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Chapter 1

“Smith, Jack Smith,” the gruff-looking bailiff with a stocky build and a full head of salt and pepper hair called out.

Standing up, I walked toward the cell door and said, “I’m Jack Smith.”

“Someone’s here to see you.”

After sticking my hands through the slot and being cuffed to ensure I wouldn’t try and overpower the guard, I stepped back and waited. He then pulled the cell open and escorted me down a series of corridors until we reached the door at the end of the hallway. Opening it, he took me by the arm and led me inside, where I caught sight of a man in a dark suit sitting at a table. Releasing me from the handcuffs, the officer turned and left the room.

The man sitting at the table, who had a head full of gray hair and had to be every bit of sixty years of age, okay, maybe fifty-nine, stood up, gave me a forced smile, and said, “Mr. Smith, I’m Oscar French, State Department of Corrections.”

As I approached the table, he said, “Please, won’t you have a seat.”

Sitting down, I asked, “So you’re with the State Department of Corrections?”

Nodding, he said, “That’s right.”

“Mind if I ask a question, Mr. French?”

“By all means.”

“Doesn’t the State Department of Corrections oversee the prison system?”

Giving me a quick nod, he replied, “Well, yes, it does, as a matter of fact.”

Shaking my head, I said, “I haven’t even been before the judge yet. I know I fucked up pretty bad but was what I did so terrible that I’m going straight to prison without a trial?”

“You mean the way that you beat that poor man relentlessly and without mercy simply because he bumped into you? Is that what you’re talking about?”

It was true. What I had done was unforgivable and was nothing less than a disgusting act of aggression against a guy in the wrong place at the wrong time. It had been a terrible evening, and I’d just lost $500 on a football game, followed by a call from my girlfriend who told me she needed some space, aka she was breaking up with me. On top of that, I’d just had a few drinks, causing me to be way more pissed off than I usually would have been under such circumstances. The moment that poor guy bumped into me in the restaurant bar, I took all my aggression out on him. I picked him up by the collar, slammed him to the floor, and then began beating on him non-stop, releasing all the rage stored in me. I worked him over pretty hard for at least fifteen seconds or so until a group of guys a couple of tables over finally realized what was going on and pulled me off of him. As I looked down at him lying there in pain, the gravity of what I had just done hit me, and I realized that I’d taken my bad day out on him, and he might be seriously injured. On top of that, I was probably in trouble, big trouble, and might be doing a couple of years in county or prison. I had fucked up badly.

I’d always had a short fuse as it was something I had been born with, and I had always been explosive, but nothing like this. Like so many others, I don’t think the pandemic helped, as the isolation we all went through screwed with our minds, causing us to lose some of our sanity. That, plus the world we live in today, where everyone seems to be mad all the time with no forgiveness under any circumstances, doesn’t help matters. There’s no doubt that all those factors turned me into the madman I became for those few seconds, hurting the guy at the other end of my fists and probably damaging my life as I knew it.

As the ambulance hauled him away, I stood there attempting to grasp what had just happened, hoping he wasn’t seriously injured. I began to think about how he might have a family who was counting on him in some way and that my actions might cause them distress, whether financially or otherwise. Before I could give it much further thought, I found myself in handcuffs and being loaded into a police cruiser. The restaurant camera footage, not to mention the eyewitnesses who gave statements as to what they had seen, resulted in my immediate arrest. Sitting in the back of the squad car, I realized that I was in more trouble than I had ever been in my life, and I felt sick to my stomach.

“And, if I’m not mistaken, he even said excuse me, didn’t he?”

I looked down, returned my gaze to him, nodded, and said, “Yeah, he did.”

“Did he spill your drink or something? Is that why you were so pissed off?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, nothing like that. It was a very light bump at that.”

“Well, remind me not to piss you off,” he replied. After a few moments, he added, “I’ll tell you one thing, if you end up going to prison, you won’t be pulling anything like that! You’ll be the one getting the ass-whooping, not the other way around. In the big house, you’re nothing, and you will find that out on day one. There are guys in there that will eat you alive, shit you out, and then do it all over again.”

Looking at him, I said, “I’m not making any excuses Mr. French, none at all. I screwed up and bad, am clearly guilty and will probably do some time. What I did was wrong, and if I could travel back into the past, I would have done things differently.”

After a long pause, I asked, “Anyway, I’m sure that you are here for a specific reason related to my circumstances, so how can I help you today?”

Leaning back in the chair where he rested, he then asked, “We already know that the judge is prepared to throw the book at you. Your future does not look bright.”

“Oh yeah? Out of curiosity, just how hard is he planning on throwing the book at me?”

“With the entire event recorded and all-over social media, which clearly shows you beat him for no good reason other than your nasty temper, and on top of that, you were intoxicated; I would count on five years.”

“Five years? I know I beat him good, but five years?” I asked.

Nodding, he said, “The public outcry on this is tremendous, so despite the fact that you’re a first-time offender, it’s not going to be pretty.”

“Oh jeez, I can’t believe it; this is like some sort of nightmare. I’ll never make it on the inside that long,” and then I dropped my head toward the floor and covered my face with my hands, “What have I done?”

A few moments passed, and then he asked, “Mr. Smith, what if I told you there might be a solution to your problem?”

Raising my head, I looked at him and asked, “Really?”

Nodding, he replied, “Would that be something you’re interested in?”

“Are you talking about a reduced sentence or something like that?”

With a smirk on his face, he said, “That or less.”

My eyes were now wide open as I responded, “Hell yeah, I’m interested. I’ll do almost anything for a reduced sentence, or better yet, absolutely anything at all for no sentence. Just name it. What do I need to do?”

“But you’ve not heard what the requirements are. Once you do, you might change your mind,” he replied.

“It would have to be pretty bad for me to say no. So, tell me, what do I need to do to make all of this go away?”

“There is an experimental new therapy designed to help individuals like you, something that takes away all the aggression you’ve most likely been harboring all of your life. This is a treatment that, if successful, will free you from all the rage and resentment you’ve been carrying around for as long as you remember. So, not only does this potentially get you out of trouble, but it also makes your life better.”

