” said Omar.

The strange voice unsettled Gerald. He felt the hair on his arm stand at attention. “Is there a woman with you? You could have told me before I drove all the way here,” said Gerald, filled with frustration. It could have boiled over to rage in a second. Gerald didn’t have time to waste because Omar wanted to get his dick wet.

“Omar, I’m speaking. Answer me,” said Gerald, pounding on the door.

“Go away,” said the deep female voice.

Knowing that Omar put a female above harvest. Above his farm. It was a slap in the face for Gerald, and he felt the anger rising in him. His cheeks vibrating. His fists pumping. Gerald had come here to make money and maybe drink a couple beers when they finished, but mostly to make money, and he wasn’t about to leave now that he had driven across town to get here. “No, open the door, Omar. Give me the keys to the garage so I can finish the work you’re too lazy to do.”

Omar didn’t respond as Gerald spent another couple minutes on the front porch trying to suppress his anger. Nobody would win if he exploded now, and Gerald had to keep his cool. He didn’t want to lose his best friend and extra source of income.

Gerald threw his arms in the air as he remembered that Omar kept a spare key to the front door under a rock by the garage. Gerald screamed profanities at the silent Omar—and his female lover—before stomping off toward the garage. Upon reaching the rock, Gerald kicked it over and revealed the key pressed into the dirt.

Gerald returned to the front door, pushed the key into the lock, and opened the door. What he saw on the other side stole his breath. A woman, not wearing a bra, stood there. She had auburn hair that hung over her shoulders. Her eyes were a piercing hazel color, almost like Omar’s but more green than brown. She had dimples in her cheeks and thin eyebrows. Gerald’s eyes moved from her face to her breasts. She was wearing a white t-shirt that didn’t hide her wide nipples.

The woman covered her chest, and Gerald moved his eyes back to her face. “Where’s Omar?” asked Gerald. She shrugged, and Gerald felt the anger spike in him again a second time. “You can understand me, can’t you? Omar promised we would work today,” said Gerald.

“He’s here,” she said. Her voice sounded feminine, effortless. She was the hottest woman Gerald had seen all year, and he wanted to press her up against the wall and sink his dick deep into her pussy. Move her hair to lick her neck. Blow on it. Gerald couldn’t help but think what she would look like without that shirt covering her amble bosom. How she would look on her knees between Gerald’s splayed legs with her mouth around his dick. “But he’s sick. Can’t you come back another day?”

Gerald shook the fantasies from her mind when his anger with Omar resurfaced. He looked toward the bedroom and pointed, “is he back there?”

The woman shook her head and stepped forward. “Promise you won’t tell anyone,” she said before placing her hand on Gerald’s firm chest.

“Tell anyone what? You’re speaking nonsense,” Gerald said, tiring of the games. Omar could have arranged for this woman to leave before they were supposed to work. Time was flying away like a balloon losing its air.

“I don’t know how to say this,” she said.

Gerald hated being rude to a woman, but this game she and Omar were playing was ridiculous. Gerald had no time for it, so he snapped. He hated the words as they came out his mouth, “say what? That you fucked Omar? Did you suck his dick with your dirty mouth? You’re probably the reason he’s sick and wasting my time,” he said.

She slapped him, but Gerald knew he deserved it. “Don’t speak like that.”

“Tell Omar he owes me my money for the day. I’m out,” said Gerald. He turned on his heel and marched toward the door. He knew he would forgive Omar, but that wouldn’t happen today. Not next week. Maybe in a month. Gerald was storming toward the door, when the woman rested her hand on his shoulder.

“Don’t leave, Gerald. It’s me, Omar. Something terrible happened,” the woman said, bursting into tears.

Gerald stopped, turned around, and his first instinct was to hug this person in front of him. This woman who said she was Omar.


CHAPTER THREE

My breasts were large. My lips fuller than just a day before. If I had seen the woman staring back at me in the mirror as a man, I would have whistled. My mind would have gone straight to the gutter, but the woman staring back at me was… me. I couldn’t deny her; nor could I accept her. She was so foreign, but when I touched her skin, it was mine. I hated it. I loved it. Never would I ever have imagined having a pussy, but when I reached my hand into my pants this morning, it had been there. A warm opening. I hadn’t touched it since.

“You really think a flower did this?” asked Gerald. He had repeated himself several times, and I had no time to keep answering the same question. Nothing else could have caused my transformation. Eating the flower was the last thing I had done before waking up as a woman.

“There was something different about that flower. Even you commented on the flower when you came to watch hockey,” I said. The hockey season had just started, and there was a game on tonight, but we would not watch. Not with the drama of my female body.

Gerald shook his head and took a swig from his beer. We had ordered pizza after I calmed myself and stopped crying. I hadn’t cried this much in years; waking up as a woman sent me over the edge. When I first awoke, it felt like a prank. The heaviness on my chest unnatural. The emptiness between my legs unwelcome. Most days I would have had a hardened penis, but that wasn’t the case today.

“I don’t know what to say, Gerald. This is the craziest thing that has ever happened to me, and I don’t know how to change it,” I said.

“Omar, everybody knows each other in town. How will you explain this?”

“It’s not my fault,” I screamed, not meaning to lose control of myself, but Gerald couldn’t stop staring at my chest. I had even changed into a darker shirt when I realized my nipples were visible through the white cotton. Now I wore a navy t-shirt that was much too small to hold my bosom.

Gerald shook his head and took a sip from his water. “I wasn’t trying to imply this was your fault,” he said.

“But it was! Why did I have to eat that flower? Why, Gerald? I shouldn’t be in this body,” I said.

“Omar, we will find a way out. This can’t be the end. There has to be a way to change back. Did you check the yard to see if another one of those flowers was growing?”

I screeched, not comprehending his words. How could Gerald think I would step outside like this? What if my sole neighbor drove down the path and noticed a woman on my property? A woman working like I would have. “I would never go outside like this,” I said.

“So, what? You’re going to stay inside the rest of your life?”

“I guess so,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. My breasts were like two water balloons balancing with weight atop them, waiting to burst from the pressure, but it was a force I found stimulating. I wished Gerald’s firm hands would replace mine, cup my breasts with his masculine grip. I pushed the thought from my mind as fast as it came. It didn’t matter if I was a woman. I still had my old mind, and I wasn’t gay. Men weren’t attractive.

Gerald lifted his arms in the air and yawned, his muscles flexing from the movement. I couldn’t help but notice the grooves in his form like I never had before. My body tingled as I stared at my best friend, but it wasn’t because I found his green eyes and muscular frame attractive. It was just my new body communicating with my old mind, twisting the knobs in a new direction.

I wasn’t gay.

I was still a man. My name was Omar, and I would find a way to change back. This womanly frame possessing me wouldn’t last forever. Whatever power overtook me would expire, and I would return to my male form, but until then, I wanted my friend to stay near in case something happened to my body again.

“Would you mind sleeping on the sofa? I’m too worked up to think straight today. Hopefully, this only lasts today and when I wake up tomorrow, I’ll be back to my normal Omar.”

“Sure, I’ll stay here. I’ve probably drank too many beers, anyway.”

“Thanks, man,” I said and gave Gerald a hug. When my breasts pressed against Gerald, I heard him moan. It was the lightest exhale, but I heard it. I looked Gerald up and down before turning around and walking to my bedroom. “Goodnight. Please don’t tell anyone, Gerald.”

“I won’t,” he said, and I could feel his eyes following me all the way to my bedroom. I hated to admit that I enjoyed the attention.

♦

“You think I can go outside like this?” asked Omar. He was a woman in Gerald’s eyes, but they had spent most of the night talking. A beautiful woman with chestnut hair and light hazel eyes who knew secrets only Omar would. As hard as it was for Gerald to believe this majestic creature with an ample bosom was his best friend, it was the truth.

Gerald focused his eyes on Omar’s outfit. He had just stepped out of the shower and put on the jeans and light sweater. The sweater Omar was wearing hugged his waist and stuck out like it had two watermelons beneath it. Omar had on a pair of jeans that were cut for men and did his feminine body no justice, but nobody would see them. Omar lived in the middle of nowhere. Gerald didn’t want to dismiss Omar’s concerns, but they weren’t necessary. He was gorgeous. Spectacular. One of a kind.

“Nobody will see you,” said Gerald.

“What if my neighbor leaves? Mr. Moore might need something from the store.”

“Mr. Moore knows me. He’ll just think you left and that I brought my girlfriend along to work.”

“I don’t know,” said Omar. He went to the mirror by the front door and stared at himself, fluffing out his hair. Gerald loved how it bounced when he touched it. Gerald was having a hard time thinking of this woman as a man, but he had to remind himself it was Omar. He didn’t sound, look, or act much like Omar. Everything had changed overnight, and Gerald didn’t know how to grapple with it.

“What if we put your car in the garage? Then, if anyone asks, you’ll be my girlfriend,” said Gerald.

“Well, Mr. Moore is the only one that would come,” he said. Omar licked his lips. Gerald wondered what he thought of himself. Did he find the female form attractive? Did he want to fuck himself? When Gerald had first arrived at the house, Omar was a mess, but he came around as the night continued.

“Let’s get to work. I want to earn the money you’ll pay me,” said Gerald.

Omar walked away from the mirror, grabbing a baggy jacket to cover his breasts. Omar zipped the jacket and looked down to admire the twins. “Fine, we’ll put my car in the garage.”

Gerald stood next to the garage as Omar locked the door behind him. He had switched out the four wheeler for his car and closed the blinds over the window on the door so nobody could peep inside.

“Should we finish the corn today?”

“Yeah, we need to hurry. I missed yesterday and didn’t accomplish one task,” said Omar, taking a serious tone. “Those silos won’t fill themselves.”

“I’m here to help. We can work until the last bits of sunlight, if we must,” said Gerald.

“We’ll finish a good amount if we start now,” he said.

Gerald and Omar went out to the fields and worked all day, moving machines across the acres of Omar’s land to collect the mature corn. After the long day on the farm, Omar called the local Chinese restaurant as they were walking back to his house, but a random car surprised them. Omar’s mouth dropped when he saw the familiar sedan parked on his dirt driveway.

“What is she doing here?”

“Don’t panic, Omar. You’re unrecognizable.”

“But—.”

Omar couldn’t finish his sentence because his mother, Tabitha, came outside with a dish towel in her hand. She waved it in the air and hollered in Gerald’s direction, oblivious that the woman standing to his side was her son.

“Gerald, I saw your truck here and didn’t see Omar’s car, so I decided to stop and check in. Leave some of his favorite cookies. Check the garden. He mentioned something about having to drive to the city.” Tabitha spoke like she was doing something she shouldn’t.

“Oh, really?” asked Gerald. Gerald blushed. He had never told Omar of the times Tabitha came without notice when he went out of town. He was now standing a few feet from Tabitha, who was obviously checking out the woman he had with him without speaking, like she was waiting for Gerald to break the silence.

The three of them stared at one another without speaking until Tabitha cleared her throat. She was a stout woman who had a bob cut with curled tips. “So, who is this Gerald?”

Gerald coughed, glancing at Omar. He had wide eyes and trembling lips. “Uh, Tabitha. This is my girlfriend… Olivia.”

“What, did you forget your girlfriend’s name?” asked Tabitha with a chuckle. She turned toward Omar and put out her hand. Omar took it, shaking his mother’s hand as though he were a stranger to her. “Pleasure to meet you, Olivia. Where are you from?”

Omar drew in a sharp breath and pulled his hand away from Tabitha’s as though it were infected with a deadly disease. It was clear Tabitha had taken offense to Omar’s action, but she didn’t speak on it. She crossed her arms over her chest and pursed her lips, looking at Omar like she was a harlot from the streets.

“I’m from Lincoln, ma’am,” said Omar, remembering his mother was a conservative woman who expected manners.

Tabitha smirked and turned her attention back to Gerald, “you know when my son is getting home? I was going to spend some time preparing the garden for the winter cold.”

“Shouldn’t be a problem. We were just going to watch TV here before leaving and have Chinese food on the way.”

“Don’t eat too many of Omar’s cookies before he gets back,” said Tabitha. “This is our little secret, right?”

“Always,” said Gerald.

Tabitha gave Gerald a warm smile, frowned at Omar, and turned to walk toward the garden. Omar looked like he wanted to run after his mother and throw her to the ground. Wrestle her or do something that would end in a call to the police, so Gerald took Omar’s hand and walked him toward the door.

When they got inside, Omar let loose. He cursed and complained about his mother. Gerald hated to hear the profanity but loved the passion. He wanted to take Omar into his arms and calm his aching soul. Gerald wanted to call Omar a ‘her’. He wanted Omar to become, to stay Olivia.

The food arrived about half an hour later. By the time they finished eating, Tabitha had finished in the garden and was leaving. Omar pretended like she wasn’t his mother and said goodbye, promising not to eat too many of the cookies that were his. Chocolate-chip with a cherry-infused dough.

“She might die when I tell her,” said Omar when he closed the door on his mother.

Gerald stood up and walked over to his friend, placing his hand on Omar’s shoulder. “Whatever happens, I’m here for you.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Bags packed. Appointment set. I had everything to lose by staying in River Bend, and everything to gain by leaving. My farm had a cosigner, my father. He would have to work extra hard in my absence, but I finished harvest for the season.

Several days had passed since my mother surprised us at the house. Since she didn’t recognize me in my new female body. It was both the most liberating and discouraging experience of my life.

On the one hand, I could become anyone I wanted. I could change my name, and nobody would find me, but that would mean accepting my new gender, and I wasn’t ready to give up on finding a cure. On the other hand, my mother had raised me. She showed me more love than anyone in the world. She took the time to bake me chocolate-chip cookies with cherry flavor infused into them. I wanted my mother, but would she accept me if I told her who I was?

After days of research, I had gotten in contact with a doctor in Los Angeles. He promised he wouldn’t charge if the story of my transformation were true. He specialized in various cosmetic procedures and had promised to see me as early as next Monday. It would take me a couple days to drive there, but I didn’t want to spend another second in River Bend. The walls were caving in, and my secret would spread the moment someone discovered it, and how much could I trust Gerald? He was my best friend, but the story was too juicy to keep private.

I carried my bags to the front door and dropped them. I unlocked my phone and typed a message to my mother explaining that I had to leave town and what they would have to do with the farm. She loved having a list of responsibilities, so I wouldn’t worry. I hoped to return. I hoped the doctor could find a cure and turn me back to a man.

His name was Doctor Change, and he had a reputation of transforming people with the power of surgery. I walked around the house checking everything was ready for my departure after timing the text message to send out later in the day, hopefully by the time I would have crossed the state line and left Nebraska.

When I opened the door to walk my suitcase outside, Gerald’s truck pulled up. I cursed under my breath. He was wearing his cop uniform and looked like he had just gotten off work.

“What are you doing here, Gerald?”

“Making sure you didn’t kill yourself,” he said. I averted my eyes to suppress my natural desire to follow the lines of his muscles. I missed my masculine body, but the feminine one was growing on me. Exploring myself in the bathtub the other night had been one of the best experiences of my life. I never knew a finger could feel so good, but those sensations were difficult to accept. Being a woman was a new reality, and it still pained me to look in the mirror or touch myself in the shower. As good as it felt, the hurt and sorrow could be equal or greater.

“Very funny,” I said, waving off his statement. Killing myself had crossed my mind, but was living in this body the worst thing in the world? Was it worth not experiencing the wonders of life? Once Doctor Change had a look, I could better access the answer to those questions.

“Why do you have those suitcases? What’s happening here?” asked Gerald.

I pushed past him, not wanting to answer his questions. “Does it matter, Gerald? Don’t you have a squirrel to save from a tree?”

“Don’t act like that, Omar. You’re my best friend,” he said.

“What are you, Gerald? A fucking fag? I don’t need you to help me,” I said, knowing the words were too harsh, but nobody would treat me like I was broken.

Gerald tried to take the suitcases from me, but I snatched them and popped open my trunk. “You can’t leave, Omar.”

“Actually, I can. I have an appointment with a doctor in Los Angeles. His name is Dr. Change, and he will change me back to Omar. Not his woman with huge breasts. This isn’t me! It’s not!” I said. My voice was hysterical. I heard the high-pitched, ridiculous sound coming from my mouth.

“Stay here, Omar. What if another flower grows?”

“Then, you should come and check for it. What? Are you trying to become a woman too?”

“No, that’s not what I’m saying,” said Gerald. “What if you eat another one and it changes you back?”

“You don’t think I’ve been looking every day? I have! Nothing is growing there, and the weather is only getting colder. You expect me to wait around until something appears? What if that takes a month? A season? A year or more?” I grabbed my suitcases and stomped toward the car, huffing along the way. I threw the luggage into my open trunk and slammed it shut. “Don’t tell anyone about this, and just leave me alone. I’ll call you when I get back, Gerald.”

I opened the driver’s door and slid into the seat. Gerald grabbed the door when I tried to close it. His hand stronger than a baseball player’s with a glove. He could catch whatever was coming his way. I hated how much my eyes enjoyed assessing his muscular frame. My new female body was slimmer than my old one. I had a figure I would have drooled over as a man. I wondered how Gerald saw me now that I was an attractive woman.

“You can’t go alone,” he said.

“Yes, I can,” I replied.

“No, I want to protect you.”

“The departments need you,” I said.

“You need me more. I’ve never seen you like this and want to be there for you, Omar. You’re my best friend, and I would want you there for me had it been the other way around.”

I stared into Gerald’s green eyes. He was so handsome it hurt. I threw up my hands and said, “now or never then. I’m leaving.”

“Fine, I am too, but we have to stop by my house so I can get some clothes. I’ll leave the truck here,” Gerald said and slid into the passenger’s seat. I turned the engine and pulled away from my house, filled with hope that Dr. Change could work a miracle and transform me back to a man.

♦

Gerald sat in the passenger’s seat as Omar drove along the highway; mountains tall in the distance. They had stayed at a hotel overnight before continuing toward California. They should make it to the coast and mostly down. They planned to stay a few hours north of the city where the hotels were cheaper. They had found a small city named Santa Maria. It was inland from the beach. For about half the price, they would have a pool and free parking and drive to the doctor’s office in the morning.

Omar’s hair blew in the wind. They had opened the windows now that they were in a more temperate climate, much warmer than what they had in Nebraska. Gerald watched her as she drove along the curved highway, wondering how long he could ignore his attraction to his best friend. Omar wasn’t a woman, not in his soul, but his figure was like looking at a mirage, and Gerald needed a drink.

Gerald shook his head and watched the passing landscapes, ignoring how far Omar’s breasts stuck out. He hoped this Dr. Change could find a cure tomorrow, so these confusing emotions would disappear.

“Hungry?” asked Omar. They hadn’t eaten since the breakfast at the other hotel and had been on the highway all day except to stop once for gas.

“Sure,” said Gerald.

“There are fast-food places at the next exit. We could use more gas too,” he said.

Gerald nodded and turned his attention back to the mountains in the distance, ignoring the fact Omar’s breasts were on his mind as his eyes followed the curves of the mountaintops. They pulled off the highway, and Omar turned into a combination gas station and restaurant. Gerald stepped out and filled the tank as Omar sang along to one of his favorite rock songs on the radio.

They moved the car to a parking space when Gerald finished and went inside to eat. Gerald noticed eyeballs focus on Omar, and Gerald felt a spike of defensiveness rise within him. He didn’t want strange men looking at Omar like that. Omar didn’t seem to notice. He was walking toward the counter, oblivious to his bouncing breasts that men was staring at. A thin layer of cotton separated Omar’s flesh from exposure, and his bra was visible through the fabric. They had gone to the supermarket in the town right after River Bend to buy clothing for Omar’s female body.

Without thinking, Gerald put his hand on the small of Omar’s back. Omar jumped and turned his head to scowl at Gerald, “what are you doing?”

“These men are staring at you like you’re meat,” said Gerald. “If they think you’re mine, they’ll—”

“What in the world do you—?” asked Omar, but then his eyes looked around the room, and at least five men dropped their attention. Omar shook his head and continued to the counter, leaving Gerald’s hand. He slid it into his pocket and followed Omar, ignoring the other men in the restaurant. They ordered hamburgers, fries, and apple pies for dessert.

When they sat at a booth, the expansive highway and strings of mountains greeted them. “It’s so much different from Nebraska out here,” said Omar.

“I miss River Bend,” said Gerald. He had called the police and fire department yesterday after they left to tell them he would be gone until further notice, surprising Omar with his dedication. He had tried to convince Gerald to stay behind when they went to his house for clothes, but Gerald wouldn’t listen. He had to help his friend any way he could.

“You don’t have to protect me, Gerald. I can handle myself,” said Omar.

Gerald grunted. He didn’t want to feel the urge to protect Omar, but did Omar understand how sexy he was as a woman? Gerald couldn’t look at Omar’s lips without picturing his cock stuffed between them. “You’re my best friend,” said Gerald.

“So, you can have my back. Protect me if someone hits. Eyeballs won’t hurt me,” said Omar. “Plus, I hadn’t noticed until you said something.”

“You’re right, Omar. I’m sorry,” he said.

“Maybe you should call me ‘Olivia’ in public,” Omar whispered. “I wouldn’t want anyone to question me. Who names their daughter ‘Omar’? I would feel for anyone who had that name as a woman,” he said.

“Fine, Olivia. Do you want me to drive the rest of the way?”

“Sure.”

Omar and Gerald faded to silence as they ate their food, gazing at the cars flying by and the still background of mountains and clouds behind it. Traveling during October was splendid because of the colorful leaves, but Gerald couldn’t help but sense a darkness within him. He knew it was wrong to want his best friend, but he was a man, and Omar looked like a woman.

Gerald took the keys when they left and drove the rest of the way to Santa Maria, California. The hotel was standard but had a nice indoor pool and free parking. Gerald pulled into the parking space, opened the door, and stretched his legs. When Omar did the same, it took everything Gerald had to turn his head to avoid focusing on Omar’s hairless torso when he lifted his arms above his head. Gerald opened the trunk and grabbed their suitcases, ignoring Omar doing his stretches in tight jeans and a light cotton sweater.

“It’s so much warmer here,” said Omar. “I could live here forever. There’s nothing pretentious about this town, and I had no idea the beach was so close.”

“I have faith in Dr. Change. He will help you, and we’ll be back to Nebraska in no time,” said Gerald.

Omar waved his hand and walked toward the entrance, his ass looking rounder and plumper than Gerald had remembered. They checked in and paid for the night, heading up to the room they would share. Omar opened the door and plopped his things on the bed closest to the window.

“Should we use the pool?” asked Gerald when his body didn’t want to sit still and watch a movie. He had always loved swimming but wasn’t sure Omar would want to join him.

“What would I wear?” asked Omar.

“You have a bra and a t-shirt. I have basketball shorts if you need some. Nobody was at the pool when we walked past.”

Omar shrugged, but after Gerald’s convincing, Omar changed into the outfit Gerald suggested, and they went down to the pool.


CHAPTER FIVE

Driving into the city was like watching water turn to ice. The traffic had slowed to a standstill about an hour outside of downtown. Luckily, the doctor’s office wasn’t on the other side of Los Angeles because I couldn’t spend another second stopping and starting.

“Can’t believe we finally made it. I’ve never seen traffic like that in my life,” said Gerald when they pulled into a parking space outside of Dr. Change’s office.

“You and me both,” I said and got out the car. I slammed the door behind me, my heart beating like I had just run a marathon. The unknown waiting on the other side of the door. Gerald placed his hand on my shoulder. He had been touching me more with each passing day, citing his desire to support me, but I could see the look in his eyes. I knew there was something beneath it all, but I couldn’t blame him.

When I looked at myself in the mirror, a stunning woman stared back at me. I wasn’t the man I once was, and Gerald had every right to see me with sexual eyes; it was in his nature as a straight man. As long as he didn’t act on it, we wouldn’t have any issues, but I would have been lying if I said I wasn’t feeling something for him. We had crossed the country together, and Gerald was supporting me through this most confusing time.

We sat in the lobby waiting for Dr. Change to emerge from his office. Gerald had glanced at the seat next to mine before sitting across from me. When people saw us, they must have assumed we were a couple. I didn’t mind what strangers thought. I could only hope that Dr. Change would have a solution for my problem, but there was nothing left of the plant that had changed me. Whatever happened, I would stay strong. I had no other choice.

“Everything will be fine,” said Gerald. He was wearing a t-shirt, and his muscles bulged from the sleeves. His chest sticking out farther than his stomach. When we were swimming at the pool, I watched a droplet of water run from Gerald’s drying chest, through his ab muscles, and into his waistline, disappearing from sight. The first thought that had crossed my mind was to pull his shorts to the floor and touch his member. I just wanted to stroke it. See how it felt in my hand. Nothing more. I wasn’t gay.

A middle-aged black man emerged from the back holding a clipboard. He looked like the picture from the website, if not more handsome in person. I ignored my attraction to the doctor and reminded myself I was here to return to normal. To the person I had been before eating that flower. “Omar Williams,” the man said.

I stood and crossed the room to shake Dr. Change’s hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Did you bring everything I asked?”

I nodded and glanced toward the folder in my hands.

“Great, follow me,” said the doctor. I went to follow him, but he stopped and narrowed his eyes at Gerald. “Who is this man following you?”

“Her friend,” said Gerald, pushing out his chest. He flared his nostrils, but the doctor didn’t appear concerned nor threatened.

“We can’t have anyone back here besides family. Are you two married?”

“It’s okay, doctor. I don’t mind.”

“Well, since I’m doing this consultation without charge, I’m setting the rules. This is a unique case, and I need my full concentration. Sir, you can wait in the lobby while I examine your friend Omar. There are several magazines. Our receptionist can grab you a coffee or snack if you’d like, but please. We need our privacy.”

Gerald huffed and went back to the sofa. The office was luxurious, obviously brimming with money. They had free muffins, but I was sure most people paid for them in their bills. When we got to the room, it was large with a modern, cushioned table.

“Have a seat, Omar,” said Dr. Change. He took the folder I brought and disappeared from the room for a few minutes, giving me time to adjust to the doctor’s office. I was here. Dr. Change would cure me. Everything would return to how it was before I ate that dreaded plant. I had to have hope, or I had nothing. I was changing faster than I could comprehend, and if I stayed as a woman much longer, I would lose all sense of who I had been as a man.

“So, Omar, how did all this begin?”

“You can call me Olivia if you’d like,” I said, not wanting this handsome man to see me as a freak.

“Your files checked out. You were born as a man named Omar in River Bend, Nebraska. How did this happen?”

I shrugged before I told the story of how I found the strange flower growing in my garden. How I had brought it inside to admire. The colors. The enchanting white leaves with streams of color. Dr. Change listened with a doubtful face as I described the events.

“I’ve performed many gender-reassignment surgeries, so we’ll see if you’re telling the truth. First, I just want to check your area. Then, we’ll perform a simple scan to see if your internal anatomy has changed since birth. Are you comfortable with this?”

I had come too far to deny this man’s efforts, so I nodded. Dr. Change instructed me to lift my legs. He used supports to keep them in the air. A cool, gloved finger rubbed against my pussy. I felt it growing wet as his thumb brushed over my clit. It wasn’t even that I was horny, but his fingers were like a trigger. Was it normal to feel this mix of embarrassment and pleasure?

“Wow, this is incredible,” said Dr. Change. His voice was low, like he had been talking to himself more than to me. I closed my eyes and pictured a rainy day, adjusting to my reactive body. “I’ve never seen anything like this, Omar. Whatever happened to you was a miracle.”

“Miracle?” I asked. Dr. Change had moved his hand and removed the gloves.

“I want to get you a scan, but this could be a first. The first time a man has transformed to a woman by a plant. Do you know how much people would pay for that? You said you found this flower on your property? Any chance there are more?”

I shook my head, “Not that I’ve seen, and believe me, I’ve looked.”

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” he said. “Follow me, and we’ll get you that scan.”

I followed Dr. Change out of the room and to the CT scan. It didn’t take long at all before Dr. Change had me back out to the lobby where Gerald was waiting with anxious eyes.

“What did he say?”

“He said he would call in a couple days, but I don’t know about him. Something was off,” I said, referencing how Dr. Change’s eyes looked when he spoke about how much money he could make from finding that flower that had transformed me. I just wanted my old body. Who was thinking about profits?


CHAPTER SIX

Two days had passed since the visit to the doctor, and Gerald was adjusting to life in Los Angeles. It was nearly November and still warm like summer. He could get used to the change from the brutal prairie winds.

The sun reflected against the gentle waves of a pool. Gerald had his feet dangling over the side, floating in the water. He watched Omar, who had been introducing himself more as Olivia. Gerald was thinking of his friend as Olivia, but he would never tell Omar that. It amazed Gerald how quickly he could forget the past. Forget the penis Omar used to have. Forget that he never felt sexually attracted to his best friend. Those days were simpler, but Gerald was enjoying the departure from their normal lives.

Omar swam up to the edge and rested his arms on crossed arms. “When do you think Dr. Change will call?” he asked.

“Soon, I’m sure,” said Gerald.

Omar tilted his head to the side. His long, wet hair stuck to his t-shirt that hid his breasts behind a translucent layer of fabric. Omar looked up at Gerald through hooded eyes. Gerald wasn’t wearing a shirt and tightened his abs; how he always did when a woman he liked was near.

“I still don’t know how I feel about him,” said Omar.

Gerald loved how feminine his voice had become. It was growing lighter by the day. Omar changed, accepting his new body. Gerald could see the difference from even two days ago before they went to see Dr. Change. “You are unique. I’m not sure this has happened to anyone before.”

“That scares me. What if something happens?”

“What could happen, Omar? You are healthy. You’re breathing. I’m here. I won’t let anything bad happen to you,” said Gerald, wanting to reach his hand out to touch Omar’s face. Omar knew more about Gerald than anyone else in the world. Secrets Gerald hadn’t told his ex girlfriends. Gerald knew the same about Omar. They were connected on a deeper level than Gerald had ever been with any woman from his past, and Omar’s new looks were driving Gerald crazy. He couldn’t handle his desires. The lust.

“You can’t protect me from everything, Gerald,” said Omar.

“I can protect you from a lot,” said Gerald. He lifted his arms and flexed his biceps. Omar giggled and touched Gerald’s thigh. One touch and Gerald knew he was in danger. He had the strongest, most natural instinct to grab Omar and plant his lips against his best friend’s.

Gerald shook his head and stood, moving away from Omar. Gerald shook his head and walked over to the towel he had strewn over a chair.

“What’s wrong?” asked Omar.

“Nothing,” said Gerald, shaking his head. He couldn’t admit he wanted to throw Omar onto one of the beach chairs and discover how well her pussy worked. How much she would like a dick sliding between her wet lips. “I’m hungry. Wanna grab some tacos from the stand down the street?”

Omar narrowed his eyes but said nothing as he got out from the water. Gerald handed him a towel. “I have to take a shower first.”

“That’s fine. I’ll wait here,” said Gerald.

“Um, okay,” said Omar. His eyes rested on Gerald’s for several beats before he turned, whipping Gerald with his hair, and walking inside to change.

♦

Gerald and I were sitting on a bench across from the taco stand, maneuvering our legs to avoid the sauces dripping from the tortillas. Every time I looked up, he was smiling. Gerald was the ray of light in a tunnel of unknowns.

Over the past two days, I could feel something brewing between us. I hated to admit it, but my body had changed. Omar, the man I used to be, that man was slipping faster from my fingers than water from the tap. As much as I wanted to hold on to him, I couldn’t. He wasn’t who I heard when I spoke. He wasn’t the image I saw in the mirror. I was using women’s restrooms. I had replaced my wardrobe with that of a woman’s. My life had done a one-eighty, and if Dr. Change couldn’t help me, I had to learn to live with whom I had become. Olivia.

“These are the best tacos I’ve ever had,” said Gerald. They had ordered tacos ‘al pastor’ with pineapple, onions, and cilantro. The salsa, guacamole, and lime juice added to the robust flavors that melted in my mouth. I agreed with Gerald’s statement and ate my tacos without shame. Eating in front of Gerald would never embarrass me.

After finishing, salsa and grease covering my hands, my phone vibrated in my pocket. I rushed to wipe my hands with a napkin, give Gerald my tray, and dig my phone from my pocket. It was Dr. Change calling, and my chest exploded with activity when I saw his number. Hurrying to answer, I slid the green button on the screen.

“Hello?” I said.

“Omar, is that you?”

“Yes, doctor,” I said, adding a few pleasantries.

“Well, I got your test results back, and they were interesting to say the least.”

“Interesting how?” I asked.

Dr. Change paused for much too long. I heard his fingers drumming on the table in the background as he hummed.

“Doctor, please. What did you discover?”

“I don’t know how to say this, but you’re the most unique human on the planet. You have a fully operational reproductive system with all the standard parts. By all accounts, you’re just an ordinary twenty-three-year-old woman. Are you Omar’s sister? Are you playing a trick on me? Because I can bill your brother—”

“No, doctor. It’s me. I’m Omar. You’re saying that I’m a woman?” I asked, but then something happened. A warmth trickled into my panties, almost like I was peeing on himself, but it was different. Unexpected. Terrifying. My eyes widened as the doctor continued speaking, but I couldn’t focus on the words. Not with the movement in my panties.

I stood and rushed to the bathroom at the gas station across the street, feeling nauseous. Gerald chased after me, but I couldn’t wait for him, and he couldn’t go into the ladies’ room.

“Doctor, I think something is happening,” I said, cutting into whatever he was saying about where I found the flower. I couldn’t think about that flower, my farm, or Nebraska. Those were so far from the present it was like they had happened in a different lifetime.

“What’s wrong?” asked the doctor as I made it into a stall. I noticed Gerald had stopped by the soda fountains. Before responding to the doctor, I pulled down my jeans and confirmed my suspicions. Blood. My cotton panties had been stained by my first period. My first flow at twenty-three.

“I just got my period for the first time,” I said.

The doctor oohed into the phone, and I wanted to scream but needed his advice. He told me to buy some pads in the gas station and watch a video on how to use them, so that was what I had to do. I hung up the phone, promising to return the doctor’s call when I was in a better emotional state.

Without speaking to Gerald, I went around the store until I found a pad to soak up the flow. I felt embarrassed, stressed, and unable to control my body. How did women deal with this? Would I have to deal with this for the rest of my existence? Fear gripped me as I paid for the pads and went back to the bathroom to use one before my pants were ruined.

Dr. Change had said nothing about a way to change me back. He just wanted to find out where the flower grew and how he could duplicate my experience. Dr. Change wanted to make a fortune and didn’t care much about my outcome, and for that reason, I wouldn’t call him. I would break my promise, and he would have to live with it.

After half an hour of my hysteria, Gerald and I were back across the street. We each ordered two additional tacos and a tamarind soda to share.

“Can you tell me what the doctor said now?”

“He said I’m a woman, through and through. I just got my period. What do you think is happening?” I asked, fighting the tears. Fighting the burning in my eyes. I couldn’t fall apart. Becoming a woman wasn’t the worst outcome in the world. This wasn’t a death sentence, and I had to get a grip. Whatever possessed me to eat that flower had changed my life, but this situation was my doing. I couldn’t blame anyone else, and I had to hold my head high. As Dr. Change showed with his actions, people would pay top dollar to experience what happened to me by accident.

Gerald placed his hand on my thigh. I lifted my head to meet his eyes. “You’re tired of me saying this, but I’m here for you Omar.”

I shook my head, knowing I couldn’t pretend any longer. “Call me Olivia. Omar is gone.”

Omar nodded and took a sip of the soda, patting my thigh before looking away to exhale. I felt the same. Deflated. Lost. There was no use fighting my new reality. It was like trying to paddle against a strong current. Much smarter to follow the currents of the water, so I would. I wouldn’t fight what I had become, and her name was Olivia.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Gerald turned to his side as his eyes fluttered open from the light streaming in through the motel window. There was one window in the room. They were staying at a place for nearly twice what they paid in Santa Maria, but that was the price of Los Angeles. They didn’t want to drive three hours each way every day, so they figured it was worth the price.

Gerald focused his attention on Olivia’s breath as his focus cleared. She had her arms and legs sprawled on the bed like a star. Her breasts lifted her body slightly. Her hair messy and covering her closed eyes. Gerald rubbed his hands over his shirtless torso, wondering how long it would take for him to get a taste of Olivia’s pussy.

He wanted to go to her bed and lift the sheet, but he wouldn’t do that to her. He wanted her to initiate their encounter, but whenever she was ready, Gerald was waiting. Gerald crawled out of bed, pushing down his morning wood as he walked to the shower. Using the bathroom floor, he did one hundred push-ups before cleaning his body.

By the time Gerald emerged from the steamy bathroom with a towel wrapped over his fresh trunks, Olivia was sitting up in bed watching television. She was wearing a bra, t-shirt, and nothing but panties on bottom. They were pink and made of cotton. She had the sheet pushed to the side to expose her thighs. The room was hot. Gerald didn’t fault her; he enjoyed the view.

“Morning,” he said.

Olivia focused on Gerald’s body. He felt like he was on stage or getting an examination from her moving eyes. “Morning to you,” she said and turned her attention back to the television to continue flipping through the channels.

Gerald sat on the side of Olivia’s bed. He felt her body react, inching away from him. Just slightly. Gerald wanted to reach out and touch her but didn’t know how to proceed. If Olivia hadn’t been Omar just over a week ago, Gerald would have made a move, but Olivia was still Omar. Her body had changed. Her voice was new, but the memories were there. Her soul had stayed the same.

“We should get out today,” said Gerald.

“Don’t you think we should drive back to Nebraska? We can’t afford to keep staying in this hotel.”

“One more night, and then we can leave,” Olivia said.

“Let’s drive around and find somewhere to eat in Hollywood. I want to take a picture of the sign,” said Gerald. He had an excited smile and bounced on the end of the bed.

Olivia threw a pillow at him and got up to shower. Gerald changed to channel to a cooking show when he heard the water cut on, but the meal they were making on TV was the least of his concerns. His dick sprang to a hardened state as he thought of soap running down Olivia’s naked body. She was mere feet from him, but he wouldn’t take her. Not until she came to him. Gerald reached into his boxers and pushed his dick, pleading with it to soften.

Gerald got up and put on a pair of jeans and a button-up shirt with a geometric pattern of colors against a black background, hoping, without avail, that the restriction would help. Gerald got back in bed and pulled the sheet over his clothed body before Olivia walked out the shower.

Olivia stepped out, billows of steam curling out the door behind her. She had one towel wrapped around her breasts and another towel wrapped around her hair, causing Gerald to stare without thought. Looking at Olivia was much better than watching television. Olivia grabbed the pile of clothes she had on the bed and went back into the bathroom, not coming out for several minutes.

When Olivia stepped out, she fluffed her wet hair in the mirror and ignored Gerald’s gaze. She used the blow dryer on the wall and fluffed out her hair. She didn’t use makeup, and Gerald didn’t think she needed it. He found her stunning.

“Let’s get out there. You’re driving,” said Olivia, tossing Gerald her car keys.

Gerald turned off the television and followed Olivia out the door. They drove to Hollywood, which felt far for how few miles it was from the motel, but the views didn’t disappoint when they arrived. Gerald pointed out things he had read about online as they tried to find the cheapest and safest place to park. When they found a parking garage that had spaces at a decent price, they parked. Gerald gave Olivia the keys, and they went to explore the area.

Griffith Park, walking along the Hollywood Walk of Fame, and a farmer’s market filled their afternoon. They ended up at a restaurant with outdoor seating where they could see people walking along the street. The waiter brought them two menus and two glasses of ice water when they sat.

“Wow, would you look at these prices? Remind me not to come to Hollywood again,” said Olivia.

“The burgers aren’t too expensive, but I’d never pay that much for a salad,” said Gerald.

Olivia scoffed as she looked through the menu, but Gerald didn’t care. He had enough in savings. He was spending money faster than he ever had during this trip, but it gave him a reason to use his savings.

“Don’t worry, Olivia. I can buy this one. We’re putting miles on your car,” said Gerald.

“Fine, that’ll work. I’ll order one of those salads then,” she said and smirked. The waiter came over and took their orders. They had each ordered an unsweet iced tea with lemon. Gerald ordered a burger with fries, sitting back in his chair after the waiter disappeared.

“You look comfortable,” said Olivia.

Gerald stared at her with his fingers laced behind his head. Too many thoughts were running through his mind to focus on one. “Olivia.”

“Gerald,” she said. Her giggle was intoxicating. The feminine register that drove Gerald mad with desire.

“How long are we going to play games?” he asked.

“What games are you referring to, Gerald?”

“Us. You. I—,” started Gerald, but the server returned with their teas and packets of sugar that neither would use. Chatter from the surrounding tables penetrated their bubble. Their silence lingered as Gerald’s question floated between them. They knew what he had been referring to. The nonstop glances. The moments by the pool at the motel. How they looked at one another after a shower. Gerald didn’t care that Olivia had once been Omar because she was still his best friend, and he wanted more now that there was an obvious sexual connection.

“We can’t do that, Gerald. You know we can’t,” said Olivia. She sipped her tea and let her focus wonder around the patio, not landing on Gerald.

“Why not? You have nothing to fear. We don’t.”

“Have you lost your mind, Gerald? You’re my best friend. I might have a new body, but I still see you as I always have.”

“That’s not true.”

“Yes, it is,” said Olivia.

Gerald didn’t want to hear it, so he did what his body was telling him. He leaned forward and kissed Olivia, shattering the imaginary barriers keeping them apart. Gerald didn’t use his tongue, but their lips pressed together for nearly a minute as their souls bonded on a deeper level. As the world vanished around them.

What stopped them was the waiter bringing their food. He had to clear his throat before setting the food on the table. Gerald and Olivia chuckled, acting like they hadn’t been kissing. Olivia’s cheeks turned the same color as the tomatoes on her salad. Gerald rubbed her thigh under the table, and Olivia didn’t object.

“We’re insane,” she said, showing her teeth.

Gerald could have stared at her smile all day. He would move at her speed, but the kiss had proved what he felt. They both had feelings and would be insane not to act on them. They were alone in Los Angeles, where nobody knew them. Gerald ate his burger, feeling lighter than he had in years.

“Good afternoon, my name is Randy,” a man said. He had appeared out of nowhere.

Olivia finished chewing first and spoke, “can we help you?” Gerald looked at Olivia and then at the stranger named Randy.

“I’m a talent agent, and you two are the hottest couple I’ve seen in years. There’s something about your connection. Couples like you can make a lot of money on the right photo shoot,” said Randy. He pulled out a business card from his shirt pocket. He wore a short sleeve button-up shirt with khaki pants. His clothes fit well, almost like he had a tailor alter them.

“What’s it with you people from Los Angeles and making money? Money isn’t the only thing that matters,” said Gerald. He took the business card Randy had placed on the table and threw it back at him.

“Gerald, honey. We don’t have to treat this man like that. We’re better than that.”

“He’s trying to rip us off.”

Randy picked up the card, not looking a bit offended. He gave it to Olivia and said, “call me tomorrow if you want join a photo shoot. I can have my photographer take pictures for fifty dollars, and you’ll own the shots. I can find you work the day after tomorrow, but it’s standard to get professional pictures before auditions. For everything else, I’ll charge fifteen percent. That means I’m not making money unless you are.”

“Fifty dollars for some photos?” asked Gerald.

“That’s cheap, and you’ll make it back in no time. Go anywhere else but my guy for photos, and you’ll get worse quality for double or triple the price.”

“Why don’t you let us eat and leave us the alone, Randy?” said Gerald.

“He’s a feisty one, isn’t here?” Randy asked Olivia.

“Only at first. Thank you for the offer. We’ll talk about it,” said Olivia.

Randy reached out his hand, and Olivia shook it. Gerald declined Randy’s offer. “Can’t act like that if you want to make money,” said Randy.

“You’re a scam, dude,” he countered.

“Come by my office tomorrow, and I’ll prove you wrong. Or you can go back where you came from, too. There are plenty of people who want something in this city. There are people who would probably kill you to have me as their agent,” said Randy in a much too serious voice. “Where’s that accent from anyway, Kansas? Minnesota?”

“We’re from Nebraska, Randy,” said Olivia. “We’ll call you if we’re interested. If you wouldn’t mind,” she said, gesturing toward her salad.

“Of course, I’ll see you tomorrow,” said Randy and disappeared.

Olivia and Gerald finished their meals at the restaurant before heading back to their motel. Gerald was against calling Randy. He just wanted to head back to Nebraska, but Olivia wanted to dive into the pool of chance. What if this Randy could bring them fortune? Fame? Gerald didn’t have Olivia’s optimistic lenses.

“We can’t trust that man,” said Gerald when they were back in their room.

“You never have faith in anything, Gerald. Why can’t we just try? Please, for me. I didn’t choose this body, but I can tell the world thinks it’s sexy. You think so, too. Why can’t I do this? Why can’t you do it with me? This could help me become more comfortable in my skin,” said Olivia.

“You really want to do this?” asked Gerald. He had no desire to model but would if Olivia wanted.

“We can do it together. You have to, please!”

“On one condition,” said Gerald.

“What’s that?”

“I’ll go tomorrow if you share the bed with me tonight. No sex. I just want to hold you.”

“Deal,” said Olivia.

♦

I was a woman. My name was Olivia. I was a woman. My name was Olivia. I was a woman. My name was Olivia…

When I awoke the morning after we met Randy, those sentences were playing on repeat in my mind. I had forgotten about falling asleep in Gerald’s arms, but it was a welcome surprise. When my eyes gained focus, Gerald was staring at me. His mouth inches from mine. Our bodies entangled like cords abandoned in a drawer for too long.

“Morning,” said Gerald.

As strange as it was having my best friend hold me, it comforted me. I felt his hard dick against my thigh but pretended it wasn’t there. That it wasn’t slapping my flesh with its jumps. “Morning,” I said.

“You’re even more gorgeous after you sleep.”

“Stop it,” I said and slapped Gerald’s shirtless chest. He was wearing basketball shorts and nothing else. I had on a t-shirt and panties. I had skipped the bra for Gerald’s pleasure. He didn’t comment, but I knew he had seen me remove it.

Gerald gripped me and pulled me against his masculine body, his hand moving down my backside. A natural wetness began like it had at the doctor’s office, but this time there was nothing awkward about it. Gerald’s hard dick pressed against my thigh, making me hot. “Gerald, we can’t do this,” I said. We had cuddled all night but never once mentioned sex. We hadn’t touched much more than light kisses. An arm wrapped over a body. A leg twisted with the other’s.

“Why can’t we, Olivia?” he asked.

I wanted to tell Gerald ‘no’. I wanted the rational side of my mind to take over and kick me out of the bed, but that voice was weaker than a dry branch with weight pushing down on it. “You know why.”

“Don’t you enjoy it when I touch you?” asked Gerald.

I would have been lying if I denied it. When Gerald touched me, it was like getting kissed by the sun on a warm-but-not-too-hot day. His hands were the wind, and my body was a kite dancing in the air. A bird leaving its nest for the first time. Buds blooming in spring. “Wouldn’t that make us gay?”

“Honestly, I wouldn’t care if it did,” said Gerald. He traced his finger along the top of my right breast. I let out a moan, hating my body’s natural reaction. Why did Gerald touching me have to feel so right? “Olivia, do you still feel like Omar? I know you didn’t choose this. How do you feel?”

“Confused,” I said. “Horny.”

“But do you still feel like a man?”

I hated that the answer to that question was ‘no’. I loved life as a woman. The attention men gave me when I walked down the street or into a restaurant. My breasts were like magical lures that brought me all the attention I could ever want. I shook my head to answer Gerald’s question.

“Olivia, I’m sorry you changed from Omar to this, but maybe it happened for a reason.”

“I wish I could see it like that,” I said.

“Maybe we should take your body for a test drive,” said Gerald. His hands were moving over my body like ice dancers in a rink. I wanted Gerald. His clean-shaven baby face, sweet green eyes, and manly body drove me wild. I wanted to release my doubts, so I did. My body lurched forward, kissing Gerald. I climbed on top of him and straddled him.

“What are you doing?” asked Gerald. His face looked like he had seen a ghost.

“Don’t act scared now,” I said, letting go of my old self. Omar was gone, and I had to accept that Dr. Change couldn’t do anything to help me and only wanted to find the mysterious flower and make money. Nobody could change what I had become, and I had to love her. I had to accept her. I was Olivia, and I had to cherish that. My memories were intact, and I could become whoever I wanted. Being a woman wouldn’t stop me from being a success.

Gerald grabbed me and flipped me so that I was on my back. His hands, hungry and quick, worked at the seam of my shirt, pulling it over my head. I touched his shirtless torso, feeling his firm abs as he unhooked my bra and released my breasts. His lips formed an O shape over my nipples, his tongue brushing them, sending my nerves on a frenzy. Running, screaming. What was happening to my body?

It was like Gerald’s tongue was an eraser, wiping me from existence. The only thing keeping me grounded was the warmth growing in my pussy. The pulsing of my lips. My clit. It was like it had come to life for the first time, and I couldn’t remember any sensation being this strong when I was a man. A hard dick couldn’t compare to what my pussy was doing now.

“Fuck, baby,” I moaned. I moaned louder, letting go. My body rewiring itself and forgetting the pleasures I thought I had as a man. I hadn’t known what I would feel as a woman when Gerald moved his lips from my nipple, trailing along my torso, kissing my skin. If only I could have bottled that feeling and carried it with me wherever I went.

Gerald removed my panties, and what came next pushed me over the edge. His tongue on my pussy sent waves of pleasure through my body. The pressure building within me was unreal. Every lick of his tongue was like a bucket dumped into a well. A coin dropped into a piggy bank.

My hands gripped the sheets beneath me. My eyes sealed shut. I couldn’t focus on anything but the overwhelming pleasure Gerald was giving me with his tongue. Moans were leaving my mouth, and I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted. It was too much. Too good. Getting my dick sucked couldn’t compare.

“Fuck, Gerald. Oh my,” I said, panting. The water was brimming over the edge of my well. His licks were like waves crashing too high on the shore.

Gerald lifted his head for a moment, connecting his eyes with mine. A wide smirk on his face. I panted while gazing down at him. Before my body could relax, Gerald wrapped his mouth around my clit and sucked, slipping a finger into my pussy. He cracked my walls. I crumbled to the pleasure, and my body exploded.

Gerald’s finger fell out of me, and I tried to push away his face, but he was busy sucking on my womanhood, making me spin in circles of pleasure. Nothing in my life had ever been as good as cumming just then. Gerald lifted his head, wiped his mouth, and crashed to my side.

When Gerald opened his mouth, I placed my finger against his lips. We could talk later, but I needed a few minutes.

♦

“You want to go to that photo shoot? That man was scamming us,” said Gerald. A couple hours had passed since Gerald pleasured Olivia with his tongue. Gerald was still relaxing in the clouds of ecstasy, but Olivia bringing up that crook from yesterday put him in a sour mood. “We’re supposed to leave here today, Olivia. We have to go back to Nebraska.”

“Why? We can stay here a little longer. Plus, you promised we could go if we shared the bed, and I think we did more than just share the bed.”

“You enjoyed yourself, didn’t you?” asked Gerald.

“Get dressed, Gerald. We’re leaving in ten,” said Olivia.

Gerald grunted and got up to put on a t-shirt. He would bring his button-up shirt too but didn’t plan on wearing it unless instructed. Olivia went to the lobby to pay for another night in the motel before they drove to the address Randy had texted Olivia. The traffic wasn’t as heavy that day, and they made it early.

“This place looks legit,” said Olivia. They had arrived at a boutique hotel with an outdoor pool. Randy waved at them from the other side. There were a couple other people there chatting with him, seemingly hanging onto his every word.

When they got inside the pool area, Randy approached them, “Mr and Mrs Nebraska. Welcome.”

“Thank you,” said Olivia. When she saw the scowl on Gerald’s face, she elbowed him in the side. Gerald flipped his expression from a frown to a smile.

“My photographer is running late, but there are bottles of water if you want one. I have found a couple other people to scout, but let me tell you something,” said Randy. He looked over his shoulder at the cluster of strangers before whispering, “there is something special about the two of you. I was talking to friends who need models for a perfume ad, and we think you might be a perfect fit.”

“I bet you say that to everyone,” said Gerald.

“I don’t, and you can ask the others what I told them if you don’t believe me. You two are hot, and that means a lot in this city. Clean up your attitude, and you could have something,” said Randy. He ran off toward a man who was entering the building with a camera before Gerald could reply.

“You have to lay off him, Gerald. Just enjoy the experience. We might never come here again,” said Olivia.

Gerald grunted and pushed his way through the group of aspiring souls. Gerald didn’t care what their dreams were because he thought they were all idiots. He wanted to push them in the pool to watch them scream and splash. Randy walked over and introduced the photographer to everyone. Olivia begged Gerald to smile. She didn’t want to waste her fifty dollars, so Gerald changed his attitude for his woman. Olivia had given him one of the best mornings of his life, so he owed it to her.

The session started and finished within forty-five minutes. Olivia gave Randy fifty dollars, and he told them to wait before they left. He wanted to talk to them last. After ten minutes, Randy was walking over to Gerald and Olivia. Gerald stopped rubbing Olivia’s back and lowered his hand to the chair.

“You two were great. That smile, Gerald. You could kill a town,” said Randy. “I’ll email you the photos and have printouts tomorrow, but I might have a job or two for you lined up by then. Those pictures were hot! Do you two understand how much money we could make together? Remember, I don’t get paid unless you do, and people love a rags-to-riches story.”

“We aren’t from rags,” said Gerald, grinding his teeth.

“Everyone in Nebraska comes from rags to the people here, unless that person came from Nebraska. Give that Nebraskan enough time though, and they will be singing like a local.”

“Thank you, Randy. If you can book us for a job that’ll make us good money by the end of the week, we’ll stay. Otherwise, we have to go back to Nebraska. We do have a life there,” said Olivia.

“Yeah, we do. I save lives, Randy, but you wouldn’t know about that.”

“Right, you two are hilarious. I’ll call you tomorrow, but I have to go,” said Randy. He waved and left them by the pool. Olivia and Gerald shared a look, waiting for Randy to cross the street.

“Have an open mind. I’m not ready to go back,” said Olivia.

“You’ll have to face your parents sooner or later.”

“I choose later. I can’t. Not now. You have to understand, Gerald. My mother will have a heart attack when she finds out.”

Gerald took Olivia’s hand. His feelings for her were growing stronger. Gerald wanted to return home and reveal to the world what happened and move on. He didn’t care what people thought and just wanted his old life back. They could live on the farm together. Grow crops. Gerald wanted to tell Olivia all this but saw how vulnerable she was. He saw he had to wait to express his hopes for their future. “We can’t hide from River Bend forever.”

“A month in Los Angeles wouldn’t kill us. The departments gave you the okay to stay gone as long as you need.”

“But how long do we really need, Olivia?”

“At least another week. I’ll adjust. I’ll come around, Gerald. Don’t worry. Believe me,” said Olivia.

“I will stand by you no matter what your parents say, Olivia. You don’t have to fear them.”

“Thank you, Gerald. I’m not ready yet, though. If Randy keeps his word and makes us some money, we won’t have to worry. Otherwise, we can return to Nebraska, and I’ll tell everyone in River Bend what happened to me.”

“Deal,” said Gerald and stood, taking Olivia’s hand to help her up from the wooden chaise.

♦

I slid the red button on my phone, ignoring my mother’s fifth call of the day. Her calls had been coming more often, but I couldn’t face the situation. My voice had changed. I wasn’t Omar. I sent another text telling my mother she didn’t have to worry, but those weren’t enough. She wanted to hear my voice. I understood her pain, but it was too much to explain. Too much to face. She would have to understand.

“Is that Tabitha again?” asked Gerald, looking down at the phone in front of me on the bed. We had found a furnished month-to-month apartment for a decent rate in a somewhat plain, residential suburb. The prices were insane compared to Nebraska, but it was the cheapest place I could find without going back out to Santa Maria.

“Yeah, my mom won’t stop calling.”

“She’s been sending me a lot of messages, too. She thinks we’ve robbed a bank or something.”

“Her imagination can run wild sometimes,” I said. I loved my mother, but she had to give me space. I was twenty-three, lived in my own house, and paid my bills. She didn’t have to worry.

“You have to talk to her, Olivia,” said Gerald.

“And what? Tell her that? Tell her how her son Omar turned into a woman whose name is now Olivia? Is that what you want me to do, Gerald?” I asked.

“We can’t hide forever.”

I took Gerald’s hand and pulled him to the bed, pressing my lips to his to shut him up. He accepted my kiss, pushing his tongue into my mouth. Separating my hair with his fingers. Pulling to expose my neck. I loved how he took control and guided me to my back. I let him kiss me until I didn’t, pushing him away.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Nothing. I just wanted to remind you what was important. You don’t have to worry about my mother. Just tell her we’re fine. You can block her if you want. We aren’t missing. Nobody is coming after us. It’s just you and me,” I said.

“Fine,” he said.

Gerald’s hands wrapped around my waist. He pressed his dick against my thigh. We were wearing clothes, but I had seen his cock enough times by now to imagine it in my mind. We still hadn’t gone all the way. Only oral, but I wanted him. Gerald would be the first, and hopefully last, man to ever fuck me. I just needed another week. A few more days. Adjusting to the idea of Gerald thrusting in and out of me was a lot to process.

Getting on my knees for Gerald again was another story. Before I could offer, my cell phone rang again. I ignored the call. It was Dr. Change. He had been trying to get a hold of me ever since I had my appointment with him, but I had nothing to say. All he wanted was money, and I had no interest in making money for that man. There was something off about him, and I had better things to do with my life.

“Why don’t you tell him you don’t want to talk?” asked Gerald.

“He should understand. We found someone else to make us money. I don’t need him in my life,” I said. Randy had set us up for a photo shoot later in the week to model for a perfume brand, and we would each make almost a thousand dollars, so Dr. Change could suck it. “But you know what, Gerald, you’re right. I’ll send him a message. I signed zero papers. He can’t charge me a dime.”

I typed a message to Dr. Change and hit send, feeling weights lift from my body. I had enough drama in my life and didn’t need to deal with him. Dr. Change replied that we had to meet about the flower, but I didn’t care what he had to say.

I got to my knees in front of Gerald, who was sitting at the edge of the bed. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“My favorite new activity,” I said and undid his jeans.

Gerald lay back and placed his hands behind his head as I got to work on his manhood. He always returned the favor.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Randy checked his phone while walking toward his doctor’s office, reading a confirmation text message from the producer of the perfume shoot for which he would use Gerald and Olivia as models. They were the hottest couple Randy had discovered in over a year, and he wanted to make them stars.

Gerald had a bad attitude, but the first paycheck would change that. He could understand why people had difficulty trusting an agent who charged for a photo shoot, but Gerald and Olivia had a chance to make good money if they would take it. Randy only made money if his clients did, so Olivia and Gerald would be smart to trust him.

Randy stepped into the doctor’s office and slid his phone into his pocket. He couldn’t waste more time thinking about the country couple from Nebraska. No matter how sexy they were, Randy never baked all his macaroons with one tray. Randy stopped to glance in the mirror by the entrance, pressing the lines in his face. He needed a filler, and Dr. Change was the best person in the city for it.

“Randy,” said the doctor, walking out from where he worked. Dr. Change gave Randy a hug and elbow tap in the lobby. They caught up by exchanging pleasantries before Dr. Change took Randy back to a room. Randy had been to the office more times than he could count, and Dr. Change loved Randy for the business he sent from aspiring models and actors.

Dr. Change flipped through Randy’s chart, but he didn’t need to look long. Randy was getting a routine procedure for him. “I’ll come right back with everything I need,” said the doctor.

Randy pulled out his phone and scrolled through his emails. He went back to the photo of Gerald, amazed by the definition of his abs. Randy wished he could have Dr. Change give him a body like Gerald’s with suction and a scalpel. It was too bad nothing but pure dedication could give one the body Gerald had, and that was why he would make buckets of money the second he changed his attitude.

When Dr. Change walked back into the room, he glanced at Randy’s phone before he could lock the screen. The man had a wife, but Randy had never been confident Dr. Change was entirely straight. Marriage to a woman didn’t define his sexuality.

“Who was that?” asked the doctor. His eyes had narrowed to a scowl.

“A new client,” said Randy. “Why, you think he is sexy?”

“Well, he isn’t bad looking, but I don’t swing that way. That wasn’t why I asked,” said Dr. Change. He stared into the distance, and Randy shifted on the table. There was something off about the expression on Dr. Change’s face.

Randy glanced out the window to the leaves swaying in the wind. The temperatures never fell too low in a Los Angeles winter, but the days grew shorter. The holidays came. Work slowed for a couple months while everyone tied up their finances for the year and tried to enjoy time with family.

“Why did you ask?”

Dr. Change shook his head and went over to the syringes he had brought with him. “Let’s take care of this, it’s nothing.”

Randy exhaled and wondered what Dr. Change had been thinking when he saw the photo because his expression concerned Randy. He didn’t want the filler to cement the scowl lines in his forehead from thinking about why Dr. Change had asked about a photo on his phone.

“No, doctor. We have to talk about this now. The photo triggered you, and I need to know why before you inject that shit into my face,” said Randy.

“But I would break my doctor-patient privilege if I told you.”

“He’s my client, so I’m basically his parent. You can tell me, Doctor. You know I can keep a secret,” he said. Not every client of Randy’s had been happy receiving Dr. Change’s services when they didn’t get work later. Randy tried to pick faces and personalities that meshed with the business, but nothing worked out one hundred percent of the time.

Dr. Change shifted his feet. He was holding the syringe he would use to fill Randy’s face, but his eyes were heavy. Pensive. “The woman that man is with… there’s something different about her.”

“What do you mean ‘different’?”

Dr. Change took a deep breath before divulging everything he knew about Olivia and her male companion.


CHAPTER NINE

Gerald missed River Bend. He missed the prairies. He longed to see the people he had known his entire life, but as long as Olivia wanted Los Angeles, he would deal with it. They had a photo shoot lined up with Randy, and the man promised they would each make almost a thousand dollars. If that was the case, Gerald could stick around the city a bit longer, but the vast expanse of lush land and clean air was calling his name. He knew Olivia wouldn’t last forever in the city either.

Olivia had gone to the store for a bottle of wine, and Gerald was mashing potatoes. Steaks were in the oven. Green beans were resting in the microwave. Gerald laid out plates on their table for two. He had lined it with a sheet and added candles for a romantic touch. Gerald was hoping they would go all the way tonight. He wanted to respect Olivia’s boundaries, but they were having oral sex every night. Gerald just wanted to feel inside his woman.

Olivia returned with a bottle of Chardonnay. Gerald put the warm bottle on ice and plated the food. Olivia blushed, covering her mouth. Gerald guided her to the seat.

“Isn’t this overkill, Gerald?”

“Nothing is too much for you, Olivia. I can’t get over how I’m falling in love with you,” said Gerald. He couldn’t help himself. As much as he wanted to hide his emotions and do the ‘masculine’ thing, his feelings for Olivia were too strong. Olivia switched in her chair. Gerald knew his openness made her uncomfortable, but he had to share his truth.

Olivia twisted the top off the bottle of Chardonnay and poured two glasses. “These steaks look delectable.”

“Thank you,” said Gerald. He gripped his fork and knife, cutting the steak with more force than necessary.

“Gerald, you know I have feelings for you. I’m not trying to find anyone else, but you have to understand. This is all so new. I had a period. Randy is trying to scout us. We’re living in Los Angeles. So much has changed, and I need my best friend more than I need a boyfriend. I was going to come here alone, but you stopped me. You wanted to join me, so you have to follow my rules.”

“Okay,” said Gerald. “Let’s enjoy the dinner before it gets cold.”

Gerald chewed his steak, fighting between his desires to yell out and fight. Demand Olivia love him the same way he did her. He also wanted to respect her wishes and back off to give her space to breathe, but his desire consumed him.

They ate their dinners, cleaned up, and migrated from the table to the sofa, having only talked about Randy and the upcoming photo shoot. Olivia stopped mentioning Dr. Change, and Gerald didn’t want to bring up the money-hungry creep.

Olivia put on a movie, and Gerald wrapped his arm over her shoulder. She nestled into his chest and curled her feet under her bottom. Gerald wasn’t even sure what they were watching because he could only focus on the smell of Olivia’s coconut shampoo drifting up to his nostrils. Gerald’s heart tightened. He felt its rhythmic beating.

Gerald pressed his lips to the top of Olivia’s head, and she curled deeper into his side. Gerald moved his hand from behind her head and slid off the couch. He couldn’t help himself. Olivia was his dessert, and he had an intense craving for sweets. Gerald placed his hands on Olivia’s knees. She was wearing denim jeans and a t-shirt. He had on the same.

“What are you doing?”

“Don’t you want an oral treat?” asked Gerald, moving his hands to the button on Olivia’s jeans. Olivia leaned her head back and lifted her hips went Gerald pulled on the fabric, removing her pants. “That’s more like it.”

Olivia glanced down, and Gerald had unbuttoned his jeans and had his hand wrapped around his thick extension. Gerald lifted his hand from his dick and used both to pull off Olivia’s thong. It was the first thong she had bought, but she loved how it hugged her ass and made it bigger than the bikini cut panties.

Starting with her toes, Gerald worked his way up Olivia’s body. Kissing everywhere he could. Gerald lifted the shirt from Olivia’s torso, leaving her wearing nothing but a beige push-up bra. Gerald placed his mouth on Olivia’s pussy, licking like he would never have a taste again. Gerald loved sending Olivia to her edge. Pushing her.

Gerald treated Olivia until she was begging him to stop, so Gerald used a finger instead of his tongue. “I want you, baby.”

Olivia moaned as Gerald worked a second finger into her tight, virgin hole. “I want you too, Gerald, but what if it hurts?”

“Does this hurt?” asked Gerald as he pushed a third finger into Olivia’s accepting hole. She grunted and rocked her hips but seemed to adjust to the new size with little effort. “You’re dripping wet, Olivia. You know you want this dick,” said Gerald. He lifted his hips and slapped his dick against Olivia’s pussy before rubbing it between her lips.

Olivia moaned and gripped Gerald’s chest as he picked up rhythm. “Fuck, Olivia. I need that pussy.”

“Do we have condoms?” she asked.

Gerald nodded. “I bought a box, so we could do this whenever the moment came.”

“Okay, I’m ready,” said Olivia. Gerald didn’t hesitate. He jumped to his feet and lifted Olivia into his arms, letting his pants and underwear fall to the floor. He stepped out of them with Olivia in his arms and carried his woman to the bedroom.

♦

Gerald lifted the shirt from his body as I lay on the bed watching him. My body was aching. I felt emptier than a lake without water. My pussy was the dirt bed, and Gerald’s dick would be my rainstorm. Gerald’s body flexed with his every movement. I had never found rugged muscles as attractive as I did in that moment. Gerald kneeled on the edge of the bed, crawling toward me.

Reaching his hands under my body, Gerald lifted me close to him. His body smelled of body wash and aftershave. He had gone to the extreme for me, showering me with his silent affection. Gerald kissed my naked body. My pussy was like a heated blanket, and his tongue was the electricity powering it. Gerald licked, blew, and repeated.

I moaned, wondering if I had ever felt this much pleasure as a man. Men thought they had everything, but Gerald’s touch had me wobbling through a mist of pleasure. I was walking through the woods barefoot with no fear. My fingers pushed into Gerald’s brown hair, pulling me back to reality.

Gerald’s mouth landed on my pussy, as he had done many times before, licking with precision. His hands gripped my legs as he pulled my body closer to his face. I squealed as my back dragged along the smooth sheets.

“Fuck, I could taste you all day,” said Gerald, not rushing to penetrate me. I glanced down and saw his cock dripping precum to the sheet below him. Gerald was on his knees as he licked my pussy like it was an ice cream cone.

My eyes lost focus. My head curled under me, bending as it touched the pillow. Gerald continued as my hands glided along his scalp. I couldn’t stop touching him. He was my only weight to this world. After I begged Gerald to stop—because I couldn’t continue if he wanted to fuck me—he stood on his knees. His dick dangling from his torso. A ‘v’ shape formed a path straight to his manhood. My hands covered my throbbing nibbles as Gerald reached down and played with my pussy.

“I want you to fuck me, daddy,” I said, not knowing where the words came from. I felt submissive. Hungry. Gerald needed to fuck me and fill my emptiness.

“I’ve never had a woman get this wet before,” he said.

Thinking of my last sexual experience was too much. It was like trying to fit an American cord into a European outlet. Only weeks ago I had been on the other side. I was the man with a woman dripping for me. Picturing the body I used to have as Omar hurt my brain, so I shook my head.

The pressure I had been feeling disappeared at Gerald’s words. I knew he hadn’t intended to ruin my steam, but it was like he had dumped a bucket of ice water on me in the middle of winter. I sat up, moving to sit against the backboard.

“What’s wrong?” asked Gerald. He lay on his back by my side.

“It’s nothing. It’s just so surreal. We’ve been having all this fun for the past couple weeks, and I haven’t thought much about it. But when you said that about me being wetter than other women, it gave me pause. Like, what the fuck happened to me?”

Gerald grabbed my hand. We lay naked with nothing covering our bodies. I was undoubtedly attracted to Gerald’s masculine body, but that hadn’t been the case when I was Omar. Tears swelled in my eyes as the overwhelming emotions plummeted me. Gerald scooted closer, surrounding me with his warmth. I hated it. I loved it. My mind was a tornado of hot and cold air.

“Olivia, I know this is crazy. I’ve been here for it. This has never happened to anyone in the world, but it happened to you. I thought we were making progress,” said Gerald. His voice trailed off as he held my hand, tracing his thumbs over the veins of the back of it.

“We were. I feel good as Olivia. I love her, but this… Isn’t it weird knowing everything about me? Isn’t it weird being attracted to your best friend?”

“If you were still Omar, we wouldn’t be here, but we are best friends. You’re also a woman. What’s wrong with loving your best friend?”

I shook my head. “Nothing,” I said.

Gerald leaned his body closer and kissed me. I loved when his weight pressed against my chest. I loved when his fingers played with my pussy. My past was that, the past. Nobody could change me back. No flower would grow to save me. Maybe this had happened for a reason. Maybe Omar wasn’t honest enough. As Olivia, I had the chance to become whoever I wanted.

“I love you, Gerald,” I said between kisses. Gerald dick was rubbing along my pussy, sending chills over my body. We were in a heat. A deadlock. My arms wrapped around the back of his neck.

“I love you too, Olivia,” he said. Gerald stood from the bed and went to get a condom from the dresser. Gerald rolled the condom over his thick manhood while I watched him and fingered my wet pussy.

“You ready?” he asked.

