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To my readers, always


Accidents Happen

(26,400 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

The country air has tasted like cotton candy at a fair in spring for as long as I could 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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