Leaning forward, I asked, “How do you know about my past and that I’ve been a hothead all my life?”

“We’ve done a background check on you, friends, family, former schoolteachers, and co-workers past and present and know a whole lot about you. According to the information we’ve gathered, you’ve had a low boiling point since birth but managed to contain it until recently. Tell me I’m wrong.”

Looking down, I glanced at him and said, “You’ve certainly done your research, Mr. French, and you’re right; it’s something I’ve struggled with for as long as I can remember. By the grace of God, I somehow kept it under control, don’t ask me how, but I did. However, in the end, it finally beat me, and here I sit before you.”

After a long pause, I said, “The thought of potentially being free of this beast that has tortured me all of my life and that has eaten at me almost daily over one thing or another is appealing. Mr. French, sign me up.”

Smiling, he said, “Awesome, that’s the spirit.”

“So, what kind of treatment is it? Is it counseling or therapy of some sort which also consists of a regimen of new experimental mood stabilizers and a little bit of yoga thrown in? Whatever it is, I’m in, and all the way.”

Shaking his head, he replied, anyone in your position would gladly agree to that kind of regimen, Mr. Smith. What we have in mind goes beyond conventional treatment plans such as the ones you just mentioned, which are not always effective, by the way. To get to the heart of the matter and solve the problem at hand, which is your bad temper, you need the aggression eliminated first. Then any remaining hostility will be treated using the methods you mentioned, such as medication, counseling, and so forth.”

Leaning forward, I asked, “Just exactly how do you plan to treat my aggression, Mr. French?”

With a slight smile, he said, “First, by getting your testosterone under control because that’s the root cause of your problem.”

“My testosterone?” I replied.

Nodding, he said, “Yes, that’s the first order of business. You see, we need to reduce the amount of it in your system, which should allow you to start seeing results in a short amount of time.”

“How exactly will you do this?”

“By using an experimental HRT derivative designed especially for individuals such as yourself, you’re test subject number one.”

“HRT?”  I exclaimed. “Isn’t that the stuff that’s used by guys wishing to become a trans woman?”

Nodding, he chuckled and then added, “Correct. Men who want to transition often use HRT for that purpose.”

“Hold on one second. Are you trying to turn me into a tranny or something?”

Laughing out loud, he said, “Not at all. This compound is designed specifically to reduce your testosterone levels, lowering them to the point where your aggression is removed. However, it won’t lower them to the point where you will suffer any ill effects such as osteoporosis, gynecomastia, or losing your body hair. Please don’t worry. The last thing we want to do is turn you into a girl.”

“By the way, what is gynecomastia?” I asked.

“When men grow breasts.”

Chuckling, I said, “I definitely don’t want to sign up for that,” and we both laughed.

“So, I don’t have anything to worry about. This is completely safe?” I asked.

“If it were one hundred percent completely safe, we wouldn’t be offering you a deal to stay out of prison now, would we?” he replied.

“Okay, what could potentially go wrong during the treatment? What are the risks?”

“Of all the things we just discussed, or so I’m told, the risk is medium or less. There’s also the potential, though not likely, you could become a bit curvier, but that would be an extreme case, and the scientists that developed the therapy don’t feel that is likely.”

I sat there quietly, thinking for a few moments, then looked down at the floor, thinking about the potential risks of agreeing to be a guinea pig for the prison system and some pharmaceutical company with a government contract. What if I got turned into a chick with a dick? That didn’t seem like a very attractive prospect, but then again, what could I do? I had absolutely no options except to hire a high-priced lawyer, duke it out in court, and most likely still do some time behind bars. Shit!

Looking at him, I said, “If I don’t agree, I’m going to jail, aren’t I?”

Smiling, he said, “That is up to the court to decide. With a good lawyer, you might get off completely.”

“By taking your deal, there’s the potential that I could end up with some feminine features, and the prospect of that does not fill me with glee. After all, I’d hate to end up singing soprano.”

“That’s understandable,” he said.

After a long pause, I asked, “By agreeing to this, I won’t do any time at all?”

“That’s right.”

“I must be out of my mind for going along with this, but then again, I have no choice. Okay, let’s do it.”

“Excellent, Mr. Smith. I will get started on the paperwork immediately.”


Chapter 2

The next day I signed a mountain of paperwork where I agreed to release the entire known universe from any and all liability regarding the treatments I would soon receive, which I hoped would make me a better man. Considering that I had no choice in the matter, I was at peace and accepted that the almighty above was probably protecting me from any side potential side effects the treatments might have upon my person. Then again, maybe he had other plans in store for me because of the savage beating I’d given that poor man, and if that was the case, I accepted that and knew I deserved the punishment.

A day later, I was whisked off to a corporate laboratory and testing facility where I was to receive the treatments that would supposedly help to tone down my bad temper. Though I was apprehensive about what I was getting ready to undergo, I did hope that the therapy would provide me with some peace and that I would be able to calm the fuck down. The prospect of not letting every little thing get under my skin and eat me alive, which I had suffered with all my life, seemed appealing.

Upon arrival, I was shown the room where I would be staying, and I was pleasantly surprised by my accommodation. Versus resembling a traditional hospital room, which I expected, it was more like a four or five-star hotel suite with all the trimmings and included a king-sized bed and big screen television with channels galore, internet access, a sitting area, and even a kitchenette. The latter was barely needed because they had a world-class kitchen on-site and would prepare anything you requested, and they even had room service, with the exception of midnight to 5:00 a.m. They offered such wonderful amenities because they had an executive dining room and kitchen to take care of the high-level corporate staff. Visitors such as myself, who were on campus receiving special treatments, simply benefitted from that fact which was fine with me as the food was wonderful.

Though I interfaced with several medical professionals during my time there, the person I worked with most of the time was Katie Williams, a pretty young blonde woman with the most gorgeous blue eyes you’d ever seen. Katie was my case worker, and though she was not responsible for administering any of my treatments, she managed all aspects of my therapy. In many ways, it seemed that she actually knew more about my needs than the medical professionals who were administering my treatments. On more than one occasion, Katie let them know that I had missed a dose of my medication or stopped them when they were about to administer one treatment too many, though this was rare. She took such great care of me that I soon began to think of her as not just an employee of the clinic but as a true and trusted friend.