I bit my bottom lip and nodded. Nothing could prepare me for what came next. A mixture of pain and joy filled me when Gerald slid into my pussy for the first time. When he rocked his hips and rubbed my clit, the pain disappeared, and an overwhelming sensation replaced it. I scratched at Gerald’s chest as he thrust in and out of me.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he grunted. His eyes had criss-crossed. They looked like a foggy day. Gerald dropped his head, picking up his rhythm. He had both arms on each side of me. I rubbed his flexed biceps, panting while he fucked my dripping pussy.

Gerald lifted me with one arm, sitting back on his knees. He fucked me while holding me up with one arm and using the other on my clit. His strength astounded me. I held Gerald’s shoulders, begging for mercy. I wouldn’t last long.

“Cum for me,” Gerald whispered into my ear. I didn’t disappoint, and it wasn’t the only time we had fun that night. It was the night Olivia solidified herself in my mind, and the last particles of Omar vanished.


CHAPTER TEN

I shuffled through the photos Randy had printed for us. I couldn’t believe how sexy the photographer had made Gerald and me appear. Picking up my favorite—a shot of Gerald holding me in the pool on a floating chair—to show to Gerald.

“Don’t we look amazing?”

“Any picture with you will look amazing,” he said.

I had given myself to Gerald for the first time last night and didn’t regret it for a second. I wondered if everything would change when we finally went back to Nebraska but hoped it wouldn’t. Gerald treated me like a princess, and I never wanted it to stop.

“You don’t have to lie,” I said.

“No lies come from this mouth,” said Gerald. I was standing in front of him, and he pulled me to his lap on the living-room chair. “I love you, Olivia.”

“Me too,” I said. If someone had told us a month ago that Gerald and I would be how we were right now, we both would have cursed the person. We would have denied the accusation, laughing at its stupidity, but sitting on Gerald’s lap felt like a key opening a lock.

“Do we have to meet Randy? That guy is scamming us,” said Gerald.

“We need the money. We stayed here thinking we would get it. Just keep an open mind, Gerald. I can reward you later if you do a good job,” I said, suddenly realizing how women used sex for power. I could have easily skipped sex tonight, but it didn’t sound bad. Was the same true for Gerald? I doubted it. Men were always dying to jump into the sack.

Gerald moved my legs so they straddled his lap. His force drove me wild. He had the power of a machine smashing through a concrete wall.

“Let’s leave before we’re late,” I said. We had both dressed and showered before I spent much too long staring at the photos Randy had sent.

Gerald drove across the city to the address Randy had sent us, but while on our way, my phone rang. “Randy, Olivia speaking.”

Randy spoke in a quick, breathless voice. I could hardly understand him and made him repeat himself. “Don’t go to the shoot. Meet me at the store around the corner,” he said.

“What’s going on?” I asked, feeling nervous that Gerald had been right about this man all along. “We need that money, Randy! We can’t miss the shoot.”

“I got something better for you,” he said. “I’ll explain when you get here, but it’s been a busy few days.”

Randy killed the call. I stared at the home screen on my cell phone and felt Gerald’s piercing eyes looking in my direction. “What did he say?”

“That he has something better.”

I noticed Gerald’s knuckles turn white over the steering wheel. “That man better not try anything stupid,” he said. I would have protested, but Gerald could have been right. I didn’t want him turning this on me, so I sat silently the rest of the way. When we arrived to the store Randy had told us, he was waiting outside his car.

Gerald glanced in my direction once before parking a few spaces away from Randy. “Let’s see what he wants,” I said. Gerald grunted.

When we approached Randy, he was smiling like he had won the lottery. “Welcome. The people I have been waiting to see.”

“What do you want, Randy?”

“This one never lets up, does he?” asked Randy, throwing his words in my direction.

“We need our money. What can be better than the perfume shoot?”

Randy rubbed his chin, letting beats of silence pass. I stomped my foot, demanding Randy spoke. Randy cleared his throat, “how does one million dollars sound?”

“One million dollars? What are you talking about?” I asked. My voice cracked. My stomach was turning. A heat erupted in my body as I tried to read Randy’s blank expression.

“We don’t have time for your games, Randy,” said Gerald. His face had brightened to a color I hadn’t seen. His muscles were jumping like grasshoppers in tall grass.

“This isn’t a game, Gerald, but it does break a few rules. I’ve come to the understanding, Olivia, that you haven’t always been a woman.”

“What?” I asked, clutching my shirt with my hand over my chest. “What are you talking about, Randy?”

Randy shook his head and let out an eerie laugh. “Do you know a Dr. Change? He told me you haven’t been answering his calls,” said Randy.

“If he told you anything, that is illegal.”

“If Dr. Strange hadn’t shared your secret, we would have sold a photo of you for a mere two-thousand dollars. Why didn’t you tell me you are one-of-a-kind?”

Gerald stepped forward, putting himself between Randy and me. I didn’t want Gerald to end up in jail for hurting this man, so I grabbed his shoulder. He shook me off. Gerald pushed his finger into Randy’s chest. “All you people fucking care about is money. Olivia has been going through the most traumatic change in her life, and you’re sitting here telling me you and that dick doctor had a conversation about my woman?” asked Gerald. He had raised his voice. A few people glanced in our direction. They did nothing but look, but I felt the tingles of embarrassment crawl up my arm.

Randy threw up his arms, “Gerald, please stop touching me. You’re right, maybe what we did was wrong, but it was by accident. I was looking at a photo of you two, and Dr. Change happened to see it, but you should be happy he did. You two have a story that will sell millions of magazines, and I got us an interview with The National Gossip. They’re the largest—”

“I know what they are, asshole. You expect us to care about that checkout-lane garbage?”

“Gerald, please,” I said. “Let’s just listen to what he has to say. They’re willing to pay a million dollars to hear my story?”

“Yes, they are,” he said. “And that’s just the beginning. Once people know about you two, they will want reality shows. Merchandise. What happened to you was a gift, not a curse.”

Gerald backed away when I pulled on his shoulder this time, but his breathing remained heavy. “I want a contract and partial payment before we say anything.”

“That’s fine, but the magazine wants to know if you have a picture of the flower before they agree?”

“I do,” I said.

Randy put out his hand, and I shook it. “We have a deal,” he said. “I’ll call you tomorrow, and we’ll get the ball rolling.”

“What about the shoot today?” I asked.

Randy pulled out his wallet, retrieved four one-hundred-dollar bills, and passed them to us. “This should hold you over until I can get that partial check from the magazine in a couple days.”

“Thank you,” I said, looking over at Gerald as he glared at the money. Randy disappeared as fast as he had come, and we went to the fast-food restaurant across the street for lunch.

♦

Gerald and Olivia sat by the pool at their month-to-month rental, smiling from the large sum of money that hit their bank account in the morning. It was only a percentage of what they would receive. They would have to clear the rest and divide it between a few accounts, but every dollar had a home and would arrive in due time.

Reaching out, Gerald laced his hand with Olivia’s. She had gotten a much larger share but gave Gerald more for everything he had done for her. Gerald didn’t care what money was in whose name because he wanted to marry Olivia. He knew it wasn’t the moment to ask her, but he had already made up his mind. He loved Olivia.

“Do you want to stay in Los Angeles?” asked Gerald. He enjoyed the sunny weather a month before winter. The beach mere miles from the city. They had gone one afternoon after an interview and photo shoot. For now, they were just two strangers among the masses. That would change in a few weeks when the world discovered Olivia’s story.

Olivia shook her head. “There are too many cameras here. Too many celebrities. I know Randy has a vision for us, but I don’t want any part of it.”

“I only want you, Olivia,” said Gerald.

“We should leave for Nebraska tomorrow. I don’t even care about the rent we paid for the month last week,” she said.

“Me either. It’s probably freezing back home.”

Olivia shrugged, kicking her feet in the pool. “I don’t want to face my mother.”

“Your mother will love you no matter what happens,” said Gerald.

Olivia rubbed her thighs and exhaled. She rolled her neck and shoulders. Gerald could watch her all day. She was wearing short shorts and a spaghetti-strap tank top. Turning her head, Olivia looked over to Gerald and blinked. She had started wearing lipstick, and Gerald loved how the red highlighted her lips. How she took the time to curl the ends of her hair and wear more jewelery.

“If she can’t accept me for what I’ve become, I can always leave. I have the money.”

“You can’t go anywhere without me, Olivia.”

“I wouldn’t think of it,” she said.

“Should we pack now?”

Olivia nodded and stood from the pool. They walked barefoot back to their apartment, filling boxes with their things. After packing, they ordered delivery and had sex on the living-room floor. They passed out naked after stuffing themselves and watching adult cartoons on the property’s television.

Early in the morning, Gerald and Olivia left their California life behind to return to Nebraska.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

I watched Gerald’s strong arms as he carried boxes inside through the open door, a spring wind following him. The house smelled of lemon cleaner and a sandalwood-scented candle that was flickering in the corner. Four months had passed since we returned to River Bend, and it hasn’t been the end of the world.

After the magazine article came out, the publisher sold millions of copies. I flew out to Los Angeles once to speak at talk shows and promote the story but had refused to do anything since. River Bend had accepted me. I even had a couple men from around town ask if I had found other flowers on my property. I hadn’t. Nothing. Not a single plant out of place.

Gerald walked over to me after placing the boxes in the corner, planting a kiss against my lips. “I can’t believe the day has finally arrived,” he said.

“Me neither,” I agreed. We had continued dating after California, much to my surprise. I never thought we would have lasted after that trip, but we couldn’t stay apart. I loved Gerald more than I ever thought I could love another person, and being a woman felt more like a blessing than a curse with each passing day. My life on the farm hadn’t changed much, and my father still expected me to grow corn and soy next year. He wanted to buy more land with the money I received, but I preferred to let it grow before spending more than I needed. Paying off the loan I had took enough of my windfall.

“Why did we wait so long?”

“You had a lease in town, and your landlord wouldn’t let you break it,” I said. Gerald was holding me, his hands wrapped around the small of my back.

“We had the money. We could have—”

“Enough of that argument. We had to test our relationship too,” I said, pressing my finger to his lips. When we got back from California, I had almost called off everything. Our kisses. The romantic dinners. Our love making. Naked cuddling in the morning. It almost never happened because I would still get sharp pains; the clearest memories of my past as Omar. Every time they happened, the sharpness grew softer, like a rock under a stream.

“Do you think we’re ready?”

I nodded, letting my head fall against Gerald’s toned chest. I lifted my hand and pressed it against his shirt. “My life wouldn’t be the same without you.”

“You’ll always have me,” he said. “I know the accident still haunts you sometimes, but I couldn’t be happier with where we are now. Our parents have accepted it. The town has moved on from our gossip. We are free to live and love, Olivia,” he said.

I wanted to love Gerald without the massive guilt hanging over me. What if I fought harder for a cure? What if Dr. Change had given up too early? Randy and Dr. Change still called, much less often than before, but they still wondered if Gerald and I were interested in new ways to make money. We already had more than enough material possessions here in Nebraska without more money. What I wanted most was closure for Omar’s faint voice in my head. I loved who I was as Olivia, but accepting her meant leaving Omar behind, and he wasn’t going down without a fight.

I nodded, walking away from Gerald to sit on the sofa. The night it happened hadn’t crossed my mind in weeks, but the mental image of my masculine self holding his dick sprang into my head. The moments before I ate the flower and awoke as a woman.

“Everything okay, Olivia?” asked Gerald. I had been staring at the ground, and he lifted my head.

“I don’t know. How can you call me Olivia like nothing happened? How are you moving in here? You were such a huge part of my old life, how will this ever last between us?” I asked. The thoughts I had been churning over in my head coming to the surface.

Gerald wrapped his body around mine, scooting closer on the couch. His arms felt like slimy fish. Two slithering snakes. “Olivia, please. We’ve been back and forth about this. What we have isn’t conventional, but it works. You didn’t choose this, but we’re making the best of it. That’s what you always say,” he said.

I shook my shoulders until Gerald released me. My hands went to my hair, fingers running through it at a rapid pace. My chest rising and falling. I folded my hands in my laps and squeezed them between my thighs. I hated myself for thinking of Gerald sexually as the anger and despair channeled through me. He could have taken me on the couch. Turned me over and showed me why we were together, but he was much too gentle.

“Do you want me to leave?” he asked.

I shook my head. I would never want him to leave. Gerald was my soul mate. I lifted the shirt from my body instead. The front door open and banging against the wall from the strong winds. I tossed my shirt to the side, ignoring Omar’s faint voice in my head. Gerald stared back at me as I unhooked my bra. He reached into his pants, and I saw his dick press against his jeans.

“I’ll never tire of your body,” said Gerald with an outstretched hand. I stepped forward, close enough for him to touch my hard nipples. He sat on the edge of the sofa and sucked on my breast. I closed my eyes, not allowing myself to feel anything but pleasure. Nothing but the heat in my pants. Gerald’s greedy hands moved up and undid my jeans. He pulled them to the floor with my panties in one move. “Fuck, baby,” he said, slapping my ass.

I loved the sound my ass made when Gerald slapped it. I loved how he would split me in two, fucking me with everything he had. The way he made love to me showed me how much he desired me. He would move from slow and gentle to fast and hard. He would whisper sweet nothings into my ear. Hold me while he pushed deep. Over the past four months, we had fucked more than I ever had in my life. It was good too. Fantastic. Other-worldly. Whenever Gerald brought me to a climax, which almost happened every time, it was like opening a small box and finding a diamond necklace.

Gerald pulled off his clothing until he was naked and on his knees, his face deep between my legs. My pussy was like his water fountain, and Gerald was always thirsty for a drink.

“Where are the condoms?”

Gerald walked over to his box and pulled out a fresh one. To quiet the voices in the head, I tossed my hair back and perched on the end of the sofa. “Why don’t you use one? Try fucking me like a man this time,” I said.

Raising his eyebrow, Gerald smirked. “Are you saying I don’t fuck you like a man?”

I shrugged my shoulders, challenging him. Gerald rolled the condom over his dick and showed me how much of a man he was. I would think twice before testing him again, but it was amazing. Delightful, conscious-quieting sex. And yes, he took me there. More than once.

♦

A couple weekends later, Gerald felt giddy as he paced the living room. Water crashing against the floor sounded in the house as Olivia took a shower upstairs. Gerald couldn’t go a second without feeling overwhelmed by his love for Olivia. They had known each other for so long, but Gerald felt like he had so much yet to discover. A lifetime worth of searching. A lifetime of learning everything he could about the woman washing her body in the house they shared. It was her house, but it was already Gerald’s home.

Gerald stared at a little box on the coffee table, wondering where he and Olivia would be in five years. Ten years. Dr. Change said she could have kids, and Gerald wanted to start as soon as he could. The shower stopped running upstairs, and Gerald cleaned up the living room. He had been reading a magazine and eating a piece of toast with butter and jam.

Olivia appeared in the living room a few minutes later, a towel wrapped around her body. Gerald loved how her bosom lifted the towel enough to split the fabric for a peep of skin.

“Gerald, have you seen my face cream? I can’t find it,” she said.

He hadn’t, so he shook his head. Gerald put out his arm, urging Olivia to cross the room and fall into his arms. Olivia shook her head. Gerald groaned. “Come on, I just want a kiss.”

“You never just want a kiss,” she said. That didn’t stop her from walking all the way down the steps and sitting on Gerald’s lap. His hand went to her clit without thought. She was wet for him in an instant, moaning lightly. Softer than the television in the background.

“Are you excited for dinner tonight?” asked Gerald.

“I don’t know. It’s the first time we will all be together since… my transformation. I don’t know what else to call it,” said Olivia.

“The luckiest day of my life?”

Olivia slapped Gerald’s chest, but his hand hadn’t moved from her sweet opening. Gerald slipped a finger into her, and Olivia bent down to kiss the top of his head as he added more. Gerald unfolded the towel from under Olivia’s chest and let it fall to his lap. Using his free hand, Gerald caressed Olivia’s breasts. They were his favorite toys.

Gerald guided Olivia to her back. Olivia curled her wet hair and placed the towel under it, letting Gerald fondle her naked body with his tongue. He stripped himself naked after savoring Olivia until her limit. She had tapped his shoulders to surrender.

“I want to feel inside you.”

“You know where my hole is,” said Olivia, touching her pussy.

“No. I mean feel you. No condom.”

“But Gerald. I don’t have birth control or anything. Shouldn’t we be careful?”

“I’ll pull out,” he said. “I’m clean. You can see my papers.”

“No, it’s okay. I believe you Gerald, but what if I get pregnant?”

Gerald didn’t answer and moved his fingers back to Olivia’s hole, fingering her while using his tongue on her clit. She grabbed a pillow and hit him on the head. “Stop. I want you to fuck me before I cum, but we should use a condom.”

Gerald lifted Olivia’s legs and placed them on his shoulders. He slapped his raw dick against Olivia’s wetness. She moaned as he slid his manhood along her split. Gerald resisted pushing it inside her but wanted nothing more than to fuck her with no protection. Hadn’t he proved his love? Why couldn’t Olivia trust him? Who cared if they had a baby? Gerald wanted to spend the rest of his life with her.

“Please,” he said. His voice softer than cotton straight out the dryer.

Olivia swallowed and nodded. Gerald didn’t hesitate to slide inside his woman. She closed her eyes, a smile spreading across her face. The friction had been reduced to nothing. With the condom, sex was outstanding. Premium Economy with extra leg room. But without the protection; their sex had been upgraded to business class. Gerald was feeling grooves and ridges. It was like going to a museum without having been there for years.

Gerald held Olivia as they made love without a condom for the first time. It was slow, passionate. Olivia wrapped her legs around his back. Her breasts pressed into his chest. She took Gerald deep, pushing aside her fears of pregnancy.

Gerald never broke his promise and enjoyed her pussy until he couldn’t stop himself from cumming, pulling out and busting all over her naked body. They went upstairs and enjoyed round two in the shower.

♦

My chest always tightened when I went around my mother since coming back from California. She was better now than she had been when I first arrived, but I could see the sorrow of her lost son every time she looked my way. My father, Charlie, had moved on but Tabitha couldn’t let go of the past. She had always been like that.

Nathan and Suzy, Gerald’s parents, held hands on the table. Suzy had a habit of shifting her hand so her diamond ring shimmered in the light. She couldn’t help herself even in dim candlelight. Nathan looked a lot like Gerald without the chiseled body. He had a beer gut but the most adorable laugh. I never had a problem with Nathan, and Gerald’s parents had accepted us. Slower than Charlie but quicker than Tabitha, who still glared when she looked at my full chest. When I followed her into a public bathroom, and she couldn’t turn me away. My mother loved me, but she resented the flower that had changed her son. I understood her pain but needed her to love me so I could better love myself.

The waiter came by and took our orders. Gerald squeezed my hand under the table. His parents stared at us with hopeful eyes. My parents scowled over the rosemary flakes in the bread. We were at the fanciest restaurant in town. Not that my parents were against rosemary, but they found it appalling to add to bread.

“How do they know everyone likes the stuff?” my father argued.

Suzy, Gerald’s mother, challenged him. “If you have a problem with it, they probably have a slice of white bread you could order.”

Tabitha frowned but didn’t continue the argument. Nathan shook his head, and my father exhaled out of wide nostrils. Our parents were cordial at best, only because of the friendship Gerald and I shared. They wouldn’t have spent time together on their own accord.

Suzy cleared her throat to slice through the descending fog of awkwardness. She talked about how she spent the past week learning all about how people who lived in Nebraska hundreds of years ago. She had gone to museums, pulling out a pamphlet from her purse. The look on my mother’s face was priceless as Suzy pointed at pictures to emphasize her points.

“Don’t you wish we had to cook like that?” Tabitha asked, using her most sarcastic voice. I wanted to bury my face in a napkin, but Suzy didn’t seem phased.

“Well, it would have taken longer, but I would do anything for my boys,” she said.

Vomit. I could have thrown up with how my stomach felt, but I resisted. I had come to terms with Olivia, but the pain on my mother’s face was like thunder in a rainstorm. It shook my core.

“Please,” said Gerald. “Mom, you know how hard this is for Tabitha. Have some respect.”

“Don’t talk to your mother that way,” said Nathan, but Suzy put her hand on his forearm.

“It’s okay, honey. He’s right. That was a low blow. I’m sorry, Tabitha. Sometimes I just can’t resist.”

“It’s okay,” she said, frowning. My mother couldn’t pick herself up for anything. She spent endless hours on the phone calling doctors and searching the internet, but there was nobody else like me in the world. As much as my mother pushed, I resisted. Gerald made me happy. I had money. I had the farm.

The server brought the food, and we ate. Gerald rubbed my leg under the table as he cut into his pasta. He showered me with attention when I needed it and left me alone when I didn’t. He could read me better than words on a page. I would never find anyone, man or woman or otherwise, who would treat me the same. Who would know me as completely as Gerald. No matter what our parents thought, Gerald would protect me. He would love me.

After we ate, our parents ordered a few things to share for dessert. The vibe around the table grew more awkward the closer we got to the end of the meal. Gerald and his mother, Suzy, exchanged endless glances. I wondered what they talked about when they were alone. They were much closer than Tabitha and I had ever been, but I hoped that would change once she accepted me as Olivia.

Gerald cleared his throat halfway through eating our cheesecakes and brownies. When he stood and looked at me, my hand turned sweaty as he held it. My eyes went wide, and I shook my head. “What are you doing?”

I glanced over at Suzy, and her smile told me everything. I fanned my face, ignoring the turning heads of strangers. Ignoring Suzy pulling out her cell phone to record the moment. My mother holding her hand over her mouth. The men staring blankly as Gerald got down to one knee.

“Olivia, I love you. I am here for you. You have nothing to fear because I will protect you for as long as I live. Will you become my wife and make me the happiest man on this planet?” asked Gerald. He opened a box and revealed a diamond ring. It was smaller than Suzy’s but would still shine; the perfect size.

“Gerald, ever since I woke up that day as Olivia, I never imagined that I would end up here. I never would have hoped for this, but you as my husband would be the best gift I could ever receive,” I said, putting out my hand so he could slide the ring onto my finger.

Everyone at the table, including my mother, clapped when we kissed. I had never hugged Gerald as tight as I did then. I whispered into his ear, “thank you.”

He kissed me on the cheek, and we sat back at the table. I saw Gerald wipe a tear from his eyes. My mother reached out her hand and held mine, examining the ring. When our eyes met, I knew all her worries had flown out the window. “Mom, can we use the farm for the wedding?”

Through a laugh-cry, my mother agreed, and everyone at the table laughed and shared their vision of a perfect wedding. I didn’t care what flowers, plates, or cutlery we used as long as I got Gerald as my husband.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Summer heat radiated like waves in the air. But no amount of heat mattered because Gerald had his woman by his side. They sat on the porch and waved folded pieces of paper in their faces and drank unsweet iced tea.

It only took one time. Gerald couldn’t believe it, but they had conceived on that afternoon before the dinner with their parents. Olivia proved much more fertile than Gerald had anticipated, but he didn’t regret it; not at all. Suzy wanted to wait until after the delivery for the wedding because she had already bought Olivia’s bridal dress, which soon wouldn’t fit her growing stomach.

Gerald reached down, rubbing his hand over the life growing within his fiancee. “Do you want a boy or a girl?” he asked.

“I only want a healthy baby and minimal pain. There are some horror stories on the internet. Luckily my morning sickness isn’t bad anymore,” she said.

Olivia was three months along and glowing. Gerald couldn’t stop staring at her when she walked into a room. He couldn’t believe his seed—his child—was growing within her. Soon, they would have a kid running around their house. Someone screaming for their attention.

“Do you need me to get you anything?” asked Gerald.

They were sitting on a porch swing. Olivia shook her head and folded her legs under her bottom, resting on Gerald’s shoulder. “I just need this weather to cool off, but it doesn’t feel like it will.”

“You’re right,” he said. “It’s going to be a hot night.”

“By this time next year, we’ll be married with a baby,” said Olivia.

“I can’t wait,” Gerald said and kissed the top of Olivia’s head. They rocked outside, drinking their teas, until it was too hot to bare. Gerald still had his jobs at both the police and fire departments, but neither had to work that day, so they spent the rest of it in bed; naked with a fan blowing on them.

Gerald couldn’t stop touching Olivia’s stomach, but she let him. She enjoyed the touch and encouraged him. Her man’s hands caressing their child that would soon join them in the world.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

My belly had grown over the past few months, but it was the most gentle procession I had ever felt. I never imagined that my skin could stretch to hold life, but it had. Gerald’s child was within me, nearly six months along; getting bigger by the day.

There were many positives about the pregnancy: special treatment at my favorite restaurants, Gerald running around the farm for harvest, my mother stopping by to give me all her tips, and the endless joy of feelings Gerald’s baby growing inside me. However, over the past month, my breasts had become incredibly painful.

They were like two rocks on my chest instead of the pillows they once were. I had been reading online and guessed my milk was finally coming in. I couldn’t wait for the baby to come out and relieve me of this intense pressure.

Gerald came inside. He rushed over to me because I was hunched over the counter, coaching myself through a wave of pain. “What’s wrong?” asked Gerald.

“Nothing,” I lied. Gerald turned off the splattering pasta sauce on the stove and pulled the garlic bread from the oven when the timer went off a second later.

“You don’t look okay,” he said. Gerald stood behind me and rubbed my shoulders, pushing his thumbs into me. I loved when he touched me. He had learned how much pressure to use. Which motions I enjoyed and which ones I didn’t.

I turned to face Gerald. He reached behind me and turned off the pasta water. “Afraid I’ll overcook things?”

Gerald shook his head. “I just want to make sure you’re okay. You were all hunched over,” he said.

“My breasts have been killing me.”

“Should we go to the doctor?” asked Gerald. His face was hilarious. It was like I had told him I was dying. He turned and grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the door.

I laughed and waved my hand in the air. “Stop, Gerald.”

“What? We need to take you to the doctor.”

“No, it’s fine. It’s natural. I just have to deal with it,” I said. Gerald’s face relaxed, and he dropped my hand. I wrapped my arms around the back of his neck and planted a light kiss on my lips. I loved when his hungry hands touched my body.

“Should we eat that pasta?”

I had forgotten all about the food and went over to plate the meal for us. I had been cooking more so Gerald could work. He was better at it but didn’t want his pregnant woman working. I could work, but he refused. At least he never complained about my cooking.

We ate our late-afternoon lunch together, drinking lemonade I had made with fresh-squeezed lemon juice. Gerald rubbed my leg under the table between bites. His green eyes browner with the fall weather turning to winter. I reached under the table and took Gerald’s hand, leading it up my leg between my thighs. Gerald put down his fork and turned in his chair to reach farther.

I felt my panties cling to my pussy as I grew wetter by Gerald’s touch. I squeezed my thighs together around Gerald’s hand, and he leaned forward to kiss me. “You want this?” Gerald asked and moved his free hand to his dick, stretching it out beneath the fabric.

I licked my lips and nodded. Gerald stood, pulled my chair out, lifted me into his arms, and carried me to our bed.

Next I knew, I was naked with Gerald’s bare flesh pressing against me. His torso moved along my body as he worked his way to my split, his tongue landing along its favorite strip.

“Oh, fuck baby,” I said, rubbing my nipples. They were like water during an earthquake on my chest. “Fuck, yeah. Eat that pussy,” I said. I moved one hand to Gerald’s head and pushed him deep, squeezing my legs against his face. Gerald moaned into my pussy.

When Gerald moved his mouth from my womanhood to my nipple and sucked, the unexpected happen. Milk leaked from my nipple and squirted into Gerald’s mouth. Gerald coughed and covered his mouth, holding the breast milk within it. After looking each way, Gerald swallowed the milk that had shot into his mouth. Several beats of silence passed before we both burst into laughter.

“Did I just drink your breast milk?” he asked.

I nodded, covering my face. “I think you did.”

“What if I told you I liked it?”

“You could do it again,” I offered, basking in the relief it had provided.

Gerald returned his attention to my nipple. At first, nothing came out. Then Gerald clamped down and sucked hard. Too hard. It hurt, and I yelled out. Gerald rolled over to his back and looked at me with panicked eyes. “Did I do something wrong?”

“It just hurt for a second. I don’t know. Do it how you were doing it before.”

Gerald tried for a couple seconds before the stream started, but when he got the milk flowing, it was like going down a water slide. I didn’t notice when Gerald slipped a two fingers into my pussy until I felt the motion of them sliding in and out of me. My nerves were too focused on the pressure releasing from my breasts. Gerald moved to the other nipple and worked on it.

When Gerald lifted his head, his mouth was wet with my milk. I felt my pussy throbbing from its emptiness. I grabbed Gerald’s hard dick and stuffed it into me. Holding his ass, I encouraged Gerald to fuck me hard; dribbles of milk running down the side of my breasts.

It wasn’t long until I had one of the strongest orgasms of my life yet, the diamond ring sparkling in my peripheral as I held Gerald’s muscular shoulders. His bare dick still inside me. Panting. Sweaty bodies. The smell of raw, passionate love hot in the room.

“Fuck, Olivia,” he said, collapsing to my side.

I wrapped my body around his. My belly pressed into his. Gerald rubbed the side of my belly, and I kissed him on the cheek.

“It’s moving,” he said.

“Yes, it is. I can’t wait to find out the sex,” I said. We had declined the information when offered. We wanted to wait until delivery to discover if we had a son or daughter. After everything that happened, we weren’t sure how much gender mattered. Mine had changed in mere hours. Overnight while sleeping. Even though becoming Olivia was the best thing that ever happened to me, I never wanted the same for my child. Nothing this confusing, beautiful, transformative, and terrifying should happen to anyone. The moments didn’t come as often, but a strong urge to turn back to Omar would fill me and then pass. Fill me and pass. I didn’t have a choice, so I loved Olivia the best I could.

Gerald ran his finger in circles around my sensitive, leaking nipple. His mouth was latched to it before I could push him away. When he lifted his head, I saw the face of a man who had discovered a new treat. A new flavor of cupcake to replace the old.

“You’re lucky I’m horny,” I said, pulling Gerald close to me.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Olivia’s stomach was growing bigger by the day, and she would give birth to the baby soon. Gerald couldn’t get enough of her milky treats, but she hadn’t been in the mood since week thirty-three of the pregnancy. Gerald wasn’t mad about it. He would have another chance to drink her sweetness once the baby came. Olivia had promised him.

Currently, they were watching television in the living room. Gerald was massaging Olivia’s feet, flipping through the channels. Gerald watched the leafless branches swaying in the evening wind.

“You sure you’re not in the mood?” asked Gerald.

Olivia narrowed her eyes and scowled at him. “You know the answer to that question, Gerald.” Olivia tossed and turned on the sofa to pick herself up. Gerald rushed to help her, and she pushed him away. She had been acting more independent the bigger her belly became. Gerald only wanted to help Olivia. Make her comfortable.

Olivia walked over to the cupboard and grabbed a glass, filling it with water using the front of the fridge. Olivia’s brown hair falling down her back. She had been wearing shorts and flip-flops every day, even though the weather was freezing outside. Olivia opened the cabinet and dug through the bags of snacks.

“Where are the potato chips?” she asked.

“Which flavor?”

“The barbecue ones,” she screamed.

Gerald hopped to his feet. He had finished off the bag last night but wasn’t about to confess. “I can run to the gas station to get you more. I don’t know where they are, Olivia.”

“Bullshit,” she said. “You ate my chips! You’re such a fucking inconsiderate assho… hol… oh no.”

“Oh no, what?” asked Gerald, rushing to Olivia’s side. She gripped the top of the fridge and cursed. Gerald looked down and saw a puddle of fluids at Olivia’s feet. She was early by a week. “Um, is that what I think it is?”

“Yes, get the bag! Where’s the hospital bag?”

Gerald panicked. He was halfway through packing it. He thought he had more time. One of their parents would have to bring them what he forgot. Olivia screamed at Gerald as he rushed to get everything they needed and call the hospital.

“Call my mom,” yelled Olivia as Gerald was helping her into the passenger’s seat. It was freezing cold outside as Gerald rushed to lock the house, start the car, and drive them to the hospital as fast as he could.

♦

Endless cramps, lots of screaming, and nineteen hours of labor; it was all worth it as I rocked baby Issac in my arms. Gerald perched on the edge of the bed and stared at our new baby’s face. I hadn’t known I could love someone as much as I loved baby Issac already. Gerald was a close second, but nothing would replace the warmth our child brought to my life.

“We did it,” said Gerald for the eightieth time.

“We did,” I said. I was equally amazed. “He looks a lot like his daddy, don’t you think?”

“As much like me as his mama,” he said. Gerald kissed my head. His breath was warm. I wasn’t sure he had brushed his teeth in over a day. Mine couldn’t have been much better. Our parents had left a few hours ago to celebrate at a restaurant down the street. They were going to bring us leftovers when they finished.

I held Issac close to my body, grateful to the forces above that my baby had come out healthy. Grateful he had every finger and toe. Grateful that my fiance stood by my side. Gerald would get some good love making once I recovered from delivering our greatest prize into the world.

Gerald’s phone buzzed, and he pulled it out. “It’s my mom. She says she wants me to come outside to get the food so they can go home and shower.”

“That’s fine, Gerald. I’ll be here with baby Issac,” I said, dreading when the nurse would come for him next. Until then, I showered baby Issac with endless kisses while Gerald went to get our food. After this moment, my past life was firmly in the past. I had to move on because I was a mother. I had a child to protect, teach, and raise into a civilized adult.

Gerald came back, and we let the baby sleep in his bassinet while we ate. I couldn’t wait to take Issac home with Gerald by my side. I reached out my hand, and Gerald took it, smiling. “Thank you for bringing up the food.”

“Thank you for giving me Issac,” he said. “For bringing him to us.”

Our fingers laced together as we ate and watched Issac while chewing. “I want more of these,” I said.

“Me too,” said Gerald, leaning over to give me a kiss; surrounding me with everlasting warmth and security.


EPILOGUE

6 Months Later

Gerald held me close as we spun in circles on the dance floor, everyone watching us. Baby Issac was sitting on my mother’s lap watching his mommy and daddy express their love. Gerald and I rocked side to side as everyone snapped photos and drank sparkling wine. We were on my parent’s farm, and I was wearing a simple white dress. Gerald’s tuxedo hugged his body in a way that made me want to rip the fabric from him.

“Excited for Aruba?” he asked.

I nodded. We were set to leave in the morning after a night in one of the local hotels. My mom and Suzy would take turns watching Issac. They never stopped fighting about who loved the boy more, and I worried they would spoil him worse than forgotten fruit.

“The jet skiing looks fun,” I said.

The DJ changed the music, and everyone came out to the dance floor to join us. I took Issac from my mother’s arms, and he joined Gerald and me in a dance. We kissed Issac, enjoying our time with him before we had to leave for the hotel room.

It was a fantastic party, and I would miss my son, but I couldn’t wait to get on that plane to spend two romantic weeks of endless sex with Gerald.

♦

5 Years Later

Issac ran around with his three-year-old sister, Natalie. I was holding our newest addition to the family, Dennis, on the porch while watching the other two play like wild animals. The grass wouldn’t hurt. It was spring, so Gerald was working out on the fields. He had quit the police and fire departments to work full time on the farm but would go in as a volunteer for big emergencies. I had too much cooking, cleaning, and child rearing on my hands to worry about the farm. My mother and I were talking about buying land to build a few rental cabins, but we weren’t rushing.

Dennis let out a light cry, so I lowered the fabric of my cotton dress. When Dennis latched, it brought back a rush of memories. I had just stopped lactating when I got pregnant with Dennis. But since the birth of Natalie, I would squirt milk every time I came from Gerald fucking me. I laughed to myself thinking about the messes we’ve had to clean up in the middle of the night; running around like teenagers to make sure we didn’t wake anyone in the house.

After five years of marriage, life with Gerald still felt as fresh as it had the day we danced together in front of our friends and family. I loved Gerald and everything he provided for my life. Was everything perfect? No, but it was perfect enough. I wasn’t looking elsewhere. My eyes never wandered from my man.

Dennis stopped, so I pulled up my dress without thought and put him over my shoulder and beat his back until he burped. With Dennis, taking care of a baby was like a video game. Autopilot. Natalie and Issac were much bigger handfuls with their endless curiosity. Issac asked nonstop questions, and it was only a matter of time until Natalie would join him.

I stood to go inside, but Issac yelled out ‘mom’. I turned and watched him run to the porch, my eyes going straight to Natalie left all alone in the field. “Issac! Don’t forget about your sister,” I hollered.

Issac went back to Natalie and went to pick her up until I told him to stop. He would try to carry her, but she was too big for that. At least for his small body. When they made it to the porch, I noticed Issac was holding something in his hand.

“What’s that, Issac?” I asked.

Issac held up a white flower with streaks of color running through it. I thought I was seeing a ghost. I snatched the flower from him as panic gripped my chest, worried Issac would share my fate if he wasn’t careful.

“Are you okay, mom?” asked Issac. Little Natalie stood by her brother and stared up at me. Dennis in my arms. Gerald would come back from the fields soon. After all this time, I had never seen another flower like the one that had changed me until Issac brought me this one. The one I twirled in my fingers, staring with a blank expression. “Mom, you’re scaring me,” said Issac, tugging on my dress.

Memories from my life as Omar rushed back to me, but I blocked them. I couldn’t think about that right now. Dr. Change and Randy rushed through my head. The magazine. The reality show that we ended up doing after Randy’s convincing. It only lasted a season because I hated the attention. Phone calls from Dr. Change every few months, wondering if I had found a flower for them to study. I thought of my life before I became Olivia, but I couldn’t change back now. Could I?

I led my children inside to give them some celery and carrot sticks before lunch, placing the flower in a vase before I went to the kitchen. My kids didn’t notice, but my eyes couldn’t stop flickering to the white, radiant flower as we sat at the table waiting for Gerald to return from the fields for lunch.
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CHAPTER ONE

Adam

I couldn’t believe I lost another girlfriend because of Jacqueline. Were younger women so insecure they couldn’t handle my friendship with an older woman? There was nothing romantic between Jacqueline and me. We had drinks together, went hiking, skeet shooting, and whatever else sounded fun. She was like one of the guys. If only Kathy understood that, but she brought up Jacqueline every time we hung out.

We were eating breakfast in the morning when Kathy brought up Jacqueline again. It led to a huge fight, which I left twenty minutes ago to meet my clients at a home they were looking to buy. They were a married couple in their late twenties. Brett worked at a grocery store, and Carla worked in Information Technology. Carla’s belly was growing by the day.

If you would have asked me five months ago, I would have said I wanted to marry Kathy. That I wanted her to have my children, but that was no longer true. How long could Kathy expect me to have the same fight? I told her there was nothing between Jacqueline and me. The merry-go-round of doubt was making me sick, and today was my last time riding it.

“It’s so great to see you both,” I said to Brett and Carla after I’d pulled up to the house we were seeing. They smiled at me with endless hope in their expressions. We’d seen over twenty houses, and they kept losing the ones they wanted most. Colorado wasn’t an easy market. “We’re going to get this one.”

“Don’t jinx us,” said Carla.

I put my hand over my mouth. “You’re right. Scratch that from the record.”

Brett smiled and nodded as I opened the door to give them a tour of the home. There were a few issues with the house, but it was a sellers’ market. What were they to do? They had a baby on the way and wanted a home as quickly as possible. We wrote up an offer in the kitchen before we left. I told them I would call them when I heard something.

Carla was frowning as we stood in the driveway to say goodbye. “Have faith.” I put my hand on her shoulder and stared into her eyes. She nodded and took a deep breath. They got in their car and hurried away before she burst into tears. I made a note to buy them a fabulous present for their growing family if they got the house.

“Hey, Adam. What’s up?”

It was Jacqueline. I’d called her because I wanted to talk about Kathy. “Kathy and I broke up this morning.”

“Another fight?” Jacqueline had such a seductive voice. She was attractive, too, so I understood why Kathy was jealous, but Jacqueline was my friend. I didn’t want to complicate what we had, even if she was sexy. I was twenty-five. She was thirty-nine. It was a fourteen-year difference, but our ages didn’t matter. Jacqueline was sexy. She could have any man she wanted and wasn’t afraid to share the details if she had one.

“Yeah, we had a fight.” I didn’t want Jacqueline to think it was about her, even though I knew she knew it was.

“Did you want to get a drink and talk about it? I can meet you at our place in two hours.”

“Yeah, I’ll be there.”

“See you then.” Jacqueline hung up. I drove home to change into something more comfortable before meeting her at our favorite bar in town, Rocky Mateo.

***

Jacqueline

What was thirty-nine? I looked good, and nobody could tell me otherwise. Adam could model for any major clothing brand, but I never wanted him sexually. Did I hope people thought he was my boyfriend when we went out? Perhaps. Would I cross the line? Never. We were friends, and friendship was important. As fun as it’d be to sleep with a younger man with a chiseled body, I would take friendship over sex.

I had to finish up some work at the office before I could meet Adam at Rocky Mateo. I was a therapist. A psychiatrist, to be totally honest, but I tried not to prescribe too many pills. Only if a patient would benefit from the medication.

It was growing close to when I told Adam I’d meet him at the bar. I dropped my head and focused on the paperwork I had, flying through it and praying I didn’t make any mistakes. I grabbed my purse and rushed out the door. One plus about Adam was that he was always on time, even though I ran perpetually late.

Rocky Mateo was a cute bar with views of the mountainous landscape from every window. I arrived only five minutes late. Better than my usual. Adam was waiting at a booth when I ran through the doors. The hosts tried to wave me down, but I flew right past them.

Adam stood and hugged me, kissing me once on my cheek. He had gorgeous green eyes and thick, luxurious brown hair. Kathy was crazy to dump him. Adam had been head-over-heels for her until she kept bringing up our friendship. I didn’t blame her for being jealous. I was beautiful, wealthy, and old enough to keep my head on straight.

“Thanks for meeting me. Hope I didn’t mess up your day.”

“Nonsense,” I said and slid into the booth. “You know I’d tell you I didn’t have time if that were the case.”

“Yeah, you know how to communicate, unlike some people.” Adam picked up his glass of water and gulped half of it. I hated seeing him heartbroken, but he had to know he could find another girlfriend just by walking around the bar. That was what my ex-husband would do. He cheated on me as though it were a sport. At least I didn’t catch anything from his antics.

“Adam, you’ll find another.”

“I wanted Kathy, but she’s too insecure to handle our friendship. She brought it up this morning at breakfast.”

“If you need to stop being my friend for love, I’d understand.”

“No, that’s not fair. She should trust me when I say we haven’t done anything.”

I didn’t want to go into therapist mode, but I could tell Adam was hurting and wanted me to tend to his wounds. “What are her concerns about our friendship?”

“She hates how I confide in you. She wants me to share everything with her, but sometimes I want to talk about her.”

“Like now?” Truth be told, I was getting a little tired of hearing about Adam’s fights with Kathy. I was thinking of cutting him from my life, but he was so sweet. So handsome. Who would throw away such a cute accessory? Adam didn’t notice it when we were together, but I did. The jealous stares of other women pawning over my handsome, green-eyed friend. Glaring at me like they wanted to hurt me.

Adam sighed. “I’m sorry, Jacqueline. She’s in the past. What are we eating for dinner?”

“You’re saying you won’t run back to her next week?” I threw my head back and laughed. Adam and Kathy were on and off like a light switch. I put up my hand to call over our server before Adam could reply. He always said the same thing. “Order. I’m hungry.”

Adam told the server what he wanted. I ordered second. We both got a cocktail because it was happy hour. “I’m not getting back with Kathy next week.”

“You can lie to yourself, but you can’t lie to me. Anyway, changing the subject. Did you know it’s my birthday coming up?”

“Ah, yeah. That’s right. What are you doing?”

“I was hoping you’d want to do something with me.”

“Like what?” he asked.

“Skiing. I want to get a suite. Go all out for the big four zero. You’d have your own bedroom and everything. What do you say? Can you get the time off?”

Adam opened his phone and checked his calendar. My birthday was in a couple of weeks, but I was flexible on the dates. I’d cleared my schedule for five days. We could go to the resort for fewer. All I needed was to hit the slopes a few times, enjoy hot cocoa by a fire, and get away from my daily grind. There was nothing like staying in a luxurious hotel, and I only wanted the best for my birthday.

“I could do a few days, as long as this offer I put in today goes through.”

“Okay, let me know when you find out.”

“Will do. Can I bitch about Kathy some more?”

I told Adam he had to wait until I had my cocktail, but the server brought it over a minute later. Adam went on bitching about Kathy, promising it was the last straw. Saying he’d never go back to her. I’d said the same thing about my ex-husband, Louis, more times than I could count, but there was always a last straw. Every couple had its limit.

Had Adam and Kathy reached theirs? I was doubtful, but I supported Adam’s delusion like a good friend. We ate dinner, discussed current events when Kathy got stale, and hugged each other before we went our separate ways. I hoped Adam would come with me to the ski resort as I started my car to head home.


CHAPTER TWO

Adam

The sellers accepted our offer. Carla and Brett couldn’t be happier. They gave me a bag of sweets from the grocery store where Brett worked as a thank you. The deal wouldn’t close until after the trip to celebrate Jacqueline’s birthday, so I put my worries aside and my other clients on the back burner to focus my attention on Jacqueline.

On the way to her house, I stopped by the mall. The jewelry store was having a special. I bought Jacqueline a gift I hoped she’d like, even though I was positive it cost much less than a night at the resort. Jacqueline would let me buy some stuff when we went out, but she had no issues with swatting away my credit card. Kathy always expected me to pay. She’d told me on several occasions it was the manly thing to do.

The more time I passed without Kathy, the less I wanted her in my life. It’d only been a week since our breakup, but she was growing smaller in the rear-view mirror as I drove away from our toxicity. When I thought about Kathy, vats of acid spilling atop my skin floated through my mind. I knew what we had wasn’t healthy, but it was hard to run away when the sex was explosive. Each fight led to a makeup session that carried us through a few weeks of happiness.

“There you are,” Jacqueline said when I pulled up to the house that I’d sold her years ago. She was one of my first commissions. The first one I was excited to earn. She had a gorgeous home on the edge of town with mountains as her backdrop. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“Sorry.” I got out of my car and shut the door. Jacqueline came up to me and wrapped her arms around me for a hug. “I had to stop at the mall.”

“Oh, what did you get?” Jacqueline gasped when I pulled the jewelry-store bag from behind my back. “Adam, you shouldn’t have. What is it?”

“You know I’m not going to tell you.”

“Let’s go inside, and I’ll open it. It’s freezing outside.”

I watched Jacqueline as she skipped toward the door. She wasn’t wearing anything more than a sweater dress and tights. She had on boots, but her legs were probably chilly. It was warm when I stepped into Jacqueline’s home. She had boiled water ready on the stove and poured me some in a mug for tea.

We were sitting at her table off of the kitchen. The main floor had a mostly open layout. Jacqueline pulled the box out of the bag. She glanced at me with her powerful brown eyes, batting her lashes as she rubbed her fingers over the jewelry box.

“Happy birthday,” I said. I picked up my mug of tea and blew on it.

Jacqueline opened the box and gasped when she saw what was inside. It was a ruby pendant on a simple silver necklace. Jacqueline picked up the necklace and held it in the air. “Could you help me put it on?”

“Sure,” I said and rushed to my feet. I unhooked the link and placed the chain around Jacqueline’s neck, feeling hints of attraction for my friend. It’d always been there, bubbling beneath the surface, but I was great at denying it. Losing a friendship over one reckless night of passion wasn’t worth it. If only my dick could feel that way, but it had a mind of its own. I exhaled as I hooked the necklace and returned to my seat.

Jacqueline stared at me with a look I couldn’t decipher. “You said I’ll have my own bedroom, right?” I asked.

“Yes.” Jacqueline nodded, sipping her tea. “We should hit the road soon, or we’ll get there late.”

“I’m ready to leave when you are.”

“Wait here, and I’ll grab my suitcase. You don’t mind driving, do you?”

“Not at all,” I said. It was the least I could do since she had booked us rooms at one of the nicest ski resorts in the state. We packed her suitcase next to mine in the trunk of my car and hit the road. She made me pull over at a gas station before we got too far and filled my tank to the brim. “Thanks,” I said as Jacqueline got in the car with two steaming cups of coffee for us.

“We’ll need these for the drive.” Jacqueline placed the coffees between us. I put my hands on the steering wheel and drove several hours until we arrived at our destination. The hotel had valet, and they took the car off my hands after relieving the trunk of its luggage. “Wait here while I check in.”

I sat on the sofa where Jacqueline had pointed. The staff eyed me, but nobody said a word as I waited for my friend to get our keys from the front desk. My friend. How much longer could I lie to myself when she’d been looking much sexier than usual ever since I placed that necklace around her neck? I loved how she’d been wearing it since the moment she opened the box.

Jacqueline returned with the keys. “We’re all set. Let’s hope our room looks as fabulous as the pictures.”

We went to the elevator and rode it to the suite Jacqueline booked for us. It was even better than the pictures. The suite had a fire burning in the gas fireplace and smelled like the fresh bouquet of witch hazel and pine sitting on a table in the center of the room.

“Did you want to pick your bedroom?”

Jacqueline nodded and explored the suite as I waited by the orange and yellow flowers, smelling their sweet and herbal notes.

“I found my room. Yours is over there.” Jacqueline was pointing to the door in front of the living-room area. I didn’t mind. Whatever she wanted to give me was more than enough. I could never afford such luxurious accommodations on my own.

The room was simple, but the sheets felt incredible. The bed was softer than any I’d ever used. It hugged my body when I lay on it. Jacqueline called, waking me from an almost nap. She had changed when I went out to the living room, wearing a long-sleeve black dress. She had the necklace I got her over the fabric. I loved how she wasn’t trying to hide it. Her lipstick matched the deep red of the ruby.

“Should we have dinner here? I don’t want to head to town.”

“Whatever you want is fine with me. It’s your birthday trip!”

Jacqueline told me to change. I put on a pair of dark denim jeans with a button-up shirt. Jacqueline was waiting on the sofa when I returned to the living room. She looked me up and down before meeting my eyes. I wanted her so badly. Did she want me too, or was I losing my mind? Had she always wanted me?

“You look handsome,” she said. “Should we head downstairs?”

I nodded. Jacqueline told me to go first. Who was I to argue with her? We went to the restaurant downstairs. She told me to order whatever I wanted and got us a bottle of bubbles to share. She had fish. I had vegetarian pasta. We drank hot cocoas and devoured a brownie for dessert. Our conversation was as easy as ever, and my fears we would cross the line of friendship faded as our night continued.

We went upstairs, told each other to sleep well, and went to our bedrooms.


CHAPTER THREE

Jacqueline

I woke up wishing Adam was by my side. Why did he have to be so sexy? Didn’t he know how hard it was not to cross the line sometimes? Didn’t he know how wet I’d gotten when he placed that necklace on me? I clutched the ruby pendant, wondering how long I could deny my urges for Adam.

The sunlight reflected off the snow as I glanced out the window. Flurries fell from the sky. If it weren’t for the fireplace in every room, I’d feel cold and alone. I didn’t know if I could trust another man after all the damage my ex-husband did, but I wanted to love. If nothing else, I wanted touch. Adam knew about some of my random conquests, but those men meant nothing.

I wanted someone to confide in. Someone I could trust. A man who wouldn’t hunt women as though it were a sport. I wanted someone who understood me like Adam. We were friends, so who was to say we couldn’t have more? Many lovers started as friends.

“Good morning.” Adam was standing shirtless in the suite’s kitchen, waiting for his coffee pod to brew. Scents of roasted beans filled the air. “How did you sleep?”

“Well,” I lied. “You?”

“Can’t complain. The bed was fantastic.”

Adam looked at me as though there was more that he wanted to say but turned his attention back to the coffee without saying a word. I took a seat on the sofa and turned on a cooking show. Watching someone prepare food made my stomach rumble. We agreed to head downstairs for breakfast before hitting the slopes.

We ate a light breakfast of fruit, toast, and yogurt. Adam told stories about his past I’d heard before, but I didn’t care to hear them again. The one how he cannon balled into a pool but hit the water the wrong way was a favorite. Thinking of Adam shirtless stirred my pot of yearnings. There was no harm in letting my imagination roam.

“Did you want anything else?” I asked, ready to hit the slopes. We hadn’t driven all the way out to the resort for nothing.

Adam threw back the rest of his coffee. “I’m fine. Let’s get outside before it gets too busy.”

We were both early risers, so we were some of the first people outside. There were others, but it got much worse as the day approached noon. We didn’t go on the most challenging slopes. We were mid-level skiers and took the appropriate routes. It wasn’t long before we both got bored with taking the lift and riding down.

“What else can we do?” asked Adam, tapping his chin. We were standing at the bottom of the hill, staring at the lift with dread in our eyes. “We could go on a hike. There are a lot of trails around here,” he said.

“Sounds better than sitting around the suite,” I said.

“Are you sure? It’s your birthday. We can head to town for shopping.”

“Nonsense. Let’s enjoy nature. I can shop anywhere.” We returned our skis and followed the signs to a trail near the resort. Nobody was on the snow-covered trail, and it felt eerie as we walked deeper into the trees. The pines had snow all over their green, thorny leaves. The other trees were missing their foliage.

If we looked up to the barren trees, we could see nests birds had abandoned sitting among the branches. It was quiet as we walked along the trail. Adam walked slower the deeper we went into the woods. I turned to look over my shoulder at him. “Are you nervous?”

He shrugged and cast his eyes to the side. “Not really.”

“Don’t tell me you’re such a city boy that you can’t handle a little nature.”

“It’s not that. We’re just so alone. It’s crazy.”

“People are on the slopes. Nobody uses the trails.”

Adam stopped as he looked around. We could see far into the trees since they didn’t have their natural coverings. “Do you think there are murderers out here?”

I looked around but saw nobody. The woods seemed rather lifeless apart from us. “I suppose it’s always possible, but we aren’t even a mile from the resort.” I pulled out to check my phone and still had full bars. “We still have cell service. We’re good.”

“Okay, but we’re turning around if you lose service.”

“Deal,” I said.

We continued down the trail another mile or so before we were both feeling ready to turn around. The map we had said there was another trail that looped back to the resort about another quarter of a mile ahead, so we walked until we found the fork in the road. Adam took the map from me, making sure the trail led back to the resort. I could tell he was growing tired of the walk. The nature.

“If this trail doesn’t take us back, I’ll be pissed.”

“We’ll make it back,” I said and placed my hand on his shoulder.

Adam grunted, but he continued forward. We followed the trail, neither of us sure where it’d lead. To our surprise, the walk was much more enjoyable after we’d turned the corner. We saw small animals scurry through the snow. It made us jump every time, but it also made us laugh. Adam held me after I’d nearly fallen to the ground when a white rabbit appeared out of nowhere, glancing at us before hopping off in the opposite direction.

Did Adam know how incredible it felt to be in his arms? Did he know how powerful his fingers felt as they touched me? Those fingers stretching my pussy would be everything. Euphoria, but I couldn’t let myself get carried away in fantasy.

“Jacqueline, look at this. What do you think these are?”

I turned as I crashed down to reality. Adam had his back to me. “What did you find?” If only Adam had dropped his pants when he was shirtless in the suite. Pushed me against the wall. Wrapped those muscular hands around my soft breasts. I wanted him to hold me against the wall and fuck me. He had the strength to do it. I wondered if he’d fucked Kathy like that. She was crazy to have dumped him.

“Some kind of fruit or berry. I don’t know. Come look,” he said.

I pushed the fantasies from my mind and ran through the snow to him. Adam moved out of the way to reveal a red fruit hanging from the tree. There were all alone. The rest of the tree was bare. I placed my hand around them. Their long stems reminded me of cherries, but the shape of the fruit looked like a blackberry. They looked delicious, but I knew better than to eat some random fruit.

Adam had his phone out, slapping it lightly on the side. “It’s not working. I had service a second ago.”

I looked at my phone and was also without service. “We will have it when we get back to the resort.”

“Should we take these with us?”

I narrowed my eyes and leaned back. “Why would we take them?”

Adam looked at me as though I’d asked the dumbest question in the world. “So we can eat them…”

“Why in the world would I eat those when there’s food at the resort? I don’t know what those will do. They might be poisonous.”

“How can you say that? They look harmless,” he said.

I turned and walked away from Adam. He’d lost his mind. There was no reason arguing with someone who wanted to eat random berries in a forest. He called after me to wait for him, but I wanted to get back to our suite with its fireplaces, kitchenette, and all the comforts of an extravagant vacation. Nature was fun, but I wanted to sit in the suite drinking hot drinks and watching flurries blow around through the window.

We got back to the resort, and it felt like walking into an alternate reality. Every window in the building had an incredible view. We were taking off our jackets when I realized Adam had the fruit from the forest. “What are you doing with those?”

“I had to take them. Let’s wash them off and eat them.”

“Why would I eat those when there is fruit downstairs?” I spoke in an exasperated voice. Maybe it was our age difference, but I was too old to take such a stupid risk.

Adam pulled out his phone. He searched and searched but couldn’t find an exact match for the berries he’d taken from the forest. I told him he was crazy when he washed them off in the sink and patted them dry with a paper towel.

“Weren’t you the one who was afraid of nature? Why would you want to eat random fruit? It could be poisonous.”

Adam shrugged with a careless expression, looking horribly stupid and unattractive for a second. All he had to do was look like that a few more times, and I would lose all interest. “They could be delicious.”

“You’ve lost your mind. I’m going to my room.” I stood from the sofa and went to my bedroom to change into something more comfortable, putting on a pair of jeans and a thick, cushy sweater with equally cozy socks. The sweater was white. The ruby pendant looked incredible against it. My jeans had a light wash, and I would wear a pair of boots with them if we left the room.

Adam was sitting on the sofa. He had a bowl filled with the berries from the forest on the coffee table. He was flipping through channels. I watched with horror as he reached for a berry and guided it to his parted lips. “Stop,” I screamed, but Adam didn’t listen.

He popped it in his mouth, chewing. I covered my mouth. Adam turned and looked at me after he’d swallowed the berry. “They’re delicious. Come try one,” he said and patted the sofa next to where he was sitting.

“No. You’re crazy.”

“Perhaps, but I’m the one eating a delicious fruit.”

“Your peer pressure won’t work,” I said and went to our kitchenette to heat water. “Would you like some tea?”

“Sure. I’ll take some,” he said. He popped another berry into his mouth, and I would have been lying if I said it wasn’t making me jealous. They looked like some of the best berries I’d ever seen, but I still didn’t understand why they were growing in the forest in the dead of winter.

I fixed two mugs of black tea and took them to the coffee table. Adam took his, leaving the bowl of berries mostly filled and looking as tempting as chocolate-covered strawberries. “You don’t feel anything? Not sick at all?”

Adam placed his mug on the coffee table and turned to me. “Nothing,” he said. Adam reached for a berry and guided it to my mouth. “Open wide.”

I didn’t know what happened. Before I could stop myself, the berry was sliding down my throat. It tasted as sweet as cotton candy after an initial burst of sour. Like deconstructed lemonade. I picked up one from the bowl, telling myself I was a foul for eating an unknown fruit.

“They’re delicious, aren’t they?”

I glared at Adam, hating that he’d brought the tempting little treats back from the wilderness. “That doesn’t change the fact that what you did was dangerous. Crazy. You could have poisoned yourself.”

“But I didn’t,” he said with a devilish smirk. He lifted his arms and placed his hands on the back of his head. I hated how cocky he looked, but I also wanted to get to my knees between his legs and rid him of his trousers. How would his cock feel as it slid between my closed lips?

“That’s not the point,” I said as I ate another berry. I picked one up and guided it to Adam’s mouth. He opened wide without protest, moaning at how great the fruit tasted. “You’re crazy,” I said and laughed.

“A little. Are we doing dinner in the city tonight or eating here?”

“What did you want to do?”

“The restaurant here is nice. I wouldn’t mind skipping the car ride.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, resisting the urge to snuggle up against Adam. I had moved closer to him and nearly placed my head on his shoulder before I snapped back to my place. My back was so upright it hurt.

We got ready and went to the restaurant downstairs when we could no longer ignore our hunger. The berries were delicious, but they didn’t fill us. We had a delicious dinner, and I forgot all about the berries from the forest by the time we went back to the room to watch movies.

“Thank you for celebrating my birthday with me. You’re a great friend,” I said before going to bed.

“Are you kidding? I’m so happy I’m here.” Adam wrapped his arms around me and gave me a bear hug. “I’ll see you in the morning. Sleep tight.” Adam planted a kiss on my forehead.

“Night.” I stood motionless in the living room as my body calmed itself after Adam’s kiss. I could still feel where his lips had pressed against my skin. My body tingled until I drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER FOUR

Adam

I tossed and turned, unable to sleep well. I didn’t know if it was something I had at dinner, but I ended up running to the bathroom several times until the symptoms vanished like fog with heat. I slept for the rest of the night as though the ill feelings had been nothing more than part of my dream.

The morning came around, and I thought Jacqueline and I would spend another day hitting the slopes. We could head to town to try a restaurant there. Or we could sit around in our fabulous hotel room. Everything was great until I rolled out of bed and realized I was in the wrong bedroom.

Things went from bad to worse when I went to the bathroom and saw Jacqueline staring back at me. The voice that left my lips wasn’t mine. It was hers. I ran the coldest water I could and splashed it on my face, praying I was still dreaming, but nothing changed no matter how much water I splashed my face.

There were blues and pinks in the sky from the rising sun as I stormed around the suite to find any signs I’d been placed in some sort of simulator, but I couldn’t find any differences. Everything was how we’d left it the night before. How it’d been before I went to sleep in the other bedroom of the suite.

My hopes of being stuck in a nightmare shattered when I heard a husky scream from the bedroom where I’d gone to sleep. My old self exited the room. It was the wildest thing in the world seeing myself from eyes other than my own. I watched my old lips as they parted, and another scream rang my ears.

“What the fuck is going on?”

“Jacqueline?”

“Yes,” she screamed. My old voice sounded different from what I thought it had. It was like hearing a recording of myself. “Who else would it be?” She ran up to me and handled me with her muscular hands.

“Be careful with those,” I said and pushed her off of me. Jacqueline had my old body but didn’t realize how strong she had become. “You’ll hurt me. How would you feel if you bruised your body?”

“How can you talk like everything is okay, Adam? You’re in my body!”

It was too much for me to process. I needed coffee before we had any type of serious conversation. Had our minds switched? Our souls? Did people have souls? I didn’t know what to think as I stumbled over to the coffee machine and fixed myself a cup. “You want one?”

Jacqueline told me she didn’t before slumping her shoulders and walking over to the chairs by the window. She sat in one and faced away from me. I fixed my coffee and went to sit next to her. She looked at me with the saddest eyes I’d ever seen. Even though she was in my body, I still saw her soul through my old green eyes. I still saw the woman who wore the ruby pendant around my neck with pride after I’d given it to her. I saw the person who was my friend.

“We will figure something out,” I said and reached out to Jacqueline.

She looked at my hand as though it were made of garbage but took it anyway, sighing as she gazed out the window. “Could I have a sip of your coffee?”

I passed my paper cup to her. She took a sip of the steamy liquid as she glared at the mountainous backdrop. “I don’t know how this happened, but I bet it had something to do with those damn berries.”

Her idea sounded as crazy as waking up in someone else’s body. “You can’t be serious.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. It sounds crazy,” I said.

“This is crazy, Adam. I’m in your body!”

“So, does that mean you’ll see me naked when you use the bathroom?”

Jacqueline sighed. “Yes, I guess it does.”

“You know what else that means?” I asked and glanced at Jacqueline, taking my coffee back from her to take a long sip.

“You better wipe that smirk off your face,” she said. “The only reason you’ll see me naked is because we’re in this crazy situation.”

“Speaking of the bathroom. I could use one,” I said as my stomach rumbled. Maybe Jacqueline’s body wasn’t as used to coffee because it was running through me.

“Ugh, me too. Whatever happens in the next hour, we’re not talking about it.” Jacqueline got up from her seat and raced to the bedroom I’d been using. I went back to hers with my coffee and downed the rest before using the bathroom. I washed my hands and stared at my new feminine self in the mirror, telling myself it was no problem to see Jacqueline’s naked form. We were friends. I’d seen plenty of naked women. What was the big deal?

I lifted my shirt from the bottom, pulling it over my head and tossing it to the side. I was wearing a bra I didn’t put on. At least I knew how to take them off. I pulled the straps over my shoulder, turned the bra around, and unhooked it while looking at my new body in the mirror.

My areolas were pink, thick, and perfect. I lifted my breasts and squeezed them, amazed by how soft they felt. How alive they were beneath my dainty fingers. I shook my brown hair, staring at myself with a fierce expression. I felt like I should be walking on a runway in Milan.

What could Jacqueline have thought of my old body? Was she standing in front of the other bathroom mirror staring at herself? Was she touching the dick I no longer had?

My dick. Denial was a powerful force, but the truth was more persuasive. In the back of my head, I knew my dick had been replaced. How could I deny the truth when an hourglass figure and pillowy breasts stared back at me in the mirror? I pushed down the yoga pants I was wearing. I took them off along with the panties Jacqueline had worn to bed, and what I found was better than any treasure chest of gold could ever be.

My feminine body was gorgeous, naked except for the ruby pendant on a chain around my neck. I’d always loved being a man, but nothing compared to the smoothness of my new body. I ran a hand down my chest, over my breasts, past my bellybutton, and down to my pelvic region. My hand pressed against my pussy, making me moan as I increased the force against my womanhood. Each touch made me throb with desire.

It was insane, but I felt like I needed something to penetrate me. My body felt hungry, like I hadn’t eaten in days. I was weak. Desperate. So desperate that I couldn’t help but slip a finger into my pussy.

The pleasure wasn’t as intense as I thought it would be until I touched my clit. I fingered myself as I rubbed my clit, undoing myself with each touch. I dropped to my knees in the middle of the bathroom. My hair fell into my face. My brown locks covered my unfocused vision. I could have been anywhere. Nothing mattered but the intensity between my thighs.

How did this feel so incredible? I thought men had it made for so long, but I could barely move my fingers as the blinding pleasure coursed through my body. Standing on my knees, I threw my hair back. I forced myself to focus, as though I was walking through a desert storm. Sand flowing, twirling around me like a tornado.

I fingered myself and rubbed my clit as a pressure built within me. A pressure more intense than the bottom of the ocean. I felt more stuffed than an overfilled tire. My body exploded with ecstasy as I rubbed my button. I bit my bottom lips as my helpless body vibrated. The vibrations sent me to a different world. A world where I was a woman. Had been a woman. Would always be one.

What harm was there being a woman when my orgasm felt this good? It took me a full minute to pick myself up from the floor and shower.

***

Jacqueline

Was I cursed to live in this Adonis body forever? As fit as Adam’s body was, I knew I wasn’t willing to do whatever work it’d take to maintain his form. I didn’t have time to spend two hours in the gym every day. My patients needed me. People relied on me. How would I ever be able to work when Adam was possessing my old body?

I blamed those damn berries from the forest for switching us, but there was no way to know. Was it the room? Was it something we drank? Did a ghost visit us in the night and switch our souls? My mind ran with possibilities, but I couldn’t relax until we did something about our new forms. As gorgeous as Adam’s figure was, I knew I wanted my old body.

After what could have been hours, or minutes, I picked myself up from the bed to take a shower. I’d been in a state of panic since waking up and couldn’t keep track of time. I ran my hand through Adam’s brown hair, staring at the only feature of his body that was mine. The eyes. I could see my soul behind them. How had it happened? I stripped naked and observed myself in the mirror.

Adam had a gorgeous dick. Better than any of my exes ever had, but I didn’t want it. I wanted the body my clients knew. The face on my driver’s license. There were so many implications of switching bodies that made me panic if I thought about them too long. Ever since waking up in Adam’s old body, I had felt no sense of calm.

The hot water from the shower helped. The scents of the soap soothed me, but they were only temporary fixes. Every time I felt my new dick was like a shock of electricity. A reminder of what had happened while we were sleeping. I washed myself and dried off to put on clothes as quickly as I could. Once I got dressed in jeans and a sweater, I felt a little more at ease about my predicament.

Adam was waiting in the living room. He was wearing a pair of jeans and a sweater, too. The only problem was that he was wearing them in my old body.

He looked at me, pushing his hair behind one ear. “How are you feeling?”

“I don’t know,” I said. Every time I heard the unfamiliar voice leave my lips, it startled me. Everything was upsetting me. I’d be a sloppy puddle of tears if I were alone, but if I were alone, this probably wouldn’t have happened. Why was I being punished for trying to have a nice birthday with my friend?

“Come here, Jacqueline.”

I went over to Adam and sat next to him on the sofa. He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me close. “I don’t know what’s happening, but we’ll figure it out. Together.”

His fingers dangled past my nose, and I smelled a hint of pussy on them. “Did you finger yourself?”

Adam looked at me, his cheeks turning redder than lava running down the side of a volcano. “Why would you say that?”

I grabbed his hand and pressed his fingers against my nose. “Because your fingers smell like my pussy. Not a lot, but damn Adam. How could you?” I stood because his arm felt like fire on my shoulders. I crossed the room and went to the window, glancing out to the mountains with my arms over my flat chest.

Adam stood and came up behind me. He was shorter now. It was so strange looking down at him. Even though he had my old body, I could see him behind those brown eyes. I saw Adam staring back at me as I scowled at him. He was there in my old skin. What would I do if we stayed this way forever?

Adam wrapped his arms around me as I placed my head on his shoulder and cried. I balled as he rubbed my back. His hands felt so tiny against the expansive space of my broad shoulders. I wrapped my arms around Adam and pulled him close. He was my friend, and we were in this crazy mess together.

I gained control of my tears and went to the coffee machine to fix a cup. “I think I have a headache from not drinking coffee. Does that usually happen to you?”

Adam grinned and nodded. “Yes, drink some before my body goes haywire. It doesn’t know what to do without coffee.”

The machine beeped as I opened it and added a coffee pod. “How do you live like this?”

“Once you drink the coffee, your head won’t hurt.”

It killed me every time Adam opened his mouth to speak. He had the voice I once had. When would this nightmare end? I took deep breaths as I waited for my cup of coffee to fill. Adam sat on the sofa and flipped through channels. “How can you act so normal?”

He glanced at me with a sad expression. “I’m worried, but I’m not going to panic over it. Stress kills.”

Adam was right. I grabbed my paper cup of coffee and returned to the chairs by the window. TV didn’t interest me. I preferred watching the nature from the window. An occasional bird flying through the sunny sky. Snow reflecting vivid sunlight from its smooth surface. “We should go back to the forest.”

“To look for more berries?”

“You think I’m crazy, Adam, but I’m not.”

“Fine,” he said. “We can go outside, but we should probably call each other different names if others are around. What if I called you Jacq?”

“Jack?”

“Like your name, Jacqueline, but shorter.”

“And what about you? What girl's name would you want, Adam?”

Adam glanced out the window at the snow-covered mountains. “Blanca,” he said.

“I like it. I’ll call you Blanca whenever we are outside of this hotel room.”

“Deal, Jacq.”

We bundled up to avoid frostbite on the nature walk and were out the door within the next half hour. We skipped breakfast. I was too anxious to eat. “I hope we find more berries.”

“Have faith,” he said.

We planned to take the trail in the reverse direction. It took longer than I expected to find where we had exited the trail the day before. I led the way, nearly running as we got deeper into the woods. “Where did we find the berries?” I could hear the hysteria in my voice but couldn’t stop myself from charging forward. “Blanca, hurry!”

“I’m coming.” Adam wasn’t running. He was growing smaller in the distance as I charged forward. I needed to find more berries. I needed my old body. If I stayed in Adam’s body, would I have to sell houses? Would I have to stay in his house? Drive his car? What would become of my life?

My vision blurred as my heartbeat quickened. My arms went numb. I felt like I could have dissolved like snow in the spring. I could have become a river of my former self. What was I without my body? What did my soul mean if it wasn’t in the body I’d always known?

“Jacq! Breathe!” I felt Adam rubbing my shoulders, but he could have been anyone. I didn’t know my left from my right. The snow beneath my knees could have been hay. It could have been a pile of leaves. “Everything will be okay. Breathe.”

I listened to the sound of my old voice. “There you go. Breathe out.” I exhaled, feeling the first sensations of cold around my knees. “One more time, Jacq. Inhale… and release.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. Let me help you to your feet.”

I nodded as I took Adam’s hands. He pulled me to my feet. We walked around for the next hour and found no berries. By the time we got back to the resort, I no longer felt panicked. My anger had subsided. As painful as it was, I was accepting the possibility I would have to use Adam’s old body for the rest of my life. If so, becoming a hot man in his twenties wasn’t the worst punishment in the world.


CHAPTER FIVE

Adam

Jacqueline and I switched rooms after we got back from the hike. She took my old clothes, and I took hers. We were both worried about what life would be like if we couldn’t change back to our old bodies, but I was trying my best to stay calm for both of us. I also knew that my orgasms would be incredible if I stayed in Jacqueline’s body.

The day had passed. We’d both seen each other naked. We both had to use the bathroom, take showers, change clothes. There was nothing we could do about of obligations of our physical bodies.

I left my room and went to the living room after an afternoon nap, recovering from the fact we hadn’t found berries. I didn’t know what changed us, but I would have tried anything to give Jacqueline her body. “Should we head to the city for dinner?”

“You want to go to town like this?” she asked.

“I just want to get out of the hotel. As nice as it is, we need to release some steam.”

“I know you’re right, but it makes me anxious thinking about being around others. What if they notice?”

“We look exactly as we always have. What would they notice?” I asked.

Jacqueline sighed. “I don’t know. It’s an irrational thought, but I can’t help but think everyone can tell we switched bodies when they look at us.”

“You know they can’t, though. Didn’t you make a list of restaurants you wanted to try in town?”

“Yeah, but—” she started.

I cut her off before she could finish. “You’ll be happy once we’re out. Don’t worry about what others think. We’re in this together. You and Me.”

“Okay, let’s go before I lose my nerve.”

We had one of the taxis waiting outside of the hotel drive us to town. Nobody looked at us any differently than normal, but I noticed a lot more women scowling at me. They would look at Jacqueline first and then scowl at me. It was the craziest thing I’d ever seen. I told Jacqueline about it as we got settled at a table at a restaurant in town.

“Yeah, I know.”

“What do you mean, you know?”

“It’s because they think I’m not pretty enough to be your girlfriend. They think Blanca is too old to have a man like this,” Jacqueline said and waved her hands over my old body. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. How could women think Jacqueline wasn’t pretty enough to be my girlfriend? Her body was banging. She was freshly forty but looked better than many women ten, fifteen years younger than her. She had a plump pear ass. Gorgeous breasts. A trim waist.

“They’re jealous of you,” I said.

“Doubtful. Young girls think they rule the world.”

“They’re foolish.”

Jacqueline shrugged and picked up her menu. I stared at her square jaw. Her green eyes. I could feel a yearning stirring in my feminine body for her touch. Those thick, manly hands. It was weird being attracted to my former self, but Jacqueline had her own flare with the body. Her mannerisms were as they’d always been.

We ordered drinks and an appetizer of fried cauliflower. We talked about our theories to explain how we’d switched bodies after the server disappeared. I liked hers about ghosts switching our souls at night, but I had no idea what to believe. Maybe the resort was haunted. Was it some sort of magical test? Would we switch back to our old bodies and forget anything ever happened?

“Should we look for more berries tomorrow?” Jacqueline asked with a frown.

I sipped the cocktail I’d ordered. “Why don’t we forget tomorrow and enjoy tonight?”

“How can you expect me to enjoy tonight when I don’t even know if I’ll be able to keep working?”

“That’s my point, Jacq. Don’t worry about what you can’t control. Worry about that drink touching your lips. My body can handle it.”

“Mine can’t. Don’t drink like you normally do. You’ll make yourself sick.”

“Come on. Let’s throw caution to the wind,” I said.

“What the heck,” Jacqueline said and threw back her entire drink. She put her hand in the air to call over the server. He raced over and took Jacqueline’s second drink order. I was only halfway through mine but got another one. We ate dinner, drank far more than we should have, and stumbled out of the entryway after I paid with Jacqueline’s credit card.

I’d had one less drink than her because the fourth one made me wobbly. My new body couldn’t handle what I was used to drinking. Jacqueline was slurring her words. “Don’t get used to using my card.”

“I wouldn’t dare,” I said. The restaurant had called us a cab. Each swerve of the road made my stomach queasy. I could feel the drinks from dinner sloshing around in my tummy. I gripped the side of the car and grabbed my midsection. “Man, I hope we get there soon.”

Jacqueline turned to me with a concerned expression. “Are you feeling sick, Blanca?”

I closed my eyes and ignored the sensations flowing through me. Each turn took me closer to the edge. Sent bile inching up my throat, but I managed to keep it down by the time we arrived at the resort. Jacqueline took the purse I’d been carrying with her things and passed the driver some cash.

“Let’s get you upstairs.” Jacqueline helped me to the elevator with her firm body. I clung to her as we ascended in the elevator. We stumbled to our room. It felt like coming home when we walked through the doors. I collapsed on the sofa. Jacqueline grabbed the ice bucket and went down the hall for ice. She fixed me a cup of water when she returned. “Here,” she said and passed me the cup. “I told you my body couldn’t handle what you’re used to drinking.”

“Don’t remind me,” I groaned. Each sip of the water had me feeling better.

“Did you want to watch something?”

“We could. Maybe a movie. Do you mind if we order some snacks from room service to settle my stomach? We can pay using my credit card,” I said.

“Sure.” Jacqueline grabbed the menu from the table overlooking the mountainous landscape. We ordered warm pretzels, dips, and some dessert to share. They also had cranberry juice that sounded delightful in my current state. Jacqueline told them to bring her up more tea bags, which were complimentary.

We flipped through channels and landed on a lighthearted mystery movie that was just starting. Neither of us had seen it, and the description sounded interesting. Jacqueline grabbed the blanket from her bedroom. We both got under it.

“If only our vacation didn’t have to end. Then it wouldn’t matter we were in the wrong bodies,” said Jacqueline.

“Wouldn’t that be the dream? I wish I never had to work and could live here forever, but I’m not sure they’d allow that. My latest theory is that the room is magical, and we’ll lose all memory of swapping bodies when we leave.”

“Anything is possible. I won’t count it out,” she said.

Someone knocked at the door. I jumped. There was no way to pause the movie, but no crime had taken place. They were setting the scene. Introducing the suspects. I watched as Jacqueline walked to the door. Her broad shoulders flexed as she grabbed our order from the hotel worker. She gave him a cash tip.

“These should help settle your stomach,” Jacqueline said and placed the pretzels on the table. We each ate one, and they were exactly what I’d needed.

The carbs calmed my tummy. I ate most of the order. Jacqueline didn’t seem to mind. We had other snacks as well. We ate and watched the movie, getting pulled in by the gossip and clues. Who did it? Who killed grandpa? Our bodies got closer as the movie progressed.

There was something about Jacqueline I found irresistible. Her smell. The way her muscles flexed when he moved. She was so manly. I was so feminine. We were like a lock and a key. Did she want to penetrate me? Even if her dick wasn’t small, I would make it fit.

I placed my hand on Jacqueline’s leg under the cover and looked at her. She looked at me. Her green eyes piercing a hole into my confidence, but we couldn’t let this moment pass. Didn’t she want to know what it felt like to have sex as a man? I was dying to experience the sensation as a woman.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

Why use words when I could show Jacqueline what I wanted? Words only confused what didn’t need to be said. I pushed the cover from her body and got to my knees between her legs. My brown hair fell into my face as I moved my hands to the button on her jeans. I looked at her, asking permission with my eyes.

She gave the slightest of nods.. It was the answer I needed. Why would she want to pass up this opportunity? We could wake up in the bodies we used to have and forever regret not acting.

Jacqueline lifted her hips as I pulled down her jeans. Her dick sprang to position. She was rock hard. I was wet. It was the craziest feeling in the world, but I was gushing for Jacqueline’s strong, masculine body. I needed her. “Fuck, you’re sexy.”

She looked at me with glazed eyes. “You don’t even know how good you look. Take off that shirt,” she said.

Her commands made me even wetter. I wanted her to tell me what to do. Where to bend over and what to grab. I would do whatever she said. I took off my shirt and tossed it to the side. “Take off my bra,” I said.

She did. She about ripped it off, but she was the one who’d paid for it. What difference was it to me? I had nothing on above my waist besides the ruby pendant I’d bought for Jacqueline. “I love how that ruby looks on your chest.”

I pressed my arms together to make my breasts bigger, as many women had done for me in the past. Jacqueline growled as her eyes focused on my breasts. My eyes were focused on her erection and massive balls. I wanted her member in my mouth. I wanted her cum running down my chin. My pussy was throbbing, and I felt like a dirty little slut who was desperate for some dick.

I stood in front of Jacqueline and unbuttoned my jeans, pushing them to the floor. I placed my hand flat over my pelvic region as I stared into Jacqueline’s eyes. She wrapped her hand around her dick as she watched me move my hips from side to side. “Are you going to dance for me?”

I bit my lip and nodded. I bent over in front of Jacqueline and flipped through channels until I reached a smooth jazz music station. It was impossible not to stare at Jacqueline’s thick, throbbing cock when I turned back to her, so I didn’t even try to pretend I wasn’t. I watched her stroke herself as I reached my arms into the air, dipping my hips with the beat. Jacqueline watched with hungry eyes as I turned my ass to her, bending over to balance myself on the coffee table.

She moaned as I bounced my ass up and down in the air, teasing her. “Fuck, that pussy looks good.”

Her voice had dropped several notes. She sounded like a different person, and each time she spoke… Each glance of her eyes… Everything she did got me wetter and feeling more desperate to slide that dick into my pussy.

Jacqueline smacked my ass. The sound bounced off the walls and made me shake my ass faster. I looked over my shoulder at her as she beat her dick. “Take off your shirt,” I said in a weak moan.

Jacqueline revealed her gorgeous body. Her abs tightened with each stroke of her cock. “Fuck, I need that pussy. Do we have condoms?”

“They have them downstairs. Let me call,” I said and ran to the phone. I wiggled my ass for Jacqueline as I waited for the front desk to answer. I told them we needed condoms to our room. The sooner the better.

Jacqueline told me to grab the robes from the bathroom, so we’d have something to wear to open the door. When I got back to the living room with the robes, Jacqueline told me to get on my knees between her legs. I didn’t hesitate to fulfill her request. I dropped to my knees and grasped the base of her cock.

“You’re so big.”

“Put it in your mouth,” she said. She threaded her fingers into my hair and gently guided my mouth to her dick. I parted my lips. Her shiny head entered my mouth. Her salty precum touched my tongue. Its taste made me wet with desire. I moved my closed lips up and down Jacqueline’s staff. Her thick rod vibrated in my mouth as her fingers massaged my temple. I lost myself in the movement of bobbing my head.

I reached between my legs and pressed a flat hand against my throbbing pussy. When would the condoms get here? I didn’t know if I could last another second without feeling Jacqueline in my pussy. I slipped a finger into my hole as I sucked her dick, but it wasn’t enough. Her dick was what I needed. I was a greedy little slut and overdue for my fucking.

Jacqueline and I stared at each other as I lifted my lips and wrapped a hand around her dick. She bit her lip and moaned as I stroked her cock. Neither of us blinked as I moved my hand up and down her member, making her toes curl and pop.

A knock on the door interrupted us, but it was a pleasant surprise. We told the person on the other side to wait as we put on our robes. “You ready?” she asked.

I sat on the sofa. I wiped my mouth and crossed my legs. “More than you know.”

***

Jacqueline

I opened the door. A young man stood on the other side with a box of condoms, like he’d done it a million times before. I snatched the box from him, handed him a five, and yelled goodbye before slamming the door in his face. He’d understand. What man didn’t act a little crazy when pussy was on the menu?

Adam threw open his robe and revealed his gorgeous, womanly body. He rubbed his hands down his sides, tracing the curves of his hourglass figure. I stood by the door, pulling my robe over my shoulders. I let it fall to the floor. Adam reached between his legs and touched his beautiful pussy lips. They looked so wet. So soft. They were calling my name.

I held my dick and walked across the room. I moved the coffee table out of the way, not knowing how Adam and I got to this point and not caring. His body was calling me like the scents of a holiday dinner. I walked over to the sofa, grabbed Adam’s hand, and led him to my bedroom.

He fell to the bed. I lifted his legs into the air. I pressed my lips against his smooth skin. My dick rubbed between his pussy lips, soaking up his juices. Adam’s back arched each time my tip brushed his clit. He reached out and ran his nails against my hard chest. It was like I could feel the testosterone flowing through me as I held Adam’s legs tight against my body. I was his man. He was my woman.

I squatted in front of Adam. He placed his legs on my shoulders as I went in for a snack. He tasted better than ice cream against my tongue. His pussy lips were soft. Wet. His scent made me wild with desire. I had to have him. I had to fill him. “You like that?” I asked with one finger in Adam’s pussy and another on his clit.

“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.” His voice was pleading. Begging me to enter him before I made him explode. Before he could no longer handle me inside of him.

I opened the condoms. I rolled one over my dick, which felt natural and insane at the same time. My natural instincts guided me, and everything in my being was telling me I needed to be deep inside Adam’s pussy. I needed to get my dick wet with his gushing, slippery hole.

I lifted Adam’s legs against my body as I positioned my dick in front of his hole. “Fuck me,” he said in a whisper. He reached out and grabbed my sides, trying to move me forward. My dick brushed his wet pussy. I could already feel its warmth and didn’t know how long I would last when just the outside of his opening felt so incredible.

“Slowly,” I said as I held the base of my cock. My tip was against his hole. “Take a deep breath.” Adam did as I said, and I entered him when he exhaled.

He moaned. He reached out and gripped the sheets by his side as I slid deeper and deeper into his hole. “Fuck, you’re so big. Oh, my goodness.” Adam was hollering. His head thrashed. I did nothing to silence him. I encourage him to scream louder. “You feel so good. Fuck. Shit. Fuck me.”

Each whimper brought me closer to an orgasm. Adam’s breasts swayed from side to side as I slowly thrust my dick in and out of his hole. He moved his hands from the sheets to hold his breasts, but I hated how he was covering his nipples. I pulled out of Adam and glanced down at my stiff, glistening dick. It was rock hard and jumping as Adam climbed to his knees. “What’s wrong? Did you cum?”

“Almost,” I said and smirked. “Turn around and come here.”

I moved Adam to the edge of the bed, dropping his hips. I wrapped my arms around his chest and slid into his pussy from behind. He was so warm and tight and open for me as I slid around in his hole. I moved my hand from his breasts to his clit, pressing two fingers against his button. My touch made Adam holler as I fucked his hole and rubbed his clit.

“I won’t last,” he moaned.

I nibbled on his earlobe before whispering into his ear. “Cum.” Adam screamed as his body stiffened. He gripped my wrist, but I moved my fingers enough to tickle his clit. “You can cum more than once. Breathe and ride the wave.”

Adam listened, and I fucked him until he came two more times and was begging me to stop. I knew the feeling when pleasure could become so intense it felt painful. I pulled out of Adam and turned him over on his back. He threw his hands above his head and put his legs against my body. I kissed his body before stepping away, ripping off my condom.

Adam watched as I stroked my dick. “Why don’t you come down here and catch this cum?”

He moaned and crawled off the bed, getting to his knees beneath me. He stared at me as he parted his lips. I stroked my cock and stared into his green eyes, hungry to coat his face and tongue with my milky cream. Adam moaned as I beat my cock, feeling my balls tighten as I worked myself to an orgasm.

“Yeah, give me that cum.” Adam’s voice was so feminine, soft, and slutty.

“Say it again.”

“Give me that cum. I need it.”

“Fuck,” I grunted and shot streams of my warm goo all over Adam’s feminine face. He laughed as more and more left my dick. He was covered by the time my streams became an ooze.

Adam licked his lips and told me he loved how it tasted. He stood, grabbed my hand, and led me to the bathroom. We washed each other before climbing into my bed. I held him as we fell asleep.


CHAPTER SIX

Jacqueline

I awoke the next morning hoping we’d switched back, but I knew that wasn’t the case when I saw Adam’s long brown hair. His small body. My hairy one. I rolled onto my back and sighed. As amazing as the sex had been, I wanted to get back to my old body before heading back to town.

Adam stirred a few minutes later and woke up. I saw a flash of disappointment cross his face when he realized we hadn’t switched back to our original bodies. “I know,” I said.

“We can’t give up hope. Did you want to look for berries?”

“What’s the point? We didn’t find anything yesterday.” I hated sounding pessimistic, but my hope was fading. I was already planning a future where I had to sell houses and teach Adam how to treat patients in my free time. There was no way I could go through all the schooling again in his body. I would jump off a bridge or something crazy if I had to do that much homework again.

Adam moved his body toward me, but I turned away from him. He wrapped his feminine arm around me, but I didn’t want to hear it. What could he say to make us change back? There was nothing.

“Hey, don’t give up hope. Let’s take a walk. We never know what we’ll find.”

“I don’t know.”

“I’ll let you fuck me before we go,” he said.

He couldn’t see me, but a grin spread across my face. We were both naked. We hadn’t put any clothing on after our shower. I turned to Adam after a few beats. I ran my fingers through his long brown hair, staring into his rich brown eyes. “Let’s fuck, and then we can go.” I was already rock hard. I’d woken up with a boner, and it hadn’t gone down since my eyes popped open.

“What are you waiting for?” Adam asked and threw the covers from his gorgeous hourglass figure.

I grabbed a condom, rolled it over my dick, and fucked Adam in several positions around the bedroom until we came with him in doggy style, my dick deep in his pussy from behind. We showered together and dressed while stealing glances of each other, knowing no matter what happened, our relationship had forever changed.

***

Adam

We had breakfast at the resort before heading out to the trails. We decided to take a different trail than the one we’d tried the day before. Its entrance was on the other side of the resort from the trail where we’d found the berries. Neither of us were positive if the berries had changed us, but searching was better than nothing. It was all we could do.

“I hope we find something,” said Jacqueline.

I nodded. As incredible as it felt to cum as a woman, I didn’t want to psychoanalyze people. Not to diagnosis them. If I was analyzing anyone, I wanted to study how they reacted to a home, its features, its price. “Stay focused. The berries could be anywhere.”

“Okay. Zipping my lips now.” Jacqueline mimed like she was zipping her mouth shut and throwing away the key. I turned and led the way, feeling anxious that I’d be stuck in a woman’s body forever. We continued down the path, heading deeper into the woods. Jacqueline and I both had maps, but we weren’t looking at them much. We were focusing on the trees. Studying each branch, desperate to find the fruit that was like a mix of cherries and blackberries.

We saw nothing. Nothing as our feet left marks in the fresh snow. There were only a few animal tracks, but I saw nothing as I looked from tree to tree. Where could the berries be? We walked for a mile before either of us said a word.

“What if we don’t find any berries?”

I sighed. As much as I hated it, I was giving up hope we’d ever return to our former bodies. “Who knows what we would do?”

“Blanca,” Jacqueline screamed. Her eyes focused on me, signaling she wasn’t happy with my question. “Don’t say that. We have to find berries.”

Jacqueline ran for several yards until she had to stop to catch her breath. I went after her, wrapping my arms around her shoulders. “We will find some.”

I didn’t believe myself, but I would lie to Jacqueline if it made her feel better. Why should she have to suffer when it’d been my idea to pick the berries and eat them like a fool? I should have been the one to pay, so I did. I went off the trail. Jacqueline didn’t notice until I was several feet into the thick of the forest. “Blanca, where are you doing?”

The forest’s snow was untouched, much deeper than it was on the trail almost nobody used. I didn’t care what was beneath me. I had to find the berries for us. My eyes scanned every tree, blind to the surrounding world. My mind could only focus on the goal at hand: finding berries.

Minutes later, after standing still to catch my breath, I heard Jacqueline hollering after me. “I found some! I found some!”

I turned. She was yards to the right. I ran to her as quickly as I could. She pointed at the sky when I stood by her side. I swallowed. The berries were high in a barren tree. “How do you think we’ll get those?” There was no way I could climb the tree in my womanly body.

“Will you catch me if I fall?”

“No, but the snow might. You’re going to risk my body for some berries?”

“Would you rather I do that or live in your body forever? Don’t you want your youth back?” asked Jacqueline.

We weren’t too far apart in age, but I felt a tightness in her body I didn’t remember in my own. I wanted age naturally and live the same amount she had, but deep down, I was hoping she would be by my side as I traversed through those years. Not as my friend, but as my girlfriend. My lover. “Okay, but don’t get hurt.”

“I’ll try my best,” Jacqueline said and got ready at the base of the tree. She jumped and wrapped her legs around the trunk. I turned away, so I didn’t have to watch as she used my old body to race up the tree to the berries. Jacqueline’s ragged breath and her feet scraping bark were all I heard. I prayed she wouldn’t fall and damage my former face before we could eat the berries. Jacqueline cheered, which made me turn my attention to her. “I got some.”

“Okay, put them in your pocket and come down then.”

“Don’t be such a wuss,” she said. Jacqueline laughed as she held on to the tree, shimmying down the trunk with slow movements. She made it to the bottom of the tree without hurting herself, causing me to exhale a sigh of relief. She pulled the berries from her pocket. They were the exact ones we were looking to find.

“Let’s get inside, wash them off, and eat them.”

“I’m one step ahead of you.” Jacqueline stuffed the berries back into her pocket and ran toward the trail. There was no way I could keep up with her now that she had such long legs.

She waited for me on the trail. We walked back to the resort, feeling much lighter than we did when we had departed in the morning. Our roomed felt cozier than I remembered. Jacqueline gave me the berries, and I washed them off and placed them in a bowl. It was like we’d gone back in time.

“I really hope these berries work,” said Jacqueline.

“Me too,” I said.

Jacqueline picked up a berry from the bowl and popped it into her mouth. I did the same. We stood around the kitchenette and ate from the bowl of berries. We stared at each other as we chewed, neither of us knowing what would happen. All we had was hope. All we had was a possibility to return from where we had come. How long could we keep up the charade? Being at a resort on vacation was one thing, but our lives were completely different back home.

We picked up the last two berries. I was moving mine to my lips before Jacqueline stopped me. “Feed me yours, and I’ll feed you mine.”

“Good idea,” I said.

We linked our arms together and popped the berries into each other’s mouth. Our eyes met. We were both longing to return to our old bodies as our arms touched, but nothing happened. We sighed and broke our bond after several moments had passed.

“What are we going to do?” I asked and collapsed to the sofa. I pushed my fingers into my thick brown hair, dropping my head to focus my eyes on the floor. “Nothing happened.”

Jacqueline came and sat next to me. Her touch soothed my anxiety. She didn’t have the answer. I’d been so strong. I had calmed her the last time, but my worry was boiling over as I shook my head and stared at the feet of the coffee table. “Don’t give up hope, Adam. We changed while we were sleeping last time. Maybe it’ll happen that way again.”

“Yeah, I guess.” I didn’t know what to think. I hadn’t expected an instant transformation when I ate the berries, but there was something disappointing about not knowing how we even ended up in the other’s body in the first place. “Can we do something? I don’t want to sit around the hotel room.” The space that’d felt cozy minutes before suddenly felt like a fun house. My chest was tight, as though I couldn’t breathe.

Jacqueline nodded. “Yeah, grab my purse, and we can head downstairs to the spa. There’s a hot tub. Let’s get massages. We can also get our nails done. I’m not too proud to get a clear coat.”

I glanced at Jacqueline’s masculine body. Someone might judge her if she got her nails done, but it made me smile that she didn’t care. The spa was just what I needed to clear my head. We packed our bags to have something to wear for the hot tub and the nail salon. Jacqueline wanted massages, and I wasn’t opposed.

We made our way downstairs. I had to catch myself when I realized I would have to enter the women’s locker room. I still found women exceptionally beautiful creatures, but my attraction to them diminished the longer I was in Jacqueline’s old body. It was as though the hormones running through her were rewiring who I once was.

“You’ll be fine. I’ll see you on the other side.” Jacqueline reached out to touch my shoulder. She met my eyes. I nodded before she turned and entered the men’s locker room. I faced the door of the women’s locker room and told myself everything would be fine before pushing open the door.

It wasn’t as steamy as it’d been in my imagination, but there were plenty of gorgeous women walking around in nothing more than a towel. There were a few who were naked. I went around until I found a vacant locker. I opened it and changed into my bathing suit. We’d agreed to use the hot tub before our massage. Then we’d change and get our nails done. It was the perfect way to spend the day and ignore our impending check-out date. I took off my necklace with the ruby pendant and tucked it beneath my shirt. It was weird wearing a one-piece bathing suit, but my body was banging. I even saw a few of the other ladies checking me out as I headed to the doors that led to the hot tub.

***

Jacqueline

I was in the hot tub when Adam came out of the women’s locker room. He had his hair pinned back and looked gorgeous in his one-piece bathing suit. I wanted women more the longer I stayed in Adam’s body. They were irresistible. Their breasts were perfect little melons, and I was hungry for juicy fruit. The testosterone pumping through me dominated my senses. My dick could control me if I let it.

“How’s the water?” Adam asked, staring at me with lust in his eyes. I wanted to hold his sides and slide around in his tight little pussy again.

“The water is great,” I said. “Come sit next to me.”

Adam got in the water, dropping his hips until the water covered his breasts. “It feels incredible in here.”

“You took off your necklace,” I said and reached out to touch Adam’s neck. He pressed his chin against my hand. We stared at each other. I reached out and touched the lining of his pinned-back hair. “Whatever happens, we’ll get through it.”

“Together?” he asked.

I nodded. “I like you, Adam. We weren’t supposed to cross the line, but I’m not mad we did.”

“I will never regret it,” he said and kissed my hand he was holding.

I thought back to how amazing it’d felt with Adam’s lips around my cock. How tight and warm his pussy had been when I fucked him from behind, making him cum hard all over my hand. “We can’t live with regrets. We can only hope for a brighter future.”

“I know my future will be bright if you’re with me,” he said.

I wanted to tell Adam how much I loved him. How I had wanted to be with him since he’d sold me the house. It’d always been hard hearing him talk about his different girlfriends. Kathy was a fool for tossing Adam out like trash. She would realize what she’d given up when enough bad apples cycled through her life. I’d already learned what a monster was like when I married Louis. I didn’t need to put myself through the wringer again.

“Let’s get those massages,” I said.

“I’d like that.”

We weren’t officially a couple, but we had a couples massage booked. The massage therapists were kind and got us set up on tables next to each other after we’d dried off from the hot tub. They had soft instrumental music playing in the background.

I relaxed as the massage therapist pressed into my tense muscles. Adam and I said a few things to each other but eventually dropped off to silence as we enjoyed the pleasures of touch. Oil on skin. Loosened muscles. An hour passed in what felt like minutes. We were up and headed back to the locker rooms to get ready for the nail salon, feeling relaxed and lighter.

“See you on the other side,” I said before entering the men’s locker room. Adam disappeared into the women’s locker room. If only I found the men more attractive, because there were several hunks in the resort’s locker room. Most of them were wearing nothing more than a towel around their waists. I had a nice body and saw some guys checking me out, but Adam was who I wanted. Whether he had a feminine body or a masculine one, my crush for him had grown to a breaking point during this trip.

After we made love, I needed him. I had to have Adam. He was mine. Didn’t he understand? I tried to calm myself as I changed into a pair of sweats and a t-shirt. We were just hanging around the hotel, so there was no reason to dress in elegant attire. I exited the locker room. Adam wasn’t there, so I took a seat on a bench across from the locker-room doors.

A few minutes later, Adam came running out of the locker room with a panicked expression on his face. He was looking down both sides of the hallway with crazed eyes. I went to him and tried to calm him with a hug, but he thrust his hands out at me. They were short but powerful. “Someone stole the ruby.”

“The necklace? Where was it?”

“In my locker, but someone had gone through it by the time I got back in there. They stole the necklace, Jacq. What the fuck,” he said.

I rubbed Adam’s back and could feel the tense anger in his muscles. So much for the massage. “We can report it at the front desk.”

Adam exhaled. His body relaxed. I was walking with my arms around his shoulders. We made our way to the front desk. They called their manager when we told them what had happened. They made a report and told the front desk attendants to watch out for anyone wearing a ruby pendant. Fortunately and unfortunately, they didn’t have cameras in the locker rooms to see what could have happened.

“It’s okay. I appreciate you making a note of the situation,” said Adam. I could tell he was disappointed they couldn’t do more, but he calmed down after talking to talking to the manager. “I hope whoever found the necklace is happy with themselves.”

“I’d imagine they are. It was a gorgeous piece of jewelry.”

“Sorry they took your birthday present,” he said.

“Spending your time with me has been the greatest gift of all. Don’t let whoever committed a crime undo the benefits of your massage. We worked hard for that relaxation.”

Adam laughed when his eyes met mine. We went upstairs to the room. We made tea and watched TV. Neither of us wanted to move. We could only hope the berries worked their magic when we fell asleep that night.

“Where are we having dinner?” I asked.

“Did you want to head to town? We don’t have much longer here.”

I shrugged. Town seemed far away, but we only had one full day left at the resort, so I agreed. We left after finishing another episode of a home-improvement show. Watching the reveals was always worth the wait. I loved how TV magic could transform a home from ugly to stunning within thirty minutes or an hour. The show we were watching was only half an hour.

We went to a restaurant in town and had a lovely dinner. By dessert, I was ready to call it a night. I hoped once we shut our eyes and drifted to sleep, the magic that’d changed us would reverse. I could only hope we would wake up in our former bodies.

Adam and I made love to tire ourselves. We showered after, climbing in the bed naked after we’d dried each other with the plush towels. Adam was my little spoon as we drifted off to sleep, and I held him tight.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Adam

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I woke up. Jacqueline was in my arms. Strands of her long brown hair were in my mouth. I moved as gently as I could because I could still hear Jacqueline’s soft breath as she slept, but I had to see myself in a mirror. Could it be true? I crept out of bed and raced to the bathroom once my feet touched the floor.

My face was my own. I touched my cheeks, slapping myself to confirm I wasn’t in a dream. The berries must have worked. I couldn’t help but run to the bed and shake Jacqueline. “The berries worked, Jacqueline. We’re in our old bodies.”

She groaned and rolled over, ignoring me. I shook her again. She needed to confirm we were together in this. I needed to know she had returned to her body. Jacqueline’s eyes fluttered open on my second try. “Adam, is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me. You’re in your body. We’re back. The berries must have worked,” I said. I couldn’t keep the happy tears at bay. They streamed from my eyes. Not that Jacqueline didn’t have a beautiful body. She did. It was incredible, and I wanted to have it for myself. She was a woman, and I was her man. I wanted her to be my girlfriend, but I wasn’t exactly sure how to say it.

Jacqueline sat up and moved to the edge of the bed. She touched her face, her hair. She squeezed her breasts. “I can’t believe I have my body back.” She shed tears of joy. We hugged each other; grateful we wouldn’t have to adjust our lives upon returning home. It was our last full day of vacation, and we could enjoy it instead of panicking.

“This is why you should never eat random fruit,” she said and pushed on my shoulder.

“Noted,” I said. We laughed.

“Can we go skiing or something today? The last thing I want to do is go on another walk in that damn forest.”

“Whatever you say.” We switched suitcases. I went back to my room and stripped naked to change into clothes that would keep me warm on the slopes. I stared at my dick for minutes before putting on underwear. It had never looked so incredible. Having a pussy was an experience I’d never forget, but I was happy to have my buddy back.

Jacqueline was wearing a pair of tight white pants, black boots, and a red sweater. She had her hair down with flashy red lipstick and dark makeup around her eyes. I needed her. I stepped forward. She took a step back. “What are you doing?”

“I want to kiss you.”

“Maybe we should stop while we’re ahead. I was thinking about it while I was doing my makeup, but I really enjoy us as friends. It’d be terrible if we messed up the friendship we have over lust.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yeah, you’ll just get bored with an old maid like me.”

“Come on, Jacqueline. You can’t be serious right now. You’re smokin’ hot. I’d be lucky to have you.”

Jacqueline pushed past me and checked her phone as she went for her coat by the door. I tried to bring up the conversation again, but Jacqueline shut me down. She was acting silly. We went to the slopes. Skiing was a blast, but I couldn’t look at Jacqueline without feeling a pang of yearning in my heart.

I didn’t care if Jacqueline was older than me. I didn’t care if she had more money. More success. More power. None of those things mattered to me. We’d shared an experience that bonded us for life. How could she not see that? How could she not want to explore what we could have? I’d never had better sex in my life, and I doubted Jacqueline had either.

Even if we had been in different bodies, our souls were connected. They’d been that way since we first met. It was why we’d become friends. The people we were at the deepest level of our inner beings were the closest they’d ever been.

After skiing, we went back inside for hot cocoas in the restaurant. It was our last night in the hotel, and I didn’t want to return home without discussing what we had, but Jacqueline avoided the topic every time I brought it up, waving her hand in the air to silence me.

“You’ll see. When we get back, you’ll be chasing some younger girls. Let’s just enjoy what we had and call it what it was. We’re friends, Adam, and I want to keep it that way.”

“Fine,” I said. It was my last time bringing up the topic. The server brought over our bill. I asked Jacqueline about her plans once we returned home. She told me she had to finish some paperwork. I was praying the closing would go through for Brett and Carla’s first home. Jacqueline and I made it to bed without crossing the line, which broke my heart. I knew I would have to give Jacqueline space before she knew I was serious.

The next morning came, and we checked out of the resort. The valet brought my car back. We drove away from the resort, down one ruby pendant but up one body swap we’d never forget. Were we one of a kind, or were there magical sources all over the world?

“Let’s not tell anyone about what happened,” she said.

“As long as you promise we can talk to each other about it sometimes,” I said as I drove along the curves of the mountain.

“Fine. We can talk to each other, but that’s it.”

“Don’t act like it was so bad. We’re back in our old bodies. All is well that ends well, as they say.”

“Right,” Jacqueline said and gazed out the window. I couldn’t help but agree with her depressed tone. I would never be the same if she didn’t agree to be my girlfriend, but she was too fragile. Our relationship would have to wait for another day.

The drive home seemed quicker than the drive to the resort. I dropped Jacqueline off at the house I’d sold her years ago. I helped her by lifting her suitcase from the trunk. She kissed me on the cheek and told me she would call me soon. I hated watching her leave, but I knew I had to let her go.

An unexpected guest was awaiting me when I arrived back at my place. Kathy’s car was outside, smoke billowing from her exhaust. She hopped out of her car when I pulled up behind her. I’d been ignoring her messages the entire time I was out of town. What more could we say? We’d already had every fight in the book, and my heart had moved on to someone else.

Kathy knocked on my window before stepping back onto the sidewalk. I rolled down my window. I didn’t want to get out and talk to her. It was cold outside. “What do you want, Kathy?”

“Come out here. We need to talk.”

“Why don’t you get in? It’s freezing.”

“Fine,” she said and came around to the passenger’s side. “Where have you been? I’ve been messaging you for days.”

“What we have isn’t healthy, Kathy. How long have you been waiting there?”

“You didn’t answer my question, Adam. Where were you?”

Kathy was gorgeous, but her looks couldn’t make up for her atrocious personality. She scowled at me as she waited for an answer I really didn’t care to give. I’d lost all attraction for the woman sitting next to me. Kathy was nothing compared to Jacqueline. I couldn’t believe I ever thought about marrying Kathy and shackling myself to her for life.

“I think you should go, Kathy, and I’ll call the police if I see you sitting outside my place again.”

She cackled and stirred in her seat, making me wish I could teleport to my living room. “Not until you tell me where you were, Adam.”

“I was with Jacqueline. We were celebrating her birthday.”

“Of course you were. You’re a pig, Adam. I can’t believe you’re dating that old lady.”

“We’re not dating,” I said in the saddest voice I’d ever heard leave my lips. It was what I wanted most, but Jacqueline was denying me of that. “Not that it’s any of your business, Kathy. Please leave and don’t come back.”

“Happily,” she said. Kathy got out of my car and slammed the door shut, stomping toward her car. She was calling me within the hour as I stared out the window, thinking of Jacqueline. I blocked Kathy’s number after the third missed call.

My heart ached for the rest of the day as I stared at my silent phone. Jacqueline never called. Not that day, nor the next. I didn’t know how long it would take to convince Jacqueline that I wanted her, but I was willing to wait.

***

Jacqueline

A few weeks had passed since my birthday. I was doing my best to avoid Adam. We texted most days, but I had yet to make any concrete plans with him. How could I see him after what we’d had? If he told me about some girl he was dating, I didn’t know how I would react. I knew it wouldn’t be well because deep down I wanted him. What we’d shared at the resort was magic. How could sex with anyone else compare?

I had spent a lot of time roaming around my house since returning from the resort. I wasn’t sure what to do with myself beyond helping patients and prescribing the occasional medications. When I got home after work, all I thought about was Adam. I thought about our friendship. Our passion. About how he’d looked when I was fucking him.

Even if he was in my body, it’d been his. The eyes. The expression. Everything. Watching him cum as a woman was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life. Watching my dick slide in and out of his pussy was insane. I wanted it to happen again, but I wanted to be the girl this time. I wanted to hold my legs in the air and watch Adam fuck me with his big, throbbing dick.

The weather had yet to turn warm, but there were some signs of spring. Nights weren’t as cold. Days were growing longer. I would learn to live without Adam as time marched on, but I wasn’t sure we could continue our friendship. As much as it hurt me, he was better to have as a memory. We’d reached a climax together neither of us would soon forget.

I was typing a message to Adam to tell him it was better if we agreed our best days were behind us and to move on without each other when someone knocked on the door. I sighed and placed my phone to the side without sending the message.

“Who is it?” I called as I walked toward the door. Nobody answered, so I checked the peephole. Adam was standing on the other side.

“Adam, what are you doing here?”

“We need to talk, Jacqueline.”

“Wait a second.” I ran to my phone and deleted the message I’d started typing before fixing myself in the mirror by the front door. I hated when people showed up without notice, but Adam was an exception. The amount I missed him made me sick. I nodded at my reflection before opening the door. “Adam, what are you doing here?”

Adam met my eyes. He was staring at me like he needed me. Like I was the sexiest woman in the world. “I’m sick without you, Jacqueline. I need you.”

It wasn’t the words that crumbled my walls to dust. It was the look in his eyes. His expression told me all I needed to know. He had weeks to move on, but he didn’t. Adam came knocking on my door, and I needed him. He needed me. We spoke without speaking.

Adam stepped into the house and closed the door behind him, standing a head above me. He wrapped his arms around me and gave me an impassioned hug, whispering how he never wanted to leave me again. My fingers strapped with his hair as he leaned back to stare into my eyes. “I love you, Adam. I’m sorry for pushing you away.”

“It’s okay. Do you believe me when I tell you that I love you too?”

I stared into Adam’s green eyes, knowing what he felt was real. Knowing what we had was special. Knowing I could release the guards protecting my heart. Sometimes it was worth it to expose oneself to pain, and I knew loving Adam would be worth it. The good times would always triumph over the bad.

“I believe you, Adam.”

With those words, Adam lifted me into his arms and carried me to the bedroom. We’d been friends before we were lovers, but I couldn’t wait to give myself to Adam every time he wanted me. When I wanted him. We were partners.

Adam lay me on the bed, took off my clothes, stripped naked, climbed above me, and pressed his lips against mine. He touched me. Kissed from my neck to my breasts to my clit. His lips pressing against my clit made my body twist. I begged him to fuck me. There were condoms in my side-table drawer. I watched as he rolled one over his gorgeous dick, touching my wet, gushing pussy. Adam got into position, placing his tip on my hole. I moaned as he entered me, and the rest was history; several orgasms later.


CHAPTER EIGHT

One Year Later

Adam

Jacqueline and I were still going steady. It was her birthday, and I was shopping for her present. The sales attendant recommended a neck massager, so I went ahead and bought it. I’d sold many more houses since closing on Brett and Carla’s. They had a healthy baby and were living happily in their home. They called a few weeks ago with an update. It was always nice hearing from past clients and keeping the relationship fresh for future sales.

The sales attendant finished wrapping Jacqueline’s gift and gave it to me in a decorative bag. “You’re a lifesaver.”

“Happy to help,” she said with a glowing smile.

I dropped a ten on the counter and walked away before she could refuse my tip. Her wrapping the gift saved me ten dollars’ worth of time.

Jacqueline had given me a key a few months before, so I let myself in when I arrived at her house. I could hear the shower running. I hollered out to tell her I was there.

“Come here,” she called.

I went to the bathroom. Steam blew around the room when I opened the door. All I could see was Jacqueline’s silhouette behind the fogged glass. I stripped naked as I approached the shower.

“Don’t you want to give me a birthday present?”

“I’m one step ahead of you,” I said.

Jacqueline opened the glass door and revealed her naked, glistening body. I moaned as I took in her gorgeous figure. My dick sprang to action, ready to give Jacqueline whatever she wanted. I stepped into the shower and wrapped my arms around Jacqueline’s body. “I got you a present.”

“I can’t wait to open it,” she said. She wrapped her hand around my hard dick and looked at me with hooded eyes.

I could tell she wanted my dick, and I was more than ready to give it to her, but I had one question. “It never occurred to me until I started shopping for your gift, but do you think the ruby pendant was what changed us?”

Jacqueline considered my question and shrugged. “I always figured it happened because of the berries, but I guess it could have been the jewelry. You didn’t get me a necklace, did you?”

I smirked and shook my head. “No.”

“Fruit?”

“Not even close,” I said and laughed.

Jacqueline kissed me under the running water before turning around to shut it off. “I don’t care what made us swap bodies, but I’m happy it brought us to where we are now,” Jacqueline said while holding my dick. She let it go and turned her back to me. “Why don’t we get a little dirty before we rinse off?” Jacqueline lifted her ass, and all I could see was where I could slide into her pussy.

“Be right back,” I said and ran to the bedroom for a condom to fuck my woman senseless on her birthday. No matter what changed us at the resort, I would love Jacqueline for the rest of my life and always be happy we took our relationship to the next level.
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CHAPTER ONE

Christine

Domestic life: the killer of sex drives, happiness, and any sense of sanity.

Walking around the bedroom, I picked up my husband’s dirty undergarments. His pajamas. There was a hamper in the closest, but Joseph pretended it didn’t exist. Perhaps he didn’t know because I picked up his disgusting, dirty clothing every morning. He had a habit of leaving them whenever they landed.

I balled up the dirty underwear and threw them into the hamper with all my force. It didn’t matter how loudly I sighed nor how much I complained because Joseph wouldn’t change. We moved in together five years ago after saying our vows while standing in front of our families. It had been the most blessed of days—one of the happiest of my life—but there were sayings about reaching a peak.

Joseph and I were falling apart, but I wasn’t sure he even noticed my pain. My silent tears. How I would slam dishes while loading the dishwasher or stare at the lines in the ceiling while he fucked me. Joseph was oblivious to my emotions and only cared about expanding his farm business. His drive and passion for accumulating money was sexy when our relationship began, but the ambition has worn on me over the years. How much would Joseph sacrifice to keep stacking his dollars?

I worked as a personal trainer and left a couple hours after Joseph every morning to head to the gym. Sometimes I would leave earlier to exercise if I didn’t have time after my shift, but Joseph left before me and arrived home after. I cooked dinner, but it had been an evolution. We used to order food a lot, but I needed something to fill my afternoons and found healthy cooking.

When I walked downstairs from our bedroom, a dirty bowl greeted me on the kitchen island. My hands became fists. My nostrils flared as air left them. I picked up the bowl and wanted to throw it to the floor and watch it crash to pieces but couldn’t bring myself to break a perfectly good dish. What would my mother think of me? She would wag her finger and remind me of how tough she had it as a child. How spoiled I had become with a rich husband throwing money at every problem we had.

Normally, money fixed the problems. It had fixed the leaking roof, the broken dishwasher, and my previous emotional uprisings. Joseph would buy a trip to Europe or the Oceania or somewhere else beautiful and exotic. We went to Buenos Aires for a three-day weekend once with only one layover on the way, and we lived in the suburbs of St. Louis, in Bendersville. The tickets must have cost a fortune, but Joseph didn’t mind paying if the trips calmed me. Sedated me. But even trips to exotic countries got old when the root problem wasn’t being addressed.

How many times could Joseph expect me to tell him to pick up his underwear? How many times did I have to remind him to put his bowls in the dishwasher? He didn’t even have to rinse them.

Every day was chipping away at me, and my sanity had left long ago. I felt like a woman walking through a thick fog, wondering when it would break up. When would the sun appear? How much more of the not knowing, not seeing could I handle?

After making a yogurt parfait for myself, I went to shower and change for work. There was a sandwich shop in the same strip mall as the gym that severed salads I loved. I normally ate lunch there or grabbed a snack from the grocery store in the strip mall.

The water stopped, and I stepped out of the shower. Joseph’s socks under the vanity caught my eye. They were tucked away and hard to see. I picked up the socks from the floor and carried them to the hamper. They stunk against my washed body smelling of flowers and pomegranate. When I dropped the socks into the basket, I screamed. Nobody would hear me, but I yelled as loud as I could. I wanted the windows to shatter so Joseph would have to spend his precious money.

Dropping to my knees, I couldn’t stop the tears. I felt overwhelmed and unheard, like a protester on the sidewalk. Joseph had taken a vow to love me, but he couldn’t love anything except his money. We needed to find a solution, or I would have to find a new life. The more years that passed, the more I realized I could live without Joseph’s money. I wouldn’t mind a female roommate.

I would prefer Joseph as my husband and to raise a family with him, but nothing was guaranteed in life. After a few minutes, I picked myself up and got ready for work.

♦

Joseph

Christine Young is my wife’s name. We married five years ago, and they have been some of the best years of my life. My business quadrupled in size over the last two years alone. Christine understood my needs more than anyone. My agriculture business provided our lifestyle. It gave Christine the big house she had dreamed of when we married. It gave her the large closet with dresses from the nicest stores. The business provided me with money to place in the stock market to watch my money grow.

There was a photo of Christine sitting on my desk. Some days I turned it over when I couldn’t stand to see her gorgeous brown eyes. When I first saw Christine, she stopped my heart. I had to have her like funnel cake at a fair. She wasn’t an easy catch, but I never stopped when I had my eyes set on something.

Now that I had Christine, things had changed. I didn’t see her in the same light as that first year together. The whirlwind. Sex three times a day in the most random places. We had fucked in public restrooms more times than I could count, but that had all stopped when we placed rings on our fingers. I proposed eight months into the relationship, and it had been one of the best decisions of my life, but times were changing. I could feel Christine drifting away from me but was too busy with my business to rectify the situation. Christine was my soul mate. I loved her, but how could she expect me to put her before my work? Didn’t she care about our retirement?

The trips weren’t working anymore either, but I didn’t mind that. Traveling exhausted me. We didn’t have to go anywhere but Chicago and New York and Miami. Those were all direct flights from the St. Louis airport. We could go wherever she wanted in America, but the trips wouldn’t fix our problem. I knew they were bandages over a massive wound, but our relationship needed a quick fix. I loved Christine but didn’t have the energy for counseling. She could take half of the money and the house if she wanted. I could make it back, but we’d have to end the relationship soon. I hated to think about ending things with Christine, but her passive aggressive attitude had to stop.

Tonight was our five-year anniversary, and I didn’t want to think negatively about Christine, but it was possible our relationship had run its course. I wanted to continue, but Christine had to cut me some slack. We would have plenty of time to do whatever she wanted when we were old, if only she could just wait. What were thirty or forty more years?

The new secretary walked by outside of my office. She was blonde, twenty, and more innocent than a pack of bunnies running across a field. I turned down the photo of Christine and went to follow the new blonde secretary (to the copy room, hopefully). I was the boss, and women followed my command.


CHAPTER TWO

Christine

“What do you mean you lost my money?” asked Joseph. He was spitting while he spoke and didn’t notice; one of his many annoying habits.

Another behavior pushing me closer to dialing a lawyer’s number. I had already found three divorce attorneys to represent me and take Joseph for everything he was worth. I was positive the lawyers would fight to take my case: the wife of a successful industrial farmer.

“We had that deal squared away, and you lost it!”

People turned and looked at our table. Joseph was oblivious as he yelled into the phone. We were eating at a respectable restaurant. One I would imagine people saved for special occasions like ours. Today was our anniversary, but Joseph wasn’t acting like it beyond sitting across from me at our yearly date. The same restaurant. Some of the staff recognized us. I wondered what they thought of us. The woman who allowed her husband to spew and yell on a phone. If I didn’t stop him, who would?

“Honey,” I whispered.

He shushed me, and I saw a woman with her girlfriend sit back in her seat and place a hand over her chest. The other one shook her head. Didn’t Joseph realize how he humiliated us?

“You better get me my fucking money, or it’s your ass. No excuses,” screamed Joseph. He slammed his phone on the table and exhaled through his nostrils. I sipped from the flute of champagne. The waiter ran over and refilled my glass after I emptied it in two gulps. Joseph was firing off messages on his phone.

I moved my foot to his under the table and tried to flirt. Joseph jumped in his chair and scooted back. He hadn’t paid attention and bumped a waiter, nearly knocking the young man to the floor. He hadn’t been carrying anything, which saved me from a heart attack. I couldn’t imagine another embarrassment that explosive. I would have to leave and hide my face. People around town knew who my husband was in the business community. At least one other patron had to know who we were.

“Honey, can we please enjoy our anniversary?”

“Isn’t that what we’re doing? I told you, you could book a trip wherever you want in the world and take one of your girlfriends. Take two if you want,” said Joseph. He picked up his vodka and diet cola and took a sip. He hadn’t taken a sip from his champagne. More for me, I supposed.

There was no use in arguing with Joseph. “You can’t go with me this year?”

“Things are tight at the farm. We’re getting ready for summer, and it’s too complicated to take time off right now.”

“But we haven’t gone anywhere in ages. I want to go with you, but I appreciate the present. It was sweet.”

Joseph grunted and typed another message on his cell phone. I wanted to snatch it from him and throw it into the bucket holding the champagne. Maybe he would listen if I destroyed his phone. Maybe he would snap and beat me. Joseph had never hit me before, but our fights could end in throwing pillows, dishes, or fruit from the bowl on the kitchen island.

I pulled out my phone to lose myself. I searched for ways to fix a marriage. Joseph was a great man for me. He could handle me when I was hot, and warm me when I felt down. I understood he loved his business, but he had to love me too. I was just as important as adding dollars to his accounts.

Five minutes of searching led me to a page about a couples’ retreat. It was in a town called Mango, Arkansas. The retreat had rave reviews. There were yurts in the countryside of Arkansas, and the retreat consisted of daily yoga, love exercises, and no technology. It required complete attention and commitment. If Joseph and I could do this, we could test our relationship. We needed to know if our love could work or not. I wanted to try this retreat before the weather turned too hot, and the farm swept Joseph away in work.

The food arrived, and we ate. All I could think about was the camp in Mango, Arkansas. A tiny town of only five-hundred people. The retreat was on a farm fifteen miles from that town, and the closest city was hours from it. How would Joseph ever agree to a retreat in the middle of nowhere? Would he forgive me if I told a white lie?

“Honey?” I said.

“What’s up?” I turned my phone to him. Joseph stopped typing and looked up from his screen. “What’s that?”

“A couples’ retreat in Arkansas. Don’t you think we should try it?”

“Sweetie, I just told you how busy I am with work. I can’t be bothered going to some couples’ retreat.”

We were almost finished eating, and I needed Joseph to agree. I didn’t need a trip to Asia or Europe or anywhere else as much as I needed his love. “Joseph, please. Can’t you feel us drifting apart?”

Joseph locked his phone and placed it on the table. It was the first time this evening. Even as he ate, he had held the fork in one hand and his phone in the other. People stared at us. Women pointed and laughed with their girlfriends. Joseph was handsome, but what woman wanted a man who couldn’t give them a hint of their attention?

“I can,” he said. “Isn’t that normal for couples? We’ve been married for five years, and—”

“And you are doing nothing to help celebrate that. Today is about celebrating our love, and you can’t even take five minutes away from your fucking phone,” I said.

“Watch your language, Christine,” said Joseph. I wanted to take my flute and toss its liquid Joseph’s face, but we were already causing enough of a scene.

“You’re one to talk, Joseph. Didn’t you just curse on the phone?”

He stuttered. Joseph cursed a lot more than he realized. The frequency of his foul language had increased with his bank account. It seemed the more money he made, the worst he became, and I had ignored it until now; my breaking point. “I guess I did.”

“Joseph, please. You can work from the farm,” I lied.

“Are you sure?” he asked. He had pulled up a map of Arkansas with the pin on Mango. “This town looks remote.”

“The ad says there is wifi,” I said. I hoped he wouldn’t check the advertisement for the farm. When we went on vacations, I planned them, and he followed me to the airport. If I didn’t plan them, his secretary did. Joseph hated mixing himself with such details.

“Fine. We can go in two weeks for a weekend. Talk to Lucy, and she’ll share my calendar with you,” said Joseph.

“You mean it?”

“Yes, Christine. You mean the world to me, and I want to prove it to you,” he said.

“Thank you, Joseph. Should we get the check so I can give you your present?”

“What present is that?”

asked Joseph. “Why don’t we go home, and I’ll show you.”

“Fine, but let’s buy cupcakes for after.”

“Brilliant idea,” I said. Joseph gave me his credit card, and I called our waiter over to pay. I ordered two cupcakes from their dessert menu while Joseph typed away on his phone. People could stare all they wanted, but my husband had agreed to the couples’ retreat. Now, all I had to do was plan.

Tonight I wouldn’t just stare at the ceiling while Joseph fucked me. I was feeling frisky. Maybe I would even suck his dick. He enjoyed when I did that, and it had been some time. Maybe I would ride him too. Show him how much I appreciated him agreeing to my wishes.

The waiter brought back the desserts and bill, and we left after Joseph signed the receipt. He put his phone away and walked to the door with his arm over my shoulder. I felt like a princess with her prince.


CHAPTER THREE

Joseph

I sat on the bed and watched my wife pack our suitcase. The only thoughts I could summon were excuses to forgo the trip. Cancel it and pretend everything was fine in our relationship like we’d been doing for years. Didn’t Christine understand how hard it was for me to discuss our emotions? Didn’t she know I loved her? We didn’t need this retreat to show us that our relationship had issues. Our relationship was like a used car. Our vacations had been oil changes, but that was no longer enough. Maybe it could run a bit longer without a fix. Maybe our car wouldn’t break down if we skipped this retreat.

“Honey,” I said.

Christine flashed me a knowing look. A scowl crossed her face. “We’re going on this trip, Joseph.”

“But do we really need to spend a weekend with some hippie telling us how to improve our lives?”

“Why do you think there’ll be a hippie there?”

“Who else is going to run a couples’ retreat on a farm in the middle of nowhere? Sounds like a hippie business to me,” I said.

Christine narrowed her eyes and turned back to the pile of clothing she was folding and placing in the suitcase. She was packing one bag for us to share. I had gathered everything I wanted, and she did the organizing. I was rather terrible at placing things in an orderly fashion. Christine had scolded me over the issue throughout the years. How I left my underwear strewn on the floor or a dirty dish on the counter. Her concerns registered with me, but my concerns over the farm business overrode them.

Young Farms was my child until we had children. Christine and I had tried a few years ago, but she went back on birth control after having a panic attack about not being ready. Neither of us talked about having children after that, but Christine often talked about having them when we first got together. I only wanted to give her what she desired. Until she mentioned children again, I would keep my lips sealed and focus on Young Farms.

While I was lost in thoughts about my business, Christine had finished packing. The sound of her zipping the suitcase brought me back to our bedroom. I was sitting in the chair we had in the corner where Christine would often read. She had an office, but it was an empty room she used for mediation and yoga. My office had papers, a desk, a computer, and other office essentials. I could work from home but almost never did.

“I finished. Can you take this to the car? I’ll check the house and make sure everything is squared away,” said Christine.

I took the suitcase and carried it down to the car and placed it in the trunk. We had a long drive ahead of us, but we’d get to Mango, Arkansas by dinner. I hadn’t been to Arkansas since I went to the park where one could hunt for diamonds as a kid. My father took me on a ‘boy’s trip’ with my brother.

Christine stepped outside and locked the front door behind her. I was standing outside the car. It was late spring and a tad hot but not unbearable. Christine handed me the keys, “you’re driving first,” she said.

“You’re sure this place has internet?”

“That’s what the ad says,” Christine said.

My secretary and Christine had handed everything. I hadn’t even checked the website after Christine flashed me the page at dinner on our anniversary. Young Farms wouldn’t crash without me, but I wasn’t sure I could handle days on a farm with no reception while trying to work through the problems in my marriage. No matter what happened, there was no turning back. I started the car and pulled out of the driveway.

♦

Joseph

“Stop here. I think it is the only place before the farm,” said Christine. She was pointing at a gas station that shared its building with a restaurant. I pulled the car to the side and parked at the pump. Christine hadn’t driven a mile. My back hurt, and I wanted to go back to the city. The air was fresh or whatnot, but my phone had one bar. What would happen when we turned down the unpaved road to the farm? We still had twenty miles to travel, and there was nothing but farmland and gravel roads off the highway.

Christine and I stepped out of the car, and she filled the tank while I went to the bathroom. There was one in the restaurant, but the man working made me promise to buy something. I used the toilet and went back outside. Christine was sitting on the trunk and staring out to the swaying grass across the road.

“The man said we have to buy something from the restaurant for using the bathroom,” I said.

Christine sighed. “That’s ridiculous. We bought gas. Isn’t that enough?”

“Maybe there are two owners? There probably isn’t any alcohol on this farm, so let’s get a beer.”

“Fine,” said Christine. She tossed me the keys, and I moved the car. She walked to the door. I held open the restaurant door for her, and the man whistled when he saw Christine.

“Well, good afternoon, Miss,” the man said. He was older and standing behind the bar. There was a younger woman wiping down tables, and a young man in the kitchen. It looked like they might have had a few customers leave before we arrived.

“Mrs,” said Christine and slid onto a bar stool. The restaurant was dark for such a bright day. I took a seat next to Christine, and the man wiped the area in front of us with a rag. It smelled of bleach.

“Not everyday we get a woman as nice lookin’ as you walk in here,” said the bartender.

Christine placed a hand on her chest, “Thank you, sir. That’s kind of you to say.”

“Yes, my wife is beautiful, isn’t she?”

“He don’t appreciate you, do he?” asked the man.

Christine glanced over to the young woman who acted like she couldn’t hear our conversation, but the restaurant was too quiet to ignore us.

“Where are the menus?” I asked. This old man had no right talking to my woman like he was. I appreciated my wife just fine. I made the money so she could buy whatever she wanted in the world, but then I remembered where we were. Twenty miles from the couples’ retreat. This man must see couples every day on their way to the farm.

The bartender gave us menus. We ordered beers and a club sandwich to share. Fries came with the meal. The old man chuckled at my tense body and called the order back to the young man. He had thick muscles and tattoos on his neck. A cigarette in his ear. I noticed Christine looking at him through the corner of her eye. The bad boy from the middle of nowhere preparing her meal. What woman didn’t love a bad boy?

“So, y’all headed to the farm?” the bartender asked and popped the tops off two beers. “Everyone who comes here is headed to that wicked farm. Mango ain’t been the same since they opened.”

“What do you mean ‘wicked’?” asked Christine.

“They only rumors, but people say those hippies have magical powers.”

“Magic isn’t real,” said Christine.

“I told you they were hippies,” I said.

“Biggest hippies I ever seen. But I’m tellin’ you those couples change when they go there. There are rumors they use magic to switch bodies.”

Christine laughed. She sounded like she had heard something hilarious. The bartender used a rag to polish glasses while Christine roared. We were all staring at her, but she couldn’t stop.

“What do you mean, magic? That’s not possible,” I said when Christine’s laughter simmered to shorter bursts.

“You can’t believe this man,” said Christine. She slapped me on the shoulder.

“Y’all don’t have to believe a word I say, but I wouldn’t step foot on that farm if I were you,” the man said. The younger one in the kitchen was shaking his head, but Christine hadn’t paid him any attention for several minutes. She was too busy laughing and sneering. The bartender set our sandwich on the counter, “here you go, y’all.”

“Thanks, sir,” said Christine. She had a sarcastic undertone to her voice. The bartender disappeared to the kitchen. He left us to eat our sandwiches and drink our beers.

“Christine, we shouldn’t go to that farm,” I said.

“Joseph, please. We already paid, we’re going,” she said.

“Money is easy to recuperate. I don’t want them trying some magic shit on me.”

“Watch your language, Joseph. We’re eating, and then we’re driving to the farm. I’ll drive the rest of the way if you can’t, but we don’t have a choice. We’re already here,” she said and picked up the sandwich to take a bite.

The men were whispering in the kitchen and shaking their heads. I wanted to say more to convince Christine but knew there was nothing I could say. My actions had led us to this point, and Christine needed this. I had to give her this trip and sacrifice myself to the farm. Magic didn’t exist. There was nothing to worry about. The men had simply heard tales of what was happening on the farm. They hadn’t gone to the farm and lived it first-hand.

“Okay, Christine. You can drive,” I said and picked up a fry. We ate, paid, and Christine started the car to head down the gravel road that would take us to our couple’s retreat.


CHAPTER FOUR

Christine

I drove down the gravel road, dust churning in the air around the car. Joseph looked out the window with anxious eyes, but I didn’t care. The bartender was insane and didn’t know what he was talking about because the reviews online for the couples’ retreat were spectacular. Most couples agreed the experience had changed their lives and transformed the relationship. I had my hopes up for these four days. We were running late for the first day but should have time to relax before the introductory dinner.

Placing my hand on Joseph, I rubbed his thigh. His red hair messy from running his fingers through it as he stared at me with his intense eyes. I was driving slowly on the gravel, and we still had several miles to go. Neither of us had cell phone service, but Joseph seemed more bothered by the idea of magic.

“He said they switched bodies,” said Joseph. He was staring out the window again and speaking in a low voice. I couldn’t hear him well over the turning rocks.

“Joseph, honey, please don’t tell me you believe that’s even possible,” I said.

“Weird things happen in the world. I don’t want to die,” he said.

“We won’t die,” I said. Joseph laced his fingers with mine. I hit a bump and had to put both hands on the steering wheel to maintain control of the vehicle.

I drove several more minutes before we arrived to a gate. It was a metal gate with traces of rust and mangoes etched into the metal. “They took the Mango name and ran with it, didn’t they?” said Joseph.

When I passed through the gate, the hairs on the back of my neck stood. What if the bartender hadn’t spewed craziness? After passing the gate, we went another mile before a cabin appeared. There was a huge field, a greenhouse, and several acres of farmed land, but they grew a lot more than corn and soybeans. They had large signs next to the rows, signaling what would sprout there.

“Looks like they might live off the land,” said Joseph. He sounded impressed but terrified. “I wonder if they ever leave.”

“They must have to leave the farm for some things,” I said. There were two cars parked outside the cabin. I parked there, and we got out, leaving our suitcase in the trunk. I wasn’t sure either of us knew we wanted to stay. What were we getting ourselves into?

The door to the cabin opened, and a woman with buzzed brown hair stepped outside. It didn’t matter that her hair was short like a military man’s because her round face was feminine. She had blue eyes that stood out against her porcelain face. She wore a dress that looked like it was made from burlap. I hoped it was linen but couldn’t be sure from this distance.

“Welcome,” the woman hollered and made her way down from the porch. The cabin had a large front porch with plenty of places to sit. The stars must have been spectacular this far into the country.

Joseph and I were standing close. I sidestepped and whispered to him, “maybe these people are wackier than we thought.”

“We can turn around and leave,” he said, but we didn’t have a chance. I was stubborn with money and never backed away from an experience I had already paid for with no chance of a refund.

The woman wearing burlap—it was most certainly burlap once I saw it up close—reached us before I could reply to Joseph. He knew we wouldn’t leave. “Y’all are a little late, but don’t you worry. We have plenty of time. The other couple arrived a few hours ago.”

“The other couple?” I asked.

“We always do this in pairs. Two couples. It said so on the website. My name is Lotana. You must be Christine, and you must be Joseph,” said Lotana. She shook our hands. “Please follow me inside. There are a few details we have to discuss before we start the couples’ retreat.”

Joseph nipped my side as we walked toward the front door, and I resisted laughing. This was ridiculous. Were we really about to take relationship advice from a woman with a buzz cut wearing burlap? I paused before walking inside. Joseph was the one that convinced me to step forward. He had complained but would always go along with something if he knew it would make me happy.

Lotana walked with grace; like she didn’t have a care in the world. There was a lightness to her I appreciated. Like a nun who believed and was at peace. Lotana turned her hand, and a man with dirty blonde hair walked in the room. He was also wearing burlap, and his shirt was a dreadful box shape. It was like they had sewn their clothes together with the scraps from a sack that used to hold potatoes.

“Christine and Joseph, this is my husband Noro,” she said. Noro had tan skin like he spent most of his days outside. “He and I will be your shamans for this retreat.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Noro. He put out his hand and shook ours. I felt like we should have been doing handstands to greet one another. A handshake felt too western. Too mainstream for Noro and Lotana. They were a different breed. The surrounding air was like water running down a slab of stone.

“You two run this farm by yourselves?”

“We have help when the plants get larger, but yes, we do most things ourselves,” said Noro.

Joseph seemed perplexed. He never got his hands dirty on the farm. He knew how to grow plants and had worked hard in the beginning but paid people as quickly as he could to do the dirty work so he could buy more land to expand his business. Young Farms was a legacy. Something they’d be able to pass down to their children, but it was clear Noro and Lotana didn’t grow more than they needed. They weren’t chasing after dollars like Joseph.

“We understand you’re a farmer, Joseph.”

“I am,” he said.

“What do you think of our farm?” asked Noro. He pointed his flattened hand toward the window that showcased their rows of vegetables germinating and striving to sprout.

“It’s marvelous, but what is this couples’ retreat?”

Noro nodded and disappeared from the room. Lotana stepped forward. Her smile was contagious. I hated how much I loved looking at her round face and buzz cut. I didn’t have the confidence to wear my hair that short. Lotana held a folder in her hand. We were sitting at a desk in the cabin. Their TV and sofa were on the other side of the stairs that occupied the middle of the room.

Lotana took a seat across from us and placed two pieces of paper on the desk. “We just need you to sign these non-disclosure forms.”

Joseph and I shared a look, and my palms turned hot like they would break into a sweat. “Why do you need us to sign non-disclosure forms?” asked Joseph.

“Well, we would like our treatment to remain top secret. We don’t want to attract any unnecessary attention.”

“You’re a popular couples’ retreat online. What happens if we break the non-disclosure agreement?”

“It is a million-dollar agreement. Do you want to spend a million dollars to tell the world about what we do?” asked Lotana.

“I told you this was a waste of time. And what kinds of names are Lotana and Noro? We want our money back,” said Joseph.

“This retreat is non refundable. You can leave if you don’t want to sign the paper. We told a…” Lotana checked her paperwork, “we told a Lucy all these details, and she agreed to them.”

Joseph turned and looked at me like a wolf in the darkness. I wished I had paid more attention to the details. I had been too busy reading the glowing reviews to focus on the fine print. Joseph would hold this over my head for ages. “Yes, Lucy is my assistant. We can’t do this, Christine. It would be insane,” said Joseph.

I wanted to agree with him, but there was something about Lotana. And Noro. The farm. They seemed to have their shit together on a spiritual level, and I wanted to join them. “I’ll sign the paper. We won’t tell a soul what you do here, isn’t that right?”

Joseph grunted and picked up a pen. Lotana smiled and slid the papers closer to us. We signed on the dotted lines, agreeing we wouldn’t tell the world what we did at Mango Farm’s Couples Retreat unless we wanted to pay Lotana and Noro one million dollars. The contract was simple and easy to read and made the deal clear.

I turned to Joseph, but he wasn’t smiling when he looked back.

Lotana took the papers and filed them away. She gave us two keys, “these are for your yurt.”

“We’re sleeping in a yurt?” asked Joseph.

“They are nice, don’t worry. Go change and shower if you need because we’re doing yoga and then dinner this afternoon. No time to waste,” Lotana said and clapped her hands. She walked out to the car with us and showed us the way to our yurt.

♦

Joseph

Lotana was waiting outside the yurt for us. It wasn’t shabby. The inside of the yurt could have been the feature of a travel magazine, but I had a weird vibe about Mango Farm’s Couples Retreat. There was something off in the air.

“I lied to you before,” said Christine. “The one thing I read was that there was no internet here, and now I want it. What did we sign up for?”

“You’re the one that wanted this,” I said. “You’re the one that agreed to pay a million of Young Farms’ dollars if we leak any information.”

“You should have stopped me,” she said. Christine was rocking at the edge of the king bed.

I had been sitting in a chair on the other side of the room. We had sat in silence for several minutes avoiding eye contact. I went over to Christine and put my arm over her shoulder. “Don’t put this on me. We will survive this. What’s the worst that could happen?”

“Christine and Joseph, we need to meet the other couple. I know you had a long day of travel, but yoga will rejuvenate you. It will help you get over that sluggishness.”

“Coming right out,” I called. “We can do this, Christine. We’re here because of me, and I want to show you how much I love you.”