As I got to know her, I eventually opened up and told her the entire story of what happened and how I ended up in the facility. As I shared the details of that fateful evening that had changed the course of my life, I felt embarrassment and shame as I’d never experienced. When I had finished telling her the tale, I began to cry, which surprised me because that was the last thing I had expected to do. I apologized to her and explained that shedding tears was something I just didn’t do, and for the life of me, I couldn’t figure out what was going on. She smiled and said not to worry about it because, after all, I had been taking a form of HRT designed to lower my testosterone levels, and my reaction was not unexpected.

“It’s okay,” she said, “The fact that you are showing emotion tells me a lot.”

“Really?”

Nodding, she smiled and said, “It does. For one thing, it shows you’re not a completely barbaric animal that assaults people simply for fun. It’s refreshing to see that you have some compassion underneath all those layers of anger and that you have remorse for what you did, and in my opinion, that means the treatment is working.”

Sniffling, I said, ”Thanks, Katie. You know, I wish I could apologize to him in some way for what I did and let him know what a fool I was and tell him if I could do it all over again, it would never have happened.”

I then added, “Gosh, I wish there was something I could do, Katie, something to make up for what I did that would help him or even compensate him in some way, ya know? If I could make him feel better in any way at all, I would do it.”

Smiling, she said, “Jack, the fact that you’re saying what you are speaks volumes about your progress. Aside from what you just told me, overall, have you been feeling less angry?”

I sat back in my chair, shrugged my forehead, and thought about her words, and as I pondered what she had said, I realized I wasn’t pissed off. For the first time in my life, I felt a sense of peace, and it was as though a terrible weight had been lifted from me, which was awesome. However, I couldn’t help feeling terrible guilt and shame about what I had done to that poor man, Mr. Hunter Murphy, when I beat the shit out of him.

“Yes,” I said and then nodded, “I truly am, and it’s a pretty wonderful feeling. You know what, I think the medication is working, Katie.”

“That’s wonderful, and after only three weeks of treatment. Oh, Jack, that’s fantastic,” she said and then gave me a great big hug, which I returned.

“When I checked into the facility, you said the amount of time I would spend here would depend on how I responded to the treatments. Were you suspecting that we would see results this quickly?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she replied, “By this point, we were expecting minor results at best, so this is truly encouraging to see. I can’t wait to tell the medical staff about your progress.”


Chapter 3

Over the few days, it was abundantly clear that the HRT cocktail I had been receiving was working, and I had never had such optimism in all my days. I had just turned thirty the day before and was feeling fantastic, better than at any point in my life. The internal rage I had harbored for so long was gone, and I felt truly free. In my opinion, I was unstoppable, and the future sure felt bright. I had been freed of the beast that had lived inside me for so long and was happier than ever.

A few days later, I looked at the calendar and discovered it had been precisely thirty days since I had started treatment. Katie brought me a special cupcake with a candle and told me she was giving it to me for two reasons. One, it had been my birthday the week before, and she’d forgotten, and two, it had been one month since I had started treatment, which was a milestone in itself, and she felt congratulations were in order. 

That evening I ate a light meal because I wasn’t very hungry. I thought it was a bit strange that I wasn’t, but I didn’t worry about it as I’d had a big lunch, plus I’d also eaten the cupcake that Katie had given me late in the afternoon and surmised that it might have messed up my appetite. Looking at the clock, I saw it was 6:20 p.m. and couldn’t believe how tired I was. With nothing on my social calendar, I decided to turn in for the evening.

As I opened my eyes, I caught sight of the white tiled ceiling hovering about eight feet above me. Continuing to stare upward, I couldn’t help but notice how rested I felt as I lay there. I had clearly gotten a good night’s sleep; of that, there was no doubt. I soon realized how bright my room was, much more than it should have been for early in the morning. Was it possible I had overslept by several hours? Surely not. If I hadn’t woken up on my own, the staff would surely have gotten me up because I had a medication schedule that had to be followed quite precisely.

Just as I started to prop myself up so I could scan the room and look at the clock on the bedside table, the door opened, and in walked Katie along with Mr. French and a physician whom I had never seen before. As they approached my bed, Mr. French said, “My God, Katie, is this really him?”  Then looking at her, he added, “Or should I say her?”

What a peculiar statement, I thought. He knew what I looked like, so why would he say such a thing? On top of that, why would he have referred to me in the feminine because I was certainly not that! Surely, he must have meant to say him versus her. Yes, he simply made a mistake, and that had to be it.

Appearing to be relieved, Katie said, “Jack, you’re awake, thank God,” and after a few moments asked, “How are you feeling?”

Smiling, I replied, “Never better, and what’s all the fuss about? Did something happen overnight that I’m not aware of?”

As I finished my words, it suddenly hit me that something was wrong with my voice. It was a much higher pitch than usual, so much in fact that it sounded like a female. Though I couldn’t see it, I could tell that my facial expression had now changed from contentment to one of confusion as I knew that there was something very wrong.

“I can see you were caught off guard by your new voice,” Katie said, “Jack, something has happened that you may find quite unsettling, and it may be a bit of a shock. The important thing to remember is that every one of us will support you in every way, okay?”

I gave her a brief nod, and she then said, “I don’t know how to put this gently ….,” and then paused as it was clear that she was struggling to find the right words.

Cutting in, Mr. French said, “Remember how you once told me how you hoped this treatment would not turn you into a woman? Guess what?”

Turning my head slightly to the side, I replied, “Are you fucking kidding me? You said the odds of something like that happening were almost non-existent.”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “I think I said medium or less. Anyway, sorry about that dude, or should I say dudette.”

After a few moments, he said, “Well, at least it’s better than being in prison,” and then chuckled. Upon observing that I was not amused, he added, “Sorry, I was just trying to lighten things up.”