Christine’s fingers tightened around mine. She had lied to me, but I deserved it after all the lies I had told her over the years. I never cheated nor kissed another woman, but did going out with younger female employees for drinks count? I had done that more times than I could count and knew many of them had eyes for me. They would have gone to bed with me had I asked, but I never did. That didn’t mean we never touched or flirted. Christine always thought I was working late, and she would be sitting up with a cooked meal when I arrived home smelling of alcohol.

Then, Christine would complain, and I would ignore her complaints. I would act out and leave my paperwork in odd places on purpose if she had said too much. Other times it was because I had honestly forgotten to pick up my dirty dishes or dirty clothes.

“Thank you, Joseph. I should have read more about this place before I agreed. This yurt is beautiful, but Noro and Lotana are freaks.”

“Joseph! Christine! Please come out,” called Lotana.

Christine covered her mouth. I was positive Lotana hadn’t heard her and didn’t care if she had. I took Christine’s hand, and we went outside to meet Lotana.

Lotana’s blue eyes were like the clear sky above us. She had a smile plastered to her face, but it didn’t look forced. It was like she woke up smiling every day with the sunrise. Noro had flat lips but looked at peace. There was a chance the hippies had something to teach Christine and myself about life. I was open to their instruction, as long as we could leave afterward. They had a website and past clients, everything should work out fine.

We followed Lotana down a trail. She told us the clearing was about a twenty-minute walk up the path. “How much land do you own?”

“We try to buy more whenever we can, but we have over one hundred acres now.”

“All connected?”

“Yep, we’re hoping to acquire another twenty, but the seller is playing hardball.”

“The bigger you get, the more people will fight back against you.”

“Yes, but we aren’t ones for battle. We only want the utmost privacy for our farm guests and ourselves,” said Lotana. She bowed her head as we walked. We stopped talking as we continued down the path. Lotana walked with the grace of a bird on water.

After eighteen minutes of walking, we arrived to the clearing. Another couple was standing there with Noro. They were black and wearing athletic clothing. The woman had gorgeous cheekbones and braided hair that hung down her back. The man was handsome with thicker muscles than me, but other men never intimidated me. They waved at us as we crossed the field and approached them. Their names were Alex and Jasmine. We shook hands and stood in front of the two open mats.

Noro and Lotana instructed us through an hour of yoga and deep breathing. I felt light by the end. Christine was red in the face. Alex and Jasmine were giggling. They made me sweat out the beer I had drank before arriving, and I felt refreshed. Yoga couldn’t cure Christine and I of our relationship problems, but it was a nice change of pace. I couldn’t remember the last time my body had felt this stretched and loose.

Lotana and Noro led us back to the compound after yoga with the yurts and cabin and common room. We went to the common room, and a woman was cooking. She didn’t make eye contact with anyone. She loaded food onto dishes without turning to greet us. The woman cooking had a long braid of gray hair down her back and tan skin. Lotana and Noro directed us to sit at a long wooden picnic table while they went for the food and spoke to the woman in soft, inaudible whispers.

“This place is weird, isn’t it?” asked Jasmine. She whispered, so Lotana and Noro couldn’t hear her.

“I don’t know what to think of it. Did you all stop at the restaurant on the way here?” asked Christine.

“We thought about it, but no. Why?”

“They told us something,” said Christine. I nudged her. We didn’t need to share conspiracies and start drama, but also Lotana and Noro were walking toward us. Christine folded her lips and sat straight on the bench. There was zero back support.

Jasmine looked like she wanted to hear more but resisted asking as Lotana and Noro took their seats. The older woman walked over with two plates at a time, keeping her head bent toward to the ground. Lotana and Noro didn’t introduce her, and it didn’t seem any of us wanted to ask.

“You all did well in yoga today,” said Noro. “Tomorrow morning, we have a surprise for you all. A treat that will change your world forever, but that is for tomorrow. Tonight, we will share why we came here in the first place after we eat this vegetarian feast.”

Nobody spoke as we loaded stewed vegetables, lentils, and other vegetarian options onto our plates. Christine and I shared glances. The smile never left Lotana’s face. Noro ripped his bread and dipped it in the sauce with the vegetables. I wanted to tell Alex and Jasmine what the bartender had shared, but how would Noro and Lotana react? Was it true? Did they make couples switch bodies? We ate our food, and the woman came back to clear our plates. She brought warm milk ten minutes later, but we had already begun sharing.

Christine and I told the others about our marital problems. When the words left my mouth, I realized how I had mistreated my wife in our sacred home. She wasn’t free of guilt, but her actions had been reactions to my behavior. We were tearing each other down like trees on new development. It was no wonder we had ended up here in Mango. When Christine described my behavior, I knew I needed to take a step back from work. I had a beautiful wife, and she deserved my appreciation. By the time we had shared everything, I was holding her hand. Staring into her eyes. Feeling a connection that had been faulty for years.

“Thank you, Christine and Joseph. Would you like to share Alex and Jasmine?”

Jasmine did most of the speaking. They were both college professors. Jasmine taught painting with a focus on watercolors, and Alex taught history. They both worked at the same university and had a hard time separating their work and personal lives. It was affecting their sex life, and they hadn’t had sex in months. Sometimes, Alex would spend hours reading or Jasmine would spend hours on her paintings. They had a habit of ignoring each other.

“Thank you for sharing, Alex and Jasmine. We all have problems in our relationships,” said Lotana. “Noro and I have issues of our own to work through, but what works is communication. Activities work too, and we’ll start one tomorrow.”

“What is this activity? You all are acting secretive and creeping me out,” said Jasmine. She played with her thin braids. Jasmine had a sophisticated beauty like china plates sitting within a glass cabinet. Alex and I were lucky men.

“All good things come to those who wait. If you all don’t mind retiring to your yurts for the night. We will ring a bell and begin early,” said Noro.

We left the common area and went back to our yurts. Noro and Lotana went back to their cabin. The countryside was quiet compared to back home. Christine put on music, and I couldn’t help but kiss her. Press my body against hers. Take her on the king bed.


CHAPTER FIVE

Christine

Joseph and I had scrumptious, toe-curling sex last night. It was as though we were trying to fuck away our problems; prove we didn’t need this couples’ retreat. I could still feel his tongue brushing against my clit if I closed my eyes. His dick hitting my spot. My moans. I hoped nobody heard me. Maybe Alex and Jasmine had fucked. Maybe they broke their dry spell.

Lotana or Noro was ringing a bell outside to wake us. I had no idea what time it was, but my body still felt light from last night. I wanted to lie in bed and remember how Joseph had spent hours pleasuring me. Not that he didn’t get pleasure from it, but last night was different. He had focused his attention on me like never before. Joseph turned to me in bed and smiled, “guess we have to get up. We should have fucked like that before coming here,” said Joseph.

“You know I still would have made us drive down to Arkansas,” I said.

“That’s true, but I would have had a better argument.”

“Rise and shine, campers. We have to get an early start!” hollered Lotana. She was standing close to the yurt. The world felt miles away inside the yurt. It was our private oasis. No sounds of motors or sirens or construction. Nothing but birds chirping through the day and insects at night.

Joseph and I pulled ourselves out of bed and put on jogging pants and t-shirts. It wasn’t cold outside, but I didn’t want any ticks attaching themselves to me. I wore long socks under the pants too. Joseph kissed me before we stepped outside. It was like our first year of marriage. His lustful eyes. The kisses before every task. I hadn’t realized how much I missed this side of Joseph. The man who took his time to pleasure me with his tongue before pleasuring himself. Not that I didn’t love getting fucked by him, but his tongue could do so much more.

“There you are,” said Lotana. Alex and Jasmine were standing outside of their yurt. They looked exhausted. Maybe they had sex. Jasmine and I smiled at each other. Lotana raised her hands in the air, “today is the beginning of the rest of your lives. The experiences you all have at this retreat will bond you for life. Couples can’t share our secrets, but they share the success they had at this retreat.”

“What are we going to do?”

“When Noro and I met, we were backpacking in South America. We lived there for many years before moving back to the States, but around the third year of our marriage we were having issues in our relationship.”

We were all nodding along and had stepped closer to Lotana. She was standing between the two yurts, speaking loud enough to hear, but I felt far from her. Lotana waited until we were in a circle around her to continue.

“While fighting on a hike one day in the middle of nowhere, a woman came out and spoke to us. She offered to help us with our relationship issues, and we experienced the same journey you all will now.”

“The rumors are true?” said Joseph.

Lotana smirked and turned toward the path. She curled her hand and waved it for everyone to follow. “We will go to the clearing again.”

We followed Lotana. Alex and Jasmine walked in front of us holding hands. Joseph kept eying me from his peripherals. He looked afraid, and I felt it. I couldn’t meet his eyes without wanting to turn around and run back to the car. We had our keys. We didn’t have to learn the surprise. The expression Lotana had given Joseph when he asked about the rumors was enough to know.

We arrived to the clearing, and the woman from dinner last night was stirring a clay pot sitting on a metal grate above a wood fire. She was staring into the pot, not making eye contact. I hadn’t met her eyes once. I wondered if she was from around here or South America. Noro was standing by her and watching us walk toward them.

“Please kneel, and we’ll serve you.”

The four of us shared a look, but Lotana encouraged us to sit. There were four pillows on the grass for our knees. The older woman poured liquid from the pot into four bowls that Noro and Lotana passed out. She didn’t speak nor look up from the pot.

I took the hot liquid. Lotana instructed us to blow on it and drink the liquid as quickly as possible. It had an earthy taste like dirt, but it wasn’t impossible to drink. There were some herbaceous undertones that made it easier to digest. It took us five minutes to drink the liquid. Lotana, Noro, and the woman joined hands and started chanting in a language I didn’t understand.

Jasmine, Alex, Joseph, and I sat on the pillows and watched. I focused on the older woman, but she never met my eyes. She stared at the grass. Her words sounding the most native. They flowed the best, but Noro and Lotana did well.

After a couple minutes, Noro went over to Jasmine and Alex. Lotana came to us. She instructed us to lie on the grass with our heads on the pillows and hold hands.

The second I touched Joseph’s hand, an overwhelming tiredness took over my body. I looked over to Joseph, and his eyes were already closed. The older woman hadn’t stopped chanting. The last thing I remembered was Lotana patting my forehead and taking my bowl away, and then I drifted to sleep.


CHAPTER SIX

Joseph

I didn’t remember leaving the field, but we were back in the yurt when my eyes fluttered open. When my eyes parted, it was like looking in the mirror. A hallucination. Was I in the desert staring at a mirage? Reaching out my hand, I gasped when I noticed my fingers painted with nail polish. No hair on my fingers. They were skinnier than normal, and the person lying next to me was… me.

I shook my body, thinking it was a dream. When Christine opened her eyes (in my body), she screamed. It was a deep rumble compared to her feminine yelps like when grease splashed up from a frying pan while she was cooking. Christine put her hands in front of her face. The dark, auburn hair on her arms shined when she twisted it in the light.

“The bartender wasn’t lying,” I mumbled. I reached my hands down and touched my breasts. Christine’s breasts. She looked at me as I fondled her body.

Christine slapped my hand. I don’t think she realized her force in my male body and sent pain through my feminine arm. Christine was a personal trainer but kept her body thin. Tight. Much tighter than I had been. I couldn’t stop touching myself, but Christine wasn’t having it. “Stop treating my body like that, Joseph!”

“How does it feel having a penis?” I asked. Christine had always loved my dick. She treated it with compassion when she got on her knees. Not that she had been doing that much recently, but Christine knew how to use her tongue. Her lips. My lips? Would I have to be the one getting on my knees now? I still had all my memories, and I had objectified women like new cars. Would people do that to me now? Would men look at me like a piece of meat with a hole and a clit? I reached in my pants and touched my new pussy. Christine slapped my shoulder. “What?” I asked.

“What the fuck happened to us?” she asked. “I can’t live in this body.”

“What? You don’t like it? I know I’m not in as great of shape as you, but it’s not that bad,” I said.

“You know I love you and your body, but this is insane. How will we return to our old selves? I can’t live like this forever,” said Christine.

“Have you even touched my dick yet?”

“It was hard when I woke up. That was part of the reason I screamed. Feeling it pulsing in my pants. We have to let the world know Lotana and Noro are doing this. We can afford the million dollars,” she said. It was weird hearing my voice with her words. I would never think telling the world about this farm was worth a million dollars. Lotana and Noro had to have a way to turn us back. I didn’t believe they would just convert us without having an exit plan, would they?

“Christine,” I said and placed my hand on her male body. “I know spending that money might seem worth it, but it isn’t. We have to work through this and—”

“And nothing, Joseph. I want my body back,” she said.

“Why don’t we see what Lotana and Noro have planned for us?” I asked, not wanting to deplete my account of a million dollars. We had the money but not much more. Spending a million or more on a lawsuit would break us. This retreat had been Christine’s idea, and she had to live with it. Plus, I didn’t mind my new body so much. It was less hairy, thinner, and my breasts were fun to touch. Maybe even better than playing with my dick. I would have to spend some time in this new body to decide what I enjoyed more.

Christine and I slowly crawled our way out of bed after agreeing to not overreact. We didn’t have cell phone service out here, and there wasn’t wifi to use. We held hands and stood at the yurt’s door. I turned to Christine and said, “let’s make the best of this. I’m here because of my behavior, and you picked this place. I assume you had a good reason for choosing this farm because you don’t make decisions without information.”

Christine nodded. It was strange looking at my wife in my old body, but we had been warned. But who would believe switching consciousnesses was possible? I hadn’t, and now I was here in my feminine body and ready to take on the world.

♦

Christine

The day had passed in a slumber, and waking up in my husband’s body was the single strangest thing to happen in my life. The dark reddish-brown pubic hair I saw in the shower. The penis hanging from my body. I loved Joseph’s member, but as a woman on the receiving end. I had never dreamed of having it on my body. Maybe I had wondered what it felt like to have a penis, but here we were. I had to wonder no more.

Alex and Jasmine were also in a state. We were sitting in the common room after Lotana had collected us. We had been wandering around the farm in our new bodies when she found us and brought us here.

“We will sue you,” said Jasmine who had the consciousness of Alex. She slammed her hands on the table.

Lotana smirked. She had an innocence nobody would accuse of crime. “You signed a contract that prevents that. You can pay a million dollars and spread the word about what we do, if you’d like. We have an exit plan. But you came here for a reason, Alex. Isn’t that correct?”

He sighed. He didn’t carry Jasmine’s body the same way she had. There was a large cloud of uncomfortable energy floating over him. Jasmine’s body. I felt betrayed by Lotana, but would I have continued if she told me we would really switch bodies? Would I have left Bendersville to drive hours to Mango, Arkansas? I doubted I would have.

“Yes, I came here to work on my relationship with Jasmine,” he said and pointed to his old body. Jasmine, who was in Alex’s body, feigned a smile and dropped her head to the table. The older woman was in the corner cooking food. It smelled delicious, but she still hadn’t made eye contact with me. I wanted to meet her eyes. See into her soul.

“I apologize for deceiving you, but that’s how we get people to agree. The results are spectacular, I promise. We wouldn’t have near perfect reviews if it weren’t for the successes of our farm. I want to tell—”

“Can you turn us back?” cut in Alex.

“I was just about to say that, Alex. But before you all turn back, I would like you to explore your partner’s body. How is life in his or her shoes? How does it feel to be the person on the other side: sexually, emotionally, physically? Tonight, I want you all to make love.”

Jasmine shrieked. I clutched my chest. My penis felt so foreign. Large and awkward. When it had pressed against my boxers upon waking up, I wanted to rip it from my body. I didn’t know if I could fuck Joseph. Myself. My old body.

“You can’t expect us to do that,” said Alex.

“If you love each other, this shouldn’t be an issue. You two are the same souls. What does it matter who has which body?” asked Lotana. Joseph opened his mouth to speak, but Lotana put up her hand. “We can talk in the morning. Please, enjoy your dinner and rest. You will need it for what comes next.”

I had no idea what Lotana had planned for us, and I didn’t want to find out. Lotana left the room and left us alone. I’m sure everyone was thinking. Their thoughts running like cars around a racetrack. Nobody spoke. The older woman served us food without making eye contact. We ate.

After we finished eating, the older woman cleared our plates without speaking. I wasn’t sure she understood English; not that we had shared anything.

“So, I guess we should head back to our yurts now?” asked Jasmine. She looked frightened.

“I guess so,” I said, not knowing if I could go through with this. Joseph took my hand and squeezed it. We stood from the bench and said goodbye to Alex and Jasmine outside. They went to their yurt, and we went to ours.

♦

Joseph

Christine lay atop me in my old body. She had my pectorals. My light reddish-brown body hair. She still had the same personality under it all, but she was me. My old self, and I was her. I touched the breasts on my chest, trailing my hand down my abdomen to the wetness between my legs. My body responded to Christine’s touch as she pushed my hair behind my ear and stared into my eyes. She smelled of pine and a hint of parsley from dinner.

“How do you feel?” I asked. She had my square jaw and golden brown eyes. I had always found myself attractive. It was the body and face I had been given at birth, but my personal interest was never conceited. Never a sexual attraction to myself. I looked good for the ladies and stayed in decent shape for my wife. I thought it had been enough to keep my arms thick and muscular, but she needed more from me, and here we were. Staring at our old bodies from the other. Maybe it didn’t matter who was in which body if we had each other.

“Nervous,” she said.

“Why?”

“This hard dick on my body. What do I do with it?”

I reached my hand up and grabbed her thick dick. It felt heavier than I remembered, and my pussy reacted as I touched it. As I stroked her shaft. She groaned and let out a deep moan that rattled my ears. I almost never heard myself when I used to make that noise in my old body, but it sounded sexy when she did it. When she was inches from my dripping pussy.

“Does it hurt?” I asked wanting to slide her dick into my pussy. Wanting to feel how it felt for a woman, but I was fearful it would hurt too much. What if I couldn’t handle my old dick? What if she was too big? How deep was my pussy before it hit a wall?

Christine reached her hand forward and touched my cheek. She kissed my lips. Her dick slid along my pussy lips and made it wetter. Hungrier for a filling. “Only sometimes. Should I do what I like most first?”

“What’s that?”

Christine moved her body down and went under the sheet. When her lips connected with my clit, it was like someone performing a private concert on the saxophone. I felt like a woman sitting atop a piano singing a song. A woman with a good voice, not the one I had. The moans leaving my mouth were involuntary. Unmeasurable. Her tongue had my mind in the stars.

“Fuck, Christine. Fuck me. Please,” I said. I didn’t know what came over me, but I was a campfire without chocolate and marshmallows. A pussy without a dick.

Christine eyes sparkled as she looked into my eyes. Her lips glistened from my pussy juices. All this time I had been on the other side and hadn’t contemplated how Christine’s body reacted to my touch. I was self-centered and concerned about my orgasm and not hers, but she wanted to pleasure me in a way I almost never did for her. I used to enjoy eating Christine’s pussy but stopped doing it as often after she had stopped sucking my dick.

While sliding her uncovered dick up and down my pussy, my body felt like a bridge loosing its cables. I grabbed her dick and forced it into my pussy. When it stretched my walls, pain trickled over my body. But it was a welcome pain. One my body knew how to solve. As Christine thrust in and out of my pussy, the juices grew heavier and provided the lubrication we needed. Her dick was hitting my spot, sending waves of pleasure over my body. Now I understood what they meant by a ‘spot’.

“Right there, baby,” I said. My eyes closed, rolling into the back of my head. My mind was learning the wiring of a female body. How the pussy connected to the mind. Christine used my old dick and rocked in and out of her old opening. We were one soul, two bodies.

Christine wrapped her hands around my back. She was on her knees in front of me. My legs wrapped around her back. She pulled me into her arms, causing her dick to fill me completely. “I love you,” she said.

“I love you, too,” I said. Our eyes closed, and our mouths met for a kiss. With my eyes closed, it was like I could have been in my old body. I could have been the person on the other side. The man, but I was the woman, and it felt just as good getting stretched as it did doing the stretching. Maybe better? With Christine’s dick in me, I could have been on a beach in the Mediterranean. Waves crashing onto the sand through the open villa window. I could have been standing at the peak of a mountain. How would it feel to have my pussy licked there; with a cold breeze blowing past us? Would it tickle? Could I handle it?

Christine broke our kiss and looked down to our connected bodies. Her raw dick sliding in and out of my wet hole. Her thick arms hardened as she lifted my legs into the air and pushed her dick into me as deep as she could. My head arched on the pillow. My teeth clenched my bottom lip. Christine had a tight hold on my ankles as she fucked my pussy.

My thoughts dissolved as her dick filled me. Left me empty and filled me again. The orgasm building inside of me was like going to the top of a roller coaster. I focused on the growing warmth in my body. My mind and body connected like never before. When I was a man, it had been about me. My needs. My dick and how wet it felt. How it slid.

I opened my eyes, and Christine was watching me while moving her hips. I wrapped my legs around her back and thrust her deep into my hole. She buckled, and her hands fell to the mattress by my sides.

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Amazing. For you?”

“I don’t think I can last much longer. So much harder to cum as a woman,” said Christine.

I lifted my head to her ear, slightly straining my back, and said, “fill me.”

Christine bit her bottom lip and went back to position, picking up her stride. It wasn’t long before a series of grunts left her mouth and I felt a hot liquid enter my pussy. When Christine pulled out, some cum followed. My pussy was wet and sticky. I was hot and moments from cumming.

It was as though Christine had read my mind. We had thrown the covers off long ago, and she moved her head down to my pussy. Her tongue brushed along my clit, and I gripped the sheets for balance. For a sense of being. Her tongue expertly went from my clit to my pussy, pulling me to the peak of the mountain. My climax.

My body stiffened while I came as a woman for the first time. My eyes darted side to side. I felt paralyzed with joy. Heat. Lust. I dug my nails into Christine’s masculine chest and dragged them down. Christine collapsed atop my body when my legs stopped squeezing her face. Her face near my belly button. Her fingers caressing my sensitive lips. I reached over and touched her hard body.

We laughed, kissed, and fell gently to sleep.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Christine

When I awoke the next morning, the male body encasing me didn’t frighten me as it had the first time. I was becoming accustomed to it. Fucking Joseph last night had been exhilarating. Cumming as a man was easier than opening a bottle of wine without a corkscrew. I could get used to having that orgasm. And the muscular, masculine body.

Turning to Joseph, it was strange seeing my old body. I missed my feminine curves but not as much as I would have thought. I loved the experience of living in Joseph’s old body. Did I need to go to the gym in his body? Could I keep my job as a trainer? Joseph had muscles but had let his age (and gut) catch up with him. I could work off the extra and get more clients at the gym. The men always had it easier.

“Good morning,” I said.

Joseph’s eyes fluttered open. They were big and brown with long lashes. He looked beautiful in his femininity. Fucking him in my old body had been one of the best experiences of my life. Watching the orgasm build within him as I slid my dick in and out of his pussy. He had been dripping for my dick. It was wet, slick, and breathtaking.

“Morning,” Joseph said. He was wearing nothing. He wrapped his hairless leg over my body. His left breast touched my chest. His arm draped over my pectorals.

“Did you enjoy last night?”

“More than you know,” he said.

Before I could respond, a cowbell sounded outside. Lotana’s voice followed it calling ‘rise and shine’. I wanted to lift Joseph atop me and bury my face in his breasts to ignore the woman’s voice commanding us to rise.

“What do you think they have planned now?”

“Who knows with them,” I said.

“Time to wake up and come outside,” called Lotana while ringing the cowbell. It was loud and powerful and traveled throughout the room. Joseph and I groaned but climbed out of bed and got dressed for the new day. Putting on men’s clothing was still strange, but it must have been weirder for Joseph. He didn’t seem to mind. I noticed him examining his breasts in the small mirror; pushing them together and letting them fall. Joseph and I finished getting ready and walked outside.

The weather was warm for the morning, like it would turn into an inferno by noon. Lotana was standing between the two tents wearing her burlap dress. I wasn’t sure she ever changed.

“Good morning, campers,” said Lotana. She smiled with ease. Her blue eyes sparkled in the morning sun. “We have a special surprise planned for you today.”

“More than this?” asked Alex, who was still in Jasmine’s body. He waved his feminine hands along his curves. His dark skin looked waxed with moisturizer.

“Alex, how was your lovemaking?”

Jasmine laughed in a deep voice, covering her mouth. She still had the most gracious movements in her male body, like a ballet dancer on the stage. Like a swan on the lake. Her eyes showed how much she enjoyed their night together. Alex turned to his wife, staring at his old body, and their connection was clear. Nobody could deny it.

Alex didn’t reply to Lotana, and she continued, “I’m guessing you all had a good night. Noro and I experienced what you all did, and it changed our lives. We understand our methods aren’t conventional, but they work. Couples leave here and don’t look back. They find themselves in ways that weren’t possible outside of our retreat. Do you disagree?”

Alex said nothing. Jasmine curled into his feminine body and placed her head on his narrow shoulders. They looked at peace and in love. Joseph and I closed the small gap between us and interlaced our fingers. Watching Alex and Jasmine was infectious, unavoidable.

“Right then,” said Lotana. Noro was walking toward us from the distance. She waved at her husband and pulled two rolls of paper from her dress. She handed one to each of our groups. “These are maps that will lead you to the next surprise.”

Noro reached us and hugged his wife. There was a sense of ease in the air when they were together. I wished I could hold Joseph with the same care, but this experience was already bringing us closer. I could feel it in our touch. The affection running through our bodies; exchanging itself through the palms of our hands.

“The next part of your journey will bring you even closer together. When you arrive at your destination, we want you all to embrace nature and listen to it. Eat it. Explore one another,” said Noro.

Alex raised his hand, “what do you mean?”

“You will see when you arrive at your destination. Please, go with the flow. We will come for you later with the help of our friend,” Noro said and waved to the older woman. She was standing by the entrance of the common room. She was like the shadow under a tree.

Joseph spoke up. He had my old voice but his same clumsy gestures. “Will there be a way to reverse all this at the end?”

“We already answered that, but yes. You can reverse it now and leave if you wish, but we recommend continuing with the journey.”

I didn’t want to leave without seeing what came next. I squeezed Joseph’s hand, not realizing my strength. He squealed and narrowed his eyes in my direction. “Sorry,” I muttered. “But I want to continue.”

Joseph exhaled and lowered his head. He wouldn’t argue with my wishes. We were here because of his actions. His neglect to our marriage for the sake of making money. He had put his business gains before my happiness.

Noro and Lotana stood close together. Lotana spoke, “there are instructions on your map. Each couple will travel in opposite directions but end up in the same place. You all may not see each other where you land, but that is fine. We expect it. Please, try to enjoy this experience and remember that you all are doing this to understand the other better. To love the other more fully. There is no right or wrong way to love, but you came here to try. Best of luck to you all and enjoy the hike.”

When Lotana finished speaking, she left before we could ask further questions. She and Noro disappeared with the older woman into the common room. Alex and Jasmine looked at as while we stared back at them. They dropped eye contact and opened their map.

“Guess we should do the same,” said Joseph. He took the map from my hands and unrolled it. There was a dotted line that led through the property. When I looked up, Alex and Jasmine had disappeared in the opposite direction. Joseph turned to me, standing a head shorter. “Should we head out?”

I nodded, not knowing what to expect. Noro and Lotana had swapped our minds, something I hadn’t thought was possible until they did it to us. Joseph must have noticed my hesitation. He took my hand.

“We can do this, Christine. They can turn us back when we return.”

“But how do we know where we will go?”

“I trust Noro and Lotana, do you?” he asked me. It was strange looking at my face, but my being had changed once Joseph’s mind entered my old body. I must have changed his body in the same ways. Joseph pulled me down the trail, and the doubts evaporated from my mind.

We were walking along the trail; the surrounding foliage rustled in the breeze. The day was growing hotter even though leaves covered us in a blanket of shade. Bugs buzzed and swarmed around us. The hair on my body felt thick with the first layer of sweat. I didn’t understand how Joseph didn’t shave all this hair. It felt disgusting. I missed my moisturized skin free of body and facial hair.

“What does the map say?” I asked. We had been walking for at least thirty minutes, and I was growing thirsty. We had drank the one bottle of water we brought. Neither Noro nor Lotana told us how long the trail was. Their land was only so vast. I didn’t want to reach the end without knowing.

Joseph stopped walking. I was thinking about how dry my mouth felt. My crusted lips. How long would we have to stay outside? “Christine, do you see that? It can’t be…”

“See what?” I asked, lifting my head. In the distance, there were several pots with small trees growing from them. It looked like a fruit, but I didn’t recognize what kind.

“That’s impossible,” said Joseph. He took off in a sprint, and I ran to catch up with him. When we arrived to the trees, I recognized the fruit growing on them. Joseph reached out his hand and touched one. “I can’t believe it. How are these growing here?”

I turned from the tree and looked forward. Little remained of the trail before it opened up from the woods to a clearing. Sun filtered through the foliage, but it changed to a strange shade of blue toward the trees. It looked more like the surface of the ocean than a patch of grass. There must have been clouds in the sky.

“Where are you going?” asked Joseph.

“Don’t you see it?” I asked.

“Wait for me, Christine. I’m picking some ripe mangoes.”

♦

Joseph

I grabbed mangoes from the trees and chased after Christine. My breasts bounced as I ran with the mangoes clutched against my chest. Seeing mangoes growing in Arkansas was unreal, but they looked healthy and cared for. They grew in pots and had an abundant amount of fruit.

When I reached the clearing, the half-covered sun hit my skin. It reflected off the grass and made it appear blueish like the ocean. Christine was spinning in circles on the field. She had taken off her shirt to expose her hairy chest. She kicked her legs in the air and moved like a gliding bird.

I sat several yards from her and placed the mangoes to my side. “Christine, don’t you want to eat a mango?”

Her eyes locked onto mine, and she moved toward me while flapping her arms. I tucked my legs under my bottom and dug into a mango with my nail. We had no equipment. I hoped we wouldn’t get lost without a way back to the yurts. Surely Noro and Lotana wouldn’t leave us out here alone. They told us they would come for us.

“You trust those mangoes after what they did to us?” she asked. Christine took a seat next in the clearing. The sun was hot but didn’t burn. The air was thick but tolerable. “I don’t understand how they could grow them in Arkansas.”

“Just eat one, Christine. What’s the worst that could happen?”

Christine rolled her eyes and sat down. She crossed her legs and bent her back. I passed her a mango. She dug into it with her manly hands. Her fingers thick with a light layer of hair. Christine opened the mango and sucked on the yellow-orange fruit. I did the same. We sat in the field and enjoyed the wet sweetness against our tongues. “These are delicious,” I said.

Christine nodded in agreement. Her lips shined as the liquid from the fruit clung to her lips. I leaned forward, unable to resist, and kissed her lips; tasting the sweetness. Christine wrapped her hand around the back of my neck and tugged on my hair. My nipples hardened at her touch. I felt them rubbing against the fabric of my thin bra.

Pulling harder, Christine leaned into the kiss. She pulled my hair from its ponytail, letting it fall down my back. Her touch made my pussy come to life. It was like an alarm without a code, and Christine had the piece I needed between her legs.

Christine climbed atop me, and I fell gently to the grass below. Christine gripped my breasts as she kissed me. As my back pressed into the ground. As my pussy went from dry to wetter with each passing second. I had never imagined a woman could feel so empty. So desperate for something to fill her. I wanted nothing more than for Christine to press her weight against me and fill me with her rod. Her manhood.

It was like she was reading my mind as she undressed me in the open field. We were alone. Free. Nature surrounded us, and we couldn’t see any hint of civilization. We were in a clearing by ourselves; without restrictions. Even if Noro and Lotana were watching, I didn’t care. They could see Christine make love to me because I needed her. My pussy was hot for her touch.

Christine and I were naked in a minute. The breeze tickled my naked body, but I couldn’t laugh with Christine’s manly body hovering above me. Towering over me and blocking me from the sun. All I could see was her hard dick. The precum leaking from it. All I could think was how I wanted her inside of me. How my pussy had taken over my thoughts. My desires.

“Fuck me,” I said.

Christine put my legs in the air and rubbed her dick along the folds of my womanhood. My opening. I touched my wife’s pectorals. It didn’t matter she had my old body. We were the same, and now I understood why I had fallen in love with her all those years ago. I understood how her body worked. How I needed to please her in the bedroom.

Before entering me, Christine moved her head down my clit and worked her magic. She had my back arching before I could resist her touch. She had the heat in my center raising like a thermometer reading a flu. I wouldn’t last long with her tongue working over my womanhood.

Seconds before I almost exploded and lost myself, Christine moved her lips. She replaced her tongue with her dick and filled me with her manhood. She fucked me in the open field, using her entire length. Holding me while she thrust in. Pulled out. The sun beat down on our naked bodies. My back pressed into the soft ground beneath me.

“Fuck, Joseph. How do you ever last?” asked Christine. I could tell by the lines in her face she was getting close. I wanted her to cum in me. Fill me with her seed. I spat on my hand and moved it down to my clit. Christine moved her body away from mine so I could touch my clit better. It was sensitive, and rubbing it felt as good as jacking off; if not better.

“Cum in me,” I said. I was getting close while rubbing my clit. Closing my eyes, I felt Christine’s dick against my pussy walls. I squeezed around her manhood. She moaned, her rhythm slowing. “Cum for me, Christine.”

Christine picked up speed and fucked me like that for a minute before her dick expanded in my pussy. She grunted and let out her milky load. I took a few more seconds to rub my pussy before my body exploded with sensations. Christine’s dick still deep inside me. My pussy walls expanding and contracting on her dick.

“I love you,” she said. She collapsed against my body and rolled to my side. I snuggled into her thick arms.

“I love you too,” I said. We were naked and in the field, but I had never been as comfortable. I didn’t even remember drifting to sleep.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Christine

Upon waking up, the dark sky surprised me. I had no idea where I was. I heard the crackling of a fire and saw a blanket of stars above me but couldn’t ground myself. My location was a mystery. As the seconds passed, I noticed my body was naked. Under a large piece of fabric; scratchy and a dark color. There was still a penis between my legs, and the memories of fucking Joseph floated into my mind.

His body took shape around me as I came back to the present. As reality registered around me.

“Hey,” said Joseph. He was sitting next to me with his arms on my leg. His heat traveling through my hairy skin. I wanted to feel his pussy again. I wanted to feel the ejaculation of a man, but my old body was calling too. My feminine scents. My long hair. The outfits I could wear.

“Hi,” I said, staring at my old body. Joseph was naked too. His breasts hidden by the fabric covering our bodies. When I took my eyes off of Joseph, my surroundings came into focus. Alex and Jasmine were sitting yards from us, and there was a fire between us but at a point like a triangle. I hadn’t noticed Noro and Lotana standing behind the fire. The gray-haired woman was standing by a smaller fire and stirring a pot.

Alex and Jasmine wiped their eyes with their fists. They must have been out like us. I wondered if they ate mangoes. Where had their map led them? Joseph nudged me, and I wrapped my arm over his thin shoulder. I pulled him close to my masculine body and tightened the thick fabric around us.

Lotana stepped in front of the fire, and Noro followed her. They both wore clothing made of burlap. They gravitated toward each other, and Noro held Lotana much like I was holding Joseph.

“Welcome back. You all had quite the rest,” said Lotana. She had stepped forward, and Noro watched her with admiration. “We are pleased that each couple ate the mangoes. You wouldn’t believe how hard they are to maintain here in Arkansas, but we have the best help,” she said and looked toward the older woman. The older woman smirked and continued stirring the pot. “This clearing rests between the two where you all explored your bodies. The mangoes have a way of making our guests frisky. There must be something magical about them.”

Noro grinned as Lotana winked at us. “Tomorrow morning, you all will leave and return to your lives, if you choose. All of your problems might not have been cured overnight, but we hope you will have a better understanding of your partner and where they come from. How they feel. We hope this retreat will have a lasting effect on your relationship. Before we continue, please take a moment to talk with your partner about how to apply this journey to your life after this,” said Lotana.

Joseph and I turned to each other. We were without words for several beats, but I started first. I explained how we got here: Joseph leaving his dirty underwear everywhere, him putting his business before our relationship, and his occasional lack of attention in the bedroom. Joseph listened to my concerns and nodded along as I spoke. He held my hands.

“I will do everything I can to be present for you, Christine. I never want to lose you,” he said. His words came from my old lips, but they still meant everything. I knew this retreat had changed us for the better and I would miss living in his body and his easy orgasms, but we had to return to our lives.

Alex and Jasmine were talking. When they fell silent, they looked in our direction and smiled. We smiled back at them. They appeared relaxed and content. Joseph turned his head and rested it on my shoulder.

Noro stepped forward, holding Lotana’s hand. “You all have taken huge steps toward bettering your relationship. There is nothing more cleansing than living in your parent’s skin. Being them. Experiencing life on the other side.”

We all nodded along to Noro’s words. The fire behind acted as a captivating background. The woman in the shadows stirring a pot. Lotana spoke, “we know you all signed a confidentiality agreement, and we stand by that. No couple that has visited us has yet to break the agreement, so we can continue to operate. We hope you all will do the same and allow more couples to experience the wonders of Mango Farm.”

“But we have a confession, don’t we?” said Noro.

Lotana nodded. “We have the reversal drink ready,” she said and waved toward the old woman in the shadows. “But it is your choice to return to your old bodies. You only get to transform and reverse once in your life. Noro and I never returned to our old bodies after our transformation, but we know the recipe for the reversal drink. If someone breaks our agreement and we disappear, you may never find us again. The choice is yours,” she said. Lotana and Noro walked over to the woman in the shadows to wait.

Joseph and I stared at each other. He squeezed my hand. I squeezed his. Steam swirled up from the pot the older woman was stirring. We had to make the hardest decision of our lives, but whatever we chose, I knew I would love Joseph for the rest of my life.
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CHAPTER ONE

It was another stressful day in the Clausen household. Both Bonnie and Shaun Clausen longed for the times when there was peace in their relationship. They wished they could go back to when every shifty glance didn’t lead to a fight.

Shaun and Bonnie married fifteen years ago and loved one another, but an ongoing battle with infertility was pushing them to their limits. Love was only so powerful, and neither was sure how much longer they could put up with the pain these fights caused.

Bonnie was standing at the stove and slammed a pot on the burners. She huffed and sighed as she moved over to the sink to rinse a dish under running water.

Shaun was holding a knife; chopped carrots on a board beneath him. Other prepped vegetables in bowls on the counter, ready for Bonnie to cook. Their kitchen was newly renovated and gorgeous. A local design magazine had featured it. Homes were their babies since they couldn’t have a real one. They owned Clausen Realty. It was the most successful brokerage in the area.

They started Clausen Realty nine years ago. It had been amazing until the infertility issues crept into their lives. Countless sessions of passionate, unprotected love making over the years made them question why Bonnie had never gotten pregnant. They didn’t think about it until their infertility became the only thing they could think about.

Rosella Miller, their best agent/broker and a training manager at Clausen Realty for new employees, had pushed them toward therapy when their home problems bled into the business, but therapy hadn’t helped. No doctors could help. It wasn’t Bonnie. It was Shaun. His cock was long and thick and shot bum sperm.

Shaun found out he was sterile three years ago, and everything had fallen into a pit of burning hell since. He tried his best to stay calm, and Bonnie had been supportive in the beginning, but now she wanted a child. Shaun didn’t want her to use another man’s sperm. They wanted what they couldn’t have and were drowning each other into a spiraling, relentless pool of misery.

“Do you want me to cook dinner or not?” asked Bonnie. She spoke in her frustrated, bitchy voice, and Shaun was trying his best not to snap. He had already cut the vegetables. She knew he would wash the dishes when she finished cooking.

Shaun had looked at her the wrong way thirty minutes ago, and they had been bickering since. A constant, meaningless escalation they didn’t know how to avoid. Shaun tried to take a deep breath, but Bonnie’s screeching interrupted his clearing mind. “I asked you a question!”

“I chopped the fucking vegetables, didn’t I?” Shaun asked and slammed his fists on the counter. He nearly cut himself with the knife, pushing it to the side when he realized he hadn’t hurt himself.

Bonnie’s face crumbled. Shaun ran over to her and wrapped his arms around her, but she pushed him away.

Bonnie knew she’d overreacted, but she hated when Shaun looked at her with that hopeless, depressed face. She hated how badly she wanted a baby but couldn’t have one because of Shaun’s sterile sperm. There was once a day when she couldn’t have cared less about having a baby. Those days were gone, and Shaun wouldn’t budge about sperm donation. The clock was ticking. They were in their thirties and not getting any younger.

“I’m sorry,” Shaun said. They held each other, feeling the love, but unable to forget the pain.

Bonnie wiped her eye. She didn’t speak as she grabbed the bowls of chopped vegetables and went back to the stove. She lit the burner, heating a bit of oil. Bonnie whipped up a vegetable stir-fry. They had white rice ready in the rice cooker.

The silence was deafening as they ate, but neither knew what to say. Every time one of them brought up adoption, it was another battle. They would both consider adopting a child, but the discussion always led to a fight, and neither had the energy for another quarrel. It was hard enough lifting their forks from the plate to their mouth without the sound of a scratching utensil causing an ugly face leading to a nasty argument.

Bonnie mentioned something about their business. A house one agent was having a problem unloading. Shaun was thinking about his bum sperm and his inability to create a child and grunted as a response to Bonnie’s question.

“It’s a major problem. That house is bringing down our averages,” said Bonnie. She worried a lot about the company’s metrics. Before the infertility problem had taken over their lives, they were planning to expand the business.

Bonnie wanted to sell people a less-than-stellar house and help them renovate it. They were about to launch the new design firm three years ago, but Shaun’s prognosis had delayed them. Bonnie understood the reality was difficult for Shaun. It was for her, too. No man wanted to be told he couldn’t father a child.

There were other options to bring a child into their family. Shaun got depressed and sassy whenever Bonnie brought up adoption or a sperm donor or foster children, so she had stopped bringing up the topics all together. Bonnie was tired of having the same conversation a thousand times. She just wished she didn’t resent Shaun so much because it was eating her up on the inside.

“Did you hear me?”

“Yes, Bonnie. I don’t care about the stupid metrics. Does it even matter?” asked Shaun.

Bonnie sighed. “Shaun, our business is everything.”

“…because we can’t have a baby.”

“We can have a baby, but—”

Shaun slammed his fist on the table. Their plates jumped, making bits of food slide. “My sperm is shit! I’m a disgrace! A failure! What kind of man can’t have a child because of his fucking sperm?” asked Shaun.

Bonnie took a deep breath, but her patience was thin. She had to take on all of Shaun’s guilt, even though he had no reason to feel any. She didn’t care that his sperm couldn’t impregnate her. Bonnie hadn’t married Shaun because of that. Bonnie had married Shaun because of how sexy he looked paddling a kayak or holding a bow and arrow.

Bonnie thought back to their happier days, when they would enjoy nature or talk about construction and houses for hours. She wished she could turn back time to relive those days when they were so in love because she couldn’t take much more of Shaun’s self-pity. “Shaun,” she said gently and placed her hand on his. “You’re not a failure. I don’t care if our child is biologically yours. If you want a family, there are plenty of children who need adopting in the world.”

“I know,” Shaun said in a low voice. He exhaled, feeling tense but a little better.

“We’ll find a way, Shaun,” she said and squeezed his hand.

They were in the kitchen after they’d finished eating. Shaun was washing the dishes, and Bonnie was standing at the island. The unsellable house was still on her mind. “What are we going to do about that house? We have to get it off the market before the six-month mark,” she said.

Shaun shrugged. He didn’t care about one house. They had a thriving business. Why would anyone judge them because one house didn’t move? “Someone will buy it eventually,” he said as he moved a dish from the sink to the dishwasher.

Bonnie had been thinking about asking Shaun to hike with her this weekend, but that idea flew out the window. The indifference in Shaun’s voice pissed her off. “Don’t you care about our business?” she asked. Bonnie squeezed the counter and tried to steady herself, but it was harder with each fight. She wanted to stay in her marriage but sometimes fantasized about dating other men and buying Shaun out of the business.

“Yes,” Shaun screamed. He threw a dish into the sink and it shattered on impact. He bent his head. “I care about the fucking business, but it’s not as important as us growing a family. Who are we going to give the business to when we die? Who is going to look up to us? Learn from us?”

Bonnie understood what Shaun was saying, but he came up with a new excuse to write off his self-pity every time they argued. He acted like they couldn’t have done something by now if it weren’t for his arrogant behavior. “I’m not having this conversation with you.”

“Yeah, okay. You just want me to agree to letting them inject you with some other man’s sperm. I bet you’d like that. Remember how slutty you were when I met you? Surprised I’m not—”

“Shut up! Shut the fuck up right now, Shaun!” said Bonnie. She had gone out with another man when they were dating, but they had put no labels on their relationship. Shaun always brought it up in an argument. It wasn’t her fault many men wanted her. She chose Shaun in the end, didn’t she?

“Why? I bet if you’d chosen Logan, you’d have a bunch of kids by now. I bet his sperm would have knocked you up,” Shaun said. He was talking to the bubbles in water floating in the farm sink Bonnie had picked out. He didn’t turn to see the tears streaming down her face but could feel the heat of the ones sliding down his.

Bonnie wiped her eyes but didn’t breathe in. She didn’t want Shaun to know how badly he hurt her. “Fuck you,” Bonnie said in a low voice. Shaun heard it.

Shaun bit his lip, wanting to take back his words; wishing Bonnie weren’t walking away like she was now. Shaun took in a deep breath, hating himself for his inability to impregnate his wife. He wanted nothing more than to start the happy family they had dreamed of for so many years, but that dream was fading.

Shaun heard Bonnie grab her keys and walk out the front door. Bonnie slammed the door for the last time, never to return to her home or Shaun again.


CHAPTER TWO

A month had passed since Bonnie left their home the last time. A drunken driver killed her. Shaun couldn’t get out of bed. Losing Bonnie had destroyed him. He didn’t care about the business. Their home didn’t matter. He had only left their home once to put his wife’s body to rest, and it was the hardest thing he ever did. He wished he could take back their fight. Shaun wished he could change the past, but there was nothing he could do, and it was killing him.

He hadn’t picked up a sponge or rag in a month. The house reeked, and Shaun was no better. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d taken a shower. The home was beautiful beneath the grime, but nobody would think that if they saw Shaun’s house. There were dirty dishes piled in the sink. Dirty clothes all over the floor. Mail overflowing from the box outside.

Shaun’s phone rang. He groaned and rolled over to look at the screen of his cell phone. Rosella, the lead manager at Clausen Realty, was calling. Shaun hadn’t answered her calls since they saw each other at the closed-casket funeral. Shaun clicked the side of his phone to silence Rosella’s call, rolling to the other side of the bed.

He knew he should get out of bed and take a shower, but it felt disrespectful to Bonnie’s memory. He wanted to lie around and feel nothing. Shaun no longer knew if life was worth living. Every other thought he had was about taking his life. Ending it all. Meeting Bonnie in the heavens above. He didn’t care what happened to his company when he no longer had his partner.

Shaun’s phone rang again. It was Rosella. Shaun screeched and pulled on his ears as the phone rang. He dug his nails into his hips, waiting for the ringing to end. Shaun was breathing heavily. He looked down and noticed his leg hair looked thinner than usual.

Shaun couldn’t focus too long on his thinning leg hair because the doorbell rang. Shaun’s eyes popped open. He felt like a nocturnal animal running from the glow of a flashlight. The person who’d rang the doorbell banged on the door, and Shaun felt disturbed.

The stink and filth that had accumulated over the past month hit Shaun’s nostrils, clearer than ever. Shaun’s phone rang again. It was Rosella. Then, he heard her voice calling his name as the doorbell rang. Shaun didn’t know what to do, but he really didn’t want to answer the door.

When he heard the front door open and close, his heart sank to his stomach. Of course they’d given Rosella a spare key to their home. Who else would they have trusted with one?

“Shaun,” Rosella said as she climbed the stairs. She was holding her breath and trying her best to ignore the terrible stench of Shaun’s home. How could a house so beautiful smell so bad? How could a man with so much drive drop all the cards when he knew his wife wouldn’t want that? Rosella had come because she knew Bonnie wouldn’t want Shaun acting like this, and she needed his help at the office.

Shaun sprinted into the master bathroom. He closed the door and locked it. “I’m showering,” Shaun said and turned on the water.

Rosella was standing in the entrance of the master bedroom. She heard the water running and figured Shaun could use a shower, but she wasn’t going anywhere. “Okay, you do that. I’ll pick up a little around the house while you do.”

Shaun’s eyes widened. His heart raced. He didn’t want Rosella touching his disgusting mess! He didn’t want her cleaning his house when he should have been doing it himself, but the water was running, and he could really use a shower. Shaun exhaled, accepting his situation. When Rosella set her mind to something, she didn’t stop until she accomplished her mission.

The hot water ran down Shaun’s body. He hadn’t been to the gym all month, and it was showing. He felt the difference in his muscles as he ran the soap over his body, wishing he could turn back time and bring Bonnie back to his life. How had he gotten here?

Shaun dried himself off and put on a fresh pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt. He hadn’t worn anything clean in several days, and his body felt like nineteen layers of dirt had been scrubbed from it. Shaun stepped out of the bathroom, and his bedroom looked much better, but he didn’t see Rosella.

Shaun found Rosella in the kitchen, moving dirty dishes from the sink to the dishwasher. “You don’t have to do that,” said Shaun. He leaned on the counter.

Rosella understood Shaun was grieving. She knew he hurt more than she could ever imagine. He and Bonnie had been married for fifteen years. Rosella frowned and walked over to Shaun. She rubbed his shoulder. “I know it’s not easy, but you can’t live like this Shaun. Do you think Bonnie would want her house looking like this?”

Shaun shook his head. He knew Rosella was right. Bonnie would probably have thrown herself into work if the roles were reversed. She would have worked to hide the pain, but Shaun preferred to spend his time thinking about what could have been. Thinking about all the ways he could have been a better husband. Bonnie hadn’t been perfect either, but everything had changed after Shaun found out about his sperm.

Rosella touched Shaun to comfort him. He leaned his head on her shoulder. “I’m sorry I haven’t been answering your calls. Is everything at the office okay?”

“Not too bad,” said Rosella. It irritated her having everything on her shoulders, but Shaun was going through a lot. She wanted to buy an ownership share in the company, but now wasn’t the right time to ask. “We sold the house that wasn’t selling,” she said.

“I’ll give you a bonus. I’m sure you’ve been doing more than your fair share,” Shaun said, realizing how much Rosella must have taken on to keep the business afloat.

“Oh, you don’t—”

“No, I do,” he said. “I’ll pick myself up. I will.” Shaun felt the tears forming in his eyes.

“Take your time, Shaun. We don’t need you at the office yet, but it’d be really helpful if you could answer my calls,” she said.

They were holding each other as they stood at the kitchen island. Side by side, both wishing they could turn back the clock to bring back the woman they loved. “I promise I’ll answer your calls,” he said.

Rosella nodded. They stood there in silence for a few more minutes before Rosella gathered her bag and left Shaun alone. He spent the rest of the day cleaning, telling himself he had to carry on with his life.

When he stood in the mirror hours later, he noticed his body hair was much thinner but wrote it off as a side effect of the stress he’d been feeling. Shaun crashed and woke up the next morning ready to get out of bed.


CHAPTER THREE

Headlights.

Impact.

Rolling.

Blood.

Darkness.

Bonnie had been so angry when she left the house. She had driven like a crazy person, speeding away from the house until she slammed on her breaks at a light. After that, she’d calmed down, but destiny had another plan for Bonnie.

The light turned green. Bonnie inched forward, driving at a normal speed when a drunk driver slammed into her. All she’d seen were the headlights and swerving vehicle. The car clipped hers in just the right way, sending her rolling. The ambulance didn’t make it in time, and the drunk driver fled the scene.

After Bonnie took her last breath, she saw the light. She felt the heavens pulling her toward the gates, but a little voice stopped her.

You have work to do.

“What work?” asked Bonnie. She was floating in a dark area, the dazzling gates far above her. She tried her best to get to them, but they grew smaller as she sank into the darkness. Panic filled her. She didn’t want to go to hell. “Please! No!” she screamed. “What have I done to deserve this?”

You have work to do.

Bonnie had no idea where the voice was coming from, and fear petrified her. She couldn’t move. She couldn’t speak. Bonnie opened her mouth. She couldn’t find any words to say.

Bonnie, my child. You have a choice to make.

“What?” Bonnie asked in a whisper.

Save Shaun from his demise and wait for your afterlife or go to the gates now.

Bonnie couldn’t see why she wouldn’t help Shaun. She loved him. But she was beginning to understand she had died. “So, the crash killed me, huh?”

The voice coming from nowhere sighed. Yes, my dear. You are in limbo with a choice to make. There are others waiting for me. What will it be, Bonnie?

Bonnie was suspended in something emptier than space, and the heavenly gates had faded. She swallowed and tried to ignore the fear swirling through her. “Are there any downsides? I want to help my husband, but what’s the catch?”

If you take too long to help Shaun, you’ll be stuck in limbo forever.

“How long is too long?”

No rivers run the same course, my little one. Your time is up. Make your choice!

The voice had turned from friendly to forceful. Bonnie knew she would never be able to forgive herself if she let Shaun down, so she agreed. “I understand the risk, and I want to help my husband.”

Very well!

Bonnie’s vision went blank for a second. She saw nothing. She heard nothing. All of her senses were stripped of functionality until she ended up in her bedroom. It was as though she’d never died, except Shaun was on the bed crying his eyes out.

Bonnie went over to touch Shaun, but he couldn’t even sense her presence. She spoke, begging for him to hear her. She screamed, but nothing happened.

When Bonnie couldn’t reach Shaun, she went to the corner and sat. How was she supposed to help Shaun if she couldn’t communicate with him? Shaun cried and cried. Bonnie felt frustrated. Had she been tricked out of her afterlife? Wasn’t it bad enough drunken manslaughter had taken her?

Bonnie went downstairs and out the back door to their enormous yard. Nobody could see her. She sat in the middle of the yard and tried her best to enjoy the weather she could hardly feel. Bonnie hoped she would learn how to help her husband soon.


CHAPTER FOUR

It was three years before Bonnie’s accident. Shaun and Bonnie were camping at a lake near their hometown of Shelburn, Missouri. Shaun was nervous but still hopeful his sperm would have some life in it. He still hoped they would be able to have a baby that was his and hers; shared DNA.

“The sun is incredible,” Bonnie said as she released a fish from her hook and threw it back in the water. They were sitting on a small boat in the middle of the lake. Shaun hadn’t caught a fish yet. Bonnie liked fishing more than him. He preferred to sit inside with a cozy mystery novel or a massive puzzle.

“It is,” agreed Shaun. He was wearing a hat, but his arms felt like they were burning. He didn’t know how much more sun he could handle. “How much longer did you want to stay out here?” he asked.

Bonnie threw her head back and laughed. “Oh, you hate it, don’t you?”

“No,” said Shaun. “I don’t hate it, but my skin does.”

“We can go back now. I don’t mind,” she said. Her smile was infectious. Shaun would never forget how she looked at him with a heart full of love that day.

They paddled back to the dock. They had a large tent, hammocks, a covering for shade, and items to help them set up a makeshift kitchen. They chopped ingredients and started a fire so they could make an afternoon meal. Shaun tried his best not to think about the results coming his way.

Bonnie knew Shaun was nervous for what the fertility lab would say, but she wanted him to know she didn’t care either way.

“Shaun, whatever we find out, I’m okay with it.”

Shaun would hate himself if he had bum sperm. He tried his best to keep his head high, but what man wanted to hear his seed was no good? “Okay,” he said. His voice was flat.

Bonnie had started the fire while Shaun chopped ingredients. She walked over to him and put her hands on his shoulders. “I mean it, Shaun. We’ve been together over ten years. We can get through this. Baby, no baby. I just want us to stay happy.”

Shaun put a hand on hers. “Me too,” he said. Shaun hoped they could stay happy, but he already felt the fissure forming between them. He could feel himself pulling away because of how pathetic he felt about even having to visit a fertility doctor. Sometimes he just wanted to scream at the top of his lungs.

They ate their meal, went on a walk, and made love in the evening. They drank wine, ate chocolate, and made love again. In their sexual bliss, they smiled and laughed. They didn’t use protection. Neither said it, but they both hoped this would be their magical time. That they would get pregnant and not have to visit the doctor again.

If only they’d been so lucky.


CHAPTER FIVE

Shaun could float through his memories of Bonnie forever, which he was doing as he washed up in the bathroom. He knew their past wasn’t perfect, but she was. Nobody was without faults, but everything bad about Bonnie was fading from Shaun’s memory. How could he think poorly of the woman he lost?

None of that stopped what had been happening over the past month since she died. His body hair was thinning out, and he had no idea what was causing it. Shaun’s reflection shocked him every time he stepped out the shower.

Shaun went to the doctor, but they couldn’t give him an explanation after running every test they could think of. Shaun was healthy and lucky to be alive, which stressed him to no end. If he could roll back the clock, he would have been the one to walk out of the door.

Bonnie could have bounced back from this. Shaun was lost. He didn’t know what to do without her in his life. Rosella was running the company Shaun had built with Bonnie, and he felt like a complete failure. Rosella told him it was okay and that he needed time to grieve, but Shaun knew Bonnie would have found a way to do both.

Shaun leaned against the bathroom sink with his back to the mirror. He had been driving himself crazy searching for potential reasons to explain his body hair loss. There were many, even though the doctor hadn’t identified one. Shaun moaned and pushed off the bathroom sink, but his leg got caught on the cabinet door’s knob. It flew open. A bag of Bonnie’s old makeup fell out.

The towel fell from Shaun’s body. He was naked, but there was nobody there to see him. Shaun unzipped the bag. All of Bonnie’s favorite lip glosses, foundations, moisturizers, and cosmetics were inside it. Shaun could picture Bonnie in the bathroom mirror, blending shades of eye shadow before they went out.

Shaun picked up Bonnie's favorite compact. It had a shell of fake diamonds, many of them missing. Shaun leaned against the tub. The floor was cold against his bare ass. He saw the hint of a shadow in the mirror, which made him look harder.

He stared at himself for a moment, looking into his brown eyes through the mirror. He missed Bonnie’s blue eyes. Shaun missed the way she would look at him when they woke up in the morning. Sleeping with no one next to him was the heaviest reminder that Bonnie had left him behind in this cold, harsh world.

Shaun was closing the compact when he saw the shadow again. There wasn’t any smoke in the room. He didn’t know what he was seeing until the lightest outline of Bonnie’s face appeared in the mirror.

The sound wasn’t audible. Shaun only heard the words in his head. “Ahhh, yes. I feel a connection, Shaun. Do you feel me?”

Shaun felt a tear slide down his face before more followed it. “Bonnie, is that you?” Shaun said.

The shadow nodded. Bonnie was there in the mirror. Shaun swallowed and looked again; her figure was dancing in the glass. Her reflection as beautiful as he remembered. “Bonnie, how? How are you there?”

“I’m here to help,” she replied. Her voice came across as a whisper. It wasn’t spoken, but Shaun could feel every word. The smoky shadow of her moved and flew in a circle in the compact mirror. She was dancing, and Shaun didn’t know what to think.

The guilt slammed into him like a train running over ice. “Bonnie, there’s so much I need to apologize for—”

“I’m the reason behind your thinning hair, my love,” she said and laughed.

Shaun didn’t find it funny. As much as he hated manscaping, he wasn’t prepared to part with his body as he knew it. “You can’t change me! It’s not right!” As much guilt as Shaun felt over losing Bonnie after their fight, it disappeared as he processed the possibility of Bonnie having such powers.

“I never want you to love another woman again, so I’m going to make you one.”

Shaun didn’t understand. “What? There are lesbians and bisexual women. I’m not trying to move on, Bonnie, but what the fuck! Are you going to make me like men? It’s not possible!”

“I guess we’ll have to wait and see what happens,” Bonnie said, cackling in the mirror. She vanished. Her smoky figure nowhere Shaun could see.

Shaun opened and closed the compact covered in fake diamonds several times, but Bonnie was gone, and his hair was growing thinner by the moment, as though their conversation had made Bonnie more powerful. Shaun sighed and fell on the bed he used to share with Bonnie.

Reaching down, Shaun touched his dick. It was still the same, at least. He didn’t want to lose his treasure. It was long and thick, and Bonnie had loved it since the first time she saw it. Shaun wanted to cry as he thought of losing it. It was too perfect. It was his. How could this be happening to him?

Shaun was hyperventilating before he reminded himself to take deep breaths. Tears were streaming down his eyes. How could someone he loved want to hurt him this way? Shaun opened the compact mirror, and Bonnie reappeared.

“Are you okay? You scared me there,” she said.

“I don’t want to change!” he cried.

“How else can I help you? Our company needs a woman leading it, and we—” Bonnie said but stopped. She didn’t want Rosella getting her hands on Shaun and the company when he was at his weakest. Bonnie needed to control the situation as she always had, so she had no other choice but to make Shaun a woman irresistible to men. Did that make her the most terrible ghost woman in the world?

Shaun thought she might be terrible, but he still loved her. All he could do was wait to see what happened and enjoy his dick while he had it, if Bonnie did in fact have the power to strip him of his manhood.

Playing with himself, Shaun rubbed his dick until he covered his almost-hairless chest with a layer of cum, panting as he opened the mirror to check if Bonnie was there.

She wasn’t.


CHAPTER SIX

Rosella Miller was one of Clausen Realty’s first employees. She got along well with Shaun and Bonnie. Dealing with Bonnie’s death was one of the most difficult things Rosella had ever encountered, but she had to stay strong for the business, even though it was killing her.

Rosella had a small two-bedroom, one-bathroom house about three miles from the office, so it never took her long to drive there. She stepped inside her home, throwing her bag on the table in the dining room.

Shaun wasn’t pulling his weight, and it was driving her crazy. She wanted an ownership deal, but it was never the right time to ask. How could she bring up business with a month-old widow?

She didn’t have the heart, but it was killing her to keep everything inside.

There was something else eating away at Rosella. She couldn’t help the flashes of a desired future from rushing through her mind. How was she supposed to stop the subconscious from popping to the surface?

Rosella wanted to reach out to Shaun. She wanted to help him. She wanted more than she should. There was a rumor he had a big dick, and Rosella hadn’t had sex in over a year. There was never enough time. Or the man wasn’t right. A client called before she was supposed to meet a date once, and the actually-excited-to-meet-him guy never gave her another chance.

Then there was Shaun, a widow in waiting. A man she’d always fantasized about taking into the storage closet of Clausen Realty. No brooms or mops would stop her from having the man of her dreams.

Sometimes Rosella wondered if knowing Shaun had spoiled her. She compared every man she met on a date to him, and none of them stacked up. Shaun was charming, sweet, and always respectful. Rosella had never met more of a gentleman. Her father was nothing of a gentleman. Try angry drunk; not that she wanted to think much about her father.

Rosella had come a long way from that, but she wanted what Bonnie and Shaun had. Everyone was jealous of their relationship. But nobody to the extent of Rosella. Rosella had watched Bonnie and Shaun grow stronger and more unified with each passing year. She was ivy on the side of a brick building; mostly forgotten until it covered a path to fresh air.

Bonnie had appreciated Rosella, but they both knew Rosella had wanted Shaun, even though Shaun was always oblivious to Rosella’s desire. Bonnie wasn’t afraid to narrow her eyes at Rosella or say something between the lines by speaking on Rosella’s single status or adding extra emphasis on sentences before Bonnie and Shaun went on vacations.

Rosella didn’t know Bonnie was watching over her as she stripped naked and stepped into the shower. Rosella wished Bonnie hadn’t been taken from the world, but she noticed the cleared path. Shaun was within reach. She couldn’t move too fast, but he was on her mind.

Running her hand through her hair, Rosella savored the feeling of hot water flowing down her body. She squeezed her legs together, pushing away her dirty thoughts about the bulge she’d seen on several occasions in Shaun’s pants. He never noticed, but Bonnie had.

Rosella’s eyes sprang open as she remembered the first time Bonnie had caught her staring at Shaun’s crotch. They’d been in the meeting room going over property listings when Shaun stood up from the table to grab more water when his pants bunched around his cock and provided the most delicious outline. Bonnie hadn’t only raised her eyebrow the first time, but she was being nice then.

Ignoring her thoughts of Bonnie, Rosella grabbed the bar of soap. Guilt could invade and attack, but Rosella would not fall victim today. She and Shaun had never done anything. They never crossed a line, not once. No late-night messages, no secret meetings, nothing. Every lunch they ever had was on the books, and Shaun would never touch a woman without her permission.

Rosella could touch herself though, and she did as the soap suds ran down her body. Rosella reached between her thighs. She placed a finger on her clit and slowly rubbed it until it was awakened. She bit her lip and placed one hand on the shower wall as she used the other hand to finger her pussy and rub her clit.

Rosella could get herself to an orgasm in no time, and she took herself there. Her nipples hard. Her pussy throbbing.

She washed her hands with the bar of soap as though nothing had happened. Rosella needed to check on Shaun. He had to pull his weight around the office, and it would be good for him to get out of bed and do something productive. It was what Bonnie would want.

Rosella got out of the shower, dried herself off, put on lounging clothes, and made a plan for the next day to get Shaun back to his old self as soon as she could.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Bonnie could appear in the mirror when she wanted or didn’t. She had control over the situation, but her connection with the gates to her afterlife was fading after a month of playing with Shaun’s mind and changing his body. Bonnie had given him little breasts and made his body hair vanish everywhere but in his pelvic region.

Bonnie loved how gorgeous Shaun looked without body hair. How much bigger his dick looked with a thinned out bush. Bonnie didn’t want Rosella to take him, but it was clear Rosella would do everything she could to have him.

How would Rosella feel when Shaun became a woman? When his breasts were no longer little nubs but voluptuous melons of desire?

Bonnie wanted so badly to take away Shaun’s dick to complete his transformation, but she had loved it so much. It used to bring her endless joy. She was sure of changing everything else, but Shaun’s cock might have to stay.

Floating around in the void, Bonnie knew she had to work fast and stop watching Shaun jack off every night with his fabulous, hairless body. She had to finish his transformation and let her spirit move along to the afterlife. Bonnie didn’t have much time, and there was so much work left to do.

The next time Shaun opened the compact mirror, she would make an appearance. Until then, she just had to wait for him to come around. He was working again. Bonnie couldn’t believe two months had passed since she died, but time flew by, and she was risking staying trapping in limbo forever.

♦

Shaun wasn’t sure if Bonnie was still watching over him because she hadn’t shown up in the compact mirror for several days. Sometimes she’d be there, and other times there would be nothing. Shaun checked like a savage animal every time he got home.

He was happy to get out of the house. Every time he had a work meeting or showed a house to a new client, he felt like he was getting part of his old self back. Shaun would never be whole again, but he could at least be together enough to run his business.

Shaun was driving home, the sun was shining, and he felt a smile cross his face when cute song lyrics hit his heart. He thought he’d never smile again two months ago when he found out about the accident. Shaun felt darker than he ever had when he put his wife in the ground, never to see her again.

But then Bonnie had appeared in the compact mirror he never took out of the bedroom they had shared because he was afraid of losing it. Shaun didn’t care nobody would believe him if he said how Bonnie had been visiting from the other side through a compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. Bonnie’s visits were his secret, and he didn’t have to share them with anyone.

Despite everything, Shaun couldn’t help but think of Rosella. Her warm smile. Her encouraging spirit. The way she’d pulled Shaun out of bed after he’d spent a month there. Part of him never wanted to leave bed now, but Bonnie refused to stay in the mirror for long. It hurt Shaun she didn’t want to spend every moment she could with him, but Bonnie had control of everything; including Shaun’s body.

Shaun pulled into his garage. He closed it behind him, took off his sunglasses, and felt a strange sensation in the pit of his stomach. Bonnie had rid Shaun of his body hair. All he had left was a small patch of hair above his dick that stopped before his waistline. Shaun was growing little nubs on his chest, and he was nervous about how large they might grow.

Bonnie morphed over his body, and there was nothing Shaun could do to stop the changes he’d been experiencing over the past month. He had to wait and see what Bonnie had in store for him.

Shaun dropped his bag on the kitchen counter and rushed to the bedroom he shared with Bonnie. He pulled out the compact covered in fake diamonds, opened it, and prayed Bonnie would turn up on the other side.

He frowned when she didn’t appear. Shaun stared and stared, but the seconds felt like years as he waited. He was closing the compact when Bonnie’s smoky shadow appeared in the mirror. Her voice filled his head.

“My love. How are you?” she asked.

Shaun made a strange sound; something like a mixture of choking and crying. “I miss you,” he said and rubbed his thumb across the mirror.

She lifted her ghostly hand and pressed it against the mirror. “Shaun, we have to move faster. Are you ready?”

“What are you going to do to me?” he asked. He didn’t care if she made him a woman, if that was what made her happy, but he wanted to keep his dick. How could he not love such an amazing cock? Did she know how much the average guy would give up to have a dick like his?

“I’ve been thinking…” Bonnie said and let her voice trail. She didn’t want to tell Shaun, but every conversation took a piece of her. Nothing was free, and Bonnie was learning she could only play around for so much longer before she was stuck in limbo forever.

Shaun clung to Bonnie’s every word, desperate to spend every second of every day with her. He’d begged her to stay with him one night, but she refused. He had cried himself to sleep. “Bonnie,” he said in a whisper when she hadn’t spoken. “What have you been thinking?”

“We have to move fast. Your breasts. Your hair. Your ass. We have to change everything,” she said.

“Please, not everything.”

Bonnie waited for Shaun to continue.

“I want to keep my dick,” he said.

“It is a marvelous work of God, isn’t it?”

Shaun nodded with vigor. He would say anything to keep his member. Do anything. “Please, Bonnie. Spare me that one thing.”

“Wait and see,” she said and disappeared. Shaun didn’t understand. He yelled for her to come back, but she didn’t. Her visits had been shortening each time. He cried after opening and closing the compact for fifteen minutes, feeling like he was going crazy, but his changing body was proof of Bonnie’s power.

He stood and paced around the house. Shaun undressed and stared at himself in the mirror. His body was thinner than it had been a week ago. He stepped on the scale to confirm, and he’d lost eight pounds. Shaun went back to the mirror, staring at the nubs on his chest. The dick between his legs. The brown hair on his head he hadn’t cut in over two months since before Bonnie’s death.

Shaun was naked, growing breasts, and halfway to crazy but had never felt closer to the woman he spent his life loving and couldn’t wait to see how she finished his body, even though he would have to start calling into work if his breasts got any bigger.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Shaun had been doing well but fell off the wagon. He hadn’t come to work in a week, and Rosella was sick with worry about the man she secretly loved. She hated herself for loving him, but who else did she have in the world? Who else did Shaun have now that Bonnie was gone?

Rosella had given her all to Clausen Realty and Shaun. She only wanted to collect on her investment and make Shaun her man. He was a decent man who reminded her nothing of her father, who was a terrible angry drunk.

Staring at herself in the visor mirror, Rosella looked into her gray eyes and told herself she wasn’t wrong for checking up on Shaun. She felt like a stalker for coming to his house a second time, but she was in charge of Clausen Realty when he wasn’t there. She needed his help or a share of the company or a new job to get away from the tangle of desire and obligation suffocating her; keeping her awake at night.

Shaun had been coming to work some hours every day for a few weeks but hadn’t done more than answer his phone in the past week. He’d deserted Rosella, and it wasn’t fair. Shaun gave Rosella a bonus, but it wasn’t enough. She was doing her old job, plus his and the job Bonnie used to do before she died.

If Rosella worked one more second without Shaun’s help, she was positive she would explode into a million little pieces. Rosella closed the visor, got out of her car, and marched to Shaun’s front door. She rang the doorbell. She tapped her foot as she waited for Shaun to approach.

“Who is it?” he asked. His voice sounded a little different.

“Shaun, is that you?”

“Yes.” His voice sang. “It’s me. Who are you?”

“Rosella. Shaun, is everything okay? Why do you sound like that?”

Shaun cracked open the door. His hair was pulled back into a small bun. His face looked smoother, almost more feminine. He was wearing a large robe, but it almost looked like there was the curve of breasts beneath it. Rosella wasn’t sure she believed her eyes. She swallowed and did her best to reserve judgment. Maybe crossdressing was something Shaun had always practiced in secret, and she caught him at a bad time?

“Can I come inside?” asked Rosella.

“No,” said Shaun. He stepped behind the door and closed it more. Rosella thought about pushing it open but didn’t want to act like a bitch. She didn’t know how long she could let Shaun get away as the grieving husband when she needed so much help at the office. Rosella took a deep breath. “Sorry, Rosella, but I’m going through some things.”

“So am I!” she said. She was so close to snapping she felt like a branch on a dead tree. “I can’t keep working like this, Shaun!”

Shaun spoke in the same light voice Rosella had never heard come from his mouth, making her feel she was in some sort of alternate reality. “Can we have this conversation on the phone? I’m not feeling well. You might get sick if you come inside,” Shaun said, even though it was a lie.

Rosella threw her hands in the air. She had no time for Shaun’s games. She needed to speak to him, and it was urgent. “Fine,” she said in her sternest voice. “I’m driving to the coffee shop down the street, and you better answer on the first ring, or I’ll use my key to get inside.”

Shaun nodded. “I’ll answer right away. Thank you for understanding.”

Rosella pointed her finger in Shaun’s face. She had no time for these games when she felt like she could explode into a billion-trillion-quadrillion little pieces. Rosella sighed and stomped her feet to her car. She opened the door and slammed it shut before peeling out of the driveway and gunning it to the coffee shop. Her blood redder than lobsters at a boil.

♦

Shaun sat on his sofa in the robe waiting for Rosella’s call. She had a reason to hate him. He hadn’t been pulling his weight at the office. Bonnie hadn’t said more than she supported whatever he did with the business. She didn’t say much about Clausen Realty, but he savored every word she had transmitted into his mind.

Shaun’s breasts had grown. It was painful, and they felt heavy on his chest, but he loved how they looked with his dick. They were at least D’s. He hadn’t gone to the store yet for a bra sizing, but Bonnie had made him as large as she could without adverse effects.

The day after he got big boobs, Shaun’s hips had widened. His ass became rounder in all directions. It was as though he had the hips of a woman who could give birth, but his dick was still there. Bonnie promised she wouldn’t touch it.

The final day of Shaun’s transformation included his hair growing several inches, his eyelashes curling, and his lips becoming a little plumper. Bonnie told Shaun every woman wasn’t lucky enough to look as beautiful as he would when he became her doll with a dick.

Rosella called, and Shaun answered on the first ring. She huffed into the receiver and told him to wait. She sighed. Shaun could hear her order a coffee.

Shaun felt terrible for leaving Rosella with so much responsibility. He had seen the crazed tiredness in her eyes when he answered the door. Rosella deserved better from him as her boss; as the owner of the company she dedicated her life to. Shaun had no idea what he would do without Rosella at Clausen Realty and in his life.

Rosella thanked the barista, but her tone turned dark when she spoke to Shaun. “I can’t do this anymore, Shaun. I’ve been working myself to death to keep your company alive,” she said. The anger left her voice by the end of the sentence. She sounded deflated. Sad.

Shaun’s heart broke at the agony in Rosella’s voice because he knew he could have helped her avoid this. He had already lost the most important woman in his life. He couldn’t lose Rosella, who was probably the second most important woman in his life. His mother didn’t count.

“Rosella, you’re right. You deserve so much more than I give you. Please don’t leave me. What can I do to make this right?” he asked.

“Your job?” she said.

Shaun sighed. There was no way he could show a house or go to the office to close a deal and sign papers until he figured out how to talk, dress, and act like a woman. Could he still go by ‘Shaun’? What would everyone at the office ask him if they saw him? The questions were limitless, and Shaun had to take things one second at a time.

“I know I need to do my job, but things are… complicated. I can’t really explain,” Shaun said and cast his eyes to the side. He would have to answer questions one day, but he had to get Rosella back in the office. “What if I give you twenty-five percent of the company, and you can keep your salary?”

“Fifty,” she said without hesitation, but her voice had lost its sad edge.

“I can’t give up that much. Thirty-three and a third?”

“Is that all you can do, Shaun? I’m a broker now. I could start my own realty agency,” she said.

“Forty percent, but that’s my final offer,” he said. Shaun was annoyed but smirking. He never thought Rosella would agree to twenty-five percent.

“Fine, forty percent,” she said.

“So, you’ll keep working?”

Rosella chuckled. “I guess I could head back to the office,” she said. “Now that I have a forty-percent stake in the business.”

“That means you have to help with advertising costs! That comes out of your pocket now!” he said, reminding her it wasn’t all peaches-and-roses to own the company.

“Oh, don’t worry, Shaun. I’m more than capable of taking care of business,” Rosella said. “Since you’re sitting at home, call a lawyer and have them draw up paperwork. I’m sorry to be so blunt, but you were working me like an owner and not just a manager, but now I am part owner, so I’ll be going back to work. Can you take care of the papers?”

“Consider it done,” he said.

“See you soon,” Rosella said and hung up.

Shaun nodded and glanced down at his parted robe. His big breasts and hard nipples. His long, soft cock. Shaun had some shit to figure out and little time because he knew Rosella would be on his ass again.

Shaun went upstairs to the bedroom. He pulled out the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He opened it, but Bonnie wasn’t there. She didn’t come out, either. Shaun sat there on the bed for hours staring at the mirror and scrolling through his phone, wondering when he would see Bonnie again before drifting off to sleep.


CHAPTER NINE

Bonnie was feeling weaker than ever, and she had nothing left to change on Shaun. He was the perfect hybrid of man and woman. Some would call him a ‘futa’, but Bonnie would call him beautiful. She saw him, but the light in her spirit was dimming. She didn’t want to become a ghost stuck between life and death. Bonnie wanted her afterlife, but there was so much she wanted to say. She was waiting for Shaun to open the compact again.

Shaun was in the kitchen on his laptop searching for clothes to cover up his new body. There were bras that might be able to hold down his chest. He was reading about how to use bandages to do it. He so badly wanted to return to work but didn’t know how to dress, and Bonnie hadn’t been answering him when he opened the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds.

Hours passed, and Shaun’s eyes burned from staring at his screen for so long. Since giving Rosella forty percent of Clausen Realty, she’d found the energy to run the company and had only called Shaun once or twice in the past few days. Shaun needed help and didn’t know where to turn. The internet helped, but he felt so alone. Shaun closed his laptop and went upstairs to the bedroom he shared with Bonnie.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Shaun opened the compact mirror. Its fake diamonds brushed against his fingers. Bonnie’s shadowy figure whirled into the mirror, and Shaun felt his body warm eight fold. He made a weird sound as Bonnie came into focus. There was something about her that looked off, as though she were sick, but she was still the most beautiful woman in the world to Shaun.

“You’re there,” Shaun said in an excited voice.

“Yes, but I’m not strong, my love,” she said. Her voice was nothing more than thoughts transmitted to Shaun’s mind, but he would savor the sound of her voice for the rest of his life.

Sometimes he didn’t know if he was imagining her voice right, but it always sounded sweet like honey when he heard it. “Bonnie, I miss you more than… I don’t know. Everything,” he said and touched the mirror. He saw himself too. His hair was free and hung to his shoulders. His breasts were heavy on his chest, but he loved them. Shaun loved everything about his new body except what people might think when they saw him.

“Shaun, I don’t want you to live with regrets or what-ifs. I want you to live your life to the fullest,” she said. Her voice sounded weaker than it had the first time she appeared in the mirror, which made Shaun sick with worry. He wanted nothing bad to happen to her.

“Bonnie, there’s so much I regret. If we wouldn’t have fought that night, you’d still be here.”

“No, Shaun! You can’t think like that! I’m so sorry the last words you heard from me were ‘fuck you’, but you can never think this was your fault. Someone hit me. I could have been coming home from the grocery store or anything else,” she said.

Shaun wanted to argue, but Bonnie had already said she was weak. He had learned from his mistakes. Shaun exhaled and said, “I’ll do my best, Bonnie. You were the best woman a man could hope for,” he said into the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He rubbed his finger along the metal of the holes where some fake diamonds had fallen out.

“Thank you, Shaun.”

Bonnie and Shaun stared at each other while seconds, minutes passed.

Shaun had a feeling when he closed the compact today it would be the last time. He never wanted to lose his wife now that he had her again, but he could see how weak she was. “You won’t visit me again after today, will you?”

Bonnie pressed her lips together. “I don’t think so,” she said, shaking her head. They frowned. Bonnie opened her ghostly eyes wide. “Will you do something for me before I go?”

“Anything,” he said.

“Put on a show for me,” she said.

“How?”

“Stroke your dick. Put the mirror where I can watch you. The feeling is different this way,” she said. Bonnie had seen him jack off, but it wasn’t the same. She could be there with him and watch him from a different angle.

Shaun took off his clothes. He was wearing a baggy t-shirt and jeans that barely fit his new ass. He desperately needed a shopping trip. Shaun was somber as he climbed on the bed with a bottle of lube and the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He knew it would be the last time.

“I’m so glad you still have that amazing dick,” she said as she gazed at Shaun’s half-erect member.

Shaun wiped a tear from his eye. He wanted to give Bonnie what she requested, but it was so hard to think about jacking off when he knew he wouldn’t see her again.

“We’ll meet after you live the best life you can, for both of us. I promise. It’ll feel like no time at all when it’s over,” she said, pressing her ghostly hand against the glass for Shaun. “You can’t give up. I love you,” she said.

“I love you too, Bonnie,” he said.

“You’re so sexy. Let me see you cum one more time,” she said, using the sexiest voice she could.

Shaun only heard her voice in his mind, but it was the most comforting sound. He nodded, squirted lube into hand, and rubbed it on his dick. He stared at Bonnie in the mirror as he held it with one hand at an angle so she could see his face and dick. “You like that?” he asked, getting harder.

“Yeah, it’s hot,” she said. “You always were so sexy.”

“Not as pretty as you,” he said, speaking aloud. If someone were watching him, they’d think he was crazy, but he was anything but. “The first time we made love was on a camping trip, do you remember?”

She smiled. “How could I forget? We were so young back then. Don’t you remember how afraid you were of camping the first time?”

Thinking back to that night in the tent under the stars when he slid into Bonnie’s vagina made his eyes sparkle. They’d been nineteen. They were both from the same area of the Ozarks in Missouri. Bonnie had felt so warm and closer to him than any woman he’d been with before her. “I remember,” Shaun said and grinned. “Just because I’m from a small town doesn’t mean I want to sleep in the woods.”

“Touch your breasts. Do you like them?” asked Bonnie.

Shaun moved his hand from his dick to his soft, supple breasts. He lifted them. Squeezed them. They were so fun to play with. Shaun would never tire of his melons, even if they were heavy sometimes. “I love them. They’re the best gift you’ve ever given me,” he said.

“You look so sexy with breasts and feminine hips, Shaun. I wish I could touch you,” she said, almost hating how perfect he looked. She could see him. Feel him. But touch was nonexistent. “Stroke your dick, baby,” she said. Bonnie was feeling weak and needed Shaun to cum.

Shaun closed his eyes for a moment as he rubbed the tip of his dick. He imagined Bonnie was there in the room, or that he was on the other side where she was. He didn’t know where she was and felt so helpless for not being able to save her, but he could at least fulfill her wishes.

Shaun opened his eyes. His dick was hard. Bonnie was looking at him through the mirror. He had the mirror so she could see his dick and his face. He smiled at her as he stroked his hardened member, and she smiled back.

His breath thinned. It shortened. He stroked his dick, thinking back to their first time in the tent under the stars. It hadn’t taken him long to cum because he didn’t want to keep Bonnie waiting. Wherever she had to go, she had to leave soon because she looked so weak. Beautiful, but weak.

“Oh, baby. I’ll always miss your pussy,” Shaun said. Tears slid down his face as he stroked his dick. As his balls tightened. He would cum any second. “I wish you were here to take this load,” he said.

“Give it to me,” she said. “I need it.”

“Fuck, Bonnie. I love you,” Shaun grunted as cum rushed through his dick and shot from the tip. It covered his stomach and landed on his hard nipples. Shaun rubbed the cum into his breasts, shaking them from side to side. He felt slutty and wished Bonnie were there and not just in a mirror.

Bonnie purred. “So sexy,” she said.

“Is this goodbye?” Shaun asked as he came down from his orgasm. He didn’t want Bonnie to leave but knew her time had come.

“Yes, Shaun, but there’s one last thing you should know,” she said.

“What?” he asked.

“I love you more than I could ever express, and I can’t wait to see you in the afterlife, but Rosella could make an incredible second spouse. She wants you, and you don’t even realize how much you want her. I love you, Shaun, and I’ll be waiting for you on the other side, but don’t let the past stop you from living your future,” she said.

Shaun nodded. It sounded like an impossible task, but it could work. He’d always had a small crush on Rosella. Nothing serious, but she was a gorgeous, hardworking woman. “Bonnie, I’ll miss you, and I will live the best life I can. For both of us. I promise,” he said. It would be so easy to crumble and give up to join Bonnie now, but he had to stay strong. It was what she wanted.

Bonnie blew Shaun a kiss and vanished. Shaun screamed. He caught his breath and screamed again. It didn’t matter how many times he opened and closed the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds; she was gone.

Shaun would love Bonnie forever.


CHAPTER TEN

Shaun spent the next twenty-four hours crying. He would never get over losing Bonnie, but he had to find a way to move forward, except there was his new body. No one had seen him yet since Rosella came the other day, but Shaun knew the clock was ticking.

Shaun was keeping the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds in a fireproof safe. He knew Bonnie would never return, but it would be the end of the world if he lost the mirror. After checking the mirror for a few minutes, Shaun locked the mirror back in the safe.

Jeans and a t-shirt weren’t working. Shaun didn’t want to change his name either. It didn’t feel right. Why couldn’t a woman be named ‘Shaun’? If anyone saw him, they’d definitely think he was a woman. Shaun was feeling more womanly.

Shaun didn’t know it, but Rosella was heading his way between house showings. She hadn’t spoken to him in a few days and wanted to make sure he was still alive and well. Rosella pulled into Shaun’s driveway, which made him jump. He could see her car from the upstairs window. Shaun rushed to put on his oversized robe before she rang the doorbell.

Rosella was waiting for Shaun outside. She was concerned when he answered wearing the same robe he had the other day. “Shaun, is everything okay? I know you’re grieving, and I feel like a bitch for coming over here, but I worry about you.”

Shaun shook his head. He realized he needed to tell Rosella. She might not believe him, but he had to confess. “No, it’s okay. I’m glad someone cares enough to check on me. Why don’t you come inside?” Shaun said and opened the door wide, keeping the robe loose as not to expose his breasts too soon.

Rosella swallowed and stepped inside. “Okay,” she said with a long draw. She had no idea what she was walking in to, but Shaun was unsettling her. He sounded different. His looks had changed. How had his hair grown so fast?

“Would you like anything to drink? Coffee? Wine? Whiskey?”

“Water is fine,” said Rosella. She had been inside the house many times, so she made her way to the sofa and sat to wait for Shaun to come from the kitchen. Rosella noticed the curves on his chest when he came out the kitchen. Did he have breasts? Was he crossdressing?

Shaun handed Rosella the glass of water and looked into her gray eyes. She stared into his brown ones. They hadn’t changed, but it seemed everything else about him had. “What happened to you, Shaun?”

“I don’t know if you’ll believe me, but I want to tell you,” he said.

“I’d like to know something about what’s going on because everything feels too crazy right now,” she said.

Shaun shared his story about how he had found Bonnie in the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He stood to retrieve the mirror, but Rosella told him it wasn’t necessary. “I believe you,” she said. Shaun hadn’t said if he had his dick still, which she wanted to know, but it wasn’t the right time to ask. “So, this is why you haven’t left the house?”

“What will people says when they see these wide hips and huge breasts?” Shaun asked, terror visible on his face.

“I can take you shopping,” offered Rosella. Now that she could see Shaun in the full light, Rosella could tell his face was more feminine. He wasn’t growing facial hair. There was zero sign of five-o’clock shadow. Rosella thought Shaun’s story was crazy, but why would he lie? Not once did Rosella ever suspect Shaun would want to become a woman.

“I would love that,” Shaun said. He reached out but pulled back his hand before he touched Rosella. Bonnie’s words floated through his mind. He hadn’t told Rosella what Bonnie said about them getting together, and he wasn’t ready. It wasn’t the right time. “Could we go today? I really want to get back to work.”

Rosella had another showing this afternoon, but a junior agent could make it if she called now. If taking Shaun shopping meant he’d be back in the officer soon, it would be worth it in the long run. Rosella made the phone call, and the junior agent was more than happy to lend a hand.

Shaun and Rosella both hadn’t said or asked what they most wanted to, but they had plenty of time. They were partners in a business. It was their baby now, and Bonnie would always be a part of their memory.

“Let’s hit the mall,” said Rosella.

“Okay,” Shaun said and swallowed. “Help me pick out something from the closet to wear there? Nothing that was Bonnie’s. It’s too weird,” he said.

“I get it. Let’s go check what you have,” she said and offered her hand to Shaun. They went upstairs and found something for him to wear.

♦

Shaun and Rosella had decided on a pair of straight-leg, button-fly jeans with a plaid jersey button-up shirt. It did little for his feminine features, but he felt comfortable, and that was all that mattered.

“Are you ready?” Rosella asked Shaun when they were sitting in her car. The air conditioning blowing strong.

Shaun would never feel ready, but he had to open the car door and get out. He couldn’t hide away in his house forever. Bonnie had given him a gift. He had to accept it, appreciate it, and live life to the fullest; for both of them. “I guess,” he said. He watched people walking across the parking lot.

“Let your hair down,” said Rosella. “It’s a beautiful texture.” Rosella reached over and pulled the ponytail from Shaun’s hair, and it fell to his shoulders. Rosella pulled the visor down and told Shaun to look at himself. “You’re beautiful,” she said.

“I’m beautiful,” he repeated.

“Let’s get you some awesome clothes to match that gorgeous face,” she said. “You can always dress like a tomboy too.” Rosella wanted to remind Shaun that he had options.

Shaun shook his head. “No, that’s not what I want. I want to look like a professional woman. Like you,” he said and reached his hand over the center console to touch Rosella’s leg. “Don’t let me copy you, but I want to look cute and feminine. Help me.”

“That’s what I’m here to do. Open your door, and we’ll be on our way,” she said.

Shaun swallowed. He wasn’t turning back now. He opened the door and stepped outside. The mall looked intimidating as swarms of people walked in and out, but none of them were paying him much attention. He looked like any other woman, if she were wearing a plaid jersey button-up shirt and straight-leg jeans.

“Let’s take you to the salon first,” she said.

They went to the salon, and the stylist trimmed Shaun’s edges. The biggest transformation came when the stylist used a texturizing cream to add loose curls to the ends of Shaun’s hair. He shook his head from side to side, staring at his face in the mirror. He wasn’t wearing any makeup but still looked so much like a woman. “What do you think?” the stylist asked. She smiled at Shaun through the mirror.

“I love it,” he said.

The stylist took a picture for her social media, and they went to the makeup store next. A flamboyant gay guy was working. He couldn’t have been much older than twenty. He gave Shaun smoky eyes and smoothed out his skin with foundation. They were putting everything on the company credit card.

“Fierce,” the gay-boy makeup artist said and snapped his fingers. “What’s a sexy lady like you doing wearing those clothes?” The gay boy’s eyes were making Shaun feel like he was in a pot of boiling water. He wanted to run out the store, but the gay boy popped his lips and turned away. He rang Shaun up and threw several perfume samples into the bag. “Take care, ladies!”

“Oh my gosh,” Rosella said and linked her arm with Shaun’s. “That guy was so much.”

“Are my clothes really that bad?” asked Shaun. He looked down at his straight-leg jeans and plaid button-up shirt, immediately wishing he were wearing something different, but he didn’t even have a bra. “Can we get a bra now?”

“Yes!” Rosella said. She released his hand, and they walked to the lingerie store. Shaun was a 32D. Rosella couldn’t believe how big Shaun’s breasts were. She loved them and was jealous because hers were only a B cup. Shaun walked out of the lingerie store with panties in the bag, a bra around his chest, and a new layer of confidence on his face.

They went to a clothing store that had professional-looking attire for women. Shaun tried on slacks, skirts, tights, dresses, and so much more. They ended up spending over a thousand dollars by the end of the day, but Shaun felt incredible. He had everything he needed to conquer the world, but his stomach grumbled after they paid at the last store. “Are you hungry?” asked Shaun.

“Starving,” said Rosella. She hoped her showing by the junior agent went well. Her clients hadn’t been in touch to write up an offer, so it couldn’t have gone that well, but they were a difficult couple.

Shaun was wearing a lavender a-line dress with a black short-sleeve jacket over it. He had on black kitten heels and nude stockings. Rosella had convinced him to buy a thick gold necklace he didn’t think he needed, but he was so happy she’d convinced him to buy it.

They were walking to the food court. Shaun noticed men checking him out. Some women, too. They got teriyaki chicken over white rice to share and two bottles of water. Shaun didn’t have as much of an appetite as he did when he was a man. “How does it feel now that you’ve changed?” asked Rosella.

Shaun didn’t know how it was. He felt confused more than anything, but it wasn’t a bad confusion. “I guess it hasn’t hit me yet, but I love walking in these shoes. They make me feel so powerful,” he said.

“They’re a sexy pair of kitten heels,” she said, glancing down at his feet.

She wanted to know if he still had his dick. Shaun wanted to tell Rosella what Bonnie had said and about his budding feelings. She’d been so nice to him. How could he not fall for her?

“Thank you,” said Shaun. “You’ve been so helpful today.”

“Thank you for letting me help you. I can’t wait to have you back at the office full time,” she said.

Shaun grinned, but he could feel the sadness cross his face. He wished Bonnie were there to see how good he looked in his new outfit, but she wasn’t. Rosella rested her hand on Shaun’s. “I know it’s hard,” she said.

Shaun nodded. He was ready to go home. “Mind if I take the rest of the day off? I can take a taxi home.”

“Not at all. I should swing by the office.”

“I’ll see you there in the morning,” Shaun said and stood. There were several bites left, but Rosella didn’t seem offended. “Bye,” he said.

Rosella waved and watched as Shaun strutted away. He walked like a diva in his black kitten heels, and she loved it. Rosella finished the last few bites of teriyaki chicken before picking up the tray, tossing out the trash, and heading to the office.

When Shaun got home, he took off the black jacket and kitten heels. He sat on his couch, still wearing the nude tights and lavender dress. He ran his fingers through his hair, past his shoulders, and along his breasts. Shaun felt more alone than ever, knowing Bonnie would never appear in the mirror again. He hoped she got to where she needed.

Shaun pulled out his phone and went through the cloud of photos he had of him and Bonnie, tears running down his face. When he couldn’t cry another second, Shaun ordered noodles from the Chinese restaurant not too far from his house. He went upstairs and changed out of the dress, feeling guilty for living without Bonnie, but she wanted him to live.

He had to live. He couldn’t feel guilty, even though it was next to impossible. Shaun would figure out a way. He put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, ate his noodles when they arrived, and did breathing exercises to relax for his work debut in the morning.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Rosella could have exploded, but it was no longer her workload overwhelming her. She couldn’t stop thinking about Shaun. Both sides of Shaun. She hadn’t wrapped her head around how Bonnie had changed Shaun after dying, but she believed anything was possible.

Shaun was going to introduce himself to the office today. He was going to wear a skirt they bought at the mall. Rosella didn’t know how the staff would react, but she had prepared them to keep an open mind. Shaun would tell people he transitioned. Shaun’s story was crazy, but Rosella had to accept it, even if it hadn’t been his choice.

Rosella had also accepted her feelings for Shaun. She owned forty percent of the company but didn’t know how long she’d be able to withhold her curiosity. How long could she act like she didn’t want to rip the clothes from Shaun’s body to see if he still had the massive dick Rosella had stared at for years? She hadn’t seen him naked, but that bulge in his pants had hid nothing.

If he had his dick still, Rosella wasn’t sure she’d be able to control herself. He was gorgeous with the upper body of a woman but would be otherworldly with breasts and a dick. Rosella let out a little moan at her desk as she thought of exploring Shaun’s body to find out.

She had experimented. One time she was the other woman with a married couple. She’d been twenty-eight, bored, and always fantasizing about joining Bonnie and Shaun in bed, but they’d never invited her. The other couple had, and it had been the hottest sex of Rosella’s life. She had sucked on the woman’s breasts while the man fucked her. She came harder and more quickly than she ever had before.

Rosella stood and walked away from her desk. She’d come two hours early to prepare herself for Shaun’s reveal. She knew everyone would ask her the questions they were too afraid to ask Shaun, and she was ready, as long as she took care of something first.

The sun still yet to rise. It was dark, but the sky was growing lighter. Rosella loved this time of day. The glow of the sun as it rose. The birds beginning their songs. Rosella opened the passenger door of her car and got inside. They had their own parking lot, and it’d be at least another half hour until anyone else arrived.

Rosella leaned the chair back, unbuttoned her slacks, and stuck her hand into her panties. She closed her eyes as she played with her clit before moving her fingers to her wet hole. She touched herself as the radio played in the background and the sky brightened. She came and had her hands washed before the first employee arrived. Shaun was the only thing on her mind.

♦

Shaun had found out there were plenty of women with the name ‘Shaun’ too, so he felt extra confident when he stepped out of the shower, wrapped a towel around his chest, and sat on the edge of the bed with dripping, hairless legs. He had to shave them. It was annoying but cathartic once he got in the rhythm.

Shaun had his outfit on the bed. He dried himself off, dried his hair with a blow dryer, and applied a light layer of makeup. The gay boy from the mall had shown Shaun how to do a professional look before he added the vivid eye shadow. Shaun knew he was going to shock his staff, but they’d get over it, or have to find somewhere else to work because Shaun was ready to get back to the hustle. Bonnie would want him out there selling houses and growing Clausen Realty.

At least Bonnie had given him a new effeminate voice to match his large chest and growing hair. He couldn’t wait until it went halfway down his back. With a little texturizing cream, his hair had the most gorgeous brown curls. Shaun had just put some cream into his hair after finishing the makeup. He checked his phone. It was still early, but Rosella was probably already at the office working.

Shaun looked over his shoulder at the outfit on the bed: a black pegged skirt with a slit up the left thigh. Shaun had a matching women’s blazer. He was going to wear a yellow blouse beneath it tucked into the skirt. Shaun put on the outfit after his bra, careful to make his D-cup breasts look amazing. He wanted them to attract everyone’s attention.

The gay-boy makeup artist had thrown in perfume and lip gloss samples. Shaun hadn’t noticed the lip gloss until after getting home, but it was just what he needed. Shaun rubbed the perfume on his wrists. He ran the light pink lip gloss over his lips; the color was barely visible but made his lips pop.

Shaun grabbed a purse he’d picked out during their shopping spree, where Shaun had spent over a thousand dollars to freshen up his wardrobe. There were still a lot of things of Bonnie’s in the closet, but he could never wear those. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t keep them. Or smell them. Or line up shirts Bonnie used to wear on the bed to conjure up memories of when she’d worn the clothing. He would keep his favorites but eventually part with the rest, but that day hadn’t come.

Driving to work was like any other day he could remember. The businesses hadn’t changed. The streets were the same. He turned corners without thinking. What had changed was him, and he couldn’t wait to reveal his new self to everyone. The new him Bonnie had created. Shaun smiled at himself in the rear-view mirror.

Shaun pulled in the parking lot, and a wave of nerves hit him. He needed Rosella. He pulled out his phone and called her. She answered on the first ring.

“Are you here?” she asked.

“Yes, will you come outside?” he asked.

Rosella mumbled something but was already walking toward his car when he looked up. He took a deep breath. She looked amazing walking toward him with her blonde hair and gray eyes. She was wearing slacks and a long-sleeve top made of a shimmering fabric like satin. Rosella opened the passenger door and stepped into the vehicle. Her smile comforted Shaun; Bonnie’s words of advice replaying in his head.

“You look incredible,” said Shaun.

“Thanks. So do you,” she said and looked Shaun in the eyes.

Shaun shrugged and ran his fingers through the tips of his hair. “What do you think they’ll say when they see me?”

“Why don’t we go inside and find out? It can’t be that bad. You write their checks.”

“True,” said Shaun. He exhaled, thinking he could do this. Thinking he should do it before he lost his nerve and spent the next month on his sofa watching television while feeling guilty and full of regret. “Let’s go.”

Rosella walked a couple paces behind Shaun. Shaun’s black kitten heels clicked against the pavement as he walked toward the door, his shoulder-length hair blowing in the breeze. He saw eyeballs on the other side of the door, but he couldn’t let his employees stop him from working. Clausen Realty was his baby. He needed to nurture it.

“You can do this,” Rosella said when they reached the door.

Shaun thought back to the first time he and Bonnie had opened the office door after they got the keys. It was an amazing night. They drank wine on the floor, talking about where they’d put desks and have meetings. They had had sex and slept in the office that night. Shaun was holding the door handle and smiled to himself.

When Shaun opened the door, a young woman they had working as a part-time receptionist gasped. Shaun was a little disappointed she’d been the first one to see him, but others quickly followed. Shaun told everyone this was who he was, and they could leave with severance if they couldn’t handle it, but nobody left. Nobody asked troublesome questions about his new womanly form. Everything was about how he was feeling since losing Bonnie. Rosella stood by his side the entire time.

“I just wanted to say something else since nobody is asking, but I’m sure you’re all wondering.”

The eyes in the group brightened. Of course they wanted to know why their boss had transitioned, even though they were too shy to ask.

“When I lost Bonnie, I discovered something new. Who I am now… This is who I never knew I was meant to be.”

Everyone looked at him blankly. His new breasts. The outfit. His gorgeous brown hair. It was a lot for the employees of Clausen Realty to take in, but they clapped in response. Shaun smiled and laughed to himself. “Thank you all so much for your help in these tough times, but back to work! We’re alive, so we must live!”

The group cheered again before scattering off to their desks. Rosella stepped forward and rubbed Shaun’s shoulder. “You did great,” she said before stepping away, but Shaun put out his hand to stop her.

“Wait,” he said. She turned to him. “Thank you so much for everything. You mean the world to me, Rosella. I mean it.”

“As do you to me, Shaun,” she said, staring into his eyes. Her gaze fierce and full of love.

“Why don’t we do dinner tonight?” he asked.

“I’d love that,” she said. Rosella turned and went to her desk. Shaun stood in the middle of everything, so happy to be back with his secret behind him. As long as his office was peaceful, everything else would fall into place.

♦

Rosella went to Shaun’s office door after finishing her work for the day. He was almost ready. She sat across from him, watching his thin fingers as he typed or picked up a piece of paper. Shaun looked so womanly, but he was the same person she remembered. He had even started a new puzzle at the extra table in the break room.

They had finished a puzzle shortly before losing Bonnie and hadn’t picked out a new one because Shaun had been grieving. The little time Shaun had spent working before he grew large breasts wasn’t very productive. He’d been checking the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds every chance he could and couldn’t concentrate well on the days Bonnie didn’t appear in the mirror.

Shaun hadn’t told Rosella how he was losing his mind those days, but she could tell he was better this time than he was before. He looked at peace every time she looked at him.

“I’m starving,” Shaun said as he grabbed his purse from the desk. It was weird to think of old Shaun with a purse, but it looked so natural for new Shaun. She still wanted to know about his dick but was too afraid to ask.

“Did you want to pick something up or go out?” asked Rosella.

Shaun looked down at his feet. The kitten heels were killing his toes. He just wanted to sit on his couch, hold his plate, and flip through the channels. “Why don’t we pick something up? Is that okay?”

“Oh, yeah!” Rosella said and grinned. They were the only two in the office. It was getting late. Shaun forgot how often he used to stay at the office until it was dark outside. He didn’t want to spend his life doing that anymore. “We should close earlier,” he said.

“You think? Our clients love coming in the evening,” she said.

Shaun no longer cared. He wanted to live his life. His clients could find someone else to represent them if they didn’t want to play by Shaun’s rules. “I hate working until after the sun goes down. How about we have office hours by sunlight?”

Rosella rose her eyebrow. “I don’t know,” she said, wishing she had over forty percent of the company to put an end to this conversation. “Seems like we’d lose a lot of business.”

“I can’t work like this!” Shaun said and kicked off his kitten heels. He sank his heels to the ground, feeling like he could finally breathe. “I hate it!” Shaun punched the air for emphasis.

“Maybe we can adjust your schedule to sunlight hours but keep the office open?”

“Yeah. Maybe,” Shaun said and smiled. He ran his hands along his skirt. His palms were sweaty. He was hungry. “Let’s leave. I’ll pick up Italian on the way home.”

“Meet you there.”

“Use your key. Get comfortable,” said Shaun.

Rosella went to Shaun’s house, and she used her key, but it was strange walking inside when Shaun wasn’t home. Or when Bonnie wasn’t there. Rosella shook her head and closed the door. She couldn’t bring herself to go inside, so she waited outside for Shaun to arrive.

Shaun pulled up and frowned when he saw Rosella sitting on the front porch. He didn’t open the garage and got out of his car in the driveway. “Why didn’t you go inside?” he asked, jetting out his arms.

“The weather is incredible. I just wanted to enjoy it,” she said.

Shaun frowned, not believing what Rosella had just said, but he didn’t want to argue. “Let’s eat before the pasta gets cold,” Shaun said and walked to the front door. He passed Rosella the bags as he fumbled with his keys, his purse sliding off his shoulder.

They went inside when Shaun got the door open. Rosella helped Shaun grab plates and fill glasses of water. Shaun opened a bottle of white wine he had in the fridge. He never forgot to buy a few bottles when he went to the grocery store, no matter how bad he felt.

“You were amazing at work today,” Rosella said when the silence between them became unbearable. Only a couple minutes had passed, but it was deafening. “The employees responded well to your reveal.”

“Aren’t they precious?” Shaun asked in his womanly voice.

Rosella felt the question on the tip of her tongue. She knew it would slide free after a glass or two of wine. She wanted to get it out of the way why she still had sense. “Shaun, there’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you.”

“You can ask me anything, Rosella! We’re business partners. Sorry for being so quiet. I’m just thinking about how far we’ve come since opening the doors to Clausen Realty.”

“Bonnie would be so proud of you,” said Rosella. She felt weird saying ‘Bonnie’, but her ghost would always be in the picture, and Rosella was okay with that. Bonnie had been an amazing friend and something of a mentor to Rosella. She had learned a lot over the years from Bonnie, but Rosella hoped Bonnie had learned from her too.

“I hope she would be proud,” said Shaun. He cast his eyes to the side, but then lifted them to meet Rosella’s. “What was your question?” he asked.

They had eaten half their meals. Rosella took a sip of her wine before speaking. “Shaun, you can tell me to fuck off,” said Rosella. Shaun shook his head. “But I want to know if you still have your dick, or did Bonnie change it to a vagina?”

Shaun burst out laughing. “Oh, my! I thought I told you! Bonnie let me keep my dick, thank goodness,” Shaun said, clasping his hands together and looking toward the sky.

“Oh,” said Rosella. She glanced at where Shaun’s crotch would be, but the table was blocking it.

Shaun knew now was the time he had to tell Rosella what Bonnie said. “There’s something I have to say,” he said.

“Tell me.”

“It was Bonnie. Before she left, she told me she wanted us together,” he said.

Rosella’s eyes widened. She placed her hand on her chest. “Us? Are you serious?”

Shaun nodded. “I understand if you can’t be with me. You know, if I’m not your type, but that’s what she said.”

Rosella leaned forward in her chair. She put down her cutlery. She reached under the table and placed her hand on Shaun’s knee. “You’re the most beautiful person in the world. I would love to try, if she gave us her blessing.”

Shaun put his hand over Rosella’s. “We can take it slow,” he said as he gazed into Rosella’s eyes, already desperate to kiss her.

Rosella could have taken Shaun then. She wanted to see him naked and ride his dick. She wanted to suck on his nipples; play with his big boobs. “Yeah, slow,” she said. Her voice a weak whisper.

They were already moving closer together. Their lips seconds from touching. They tilted their heads to the side, closed their eyes, and pressed their lips together. It was so right. It was lightning. Jolts of bliss.

But it was also so wrong. Rosella’s eyes shot open when Bonnie crossed her mind. She pushed off Shaun. It was sinful. They were in the house Shaun used to share with Bonnie. Rosella shook her head and stood from the table, rushing to get out of the house.

Shaun took two beats to chase after her, shocked by how she’d broken the kiss. He ran after her, but she already had her bag and one foot out the door. “Rosella, where are you going? We can make this work,” he said.

Rosella shook her head. She didn’t agree. Not today. “I need time,” she said. “I believe you about Bonnie and everything she said, but I need time to process this.”

Shaun took hold of Rosella’s hand. Rosella looked down at it, and he let her go. “I understand,” he said. He had to give Rosella time if that was what she needed.

“I’ll see you soon,” Rosella said and opened the door. She left, and Shaun stood on the other side with his back against the closed door. He could wait for Rosella. She was worth it.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Selling the house Shaun had shared with Bonnie crushed him, but it was necessary for Shaun’s recovery. He had to move on. He would never forget Bonnie, but she told him to live his best life, and he wasn’t going to let her down after everything they’d been through.

Shaun still had his favorite outfits Bonnie used to wear when they went out on the town. He had added them to the fireproof safe along with the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. Shaun was keeping the safe in his new closet in the condo he’d bought. His closet was filled with women’s clothing that had cost him thousands of dollars. The money didn’t matter because the clothes made him feel fabulous.

There weren’t many condos in Shelburn, Missouri, but they were becoming more common as the town grew and people didn’t want to mow the grass. Shaun no longer wanted to tend to a yard or anything else, so he was more than happy to pay the HOA fee.

Over the past couple months, while Shaun figured everything out, Rosella had been a tremendous help. She helped Shaun find the condo, manage a quick renovation before he moved in, and move. They sold his old house to a beautiful young couple who had a baby on the way. Shaun hoped Bonnie would watch over them, if she could do that.

Shaun and Rosella had kissed a few times, but they hadn’t gone past that. Shaun was desperate to taste her pussy. He wanted to feel her lips around his dick. He wanted to slide into her. Months had passed since Bonnie’s death, and he felt he could finally take the next step with Rosella now that he was settled in his new condo, which had fresh paint everywhere, custom hardwood floors, and new appliances in the kitchen.

As much as Shaun would miss Bonnie, he was craving Rosella, and she’d wanted them to get together. Shaun walked around his condo, wondering what Rosella was doing as he stood there. She was probably at the office going through papers or showing someone a house.

Shaun had a roller coaster of events with his clients, but he had plenty of money in the bank, so he didn’t care too much that he’d lost some clients. The ones he loved most stuck by his side and understood and didn’t question his womanly transition. Sometimes it took adversity to show who was friend, foe, or acquaintance.

Shaun: Hey, I just finished the last touches on the condo. You should come over tonight to help me celebrate. I’ll buy us dinner.

There had been paintings to hang and pillows to buy, but Shaun had a fresh space, and he had a new outlook on life. Life wasn’t fair, but he didn’t have to stop living. He smiled at everything he’d done to his new condo, satisfied with how it looked because it could have been in the pages of a magazine.

Maybe a local magazine would want to write an article about his new place. He could see the headline now: City Living in ‘Rural’ USA. Shelburn, Missouri, wasn’t very rural to Shaun. It had everything he needed and more, but to city dwellers, Shelburn felt small. Shaun shrugged, not caring if they wrote an article or not. All he cared about was having Rosella in his life as a business and life partner.

Rosella: I would love that. Buy whatever you want. I’ll see you at seven.

Shaun smiled at his phone, excited for when Rosella would come over. He went to the grocery store and picked out some ingredients he could throw together, not forgetting a bottle of white wine to help establish a celebratory mood.

♦

Rosella checked herself in the mirror before she stepped out of her car and walked across the condo parking lot to Shaun’s new place. Shaun had spent the last two days decorating instead of working, but Rosella didn’t care. They were in talks to adjust her ownership share to fifty percent, but she let business slip from her mind as she climbed the stairs to Shaun’s unit.

Shaun opened the door before she could knock. “I saw you pull in,” he said and smiled. He was wearing a wrap dress that exposed his cleavage. His hair had grown longer too, and he moved easier in his feminine figure. Everyone in the office was in awe of the new Shaun because he was so effortless and beautiful.

Rosella so badly wanted to see his dick, and she was hoping today was the day.

“The place looks great,” Rosella said as she stepped inside. Shaun had redecorated and updated everything before he moved in, and Rosella was happy he had. She wanted to spend all her free time at his new condo, even though her house wasn’t that bad. Shaun’s renovation made her want to do one of her own. Maybe she would, when the time was right. She had Shaun’s place for now. “What did you cook?”

“I made couscous and a Moroccan stew. I hope that’s okay,” Shaun said and smiled. He was wearing a red lip gloss that made his plump lips shimmer. Rosella wished she had worn something nicer than jeans and a t-shirt, but she didn’t have any energy when she got out the shower after the long day she’d had at work.

“That’s fine,” said Rosella. She kissed Shaun on the cheek before moving to the couch. She plopped down, taking in the smells of the apartment. Her stomach rumbled. She hadn’t eaten anything since the salad she’d had at lunch. “Is the food ready? Can I help you with anything?”

“You stay there. I’ll take care of everything,” he said. Shaun moved with grace around the kitchen, explaining how he’d seen this recipe and knew he had to make it. He put everything on the small dining-room table he had between the kitchen and living-room area. Shaun poured two glasses of wine and left the bottle in the fridge.

Rosella took a bite of the food and pulled out antacids for after the meal. It was delicious, but she wanted to be safe and stay sexy. She and Shaun exchanged glances of lust. Flashes of desire. They’d been dancing for months while Shaun sold his old house and settled into this condo, but there were no more excuses for them.

Shaun and Rosella talked about sports, marine life, and everything they could think of that didn’t involve Clausen Realty. The wine rubbed down their hard edges, and their words flowed with ease. Why would they discuss business when there was so much more in the world?

The wine was running through Rosella, and she was tired of eating Shaun’s Moroccan stew and couscous, even though it was delicious. She popped the antacids in her mouth. Shaun took some. Their stomachs settled before a problem could arise. “What did you get for dessert?”

Shaun smiled. He knew Rosella would ask him, and he’d bought a tiny cookie cake for them to share. They sat at the table, stabbing the cake with their forks. Sex on both of their minds. Ages had passed since either of them had sex, and their natural urges were rushing to the surface like vinegar reacting with baking soda in a science-fair volcano.

Rosella complimented Shaun’s wrap dress.

Shaun said he liked how Rosella’s legs looked in her jeans. She had a nice ass.

They had kissed several times, and it got less awkward each time. They put down their forks, leaned over the table, and pressed their lips together. Both felt a rush of sexual urges flow through them. Rosella began to pull away when it became overwhelming, but Shaun held her close. “It’s okay, Rosella. We can do this.”

She didn’t move, as though she wasn’t sure she could believe him. How could she not feel guilty for wanting Shaun’s dick when she knew his history?

“Rosella, I promise. I wouldn’t kiss you if I didn’t want to. I was hoping tonight would be the night we took things to the next level,” he said.

She wiped a tear away from the corner of her eye. “I was hoping that, too.”

“Let’s make it happen,” said Shaun. He threw back the rest of his wine, stood, and took Rosella’s hand. He could feel the nipples on his D-cup breasts harden along with the dick between his legs. He wanted Rosella so badly he was shaking. Rosella looked into his eyes, checking to see if he was okay. “Come on, beautiful. This is what we want,” he said.

Rosella squeezed Shaun’s hand to let him know she agreed, following him to the bedroom. Shaun pushed open the door. He’d bought a new mattress, and nothing of his new bedroom reminded Rosella of the old one. They had a fresh slate, and they could paint it together. Rosella felt her pussy come to life, wetter than she’d felt it in a long time as she switched her legs, twirling in a circle and falling to the bed.

Shaun’s wrap dress had a tent in it. His panties did nothing to hide his erection. Rosella was propping herself up on her elbows, staring at the bulge under Shaun’s dress. She undid her jeans. Shaun stepped forward with a different expression on his face. Rosella loved how he was looking at her like a sexual object because that was all she wanted to be for the next thirty minutes.

“Take off your dress,” said Rosella. She wanted to see Shaun naked. He was the perfect combination: big breasts and a big dick. Rosella was so wet, she could have screamed, so she did.

Shaun grinned. “You want me to take off this dress?”

“I need you to,” she said, shaking her blonde pixie cut. Rosella took off her camisole, throwing it to the side. Shaun pulled the dress over his body and tossed it on top of the camisole. He was wearing a bra and the panties that could barely hold his dick, and he was tired of his member feeling strained, so pushed his panties over his hips to the floor. “Wow,” Rosella said as she took in the size of Shaun’s dick. It looked better than any dildo she ever had.

Shaun stepped closer to Rosella, his dick and breasts swaying as he walked. Rosella licked her lips as Shaun grabbed the waistline of her jeans. He pulled them and her panties from her body. Her pussy had a light-colored little bush that was shining with her juices. Shaun’s dick stood at attention as Rosella placed her fingers on her pussy lips and gave Shaun a show.

“You going to fuck me with that big dick?” she asked in the sluttiest voice Shaun had ever heard.

His dick twitched. It had been so long since he fucked a woman who wasn’t Bonnie, but he was ready. His dick couldn’t wait to slide into Rosella’s tight, wet hole.

Rosella rolled to her stomach and pulled herself up so she was sitting on her knees. She moved to the edge of the bed. She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and pulled it off to reveal her perky B-cup breasts. Shaun took off his bra too. They were both naked and ready.

Rosella pushed Shaun back, but not too far. She sat on the edge of the bed and told Shaun to move close. She wrapped her lips around his nipple, sucking on it as she ran her hands up and down Shaun’s body.

Shaun held his dick, stroking it softly as Rosella sucked on his nipple. He moaned when she squeezed his breasts. He wanted to taste her, so he broke her contact and squatted between her legs. Rosella fell back the moment Shaun’s mouth touched her pussy. She moaned and hollered and puffed.

Shaun licked Rosella’s pussy as long as she let him. He loved how her body reacted when he brushed her clit with his tongue or slid a finger into her hole. She was begging him to fuck her by the time she pushed away his head. “Fuck me or drink my cum,” she said in a loud voice.

Rosella didn’t need to tell Shaun twice. He’d bought condoms just in case they made it to this. He rolled one over his dick, climbing onto the bed where Rosella lay waiting for him. She touched his breasts and ran her hand through his longer hair.

“You mean everything to me,” he said.

“You have a special place in my heart,” she said.

They kissed. Shaun’s dick rubbed against Rosella’s pussy as their tongues did an intimate dance. Rosella was dripping wet. They would have to change the sheets, but neither of them cared. Rosella moved her mouth from Shaun’s lips to his nipple, holding his boob with one hand as she sucked.

Shaun growled. He needed to feel Rosella’s warmth. She broke contact and fell back as Shaun guided his dick to Rosella’s wet hole. She let out a little sound when Shaun pushed his head into her. “Does it hurt?” he asked.

“Go slow,” she said and breathed out through her nose.

Shaun did as she said. He fucked her slowly, using only the tip until she asked for more. Then he used half his dick until she asked for even more, sounding like she would explode if she didn’t get what she asked for. Shaun pushed the rest of his dick into her. His breasts swayed as he thrust in and out of her pussy.

After Shaun had fucked Rosella hard for a few minutes, she said, “Let me sit on that dick.”

Shaun pulled out of Rosella and lay on the bed. She straddled his hips, sinking her pussy on his dick. Shaun’s eyes closed as he felt Rosella’s warmth wrap around his member. She lowered her body, put her lips on Shaun’s nipple, and moved her hips to fuck Shaun with her pussy.

Shaun’s eyes fluttered as he felt his balls tighten. Rosella was getting everything she ever wanted and so close to cumming she had to slow her movements, but even that only helped so much. “Fuck, Shaun. That dick is so good.”

“Not as good as that pussy,” he said and squeezed Rosella’s hips. She lifted up from sucking on his breasts. Both of their bosoms moved freely as they fucked. They watched each other, mesmerized that they’d finally made it. Their faces contorted with the budding orgasms. “I won’t last long,” Shaun said in a broken voice as Rosella fucked his dick.

“Me neither,” she said. She took Shaun’s hand and put it on her clit, cumming seconds later. The contractions of her pussy on Shaun's dick made him cum. She milked him until he begged her to stop.

Rosella collapsed to the bed. Shaun wrapped his arms around her, and they held each other close. “We did it,” she said, panting.

Shaun squeezed her and said, “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


EPILOGUE

Two Years Later

Shaun was at the condo waiting for Rosella to get home. She hadn’t been feeling well and stopped at the doctor’s office after work. Shaun was nervous about what she might have and could hardly focus enough to warm up prepared food from the grocery store deli. They had been living together at the condo the past six months and renting out her house for extra money since they spent every night together.

When Shaun heard keys in the door, he hopped up from the sofa and ran over to the kitchen, where he stood and waited for Rosella to come inside so he didn’t suffocate her.

Rosella offered Shaun a half smile as she stepped into the condo. “Hey,” she said.

Shaun couldn’t help but ask, “did you find out something at the doctor?”

Rosella nodded. Tears started rolling down her face. Shaun ran to her and wrapped his arms around her. “What’s wrong? What is it? I’m here,” he said as he rubbed her back.

When Rosella looked at Shaun, she was smiling. “The doctor said I’m pregnant and have a bad case of morning sickness!”

A strange expression crossed Shaun’s face. His hair was long and beautiful now, and he always looked feminine and at ease, but that changed when he found out Rosella was pregnant. He never thought she’d cheat on him, but how could the child be his? “How? I’m sterile,” he said.

Rosella shrugged, stepping back. “I don’t know, but I’ve never cheated on you! You know that, Shaun! It’s a miracle! Can’t you be happy for us?”

Shaun corrected himself and pulled Rosella close. “I’m so happy, but I don’t understand,” he said.

“It’s a surprise,” said Rosella. “The baby is craving fast food. Do you mind?”

“We can eat whatever you want,” he said and kissed Rosella so many times she had to push him away.

Shaun was having a baby! Rosella went to the bathroom, and Shaun went to the fireproof safe he had in his closet because all he could think about was Bonnie. It must have been her. He opened the safe and pulled out the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. Months had passed since the last time he touched it, but he could feel her.

Bonnie didn’t appear when Shaun opened the mirror, but he could feel her presence watching over him. It was her. Bonnie had given him the best gifts a man could ever ask for, and Shaun would live his life to the fullest for as long as he could and tell Bonnie all about it on the other side.
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CHAPTER ONE

Lionel

“Put that back, Roger,” I said, but Roger didn’t listen. He had a strong will and never played by the rules. Roger slid the cookie from my mother’s cooling rack into his pocket and darted out the back door to my childhood backyard. Roger’s childhood home was a stone’s throw down the road.

Running outside, I chased after Roger. My mom would kill me if she noticed a cookie missing. She always prepared exactly enough to send a little baggie to each of the neighbors for Easter. Watching her in a fit was harder than witnessing a lion kill a zebra. She would wring our necks if I didn’t get the cookie from Roger.

“Please, give it back, Roger. You don’t want to see my mother angry,” I said.

“She can take it out of the bag for my parents, relax,” Roger said. He pulled the cookie from his pocket and snapped it in two. My heart did the same. “You’re such a stickler, Lionel. How do we stay friends?”

Sometimes I didn’t know the answer to that question myself. Opposites attract? Roger and I did everything together: went to parties, met women, and played sports. We studied on productive nights too, but there was a world of difference between us. I mellowed Roger out, and he pushed me to try things I never would without him. I lost my virginity because of his guidance and pressure, and he survived college algebra and calculus because of mine.

Roger stuffed his mouth with the cookie, and I heard my mother’s voice in my head, but I wouldn’t stop Roger.

When Roger finished his cookie, he walked across my backyard doing a handstand. We both had nice bodies. I trained on weights more than Roger, and he was a calisthenics master. He loved performing flips on bars; posing in the yard. Roger’s shirt fell to his face, revealing his six pack. His muscles flexed as his arms moved about the grass. I didn’t have the flexibility Roger did, but women loved my muscles. When Roger and I walked in a bar, women turned to stare at us. They loved to touch my muscles and try to wrap their hand around my bicep. They always needed both hands to fit around my flexed bicep, and most couldn’t connect their fingers. Roger had nice arms too, but he kept his body leaner to have more stability and balance for his tricks and Parkour. I had a life to live and wasn’t risking it jumping from building to building.

“Done showing off yet?” I asked as Roger’s face turned red from the blood rushing to it.

He slowly lowered his body, making an arch with it before standing on his feet. Watching him show off for the neighbors had me sighing and wishing he would stop. It surprised me he hadn’t scaled the side of the house, but my mother came outside to call us for lunch before Roger could show off any of his other moves.

We went inside to eat with my family before heading down the street to Roger’s to dine with his family. Our parents gave us money. It was more tradition than anything. Since graduating university, Roger and I had found jobs. He was working as a real estate agent in suburban St. Louis, and I got a job at a corporation in the city as a junior accountant, but the company was already talking about a promotion after a year there.

After dinner at Roger’s, we drove back to our house together. We lived a few miles from our parents in a three-bedroom house. When we graduated, we decided to continue living together until we found women to marry. Neither of us had the desire to flee our city and find greener pastures.

We loved our three-bedroom house. It didn’t cost more than a one-bedroom apartment in Chicago, and we each had our own wing of the house and separate bathrooms. A huge backyard to grill, and Roger had a place to practice his stunts. He had a pull-up bar in the backyard, and I had my weights in the basement. Roger used them too occasionally but preferred to develop his acrobatics.

When we arrived home, Roger went to his wing, and I went to mine. I had to wake up early for work the next day.

♦

Roger

Selling houses is my favorite game, and Roger is my name. I earned a business degree, so when I start my own brokerage, it will become the best in the metropolitan area. I had always dreamed of becoming a broker, and my dreams weren’t far from reality. Since a real-estate license didn’t require a bachelor’s degree, I was selling houses while earning my degree. When I graduated, I went full-time. After two years full-time, I would open my brokerage and take over the city. I still had a year before I would take the leap.

It was Wednesday night, and Lionel and I had gone to play soccer on our weekly league. It was an adult league with people from all around the city. They played in Bendersville, but some people drove over thirty miles to attend. I wouldn’t drive that far to play soccer, but it didn’t take more than five minutes for Lionel and me to arrive.

We played every week. Running around the field was another way to release my pent-up energy. Flipping around the bar and doing pull-ups wasn’t enough. Exercise didn’t slow me down, and soccer was a fantastic way to get Lionel out the house. He would sit around and rot away reading finance books and surveying his next investment if I didn’t push him to do things.

After winning the soccer game, I went to shower. Water running down my body, the lines in my abs were like the groves of a river. My dick was my favorite part of my body. Women loved Lionel for his big muscles, but they loved me for my big dick. I had nice muscles too, but finding the right woman who could take all nine inches of my uncut cock was rare, and when I did I tried to keep her around as long as possible. When the woman started talking about relationships, I had to kick her to the curb.

Lionel had a nice cock. I’ve seen it. I didn’t want it nor was I attracted to it, but I could appreciate a man’s body. It was clear why women loved us both. We were the friends who scored the hottest chicks. But still, Lionel wasn’t massive like me. Few men I’ve seen in urinals or showers have been. I’ve seen lots of men gawk at my soft dick when I take a piss at the club because it was probably bigger than theirs on hard.

After drying off in the shower, Lionel and I headed to the bar. He drove. We talked about women and sports on the way. The basketball playoffs had started, and we had small bets going. There was a bracket chart on our fridge with the teams we had bet money on. When we arrived at the bar, I ordered a draft beer. Lionel ordered white wine. He didn’t care what people that about the muscular man drinking wine. He was comfortable with himself. Personally, nobody would catch me in public with a glass of white wine. I respected that about Lionel, but people had to have been judging. Thinking we were fags.

There were two hot chicks in the corner looking in our direction. Lionel was watching the game and commentary, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off the women. One was a brunette and the other blonde. They each had two martini glasses; one dirty and empty and the other freshly delivered.

“Bro, you see those chicks over there?” I asked.

Lionel took his eyes off the television and glanced at the women but showed little interest. It irked me when he put sports over pussy. Women loved coming back to our house and seeing the furniture and artwork a designer had picked out for us when we moved to the house.

“Come on, man. There are two of them, and they can’t stop staring at us.”

“I’m not in the mood,” Lionel said.

I didn’t understand Lionel when he said such statements. How could he not want to smash one of those hot chicks? They were practically about to crawl across the bar and give up their bodies, and Lionel only cared about some men throwing a ball around a court. I could check the score in the morning. I’d much rather feel my dick sliding in and out of that blonde’s warm pussy, but those chicks had to come as a package. One leaving the other didn’t seem probable.

“Forget it, man. You can get their numbers, and we can go out with them this weekend, but I gotta wake up early. You know that, Roger.”

This weekend? I forgot to tell Lionel what I had planned for us, if he could, but he always had the weekend off. “I wanted to explore a cave this weekend, if you’re feeling up to it,” I said. I had read about an impressive cave about two hours from Bendersville. It took stumbling across it on the internet to find the cave, but it looked much more intriguing than the popular cave closer to St. Louis.

“What day?”

“Saturday. I have open houses on Sunday,” I said. “On Saturday, I don’t have to do anything for once, and I happened to find out about this cave.”

Before Lionel could reject the offer, I pulled up the cave on my phone and showed Lionel some pictures. He scrolled through them, and a smile spread across his face. “Count me in for the cave but not the women,” he said.

“What about Friday night with the women?”

“Maybe.”

I took that as enough reason to go over and chat up the ladies. They said they would have been interested if they didn’t already have boyfriends. They added that we were great eye candy and had been debating if we were friends or boyfriends. I didn’t win that night, but there were plenty of women in the metro area.


CHAPTER TWO

Lionel

Roger and I drove to Odon, Missouri Saturday morning. We didn’t go out last night because the women already had boyfriends, and I never agreed to more than one outing a week. Roger chatted with women online last night, but I didn’t hear anyone visit the house. Who knew though because Roger could be sneaky. He was a roach behind the wall.

“Should we eat before we head to the cave?” I asked.

Roger was driving because the cave had been his idea, and I wasn’t putting miles on my car. I almost always drove to soccer and the club if we went out dancing. Baseball and hockey games in the city. I loved to hang out with Roger, but he got over on me with gas money and miles on my car. Those journeys added up to oil changes and repairs.

“Yeah, that’s a good idea. We should have packed a lunch,” Roger said. He was excited, but my stomach growled, begging for food. “I can’t wait to see what the cave looks like.”

“The photos online are impressive, but there isn’t much information about it. No maps or anything. Hopefully we can find the waterfall,” I said. I had agreed because nature excited me more than booze, and daytime activities agreed with my schedule more than nighttime outings.

We exited the interstate and drove several miles down the state highway. Roger’s phone went in and out of service, but the GPS had downloaded the map for offline use. We went for what felt like over fifteen miles before seeing any signs of civilization. There hadn’t been more than one tiny promotional sign for the cave on the interstate, and when we reached Odon, it looked like any other small town. There were two competing gas stations, a few fast-food places, a general store, and some local shops.

We headed down the main drag, shorter than a mile, and there was a diner at the end. Several cars parked outside the trailer-house shaped building.

“This town has a weird vibe,” Roger said.

I felt that way about all small towns after growing up in the city with brown skin. Not that small towns didn’t have people of color, but I never traveled to those communities with my family unless we were going camping. Walking into the diner, several of the booths had people eating. A black waitress was taking orders at one of the tables. I wondered how she managed living in the small town. Roger took a seat at the bar, and I followed his lead.

An older woman worked behind the counter. She had brown hair with streaks of white and a hairnet covering it. She spoke with a thick accent for a woman who only lived two hours from Bendersville. “What could I get ya?” the woman asked and threw menus at us. Her name tag read Mary Sue.

“I’ll take a coffee,” Roger said.

“Water for me.”

“Y’all from the city, aren’t ya?” she asked while grabbing the drinks. “Whatcha doin’ down here in Odon?”

“We’re going to Odon Cave after a quick brunch,” Roger said.

“Ain’t no brunch here, son,” she said. “This is breakfast all day. What do y’all know about the cave?”

“We saw pictures online,” I said.

Mary Sue shook her head, topping off Roger’s coffee. She took our orders. I got the fried chicken sandwich, and Roger ordered pancakes with eggs and hash browns. We ate like animals, tearing through the food. Mary Sue kept the water and coffee coming, talking about basketball. St. Louis didn’t have a basketball team, but that meant everyone had a different favorite team. It was disappointing to live without a home team yet exciting to discover who a new friend’s favorite team was.

After Roger and I paid, Mary Sue stopped us before leaving. She leaned in close and whispered, “Don’t eat nothin’ you see in the cave.”

“Uh, thanks,” Roger said.

“We just ate, I think we can survive our hike without eating,” I said.

Mary Sue nodded and took the rag from her shoulder to wipe the counter, whistling a song. Roger and I walked outside to the car. The cave was a few miles away, and my heart was racing. Mary Sue’s words had a strange ring. Neither Roger nor myself spoke on the way.

♦

Roger

I couldn’t get Mary Sue’s words out of my head. When people told me not to do something, my first reaction was to do it. I was a psychology minor and realized my own weaknesses, but that didn’t correct my behavior. There were weak moments in my life like anyone else. Luckily, there was nothing in the cave that piqued my interest. I saw nothing one would eat.

Lionel walked by my side. We had two small flashlights, and lights lined the cave walls. A few had burned out and weren’t replaced. The town controlled the cave, but there weren’t human guides to show us the way. A man at the park’s entrance had given us an illegible map and a few pointers. A ranger walked the cave every morning, but I still felt nervous and alone. Lionel and I were the only people in the cave today according to the ranger at the entrance.

The cave was damp. Water droplets clung to the descending rocks. Upside down triangles like icicles. When we first entered the cave, it was expansive and welcoming, but the cave narrowed as we continued down the corridor. Lionel and I stopped to inspect the map.

I pointed at a spot where the cave thinned. It looked like there was an underground pond up ahead. The ranger had warned us there was a spot where only people on kayaks could proceed, but he also said it was obvious and not dangerous.

“Should we keep going?” Lionel asked. He stared down the narrow corridor with wide eyes and back to the entrance where the last hints of daylight blended into the darkness. We had flashlights, and I wanted to continue. We hadn’t driven two hours for nothing.

“Let’s keep going,” I said and led the way into the darkness. I heard Lionel curse under his breath before following after me.

It took ten minutes of walking through hanging rocks before reaching the area with the water. There was another corridor to the left and a body of water to the right. We hadn’t prepared for an underground lake. I held my phone to the map, wondering where the next tunnel of darkness led.

“Where is the waterfall?” Lionel asked.

“Looks like the big one is through the water, but there is a smaller one this way,” I said, pointing.

“If we can see a waterfall, we can keep going. Otherwise, I’m turning around.”

I held up the map to Lionel, showing his the waterfalls. There was a big picture where the water ended and a smaller one down the corridor. We held up our flashlights and continued. Neither of us spoke. I heard myself breathing because it was so quiet. It was cooler and wetter than outside, and I was working myself into a frenzy. The cave was my idea, but as we walked into the unknown, I wanted to turn around. A voice in my head yelled at me to forget the cave and the waterfall, but a louder voice commanded me to continue.

We arrived at an opening in the cave. Hints of sunlight poked through holes in the cave’s ceiling. A cascade of falling water ran over a few rocks to the right. Lionel opened his cell phone and went to the waterfall, but a small bush under a cascade of light took my attention.

Stepping forward, I examined the branches. The fruit looked like blackberries.

“Roger, come over and take a picture of me with the waterfall,” Lionel said.

I picked several berries from the plant and walked over to Lionel. He handed me his phone, and I cusped the berries in my closed fist. I snapped a picture of Lionel, but the berries weighed on my mind. I showed Lionel.

“Look what I found growing over there,” I said, pointing to the bush. It looked majestic in the stream of sunlight. A plant in the otherwise sea of darkness like an island in the middle of an ocean.

“Mary Sue told us not to eat anything we found here,” Lionel said. He walked over to the bush of berries. They weren’t blackberries but looked similar. I watched as Lionel examined the bush. “You shouldn’t eat those,” he said.

“You’re such a punk, Lionel,” I said. I held the berries I had picked from the bush in my hand, tempted to pop them into my mouth to prove everyone wrong, especially Mary Sue. It was sad, but I could already picture myself driving two hours back to Odon to prove her wrong. “Take a video of me,” I said. “I’ll do it in front of the waterfall.”

“You’re crazy,” Lionel said. “Why can’t you just not eat the berries?”

“Take the video and stop arguing with me,” I said.

Lionel shook his head but opened the video recorder on his phone. Standing in front of the falling water, I held the berries to the camera. “Found these growing here in Odon Cave, and I’m going to eat them. Nothing will happen,” I said. Hoping the berries weren’t poisonous, I popped them into my mouth.

“You’re an idiot, Roger. Let’s go before you die driving back to the city,” Lionel said.

I swallowed the berries, and we headed back to the car. I arrived home, and nothing had happened. Everyone was wrong and dumb, and I was right. Like always.


CHAPTER THREE

Lionel

Sitting at the kitchen table, I ate a bowl of cereal. The kitchen and dining room bled together. The day at the cave was fun, but Roger shouldn’t have eaten that fruit. It could have been poison. He hadn’t died, and we drank a few beers before bed. I wasn’t worried about him, but Roger was an idiot.

While eating my bowl of cereal, a woman walked out of Roger’s room. I didn’t remember him bringing home a woman, but he must have.

“Morning,” the woman said. A shocked expression crossed her face when the word left her mouth. “What the heck?”

The woman touched her body, grabbing her breasts. It was strange to watch. I felt like I should leave the room until the most high-pitched, ear-shattering scream left her lips. The tone rattled the apartment and shook the windows.

I covered my ears and cursed, “what is wrong with you? Roger!” I hollered. Roger needed to come and tame his one-night stand. It was Sunday, and I didn’t have time for this.

“It’s me, Roger. It’s me,” the woman cried. Tears were falling from her eyes.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“I don’t know, man. But it’s me. Ask me anything?”

I shook my head and barged past this crazy woman. She didn’t know what she was talking about. When I entered Roger’s room, he wasn’t there. I turned around, and the sexy brunette was standing behind me.

“It’s me, friend. Please help. I’m freaking out,” the woman said. I still didn’t believe her. Roger loved to play pranks, and I had been the receiver of many of his jokes. “Where is he hiding?”

I went to the bathroom and checked, but he wasn’t there either. The woman didn’t speak. She cried while touching her breasts. I stared at her a little longer after I couldn’t find Roger anywhere in the apartment. She had similar features to him: blue eyes and brown hair, but this woman was a goddess. Her breasts were like a coconut shell split in two. I wanted to take her bosoms into my hands and rub her titties while she rode my cock. Slip her nipple into my mouth while her pussy dripped on my dick. Slide a finger into her hole along with my rod and watch her squirm in pleasure. If this was my friend Roger, I wasn’t positive staying roommates was a wise decision. Keeping my hands to myself would be hard. What was I thinking? This woman couldn’t be Roger. Where was he?

“Stop looking at me like that, bro,” she said.

I pinched the bridge of my nose. I had been staring at the nipples poking through her cotton shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and I couldn’t stop thinking about sucking on her titties.

“Okay,” I said with my eyes closed to not look at her tits. “What did our parents buy us for our joint twelfth-birthday celebration?”

“A trip to Disneyland in LA,” Roger said.

Shit. Only Roger would know that, but I had to ask another question to make sure. “What did we do last year that we promised never to tell anyone?”

“We hung out naked in a hot tub at the gay couple’s house from the soccer team,” she said and burst into tears. “Not that they would ever want to see this body naked. I’d take people finding out about that secret over this.” Her last words were a mix of sniffles and coughs. She was sitting at the kitchen table, and her head collapsed against the wood top.

I was pacing the room, stunned that this gorgeous woman was my longtime best friend and roommate. The man I shared everything with. If Roger had seen a chick like the one at the kitchen table in a club, he would have been all over her. I would have gone home with one of her friends.

“Have you seen yourself yet?”

She shook her head. I had to stop thinking of her as she, but thinking of this brunette as Roger was even harder. I wanted to pin her against the wall and stick my tongue into her mouth. Rub my hand over the slit between her legs. Did she have one of those? Or had Roger’s penis remained? Was he still outside playing a trick on me?

“I don’t want to see myself,” Roger said.

I snapped a picture with my cell phone and showed Roger. “Look at yourself. Roger, is it really you in there?”

“Yes, it’s me,” Roger said and grabbed my phone, throwing it across the room. “If you’re not going to help me, then leave me the fuck alone!” he said, his voice still feminine and high, and slammed the door to his room.

♦

Roger

I didn’t know what happened to my body, but waking up as a woman was the most disturbing thing to ever happen in my life. I loved women but never wanted to become one. Fucking women and impressing them with my muscles had been my specialty. In this new body, my arms were firm but much thinner. Same with my legs. My ass was rounder, and it pained me admit I lost my anaconda dick. I was crying over my lost penis, but I had to get it together.

It was Sunday, and I had several open houses lined up. Obviously I couldn’t attend them, but somebody had to. I texted my office a picture after running my thermometer under hot water a fever’s temperature. My boss sent some junior agents to the open house, but every day I missed would reduce my profits.