With a scowl on my face, I replied, “The jury is still out on that, and at this point, I’m wondering if maybe prison would have been a better alternative. At least I would still have been a guy. Anyway, what am I going to do? I don’t know anything about being a woman,” then turning to Katie, I said, “Surely you have talked to the medical staff about fixing this. Is there a chance of reversing what has happened?”

Biting her lower lip, she raised her eyebrows and then shook her head slowly before saying, “I’m so sorry, Jack, I really am. I know this must be quite devastating. However, as I said before, you are not alone, and we are here to help you every step of the way, so as far as your well-being and financial needs, you have nothing to worry about. Okay?”

Mr. French added, “That’s right, and I want to assure you that the full resources of my organization are also available to help you too, of that you can be assured.”

The room was silent for the next few moments as there was nothing left to say. I was a woman, and there was no going back. It was my new reality, and I was terrified at what lay ahead.

“Would you like to see the new you? If not, it’s okay. We can take this at whatever speed you’re comfortable with,” Katie said softly.

Looking up at Katie, I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I’m kind of afraid of what I’ll see when I look into the mirror, if you know what I mean.”

Smiling, she said, “I understand. We’ll do it when you’re ready.”

Mr. French then stepped to the side of the bed and said, “Jack, if you need anything at all ….”

I nodded, and he then turned and walked to the door along with the physician who was present and exited the room.

“Jack, would you like me to give you some time alone?” Katie asked.

Looking at her, I said, “Please stay.”

“Of course,” and she pulled a chair to the side of the bed, sat down, and asked, “Is there anything I can get you?”

After a few moments, I nodded and said, “I think I’m going to take you up on your offer.”

“Oh?”

Nodding, I said, “I’m ready to see the new me. After all, I’ll have to at some point.”

Swinging my legs off the side of the bed, I waited for Katie to help me down, and much to my surprise, I could easily stand with very little assistance. She then helped me walk across the room to a full-length mirror in the corner, where I got a glimpse of the new me, and as I caught sight of my reflection was pleasantly surprised.

Standing there before me, peering at me through my eyes, was a young woman in a light blue hospital gown, approximately thirty years of age, with long dark brown hair and green eyes, who stood about 5’4”.   I couldn’t help but notice how pretty she was, and as I smiled at her, she returned my grin.

“Well, what do you think? Not bad, eh?”  Katie asked.

Nodding, I said, “Yes, not bad at all,” Then, turning toward her, I asked, “If I said I was pretty, would you think I was conceited?”

Shaking her head, she said, “Not at all because you are, and as a matter of fact, you are beautiful.”

Looking back into the mirror, I surmised that it was true, and if I had to be a woman, I might as well be an attractive one versus one that was not. I decided then and there that I should be grateful for that, not to mention the fact that I wasn’t spending time in prison for assault. 

Though I was still anxious as to what lay ahead, which would have been expected from anyone in my situation, I didn’t know why, but I had a feeling that I would be okay. Katie then put her arm around me and hugged me, which I returned, and then said, “You’re going to be just fine.” 


Chapter 4

My treatments ended, which goes without saying. However, I spent the next three weeks as a guest at the facility, where I was given every medical test known to mankind. Even though I appeared to be perfectly healthy on the surface, they wanted to make sure that there were no underlying problems with my new anatomy, as I had obviously undergone quite a physiological change in such a short time.

During those three weeks, Katie began the re-education process and started me on the path to becoming a woman. Initially, I was a bit resistant as she introduced the idea, and I asked why I had to do anything at all. In my mind, it was all so crystal clear, I was a person, and why could I simply not live and act as such without lessons of any sort? She said she understood where I was coming from and agreed that, from a basic standpoint, what I’d said made perfect sense. Katie then added that when you got right down to it, life itself was sort of rudimentary, but if you wanted to enjoy all that it had to offer, you needed to put in a little bit of extra work unless you wanted to settle for being average.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“There are plenty of examples, but let’s start with something simple. Let’s say there are two places that sell hamburgers. For the most part, the burgers are the same. Then one day, store A starts offering a juicier burger than B and also sets up a playroom for kids causing large numbers of people to flock to their location. Thus, the first burger joint made more money because it made itself more attractive. See?”

Turning my head slightly sideways, I said, “Katie, I’m not trying to sell food.”

She chuckled and said, “Of course not, but the simple fact is that in the end, we all have to live in the real world and conform to at least some of the societal rules and expectations, and if we don’t, we won’t get everything out of life that we could have. You know what I mean?”

“I hear what you’re saying, but is it essential to force me to attend your girl university and learn all the feminine stuff you want to teach me? Is all of that really required for me to survive?”

Shaking her head, she said, “Of course not. Let’s try another example. Let’s say you’re a man or a woman, it doesn’t matter, and you’re hiring a new staff member for a position. You interview two female candidates, of which both are equally qualified. However, one of them is well-dressed, and you also note that she’s had her hair done as well as a mani-pedi. There’s no doubt at all that she has spent a lot of time getting herself ready for the interview. Then you have the other candidate who has her hair pulled back into a ponytail, no makeup or accessories, and although her clothes are passable, she is not dressed as nicely as the other. From everything you observe, she did not spend much time assembling herself or her wardrobe for the meeting. Now, with that being said, which one would you probably favor hiring? Remember, this person will attend many meetings where they will essentially be representing the company.”

After a pause, I said, “I see where you’re going with this, Katie. You’re telling me that candidate number one is the logical choice because she put time and effort into preparing for the interview. This also means that if she’s willing to work hard in preparing for the interview, she will probably put that same effort into her work.”

“Well,” she said, “I actually thought you would select her because she was prettier since she spent so much time getting herself ready, and you would give her credit for the extra effort. I didn’t think for a minute that you would think about that carrying over into her job and work performance. Jack, I’m impressed. You’re already a better woman than me,” and as she finished speaking, we chuckled.

“Thanks. I think?” I replied.

Smiling at me, she said, “So, what do you say? Are you willing to let me give you a few lessons on the fine art of being a girl? It’s really not so bad being a woman if you give it a chance. I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised. As much as you think it’s not, I believe you’ll find that it just might even be fun, but I’ll leave that to you to decide.”