I couldn’t even think about what would happen if this continued. Living in a woman’s body felt like the worst prank in the world. Was it from all the jokes I pulled on people? I would repay every wrong if I could switch back to my old body. My huge dick. My washboard abs. I was the man many women wanted to fuck. Life came easy. What would my job say if I didn’t wake up as a man tomorrow?

I waited until Lionel left for the gym to use the bathroom. When I went in the bathroom, I saw myself in the mirror for the first time. My hair hung to my shoulders. It was a lighter shade of brown than before. My eyes were the same shade of blue like the color of snow turned to ice on a cold night. The breasts on my chest were large. I had no idea about bra sizes, but they were ones I would have loved to rub my dick between. Fucking titties used to be one of my favorite activities, but my dick had vanished.

I hadn’t touched the slit between my legs yet, but I would have to eventually. When I squeezed my thighs together, no bulge formed. No balls. No dick. I wore a t-shirt and basketball shorts. The outfit I was wearing to bed when I was still Roger with a big dick. The manhood of manhoods. Tears swelled in my eyes and dark thoughts clouded my head, but was it the end of the world?

The woman staring at me in the mirror was beautiful. I would have been drooling over this woman if I saw her in public. I, she, was a stunning brunette. Pulling the t-shirt from my body, I dropped it to the floor. Two balloons hung from my chest.

I licked my finger and rubbed it over my nipple. The touch awakened a new sensation between my legs. It wasn’t my dick hardening but a slow warmth growing in my center. A strange desire to have something slide into me. I had been an alpha. The memories were there, but my body had changed.

What caused it? I thought back through our day, and Mary Sue popped in my mind. Her warning. The cave. The berries. Had they changed me?

Panic spiked within me, and I dropped my shorts to the ground. The sight of my new pussy stopped me. Light brown hair circled the opening. It was real. Pretty folds had replaced my long extension. I touched my new pussy, sliding the tip of my finger into it. When my finger brushed against the clit, my body doubled.

I needed answers. Whatever happened was real, and I had two hours to drive before I had even a hint of an answer.


CHAPTER FOUR

Roger

Driving two hours to Odon for the second day in a row about took all the energy from my body. If I didn’t have a major emergency, I would have stayed in bed all day missing my member. The same ranger was working at the park’s entrance, but he didn’t recognize me in the new body. The woman I had become. I didn’t recognize myself, and the men’s clothing I wore was uncomfortable. The boxers felt like shorts and the pants were boats.

After entering the cave, I went the same way I had with Lionel. It didn’t take long to reach the opening where I had found the plant, but when I reached where it was, the bush had disappeared. There wasn’t a berry left nor a root. Everything else appeared untouched, but the bush had vanished like breath on a cold winter day.

We didn’t have a picture of the plant. The video Lionel took had been with the waterfall as the backdrop. Nobody would believe the berries I was holding were magical. That they had transformed me into this brunette with blue eyes. Touching my breasts, I wondered if they would ever change back to my muscular pecks; if my pussy would ever return to my penis.

When I couldn’t find the plant in the cave, I went back to town. The ranger at the post had never seen a bush with berries in the cave. He thought I was crazy, and I thought I was losing my mind too. I had one more question before I left Odon.

Arriving at the diner, I got out the car. Mary Sue was working, but she didn’t recognize me in my new feminine body. I took a seat at the bar, and she came over to ask what I’d like to drink, her voice thick with the same accent as yesterday.

“It’s me,” I said in a harsh whisper.

“Who are you?”

“I came yesterday with my friend. We told you we were headed to the cave, and you warned us not to eat anything.”

“Oh my, I see,” she said. “Bless your heart, dear. No wonder you’re in here with no bra showing those to the world,” she said pointing at my hard nipples. Men couldn’t keep their nasty eyes off my bosom. The clerk working at the gas station and the man who walked past me had both stared at my breasts like they were coins shimmering in the sunlight. “I thought I told y’all not to eat anything. Can’t you listen?” her voice maintained its bright tone, but there was an edge to it.

“Loretta,” Mary Sue screamed. The young black woman rushed over to the counter. “Yes, ma’am?”

“Could you watch the store for me? Tips are yours for the day,” she said.

“What? I couldn’t take money from you,” Loretta stuttered. She looked like she wanted the money but was trying to remain respectful to Mary Sue.

“Don’t worry about it, baby. I have to help my friend here,” she said and nodded toward me.

“Okay, give me five minutes, and I’ll be ready to take over,” Loretta said. She rushed off to the back of the kitchen and came back with a rag to clean all the dirty tables where people had just left.

“You owe me for my time, sweet face. One hundred dollars, but I’ll tell you in more detail about why I warned your stupid ass not to eat anything in the cave,” she said.

“Fine, whatever. The one hundred dollars is yours,” I said.

♦

Roger

We were sitting in Mary Sue’s mobile home. Her trailer was much bigger and more modern on the inside than I had expected. She had a stainless steel dishwasher, range, and fridge. Two bathrooms and three bedrooms. Pictures of Mary Sue in a wedding dress with a man. Random children in frames. Mary Sue gave me a tour when we arrived, but now were looking at photos from Mary Sue’s past spread across her coffee table.

“This is me when I was thirty. Right before I married my husband. He’s at work right now,” she said, pointing at a picture of a young brunette much like myself in this new body.

“You were beautiful, but why wasn’t I supposed to eat the fruit?”

“Patience,” she said.

She showed me more pictures, going back in time until she was twenty-three. Stopping, she took a deep breath before opening the next album. There were pictures of a strapping young man. He was playing basketball in one picture, shirtless by the pool in another. In one photo he had his arm wrapped around the arm of a young blonde. They both had infectious smiles. Like they were about to head to a party. Like they were in love with life. It took a minute for the reality to click.

“This man is you, isn’t it?” I asked.

Mary Sue wiped a lone tear from her eye and nodded. “It was me before I ate the berry in the cave. My girlfriend and I, the blonde, used to escape to the cave to fuck. A lot of the young people back then did. My girlfriend and I were twenty and still living at home. We had been to the cave dozens of times, but I had never seen the bush until one day. She always arrived first, but I had been early that day I saw the berry bush…”

“You saw a berry bush, too? But you’re still a woman,” I said. I had been expecting to find a cure or wind up in my old body as Roger, but if Mary Sue was still a woman after all these years, what did that mean for me? “Please tell me you know a way to change this,” I said.

Mary Sue shook her head. “Everyone in town knows about the legend of the cave, but nobody has been able to prove it. The tale is that a male drifter wondered into the cave for warmth on a snowy day during a winter with heavy snowfall. People had seen him in town for lunch and told him he might stay warm in the cave since he didn’t have money.”

“Did the man stay in the cave?” I asked.

“According to the legend, yes. The cave is a far walk from town, but it backs up to one of the local farms. The boys from that family went to the cave to play and noticed snow had covered the entrance. After they dug through the snow, a woman is said to have darted outside screaming and wearing men’s clothing.”

“What happened next?”

“The townspeople searched the cave for a man because nobody believed this woman about the berry bush. They accused her of eating a man even though nobody found bones and ran her out of town,” Mary Sue said. She stood from the sofa and went to her kitchen. She fixed a pot of hot water and poured it in a French press, stirring in ground coffee. My mind ran in circles. Would I ever change back to my old body? How was this berry bush not international news? “Would you like coffee, dear?” she asked.

“Yes, please,” I said. My hands were shaking.

Mary Sue returned with two cups of steaming coffee. I drank mine black. She added sugar and milk.

“You never found a way to turn back?”

She shook her head. Mary Sue had hazel eyes filled with wisdom. “I’m afraid not,” she said.

“Are there others? Have you met anyone else to have gone through this?” I asked. My high register still a surprise when it hit my ears.

“I tried, but nobody believed me. I lost my family, everyone. It took ages for me to rebuild everything, but I came around. I would rather be a woman and alive than dead. Now, I would never want to go back to my old male body, but it took forever to get over that day. I had a huge dick,” Mary Sue said. She put up her hands to show the size.

“Me too. It was amazing. Women would suck on it for hours. And the really dirty ones would use it multiple times a night,” I said, remembering all the women I had fucked over the years. Would I be the one on the other side of it now? Would men thrust their dicks in and out of me? How would it feel to have a man balls deep in my new pussy?

“Maybe the berry bush punishes cocky men with big dicks,” Mary Sue said with a chuckle. “I’ve only met one other woman who changed because of the bush, but she died in a car accident years ago. After all these years, you’re the second person I’ve met to have eaten a berry.”

The reality of my future was sinking in as I sat next to Mary Sue. She had breasts, feminine features, no facial hair, and soft lines. She was aging well. “You’ve lived more years as a woman than a man?”

“Yes, that’s true now. My family accepts me now too because I have finally convinced them of who I was before. Everything has come around, but I still haven’t been able to prove the berry bush exists. Not that I would want a cure now, but I would like the public to believe me,” Mary Sue said. “The rumor is that I am transgender and had surgery, but that’s small town life. Everyone knows your name and story, or the rumors they hear.”

“I understand. I called into work today, but now I have to find out how to prove this to people. We will do this together,” I said, reaching out. Mary Sue grabbed my hand and squeezed it, bringing tears to my eyes. She was the only other person in the world who knew what I was going through, and we had to stick together.

“Being a woman isn’t the worst thing in the world, Roger…”

“We will figure out a solution to this problem, Mary Sue,” I said.

“You’ll have to come up with a new name, Roger” she said. “I’ll help you any way I can, but I’ve been trying to crack this for years. Every time I go to the cave, the bush isn’t there.”

“We will figure out a way,” I said, holding Mary Sue’s hand. Part of me needed to find a cure. A reversal. Those berries had to have a special gene. I needed to find some and give them to scientists to study, but judging by Mary Sue, I had more immediate problems to attend to. My open house was happening, and I was two hours away. “Thank you for the story and the information. You’ve helped a ton, Mary Sue,” I said. Part of me was burning with anger for acting defiant and eating the berry, but this wasn’t Mary Sue’s fault. I dug my own grave and had to crawl out the pile of dirt I buried myself under.

Mary Sue showed me to the door and gave me her phone number before I drove back to Bendersville. When I got home, I realized I forgot to ask about the children in the photos but didn’t feel right texting her. We hardly knew each other, and I had bigger problems on my plate; figuring out how to explain to my job that I, Roger, had become a woman.


CHAPTER FIVE

Lionel

When I got home from the gym, Roger had disappeared. I cleaned up the house and wondered if he went to Odon to find answers. I couldn’t believe my best friend had transformed to a woman from eating a berry, but it happened. He was now a she, from what I could tell. If the brunette I saw this morning had a pussy, I don’t know how long I could live with her before making a move. She was Roger, but she didn’t look nor sound like my old friend.

This woman was new, different. She had smaller hands, no Adam’s apple, long hair, and a rounder face. Her breasts bounced when she walked, moved from side to side. She hadn’t had on a bra this morning when I saw her, and keeping my eyes off Roger’s breasts was harder than looking away from a shooting star.

A few hours later, after I had finished cleaning the house, Roger arrived home. He hadn’t changed back and was still the sexy brunette I wanted to slide my dick into. Shaking off the perverted thoughts of fucking my best friend, I focused on the television. Roger must have been freaking out. He didn’t speak to me and walked to his bedroom.

An hour later, Roger came out wearing a heavy sweater and sweatpants. He sat on the couch next to me, and I saw his titties bounce in my peripherals.

“Hey,” he said. His voice sounded like a feather floating through the air. I tried not to noticed his breasts when I turned to my friend.

“Where were you today?”

“I went to Odon,” he said.

“Did you go to the cave?”

Roger shook his head. His new hair fell over his face and covered it lightly. When he looked back up, my heart stopped. His blue eyes were the same I had always known. This woman was Roger, and she was frightened. I couldn’t imagine what it would have been like to wake up in another body, but Mary Sue had warned us not to eat anything in the cave.

“Yes,” Roger said. “I went to the cave, and the bush wasn’t there. Then, I went to see Mary Sue. She ate a berry when she was young. In her twenties like us.”

That meant that Mary Sue had never found a way to reverse the transformation. She hadn’t shared her age, but she wasn’t in her twenties. My heart ached for Roger, but it wasn’t the end of the world. But then again, I wasn’t the one who had lost my dick, and Roger had a huge one.

“What will you do?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said. “Learn how to act like a woman?”

I reached my hand out and touched Roger’s. He was my friend, and I couldn’t imagine how confused he must have been. I put the sexual urges aside and remembered our years of friendship, “I don’t care if you’re a woman, you’ll always be my friend. No matter what happens, I’m here for you,” I said.

“Thank you, Lionel,” he said. “Guess I’ll have to come up with a new name. Can’t go by Roger anymore.”

“Take your time,” I said.

We talked a little longer, but the conversation faded to silence, and we watched a movie.

♦

Roger

After days of crying and calling in at work, I finally pulled myself out of bed. It was Thursday, and I missed soccer last night. I wasn’t sure I would ever return to the field, but Lionel had gone and told everyone I was out with the flu.

During the days of crying I read stories of men who had transformed to women via sexual reassignment surgery, and those surgeries took months to recover from, but I had to get back out there and sell houses. My heart went out to all the trans women and men who had recovered from the surgery. The stories of healing sounded painful. Some people had smooth recoveries, but others had complications.

I would take off another week but then return to work on the third week. My boss thought I caught a bad case of pneumonia, but she would discover the truth when I returned to work as Rebecca.

Rebecca would become my name. Mary Sue had changed her, and I needed to change mine and move forward with my life. I could spend the rest of my time on Earth hiding from the world, or I could become a powerful woman in Rebecca’s body. A woman people listened to and respected. A woman who wore heels and nylons and perfume.

After climbing out of bed that Thursday morning, I washed my body in the shower. I had avoided the shower for a couple days to not see my pussy, but it was growing on me. My hole was sensitive and touching my folds were pleasurable. It was nothing like a finger in the ass. A finger in my pussy was like an explosion of positive nerve endings. Juices flowing. And rubbing my clit was like a shower after a day in the wilderness. Like climbing into bed after taking the sheets out of the dryer.

When I wrapped a towel around my body after exploring my new area, I knew I would want a man to fuck me. My pussy felt empty and needing of someone to fill it. To push their dick deep in me and hit my spot. I ignored the desires and reminded myself of the man I was. He wouldn’t want any dick near him, but this new body had a mind of its own. It was rewiring my thoughts at rapid speed, changing me from Roger to Rebecca.

I watched endless videos while eating breakfast: how to wear makeup, the best brands of lingerie, how to walk in heels, and more. I flipped through pictures of hairstyles. Checking my bank account, I set a budget for myself, but Rebecca needed a wardrobe.

The first stop was the salon. A young woman greeted me and guided me to her chair. I showed her a few styles I liked, and she chose a style that took the hair to right above the shoulders. Light waves and a part farther to one side. When the women finished, I felt like a billion dollars. Rebecca was a sexy lady, and men would turn their heads at me once I got the clothing to match the hairstyle. I tipped the hairdresser and took down her number. Judging by Mary Sue, I would have to come to the salon again.

Maybe being a woman wasn’t the worst thing in the world. I still had my memories from when I was a man, but Roger never would have felt as fabulous as this after a haircut.

My second stop was the mall. I had made a list of things to buy before going there. I stopped at the lingerie store first and picked out a pack of cotton panties. The ones that had a day of the week printed on each. Then I added a few sexy pairs to my cart. Bras. I spent two hundred dollars by the time I left, but it was worth it when I had something supporting my breasts. Putting on that bra for the first time was like a weight off my shoulders. I stood more erect. Walked with more confidence. I changed in the bathroom after the lingerie store and before heading to a few clothing stores.

I tried on skinny jeans, t-shirts, blouses, and dresses. There were so many more options for women’s clothing. While I shopped, I had almost forgotten about the berry and days spent in my bed crying over my lost penis. They were distant memories now that I had cotton panties that fit my body properly and a bra to lift my tits. Skinny jeans to hug my ass, and a blouse to showcase my breasts. I tucked the blouse into my faded, slightly ripped skinny jeans and left several buttons undone. My shoes were too big for my feet and ugly beaten-up sneakers.

I dumped the sneakers in the trashcan outside the shoe store. The women working helped me find my perfect size, seven and a half, and found two pairs of black heels for me. I got the pumps in three inches because the four-inch heels intimidated me. I would come back for them once I sold another house as Rebecca.

Walking out of the shoe store, I felt fabulous. I shook my hair, listening to my heels click against the tile floor as I walked. The skinny jeans hugged my hips. Men stared at me as I passed them. I saw one of them get slapped by his girlfriend because he was staring at me with his an open mouth. Laughing to myself, I slipped in the makeup store. Rebecca wouldn’t be complete without some tools and perfume.

A young gay man helped me. I told him to keep it simple and classy. He picked out a foundation, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick. He did my face. The lipstick was a shade of pink that blended well with my natural tone. Wearing makeup was new, but it made Rebecca’s face look more feminine. My face.

I thanked the man and checked out, knowing I spent more than I had planned, but I needed these purchases. Walking out the mall, I kept my head held high. There was nothing I could do but accept my new life as Rebecca. I had eaten the forbidden fruit.

♦

Rebecca

Over the past couple weeks, I stayed in touch with my clients via messages, but I hadn’t revealed my new body to anyone but strangers in a store and Lionel. I saw someone I knew when I was shopping one day, but they didn’t recognize me as Roger. They saw me as a stranger among many. A speck in the mist.

Ever since my body transformed to a woman’s, I lost a bit of my aggression. My passion for my future hasn’t changed, but I didn’t feel the same need to go out hunting for sex. I haven’t opened my apps either, mainly because I find myself more attracted to men than women. The women I had been chatting with before I ate the berry lost their appeal, and random men made me want to strip them naked and see how big their dick was.

Arriving at work the first time, my heart raced. I sat in my car and looked at myself in the mirror. Rebecca. I would tell people I had surgery and hoped they bought the story. From what I read, two weeks was nothing to return to work after the surgery, but my situation had been unique. A berry changed me. I hadn’t chosen this.

But I was growing used to my new life as Rebecca. I didn’t feel sad when I woke up in the mornings and discovered myself in a female’s body. Stepping out my car, I held my shoulders high and walked into the office like I owned the place.

People stared at me, but they didn’t stop me as I marched to my boss’ door. I knocked, and Betty told me to enter.

“Who are you?” she asked.

“I’m Rebecca,” I said and put out my hand. She shook it, but the confused expression hadn’t left her face. One eyebrow higher than the other as she stared. “Roger,” I said.

“Roger?” she asked, choking on air.

“Yes, Betty. I had sex reassignment surgery, and my new name is Rebecca,” I said. She was the first person to know the truth and that I hadn’t been out with pneumonia. We talked about how I had been hiding the truth for years, but I finally took the leap and got the surgery. Betty was supportive and believed the story I had been working on all week. Until I could prove the berry bush existed, I would use the story to return to my old life.

Work that day took forever, and explaining my story got old quick, but most everyone was supportive. One client asked for a new agent because the transition was too much to take in with everything else they had going on, and I wasn’t mad. They were my least favorite couple. Newlyweds who had a tiny budget and couldn’t agree on a neighborhood nor style of house. I had already been thinking of dumping them on a junior agent.

I worked fourteen hours that day but felt like I had caught up with life by the end. Too bad my best friend from the office wasn’t there to admire my new body. Beatrice was one of the few women I never slept with as Roger because we worked together, and our work friendship had meant too much to ruin it.

♦

Lionel

Rebecca had blossomed during recent weeks. She had her first day of work today, and I was cooking dinner for when she arrived home. I couldn’t stop checking my watch and wondering what was taking her so long to return. She normally arrived around six, and it was already eight thirty. But the food was warm in the oven, and I would wait for Rebecca as long as it took her.

My feelings grew more conflicted by the day. Rebecca was my longtime friend Roger, but the berry had changed her. She grew more feminine and confident every day. The aggressive, womanizing Roger had disappeared, and a strong, yet docile woman replaced him. She had confidence, but I could see the way she looked at me some nights when we ate popcorn on the couch and watched the nightly news. Or a comedy. I picked what we watched, and she never complained.

Rebecca arrived at nine thirty while I was watching a movie. It had five minutes remaining, and she joined me on the sofa to watch the end, snuggling close to my body. Hints of her perfume lingered and hit my nostrils. When the movie ended, Rebecca told me about her first day back at work. She had open houses on the weekend but wouldn’t go back to the office until Monday.

“Hungry?” I asked.

She nodded and went to her room to change out of the dress she wore to the office. Rebecca removed the makeup with wipes while I prepared plates of food for us. She sat at the kitchen table wearing skinny jeans and no socks. A yellow t-shirt and no bra. She had painted her toenails and fingernails red. Her hair pulled back into a short ponytail.

I had cooked salmon with lemon on a bed of wild rice and bought the ingredients to make frozen margaritas. As the blender ran, Rebecca lifted her arms over her head to stretch. I looked and felt emotions I shouldn’t about my best friend. Her nipples clear through the yellow fabric.

Placing the dishes on the table, my eyes locked with Rebecca’s. They were Roger’s eyes, but they had changed too. She looked at me with an intensity she never had before the berry. I turned away from her before I acted on my natural instinct of joining my lips with hers. Wrap my hand around the back of her neck and stick my tongue in her mouth.

I poured the blended ice into two glasses and sat with Rebecca at the table, more confused and conflicted than I had ever been in my life. We ate the salmon in silence. Rap music played at a quiet volume in the background. Candles flickered in the windowsills, and our eyes connected like the balls on Newton’s Cradle, bouncing back and forth.

We ate dinner and watched a movie without kissing, but I felt the attraction was mutual. There was an energy between us that was growing every day, and I had never felt this before the berry. Our dynamic was changing, and I didn’t know how much longer Rebecca and I could ignore the truth. Our destiny.


CHAPTER SIX

Rebecca

The workweek had passed without too many bumps in the road, but on Monday Beatrice called me out. She said her cousin had a sex reassignment surgery and was out of commission for months. I tried to explain the berry, but Beatrice didn’t believe me, so I dropped it and laughed. Then, I told her that I had a miracle recovery, and that seemed to put my work friend at ease.

I didn’t care what people at the office thought. I had sold two houses since returning to work and was earning money to aid my new shopping habits. Business for Rebecca hadn’t slowed down. If anything, I was getting a lot more attention as Rebecca. I never left the house without dressing myself to a T: heels, dresses, nylons, makeup, and styled hair. Two spritzes of perfume, one on the wrist and one on the neck. Any more than that smelled trashy.

A bigger problem was brewing at home, and I didn’t know how to address it. My feelings for Lionel were becoming complicated. I dreamed about sex with him when I went to bed at night. Every time we watched TV together, I resisted the urge to reach out and touch his bulge. Slide my hand into his pants and feel his cock around my palm. I have seen his dick before, but I never wanted it in the past. Now, my emotions had changed. My body was different.

I wanted to wrap my lips around his manhood and feel it fuck the back of my throat. Those were the dark thoughts that crossed my mind when I went home in the evenings. I could ignore them at work, but when I opened the door and came home to a home-cooked meal, I wanted to jumped across the room and rip off Lionel’s clothes.

Press my lips against his chocolate skin. Squeeze my dainty hands around his thick muscles. Pull his pants to the ground and wrap my pussy walls around his dick. I could trust Lionel. He wouldn’t treat me wrong. He had always been a gentleman with women, more focused on his career than sex, but never a dog like I was as Roger.

Leaving the office, my only plans were to head home and have dinner with Lionel. We had dinner every Friday. I bought dessert on the way home, and he cooked a meal. This week it was vegetable dumplings and sushi.

When I arrived with two fruit tarts and a bottle of white wine, Lionel was cutting the sushi rolls and placing them on two plates. He served the dumplings on the side. I had an overwhelming urge to call him ‘honey’ or ‘baby’ and kiss him on the cheek.

“I bought fruit tarts,” I said and placed them in the fridge.

Lionel’s gaze burned me like a cattle prod, flipping my stomach like a roller coaster ride. “Let’s eat, Rebecca.”

How he said my new name sent a chill down my spine. It warmed my center. We ate the sushi, and our eyes danced. Sexual tension rising between us. I picked up a piece of sushi with the chopsticks and hugged my lips against the wood sticks as I pulled them from my mouth. Lionel growled. His eyes hadn’t left my mouth. I wondered how his dick would feel between my lips. I had never sucked dick as a man, but as a woman, I wanted to get on my knees and have Lionel fuck my face. I squeezed my thighs together as I thought of him pressing into my new entrance and stretching my walls. Hitting my spot.

My body was desperate for Lionel’s touch.

♦

Lionel

We ate dinner and had light conversation, but there was a sexual tension wavering between us. Rebecca wasn’t Roger, and I wanted to press her against the wall and kiss her. Feel her tongue inside of me. Have her lipstick on my neck and ears as she kissed me.

While eating the fruit tarts, we opened a second bottle of wine. Rebecca cut into her fruit tart with a fork and took a bite. She pulled the fork out slowly and with care, like she wanted to suck my dick. I would let her. Over these past few weeks, my feelings have grown murky and dark. I wanted Rebecca more than the water I drank.

She could supply me with nutrients from her pussy nectars.

“How’s the fruit tart?” she asked and bit her bottom lip. Rebecca wore a t-shirt and skinny jeans. I wanted to rip the shirt in two and take her nipple in my mouth. Put her in a sixty-nine position. Would fucking Rebecca be different from any other woman? Could I resist falling in love with my best friend?

We still had the basketball brackets on the fridge and watched the games. Rebecca had the same interests in life, but her sexual interests seemed to have shifted. How she gazed at me from across the table drove me wild.

We moved from the table to the couch after finishing our fruit tarts and turned on the TV. The basketball playoffs were almost over, and both our original bets had been knocked out, but we moved our money to new teams, and they were playing tomorrow night. We watched a comedy, but our eyes didn’t stay on the TV for long.

Rebecca reached her hand out and touched my thigh, sending a wave through my body. I turned to her and stared into her blue eyes. I wore basketball shorts, and her white hand rested against my brown thigh. Touching her hand, I rubbed my thumb over her fingers. They were softer and without hair. Smaller than Roger’s had been. Her eyes mesmerizing like waves crashing against the beach.

Her touch escalated the desire I had. Our faces came together, and we kissed for the first time. Rebecca’s tongue slid into my mouth as I held her by the waist. My hand centimeters from the bottom of her right breast. Time escaped us as our tongues danced. The warmth of her mouth bouncing against mine. My member reacting and hardening to her touch. Rebecca’s touch. The woman sitting here who wanted my body. She gripped my pectoral muscles as the kiss deepened.

I fell backward onto the pillow as Rebecca climbed atop my body. My brain without thought, driven purely by the heat of the moment. The desire for Rebecca to take my dick between her legs. Allow me to bury my cock deep in her pussy.

She pulled away from my body, but I held her by the small of her back. My hard dick pressed into her leg through my basketball shorts. I could feel precum leaking from my tip. It stuck to the fabric of my boxers.

“What are we doing?” Rebecca asked. She held her chest and covered her hard nipples through the t-shirt. I moved her arms away, admiring the view.

“Are you enjoying yourself?”

Rebecca bit her bottom lip, “I am, but the part of me that used to be Roger hates this. What is happening?” she asked with furrowed brows.

“You’re becoming a woman, Rebecca. We’re attracted to each other. We can’t deny the chemistry we have as friends adds to what we could have as lovers,” I said. Rebecca was Roger, but she was her own person too. She had grown over the last few weeks, and since returning to work had owned Rebecca.

“But—”

“Don’t think about it. Enjoy it,” I said, pulling her close to me and kissing her to silence the doubt. I moved her body and was above her. Touching her stomach, Rebecca flinched. She gasped, but I pulled her shirt off. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts bounced before resting. I reached out and touched them. Rebecca hesitated but granted me permission to hold her breasts in my hands. Feel their warmth enter through the palms of my hand.

Rebecca closed her eyes, and I unbuttoned her jeans. I slid them off and revealed her cotton panties.

♦

Rebecca

Lionel held my panties at the waistline. I had my eyes closed and lifted my hips so he could pull the clad panties from my dripping pussy. I never imagined I would have a pussy. Never in a trillion years would I have thought Lionel would have his head between my thighs.

He used one finger and pushed it into my hole. I moaned as he wiggled the finger inside my cave. My pussy responded by producing more juices around Lionel’s finger. He moved off the sofa and got to his knees under me. I kept my eyes closed but felt his movements.

Lionel licked my pussy and ran his tongue over my clit. It was like getting an oil massage. Fingers running over oiled back muscles. Lionel’s pink tongue running over my throbbing clit.

I moaned. My back arched. When I opened my eyes, Lionel was gazing at me. His arms wrapped around my thighs. His irises the color of honey bourbon and muscles thicker than brisket.

“I could eat this pussy every day of the week,” he said, running his tongue up and down my slit. I wanted to feel his dick inside of me. My legs were resting on his shoulders, but I wanted him to hold them in his hands while he fucked me. I had done the same to many women in the past, but it was my turn. Lionel had to stretch my hole. I needed it. I was a dripping mess of juices, thirsty for a dick to enter me. Burning for Lionel to fill me with his seed.

Before I confessed my desires, Lionel connected his lips with my pussy again. He turned up the music in the background and moved his tongue to the beat, fingering me between licks. Teasing my hole with his fingers. But I wanted more than a finger.

Lifting Lionel up to my level, I kissed his mouth. It tasted like my pussy, and I loved my juices on his lips. I moved my hand to Lionel’s waistline and pulled down his basketball shorts. His dick was dark and long and looked better than apple pie. I held his cock in my hand and stroked it. He purred at my touch.

“You want this cock?”

I bit my bottom lip and nodded, staring into Lionel’s honey eyes. He took off all his clothes and revealed his muscular body. I had never admired it before now. His muscles were thick and commanding. Lionel lifted me into his arms and carried me to his bedroom.

He threw me to his bed, and all innocence had left his eyes. His ass was round and muscular. I admired it as he dug through his drawer for condoms. He didn’t need lube as I was dripping. I covered my breasts when Lionel turned to me, looking like an animal in the wilderness. He grabbed a towel from the hall closet and threw it to me. He left the door open when he returned.

Lionel climbed on the bed and tossed a few condoms to the side. He kissed me. I felt his dick running along my hole, teasing me. I moaned in Lionel’s mouth as he moved his dick to the side and filled me with three fingers.

“You want me to fuck you?” he whispered in my ear while pushing the fingers deep inside me.

“Yes, please, fuck me,” I said, panting. I needed his dick to replace those fingers. Use his rhythm. Push my limits and stretch my walls. His dick was much longer than his fingers, and I needed to experience it.

Lionel ripped open a condom wrapper. He was squatting, and his six pack looked sexier than anything I had seen before. How had I not seen Lionel for the sexy piece of chocolate he was? I crawled across the bed and stopped Lionel from putting on the condom. I wanted to taste his dick in my mouth. Return the favor. He had eaten my pussy. It was only fair.

I kneeled and bent over, my hair spilling over my shoulder. I took Lionel’s dick in my hand and stroked it twice before putting his tip in my mouth. It was salty from the precum leaking out of the tip. Lionel leaned back as I swallowed his cock. It took a few tries before I reached his base, but I loved having his cock in my mouth. Sliding in and out of my lips. Fucking the back of my throat. I wanted him to fill my ass like he was filling my mouth and couldn’t wait another second.

I lay on the bed and lifted my legs into the air, “fuck me, Lionel,” I said. Lionel rolled the condom over his dick and got in position.

Lionel pushed his tip into me, and my pussy exploded with pleasure. The shape of his cock felt much better than his fingers. It was what the doctor had ordered. Lionel sunk his dick deep inside of me, but it was an outstanding sensation. His dick hit my spot. I knew instantly what it was when I felt the uncontrollable pleasure skyrocket within me.

As my pussy adjusted to Lionel’s size, his rhythm quickened, and I took his dick with joy. He thrust all the way to his balls and pulled out to his tip before repeating the motion. I wouldn’t last long with his thick cock pounding my pussy. I felt a warmth growing inside of me and knew it was a warning of the orgasm simmering below my surface.

Each time he filled me with his cock to his balls, an uncontrollable moan escaped my lips.

“Fuck, baby.”

“Cum for me,” he said and placed his hand over my clit. He used my juices to rub my button with his thumb and forefinger.

My body exploded. My pussy walls contracted around Lionel’s dick. I froze. Gushes of cum escaped my pussy. When my body relaxed, Lionel pulled out, leaving me feeling empty. I noticed a lot of cum dangling inside the condom on Lionel’s dick.

Emotions overwhelmed me. I had just slept with my best friend and loved it more than any sex I had in the past. To avoid conflict, I rolled out of the bed and ran across the hall to my bedroom and slammed the door.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Lionel

Rebecca and I haven’t fucked since that night, and we haven’t talked about it either, but we can’t stop staring at each other. After almost a month, Rebecca had come back for her first soccer game. We hadn’t started playing yet, and I couldn’t stop peering at her from across the field as she stretched and kicked the ball around with other players. The teammates accepted her, and there was a new guy who had said hello and wasn’t paying much attention to Rebecca. His name was Tony, and I was warming up with him. He would be on our team for the game today. We switched players every week.

After the game started, I was lost watching Rebecca run up and down the field. Her breasts bouncing under her shirt. She smiled at me but paid more attention to the game.

While I was staring at Rebecca, Tony rammed into her to steal the ball. She fell backward. It was like watching a car accident on the highway. I ran over to Rebecca to make sure she was okay.

“You don’t have to act so aggressive, Tony,” I said.

Rebecca stood up and brushed off her shorts. She had fire in her eyes, but I wanted to protect her and put her on the sidelines. I loved her too much to watch a man tackle her the way Tony had.

“Don’t worry about me, Lionel,” Rebecca said. “I can handle myself against this punk,” she said and spat at Tony’s feet.

For the next forty-five minutes, Rebecca and Tony shared a fierce rivalry. There were two women and three men on each team, and Rebecca’s team won.

Tony blamed my relations with Rebecca for the loss and shoved me on our way to the locker room. When I met Rebecca at the car, I suggested that we stopped going to soccer, but she disagreed.

“Why? Running around on the field was great for me, and that new Tony was a character. Finally some real competition.”

I shook my head. I started the car and rolled down the windows but didn’t leave the spot. “I can’t watch you on the field like that.”

“Then you can stay home, Lionel, but I’m coming. What’s up with you? We aren’t boyfriend and girlfriend,” she said.

I knew I was acting crazy and protective, but Rebecca meant the world to me. Sex with her had been more than fornicating. It was love making. We were soul bonded, and I needed Rebecca. I longed for her at night. She was down the hall but miles from my heart.

Dropping the subject, I put the car in reverse and backed out of the space. We didn’t speak again on the way home, and Rebecca went to her room without another word. I heard TV playing from her laptop. I cracked open a beer and watched TV in the living room, wishing Rebecca would come out of her room and to my arms, but she didn’t.

I went to bed after my beer, and Rebecca had already left when I woke up in the morning.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Rebecca

After soccer Wednesday night, I had formed a plan, but Lionel wouldn’t like it. I could see him falling in love with me, and I was falling in love with him, but that didn’t stop the man inside of me from desiring an escape. Roger had a voice in my mind, but it grew quieter by the day. 
When Tony rammed me on the soccer field, I couldn’t help but feel his huge dick rub hit my hip. He was soft when it happened, but I would guess he had six inches without an erection.

I spent the rest of the time Wednesday night staring at his bulge through the polyester shorts. By the end of the match, Tony was looking at me with lust in his eyes. Men were easy, and they loved Rebecca’s body. A competition on the soccer field helped. The team knew about my alleged surgery, but Tony didn’t seem to mind. Nobody questioned my recovery time like Beatrice at work.

It was Friday night, and Lionel and I always spent the evening together on Fridays. I grabbed a dessert on the way home, and Lionel cooked a meal. He enjoyed preparing a large meal once a week. Even when I was Roger, but now lust was involved. Friday night was the night we couldn’t resist each other. After a few drinks, my new body wanted to feel Lionel sliding his dick in and out of my pussy. I hoped he would understand when I presented my plan to him.

Lionel was stirring a sauce at the stove when I arrived home. The house smelled of roasted vegetables and lemon zest. Garlic sauteing in a pan. Lionel smiled, and I kissed him on the cheek, placing the flan I had purchased in the fridge.

“Hope you’re in the mood for stir fry,” Lionel said.

“Sounds perfect. Do we have wine?”

“I bought ingredients for whiskey sours. Want me to make one?”

“Please,” I said and sat at our kitchen table. A life as Lionel’s lover wouldn’t be the worst outcome, but Roger wanted to live. Eating the berry had been a mistake. As great as Lionel stretching my pussy walls felt, Roger ached to have a second chance. I could move to another city and start over where people didn’t know me. Kansas City wouldn’t require a new real estate license. My heart ached as I thought of a life without Lionel, but he would have to understand. Wouldn’t he do the same if he were in my position?

Lionel served the stir fry with a homemade lemon-soy sauce over the top. His cooking was delicious, but was it worth life as a woman? I didn’t mind Rebecca, but Roger hadn’t vanished. His memories lived in my head. Lionel and I ate the meal and talked about our weeks at work. He worked as an accountant and was receiving a promotion next month, and I had sold a couple houses this week. New listings. Springtime was bringing in families shopping for homes.

“Lionel,” I said after we finished eating the stir fry but before the flan. We sipped our whiskey sours.

“What is it, Rebecca?”

“Do you remember Tony from soccer?”

“Yes, I should ram him at our next game. I can’t believe he tackled you like that, and everyone knows you had ‘surgery’.”

Lionel said the last part in air quotes because the surgery was a cover for the magical fruit. The berry that changed me forever. Confused me. Who did I want to be? Rebecca or Roger? I could only live a minute at a time because I didn’t know. How could I? There were positives and negatives to both sides, but Rebecca was growing on me. I felt a sense of power as Rebecca that Roger never had. People, men and women, looked at me when I entered a room. Their eyes glazed along the curves of my hourglass figure, but Tony could give me a chance to live as Roger again. My old life.

“I want to seduce Tony and take him to the cave,” I said.

Lionel sat back in his chair and studied me. His eyes trembled. He averted his gaze as my words sank in the room. The situation thick with tension. There was something developing between us, but who would I be if I didn’t try to get Roger’s body back?

Downing his whiskey sour, Lionel stared into the ice cubes; gathering water at the bottom of the glass. “I thought we had something,” he said. “I know it is crazy. We are best friends. You were a man, but I can’t help feeling emotional right now. Like you—”

“Lionel, I know. I feel it too,” I said and touched his hand. My small white hand covered his large brown one. He laced his fingers with mine. “But you have to understand. What if the bush appears for Tony?”

“I understand. I would do the same,” he said. Lionel darted up from the table, “another drink?”

I nodded and passed him my glass. We watched a movie and didn’t mention my plan again, and like all the other Friday nights together, we ended up fooling around.

It started with brushes of a hand on the sofa. That led to light kisses and fondling. Oral. I loved sucking Lionel’s dick. Tasting his salty precum in my mouth. How he fucked my throat before filling my pussy. Every orgasm with Lionel made me want to stay as Rebecca, but I feared missing out on the life I had planned for so long. I slept in Lionel’s bed that night, snuggled in his arms. His dick pressed against my bare ass.

He slid it in my pussy from behind when we woke up in the morning, and I loved it more than anything when Lionel fucked me from behind while holding my titties in his strapping hands.


CHAPTER NINE

Lionel

How could I explain how much I loved Rebecca? How much it drove me crazy to know she was out with another man? The bush didn’t appear for me. I wasn’t as cocky as Roger or Tony. I would never shove a woman on the field, let alone one recovering from ‘surgery’, but I couldn’t deny Rebecca’s plan had merit.

Two weeks had passed since Rebecca confessed her plan, and she was out with Tony tonight instead of having her Friday night dinner with me. It pained me to cook a meal and not serve Rebecca a plate. Could we remain friends if Rebecca turned back Roger now that I had been inside of her?

Since that Friday night when Rebecca told me about her plan to seduce Tony, we had been spending more nights together. I loved waking up with Rebecca’s hair in my face. Seeing her smile with the sunrise. Touching her warm body was like eating cake at a birthday party. She was like a bath of heat that comforted me through the nights. Her breasts were perfect handles to hold.

I didn’t want Rebecca to turn back to Roger, but who would I be if I stopped her from trying? I would want her to do the same for me. All I could do was wait and hope she realized what happened was for a reason. We were meant to live together. Laugh together. Love each other until death parted us. I needed Rebecca, but if she didn’t need me, I would have to let her fly.

Roger would have to leave Bendersville and the metro area if he found a way to return to his old body. Rebecca said so, and I would have to learn to live without the woman of my dreams.

Living without Rebecca would be the hardest task I’ve ever done, but I would suffer if it meant her happiness. She deserved the best life she could have, and I wouldn’t stand in her way. I could only hope the good times we shared triumphed what she had as Roger. I didn’t care she was a man because now she was a woman, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

♦

Rebecca

It took a bit of convincing Tony, but we were already on our third date. He thought we had a connection, but there was nothing between us. He was a means to an end. I hated to use him, but the clock was ticking. Every day that passed, my romantic love for Lionel grew. We were sleeping in each other’s beds and fucking in the mornings. Washing one another in the shower. My pussy dripped when we stripped the other naked.

“You’re an amazing woman,” Tony said. His eyes glistened over the candlelight. He stared at my cleavage as he spoke. I had been waiting to put out like a classy woman, but it was our third date tonight. We were at dinner together, and I wanted to take it to his house after the meal.

“Why don’t we pick up dessert on the way to your place?” I asked. We had finished our dinners, and the server dropped off dessert menus. He had just disappeared with our dirty dishes.

“You want to head to my place?” Tony asked, a smile spreading across his face. He had asked me back to his apartment last time, but I told him ‘no’. I had to play the part, and he wouldn’t remember me as a slut if we went home tonight.

“That’s what I said.”

Tony waved down the waiter and passed him a credit card without checking the bill. The server returned with Tony’s credit card and the receipt. He left a generous tip in cash on the table. Tony was dreadful to have a conversation with, but at least he left waiters good tips. Tony ordered a taxi. We were in the city. He lived near Forest Park in St. Louis and drove out to Bendersville for soccer. I had parked by his apartment, and we took a taxi to the restaurant.

There was a store around the corner from Tony’s condo where we stopped for a bottle of wine. When we reached his condo on the fifteenth floor of a high rise, the views impressed me. I could see the park from his window. The Arch wasn’t at the right angle, but Tony claimed it was visible from the rooftop.

“We should head up there,” I said. It was early, and I didn’t want Tony’s hands all over me yet. I couldn’t stop feeling guilty about Lionel sitting at home. It was Friday night, and we always spent Fridays together. Before I ate the berry, Lionel and I would pick up women, but now we had each other. Now I looked forward to Lionel pounding my pussy more than the delicious food.

Tony shook his head and stepped forward. He held me by the small of my back and looked like men did when they wanted sex. Hooded eyes with a glaze over the top. I didn’t resist when he kissed me, but my mind was running with thoughts of Lionel. His lips. His brown skin. The way his muscles flexed when he bent his arm and touched me. Tony’s hand didn’t have the same texture. He smelled different. Was the berry worth this? Had my plan been a mistake?

When Tony backed away, I doubled down on the idea to head to the rooftop. We fixed a couple drinks in plastic cups and headed upstairs. The view was breathtaking. I hated condo living, but Tony’s condo had a different vibe that the suburban home where I lived with Lionel.

After thirty minutes on the rooftop, we headed back down to the apartment. I knew I had to act or leave. We had come here for a reason, and I had a plan.

Pushing Tony to his sofa, I pulled the dress over my shoulder. It was purple and made of velvet. Tony smiled when it fell to the floor and pooled around my feet. I had purple pumps to match the dress. Black lace lingerie. My nipples covered by a rose, and my pussy visible through the fabric.

“Like what you see?” I asked.

Tony nodded.

“Take off your shirt, baby,” I said. My voice sang in my ears. It was still weird hearing how hot and feminine I sounded. Some moments stood out more than others, and this was one of them. “I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh yeah?”

I nodded, and Tony took off his shirt and pants. He was wearing trunks beneath. They hugged his thighs and exposed his hard member. His manhood leaked and darkened a spot on the fabric. He was bigger than I had thought. At least ten inches. Bigger than I was as Roger.

“Come over here and suck my dick,” he said, gripping his thickness through the underwear and shaking it. “You know you want to suck on my fat cock.”

He wasn’t lying. For a moment, I had forgotten about Lionel. A rush of lust spiked within me. I kneeled between Tony’s spread thighs. My womanhood hot and dripping beneath my panties. I took Tony’s underwear by the waistline, but he stopped me, shaking his head.

“Bite it through the fabric,” he said.

My nipples hardened. I hadn’t realized how much I loved having a man command me. Submitting to one. Lionel was a passionate lover, but Tony was dominant. Rough around the edges and thicker than a can of shaving cream. My pussy was burning for him, but I couldn’t betray the man I loved. The one I wanted to hold me at night.

As I nibbled on Tony’s dick through the fabric, he laced his fingers into my hair. He gripped my head and guided it up and down his dick, driving me wild. I walked into this situation thinking I had the control, but Tony was taking over. Showing me who was boss. If I could have Tony and Lionel at the same time, I would. Tony in my mouth and Lionel in my pussy. Someone’s hand rubbing my clit.

Tony pulled down his underwear and revealed his ten-inch member. He told me to open my mouth, and I listened. My panties soaked, and my center burning. If I touched my clit, I would explode.

Tony held my head as he fucked my mouth. He used my mouth, lifting his hips off the sofa. Thrusting into the back of my throat and making me choke. I breathed through my nose to take his massive extension, but he couldn’t fit it all. I tried my best to choke down his cock. Swallow it to the balls, and Tony helped me by pushing down my head.

Lifting himself from the sofa, Tony turned our bodies so my head rested on the edge. He was in the perfect position to fuck my face. I opened my mouth the widest I could while Tony humped my mouth, leaking his salty juices into the back of my throat. I breathed through my mouth and loved every second of his dick sliding in and out of my lips.

“Fuck, you’re one hot slut,” Tony said and pulled out. He had a thin body with washboard abs. His dick larger than any I had seen, and it was enormous against his small frame. “Take off your bra.”

I did as he said. He pulled me up and walked me to the bedroom. Tony commanded me to my back on his bed. I lay there as Tony mounted a hip on each side of my body. He spat into his hand and rubbed his dick before sliding it between my breasts. His dick tickled, but I squeezed my boobs together for him, and he pounded my titties.

“Fuck, baby,” he said after fucking my bosom with force for several minutes. Precum covered my chest. Sweat dripped from Tony’s forehead. “I’m about to cum.”

I rushed my hand to my clit, using the juices from by pussy. It took less than thirty seconds of rubbing my button for my pussy to explode. Tony covered my chest in his thick, white liquid. We were both panting and sloppy messes.

After taking separate turns in the shower, we cuddled in bed. It was late, and I was too tipsy to drive home. I would rather sleep in Lionel’s arms, but Tony was here, and I had a question now that I knew how big his dick was.

“Do you like caves?” I asked. The TV above his dresser played in a low volume. We were both drifting off to sleep.

“Sure,” he said.

“We should go to a cave tomorrow. Do you work?”

“No, I have the day off,” he said.

“So, what do you say?”

Tony thought about it for a moment and then agreed. It took less than two minutes before I had fallen asleep. I remembered nothing else until waking up the next morning.


CHAPTER TEN

Lionel

I had to sleep without Rebecca last night because she never returned from her date with Tony. I understood she had a mission, but the amount I missed her sickened me. How could I love a woman who used to be a man? Who was my best friend? The man I used to find women with. It wasn’t logical, but Roger had become Rebecca. And I fell madly in love.

Rebecca sent me a message this morning that she and Tony were going to Odon this morning. I hoped Rebecca found the answers she was looking for, but I would never move on from this relationship. The weeks since Roger turned to Rebecca have been the best of my life, but she was a free woman. I couldn’t control her.

I hoped she would return home soon. It was Saturday morning, and my mind was spinning. My heart aching. My life spiraling. I worked in the yard to keep myself busy and wait for my woman to come home.

♦

Rebecca

Saturday morning had arrived, and Tony drove us down to Odon. We stopped at the diner for lunch, but Mary Sue wasn’t working. I would have to send her a message tonight. I missed her and her thick country accent. There was a possibility we wouldn’t find the berry bush in the cave, but I was hopeful. What I would do with the berry after that was still a mystery, but there had to be a scientist somewhere who could invent a cure.

“How did you find out about this cave?” Tony asked as we entered. The park ranger took down our plate number, and we continued to the parking lot. There was a car there. Nobody else had been here the last two times I came. My pulse quickened, but I didn’t confess anything to Tony. He didn’t know about the berries.

“Random internet search,” I told Tony. He stared at my cleavage like it was gold at the end of a rainbow. Lionel treated me with more respect. His eyes didn’t violate. He knew he could have me and didn’t have to spend all day staring at my bosom. Tony looked wrong in the seat next to me. I was missing Lionel more than anything as we parked in the parking lot.

We stepped out of Tony’s car and headed to the entrance. We used a map the ranger had given us. Tony shifted and glanced over his shoulder as we stepped deeper into the cave. We didn’t hold hands. He stood several paces behind me. He wasn’t the strong, demanding alpha in the dark. Tony surprised me with his timidness, but he played a key role in the mission. If my theory was correct, the bush would appear for Tony.

If it didn’t, would I spend my entire life seducing men to bring to the cave? I couldn’t picture myself doing this over and over again. Sucking Tony’s dick had been sexy and exhilarating but sad and disappointing. Sleeping in Tony’s bed didn’t bring the comfort that Lionel’s arms did. How many dicks would I suck to return to my old male body? How long would Lionel accept me sleeping with other men?

When we arrived to the opening with the small waterfall, there was a family taking pictures, and the bush wasn’t there. No berries for me to take. Now I had been here in this cave twice with no luck. The family laughed and quickly dispersed after Tony and I arrived.

Tony seemed at ease now that natural light filtered in through the rocks. The cockiness had returned to his more erect stance. He stepped closer now that the family left and touched me. He pulled me close to his body. His muscles weren’t as big as Lionel’s, but he had a nice body. I didn’t mind having my breasts pressed against his body. He gazed into my eyes while he held me. His lips moved slowly to mine.

I didn’t want to kiss him now that it was the daytime and we weren’t fucking, but something saved me. The bush appeared and caught my eyes. I pushed Tony away and ran over to the magical bush. He stood there as I admired its beauty.

Running my hand over the branches under the sliver of sunlight, I felt my dreams coming true. I could return to my life as Roger. My nine-inch dick. Scientists would find a way to turn me back now that I had these berries. I picked several off the bush. I opened my purse and pulled out a plastic container I brought in case the bush appeared.

Tony came up and picked a berry off the bush, but I slapped it out of his hand, “don’t eat that!”

“What’s the big deal?” he asked and picked the berry up off the ground.

“That berry turned me into a woman,” I said and knocked the berry out of Tony’s hand, stepping on it. It vanished into the ground, and Tony gasped. I picked several more off the bush and hoped they wouldn’t disappear. After moving Tony away from the bush, I explained what happened when I came to the cave the first time. How I awoke in a woman’s body and lost my nine-inch cock. Tony thanked me for keeping him safe, and we left the cave.

We drove back to the city without speaking much. Tony didn’t ask any questions, and I didn’t provide unrequested answers. He was handsome, but I couldn’t wait to kick him to the curb and run home to my man. I wanted proof of the berries but wasn’t positive I would ever return to my male body.

When we arrived back in the city, the berries hadn’t disappeared. We stood outside Tony’s condo building in the parking lot. I smiled at him but had to let him down. “Thank you for going with me,” I said. I told him about my theory. “I’m afraid we can’t see each other any longer.”

“Don’t worry about it, Rebecca. I enjoyed our night together.”

“You should join another soccer league,” I said. “We were there first.”

“No problem,” Tony said. He hugged me, and I walked to my car. The day had turned to the afternoon, and I started my car to head back to Bendersville.

♦

Rebecca

While I was sitting in my car in the city, I had texted Mary Sue. It was the first time I ever used her number.

Me: Hey Mary Sue, I went to Odon today and stopped by the diner, but you weren’t there.

When I arrived home, she had messaged me back. I checked the phone in the driveway.

Mary Sue: Sorry I missed you dear. I’m on vacation with my husband and kids.

Kids? My heart dropped. I remembered Mary Sue’s mobile home. The quality of her appliances had surprised and impressed me. Her beauty in the wedding picture. I had assumed the children were her nieces and nephews when I saw the framed photos, but they weren’t. They had been her children. She had children. I wondered if the berries had given me the same ability.

Me: I had no idea you had children! Enjoy your vacation. We have to hang out soon!

Mary Sue sent a picture of the entire family. I would guess her daughter on the far right took the picture with a selfie stick. They were all adults. My stomach fluttered as I imagined myself with child, waddling around a store with swollen ankles. Lionel’s baby in my stomach. I wanted it more than anything now that I had the imagine in my mind.

I went inside, and Lionel greeted me with a warm embrace. His arms squeezed my body. I loved smelling his scent. Standing in our living room together felt right. We could grow a family together. We could be best friends and lovers forever.

“How was your trip to Odon?” Lionel asked.

“I got the berries,” I said and moved past Lionel to the kitchen to place the berries in the freezer. I had several contacts lined up at prestigious universities around the country. I would give five universities three berries each and see what they could solve. Lionel knew about my plan. He was the one who had to live with what I did last night too. I could see the pain in his eyes when he looked at me. How he wanted to ask what Tony and I did but withheld.

We ate a lemon and broccoli pasta dish Lionel had prepared with white wine. It was Saturday afternoon, and I was exhausted after searching the cave and finding the berries.

After dinner, I excused myself and went to the shower. While soap suds were running down my body, a naked Lionel entered my bathroom. I never locked the door. He stared at my naked female body, taking in the curves. I watched his eyes trail from my breasts to my pussy. His dick half erect.

“Would you like to join me?” I asked.

Lionel nodded and stepped in the shower. He took the bar of soap from me and lathered me a second time. I could feel my pussy getting wet through the falling water. We washed each other and kissed deeply. Lionel pressed me against the tile wall. His hard chest pushing into my breasts as his tongue flowed with mine.

“I love you,” he said in a husky voice. “I understand if you want to change back, but I have to say it. I love you, Rebecca.”

How could I deny what I felt too? I loved Lionel. What we shared had started unconventionally, but what we had grown into was beautiful. I didn’t want to lose having my best friend as my lover. I held my hand at the back of Lionel’s head. Water running over our naked bodies. “I love you,” I said.

Lionel reached back and turned off the water. We kissed until our bodies were shivering. Lionel grabbed the towel and wrapped it around my body. His dick uncovered and thick. I wanted to drop to my knees and take it in my mouth. Have him slide into me without a condom. Fill me with his seed. I wanted to have Lionel in my life forever.

“Mary Sue has children,” I said.

Lionel had wrapped a towel around his waist, but I could still see the impression of his cock. Lionel looked at me with knowing eyes and smiled. “Should we make babies of our own?”

I giggled and couldn’t stop smiling. Lionel came over and lifted me into his arms and carried me to his bed which had become our bed.

Lionel threw me to the bed, and the towel fell off my body. He dropped his to the ground and revealed his hardness. I lifted my legs into the air, so he could take my dripping pussy and deposit his seed.

His hard cock pushed into me, spreading my walls. Nobody else had entered my pussy, and I never wanted another man besides Lionel. His uncovered dick slid in and out of my opening, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. I knew Lionel was the man for me as his balls slapped against my pussy.

I could feel Lionel’s jealousy in the way he fucked me. His long, aggressive strokes. He lifted his body and slammed it back against mine. I was moaning without control as Lionel’s precum mixed with my juices. He was hitting my spot with each thrust. I held my breasts as Lionel fucked me with a passionate aggression. He was owning my body, and I loved every second.

I would stay a woman for Lionel. We would have babies. Become a family. He would fuck me without protection.

Lionel lifted me from the bed and carried me over to the wall, his dick never leaving my pussy. He pushed me against the wall and lifted my arms above my head with one hand. His other arm was under my ass. My legs wrapped around his back. His dick sliding in and out of my soaking pussy. Lionel fucking me against the wall had me on the verge of cumming.

After a minute of Lionel pushing me to the limits against the wall, he threw me back to the bed and turned me over into doggy style. He fucked my pussy from the back, grunting. His dick vibrating against my internal walls. I heard him spit.

His hand connected with my clit. I begged him to stop, but Lionel didn’t listen. He rubbed my button, and my pussy contracted around his dick. Lionel pushed his dick as far as he could inside of me, cursing.

“Fuck,” Lionel grunted. I felt a warmth leave his tip. His seed. His future babies. Our bodies took a minute to relax. Lionel pulled out of me and flipped me over to my back and shoved a pillow under my ass. He collapsed by my side and rubbed his finger in circles around my nipple. “I don’t want our babies to fall out,” he said and kissed me.

I had never felt more loved in my life. Even if his semen didn’t take today, we could try again. “Are we crazy?” I asked, feeling insane for letting cum sit in my pussy when Mary Sue proved I could have children.

“Not at all. I love you and couldn’t imagine a better person to have my child,” he said, kissing my breasts and neck and ears and nose and lips.

I took his hand and held it close to my chest. “Me neither.”

I didn’t move the pillow from under my ass for over thirty minutes as we lay there. We cuddled that night and every night after that. I was Rebecca, and Lionel was my lover. My boyfriend. My future husband. I would warn the world about the berries, but I didn’t want a cure.


EPILOGUE

Rebecca

Seven Months Later

People had come over to our house to celebrate the baby growing in my belly. We still hadn’t learned the gender of the child, but Lionel and I couldn’t have been happier. He was out picking up the cake for the party while my friends and I played games.

Mary Sue sat by my side. I had named her Godmother to my child, and she helped plan the party. She stayed by me every step of the way. She was the only other woman in the world I knew who had transformed from a man to a woman and carried children.

I gave the berries to the universities, and one of them had called back to tell me they thought they could engineer a cure, but I wasn’t interested. Lionel had already proposed, but the universities did enough research to prove the bush existed, and the story made international news. Mary Sue and I had become famous, but neither of us wanted to change back. We were content.

Odon sealed off the entrance to the cave after waves of people descended on the town. The government started a research program to fund the city since they would lose tourism dollars from shuttering the cave.

The baby kicked my stomach, and I touched my belly. My child had been restless all morning, turning over in my stomach. Mary Sue touched my belly when she noticed it moving.

“I can’t wait to welcome this gift to the world,” she said.

“Me neither,” I said and touched her hand touching my stomach.

Lionel arrived a couple minutes later with the cake, and everyone stopped playing to eat and open presents. Becoming Rebecca wasn’t a choice I had made, but it was the best thing to ever happen to me. Pregnancy, becoming a wife, and living as a woman were the greatest gifts I have ever been given, and I’ll never regret eating that forbidden fruit.
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“Why don’t you quit that job and give up on the promotion? You’re so miserable selling insurance, Jeremy. You were so much happier when we were working at the drive-in together,” says Debra.

My friend means well, but she doesn’t understand what it’s like now that her husband pays all the bills while she stays home with the kids. We used to work as servers at a drive-in together. Then we became managers. We had a blast, but no man came to sweep me off my feet.

I’ve been waiting for my prince, but gay men don’t want me. All they see is the scar on my face and the two missing fingers on my left hand. I got caught in a fire. Woke up in the middle of the night to smoke. The fire door closed on my hand as I was trying to escape the apartment building. It was the most terrifying night of my life.

Not everyone made it alive. I was one of the lucky few. Lucky to have survived with my pinkie and ring finger gone. Not that I’ll need it since it’s likely I’ll never find a man to marry. They don’t want my scarred, oversized body.

“They’re about to promote me. I can’t give up now,” I say.

Debra picks up her chocolate croissant and takes a bite, nodding as she swallows. “Yeah, you said that last time, and what did they do? They respected you at the restaurant.”

“It’s not the same. Managing a restaurant is different than running an office, and I’ll be making more at the insurance agency.”

“What about that new guy? Orlando?”

I groan. Orlando has been gunning for the office manager job ever since he walked through the agency’s door six months ago. My blood boils every time I think about his handsome face and charismatic energy.

There’s a chance he’ll get the promotion, even though the owners promised it to me after they passed over me last time for someone who’d been there less time.

“Don’t say his name.”

Debra frowns. “People are cruel. Why not go somewhere they treat you with dignity? That’s all I’m saying.”

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to stay there if they give Orlando the promotion.”

“How are his sales?”

Her question is like a knife to the gut. “Decent,” I say through gritted teeth. Orlando passed me in sales last month by a few dollars and is on track to pass me by much more this month. It’ll probably be the nail in my coffin. At least there’s more to my life than my job.

“I see,” Debra says. She must see the truth written all over my face. She’s silent for a moment before mentioning her husband and some classes he’s been taking at the gym. “Are you still riding your bike?”

“Yeah, I’m going to the trails after this.”

“Be careful. I’ve heard people die on those.”

“We all die eventually,” I say. Off-road biking was something I started after my brush with death. It hasn’t made me skinny like I’d hoped when I began, but it gives me something better than a slim waist. Riding down those hills makes me feel alive. Feeling that wind in my hair is better than any promotion could ever be, and I’ll have to remember that when they pick Orlando over me to run the office.

Debra winces. “Don’t say that. I hate thinking about death. You can’t give up if they promote Orlando over you. Maybe you’re not meant to work in the insurance industry. Maybe you’re meant to do something else. Be someone else. Your story is inspiring. Why don’t you make money giving mountain biking classes?”

“It’s my hobby. I don’t want to make it my job.”

Debra shrugs and sips the last bit of her coffee. We never catch up as much as we used to, but I don’t blame her. She has two kids and a husband now. Their attention takes up most of her time, so I only smile when Debra stands and gathers her bag.

“This was fantastic. I love seeing you, Jeremy. Don’t give up.”

“I won’t,” I say.

Debra leans down to kiss me on the cheek, and then she’s out the door. I gather our dishes and take them to the tub by the trash can. I pull down the edges of my shirt to make sure nobody glimpses my skin and then leave.

***

The fresh air flowing past as I fly down the hillside makes me forget all my issues. I follow the trail, turning left and then the right, grinning like wild when my tires slide against the dirt. My heart races. It pounds in my chest, but this adrenaline keeps me going.

Holding on to these moments gets me through those times when someone makes a disparaging comment about my scars or looks at my missing fingers like they might get hurt by their absence.

I’m cruising down the hill, lost in a sense of wonder at nature’s beauty, when I hit a rock that sends me flying over my bike. I hit my shoulder and roll down the hill. Rocks and branches rough me up as I tumble. I don’t know where I’ll land, but I feel like it’s at death’s feet.

I’ve already escaped death once. Why should I get lucky I second time? I accept my fate and close my eyes, letting the hill take me where it may. Waiting for a rock to smash my skull and end everything, but it doesn’t happen.

Instead of dying, a pool of water catches me. I splash into it without the energy to swim. My eyes flutter as I keep sinking, yet magically, it feels like I can breathe in the water. I don’t know where I am or if this will be my end, but I’m too tired to fight the sleep overtaking my body.

I close my eyes and keep sinking deeper into the water, hoping someone will pull me to the surface before it’s too late.
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I wake up with no idea where I am, but I can tell it’s early morning by the dew on the grass and the lightness of the sky. I stir, realizing I’m no longer in the pool of water. Nor am I anywhere near the hills. They’re off in the distance while I’m on a plain.

Something is off about my body. It feels smaller. My heartbeat ticks up as I register the ridge of my chest and the fullness of my hair. It was thinning with a massive bald spot in the back, but it seems to have grown to my shoulders.

Panic overcomes me as I glance around, wishing for anyone to help me, but all I see are insects and birds. They ignore me as I dig my hands into the ground, trying to hold my slipping grip on reality.

Am I dreaming?

I ask myself the question, but the answer must be ‘no’. How can I be dreaming a scene with this much vivid detail? How can I feel the breeze? Touch the ground? Hear the birds and insects?

I move around and get to my hands and knees, and that’s when the truth hits me. There’s a clear absence between my legs. I reach between my thighs and gasp when I touch my flower. It has replaced what was there before, and I don’t know how to feel.

I’ve never been attracted to women, but I’ve always envied how easily they can approach men. How men approach them. Even Debra has a handsome husband who comes home every night. Provides for her. He loves her unconditionally, and nobody judges their relationship. People don’t see it as wrong. Debra and her husband are enjoying everything beautiful the world offers with none of the downsides.

My body is no longer the same. I’m still thick, but my curves are smoother. My breasts are large, and my ass is voluptuous. I don’t know how it’ll ever fit in a pair of jeans, but I desperately need some denim to cover my bare skin. Now that I’m more alert, I feel exposed, like anyone could come along to see me.

There’s nobody in sight, though. Maybe I walked from the woods to the plain while in a delirious state. I’ll have no idea. All I know is that I can’t stay here. Not without my phone. Water. Or anything else.

I run to the nearest tree and break off a branch with leaves. There is enough to give me a covering until I get to the woods. The mosquitoes attack the moment I step through the wall of trees. I watch the path, careful not to step on a rock or a stick, praying that nobody comes along before I can find something better to wear.

There are several trees with large leaves in the forest. I grab a few and tie them around my thick body with some thin branches. The makeshift outfit is barely staying up, but I hope it’s enough to get me home. The trail leads to my neighborhood, but it’s about a three-hour walk.

I trudge along, ignoring the few stares I get. Not that any of those assholes offer help. They just look at me with disgusted eyes, like they’ve never seen a woman without money. I could be a sex-trafficking victim, and they don’t even offer a sip of water.

The journey feels like the longest three hours of my life, but I finally make it to my neighborhood, which feels like the most dangerous part of the trip so far. These are my neighbors. People who know the old me. The man I used to be, and these same people will probably wonder why a woman with leaves wrapped around her body is trying to get inside.

I push away those dark thoughts. I have no ID. No phone. No money. My home is the only place I can go to get money that won’t require letting a man stick his member in one of my holes.

There’s a key hidden in the backyard. I run around and undo the latch on the side gate, rushing to the random flowerpot where I hid the key years ago. It’s still there, covered in dirt. I pick up the key and race to the backdoor. I feel strangely odd as I enter the key into the lock, like I’m breaking into my own house.

Nobody seems to notice me as I slip inside. The air inside smells stale, like I haven’t been home in days. I race around opening windows while searching for any clues about what might have happened to me. Any clues to tell me why in the world I woke up in a woman’s body.

There’s nothing obvious, but three days have passed since I went bike riding when I check the date on my computer. I race around, but my phone isn’t here. Neither is my wallet. I can’t find anything I had with me the day I went tumbling down the small mountain.

I turn on the television, and by chance, they’re talking about me on the news. Seeing my picture on the screen steals my attention. I sit on the couch, looking at the TV with wide eyes.

The search for Jeremy Summers continues. Authorities assume he died during the crash, but they have yet to find his body. Only his possessions. It’s a mystery that deepens with every turned leaf. More on this story after the break.

The program cuts to commercials. My heart leaps. I want to jump through the screen and beg them for more information, but have they not given me everything I need?

People are assuming Jeremy, me, has died. They’ll never believe it if I tell the truth, either. If they find me here, they’ll assume I killed Jeremy to rob his house. They’ll lock me up and convict me of murder before they believe I landed in a bath of water and woke up as a woman.

My mind races as I consider my options. There aren’t many, so I run upstairs. I shower as quickly as I can, put on some sweatpants, a t-shirt, and pull my hair back into a bun with a rubber band.

I love my new feminine look. I have light brown hair, hazel eyes, and a thick hourglass figure. There are a few rolls on my stomach, but I feel a million times more comfortable in my body than I did as Jeremy. There’s something so sexy about my feminine frame.

I have to pull myself away from the mirror, remembering that the cops could show up at any point and would have every reason to arrest me.

There’s a duffel bag in my old closet. I stuff it with unisex clothes, some cash I have stuffed in a fireproof safe, and enough dry food to get me through a few days. As much as I’d love to stay at this house, I can’t.

I take a deep breath and step back outside, feeling like the world is suddenly much more dangerous than it’d been. I lock the door and put the key back in its hiding spot. The house looms over me. I stare at it for a moment before sneaking out to the sidewalk.

There’s nothing I can do now except survive. Whatever life I had as Jeremy is gone. They’re looking for his dead body and won’t believe me if I told them the truth. I take a deep breath, and then I run as far away from the house as I can.
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Public transportation in the city is terrible. I’m waiting for a bus, feeling like I might die of boredom as I stand on the sidewalk. It never comes on time. The weather is terrible. I’m under a covering, but rain splashes my shoes. Too bad I don’t have a choice.

Life as a woman isn’t easy. A few weeks have passed since I ran away from my old house with nothing except what I had in a duffel bag.

I’ve been sleeping at a motel with weekly rates for the past three weeks, trying my best to figure out this womanhood thing. Blood trickled down my thighs last week, but a friendly woman at the pharmacy counter talked me down from a ledge. She helped me buy pads and told me how to use them with the most curious eyes I’d ever seen.

I don’t blame her. To the outside world, I’m a woman in her early thirties who comes off as she’s been stashed away in a cave for years. I’ve come a long way since waking up in that field, though. Now I have pads, cute clothes, and some makeup to doll up my face.

Being a woman isn’t all that bad now that I’m getting the hang of it. The news stories about my disappearance have basically stopped. They’ve given up looking for my body and assume I’m dead.

Today is my rebirth. I have an appointment with a shady guy on the other side of town if the bus will ever show. He promises to have legit documents. I’ve been waiting for over a week, but he said his connection at the government office has finally delivered all the papers I’ll need to assume a new identity.

The bus arrives ten minutes later than scheduled, but I smile at the bus driver. What has he done to deserve any hostility? I take a seat by the window, wondering what my new name will be.

I arrive forty minutes later than I would have if I had a car, but what can I do? Nobody asked me questions when I checked in at the motel, and I’ve kept to myself since, only going to the store to buy snacks to get me through the day.

I went to the Chinese buffet once after shopping for clothes, but it was an uncomfortable experience. People stared at me. I felt like they could see right through me, like they knew I’d only just become a woman a few weeks ago.

People on the bus do the same, stealing glances of me. I wonder if I’ve done my makeup poorly, even though I precisely followed the instructions from the online tutorials I’d found. I shaved my legs and even bought girly perfume.

Everything looked fine to me when I checked myself in the mirror, but the lighting at the motel is so terrible. Who’s to say I did well?

I get off when my GPS says I’ve arrived, immediately wishing I had thought twice about this plan. Dilapidated buildings line the street. There are two cars with cinderblocks holding them off the ground. I hold the bottom of my dress, feeling so out of place as I walk along the cracked sidewalk to a house that looks like it could star in a horror film.

“Save me,” I say to myself as I climb the first step. I squeal when the concrete crumbles under my heel.

A man down the street notices me. His attention doesn’t leave me after he spots me, making me feel exposed and afraid. I go between watching him and the steps as I climb to the door. Heels are no joke, and I wonder if I would have garnered less attention by dressing less feminine. I don’t have to leave the house like one of the online girls for every trip.

A man with a scruffy beard and thin arms answers the door. A gust of stale cigarette smoke smacks me in the face.

“You the girl coming for the ID?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Do you have them?”

“Only if you got the cash.”

I glance down the street, and the other man is still watching me, so I don’t take the cash out of my purse. I worry he won’t be gone by the time I have to come out to catch the next bus, which could take forever to arrive in this city.

“Don’t worry. I do,” I say and tap my bag. “Do you mind if we do this inside?”

The man narrows his eyes. “You a cop?”

“No, but your creepy neighbor is watching us.”

“He ain’t no snitch, but I can’t say the same about you. Come around to the backyard if you don’t want people seeing us.”

The man slams the door in my face. I swallow a breath, not wanting to go anywhere near his backyard, but I don’t have a choice if I want my papers. The other guy down the street hasn’t gotten any closer, so I tell myself he’s harmless, even though nothing in this rundown neighborhood looks safe.

My heels dig into the yard as I make my way along the side of the man’s house. He’s waiting in a plastic lawn chair when I turn the corner. He has an official-looking folder in his hand.

“Why you look so scared?”

I swallow a breath and try to fix my face, but I doubt there’s much hope. I’m terrified down to my bones. “These past few weeks have been the longest of my life.”

“Why’s that, sugar? You running from a man who’s been beating on you?”

My body flushes at the genuine concern in this stranger’s voice. I’ve been so afraid that he might hurt me, and he’s been worried that a man is coming after me.

“No, it’s not that. Is that who you normally help? Battered women?”

“I try not to ask many questions, but I’ve seen some bruised-up girls calling me for ID. You have on a lot of makeup. Figured it was to cover up your black and blue,” he says with a shrug.

“No, it’s more complicated than that.”

He nods curtly. “Don’t got to tell me more than that, Miss. Give me the money, and you can be on your way with a new identity.”

“What’s my new name? Do you know?”

“You’ll be Amy Gold, according to the documents I have.”

“Amy Gold?”

“That’s right. So, the money?”

I gasp and open my bag, pulling out a grand in hundreds. “Sorry, here you go.”

“And here you go.” The man passes me the folder with all the papers. I take it and open them, amazed by how official they all look. They are exactly like the ones I had as Jeremy, except now I’m a pretty girl named Amy Gold, and I’m ready to introduce myself to the world.

Much to my relief, the man down the street is leaning into a car talking to someone else when I leave the backyard. I walk as fast as I can to the corner, and then I run in my heels to the bus stop, feeling like the luckiest girl in the world because a bus is pulling up right when I get there.

I get on the bus with a wild smile. “Hi, I’m Amy.”

The bus driver looks at me like I’ve lost my mind, but then she offers a warm smile. “Nice to meet you, Amy. Please take a seat.”

I grab my ticket and take a seat, finally feeling like everything might turn out okay since turning into a woman.
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“Ms. Gold?”

I’m sitting in a lobby full of applicants, but I have a fake resume and three burner phones for each ‘reference’ listed. This job is mine.

“Here.” I stand and extend my hand toward the interviewing manager. I’m wearing a white dress that stops halfway down my thighs. The manager notices my legs, which are heightened with a pair of white strappy heels. My jewelry is colorful. Artisanal works that I found at a garage sale.

I barely have any of the cash left that I took from my old house, which I found out my parents have listed for sale, so I can’t lose this opportunity. This job is mine. It has to be.

“Please, have a seat.”

I sit across from the manager, mindlessly pushing my chest together with my arms. I hope he doesn’t notice that I’m doing it on purpose, but his eyes are on my rack. It’s amazing how easily distracted men are by a pair of breasts.

“Thank you for giving me this chance,” I say in my new girly voice. I woke up with it, and it’s as high as a helium-filled balloon. “I just moved to the city and would love to work for this outstanding company.”

“What do you know about running a restaurant?”

“I ran a high-volume drive-in for years. It was a remarkable experience, but then I took time off to bike across Canada.”

“You biked across Canada?”

“Yes,” I say with a giggle. “I know it doesn’t look like it with these curves, but I did.”

The man blushes, shaking his head. “You’re far from fat if that’s what you’re trying to say. Women look best with a little meat on their bones.”

I grin, loving how this man is clearly attracted to me. He clears his throat and picks up a stack of papers on his desk.

“Right, so Ms. Gold.”

“Please, call me Amy.”

“What do you know about opening a restaurant, Amy? We’re a fast-growing local chain, and we need a manager who’ll steer the ship in the right direction. Those first reviews and customer experiences will be some of the most important.”

I uncross and cross my legs to give myself a moment. Too bad there’s a desk between us, or Mr. Manager would have gotten a show.

“You’re right. I’ve never opened a store. The drive-in was established when I got there, but our sales grew under my leadership. We became the best store of the three the owners had after being the worst.”

The manger’s eyes light up at my story. It’s a true one, but those were Jeremy’s accomplishments. Maybe I’ll tell my old friends and family the truth one day, but it’s too soon. I have to establish Amy’s life, my life, first.

“That’s impressive, Amy. Don’t tell anyone, but you’re my favorite interviewee so far. You’re so poised and polished compared to what I usually see. The final decision isn’t up to me, but I’ll certainly put in a good word for you with the higher ups.”

I beam, flashing the manager all my pearly white teeth. I tussle my hair and let it fall down my back as I pretend not to notice him watching my swaying breasts.

“It’s so hot in here. Will they fix the air conditioning before they open the store?”

“Yes, they’re working on it now. Don’t worry.”

I rest my hands in my lap, looking the manager in the eye. “So, you’ll call me with some good news?”

“I hope so,” he says.

“Me too. I’d better get going. Talk soon.”

He waves lazily, bringing a smile to my face. If only he weren’t going to be my future coworker. My new body is craving a man, and the desire only grows as time passes.

***

It’s my second day on the new job as a store manager. It’s been a long few weeks of corporate training classes, but I’ve survived. Becoming Amy has been a blessing in disguise. They don’t see a lonely man when they look at me, and I feel much more social than I ever did as Jeremey.

Two other women were training with me: Mary and Carol. Mary will be my assistant manager at the store, and Carol is taking over another store that the company is opening, but it’s all the way on the other side of town, and I don’t yet have a car.

They almost didn’t give me the job when they found out about my lack of transportation, but the motel is around the corner from the restaurant, so they’re willing to give me a chance.

It’s a fast-casual chain with porcelain dishes and metal utensils. It’s only one step up from fast-food, but I feel right at home when I walk through the doors. There’s routine, procedures, and everything I need to be successful if I just follow the rules.

All the staff and I are standing in a circle minutes before the doors open. I clap my hands and stare at them with a wide smile on my face, feeling femininity flowing through my veins.

There’s a handsome man who works in the kitchen. Early twenties. Muscles for days. I have to catch myself from looking at him for too long because a strange feeling within me awakens every time I do.

“Yesterday was our first day, and you all did amazing. Outstanding. All of my bosses were so proud, and we’re going to make them even prouder today. On five,” I say before counting. We holler the store’s name after ‘one’. The handsome man’s deep voice excites my loins.

The morning flies by, and I don’t see him until he’s standing right in front of me. I nearly drop his bowl of soup to the floor when our eyes lock.

“Orlando,” I say.

He lifts his eyebrow. “Yes, do I know you?”

I shake my head, remembering that I’m no longer in Jeremy’s body. He’s dead to the world. I’m Amy now.

“Oh, I’m sorry for sounding so familiar. Here’s your order,” I say with a smile as I set the bowl on a napkin-lined plate.

“Thanks,” he says. There’s still a curiosity in his eye, but he takes the food and disappears.

My heart races as I get out the next few orders. Then I disappear to my office in the back. I stare at the wall of video feeds until I see Orlando. He’s spooning soup into his mouth, unaware that I’m watching him. He has his phone in his hand, scrolling through it as he eats.

I wonder if they’ve given him the promotion to office manager already. It’s been nearly two months since I fell down the hill and woke up as a woman. The world has to move on from my death eventually, and Orlando was the most obvious choice for the position after me.

I race from my office to the bathroom, staying out of Orlando’s sight. I’ve only been in the store a few days but have already engrained the store’s layout into my head.

There are a few others in the bathroom when I enter. They look at me as though I’m an authority figure, and then I see my nametag in the mirror, reminding me of the woman I’ve become. Seeing Orlando nearly transported me to my old body and my old life. The one where I was working in the same office for years without a promotion and few raises.

I wash my hands and try to shake myself from the past. It doesn’t matter that Orlando probably got the job. It doesn’t matter that I’m back working at a restaurant. I can make a new life. A life that suits me, as my old friend Debra suggested.

I miss her and everyone from my past, but they can’t know I’m still alive. Not yet. Maybe never. I have to live for myself without worrying what others will think for once in my life, and I can finally do that as Amy in a way I never could as Jeremy.

People are still watching me when I grab a paper towel to dry my hands. I ignore them as I toss my soiled paper towel into the trash and step back out into the restaurant, feeling like I can take over the world, until Orlando notices me and walks my way.

I panic on the inside but smile and remind myself that I’m the store manager. “Hello, sir. How was your meal? Is there anything else I can get you?”

Orlando lets his gaze drift up and down my body, as though he’s undressing me with his eyes. I bite my bottom lip, waiting for it to end.

“There is something you can get for me, actually.”

“What’s that, sir? Dessert? We have the most delicious slices of cheesecake.”

Orlando smirks and licks his lips. “I can think of something much more delicious than cheesecake for dessert, but it’s probably not on the menu.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re referring to, sir.”

“You don’t?”

Playing dumb doesn’t work. Orlando’s gaze does something to my new body it never could to the old one. My center ignites into a fire, and there’s a strange dampness between my thighs. I want to squeeze my legs together, but I’m afraid Orlando would notice.

“If you don’t mind, I have to get back to work.”

Orlando steps in my way when I try to get back to the counter. I huff. He’s honestly so sexy and masculine that it confuses me. I’ve always known that he’s handsome, but the spark in his eye never had an effect on me.

Not until now.

Orlando drops his eyes. “Amy,” he says while reading my nametag. “You already know I’m Orlando. Why don’t we get a drink sometime?”

“I’m not interested,” I say.

“You’re lying.”

I swallow, wishing he weren’t telling the truth. His voice. His smell. Everything about him is driving me wild, but he’s the man who was after my promotion. He’s the man who was destroying my life when I was Jeremy. There’s no way I can go out with him. It’d go against everything I’ve been promising myself since getting my new identity.

I want a man who’ll treat me right, like Debra’s husband. I want a man who’ll help me forget my past. The scars on my face. The missing fingers on my left hand. I’ve been given a second chance, and I can’t ruin it by giving Orlando my time.

“I really have to get back to work, Orlando. We hope to see you for lunch again.”

“Don’t go. Here, take my card. Give me a call.” Orlando pulls out his wallet and hands me a business card, which squashes any doubts I’ve had about his promotion. The card tells me he’s the office manager at the insurance agency.

“Bye, Orlando.”

“I’ll be thinking about you.”
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The restaurant has been open for two weeks, and I finally have a day to myself. I’m sitting in the motel, searching for apartments online, but everything seems so expensive. Not only will I have to pay rent, but I’ll have to put down a deposit and buy furniture. The entire ordeal just makes me lock my phone and roll over.

I pick up the remote and turn on the TV. There’s a cooking show on, and the guest host looks strikingly similar to Orlando. I hate how easily he comes to my mind these days. All it takes is a glance of a taller man with broad shoulders and dirty blonde hair to make me wish he were here to touch me.

I’ve fantasized about Orlando’s lips against mine more times than I’ll ever admit. I dream about him holding me in those thick arms of his as he carries me to a bed before ravishing me. Ruffling the petals of my flower for the first time.

He’s been by the restaurant for lunch. He’s always friendly. Never pushy, even though I can tell he’s disappointed I haven’t called.

I’ve been waiting for another man to come sweep me off my feet, but it has yet to happen. Countless men pass through the restaurant. They check me out at the store, but none of them stir my desire quite like Orlando.

My phone rings as I’m watching the show. I don’t recognize the number, but I answer it in case there’s a problem at the restaurant. They can call me at any time, and it’s my job to fix the problems.

“Amy Gold speaking. How may I help you?”

“Hey, it’s me.”

My heart sinks as Orlando’s voice hits my ear, but I play dumb. “I’m sorry, but who is this?”

“It’s Orlando. From the café,” he says.

“It’s more restaurant than café, but hello. Can I help you with something? How did you get my number?”

“I’m not going to say who, but one of the ladies on your staff gave me this number. She has seen how we’ve been talking. Everyone knows you want me, Amy, and I want you. Why can’t we go on a date and give this a shot?”

I play with the ends of my hair, checking them for split ends, but there are none.

“Amy, are you there? What do you say? Can I take you on a date? I’m not a cheap guy. We’ll eat somewhere nice. I’m sure a lady like you has a pretty dress to wear.”

I have several after scouring every garage sale and thrift store I could find along the bus route.

“You’re right. A dress isn’t the problem, but who says I want to go out with you, Orlando? I’m not interested in a player.”

“You think I’d still be trying this hard if I were a player?”

“Maybe you like to hit it and quit it. One conquest to the next.”

“You’re breaking my balls, Amy. What do I have to do to get you to agree to a date with me?”

“I don’t know. Drop to your knees and beg?”

“I almost did that the last time we talked at the café, but then you’d have every ounce of my dignity in your hands.”

“Why me, Orlando?”

“I don’t know. There’s something about you I find captivating, like the universe is telling me not to give up on this.”

“That’s the sappiest shit I’ve ever heard, but whatever, why not? You’ll have to come pick me up, though. I don’t have a car.”

“No problem. When should we go out? Are you free tonight?”

I glance at the alarm clock by the bed. I don’t have to work until lunchtime tomorrow, so there’s no reason to rush out the door in the morning.

“Fine, but I expect to be home by nine o’clock. No funny business.”

“Can we make it ten o’clock, and I’ll promise not to start any funny business? I’ll pick you up by seven. Dinner might take a little longer than two hours if things go well.”

The charm in Orlando’s voice has my center doing flips. I hate how handsome he sounds over the phone. I hate how much I want to throw my legs into the air and yell at him to plow me, but our date can’t end like that. We’ll have the best kiss, and then I’ll never call him again. He won’t know it’s payback for him stealing my job, but I’ll know, and that’s enough.

“Fine, ten o’clock, but not a minute after.”

“Awesome,” Orlando hollers. “Text me your address. I’ll pick you up at seven.”
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There are only fifteen minutes until seven o’clock, and I’m wondering what in the world I was thinking by agreeing to a date with Orlando. He’ll judge me when he pulls into the motel parking lot. He’ll probably take one look at the place, turn around, and leave.

What point is there to putting on this strapless red dress and clear heels? Why should I doll up my face for half an hour when all I really want is to crush Orlando’s spirits? I’ve curled my hair, spritzed my wrists with perfume, and put on my best pieces of jewelry, which I’ve found for cheap.

I hate myself for trying so hard. Why do I even care about Orlando anymore? There are so many other men out there who’d want me, and all I can think about is my old life. All I can think about is getting revenge against a man who thinks his competition has died.

I ignore my doubts and remind myself of my goal to kiss Orlando and leave him hanging. Leave him wishing he could have me but never giving myself to him.

There are two purses laying on the bed. I couldn’t decide, but suddenly the small black one seems perfect. It’s boxy with a long chain. I stuff my new ID, cash, and some other essentials into it.

Orlando knocks five minutes before seven, but I’m ready. My tiny room is clean. My clothes are stuffed into my one dresser. The television is off, and the bed is made. I turn on every light to give the room some life, even though it still looks a little dim.

“Orlando,” I holler when I swing open the door. “You’re early.”

“Five minutes,” he says. “I didn’t know you lived in a motel.”

I smile and say nothing, waving for Orlando to step inside. He glances around the room but doesn’t comment on anything else. He turns to me and places his hand on my side.

“You look incredible, Amy.”

It’s like I’m seeing a different side of Orlando. This isn’t the same man who worked a few feet away from me. This isn’t the same man I competed with at meetings. He’s gentler. His eyes are warmer.

“Thanks,” I say. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

“Don’t feel bad about living here, Amy. I don’t care, and I’m sure you have a good reason.”

Orlando is speaking into my ear. His hot breath brushes my skin, making hairs across my body stand at attention. He has no idea what I’ve been through, but that doesn’t matter. I’ll give him one date and then move on with my life.

“You ready?” I ask without responding to his comment.

“After you,” he says and gestures toward the door.

I step outside. He follows and closes the door, which locks automatically. I recognize Orlando’s car from when we worked together. Luckily, it’s the only one right outside my door.

“Is this you?” I ask innocently.

“Yep. Let’s go. I’m starving,” he says.
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I cover my mouth as laughter radiates from my lips. We’re that table, and I hate it, but Orlando makes me laugh with everything he says. He’s so much different than I remember. I can’t even fathom why I hated this man so much when he’s making me so happy right now.

“You didn’t,” I say. “He could have drowned.”

Orlando’s telling me a story about how he threw his drunk friend into the pool at a party in college.

“You would have agreed with me had you been there.”

“Maybe,” I say.

Orlando falls silent a moment, staring at me with eyes far too intense for my liking. He reaches across the table and laces his fingers with mine.

“I’m having a good time tonight, Amy.”

It kills me how much I’ve been enjoying myself, but there’s no reason to lie. “Me too.”

“Few girls keep my attention, but there’s something about you that’s been driving me wild ever since you said my name at the café.”

“How many times do I have to tell you it’s more of a restaurant than a café?”

“You guys serve soup and salad and coffee. Can you blame me for calling it a café?”

“I suppose you can call it a café, but I still don’t believe you that you don’t chase after other girls. There’s no way I’m the only one you want.”

Orlando gives me the most serious look anyone has ever given me. “You’re the only one, Amy. If you don’t want me, I’ll survive, but I’ll never be the same.”

“Should we order dessert?” I ask. “It’s almost ten o’clock, and you promised.”

“Are you going to share what you order?”

“Only if we use two spoons.”

“Deal. You pick,” says Orlando. He passes me the dessert menu. I decide on the chocolate cake before telling our server. Orlando suggests we order glasses of dessert wine, and I can’t help but agree.

“You sure know how to charm a lady.”

“My father taught me well. Not every woman I date gets this treatment, though. You’re special.”

“If you say so.”

The server arrives with our cake. Two spoons. Orlando picks up his and pushes it into the cake. I wait for him to act like a major cheese ball and feed me the cake, but he doesn’t. He eats the bite and gushes at how it tastes.

“You have to try that. Their buttercream frosting is otherworldly.”

I take a bite. It’s delicious. We eat our cake, Orlando pays the bill, and then we’re on our way.

The tension between us increases at each stoplight. Orlando takes my hand a few times. I can’t resist putting my hand on his leg. The air has cooled off now that it’s later. We have the windows down. His sunroof is open, and the moon shines brightly in the sky.

I have never had a date this romantic in my life. When I was a man, I never did all those extra little things Orlando did. I didn’t hold the door open. Grab a girl’s hand. I never rubbed my thumb against a woman’s exposed shoulder. Not like Orlando. His touch is electrifying. I hate that I’ll never have it again, but I must go through with my plan.

“Here we are,” I say when we pull into the motel’s parking lot.

“I had an incredible time tonight,” Orlando says.

“Walk me to the door?”

Orlando throws open his door and races to my side of the car to help me. I take his hand and step outside, acting like one of those fabulous women I’ve seen in movies, feeling like there’s a red carpet at my feet. Orlando smiles as he pulls me to a standing position. I throw myself against his body, acting like I’ve lost my balance.

“Oops,” I say. “Thanks for catching me.”

“I’ll catch you whenever you need.”

I run my fingertips around Orlando’s body, setting them gently on his chest. A breeze sweeps past us as we stand under the buzzing light, insects fluttering around it in the darkness.

“You got me home on time with a few minutes to spare.”

“I’m a man of my word,” Orlando says.

His deep voice makes my knees shake. I’ve never felt this attracted to anyone in my life. I only fall deeper into my well of confusion when his hand brushes my shoulder while he stares into my eyes, making me wish he would strip me naked and throw me onto the hood of his car.

“Maybe we could spend the few minutes we have until ten inside,” I say and glance at my room’s door.

“Are you sure? I wouldn’t want you doing anything you aren’t comfortable with,” Orlando says.

I don’t want to argue, so I grab Orlando’s hand and pull him through the doorway. Orlando has his hands on me the entire time as I fumble to close the door behind us. He’s behind me, kissing my neck. The room is dark. Nothing illuminates the space except the parking lot lights streaming in through the half-closed blinds.

“You’re so beautiful, Amy. You’re all I think about when I’m at work. It’s so hard getting through the day when all I want is to kiss you like this,” Orlando says and presses his lips into my neck. I feel his hardness press into my backside through the dress.

I promised myself the date wouldn’t end in sex, but it’s the only logical conclusion. It’ll be a onetime thing. Orlando will show me what it’s like to have sex as a woman, and then I’ll move on with my life. I convince myself it’s the perfect plan as Orlando kisses everywhere on my body his lips can reach.

My nipples vibrate as they harden beneath my bra. My panties feel wet as Orlando’s touch makes my womanhood gush. I hate how much differently I see Orlando now that I’m Amy. I hate how much I love his lips against my skin. How much I want him to ravish me.

Just as quickly as Orlando began, he stops. He takes a step away from me, throwing up his hands.

“I’m sorry, Amy. You make me lose all control. I should get going before we do something we regret. I want another date with you. Not a one-night stand.”

My legs shake as I glance toward the door. My body is begging me not to let Orlando leave. I need him to slide his manhood into me to show me what my body has been craving.

“Don’t leave,” I say.

“If I stay, we’ll pass a line we can’t cross again.”

“I don’t care. All that was talk earlier. I want you,” I say and throw my arms on Orlando’s shoulders. His hands instinctively land on my sides. He presses his nose to my neck and takes a breath, acting like he’s never smelled anything better.

“Promise it won’t be the end if we go all the way?”

“I promise,” I say in a breath.

Orlando changes in an instant. He unzips my dress and pushes it to the floor. His touch is gentle. Passionate. It transports me to a world where evil doesn’t exist. Orlando wraps me with his love as he strips me naked, swiftly undressing himself at the same time.

I ignore the thoughts about him having done this before. Orlando is with me, and he’s staring at me like nothing else matters, like he’s never even seen another woman.

We’re naked on the bed seconds later. Orlando’s bare cock presses against my body as he kisses along my naked frame. I haven’t yet seen his dick because I can barely see anything through the overwhelming sensations of his lips pressing against me.

“I don’t have a condom. Do you?” Orlando asks.

A darkness overcomes me. This can’t end because we don’t have a condom. I’m too undone. Too stimulated. Plus, I used to be a man, so it must not be possible for me to get pregnant.

“I’m clean and can’t get pregnant,” I say.

“Are you on birth control?”

Orlando’s cock is sticky and warm against my leg. I’m so wet for it I could fill a pool, so I barely even think about it when the lie slips from my lips.

“Yes,” I say.

“Awesome. I’m clean too but will pull out. Fuck, that sounds so trashy. This is more than just sex for me, Amy. I want you to know that.”

Even if Orlando’s lying to keep me in bed, I don’t care. If he were anyone else, I’d consider letting this happen again, but Orlando has to be a one-night stand.

“It’s more than sex for me too,” I say.

Orlando nods and goes back to kissing me. Everything feels right in the world. I moan and twist as Orlando gets closer and closer to my womanhood with his lips, teasing my body and mind simultaneously. A river runs between my legs. It puddles up around my ass and flows between my cheeks. All I want is for Orlando to sink into my wet lips.

He surprises me by kissing them instead. I gasp, but Orlando doesn’t stop. He glides his tongue along my slickness. I pant as the pressure in my center increases sixfold. Orlando wraps his arms around my thighs and dives deeper into my warmth.

I scream as his tongue threatens to bring me to an orgasm. One stronger than any I’d ever felt as a man. Orlando moves his mouth to my clit and flicks it with his tongue, and I’ve never felt anything so intense.

“Fuck,” I holler in a high-pitched voice. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“Cum, baby. It won’t be your first time tonight.” Orlando’s hot breath is on my pussy as he talks, and all I want is to kiss his slippery lips as he slides into my folds.

I push my fingers into Orlando’s hair. He goes back to eating his treat between my legs. I can’t hold on another second. I can’t stop this dam from breaking.

People all over the motel can probably hear it when I scream as an orgasm rips through me. Orlando doesn’t stop though. He holds his mouth against my pussy until I’m begging for him to stop, but then he surprises me again by sinking his dick into my swollen, accepting opening.

“Holy fuck, you’re tight.” Orlando hollers as he sinks deeper into my pussy.

He’s spreading my walls to the point that it makes my eyes water, but it’s an incredible feeling. Having him inside me. Having our bodies connected in this act of love. Orlando loses himself as he slides in and out of my hole, which I feel expanding within me to accommodate his member.

Orlando kisses me with his wet lips as he thrusts in and out of my hole, making my fantasies come true. I have my legs wrapped around his back. His hands are in my hair as he humps, whispering sexy things into my ear. Telling me I’m beautiful. Telling me he never wants to fuck another pussy in his life.

I feel the second orgasm coming minutes later. It’s like a gust of wind, catching me off guard. I holler into Orlando’s ear, but he seems to know what’s happening. He reaches between my legs and touches my clit, which sends me over the edge.

Orlando lifts himself as he thrusts. No protection between us. “Fuck,” he says. “Fuck, you’re a virgin.” He’s so distracted that he doesn’t pull out as his body shakes and thrashes. I feel his pulsating cock within me.

We’re cumming together, and I only want his cum to sink deeper, so I pull him close with my legs.

Orlando pulls out of me a few seconds later when our bodies relax. There’s blood all over the base of his dick. I didn’t even notice that he popped my cherry or that I even had one, but I don’t care.

“You’re a virgin? How old are you?”

“Thirty,” I say and grab the sheet.

Orlando lunges toward me. He wraps his arms around me. “Don’t frown, baby. I didn’t mean to make you upset. It’s just surprising. Not what I expected.”

“I’ve done stuff before. I just haven’t gone all the way,” I say in a defensive tone.

“You’re on birth control though?”

I cast my eyes to the side, suddenly afraid to tell the lie. Suddenly afraid that my body might be able to carry a baby, but how could that be possible when I only became a woman a couple of months ago?

“Yeah,” I say in a weak whisper.

“Do you mind if I stay the night?”

I shake my head. “You can stay.” It’ll be the last time we’ll ever sleep together, I tell myself. It’ll be the last time I ever answer one of Orlando’s phone calls.

“Okay. Let’s shower and go to sleep.”

I nod and let Orlando grab my hand, leading me toward the bathroom. He turns on the water until it’s a friendly temperature, and then we step into the stream. He gently washes me with a bar of soap I bought at the store when I tired of the rough hotel brand.

Orlando’s dick is still hard and delicious looking, but I’ll have to find another man. Another dick. One who doesn’t remind me of my past. Maybe it’s time to move cities, or at least move to the other side of the city. Anything to escape my past.

We dry off after the shower and climb into bed. Orlando holds me, and it’s nice, but it can’t be forever.
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“Amy, could you take this to table five?” a server asks me.

“Sure,” I say and take the plate. I walk across the room, and a sickness comes over me. A wetness coats my mouth. I don’t know what’s been going on, but these past few days have been horrible for my stomach. I ignore the pains as I run the plate to table five.

Then I rush to the bathroom, throw open a stall door, and vomit. My body tingles. My nipples feel strange. I grab a piece of tissue paper to dry my mouth, and a woman appears behind me.

“Do you need any help, dear?”

She has a high, sympathetic voice. I glance over my shoulder and shake my head. “Thank you, but I’m okay.”

“Have you been to the doctor yet?”

“It’s just a stomach bug. It’ll disappear in a few days.”

The woman throws her head back with a light laugh. “My angel. You don’t have a stomach bug. You’re pregnant. I got five of my own, but only one is still at home. It’s a shame how quickly they grow up.”

Terror floods my body. “What? I’m not pregnant.”

“I found my daughter just like you about two years ago, and she has a baby boy now. You want me to run to the store for a test? I saw you working, but I know how to keep a secret.”

The world spins around me. Several weeks have gone by since I slept with Orlando. I took a pregnancy test a week after we had sex, and it came back negative, so I thought I was in the clear, even though I have yet to get my period again. How is this even possible? Why does being a girl have to be so difficult? I can’t help but cry.

The woman enters the open stall and drops to her knees. She wraps her arms around my shoulders. “It’ll be all right. Women have been having babies for ages. You aren’t alone.”

This strange woman stroking my hair only makes me cry harder. How can a moment that felt so invigorating and alive lead to this? How can my first time make me pregnant? Am I cursed?

“What’s your name?” I ask through the tears.

“I’m Lindsey. I saw you working earlier, looking all managerial. Can you take a break? We’ll run to the store, and I’ll stay with you while you take a test. What do you say?”

“Yeah, I’ll tell the other manager Mary that an emergency came up,” I say.

Lindsey nods and waits for me in the parking lot while I tell Mary. My eyes are red when I approach Mary, so she has no problem sending me off without questions. I appreciate her more than anyone at that moment. Suddenly, I feel like the world is a cold, lonely place. How can I get pregnant after one time? Why with Orlando?

I’m crying again when I walk outside. Lindsey opens her car door for me. I thank her and sit, feeling numb inside. Lindsey drives us to the nearest pharmacy. She suggests a test for me to buy, but I can’t bring myself to take it to the counter. I give her a twenty. She pays for me. I’m so emotional when she returns that I hug her.

“Come on. You don’t have to fear. You’re a smart lady with a decent job. Do you know who the father is?” Lindsey asks in a nervous voice, like I might not know the answer.

“I do, but I can’t have his baby. Not him.”

“Does he hit you?”

“No,” I say.

“Does he have a job? Can he help you raise this child?”

“We haven’t even taken the test yet. There’s still a chance I might not be pregnant.”

“You’re right,” Lindsey says with a soft smile. “Let’s take the test before we jump to any conclusions.”

We’re in the bathroom of pharmacy. Lindsey opens the stall door for me, and I step inside. She hands me the pregnancy test she just bought. I take it and swallow and wipe a tear from my eye as I open the box. Lindsey talks to me through the door about all the pregnancy tests she’s taken and how much their accuracy has changed during her lifetime.

“Please, can you be quiet for a second?”

I hate sounding like a bitch, but this is the single most overwhelming experience of my life. I hold the pregnancy test in my shaking hand. Lindsey chats about the hot weather as I urinate on the stick, praying it’ll give me a negative result.

“Now we just have to wait,” Lindsey says after I flush the toilet.

I open the stall door and step out. “I can’t look at this,” I say and set in on the counter, so happy that we’re in a bathroom with a lock. A couple people have tried the doorknob to get inside, but I don’t care.

Lindsey rubs my back. It doesn’t take long for the pregnancy test to change, forever altering my life. Tears fall from my eyes as I stare at the positive result.

Lindsey hugs me, squeezing me slightly. “I’ll give you my number, and we’ll get through this. You can do this, Amy. Don’t let a baby stop you from seeing the beauty in life. This man who got you pregnant might not be your first choice, but he sounds like an okay guy, and I’ll kick his ass if he tries to run. You understand?”

I laugh through the tears and nod against Lindsey’s chest. “Fuck, I really didn’t think I could get pregnant.”

“Maybe this baby is a miracle in disguise,” says Lindsey.

“I don’t know but thank you for getting me through this. Shit, I wasn’t expecting to be pregnant when I felt sick, but it all makes sense now.”

“Let’s get you back to work, but don’t forget you can call me anytime, okay?” Lindsey says.

I nod, feeling like I might have a new friend in this cold, lonely world.
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My phone vibrates as I walk back from the dining room, feeling much more like myself now that I have a handle on this morning sickness. Yoga, meditation, prenatal vitamins, and fruit smoothies have all been helping. At least until I pull out my phone when I get back to my office and see the message waiting for me.

Lindsey: Have you told the father yet?

My heart drops. It’s been over two weeks since I took the test, and Orlando still doesn’t know. I’ve been going on about my life working at the restaurant, sticking my head in the sand like there isn’t something growing within me. It’s still early, but my body feels more alive than it ever has.

My fingers hover over the phone’s screen. Lindsey has been nothing but kind, albeit a little suffocating. Sending me countless articles about motherhood and pregnancy. I appreciate how much she cares since my own parents don’t even know that I’m still alive or that I’ve become a woman.

Me: No, I haven’t. I will soon.

Lindsey: Don’t wait, dear. These situations have a way of turning ugly if you wait too long.

A worker comes in my office, distracting me from my phone. It’s a welcome break, but it’s not one that lasts long enough. Lindsey’s message is back to staring at me seconds later. I grab my phone, imagining how Orlando might react when I tell him that I’m pregnant with his child.

Me: I’ll tell him. I promise.

Lindsey: It’s your life, dear. I’m sorry for being so insistent. I should mind my business.

Me: No, you’ve been amazing, Lindsey. I appreciate you.

She replies with a heart. I close her message and open Orlando’s feed. There are over a dozen missed messages. He tried and tried to get me to go out with him after our night together for about a week, but then it was silence. No more calls or messages. I almost miss seeing his name on my phone.

I hit the call button at the top of the screen before I lose my nerve. Someone walks into the office as the phone rings. I hold up my finger. There’s always something to do as a store manager, but this is more important.

“Amy, hey.” Orlando says in an excited tone when he answers. “I thought something might have happened to you, but then I saw your car in the café’s parking lot, so I figured you—”

“Orlando,” I say to cut off his not-taking-a-breath explanation.

“Sorry,” he says. “I’ve been missing you.”

Heat flashes across my body. I hate that I’m pregnant and that we must have this conversation.

“Orlando, can you meet me later? We need to talk.”

“Oh, no. That doesn’t sound good. Did you give me something?”

“I’ll tell you everything. Over drinks,” I say, assuming the mention of alcohol will throw him off my pregnant scent. “Can you meet at seven?”

“Yeah. You sound stressed. Did something happen?”

“I’ll send you the address of where to meet me. I’m busy at the restaurant. Talk later.”

“Bye,” he says.

I say nothing and end the call, waving the employee at my door forward to help with her needs.

***

A short-sleeve light blue wrap dress flows to my sandal-clad feet as I step onto a patio, searching for Orlando. He’s impossible to miss with his sandy hair and manly aura. Women all around the restaurant are staring at him, no matter if they have a date or not, but Orlando notices me.

My breasts sway when I wave at him, nearly forgetting the news I have to tell him. When I see him, I’m back at the motel. He’s inside of my swollen womanhood, giving me the most intense pleasure of my life. My nails are digging into his manly back. His balls as slapping against my wet sex.

“Amy,” Orlando says as he wraps his arms around me. I keep my eyes open as he hugs me, watching the jealous women. “You look amazing.”

The outline of Orlando’s rod is unmistakable beneath his pants as he takes a step away from me. I ignore the women staring with slack jaws. They can look all they want, but Orlando only has eyes for me. I was so worried about my old life before that I couldn’t see how remarkable it was that Orlando had fallen into my new life, as though he were meant to love me.

“So do you, Orlando. I’m sorry for ignoring all those calls,” I say.

“You’re here now. That’s all that matters.”

Orlando’s eyes sparkle as he stares at me. Maybe it’s the stringed lights above us. Maybe it’s the flowery foliage. I don’t know what overcomes me, but I throw my arms around Orlando’s neck and give him the most passionate kiss I’d ever given anyone.

I’m not going back to being a man. My old life is over, so I let it go. Orlando doesn’t see me as Jeremy. He doesn’t see me as anyone but Amy. The truth will always linger in the back of my mind, but does it really have to surface?

Orlando’s grinning like a fool when I break the kiss. He slides his hands down to my backside and pulls me so close that I feel his erection pressing into me.

“Damn, that was a good kiss.”

“There’ll be plenty more of those, but only after I tell you something. Can we sit?” I ask and gesture toward the table.

Orlando chuckles. “Yeah. We’ve been putting on quite the show, haven’t we?”

“I want all those bitches to know you’re mine.”

“You don’t have to worry, Amy. I only have eyes for you. Should we order a drink? You want wine? A cocktail?”

I bite my lip. “Actually, I’ll stick with water. It seems I’m pregnant.”

Orlando’s eyes widen, and he spits the water from his mouth. He coughs and chokes. I rush around to the other side of the table to slap his back, even though I know it hardly helps. Orlando waves me away after a second, catching his breath.

“You’re pregnant?” he asks. “You told me you were on birth control.”

I sigh and return to my chair. “I didn’t think I could get pregnant because it was my first time.”

Orlando glances around the room until he sees a server. He waves the man over to order a double whiskey on the rocks. I fold my hands in my lap, dropping my head. Shame fills me. I never in a million years thought I would get pregnant having sex with Orlando, but I should have known better.

The universe plays cruel games.

“Here you are,” the server says as he sets the whiskey on the table. He looks like he’s about to say something else until he looks us in the eye. “Oh, I’ll be back.”

Orlando picks up his whiskey and throws back half of it, not even wincing when he sets the glass back on the table.

“You’re pregnant? Amy, look at me.”

I lift my eyes. He looks crazed, but I’m not afraid in his presence. There’s something soft behind the shock, as though this is exactly what he’s always wanted.

“Can you forgive me? I really didn’t know.”

Orlando drinks the rest of his whiskey in another swallow. “I’m shocked, but damn, Amy. You were a virgin and now this. Am I the luckiest fucking man in the world or what?” Orlando starts to laugh cry, and I’m no longer sure what’s happening.

“You aren’t angry?”

“I’ll only be angry if you leave me for another man. Amy, it’s you and me. Do you understand that? I will do everything I can to take care of you and that baby. If you want to work, fine, but you don’t have to lift a finger outside the house if you don’t want. Amy, promise me you won’t leave me. Promise me we can give this family thing a shot.”

I reach across the table and grab Orlando’s hand, so happy he’ll accept the pregnancy and me, but my past life lingers faintly in the background. He’ll want to know about my past the longer we’re together. My parents. My family. I’ll need their support with a baby on the way, but those are problems for another day.

“Don’t worry, Orlando. I promise. Thank you for being so understanding.”

“Thank you for being the most amazing woman in the world.” Orlando stands and rushes around the table, dropping to one knee. He wraps his hands around mind. “I won’t let you down. I’ll be the best boyfriend and father to this child you could ever imagine.”

“Get off the floor. People are staring,” I hiss at Orlando as I wipe a tear from my eye. He gets up and kisses me, making me forget all about the crowd of people hooting and hollering around us.
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“All right, moms. Welcome to our first class. Let’s meet all our first-time mothers. Raise your hands,” the instructor says.

I raise my hand at the same time that a woman comes running into the room. “Sorry I’m late,” she hollers.

“It’s okay, Debra. Take a seat.”

I stare at my old friend as she runs across the room, already showing. Debra waves at the class as she finds a spot in our circle.

“Debra is pregnant with her third child, so she can answer any questions if you all have them.”

Everyone waves at Debra, including me. She glances at each of us, and I hate it when she doesn’t recognize me. I hate that my old best friend can’t even tell who I am. It reminds me of the lies hiding beneath my womanly exterior.

Orlando has moved me into his apartment since he couldn’t stand me living in the motel, but I still can’t bring myself to tell him that I used to be Jeremey. That he used to know me. That I never died. I so desperately want to share my story with someone, but who’d believe me?

“All right, ladies. Let’s start some yoga. All these moves should help loosen up those birthing canals for when you’re ready to give birth,” Melanie, the instructor, says.

We get into position and move through the stretches. Yoga has been getting hard to do at home, so this class has been great to teach me some stretches that are easier with my growing belly. I still can’t believe it when I wake up and look in the mirror. I can stand there and touch my rounding stomach for hours.

The yoga class passes. I’m feeling much more relaxed and loose by the end. Ready for Orlando to slide into me to loosen me some more. We’ve been having lots of wild sex since I moved into his apartment. It’s been the most exciting time of my life, but I feel like I don’t even have any friends to share it with.

Debra is walking out of the locker room. I can’t help but call after her. “How are Mark and the kids doing?”

Debra turns to me and gives me a curious look. “How do you know my husband’s name?”

“About that, Debra Morris. Do you mind if we get a quick cup of tea?”

“You know my last name too? Are you serving me with papers?”

“No, it’s nothing like that. I promise. I can explain everything over a cup of tea.”

“Fine, but I only have thirty minutes.”

“That’s all I need.”

***

Debra still hasn’t closed her mouth after learning the truth. I’ve told her everything, and I’ve never felt lighter. She knows how I fell down the hill into a pond that doesn’t exist. She knows that I lived off cash until I got the job at the restaurant. I’ve told her everything and can finally take a breath, relaxing into my seat as I sip my cup of tea.

“Wait, so now you’re pregnant? With Orlando’s baby? How is that even possible?”

“If I knew, I would bottle up whatever did this to me and sell it around the world for millions of dollars.”

“That’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard. Have you told Orlando?”

“As of right now, you’re the only one who knows.”

Debra frowns. She stands and comes to the other side of the table, taking the chair next to me. She throws her arms around me and hugs me tightly.

“I’m so sorry you’ve had to go through this alone, Jeremy.”

“Please, call me Amy. In a way, Jeremy has died, but his past is still mine to hold.”

Debra wipes tears from her eyes, but I feel strangely calm after telling her. I rub her leg.

“It’s okay. I’m at peace with what happened. Some part of me never felt right as Jeremy. I’m much happier now, and even better now that I’ve told you.”

Debra is still crying, but there’s a smile on her face. “I’m so happy, too. I have my friend back. Do you know how hard it was when I thought I lost you? Please don’t tell me you’re going out biking again.”

“Not with a baby in my belly,” I say.

“Oh, now we’re going to have babies at the same time. What about your scar? Your missing fingers?”

“They had disappeared when I woke up as a woman. It’s like I was given a chance to live the life I could have had before the fire. I only hope Orlando isn’t angry.”

“You’re going to tell him?”

“Do I have a choice? I want my parents back before I have this baby and telling him is the only way.”

“I’ll be here for you no matter what happens, Amy.”

“Thanks,” I say. “Enough about me. Tell me what I’ve missed. I can’t believe you’re pregnant again. You and Mark just don’t stop, do you?”

“Hey, you and Orlando are on baby one after being together once. You’re moving much faster than Mark and I did.”

I laugh. “Fair enough. I guess I’d better shut up before I jinx myself.”

Debra squeals. “Fuck, Amy! I love having you as a girlfriend! This is the best thing ever.” She grabs my hands. We stand and hold each other as we jump in place like excited girly girls.

“Oh, shit. Be careful. We’re holding precious cargo,” I say.

Debra snorts through a laugh. “Fuck, you’re right. We’re two pregnant old bitches.”

I pick up my water glass. “Cheers.”

“Cheers.”
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Orlando thrusts his raw manhood in and out of my dripping hole. My walls hug his member as he fucks me, holding my legs against his body. My nipples are hard. They’re leaking droplets of milk, but neither of us care as he rams me with his cock.

I pant and moan. “Oh, fuck. I’m getting close,” I say in a high voice.

Orlando runs his hand up and down my leg as he fucks me hard. His eyes are glossy. Sweat drips from his forehead. I rub his hard abs as he fills my pussy with his dick, getting me so hot and wet I scream.

“That’s right, sexy mama. Cum for daddy,” he says.

Orlando places his hand on my pussy just as I like, sending me over the edge. My walls squeeze around his member, milking him as he cums. His cock throbs as he empties his cream into me.

Orlando falls out of me a moment later, leaving me sleepy and satisfied. Orlando kisses me all over. Then he climbs out of bed and warms a washcloth under the sink. He comes back to bed to clean me off, paying special attention to my rounded belly.

“I love you, Amy. I want you to be my wife.”

It’s not the first time Orlando has said that he loves me since moving into his apartment, but we’ve been getting so serious recently. My past comes rushing back. I cough and roll away from Orlando, nearly falling out of the bed.

“Amy, what’s wrong? What was that? Are you sick? Is there something wrong with the baby?”

I’m six months along, but we have yet to find out the baby’s gender because we don’t care whether it’s a boy or girl. We know our baby is healthy, which is all that truly matters.

“No, it’s not the baby, Orlando. It’s me. There’s something I haven’t told you.”

“What?”

I sit up in bed and wrap the sheet around myself, praying Orlando won’t look at me differently after I tell him what I need.

“Promise you’ll keep an open mind?”

“I guess. Sure,” he says in a concerned tone, looking like he’s afraid I’ll crush his world.

“You’ll never believe this, but you’ve known me since before we met at the restaurant.” I sigh before telling Orlando everything from the accident until the night we had sex. “I thought the night was going to end with a kiss. Thought it’d feel good to deny you entry into my motel room, but you know what happened.”

Orlando reaches forward and touches me stomach. The baby kicks him. We stare at each other and smile. It isn’t the first time the baby has kicked when he touches my belly. What else really matters when our child is growing within me?

“I’m happy that night didn’t end with only a kiss, Amy. Shit, so you used to be Jeremy?”

“Yeah, but I’m much happier with my new life as Amy. I just want the people I love most back, and I want you. I’m sorry for hating you about the job.”

We’re naked in the bed, sitting with crossed legs. His dick has softened. My pussy isn’t anywhere near as wet as it just was. Orlando reaches forward and wraps his body around mine.

“Are you kidding me? I’m sorry the bosses wanted to promote me over you, but you can’t blame me for taking an opportunity when it comes my way, can you?”

“I can forgive you if you can forgive me.”

“You’re forgiven, Amy. Let’s tell your parents and anyone else you want. I can’t believe all that happened to you, but I’m glad it brought you to me. Amy, you make me happier than any job ever could.”

My chest warms. “I know. You’re totally different with me than you were at work. I thought it’d be so easy to resist you, but I can tell you really like me. Nobody has loved me like you, and I never want it to end.”

“It doesn’t have to, Amy. Let’s make tons of babies.”

Orlando pulls me to my back as he lies down. I smile and laugh. “Maybe a few more, but not too many.”

“We’ll see what happens,” he says.

I relax as Orlando wraps his body around me. All is right in the world when I’m in his arms, and nothing can break us now that he knows the truth. I don’t know what magical forces touched me, but I’m grateful they did. My current life is better than any I ever could have envisioned before tumbling down that hill.
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Five Years Later

“Myra, be nice to your brother Billy.”

Myra turns to us and pouts. She’s the eldest and never afraid to exert her power over her two younger siblings. She has another sibling on the way, and I’m a bit worried she’ll use them to wield an army against me one day, but at least dad will always be on my side.

“Hey, you heard your mother. Pick up that toy and help Billy. Don’t hurt him.”

Brittany is the second oldest, but she mostly keeps to herself. She’s playing with her dolls in the corner, watching the interaction. Billy is the youngest, but soon we’ll have another boy even younger than him. We’ve decided to name him Derek.

I touch my stomach. “This has to be the last one.”

“Why? You’re so sexy when you’re pregnant.”

“Stop it, Orlando. I’m serious. I’ve been pregnant more than not these past five years.”

“I love my babies growing inside you. Can’t we have one more before we stop?”

“You want five?” I ask in a shocked voice.

“Please?” He has a puppy-dog look on his face, pouting out his bottom lip. “Those hips are made for pushing out babies.”

I slap Orlando on the shoulder, shaking my head through a smile. “We’ll see, mister. You’ll be getting a snip after one of these days, though.”

“After baby five I’ll get snipped. Promise.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Crazy for you.”

I stare at Orlando. He leans in to kiss me, but Billy screaming breaks us apart. Myra is pulling his hair.

Orlando hops to his feet. His voice drops. “Myra, let go of your brother right now.”

She releases his hair and falls to her bottom, crying milliseconds later. Orlando scoops up Billy. “Oh, stop faking it, Myra. Go to your room.”

Myra stops crying and glares at us before stomping away. Brittany watches with a clueless expression.

“When are your parents coming to pick them up?” Orlando asks as he sits on the couch with Billy in his lap.

“This weekend,” I say with a chuckle. “It’ll be nice to have the house to ourselves.”

“Yes. That way the kids won’t interrupt me when I’m trying to kiss you,” Orlando says before planting a passionate kiss on my lips. It’s just as good as that night when we were standing outside the motel room.

I swore this fourth baby would be our last, but maybe having another one of Orlando’s kids wouldn’t be so bad.
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THE ULTIMATE WISH
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CHAPTER ONE

Would anyone ever believe me if I told them the truth? I’ve been in hiding for more days than I can count. The path that got me here started around the first snow last year. As I write these words, there are insects chirping in the background on a hot summer evening. I’ll share how I got here.

There were rotten leaves on the forest’s edge of my family’s estate. It hadn’t stopped raining for two days. I hated cold rains. They kept me trapped in the house with my judgmental parents. I was twenty-two years old and had graduated from university the previous spring. I had to study hospitality management and business, even though my heart wanted zoology. Working with animals had always been my dream, but my parents wanted my brother and me to take over the family business. We had no other choice.

I stood from where I was sitting. I had to leave my bedroom. If I stared at the wet forest any longer, it would send me into a spiral of depression. My parents wanted me to live a life I had no desire to lead. It didn’t help that my brother, Arthur, seemed eager to take over the family business. I pleaded with my parents several times to let him have everything, but they refused.

Linda and Alfred were the types to get their way. We lived in a small city in Kentucky, and my parents felt the town’s royalty. The king and queen of Chesterfield. Didn’t they know how pathetic they looked telling everyone all they owned everywhere they went? I hated it when I was little, and I hate it even more as an adult.

Melissa, our housekeeper, was in the kitchen prepping dinner when I went downstairs. She set her knife down and came over to me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders. She knew how much I hated my life. It killed her watching how my parents forced me down a path I didn’t want to take, but she’d never spoken a word to them about it. I didn’t blame her. They paid well. “Alex, you never smile anymore,” she said.

I shrugged. Maybe if the sun were out, I wouldn’t feel so gloomy, but rain continued to patter against the windows. I had a car, but where could I go when I was supposed to be typing paperwork for the family business?

Melissa shook her head and went back to her cutting board. She hated tardiness. I’d never once seen her finish a chore late. “You have to tell your parents the truth,” she said.

“They’ll never accept it,” I said. Melissa wasn’t talking about my desire for zoology over hospitality. She was referring to my wishes to transition. Melissa has been around the house and our family for a long time. She was the only person who knew I was transgender.

I told her I thought I was born in the wrong body for the first time when I was eighteen. It was shortly after graduating from high school. It seemed like the perfect time to begin my transition, but I never had the courage. One night at dinner all those years ago, I brought up a trans actress who’d been in the news, and my parents reacted with utter disgust. They went on and on about how happy they were to have two cis-gendered, straight boys as children.

It was one of the most painful memories of my life. That night made me wrap up those wishes for a transition and bury them in the deepest parts of my soul. I told Melissa about that night a few months after it happened. She held me and cried the tears I could no longer shed. Too many nights had been spent in the darkness of my bedroom, crying over my controlled reality.

“You don’t know until you try,” said Melissa. “It’s been years, and you aren’t some actress. You’re their child. It’s different.”

I shook my head. Melissa didn’t see the hate in their eyes when they ridiculed trans individuals. I was too afraid to tell them the truth. I could wait until they died… or run away. The idea had been floating through my mind for months. I could run to a far corner of the nation. If I they couldn’t find me, they wouldn’t be able to control my life. “Disappearing is a better option.”

Horror crossed Melissa’s face. She shook her head and dropped her knife again, coming around to where I was sitting. “How could you say that? It’s not true. I don’t know what I’d do if you disappeared.”

“Keep working,” I said.

Melissa stared at me with hurt eyes, but we both knew there was nothing she could do to control me. We both knew she wouldn’t quit the job she had with my parents. Not when she had her own kids to worry about. Melissa cared about me, but I wasn’t her blood. She would learn to live without me in her life.

“I love you, Alex, but you need to lose that attitude.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Do you mind if I work here today?”

“Not at all.” Melissa kissed me on the side of the head. I went to my bedroom to grab my laptop. Melissa had a glass of lemonade sitting at the kitchen table. I put in my headphones to finish the paperwork my father had assigned me for Clark Hospitality. We were the Clarks. My father couldn’t understand why I didn’t want to take over what he’d built. He couldn’t grasp why I might want to branch off and build a name for myself outside of some restaurants and hotels my parents gifted me.

Melissa and I worked the next few hours. I finished the work my father had asked. The only good thing about working for Clark Hospitality was they let me work from home a few days each week. I hated living with my parents still, but the house was big enough to avoid them when it wasn’t dinnertime.

“Would you like me to set the table?” I asked.

“I would love that,” she said. “You’re the only one who ever offers to help.”

I grabbed the plates and silverware Melissa had placed on the kitchen island. I took them to the dining room. A pang of loathing shot through my body each time I set a plate on the table. How long could I honestly pretend to be happy in this house? How long could I ignore my natural desires to become a woman? It wasn’t my fault I’d been born in the wrong body. Why should I let my parents dictate what I do with what little time I may have on Earth?

My parents arrived from work. My brother walked through the door after a day at school. I was sitting at the table scrolling through social media, even though I didn’t care about any of the posts I saw. Telling my parents the truth and demanding they listen was the only thought on my mind.

“Thank you for emailing me those papers. We’re building something incredible,” my father said and patted me on the shoulder. “Clark Hospitality will be across Kentucky by the time you boys take over.”

Arthur grinned at our father’s comment. I mumbled to show my father I heard him. He looked at me with the disappointment I ignored every day. He knew hospitality and business weren’t for me. I wanted to be out in the world researching different animals or helping the ones in our own backyard. My soul was too adventurous to peer over numbers to evaluate metrics. I didn’t care how many guests dined or slept at our establishments.

Melissa came in with enormous platters for us to share, as she did every night. She always made herself a plate before serving us so she could eat in the kitchen and watch videos on her phone. Sometimes we could hear her talking to her husband or kids. She only sat with us on special occasions. She also sat with us if her family was over for a get together.

I met Melissa’s eyes as she placed the last dish on the table, and her message was as clear as a cloudless day. It was still sprinkling outside, but I couldn’t wait any longer. My father had spent his life living his dreams. Why couldn’t I do the same?

We were halfway through dinner when the words slipped from my mouth. “I was born in the wrong body. I’m transgender.”

Arthur’s eyes widened. He looked at our parents. My mother, Linda, choked on a bite of mashed potatoes. She spat them into her napkin. My father, Alfred, dropped his utensils. He gripped the edge of the table. I sat there motionless as I waited for them to respond. We’d dove into the deep end, and I was prepared to swim; far, far away from my family if necessary.

“That isn’t funny, Alex. We don’t have enough energy for your jokes.”

“Why does it have to be a joke, father?”

“Please, Alex. Button up those lips and eat your food.”

My mother could be such a prude. She made the most hateful comments about anything outside the straight and narrow. All her friends were the same. My brother was staring at his plate as though it held the pages of a naughty magazine.

“I’m through hiding. You can accept me or not. The choice is yours.”

“No son of mine is becoming a girl,” my father said in the sternest voice I’d ever heard leave his mouth.

I looked at my mother, but she turned her eyes away from me. My brother was just as worthless. His eyes focused on the food he hadn’t touched since I opened mouth. I had no allies. Everyone was under my father’s spell. I stood and threw my napkin on my food. “Fine. If you can’t accept me for who I am, you don’t—” No more words could leave my lips. What threat could I make to people who didn’t want me to live my best life?

I turned to walk away from the table. My dad hollered after me. “You’re nothing without our money.” He laughed and laughed as I walked away from the dining room with a bowed head. I went to my bedroom and didn’t leave it for the rest of the night.

Tears ran from my eyes, but a plan formulated in my head. My parents acted like they didn’t care. I would show them how much they did. I texted a friend. She agreed to meet the following day. I got to my knees and prayed my friend would have a way to help.

***

I told my friend to meet me at a park where there were few cameras. The rain had stopped. It was cloudy, but the temperature wasn’t too cold. I overheard a couple walking past me talking about how much they wanted it to snow. My friend’s name was Christine Brewster. We met in college over a shared love of animals. She came from a poor family. I went to her house once, which was a trailer, and there were chickens and pigs running around. They had rabbits in cages. Ate them all.

“Alex,” Christine said when I turned the corner on the trail. She was sitting on a bench in front of a fountain. We always met at the same place, but it’d been a long time since I saw her. “It’s so great to see you. It’s been forever.”

“I know. My dad has been working me like crazy. How have you been?”

“Great,” she said. “I’ve been working in a lab part time and tutoring when they don’t have hours.”

“That’s great. Should we head to the coffee shop?”

“Yeah, I’m thirsty.” We walked the short distance to the edge of the park. The coffee shop was across the street.

I ordered a coffee from the cute server who came by to take my order. I wished he saw me as a girl and not a boy, but my parents wouldn’t let me do what I needed most. “There’s a reason I asked to meet.”

Christine leaned forward in her chair. “What is it?” The handsome server came back with my café au lait. He had the black tea Christine had ordered. I lifted my coffee to my lips and took a sip before continuing.

“There’s something you never knew about me, Christine.”

She leaned back in her chair like she was afraid of what I might say. “Tell me before my heart explodes.”

“I was born the wrong sex. I’m trans.”

Christine tilted her head to the side. “I thought you were gay.”

I shook my head. There had been a few guys in my life, but it never felt right. I wanted to be a woman in their eyes. I didn’t want a man who wanted other men. “No, I’m not. Not exactly. I know it’s confusing, but that wasn’t what I wanted to talk about.”

“You dropped a big bomb on me, Alex. What am I supposed to say?”

“If you have a problem with me being trans, you can leave.”

She waved her hands in the air. “No, Alex. Is it okay if I call you Alex?”

I nodded. “Many people change their name, but I think I’ll keep mine. It works either way. Maybe I’ll change my last name if I ever get away from my family.”

Christine nodded and took a sip of her tea. Her eyes bounced around the room. It looked like she was seeing if anyone was listening to our conversation. I wondered if me telling her I was trans changed the dynamic between us. It was hard to know how Christine felt because she avoided confrontation at any cost. She would bury her true feelings before telling me something she thought would hurt me.

“Have you always known?”

“A part of me has, yes.”

“I’m sorry your family isn’t accepting of it,” she said.

Her concern was authentic. I relaxed my shoulders and reminded myself Christine was one of the closest allies I had. There weren’t many people I could trust. “It’s okay. That’s not your burden to bear.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?”

I had come up with a plan after my father laughed at me. If he didn’t want me trans, how would he feel if I was close to dead? “Yes, there is.”

“What?”

“I need you to help me fake an abduction for ransom money.” I spoke in a whisper, but there was no doubt Christine heard me. Her eyes widened. She shook her head. “I know. I know, Christine. It’s a lot for me to ask.”

Christine grabbed her bag and moved like she was going to stand up, but I begged her to stay. She sighed and remained across from me. Her eyes were not happy. “What you’re asking could send me to jail. Even planning something like that could get us in trouble.”

“Please, Christine. It’s the only way I can have everything I most want.” I stared at Christine with pleading eyes. She crossed her arms over her chest. We sipped our drinks. I could tell she was interested after the initial shock faded, but what I hadn’t expected was for Christine to come up with a plan so quickly.

“Let’s get out of here, and I’ll tell you what we’ll do.”

I hopped out of my seat and followed Christine to her car, where she gave me a rundown of her ideas and how much she would want from my father. “You think he can handle two hundred fifty thousand?”

“Let’s hope so,” I said. My heart was racing, but faking an abduction for money felt like the greatest idea I’d ever conceived.


CHAPTER TWO

“This is our last chance to stop what’s about to happen,” Christine said as we walked toward the mall’s exit. I shook my head and told her I wanted to continue with our plan. If I was ever going to strut around malls as a girl before middle age, I would have to take things to the extreme.

A week had passed since my father laughed at me for telling him I was given the wrong body at birth. He hadn’t looked at me the same after dinner that night, but we went on working as nothing happened. Maybe deep down they knew I was telling the truth but didn’t want to accept it. Either way, we had to continue with the plan we’d made. “I only want one hundred thousand. You three can split the rest.”

“Okay, let’s make it happen. You sure he’s going to pay?”

In the end, I could never be one-hundred percent positive about anything with my father. He was unpredictable. The money was pennies to him, but I was far from his favorite child. “I can only hope he loves me that much.”

“Your mother will make him,” said Christine. I wasn’t sure my mom would make my dad pay. She probably hated queer people more than him. I couldn’t tell Christine that the truth was I didn’t know what my parents would do.

We were mere feet from the mall’s exit, and my heartbeat was picking up speed. Was I crazy for having Christine’s sister and her boyfriend abduct me for ransom money? There were a few thousand dollars in my checking account, but I would need more than that to move across the country and have the surgeries I wanted.

“Will you hold my hand?”

Christine glanced at me with an odd expression, but she relented and took my hand. My palm was sweaty against hers. I thought about running away. Giving up on the plan, but I kept moving forward. It all happened so fast. The moments that changed my life forever. If I knew what was to come, I’m not sure I would do it again, but I couldn’t change what happened next.

A purple minivan crept up behind us. Christine never told me what vehicle they drove, but my gut told me it was them. I squeezed Christine’s hand. She kept a steady face.

John Jones was his name. He slid open the side door of the purple minivan, jumped out, and grabbed me. Christine let go of my hand and kept walking. She didn’t look at me as John slammed the door closed with his hand over my mouth. I was positive nobody besides Christine saw what happened.

Sara, Christine’s sister, drove at a steady speed. John tied me with rope and taped my mouth. I thought it was over-the-top, but we were only starting our journey together. The darkest hours of my abduction were yet to come. The last part of the ride I remember was John standing over me with a syringe before injecting it into the side of my neck.

***

We were in a basement when John shook me awake. There were bars over the windows. A door with a padlock at the bottom of the stairs. I knew then they planned on keeping me down there as long as it took to get the money. I hoped my father paid sooner than later. The smell of mildew was already making me sick.

“Morning, princess. Your parents better come through. No funny business,” said John. He was smoking a cigarette, adding to the nauseating smells of the basement.

Sara stood in front of John. She looked like any other girl one would see on the street. Plain, unbrushed hair pulled back into a ponytail. An old t-shirt. Faded, over-washed jeans. She took the cigarette from John and inhaled, blowing the smoke in my face. She looked like she thought she was so sexy, but I’d be so much hotter as a girl.

“I hate rich people,” Sara said.

She flicked her cigarette. Some ashes landed on me. They had me tied up still, so I couldn’t move. I didn’t know what to tell her. Neither of us chose our families.

“We’re going to have to make you black and blue before we send some ransom photos.”

I shrugged. “Do what you must.”

John stood and took his cigarette back before punching me square in the eye. I fell back to the floor. John kicked me in the stomach. The side. The stomach again. I coughed and spat up fluids. He picked me up and punched me several more times in the face. He untied me and took off my shirt to show how he’d bruised my midsection.

They had handcuffs and locked me around a basement pole. Sara stood in my face, smoking another cigarette while she snapped pictures of me with her phone. They sent my father a message using a burner phone with the location turned off to tell him they wanted a quarter of a million. They added a note that if he sent police, they would cut off my fingers and toes. Or kill me.

“Ooh, we already have a reply,” Sara said when the phone vibrated a few minutes after she’d sent the photos. I knew it was bad when Sara’s beaming face turned into a dark cloud of anger. She stomped across the basement and put the phone in my face. “Read this,” she hissed.

Alfred Clark: Is this a joke? Tell Alex to stop playing games and come home. I don’t care who you are. You aren’t getting any money, no matter how much you beat up my son. I know important people across Kentucky. You really want to mess with me?

John told her to give him the phone. He read the message, clearly as angry as she was. My father was playing his hand. I knew he wouldn’t cave easily. “Give him time. He won’t part with his money until he knows it’s serious.”

“You’re right,” John said. He still had the hard face of a pissed-off man, but it looked like an idea hit him. “We’ll leave you down here for a few days and see how his tune changes. Let’s disable all our shit.” John was looking at Sara across the room.

She nodded. “Yeah, we don’t want them tracking us here. We knew something like this might happen. That’s why we had a deadbolt put on this door.”

“Could you at least uncuff me? I’ll behave,” I said.

John and Sara shared a look. In the end, they agreed to uncuff me. They told me they would give me two meals a day. They gave me coloring books, sudoku, and a deck of cards. There was a laundry machine in the basement and other random stuff, but it looked like they’d prepared for me to stay there.

“Hope you like sleeping in the basement,” said Sara.

“I’ll make it work. Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t thank us until we get the money.”

“He’ll come around.”

“You better hope he does,” said John. He put his hand in my face. Sara took it, and they went upstairs, locking me in the basement. I had no idea where I was. I woke up in the basement after John injected me with something when we were minutes away from the mall. We could have driven two more minutes or many more miles. It was impossible to know.


CHAPTER THREE

“What are we going to do with him? We can’t keep him here,” said John. I could hear them arguing above me. I heard a lot of their conversations. They weren’t without a listener when they made love. There was zero insulation between the two floors.

“His dad is coming around,” said Sara.

“No, he’s not. He’s waiting until we slip up or tracks us down to call his cop friends,” yelled John. “It’s not worth it. Let’s pull the plug.”

“Give it one more day,” said Sara. She was begging, but I thought John was probably right about my father. He would much rather send a few cops than pay a quarter of a million. I had to find a way out of here before John killed me. I could see the mania in his eyes growing every time he came into the basement.

A scream erupted from John’s mouth. It sounded like a man at his limit. I had screamed like that before in the forest behind my family’s estate. Those days I couldn’t handle the pressure my parents put on my shoulders to take over the family business. It was the only choice we had as Clark kids. If only I reveled in the inheritance like my brother Arthur.

I heard John’s footsteps on the stairs. He threw open the door. I had been his punching bag since ending up in this basement, wherever it might be. All I knew was I had seen four sunsets and sunrises through the small rectangular windows. John flexed his arms and fists as he stormed across the room toward me. “Let’s send your dad some more photos.”

Sara came running downstairs. “John, no. Don’t!”

“Shut up,” John said. He threw his hand back and slapped Sara as she was approaching him. She screeched and held her face. John glared at her before turning back to me. “Maybe I’ve been too easy on you. How would you like to lose a finger? A toe?”

I stared at John without fear. If I went back home, nothing would change. He could take as many fingers and toes as he wanted. I was nothing if I couldn’t be who I most desired. “Take what you want. I’m not afraid of you.”

John grunted. He balled up his fist and struck me. I fell to the floor and coughed up blood. A third tooth had fallen out. John grabbed me by my hair and punched me in the face. Sara stood on the sidelines. I could tell she wished she could turn back the clock, but we were all in this together. When one tripped, we all fell.

“Take some pictures,” John hollered at Sara. She grabbed their burner phone and snapped some pictures of me slumped against the wall. John told her to send them to my father with a threatening message about cutting off my fingers and toes. My dad hated people who were all bark and no bite. John would have to take a toe or finger if he wanted my father to take him seriously.

John turned to me as Sara typed away on the phone. She was crying as her fingers moved across the cell phone’s screen. “If your father doesn’t give us money, I’m dumping you in a river. Dead.”

“Do your worst,” I said.

Sara lifted her eyes, looking at me as though I’d lost my mind. I felt bad for getting everyone involved in my fake abduction, but John was insane. He couldn’t handle the responsibility of holding a hostage. Sara announced she’d sent the message. She grabbed at John to get him upstairs, but he shook her off. He got in my face, jabbing his fingers in the air like a manic. “I’m going to kill you.” He said the phrase on repeat.

Sara was crying, but I felt like stone. I felt like I was already dead after being locked for four days in the mildewy basement.

“Please, John. Let’s wait for the reply upstairs. He’s close to caving.”

“If your father doesn’t respond in the next two hours, you’re dead.”

I knew John intended to make good on his threat but shrugged as a response. John growled, threw up his hands, and left the basement. Sara looked at me and shook her head before following John up the steps, locking the deadbolt after she closed the door.

***

Two hours passed, and my father continued to refuse to pay the ransom, but I had a plan. If I could help it, I wouldn’t let John kill me. I couldn’t. Not before I felt the magic of being a woman. I promised myself during those two dreadful hours of waiting for my father to respond that if I got out of the basement alive, I would never bury my desires again. Nobody could stop me from becoming the woman I felt within me.

While John and Sara were upstairs, I tried to think of what there was in the basement to help. There was an old wooden mirror. It was on the damp concrete floor with its glass facing the wall. It was probably invisible to anyone who frequented the area, but I noticed it a couple of days before. I didn’t want to hurt the people who’d tried to help me, but John meant to kill me. I saw it in his eyes.

“Times up,” John announced. He must have been standing at the top of the stairs. I heard his heavy footsteps coming toward me. I took a deep breath, lifted the mirror, and threw it against the floor in the boiler room. “What was that?” John screamed.

I picked up a piece of the broken glass. It cut my hand, but I ignored the blood. I grabbed two more shards of glass and stuffed them into the pockets of the shorts I was wearing. I lifted a piece of the wood frame as well.

John was at the last step as I raced toward the door. He threw it open, and I stabbed him in the side with glass before I could think twice. Sara was right behind him. She screamed when she saw what I did, but I couldn’t let her get away. I pulled the glass out of John and stabbed him once more. He hollered and stumbled away from me further into the basement. He fell to the floor as he tried to examine his wound.

I took the moment to grab at Sara’s legs before she could get away. I pulled on her ankle. She fell to the stairs. I cut myself by pulling a shard of glass from my pocket, but I had to get her in the basement. Sara screamed as I used all my strength to pull her toward me. I looked behind me. John was still struggling, but he would get to his feet in a few seconds.

I cut Sara with the glass. A long slit down her leg. She gave up fighting me as I beat her with a piece of wood. I felt terrible for hitting a woman, but I was fighting for my life. I got her into the basement just as John was getting to his feet. He hollered as I closed the door and locked the deadbolt. I took one breath before John’s fist was slamming against the closed door.

I dropped the glass with my fingerprints and Sara’s blood. If they called the cops, my father had plenty of evidence they were keeping me hostage in their basement. I still did not know where I was, but I had to run. If I stayed, they would kill me.

I got upstairs, and the house was as dingy as the basement. The kitchen hadn’t been updated in decades. My eyes landed on something familiar atop the kitchen table. They had my wallet with my credit card and ID pulled out. Were they stupid enough to order something with my credit card to this address? No wonder my father wasn’t paying the ransom. My debit card was in my name, but everyone in the family had a credit card linked to his account.