Rolling my eyes up at the ceiling, I returned my gaze to her and said, “You know you’re my best friend, Katie, and I’ve got a lot of respect for you, and if you think it is important as well as necessary it must be. Okay, I’m in,” and she gave me a big hug.


Chapter 5

It had been six weeks since my transformation, and needless to say, a lot had happened since that fateful day. My good friend Katie had taught me the fine art of being a woman. I had been released from the treatment facility after receiving a clean bill of health and now had my own apartment with Katie living in the unit next door. As far as employment, needless to say, I was unable to return to my former position at the firm where I had previously worked due to my physiological changes. Just imagine how hard that would have been to explain to my boss and co-workers. Fortunately, a new job had been arranged for me, and I went to work for a subsidiary of the holding company that owned the facility that had inadvertently turned me into a girl. My new job was as a systems analyst for a pharmaceutical firm. I was making more money than I previously had as Jack and I was off and running.

One of the things Katie and I had also discussed during my re-education was my name, Jack. It didn’t seem appropriate for a lovely young woman of thirty years of age, and I agreed with her that the best course of action might be to select something more fitting. In the end, I picked Jacqueline, which was for two reasons. One was because it was close to my lifelong name, Jack, and two, it had been my grandmother’s name. I was sure that if she had known what had happened to me, she would have been proud that I had taken her name.

Until you’ve lived it, you have no idea what it’s like being a woman, especially when you are one that is young and pretty. The feminine part, where you wear cute clothes, do your hair and makeup each day, and learn to accessorize, was the easy stuff, and I had quickly adapted to those aspects. What caught me off guard the most was how I was treated.

In the office, I was pretty much treated with respect equal to what I’d had in my previous life as Jack. However, I did feel that occasionally my ideas were not given the same credence as some of my male co-workers. More than once, I asked myself if I was simply imagining it and wondered if I was just being overly sensitive because of the change I had recently undergone. On some level, I think I was expecting to be treated like a man by other guys, which was ridiculous because I was no longer a member of that club. As a member of the fairer sex, the dudes in my office weren’t going to slap me on the back and ask me to have a beer. That part of my life was finished, and I just needed to get over it, so I put my big girl panties on and went on down the road. In the grand scheme of things still had a great job and was making a very nice salary with benefits and a lot to be grateful for.

The biggest thing that ruffled my thong, so to speak, was how guys treated me in general, as it wasn’t something I was expecting. For example, let’s say I was at the grocery store; it wouldn’t be uncommon for a guy to make eye contact, shoot you a smile, and then try and start up a conversation. Part of this would typically include their hungry eyes scanning you from head to toe. Initially, I found it very unsettling because I knew what they wanted as I had been a guy once and knew that gaze all too well. They wanted in my panties, pure and simple. The fact that men were attracted to me was flattering on one level, which made me feel good, but on another, I found it unsettling. I knew exactly where they wanted to put something, and I just wasn’t feeling the love, and the thought of engaging in such an act filled me with dread and absolute horror. Let me add that I did like the way that men would open the door for me and let me cut in line in front of them, that part was pretty cool, and I did enjoy all the compliments that I would receive, which for some reason, made me feel outstanding. My comments on the subject probably sound somewhat contradictory, which was approximately the same condition my mind was in at the time. Since my change, I found that I was much more emotional and experienced a wide range of feelings that I was not used to, which confused me even more than I already was. Katie told me not to worry about it because it was all just part of being a woman and that, with time, I would grow used to it. Perhaps she was right, but as far as I was concerned, the sooner the better, because being an emotional female with all the accompanying ups and downs was quite taxing.

This is where the story of my new life took a complete one-hundred-and-eighty-degree turn, which was the last thing I had expected because I’d just had my world turned completely upside down a few months earlier. I couldn’t help but wonder when all of the turmoil would end, or at least die down. 

Anyway, it all started one very average Friday afternoon as I walked across the grocery store parking lot. I had stopped by after work to pick up a few things as I had invited Katie to come over for dinner that evening. About halfway to my car, I was approached by a scruffy-looking man with long hair carrying a backpack who asked if I had any spare change and told him I was sorry that I did not and explained I never carry cash anymore. 

Scrunching his face, he said, “Well, why don’t we just check your purse and see?” He grabbed my handbag and ran across the parking lot.

Stunned, I just stood there and watched him sprint away with my purse, which contained my wallet with credit cards, keys, and other personal items. Thinking that I had seen the last of my handbag, I was pretty surprised when a man in a white shirt and jeans tackled the thief, and the two of them crashed to the ground and began scuffling over my handbag. Very quickly, I noted that the man who had stolen my property was now running away. It was clear that he had decided he’d had enough and that the booty he had procured wasn’t worth fighting over. Pushing my shopping cart across the parking lot, I soon reached the skirmish site and saw that the man who had come to my rescue was still lying on the pavement.

Extending my hand, I asked, “Are you okay?” and helped him off the ground.

Nodding, he said, “Yeah, I’m fine,” and handed me my purse.

“Thank you so much,” I said, “That was so brave of you, sir, and I can’t tell you how much I appreciate it.”

Dusting himself off, he then looked straight at me, chuckled, and added, “I’m always glad to come to the rescue of a damsel in distress,” and then shot me a smile.

I could not believe my eyes. Standing there before me was Hunter Murphy, who three months before I had beaten relentlessly and without mercy, and with a smile on his face, asked, “Miss, are you okay?” and his expression changed to one of concern.

Even though I was far more in shock because I had run into him versus being robbed, I said, “I’m sorry, I guess I’m a bit shaken up from what just happened,” and then, after a pause, added, “Enough about me, what about you? Are you hurt?”

Shaking his head, he smiled and said, “I’m fine. By the way, I’m Hunter,” as he extended his hand.

“Jack, uh, Jacqueline, great to meet you,” I replied.

“Wonderful to meet you, Jacqueline. That’s a beautiful name, by the way.”