Without stopping longer than a few seconds, I grabbed the wallet and sprinted out the door. John was still banging on the door at the bottom of the steps.

It was freezing outside, and I was wearing basketball shorts and a t-shirt. They’d made me change into some of John’s clothes after mine stank. I had no shoes on. Little rocks from the pavement dug into my feet, but I ran and kept running until I found a fast-food restaurant.

I hope no idea where I was, but it looked a lot more urban than Chesterfield. I wondered if it was a suburb of Louisville. Wherever it was, I’d never been there.

Nobody questioned me as I snuck in the side door of the fast-food restaurant. I dug the glass out of my pockets and tossed them into the trash. I went to the bathroom and washed up in the sink. A few patrons looked at me with concerned eyes but said nothing. I snuck out the door closest to the bathrooms and walked down the street.

My debit card had money on it, and my father had no access to that account. After twelve minutes of walking in the cold, I couldn’t resist walking into a convenient store I saw. They had socks, but I would still need shoes. They told me there was a clothing store half a mile down the road. It was a busy road, but I would have to risk it.

Luckily, neither John nor Sara appeared as I walked. Snowflakes fell from the air, but it was too warm for them to stick. The clothing store also accepted my debit card. I bought a sweater, pants, and shoes. I glanced at the receipt when the cashier handed it to me but had no idea where the town was located. It was still Kentucky, but I felt lost. Embarrassed. Afraid. “Excuse me, but where in Kentucky are we?”

She told me the name of the town I saw on the receipt. “Where which city is near here? Louisville? Lexington? Bowling Green?”

“Louisville,” the young woman said and laughed. “Are you okay?”

“I will be,” I said, and for the first time I believed it. “Is there a cell phone store around here?”

“Yeah, like three doors down.”

I thanked the cashier and walked along the covered portion of the strip mall, nervous John and Sara would hunt me down once they got out of the basement, but I couldn’t worry about them. I should have run away with my thousands of dollars in the beginning instead of risking my life with those fools. I bought a cheap phone, followed the map on it to a nearby motel, and typed my father’s number into the phone after getting into a warm room.

Me: Not that you care, but I really was abducted. Don’t try looking for me.

My phone buzzed an hour later. I was sitting in the bathtub, trying to forget everything that’d happened to me. I wanted to put it in the past and move on with my life, but I had no job, a finite amount of money, and a father who didn’t care if I lived or died.

Dad: I won’t. You’re fired. If you ever pull a stunt like that again, I’ll have you arrested.

I didn’t respond. I didn’t cry. How could I produce tears when I’d shed them all long ago?


CHAPTER FOUR

A heavy snow coated the city while I slept. I couldn’t keep staying in an overpriced motel. It had only been one night, but the cost would add up. I had the option to pay by the week, but I wanted to leave Kentucky. My heart wasn’t in Louisville. I wanted to run from the Midwest. I wanted to forget my past and start over as a woman. The only problem was I didn’t know where I’d ever find enough money or insurance to cover my surgeries.

There were a few hours to decide if I should book another night or continue with my journey. I could take a bus from Louisville to a train from Cincinnati to Chicago. From Chicago, I could head wherever I wanted. I had no idea where my heart would land. Maybe I could stay in Chicago. It was far enough away from Chesterfield and Clark Hospitality. I never wanted to see either again in my life.

The time passed, and I couldn’t imagine myself staying another night in the motel. I would rather take a flight to Mexico. I was seeing a lot of cheap hotels there as I scrolled through my phone. There were some options closer to the bus station with daily deals. I booked a luxurious room for a seventy percent discount. I didn’t have any bags. Not a single change of clothes appropriate for the weather. I tossed John’s shorts and t-shirt in the dumpster behind the motel before giving the receptionist my key.

There was a bus stop down the street that would take me into the city after transfers. I was nervous using the new phone and my debit card everywhere, but nobody seemed to be chasing me. I was still looking around with crazed eyes. Trusting nobody. It was a long ride into the city. I had been to Louisville once, but many years had passed. I saw it in a new light. It was much different than Chesterfield, Kentucky.

The hotel took me in with open arms. They made me feel warm on a cold, snow-covered day. I fell to the bed in my room. I’d booked a king bed. There was no telling how my life would change if I left the city. I rolled over to my stomach and connected to the hotel’s Wi-Fi before searching for more bus and train tickets.

No destination called me. I needed more time to consider the options. Each destination would send my life on a different path. I searched for restaurants near the hotel. It was far too frigid to venture far. I decided on a café around the corner.

The freezing winds hit my face as I walked to the café, but the café au lait I got was worth it. I connected to their free Wi-Fi and hunkered down at a table by the window. Flurries fell from the sky, but there was no major snow in the forecast. It wouldn’t take long for the air to heat up and melt what had fallen, but the white coat over downtown Louisville was gorgeous. The city was putting on a show for me, and I spent hours watching.

A woman appeared in the class as I was sipping the last drops of my cold coffee. She had long brown hair and a wicked smile. The way she stared at me made the hairs on my body standing at attention. She lifted her hand and waved, making me glance around the café to see if she was trying to communicate with anyone else. Nobody was looking in our direction.

I turned back to the glass, but the woman had disappeared. I wrote it off as an illusion caused by my rumbling tummy. If I didn’t have something to eat, I was sure to lose my mind. I threw back the rest of my coffee and stood to grab something from the deli next door before running back to my hotel. I wanted to eat a sandwich and book the first bus out of Louisville. Wherever life took me was where I would land.

The chilly wind hit me as I stepped outside. I needed a coat as I looked each way to make sure the crazy woman had disappeared. When I didn’t see her, I ducked my head and walked toward the deli. It was warm inside, smelling of meats, pickles, and mustard. I ordered a sandwich, wondering how much longer my money could ask. I normally added a tip but couldn’t justify it.

“Thank you,” I said and took my sandwich to leave. All I had to do was lock myself in the hotel until a bus could take me away from Kentucky in the morning.

“Rough day?”

A scream erupted from my lips. The crazy woman from the window was standing behind me. Everyone looked at me like I was hysterical, but they didn’t understand she was the crazy one. Not me. “What are you doing here?” I hissed.

“Ordering a sandwich. Wait for me?”

There was something in her eye. I didn’t know why, but I nodded. I took a seat at an open booth along the wall and waited for the stranger to order a sandwich. She was gorgeous. Hourglass body. Long, wavy brown hair. A voice nobody would find threatening. She ordered a vegetarian sandwich and a bag of chips before taking a seat across from me.

“It’s great to meet you, Alex,” she said. “Why don’t we eat?”

“Did my father send you?”

She shook her head. “Eat, and then we’ll talk. You’re famished.”

It wasn’t a lie. I didn’t leave the motel room from the moment I got there. A proper meal hadn’t hit my belly in about a week. I was too worried about Sara or John finding me if I stepped outside, but the fear softened as the minutes passed. “How do you know my name?”

“You must follow my directions if you want my help. What did I ask you to do?”

I nodded and picked up my sandwich. It was mustardy and delicious. I ate quicker than I intended but couldn’t help myself after the first bite. It was as though a fog cleared from my mind. I hadn’t realized how badly I needed to eat. Adrenaline had given me every ounce of energy I had. I wanted nothing more than to take a nap as the food hit my system.

“Don’t you feel much better?” she asked. She had eaten half her sandwich but didn’t seem as hungry as me.

“Yes. What’s your name?”

“Sharon.”

“How do you know my name, Sharon?”

“The spirits guided me to you. I’m here to help, but you have to trust me.”

“The who guided you to me?” I tried my best not to laugh in Sharon’s face, but it was clear she’d lost her mind.

“The spirits,” she said. “They speak to me, and they told me you were in trouble. Would you like my help or not?”

“You’re crazy,” I said.

Sharon shrugged and took a bite of her sandwich instead of replying. She chewed as I wondered if I could trust her. I’d already been through a lot with John and Sara, so my trust levels weren’t high. “You can come with me or go back to your hotel, but we both know what you want to do.”

“How can you help me?”

Sharon wrapped her sandwich and folded her bag of chips. She tucked them both into her purse before standing. “Follow me,” she said.

I hesitated, but she was right about me wanting to follow her. Whoever Sharon was, I had to find out if she could help me. There was a chance she could stab me and rob me for everything I had, but that wasn’t much. I would regret not following crazy Sharon for the rest of my life if I didn’t.

I followed Sharon to her car. She drove six minutes from the café to a small house in the city. Sharon had a tastefully decorated home with artwork, throws, and wooden furniture. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Water is fine,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure I could trust anything Sharon gave me. Not until I knew her better. “Thank you.”

Sharon took a seat next to me on the sofa in her living room. She handed me the glass of water, which I placed on a coaster on her coffee table. “Tell me about yourself, Alex. Have you faced something traumatic recently?”

Could I trust Sharon enough to tell her everything I’d been through? “How do I know you’re not a cop?”

Sharon threw her head back and cackled. “Me? A cop? I don’t think I’ve heard anything so funny in years.”

“You have proof?”

“If you searched my entire house, you wouldn’t find anything related to policing. There are other ways I could prove to you I’m not a cop, but I’m not sure how happy you’d be with me if I did those.”

“What are they?”

The wicked smile I’d seen in the window of the café reappeared on Sharon’s face. She stood from the couch and told me to follow her. My mind was trying to tell my feet to stand still. Don’t follow the crazy lady to the back of her house, but I couldn’t stop myself. My body ignored my mind and continued behind Sharon.

She led me to a door in her kitchen that went to her basement. “You want me to follow you down there?” I asked.

“You won’t regret it,” she said.

I could have turned around. I could have run outside and found a way back to my hotel to take the next bus out of Louisville, but I didn’t. Walking down those stairs was a decision that would change my life forever.

“What is this place?” I asked. There were candles, bookshelves filled with glass jars, and a table.

“You could call this my office,” she said.

It was the strangest office I’d ever seen. My father’s office was clean and bright. Every office at Clark Hospitality was the same. My father hated anything without shine. He hated anything he couldn’t control. “What kind of job do you have?”

“Have a seat,” she said and gestured at the round table in the center of the room. An old-school chandelier was giving off a warm glow from above the table. I hesitated, but what else would I do? “Perfect, Alex. You won’t believe it, but I’m a witch.”

The basement was too dark and scary for me to laugh. A cold sweat broke out across my body. “A witch? What do you mean?”

“We’re not like you see in the movies, but the spirits have granted me with powers. I’m more connected to the spiritual world than most. There are witches more powerful than me, but they are few. I must listen if the spirits call, and they led me to you.”

“How?”

“I don’t understand it fully, Alex. Will you tell me what’s happening in your life? I promise I’m not a cop,” she said.

I told Sharon how my father wanted me to take over Clark Hospitality. How he’d been grooming me for the position from an early age. All my life, I felt helpless and stuck. I told Sharon how I wanted to run away to a different city. I wanted to start over. She learned a lot about me, but I stopped myself from telling her what I wanted most of all.

“Anything else?” she asked. “I sense you’re holding something back from me.”

“Are the spirits telling you?”

Sharon shook her head. “Your posture tells a lot. You’re tense, afraid, and too careful with your words.”

“I ran away because my father doesn’t support my desire to transition.”

“To become a woman?”

I nodded. I couldn’t help the words that left my mouth. Sharon learned about Melissa, our housekeeper, and how I’d told her before my parents. I didn’t blame Melissa for pushing me. If anything, she released me from the cage I’d locked around my life. The conversation I had with Melissa led me to the one I had with my father, which drove me out of the house. “I’ve felt it within me for longer than I can remember.”

“You met the right person,” said Sharon. “There’s some groundwork we’ll need to do, but I can give you what you’ve always wanted as long as you trust me.”

“Are you saying you can turn me into a woman?”

Sharon smirked. “You’ll be the most beautiful woman in Louisville. So, what do you say, Alex?”

“Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”

***

Sharon gave me a list of tasks to complete before she would turn me into a woman. I ended up staying in Louisville. I rented an attic apartment close to downtown. There was enough in my account to pay for six months’ rent. I paid two up front. There wasn’t much left over after that, so I would have to shop at the supermarket for all my food. No eating at restaurants.

Sharon told me I would need a couple of months to get my life together as a woman. It would be a change, but I was ready. I woke up every morning, wishing it was the day Sharon agreed to turn me into a woman. I was skeptical, but the spirits had led her to me.

The day arrived after endless anxiety. I went downstairs from my attic apartment to open the front door. We shared a hallway, but the house was divided into several apartments. I had the smallest one, but it was just fine for me. I loved all the natural light it had. It was more of a studio than anything, but the landlord had hung a retractable curtain to make a bedroom area.

“Cute place,” Sharon said when we walked up the stairs to my apartment. “You aren’t planning to leave Louisville after this, right?”

I shook my head. “Not right away, no. Why?”

Sharon sat at the table and chairs I had in the kitchen area of the apartment. “Sit down, Alex.”

I didn’t like the way she said my name. I plopped into the chair across from her. “What’s wrong?”

“The spirits have been telling me something else about you.”

“What?” I asked.

“They don’t want you to leave Kentucky. You’re meant to be here,” she said.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. How could Sharon speak such words? How could these spirits I wasn’t sure existed know Kentucky was where I was meant to live? “Why?”

Sharon shook her head. “I’m not one-hundred percent sure, but I sense your best chances of living a fulfilling life are here in Kentucky.”

“Has this happened to you before? Have you helped others?”

“Yes,” she said. “It has been a couple of years, but there have been others like you. Lost. Chasing what they want most with no way of knowing how to obtain it.”

I crossed my arms over my chest. How could Sharon come into my apartment after everything I’d done and question my abilities? “I would have found a way to make it happen.”

“Or you would have gone back to your father. It wouldn’t be the first time he saved you from yourself.”

“You know nothing about me, Sharon. How could you say these things?”

“It’s nothing against you, Alex, but the spirits only help those who need it most. They must want you to get away from your family, but they also want you to stay in Kentucky. I can’t explain why they want what they do. They speak with energies, and I try my best to interpret what they say. Every time you mention leaving, I feel a strong pain.”

“Do you hate having these powers?”

“Never,” she said.

“If whatever you do works, I promise not to leave the city.”

“Very well,” Sharon said. She opened her purse and pulled out a glass bottle without a label. There was a blue liquid inside of it. “Drink this before you sleep tonight, and what you most desire will come true. Spend the rest of the day mediating on what you want. Here’s my card. Call me if you have any issues,” she said and slipped a plain white card beneath the bottle. It had black typeface with nothing more than her phone number. She had only contacted me from a blocked number, so I didn’t have her number in my phone. “You’ll make a beautiful woman. I hope that is what you most desire.”

“Is there anything else?”

Sharon shrugged. “Maybe something about your father? Whatever it is, the potion will know. I recommend reflecting for the rest of the day before taking it. You never know what it might give you.”

“Wait, where are you going?” I felt panicked as Sharon folded her purse closed and stood to leave. “You can’t leave me alone.”

“This is your journey, Alex. Not mine. Best of luck,” she said and bent down to kiss me on the cheek. She told me to show her to the door. I walked behind her, feeling like a dazed zombie. The blue potion would change me, but I had no idea how. It was like spinning a roulette board.

Sharon closed the door as she left. I turned the deadbolt and went back upstairs to stare at the blue potion Sharon left on the kitchen table. I spent the entire evening staring at the blue potion, wondering what my deepest, truest desire was.


CHAPTER FIVE

I drank the potion before bed the night before. My eyes popped open at the crack of dawn. More anticipation flowed through me than I’d ever felt in my life. I threw the covers off my body and jumped out of bed.

The first sign the potion had made me a woman was the bounce I felt on my chest. I glanced down, and there were two melons beneath the t-shirt I’d worn to bed. A tear slipped from my eye. To have breasts overnight after all the years of wanting them made me ball like a baby. I fell to my knees and hugged myself, squeezing my pillowy breasts as tightly as I could.

They were incredible. I pulled my t-shirt off after hugging myself to get a better look. Tears fell from my eyes, but they were tears of joy. I didn’t even feel them as they slid from my face to the floor. I was far too focused on the gorgeous areolas around my nipples. They were much larger than they’d been when I was a boy.

Sharon made me have everything in order before I took the potion. My apartment was paid further in advance. I had a stack of cash I took out sitting in the back of my closet. I had dreamed of escaping from Kentucky, but I didn’t because Sharon’s potion worked.

I stopped caressing my breasts and went to the bathroom. The sun was growing brighter as I stood shirtless in front of the mirror. I lifted my breasts and let them fall. It was unreal. Had my hair gotten lighter overnight? I tilted my head to the side. It was as though I had gone from being a brunette to a dirty blonde, and the color looked so sexy against my skin and blue eyes.

How had a blue potion turned me into the woman I’d always wanted to become? I ran to my phone, grabbing my breasts so they didn’t bounce. I picked up my phone and the card Sharon had given me. Standing in the mirror, I took pictures of my topless self. I had my arm over my breasts, but I wanted to show Sharon it had worked.

I was typing the message when a thought came over me. Had it worked everywhere?

Panic swept through me as I pushed down the sweatpants I was wearing. There was nothing to worry about though, because my penis had vanished. A vagina replaced it. A gorgeous pussy with a clit and a little bush of hair. I pushed my pants all the way to the ground and dropped my arms to the side. I put my hands on my hips. What was there to hide?

I wanted to show my naked body on the streets. Would they understand how lucky I felt? Would they understand why I’d been crying happy tears for twenty minutes straight? I snapped pictures of my fully nude body, not caring if anyone saw the pictures. Waking up as a woman was the best thing that’d ever happened to me, and I felt like I owed Sharon a trillion dollars.

After washing up in the shower and coming down from the high of having my wildest dreams come true, I sent Sharon a quick message thanking her for everything she did. I added a picture of myself with my arm over my breasts.

Sharon: I’m so happy for you, Alex! Let’s get coffee soon.

Me: I’d love that!

I didn’t want to live in Kentucky, but how could I leave if the spirits who’d guided me to Sharon wanted me to stay? I didn’t know what to do with myself, so I spent the day staring in the mirror and touching my new body. There were leftovers in the fridge.

The first day as a woman was bliss. I felt nothing but blessed. How had Sharon fallen into my life and given me the greatest gift I could imagine? It was divine. The second day as a woman was like falling from the sky and smacking into the ground.

I woke up with the sunrise as I normally did. It was a warm winter day, and I wanted to stretch my legs. The woman who owned the building I was living in gave me a bag of old clothes when I told her I had nothing but money to pay her rent. She found my situation odd but didn’t ask questions. They were men’s clothes, but I could always go shopping once I got a job. I put on a pair of jeans that barely fit my new hips, a light sweater, and a jacket. It looked manly on my body, but plenty of women wore men’s clothing.

I got over how I felt in the baggy clothes and went outside to enjoy the fresh air. People were walking with their dogs along the sidewalk. The snow that once covered the ground had melted. I even felt a little womanly in the light sweater I was wearing.

A handsome barista had his eyes on my breasts as he took my order. I nearly thanked and kissed him but stopped myself. What woman would thank a man for staring at her breasts? I wondered if he ever had coffee thrown in his face for those wondering eyes. Another barista made my café au lait. I took it when they called my name and grabbed a table by the window.

Weeks had passed since I heard from my family. Part of me couldn’t believe they hadn’t come searching for me, but another part of me was happy they hadn’t. I learned more about myself in weeks than I had in years. It was impossible to classify how I felt about my family. I loved them. I would never stop loving them, but I knew I had to put myself first. They would never accept me as girl Alex. I would learn how to live with them as nothing more than a memory of my past life. I just wanted to hear my father’s voice one more time.

My voice had changed since I became a woman, but it didn’t stop me from dialing my father’s number. He answered on the third ring.

“Hello? Alfred Clark speaking. Who is this?”

“It’s your son, dad.” Except I was no longer his son. It was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

Alfred grunted. “You sound even more like a homo than when you left,” he said.

“I’m not gay,” I said. “Not that there is anything wrong with gay people, dad.”

“If you aren’t gay, I don’t know what you are.”

“I told you, dad. I’m trans. You don’t believe it, but I was born in the wrong body. I should have been born a woman. Wouldn’t you accept me as your daughter?”

“Alex, I don’t have time for this. You’re confused. Have you been taking drugs? Is that why you wanted money? You were using your credit card the entire time you were supposedly kidnapped, and you bought a lot of stupid shit.”

My voice rose to a much louder volume than what was appropriate for a café. “They took my wallet and were using my credit card while they had me locked in a basement! You did nothing to help! How could you do that, dad?”

“Why do you sound like that, Alex? Is this one of Alex’s friends? I don’t have time for games,” he said and hung up the phone. I slammed my phone on the table. Everyone dropped their eyes as mine swept the room. My café au lait was only half gone, but I needed air. I ran outside. I ran down the street with no idea where my steps were taking me.

There was a park at the end of the street. I sat on a bench and caught my breath, wondering where life would take me. No matter what happened, I wasn’t going back to Chesterfield. I couldn’t let my father win. I wouldn’t. He would regret throwing me to the gators. I was close to ashes, but I planned to rise like a phoenix. Nobody would stop me from finding success in my new life as a woman.


CHAPTER SIX

A few weeks had passed since I woke up as a woman. Life was feeling normal, all things considered. There was a vast hole in my heart because of my parents. My dad had my new number but never called. I sent my mother a message, and she never responded. If they wanted to talk, they knew where to find me. I was over chasing them. Nobody should be forced to love another.

The attic apartment was growing on me. It was about as big as the bedroom I had at my parents’ house, but it offered so much more privacy. No men visited, but I enjoyed having the option. There were so many sexy guys on the street. I saw a man I wouldn’t mind bringing home everywhere I went, but never acted on those feelings. As much as I wanted sex, I would never become a slut.

My flower was too precious. A man had to have a special place in my heart to penetrate me.

It was a warm winter day outside, and I didn’t want to stay in my apartment. I’d seen dozens of people out on the sidewalks and had a strong urge to join them. Since becoming a woman, I’d caved and spent some saving on women’s clothing from thrift stores and clearance sections. Sharon stopped by one day to check on me and drove me to a few stores for shopping. Sharon and I didn’t talk much, but I would forever be indebted to her.

I put on a long-sleeved dress over my smooth body. I spent far too much of my time in the bathroom making sure my body was free from even the tiniest of hairs. A pair of thrift-store flats completed the outfit. I didn’t feel like doing my makeup, but I brushed my hair before pulling it into a bun.

The warm sunshine kissed my skin. I walked on the sunny side of the street to my favorite area by the house. It had adorable shops that sold soaps, candies, books, art, and more. If I had more money, I would have bought my clothing at the boutique shops. Too bad I was dirt poor and running out of money with no prospects of employment.

All my documents were for boy Alex, and I didn’t have the courage to head to the courts or government offices to have my gender changed. I preferred to bury my head in the sand. If I still had a few coins in the bank, what was the point of stressing over bureaucracy?

My perspectives changed when I was selecting chocolates at the candy store and felt my panties becoming increasingly wet. The underwear wasn’t from the thrift store; I promise. I ran to the bathroom they had in the back and nearly fainted when I saw blood had soaked my undergarment.

I rolled tissue around my hand to stuff it between my pussy and the panties. My head throbbed as I tried to wrap my mind around having a period for the first time. How was it possible? I was anatomically male less than a month before. After paying for the chocolates, I rushed to a women’s health clinic. I spent money I didn’t have for a taxi. I prayed the staff wouldn’t ask too many questions when I arrived.

“What’s wrong?” the receptionist asked as I rushed to the glass window separating us.

I threw my head back and wailed. “I don’t know what’s happened to me. Help me.”

“Ma’am, please calm down. Take a deep breath,” she said. She was plump, blonde, and had worry in her eyes. “My name is Lillie. Breathe with me,” she said and took a deep breath.

I breathed with her, calming myself. “I’m sorry, Lillie. The problem is that I don’t have any paperwork.”

She nodded. “It’s okay. We can work with you. Please fill out this form. You’ll have to pay with cash or card, is that okay?”

“How much is it?”

“It will depend on what you need, but we’ll only charge fifty dollars for a quick consultation. Let’s start there.”

There was fifty dollars in my account, but I was near the point I would have to work corners in the evening if I didn’t get proper paperwork. I nodded and took the form. “I’ll pay in cash.”

The consultation was quick and easy. Doctor Tom was gentle, clearly gay, and told me everything I needed to know about a period. I told him I was nineteen, even though I was twenty-two. He said it was strange for a woman to start her period so late, but concluded the world was a strange place. There were no issues with my womanhood, according to Doctor Tom. He gave me pads, a pamphlet, and his card to call if I had any issues.

It was the best fifty dollars I’d ever spent and brought endless comfort to learn what was happening with my body. I took the bus home to save.

***

When I turned the corner to my street, a strange man in a suit was looking around my house. Was he planning to rob us in broad daylight? A suit didn’t fool me. He could be dangerous. I didn’t know whether to run away or approach him. I sucked in a breath and took a risk.

The man in a suit watched me as I approached him. He didn’t wave. He didn’t move. The creep stood there and stared.

“What are you doing on my porch? Don’t make me call the police.”

“I am the police,” he said and pulled out his badge. “My name is Detective Guzman. Do you know if an Alex Clark lives in this building?”

My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach. Why in the world was a detective looking for me? I shook my head and told Detective Guzman I had no idea who Alex Clark was.

His eyes moved up and down my body. I wasn’t sure if he was checking me out or concluding I looked somewhat like boy Alex. There were similarities, but I thought the potion had made me an unrecognizable woman. “I knocked on his door, and he didn’t answer.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Would he come back? Was there a chance he’d learn I lied to him? I didn’t want to go to jail, but how could I tell Detective Guzman the truth? He would never believe me. “I lied when I said I didn’t know Alex. Your badge scared me.”

The detective’s dark-brown eyes met mine, and I melted. It felt hot on the warm winter day. I could tell he found me attractive. I resisted a strong urge to let my hair down and shake it. Would he watch if my breasts swayed? “It’s okay. What’s your name?”

“Alex,” I said. “We always laugh about having the same name.”

“There is only one Alex who lives in this building, according to my records,” he said.

He was backing me into a corner, even though we were on the sidewalk. I didn’t have a rebuttal for his obvious point. His dark-brown eyes were making me weak. Maybe even a little wet. I felt a heat between my thighs for the first time since becoming a woman.

“Ma’am,” he said.

“Call me ‘miss’. You make me feel old, detective,” I said. “I’m staying with my cousin on the second floor. I’m here from Columbus. Alex and I made fast friends over our shared names. Sorry for blanking out, detective. You’re making me nervous.” I was bad and reached to my bun and undid it. I put my hands into my hair to shake it out and watched as the detective watched me. “Ah, that’s better.”

“It’s okay, Alex. Many people get nervous when they see the badge. You can call me Jose if you’d like.”

Can I call you Jose while we’re making love?

I looked into Jose’s dark-brown eyes and held his gaze, batting my lashes ever so slightly. “Is there anything I can do to help, Jose?”

He handed me his card. “Give this to your friend and tell him to call me when he has a chance.”

“Will do, detective,” I said.

Jose stared at me for several beats before wishing me a good day and walking past me. I waited on the front porch and watched him leave, waving as he drove away. His glowing bronzed skin, dark-brown eyes, and thick black hair burned into my mind.

***

I awoke the next morning from a dream where Jose was my lover. It was the best dream I’d ever had. My sheets were soaking wet beneath where I’d slept. My body was screaming for me to touch it. Explore it. Feel the glory of becoming a woman.

Nothing could stop my natural urges. Not even the droplets of red leaving my womanhood. It was natural. According to the pamphlet the doctor gave me, it meant I had eggs. It meant I had the potential to birth a child. It was a possibility I’d written off years ago. Could it become true if I found the right man?

That morning, as my fingers brushed against my sensitive clit, I wanted Jose’s babies. I wanted him to bury his cock inside of me as he had in my dream and deposit his seed. I wanted his heavy, masculine body pressed against my feminine one.

My back arched as I followed what felt best. My fingers rubbing my button made me wild. The sensations made me desperate for Jose. The way those dark-brown eyes had lingered on me when we were standing outside. He wanted me, and I needed him. I moved my fingers down to my wet pussy.

It was gushing for Jose. I slipped a finger into myself, but I already knew they were nothing close to how Jose would feel sliding around inside me. I glanced down when we were outside together and saw a handsome bulge beneath his slacks. Much bigger and more obvious than my cock had ever been as a guy, which I couldn’t believe was my past.

I moved my wet fingers back to my clit. It took seconds of rubbing it before the pressure exploded within me. I came, picturing Jose cumming at the same time and filling me with his juices.

It took me a few minutes to get out of bed. I cleaned up in the bathroom before making myself a cup of herbal tea. I sat with it and Jose’s card in front of a window overlooking the yard. How long could I keep hiding in the shadows? I needed to get my life together, and somehow, I needed to tell Jose the truth.

I sipped my tea and stared out the window. Did Jose and I ever have a chance?


CHAPTER SEVEN

Sharon opened the door to her little house in the city. She had her hair down and hanging over one shoulder, looking gorgeous in a pair of dark jeans paired with a thin loose-fitted sweater. “Alex, it’s so great to see you. I love that dress,” she said.

I was wearing a light-blue wool dress I’d found at a thrift store. I paired it with black flats and nude tights. “Thank you, Sharon. Thank you for having me over.”

“I hope the bus wasn’t too difficult.”

It always was, but I wouldn’t complain. Sharon had done so much for me. “It’s no problem. It got me to where I needed to go.”

“Tea? Coffee? Water?”

“Whatever you’re having.”

We sat on the back deck. It was cold but just warm enough to sit outside with hot coffee in our coats. The sun was shining. Why not take advantage? Sharon brought out a splash of milk for our coffees. I hated drinking mine black.

“What’s the matter? You seem stressed,” said Sharon. She sipped her coffee and crossed her legs.

The longer we sat in the sun, the less I wanted my coat. I had on a thin sweater under it if I got too hot. “For starters, there was a detective at my house,” I said.

Sharon sat forward in her chair. “We agreed to confidentiality.”

“I’ll never say what you did, Sharon. I promise,” I said and met her eyes.

“They would put me in jail for helping people. The government is cruel.”

I nodded. “He didn’t know it was me. My father probably put in a word with the detective’s boss to investigate my kidnapping. He doesn’t think it happened.”

Sharon shook her head. “How could your dad think that? From what you tell me, it was terrible.”

I hadn’t told Sharon the most crucial fact about the abduction. “It was my idea, somewhat.” Thinking about Christine felt like a lifetime had passed since I knew her. I told Sharon the full truth, and she listened. “If you hate me, I understand.”

“No, it’s not that. How did you get yourself into this mess?”

I bent my head. Running away from my family and destiny at Clark Hospitality was worth it. Becoming a woman was the greatest gift I ever received. My life was close to shambles, but I couldn’t forget how far I’d come. How far I could go.

Sharon rubbed my back. “I didn’t mean to make you cry.”

Fat, ugly tears fell from my eyes. It was as though I was locked in that basement again with John stomping around upstairs in a crazed mindset, ready to kill me at the first whoop of a siren. Whatever money I might have received wasn’t worth what I went through in that basement, but it had led me to Sharon. It led me to the blue potion that forever changed my life. “I’m sorry for crying,” I said.

“It’s okay,” said Sharon.

She was standing by the side of my chair. I turned to look at her. “I’ll never tell anyone about the potion, but I was hoping for some advice.”

Sharon took her seat next to me. “I’ll try my best.”

“How should I get papers? I appreciate your potion, but there’s no way for me to work. Everything I have says I’m a boy.”

“I never thought about that,” she said. “Honestly, transforming someone’s gender was a first for me. One of my friends is trans. I can ask her how she changed her documents.”

“You’re an angel, Sharon. I’ve done some research, but I’m so nervous to go to the government buildings. What if they judge me?”

“Then they’re assholes. I can go with you if you’d like.”

“Would you?” I asked.

Sharon nodded, and we agreed to try the following day.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Sharon stayed with me every step of the way to help with obtaining my papers. It took several trips along with some trial and error, but they had changed me from man to woman in every document I needed. My last name had changed from Clark to Crews. I found a job as a shift manager at a restaurant within walking distance of my house. My life was turning around, but I still couldn’t get Jose off my mind.

I felt bad for deceiving the detective. He was so handsome, and those dark-brown eyes made me want to touch myself every time I thought about them.

There were signs of winter becoming spring by the time my life felt like it was balancing out. I was through training at the restaurant and reversing the negative trend of my bank account. I spent a lot of the time in parks around the city, watching birds and other people. My job didn’t involve animals like I’d dreamed, but it beat sitting at home. It was better than sacrificing my life for my father’s vision. Even if I was still in Kentucky, at least I was living a life by my design.

I was getting off work when I felt an urge to call the number on Jose’s card. I carried it in my purse everywhere I went.

“Detective Guzman. Who’s calling?”

“Hello, Jose.”

My slutty voice must have caught him off guard. The sound of it even surprised me. “Who is this?”

“Girl Alex. You were looking for boy Alex in my building.”

“Right,” he said. It sounded like he was driving. “Any information you’d like to report?”

“There’s something I’d like to tell you, but it has to be off the record,” I said.

“Meet me at the station,” he said.

“It’s far, and I don’t have a car. Could you pick me up?”

“Remind of the address,” he said.

I told him where I lived. The gender change on my records had been through the court, but it didn’t sound like he was taking the Alex case too seriously. I hoped he would still look at me with the same longing when I told him how I used to be a boy. I ran around my studio apartment to pick out the cutest outfit I could before Detective Guzman arrived to pick me up.

***

The sun was shining in a cloudless sky as I stood on the sidewalk waiting for the detective. He was a few minutes late, but I wouldn’t make a fuss. I couldn’t wait to see him again. The nicer I was, the more likely he was to put his lips against mine.

I was wearing my blue coat with a sweater and pencil skirt beneath it. I hated heels but broke out a pair of black pumps to match my black tights. How could Jose not stare at my legs like he wanted them? I even put on a light layer of foundation and a glittery pink lip gloss.

Jose pulled up with the window rolled down, looking even sexier than I remembered. “Sorry, I’m late. Boss called.”

“No worries. May I get in?” I asked in my softest, most feminine voice.

“Yes, let’s head to the station and get your statement.”

“I said off the record.” I crossed my arms and stood outside the car.

“It will be off the record, but they will press you if you tell me something important.”

“Fine,” I said and got in the passenger’s seat of his nondescript car. We kept stealing glances of each other as he drove us to the station. I couldn’t help but notice how his pants bunched up around his manhood. He noticed me noticing his jumping cock. Was he hard for me? My period wasn’t due for another few weeks. All Jose had to do was ask, and he could have me.

Jose led us through his office. I felt intimated by all the cops walking around. There were inmates locked in tiny cells. I didn’t want to become one of them, even though I knew I deserved to get thrown in jail for faking my abduction. Had I lost my mind contacting Jose? We went to a room with a wooden bench along the wall with metal circles to attach handcuffs. There was a table and chair for the cops. Jose sat on the bench.

“You sure?”

“You aren’t a suspect. What information can you tell me about Alex Clark?”

I put my purse on the table and pulled out my wallet. I placed my new ID on the table. “Alex Clark is now Alex Crews.”

Jose looked from the ID to me. “Are you saying…?”

I nodded, wanting to cry for no reason. I’d become so emotional over the entire situation since lying to Jose. It kept me awake at night. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you the truth. I was afraid you would judge me.”

There was zero judgement on his face. If anything, his gaze grew more intense. Those dark-brown eyes stared into my soul. My body shook with nerves. I twirled a piece of hair around my finger to calm myself. The lights in the interrogation room were intense. They hurt my eyes. I wished we were in my bed surrounded my candlelight instead.

“I’m not here to judge you, Alex, but I wish you hadn’t lied to me.”

I stopped twirling my hair and ran a hand through it. “Jose, please. You don’t know how hard these past couple months have been for me.”

“Were you kidnapped? Or did you fake your kidnapping? When did you have time to change your gender? Wait here. Don’t move,” said Jose. His voice took on a force that frightened me. My body stilled as I waited for him to leave. He returned with an envelope.

I nearly fell from the chair when Jose slapped a photo on the table. It was me handcuffed to a pole in the basement where Sara and John had imprisoned me. “You looked a lot different here. How do you explain the change? Was this you? Did it happen, or were you faking it to steal your father’s money?”

His questions overwhelmed me to the point that I was holding my face in my hands and crying. Detective Guzman did nothing to help me. He sat there and waited until I stopped. I sucked in a sharp breath before responding. “I don’t have to speak, correct?”

“It will only make you look more suspicious. We’ve gathered a deal of evidence.”

“If that were true, you would have known about my gender change. I doubt you even take my case seriously,” I said.

Jose smirked and crossed his muscular arms. They looked huge, even though he was wearing a button-up shirt. I wanted him to throw me on the table between us and take me. What was with all the questions? Why couldn’t he ignore the mysteries and enjoy my brand-new pussy instead?

“Alex, you’ve piqued my interest with everything you’ve shared today. It’s true your case was on my back burner, but I’ve gained a newfound interest in figuring out what happened. You can either tell me now, or I’ll figure it out myself. What will it be?”

Part of me wanted to tell Jose what happened. I wanted to disclose how much I liked him. Why did his bronze skin, dark-brown eyes, and black hair drive me so wild? “I want you to take me home, Detective Guzman.”

“Very well. I’ll have my eye on you,” he said.

“Watch what you want. I have nothing to hide,” I said. It was a bluff, but I was innocent until proven guilty. As much as I hated how the abduction ended, it had started because of my reckless planning. I didn’t want Sara and John in jail, and I didn’t want to end up there myself.

Jose drove me home. There was a conflicted expression on his face. “Goodbye, Detective Guzman.”

“See you soon, Alex.”

I got out of his car and closed the door behind me, gazing into his eyes one last time before turning to head inside. I was nervous about what would happen to me if people found out about the details of my faked abduction, but it didn’t stop me from touching myself the moment I walked through the door. Images of Jose’s face fresh on my mind.


CHAPTER NINE

It was like a game of cat and mouse. I was the mouse, and Jose was my cat. He followed me everywhere I went for weeks, but I did nothing out of the ordinary. I had zero contact with anyone besides Sharon. She was nervous about my flirtatious nature with a detective, but I promised her I would never say a word about what she’d done for me. They couldn’t force me to reveal the details of my medical miracle.

Frigid days were the exception when my relationship with Jose went to the next level. We could only chase each other around the city for so long without caving to the obvious urges we had. It was a dinner shift when Jose came into the restaurant to sit at the bar. He was wearing a button-up shirt with no tie and the top two buttons undone.

“What brings you in here?” I asked. We’d been making eye contact for ten minutes. I couldn’t keep ignoring him. “I told you I had nothing to say.”

“I’m off the clock,” he said. He was sipping a beer straight from the bottle. “No need to worry.”

“Are detectives ever off the clock?”

“We can’t keep doing this, Alex.”

“Doing what exactly?” I was leaning against the bar with my head tilted to the side to make my dirty blonde hair hang over my shoulder. “You’re the one invading my place of work.”

Jose looked at me with those sultry dark-brown eyes. I wanted to hold his face and kiss those plump lips of his. If he threw me on the bar right then and lifted my dress, I wouldn’t protest. He could have me. I knew I would be gushing wet the moment he lifted me with those manly arms.

“Have dinner with me, Alex.”

“Dinner? Is that appropriate?”

“No, but I’ve been following you for weeks and don’t have anything. If you were just trying to piss off your dad, it’s not my business. I stopped digging a few days ago when I knew I had to have you.”

He was making my cheeks hot. I stood straighter and ran off to help a server in trouble. Jose was still waiting at the bar when I returned, desperate to have dinner with him. Desperate to have his cock for dessert. I had one question before we went out, though. “You don’t care that I’m trans?”

Jose shook his head. “No,” he said. “I don’t know what it is, but it’s like you give off an energy I can’t avoid.”

“Dinner, then?”

I could tell Jose wanted to put his hands all over my body, but he was being a gentleman. “Yes, when is your next day off?”

It was two evenings from when Jose visited me at the bar. We agreed to meet. I didn’t have much money, but I knew what little I had was going toward a dress and heels. Jose paid and hugged me before leaving. I thought about him nonstop until our date.

***

Jose was driving a different car than the one he used at work when he pulled in front of my house. It was much nicer than the one he had to use for work. Jose stepped out of the car to open my door like a gentleman when he arrived. He was taking me to a restaurant in Jeffersonville, on the Indiana side of the city. He smelled like cologne, and I already wanted to rip off his clothes. Why couldn’t we skip dinner and head upstairs to my apartment? “You look incredible, Alex.”

“Thank you,” I said. I looked at Jose through the corner of my eye. I was wearing a thick jersey dress with warm tights and two-inch heels. They had the cutest pair at the thrift store when I went. They were just tall enough to accentuate my legs without making me hate my life. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

I stepped into Jose’s car, and he closed the door behind me. His cologne hit my nostrils when he got in the driver’s side. He drove us across town, and the sexual tension was electrifying. I had never wanted a man so much in my life.

“Here we are,” Jose said after we’d been in the car trying our best not to touch each other. Jose hopped out of the car and ran over to my side to open the door, making me feel like a princess. I put out my hand. He took it and helped me out of the car. We were in a restaurant’s parking lot, but I still felt fabulous.

The breeze blew around my jersey dress as Jose held my hand. We walked to the entrance. The host seated us right away. Did Jose know how hot it felt between my legs? He hadn’t asked if I had a dick or pussy. He hadn’t said a word about me being trans. It was driving me crazy to see him sitting across from me.

“Order whatever you want,” he said.

I looked over the menu and decided on an iced tea and salad. Jose had a burger with a bottle of beer. “Is that enough for you?”

“Plenty,” I said. I leaned forward and asked Jose every question I could think. He told me about his childhood. He grew up in Chicago but moved to Louisville when he was in high school. “How did you become a detective?”

“It always seemed like the right job for me,” he said and shrugged. “I’ve helped a lot of people and will never regret going into the field.”

“Being a detective suits you,” I said.

“What about you?”

I told Jose how I wanted to become a zoologist but studied hospitality and business because of my father’s wishes. “It was easy to get a restaurant job with my background.”

“You can always change,” he said. The hope in his voice warmed me. I didn’t know if I would change careers, but I could always dream and volunteer my time to help animals. I’d already been given the most magnificent gift of all. What need was there for greed?

“How’s your burger?”

“Fantastic. Do you like your salad?”

“It’s fine. Not as good as being here with you. I’ve been thinking about you a lot, Jose.”

He looked at me with those simmering dark-brown eyes. “Likewise,” he said. “You’ve been on my mind.”

“What do we do about this attraction we feel?” Jose shook his head. I had ideas for how we could relieve ourselves. We couldn’t keep running forever. We’d already come as far as a date. “How about we watch a movie at my apartment after dinner?”

“I like that idea,” he said.

We finished our food, and Jose paid the bill. I didn’t fight him over it. He held my hand on the way out the door as he had when we entered. He opened the car door for me before going to his side. I kissed Jose on the cheek as he started the car with my hand on his flexed bicep. He thanked me for coming out to dinner with him that night, and I told him there was no place I’d rather be.

Jose drove us back to my apartment. I held his hand as we walked up the stairs. We had talked about what movie we wanted to watch on the drive back to Louisville, but never even glanced at the TV once we were through my door.

I moaned as Jose pushed me against the wall just past the stairs. He ran his hands up and down my body. I was coming undone as his lips pressed against my skin. He kissed my neck. My ear. My cheek. I jumped into his arms as he pressed his lips against mine. He stuck his tongue into my mouth as he held me and walked us across the room.

Our tongues moved in unison as Jose held me above his bed. His strong arms squeezed my little frame. I felt like a doll in his enormous arms. I broke our kiss to move my lips to his ear. “This is my first time since transitioning.”

Jose growled as I nibbled on his earlobe. He tossed me onto my bed and undid his shirt. He threw it to the floor. It was the first time I saw him shirtless, and it made my body explode with a greedy desire to have him. I got to my knees on the bed and walked over to Jose. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close to his muscular frame.

I moaned in his mouth as he kissed me and squeezed my ass. My pussy was wetter than it’d ever been. I could feel it leaking beneath my jersey dress. All Jose had to do was push up my dress to reveal my soaked panties. “I want you, Jose.”

“I want you, Alex.”

He wasn’t lying. I could feel his erection pressing against me. “Take me,” I said.

Jose didn’t hesitate. He pushed me onto my back and hiked up my dress. “Shit, you’re so wet. I didn’t think…”

There was no time to question my wetness. We couldn’t get distracted with details of my transition while we were so hot. I wrapped my legs around Jose’s back and pulled him close to my throbbing womanhood. It was unhinged, controlling my every fiber as it begged for Jose. “Touch me,” I said.

Jose listened. He got to his knees between me. He slid off my panties. I watched him admiring my pussy, looking like he’d just found a box filled with gold. He lowered his head. I never expected the ecstasy that followed. Each brush of Jose’s tongue sent me closer to the cliff of a mountain.

I had my hands in his thick black hair as he licked my pussy with the eagerness of someone claiming a winning lottery ticket. I moaned and hollered, unbothered by what my neighbors thought. Jose eating me out was the single best thing I’d ever felt.

As much as I tried, I couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t think. I was so close to falling over the edge, my eyes were searching for gliders in the sky. Anything to fly me to safety because I had one foot over the edge. My body was an inferno.

Jose lifted his head for a second, wiped his hand over my soaked pussy, and stood to show me his hard cock. He wrapped his wet hand around his manhood and stroked it slowly before diving his head back between my legs.

“Shit. Fuck, Jose.”

“Cum,” he said in a growl. I could feel the vibration of him beating his dick. My body was tense and so close to exploding. If I held on any longer, the pleasure would turn to pain.

A high-pitched whimper left my lips as a sense of euphoria flooded my body. Jose held his lips against my pussy. He licked my clit and made me cum a second time. My back arched as I squeezed the sides of his head. He laughed as he slipped a finger into my pussy. I pushed away his hand but couldn’t stop him from rubbing it along my womanhood to give himself the juices he’d need to stoke his dick.

He stood tall above my exhausted body. I wanted to serve him, but I couldn’t even move to roll over. “What can I do?” I asked as Jose stood above me, rubbing his cock.

“Touch that beautiful pussy,” he said in a deep, powerful voice.

I touched myself as he stood above me. He grunted and moaned as he held his balls with one hand and beat his cock with the other. I fingered myself. Touched my lips. I loved how he stared at me as though nothing else existed in the world.

“Fuck. Yeah,” I moaned as Jose shot his load all over my chest and breasts. He gave me his t-shirt to use as a towel, but I told him to get one from the bathroom. He did and came back to bed, rubbing me dry as he held me close to his body.

“I want to see you again,” he said.

“Me too,” I said.

We made out and touched each other until we passed out. Jose was gone when I woke up the next morning, but he left me a note to text him when I woke up. I hugged the note to my chest before sending Jose a message. I took a shower and made a café au lait before checking my phone again. Jose had already replied. I hoped he liked me as much as I liked him because I felt like I was falling in love.


CHAPTER TEN

The only thing Jose and I wished we had more of was time. A manager at the restaurant quit days after Jose and I had the most incredible dinner and night at my apartment. Jose got a high-profile case. We were swamped with work, unable to see each other nearly as much as we wanted.

Time was marching toward spring as the weeks passed. My every thought outside of the restaurant was for Jose. My family, the abduction, and all the other worries from my life in Chesterfield felt like remnants of a bad dream. All I needed was more time with Jose, and my life would be as complete as a solved riddle.

Jose and I hadn’t fooled around since that night at my apartment. We ate together near my house if we could. Jose sent me a message every morning to tell me what time he would be free, even though he had to cancel a few times. The high-profile case was taking a lot of his time. I didn’t take it personally.

Three weeks after Jose sent me to another world with his tongue, we had a date planned. He was off duty after a breakthrough in the case. His partners on the case would message him if they found anything further, but a night with me was his reward for all the work he’d done. I planned to make it count.

I was standing in front of a mirror in my studio. Makeup was my new best friend after a visit to the mall with my last paycheck. Sharon and I went together. I bought us some stuff. All the overtime had made my check much larger than I was expecting. I didn’t need my father. He could kiss my butt and shove his money up unmentionable places.

I put on foundation, eyeliner, mascara, a hint of blush, and my favorite red lipstick. I bought it after the sales attendant suggested the color for my skin. It was a darker, bolder red than I would have chosen myself, but I loved it. The day was chilly, so I put on a gray wool dress with long sleeves I found at the thrift store. I paired the dress with black nylons and black kitten heels.

One of my favorite finds was a gold necklace I bought at a garage sale around the corner from my house. I’d been walking around one pleasant Saturday morning when I saw a family with their garage door open and a little store set up. The gold necklace had a golden circle as a pendant. I tucked it under the neckline of the dress before checking myself once more in the mirror. My dirty blonde hair was down and curled.

I hoped Jose liked what he saw because I loved my reflection in the mirror. All those years of wishing, and my wish had finally come true. I had a sexy detective on the way to pick me up for a date. Our first that wouldn’t be rushed in weeks. I opened my purse to check my phone. Jose said he would be at my apartment in a few minutes. I stood at the window. It was much too cold to wait outside.

Jose pulled up a few minutes later. I rushed out the door. He was standing by the passenger’s door when I got outside. He was staring at me with those intense dark-brown eyes. I ran to him, as best I could in the heels. They weren’t my favorite to wear, but I couldn’t deny their sex appeal. Jose threw open his arms as I crashed into him. He kissed me. He smelled so manly and delicious, I almost wanted to skip dinner and take him upstairs. We hadn’t been together in a private setting in weeks.

“How are you, beautiful?” he asked.

“Happy now that we’re together,” I said. “Congrats on the breakthrough in the case.”

“Thank you. Let’s celebrate,” he said. Jose opened the door to his car, and I slid inside. He drove us to his favorite Indian restaurant in the city. We ordered three appetizers, mango lassi, and shared dishes Jose picked out. It all tasted delicious, but I was sure his cock would taste better between my lips. I couldn’t stop touching him. Jose didn’t mind. He touched me back. Played footsie. Holding hands over the table.

I even went to his side of the booth once we’d finished our meal to wrap my arm around him. He held me close. His cologne intoxicated me. We hadn’t drunk a drop of alcohol, but I was drunk on him. The server cleared away our plates. Jose paid the bill. I was far from ready to call it a night.

“What’s next?” I asked with my fingers in his thick, black hair.

“Would you like to see my place? We haven’t been yet,” he said. “Sorry I’ve been so busy with work, Alex.”

“It’s okay,” I said in a breathy voice. “We’ve seen each other when we can.”

“Not enough, if you ask me, but I’m happy we’re solving this case. There’s been crazy pressure on us from our bosses.”

“I understand. Plus, I love knowing you’re out there saving the world. My hero,” I said.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said. His hand was on my thigh, turning me into pudding. We left the restaurant, and Jose drove us to his house. It didn’t take us long to arrive. He had a small place in the city not too far from Sharon’s. “It’s not much, but—”

“It’s perfect,” I said as we walked up to his house. “I have a friend not too far from here.”

Jose nodded to acknowledge my statement as we stepped inside. I expected him to throw me against the wall by the front door and not toss his keys into a bowl. He took the scarf I was wearing and hung it on his hall tree. “I’m feeling like a tea. Do you mind?”

I wanted to rip Jose’s clothes from his body, but tea was fine. I didn’t want to make a big deal about it. We walked to his kitchen. His was smaller than Sharon’s, but his living room was bigger. We talked about the crazy weather as he fixed us two cups of lemon tea. His arm muscles flexed as he moved the tea bags up and down. I wished his arms were moving like that while he held my sides with my pussy around his dick, but the wait only made it that much hotter.

We were sitting at his table on the far side of the living room. “Did the surgery hurt?”

Jose never asked questions about my transition, but I always wondered if he thought about it. “Not as much as you’d think,” I said.

“I haven’t been able to get over how…” Jose slid into silence.

“Say what you want. I can handle your questions.”

“Your vagina… it seemed so real. So wet. I’m sorry if that’s inappropriate.”

I sipped my tea and tried to keep a serious face. “It’s fine, Jose. Trans women have a range of experiences after surgery. Some get wet. Others never do. I might have troubles getting wet like any other woman sometimes, but it just goes to show how much you turned me on that night.”

“I never knew,” he said.

“It’s okay. No trans woman or man has the same experience with surgery, but I consider myself lucky.” I never had surgery, but I had read stories. I had friends who were trans. There were online groups where I chatted with other trans individuals. They had a range of experiences. I only hoped my surgery would have gone well had I not transformed with the magic of Sharon’s potion.

Jose lifted those dangerous dark-brown eyes, looking at me like he was sliding the gray wool dress I was wearing off my shoulders. “Your vagina is beautiful.”

What more was there to say? What words were left when Jose looked at me like he wanted to be inside me? I stood and walked to his side of the table. He scooted his chair back. I sat in his lap. He wrapped his arms around me. I kissed him. He kissed me.

“I want you inside of me,” I whispered into his ear. His hard manhood pressed into my ass through his pants. I was wearing a dress, but it was thin enough to feel the thickness of his cock. “Take me to your bedroom.”

Jose lifted me into his arms. I squealed as my body moved into the air. He held me with those thick arms, carrying me to his bedroom. It was as tasteful and minimal as the rest of his home. He lowered me to the bed, placing me gently on its surface.

I lay there and watched him undress. He went over to his side table to pull out condoms. He had little packets of lubrication too, but I didn’t think we’d need those. If I squeezed my legs together, I could feel the wetness between my thighs.

Jose was naked. I was fully clothed. He kneeled on the edge of the bed. I couldn’t stop staring at his cock. It was long, thick, and seducing me. I got to my knees and went over to Jose. His cock pressed against my dress as he hugged me. I moaned as he put his hands into my hair and pulled back to expose my neck. His tongue licked from my collarbone to my chin. My pussy was gushing for his touch.

I lifted my knees as Jose struggled to rid me of my dress. He pulled it over my head. I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties. He reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. He tossed it to the floor. I covered my breasts, but Jose moved my hands and wrapped his lips around one nipple.

His hand pressed against my pussy. He growled with his mouth around my nipple, making me gush against his hand. He moved my panties to the side with one finger and played with my hole. I held him. My nails dug into his back. It only made Jose more aggressive. He fingered my hole and sucked on my nipple until I begged him to stop.

Jose pushed me to the bed and pulled off my panties. He got between my legs. He licked my womanhood, sending me far too close to cumming. There was so much I wanted before he made me worthless with pleasure. “Wait,” I said in a breathy pant.

“What?” said Jose. He lifted his lips. They were shiny with my juices.

“Lie here. I want to suck your dick.”

Jose didn’t argue with my request. He sat on the bed with his back propped against the wall. His dick was erect like a metal pole. I got to my knees between his splayed legs. I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked it. It felt so heavy in my hand. Jose looked at me with greedy eyes as I lowered my mouth to his manhood. He groaned as my lips made contact with his dick.

I bobbed my head up and down his cock, loving how Jose’s cock felt against my tongue. I reached between my legs and put my fingers on my throbbing pussy. It was so ready for Jose; I couldn’t keep denying it what it wanted.

I reached to the bedside table where Jose had placed some condoms. I opened one and rolled it over his dick.

Jose looked at me with a concerned expression. “Are you sure?” For being such a hunk, Jose had a side to him softer than a teddy bear.

“Yes,” I said.

We were naked. He was hard. I was wet.

Jose grabbed my sides and lifted my hips. His dick was so big. I yelped as he pushed the head of his cock into me. He pulled it out. “Are you okay?”

I nodded. “It felt good, but this is my first time.”

“I know,” Jose said. He reached his fingers out and rubbed my pussy lips. He tickled my clit, sending waves of pleasure over my body. “I’ll take it slow.”

I bit my bottom lip and nodded, moaning through my teeth. Jose’s hands moved from my clit to my sides. He ran them up my tingling skin until his hands cupped my breasts. He put his big, manly hands over them and squeezed them lightly. I wrapped my hand around his cock. It throbbed at my touch. “Fuck me,” I said.

Jose lifted me with no major effort. He put my pussy above his dick, teasing my hole with his member. Each time it touched my opening, a desperate need for penetration filled me. I begged for his cock. Jose told me to ask louder. I hollered.

He thrust his head into my pussy. It felt much better the second time. My lips hugged his dick as he fucked me with the tip of his manhood. Jose held my sides as he loosened my pussy. When I was ready for his entire member, he moved me to my back with my legs splayed in the air.

I touched my clit as he pushed into me. I reached out with my other hand and pressed it against his solid abs as he thrust in and out of me. We stared at each other; our faces contorted with the doors of ecstasy at our feet.

Jose pulled out of me and turned me to my hands and knees. My body nearly fell to little pieces as he entered my pussy from behind. He reached around and placed his hand on my clit, threatening to make me cum. I whimpered as my hands clenched the sheets beneath me. I didn’t want to fight my orgasm.

“I’m going to cum,” Jose said as he slid in and out of my loosened hole. His fingers were rubbing my clit. He wrapped his other arm around my breasts and pulled me up from my hands. We lowered our hips as Jose fucked me with long, gentle thrusts. Every centimeter of his cock had my legs shaking.

“Me too,” I said as Jose fucked me from behind.

He held me as he made love to me. I put my arms over his. We moaned and groaned as our bodies leaped over the edge of reality together. We fell, spiraling, into pools of euphoria awaiting us after our fall. I came three times as Jose kept fucking me and rubbing my clit through our shared orgasm.

We collapsed to the bed. His dick fell out of me. There was a massive load of cum hanging at the tip of his condom. I took it off his dick, twisted it in a knot, and threw it into the trash. We lay in bed for a bit before Jose asked if I wanted another cup of tea. He closed all the blinds, and we walked around naked for the rest of the night.

I was too afraid to say the words, but I was madly in love with Jose.

***

Springtime was in its full glory. I couldn’t get enough of the chirping birds, blooming flowers, and warm temperatures. I wore sun dresses, flats, and sunglasses every chance I got. There were parks near my apartment. I took full advantage of them.

Jose had found the last clues he needed to solve his high-profile case. The office had a party. We had a quickie in a private bathroom of his office on a floor away from the party. We hung out every chance we got. Late-night movies. Breakfast at a café. Jose would eat dinner at the restaurant if I was working a long shift.

Every time we had sex was like magic. Having Jose slide in and out of me. He learned what I liked, and I did the same for him. He loved giving head much more than receiving it, but he wouldn’t stop me if the craving came over me to suck his dick. We loved looking up different sex positions to try online. We’d even printed out sex-position charts. There was a copy at my house and one at his.

Life was more amazing than I’d ever expected after being locked in my parents’ oppressive household for so long. I had money, a sexy boyfriend, and the body I’d always wished to have.

Jose pulled up as I was sitting on a bench in the park. He surprised me. I wasn’t expecting him but could feel the smile spreading across my face from seeing him. He parked on the street and got out of his car. I watched as he walked toward me, so in love with him I could explode. We hadn’t said the words to each other, but I knew we both felt it. The way he looked at me told me.

“Didn’t expect to see you sitting here,” Jose said as he took a seat next to me on the bench. It was a cloudy day, but there was no rain in the forecast.

“You know I love to come to the park,” I said.

Jose placed his hand on my knee. “Alex, there’s something I’ve been wanting to say.”

“Okay.”

“You mean the world to me, and I don’t want you with anyone else.”

“There’s been nobody else. I promise,” I said.

Jose’s hand squeezed my knee and went slightly up my leg. It sent jolts of electricity through my body. Jose looked at me with those dark-brown eyes I saw in my favorite dreams. “I love you, Alex. You can’t begin to understand how much.”

“I love you, too.” I wrapped my arms around Jose. He lifted me to his lap as he kissed my lips. We held each other until Jose’s phone buzzed to tell him he had to leave. He gave me a ride back to my house. We hugged in his car before his phone buzzed again. Someone always needed my man. My hero.

***

“Alex, come here.”

There was a tone to Jose’s voice I didn’t like. We were at my place. I was lying on the bed, scrolling through my phone and trying to get over the cramps raging within me.

I’d given Jose a blow job the night before because my flow was paying a visit. Jose still didn’t know the full truth of my situation. I didn’t know how to tell him. He would think I was lying about so much more if I told him the truth about my magical transformation.

“Alex, we need to talk,” said Jose. He flew past the curtain hanging in the middle of my studio apartment, holding the trashcan from the bathroom. “Why is there a bloody pad in the trash?”

“What’s with your tone?”

“How is it possible for you to menstruate? I have no problem with you being trans, but…”

“Jose, please calm down.” I regretted leaving evidence in the trash like a fool. We had been spending so much time at his place. I normally avoided Jose when my flow started, but we had been inseparable since uttering those three words that got everyone in trouble. “I can explain.”

“Are you Alex Clark? What happened to Alex Clark? It was already strange how quickly you recovered from whatever surgery you might have had.” Jose was pacing in front of the bed. I sat up and wrapped the sheet around my half-naked body. Jose was only wearing his underwear, looking so sexy, but he was asking serious questions.

“Yes, Jose. It’s me. You wouldn’t believe what happened to me if I told you.”

“You better start talking, whoever you are.”

I sighed. “It’s me, Jose. It’s Alex.”

“You’ve been lying to me, Alex. It breaks my heart.”

“I haven’t been completely honest. You’re correct, but I can explain if you give me the chance.” Jose sat on the edge of the bed. I pulled the sheet tighter around my body as Jose looked at me with his detective face. He never looked at me with that face, and I hated it so much.

“I’m waiting,” he said as he turned his face away from me.

“You can’t say anything. I don’t want anyone charged.”

Jose looked at me with a hurt in his eyes I had never seen from him. “What did you do?”

“Jose, please. Don’t look at me like that.”

“You aren’t who I thought you were,” he said. “Did you kill Alex Clark?” Jose moved off the bed and grabbed his clothes from the floor. My heart was breaking as he stepped into his clothes. “Did you kidnap him?”

Tears ran down my face as Jose went to his bag he had on the table. He pulled out his gun and holster and placed them on his hip. “I’m not dangerous, Jose! Please, stop.”

“You aren’t talking, and I have no idea who you are.”

Jose stood at the end of the bed waiting for me to speak, but I couldn’t find any words to say. “Do you promise to keep what I have to say to yourself?”

“I won’t know until you tell me.”

“I promised the person who helped me I wouldn’t tell.”

“Fine,” he said. “Tell me what happened. You can leave out the names.”

I sucked in a breath and tried to stop myself from crying. Jose glared at me with impatient eyes. He was right to question who I was, and it was in his nature. He was a detective. He had found a clue.

The story I told him started back at my family’s estate. Jose listened as I told him about my father’s refusal to accept my transition. I told him about the faked abduction, leaving out names. I told Jose how Sharon made me a potion that turned me into a woman without mentioning her name.

“How is it possible?” he said when I made it to the point in my history where I met him.

“If I knew, I would bottle up my friend’s magic and sell it.”

“Can you tell me something only Alex would know?”

I told him how I’d known my parents’ numbers without looking and about the messages between us. The information I needed to provide at the courts to have my gender changed on all my documents. “You can give me a DNA test if you’d like. I’m not lying to you.”

Jose shook his head. He sat on the edge of the bed and wrapped his arms around me. “So, you never had a surgery?”

I shook my head as he backed away to sit up. “I woke up with a vagina. Do you understand how amazing that was? Then I met you. I’ve been having the best days of my life since running away from my family’s estate. I wouldn’t trade what I have now for any potential inheritance they might give me. My brother, Arthur, can have it. All I need is you, Jose.”

“I need you, Alex. You don’t know how upset I was for a second,” he said, shaking his head.

“I saw it. You scared me,” I said and touched Jose’s leg. “Know I never wanted to lie to you.”

Jose wrapped his hand around mine. “I know, Alex. I know. Does this mean you can have children? Does this mean we can start a family?”

My heart skipped a beat. “Jose, are you saying you want to start a family with me?”

Jose nodded. He slipped off the bed and got to one knee while still holding my hand. “I’m not asking you to marry me, but I’m asking you to stay faithful. I will do the same. There’s no other woman in the world I want, Alex.”

“I feel the same, Jose. Thank you for believing me.”

Jose kissed my hand before climbing back to the bed. He pulled me close for a kiss and cuddled me until we got out of bed for the day.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

All those events led Jose and me to where we are now, living in a cabin somewhere in the hills between Louisville and Chesterfield. They never told us exactly where the cabin is. We’ve spent the last few months in hiding, ever since we found out I’m pregnant. I have an engagement ring on my finger and no shame in my heart. Carrying Jose’s baby is the greatest blessing of all. We still don’t know if our blessing is a boy or girl. I don’t care either way.

Life is fantastic, but I want my child to have a family. Our baby deserves to have a normal childhood. How can he or she have that without knowing who their grandparents are? I don’t love what my mother and father did, but I want to move past that. Jose and I are building a family of our own. We will have our own boat. Our own walls. I don’t need my parents, but I would like to have them in my life.

We are in hiding because Jose made moves to get ahead of any press. Since there is evidence of my past in the world, he didn’t want someone to discover the magic of my pregnancy without science to back it up. It would bring too much attention to us and our future child. I love how much Jose will do to protect us.

The door swings open, and Jose steps inside. He was speaking on the phone. “They’ll allow it.”

I slowly stand from my chair to hug him. Ever since I found out I’m pregnant, I’ve been moving like a snail. “You mean it?”

Jose nods. “Yes, as long as everyone signs nondisclosure forms. People are reaching out to your family now.”

“Oh, Jose. You’re incredible. How can I ever thank you?”

“I can think of a few ways,” he says and wraps his arms around the small of my back.

“You’re so naughty. We’ll hurt the baby,” I say.

“The doctor told you that’s not true. Come on. You know you want to,” Jose says and kisses my neck. We have government doctors on speed dial, and one doctor comes every two weeks to the cabin for a checkup. Everything is in perfect order, according to her.

I give in to Jose and let him lift me into his arms. He takes me to the bedroom and skips the condom as we fall to the bed.

***

It took a few more weeks of government clearances, but we are finally in Chesterfield to meet my family. They were briefed on the situation, but I don’t think they are ready to see how much I’ve changed. I’m showing. I even felt the baby move for the first time when Jose was holding me in the bed last night at the hotel.

My parents are waiting inside a restaurant for Jose and me. There will be an undercover government agent there to make sure only people with clearance are at the table. If anyone else speaks to us, we are to introduce me as a cousin or some distant relative.

“You ready?” Jose asks and puts his hand on my leg.

I put my left hand over his, staring at the engagement ring he gave me. We are planning to marry in a courthouse somewhere. The government has a tight hold over our lives, but we don’t care. If we are together, nothing seems impossible. They are allowing us to have our child. They won’t arrest Sharon. Sara and John and Christine all got free passes.

“I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” I say.

Jose opens his door and comes around to my side. He doesn’t do it every time these days, but he is always a gentleman. I take Jose’s hand. We walk toward the entrance of the restaurant together, and I know no matter what happens, Jose will be by my side.

My parents freak when they see me. Somehow, there is a presence in their eyes that tells me they know it’s me. There’s no question. My features changed in the transformation, but my eyes never did.

“Alex, is that you?”

“Yes, mom. It’s me,” I say. My mother, Linda, kisses me on the cheek and gives me the heaviest hug I’ve ever felt from her. My father is even happy to see me. He congratulates Jose and me on the pregnancy as though I had been a girl since birth. My brother is there too and acts as though it’s any other day. I give him a hug and ruffle his hair.

We never talk about the transformation, but it’s almost best that way. We hug after a delicious meal and light conversation, saying goodbye to each other at the door. My parents have come around from whatever dark place they were in with me. The lunch cleared the air. We were in a better place without even saying it.

Jose and I are back in the hotel. We will stay one more night before heading back to the mountains in a government vehicle. “How do you think it went?”

“Lunch went well,” I say. “All that matters is that I have you.” I wrap one leg over Jose’s body. He holds me, and we drift off to sleep. The vehicle arrives early the next morning, but they take us to an apartment in the city instead of a cabin in the country. They want us back to work. We get special instructions about what story to tell.

They marry us the next day at the courthouse, so my last name is Guzman instead of Crews or Clark. They mostly erase Alex Clark from the record books and replace many of his official records with a girl named Alex Crews, who grew up in a different part of Kentucky and had Linda and Alfred as aunt and uncle instead of mom and dad.

Jose has been wearing a gold wedding band since we got engaged, but makes me put it back on him when we say ‘I do’. He does the same with my ring. We have pictures taken to hang on the walls of our new apartment.

“Everything will work out,” Jose says as we sit on our new couch after the wedding. He has his fingers interlaced with mine. The only sounds are those that come from outside our walls. It’s much different from what we heard in the country, but I like it.

“I think it will,” I say and place my head on Jose’s shoulder.


CHAPTER TWELVE

5 Years Later

I found this notebook in an old box this morning and wanted to write one last entry to note how far Jose and I have come. I’m sitting at the table on my screened-in porch attached to a big house in the suburbs. Robert and Herbert are running around in the backyard. We have huge trees to offer ample shade to protect their precious skin.

The past five years have felt like a long time and no time at all. Robert was born first. We had Herbert twenty months later. Jose presses me to have another kid every day, but I’m on the fence. Robert and Herbert drain me of energy. I swear I have wrinkles, and I’m only twenty-seven.

“Mom, come play,” Robert screams. They are throwing a ball and racing around.

“In a minute,” I holler back.

I swear they know whenever I’m doing something important, but it’s almost impossible to resist their adorable little voices.

In the past five years, much has happened. Jose started working for the FBI. Sharon got married and is pregnant with her first child. We are making bets on if her child will have powers. She never got in trouble with the government, and they turn a blind eye to her callings. My parents watch the kids. They never ask about my transformation, and they love being grandparents. They introduce me as their niece if anyone asks, even though they have accepted me as their daughter. Even Melissa thinks I’m their long-lost niece, which breaks my heart, but it’s safer for my children the fewer people who know the truth. My brother moved to Memphis with a girl he met at a music festival. He promises he’ll move back to take over Clark Hospitality in a few years, but nobody believes him. He discovered a love for firefighting after dropping out of college.

I would take over the business if Jose had more flexibility with the FBI, but my father is happy to have a firefighter and an FBI agent in the family. He plans to sell Clark Hospitality when he’s ready to retire and leave us with whatever money might be left over when they pass away. Not that I ever want that to happen. Jose and I have plenty of money. I’d much rather have grandparents for Robert and Herbert.

Tonight, Sharon and her partner are coming over for a barbecue. Jose is buying groceries at the store now. We love having people over and know everyone on our street.

“Mom, come play.” Robert is staring at me with puppy-dog eyes from across the yard.

“Coming,” I say. I’m closing this journal now to hurry to the yard and play with my kids.
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