“Thank you, I appreciate you saying that,” I said as I smiled warmly at him.

“Well, Jacqueline, why don’t you let me walk you back to your car, just in case there are any more bad guys around.”

Nodding, I said, “I would like that,” as we walked about twelve feet to where my vehicle was parked.

After helping me load my groceries, I looked at him and said, “Hunter, I don’t know how I can possibly repay you for all you’ve done.”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “No need to repay me in any way. I’m always glad to help a pretty young woman, especially one who is in distress.”

I felt like a total douchebag more than ever at that point. This super nice guy had just come to my rescue, and all I could think about was the evening that I had kicked his ass, and for no good reason. I could have just sunk into the ground. After beating him up several months prior, he came to my rescue. I felt like such a fool.

“Well, I guess I’d better get going. Maybe I’ll see you around the grocery store,” he said and then stood there waiting for my response.

Nodding, I said, “Sure, that would be great; I clearly need all the protection I can get around here anyway,” and we both chuckled.

“That’s for sure. I think this area has been sliding a bit. Well, I’ve got a few things I need to pick up in the store, so I’d better get going. I guess I’ll see you around,” and after shooting me a warm smile, he began to walk toward the store.

I felt like there was so much more that I wanted to say to him but couldn’t because there was no way I could tell him who I really was. At that moment, I did think back to a previous conversation I’d had with Katie where I’d said to her that I would love to be able to try and do something for him, maybe making up for what I had done to the guy. Perhaps I could do something nice for him, potentially erasing some of the damage I had done, not just for him but for me as well.

“Hunter,” I called out, and as he heard my cry stopped and turned around.

Walking up to him, I asked, “Mind if I ask you a personal question?”

“Go for it.”

“Are you single?”

Chuckling, he said, “Yeah, about as single as they come. Why do you ask?”

“Well,” I said, “I was wondering if you would let me take you to dinner sometime, maybe to show my appreciation for what you did for me today.”

“You don’t have to do that, not necessary at all,” and then, after a few moments, added, “But, if you want to ask me out on a proper date, then I might just accept because I’ve not had one of those in some time,” and we both laughed.

Nodding, I said, “Okay, if that’s what it takes, then it will be a proper date.”

“Which means I’m picking you up,” and then, after a few moments, said, “Wait, you don’t even really know me from Adam. For all you know, I could be a stalker or a nut job of some sort.”

Smiling at him, I said, “I have a good feeling about you and can tell that you’re who you say you are and are probably a pretty good guy.”

“You can tell all that?”

Nodding, I said, “Let’s just say I’ve got a knack for knowing when someone is a good guy.”

Chuckling, he said, “Okay, why don’t we exchange phone numbers, and maybe we can set something up?”

“That would be awesome,” I said as I took my phone out of my purse, shot him an ear-to-ear smile, and asked, “What’s your number?”


Chapter 6

After returning home that evening, Hunter and I began to text and quickly discovered that we each had free time the following evening, Saturday, so we set up a date, and I picked the place, the ChopHouse, one of Madisonville’s newest high-end restaurants. Apparently, the original restaurant, located in Four Points, had decided to expand and bring their fine dining experience to our fair city, and according to all the reviews, it was excellent. I picked that particular restaurant for two reasons. First, I wanted to take him someplace nice for rescuing my handbag. Secondly, I still had an intense sense of guilt over what I had done to him as Jack and wanted to try and do something nice for him, even if it was only taking him to dinner.

He was supposed to pick me up at 7:00 p.m., so I had plenty of time to get ready, and Katie came over at about 5:30 p.m. to help me get ready. Initially, I thought an hour and a half was a bit long, but you know how it is. Sometimes we girls need a little extra time to prepare because you might need to try on a variety of dresses, earrings, or necklaces and even see what handbag would look best with your outfit. I had learned very quickly that there was a lot more to being a woman than met the eye, something I had never realized as my former self.

After trying on quite a few dresses, way too many in my opinion, including several owned by Katie, I decided on a little dark blue off-the-shoulder frock that fell about halfway down to my knees. Commenting that I thought it was a bit short, Katie assured me that I had great little legs and to show them off, and then added that Hunter would like my selection. I decided to go with it because, after all, I wanted to try and make up for my past actions, and if it brought him joy, so be it. Besides, if I was going to be his date, I should also try to look nice for him.

When all was said and done, I stood in front of the full-length mirror, scanned myself from head to toe, and then smiled as I was filled with joy. I was beautiful and couldn’t believe how good I felt about myself. At that moment I truly realized that being a gal wasn’t so bad after all, and it was actually kind of fun, just like Katie had previously said.

Hunter and I were fortunate to have a nice quiet booth for two, which was slightly tucked away from the hustle and bustle of the main dining room. In my mind, it was perfect because that way, we could have a little privacy and feel free to chit-chat without a bunch of distractions.

While slowly enjoying a glass of wine, we began to talk, and his first question was about yours truly. He wanted to know all about me, so I regurgitated the cover story that had been created for me by Mr. French as well as the research facility responsible for my transformation. Jacqueline’s life paralleled my old one in many ways in order to make things easier for me to remember, but it was different in other regards, which goes without saying. I won’t bore you with all the details.

When I was finished, I then asked, “What about you? I want to hear all about Hunter Murphy, down to the last detail.”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “There’s not much to tell. I’m just an average guy who has led a pretty boring life, for the most part anyway.”

He then proceeded to tell me about his upbringing, education, military service, employment, and so forth. His resume was actually quite impressive, and he had done a lot with his life and even helped start a couple of non-profit agencies. This made me feel even worse than before because of what I had done to him. A nobody like me had whooped a guy’s ass who had done nothing but make the world a better place while I had contributed nothing, all the while thinking I was God’s gift to planet Earth. I was more ashamed than ever and felt even worse than I had before and was disgusted by what I had done to him and was unworthy of even sitting there with him.

“What do you mean for the most part?” I asked.

“I was in the news a few months back. It was all over social media. Some guy whom I bumped into in a restaurant bar decided right then and there to beat my ass on the spot. Fortunately, I didn’t have any broken bones or damaged organs, and thankfully the bruises have finally gone away after several months. I’m surprised you didn’t do a web search before we went out.”

Biting my lower lip, I nodded and said, “Hunter, I did see it,” and then sniffled.

“I’m not surprised. It’s common for people to do a quick web search on someone they’ve just met and know nothing about, especially when they’re going on a date with them, so don’t worry about it. Hopefully, you don’t think less of me after watching me get an ass whooping as I did that evening,” he said and then chuckled.

Tears began to roll down my face, and in a crackling voice, I said, “Oh Hunter, I don’t think that at all, not one bit, and you didn’t deserve that, and I just want to say that, well, I am so sorry,” and I began to cry.

He slid closer to me and said, “Hey, why are you crying? Really, it’s okay. Look, it’s been almost three months, and it’s really okay. I’m fine, and that guy can’t hurt me any longer. I don’t know if you heard in the news, but he’s dead. They said he died of a heart attack in jail before going to trial.”

He was talking about the cover story released to the news by the Department of Corrections and the research facility after my transformation. Versus trying to explain what had happened, it was easier to just officially kill me off and be done with it, which was fine by me as that part of my life was over. After all, my days as Jack were indeed over the moment I became a girl.

As I looked up at him, I was still sobbing but managed to add, “And you know what? He deserved it, especially for hurting a fine man such as yourself, who is good, caring, and making the world a better place.”

Smiling at me, he said, “I appreciate your sentiment Jacqueline, but you know what? I can’t hate him any longer because, let’s face it, the guy had issues. Anyone that would do what he did wasn’t well. He must have been mentally ill in some way because only a disturbed individual would do what he did, and you know what? I forgive him, and not for his personal salvation in any way. I did it for me so I wouldn’t harbor all that hatred and rage and think of how sweet vengeance would be if I could get him back, and in the end, I didn’t even have to. It’s over, and I’ve moved on, and you know what I wish I could do?”

Shaking my head, I asked, “What?”

Smiling, he said, “Tell him what I just said to you, that I forgive him.”

After a few moments, he added, “Well, at this point, I guess it’s a little too late to get the message to him, don’t you think?”

By this time, I had stopped crying and was able to speak. Placing my hand over the top of his, I said, “You know what? I think he already knows.”

Chuckling, he asked, “Really?”

Nodding, I said, “I just have a feeling, and you know what else I think?”

“What’s that?”

Smiling, I added, “He thanks you from the bottom of his heart because your forgiveness did much more than just heal you. It did the same for him.”

After a few moments, he added, “You sure seem to know a lot about a dead guy who beat me up and that you never even met,” and we both chuckled.

I looked down for a moment, then returned my gaze to him and said, “I’m sorry I got so emotional, Hunter. The video I watched earlier really bothered me, and I just couldn’t help myself, but I’m okay now and promise I will try and not be such an emotional female going forward.”

Squeezing my hand back, he said, “It’s okay. Forget about it.”

As we sat there and continued to talk, I felt such a sense of relief. At long last, I had met up with the man whom I had abused and learned what a terrific guy he was and also discovered that he had forgiven me, and I hadn’t even known it. I was glad he had shared his thoughts and feelings with me that evening, and it was as though a great weight had been lifted from me. I felt I could now move forward with my life, leaving the guilt and shame behind. Additionally, I had met a great guy whom I was looking forward to getting to know better and with whom maybe I could become friends, provided my emotional outburst hadn’t scared him off.

“Really? You promise not to hold it against me?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “Nah. It just means that you care when you see someone being hurt or being wronged. Or being beaten up in my case,” and we both chuckled.

As I sat there looking at him, I could not help but notice how nice he looked with his dark brown hair and eyes and slightly rugged features, and at that instance, I noticed something for the first time since my transformation. I had an attraction to the opposite sex. Even though it was slightly disturbing for those few initial moments and for no other reason than the fact that I wasn’t used to being attracted to guys, it didn’t feel unnatural at all and, for some reason, felt right. Sitting there smiling at him and twirling my hair with my fingers, I couldn’t help but wonder if he was thinking the same thing about me. Only time will tell.


Chapter 7

After an absolutely fantastic dinner, Hunter drove me home, and being the gentleman he was, he walked me to the front door, as I expected nothing less. 

Hunter was nice and tall, about 5’11”, and as I looked up at him, I smiled and said, “Hunter, I had a wonderful time this evening.”

Nodding, he replied, “Me too, and thanks for buying me dinner,” As he grinned, we both chuckled.

“But of course, after all, you saved my handbag and probably put your life at risk doing so. It was the least I could do for such a brave man.”

“You know what I absolutely love about you?”

“What?”

“The way you always make me out to be some sort of a hero. I don’t know that it’s true, but I love it.”

“It is. You’re just being modest,” I replied.

After a pause, he looked down and then straight at me and said, “Well, I guess I had better get going; I don’t want to hold you up any longer.”

That awkward moment had come, as I knew that it would, in those few seconds where a decision would be made on both our parts. Would he try to kiss me? And do I let him? As I stated previously, I’d discovered that there was a whole lot more going on inside me than I had previously realized, and I had developed an attraction to men. I had decided that if he tried to kiss me right on the lips, I was going to let him, and I was hoping he would.

Then another thought struck me. I had a wonderful evening with him and didn’t want it to end as I just loved his company. That’s when I said, “Hunter would you like to come in for a coffee or cup of hot cocoa?”

Smiling, he said, “Sure, thanks.”

As we entered my apartment, I flicked the entryway light on, kicked my shoes off, and heard him ask, “Do you want me to take my shoes off?”

“Why do you ask?”

“That sign on the wall, we love barefoot guests best.”

Chuckling, I said, “Not mandatory, but it would be appreciated if you do. It helps to keep the floors clean and saves me a little housekeeping.”

We then made our way into the living room, where I turned on a couple of lamps and then said, “This is it, my humble abode,” and then held out my palms and twirled around once and added, “It’s cozy but quite perfect for a g…. girl like me.”

Nodding, he said, “Nice, it’s well decorated and also quite pretty, just like its occupant,” and then smiled at me.

“Thank you,” I replied and then shot him a big grin.

It made me feel warm inside that he thought I was pretty, and his comment answered the question I had asked myself earlier. I did not doubt as to whether he was attracted to me or not. I had my answer.

“Let’s see what our beverage options are this evening,” I said as I stepped into the kitchen, with Hunter following directly behind me.

Looking in the overhead cabinet, I said, “I can offer you decaf or regular coffee, hot chocolate, or peppermint tea. What do you fancy?”

Tapping his finger on his chin, he replied, “Hmmm, I think I’ll go for the hot cocoa.”

“That sounds good, and I think I’ll have the same,” I said as I pulled the appropriate box down from the cabinet.

After preparing our beverages, we headed into the living room. Sitting down on the loveseat, I promptly plopped down next to him, which I did for a couple of reasons. One, I liked him and loved being near him. Two, I wanted him to know that I was interested. My living room seating strategy had worked perfectly, and I ended up right next to him, just as I had hoped. That’s why I let him go ahead of me when we had left the kitchen. Clear as mud? If not, don’t worry about it. You have to be a girl to get it. Yes, it’s truly female psychology at its best, something I had become familiar with very rapidly over the past couple of months.

I sat there on the loveseat with my legs tucked up under myself, slightly turned toward Hunter as we chatted that evening. The more I looked and listened to him, the more enchanted I became. He was so dreamy, and I just couldn’t get enough of him.

“Mind if I ask you a personal question?” he asked.

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Sure.”

“What are you looking for? I mean relationship-wise.”

“You don’t beat around the bush, do you?” I replied and then chuckled.

“Hmmm,” I said, and then after a long pause, added, “I tell you what, you go first, and then I’ll answer. Okay?”

Nodding once, he said, “Fair enough. I know there are many people out there who are looking for a wide variety of, what’s a good word, situations, ranging from playing the field to almost anything you can imagine. You know what I mean?”

With a quick nod, I replied, “I’ve not been doing a lot of dating, but that’s what I’ve heard.”

“It seems there are so many people wandering around out there, directionless and don’t know what they want, and it seems like there’s a lot of dating anarchy out there if you want my opinion,” and I then chuckled at his comment and added, “I agree.”

“You see, I know what I want in a relationship, and often feel like I’m the only guy out there who does.”

Smiling at him, I asked, “And just exactly what is it that you want?”

Looking straight at me, he said, “I’m looking to meet a nice girl with good values, one who is not a psycho or looking for an open relationship and can tolerate my family.” We both chuckled before he continued. “I want someone who is overall a good person, who knows what they want and are looking for the same thing as me, somebody to settle down with and raise a family together and live a nice quiet life in the burbs.”  After a long pause, he said, “I bet you think that sounds silly?”

“A guy who knows what he wants out of life who also knows he wants to get married and have a family? What girl wouldn’t want that? My question is, why aren’t you already married?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he replied, “I don’t know, but I’ve not had much good luck in my search.”

“Hmmm, maybe you’ve just not met the right girl,” I said as I leaned slightly closer to him and smiled.

Raising his eyebrows, he said, “You can say that again.”

After a few moments, he said, “Okay, now it’s your turn if you’re still willing to answer.”

“I am. Okay, I would like a guy who is good looking ….”

Cutting in, he said, “That knocks me out,” and we both chuckled.

“It does not, Hunter. You are very good-looking and have nothing to worry about in that department. Now, moving right along, he should also have all the qualities that you just mentioned, including not stringing a girl along and wanting to date her for an ice age before proposing to her. He should also be caring, compassionate, loving, and not to mention romantic. He should also be someone who will let me spoil him a bit, which I would love to do. Now onto the practical stuff. He should be financially responsible and not someone who wants to keep up with the Jones family next door. Regarding hobbies or interests, I would prefer that he didn’t have ones that took him away from me for extended periods, such as week-long hunting or fishing trips. Do I sound like a bitch for saying that?”

Chuckling, he said, “Not at all. Remember, this is all about what you want, and that’s okay. The point of this conversation is to be able to say flat out what you’re looking for, and everything goes. Besides, it’s just fine that you don’t want to be a hunting, fishing, or golfing widow. I know that if I were married, I wouldn’t want to be away from my wife for long periods of time, especially just hanging out with the boys. After all, one of the reasons I married her was for companionship, and I hope she would feel the same way.”

I smiled at him, looked into his eyes, and said, “Hunter, I think you’re a pretty special guy, and any woman would be extremely fortunate to have you.”

He closed his eyes, nodded, and said, “That’s nice of you to say.”

“I really mean that. You’re awesome, and they just don’t make men like you anymore. I think you need someone special that will not only take care of you but will appreciate all your fine qualities as well,” I said as I shot him a warm smile.

After a few moments, he said, “Now, all I have to do is meet her, right?”

As I looked up at him, our eyes locked, and we smiled at one another. There was definitely some chemistry in the air, and I knew it wasn’t just me feeling it, as it was undeniable.

“Yes,” and after a few moments, added, “And you know what?”

“What’s that?”

“Maybe she’s even closer than you think. Perhaps you’re waiting is almost over.”

“That would be great because it feels like I’ve been waiting a long time for her to arrive.”

Nodding, I smiled and then added, “I know the feeling,” and we both chuckled.

As we sat there looking into one another’s eyes, I was overwhelmed with feelings that I’d never had before and wanted nothing more than for him to kiss me. Nudging a little closer toward him in an attempt to let him know how I felt, I sincerely hoped that he would pick up on my body language and respond in kind. 

Taking my hand into his, he asked, “Do you really think she’s closer than I even know?” I gave him a slow nod and then pulled him toward me gently. He then moved toward me without hesitation, and before I knew it, our lips were pressed together, and the feeling of his flesh pressed against mine was just as wonderful as I had imagined. We sat there on the loveseat for some time, holding one another gently as we kissed, enjoying each other’s company just as a man and woman who cared about one another would do.

Making out with him had caused me to become aroused and very quickly at that, and the desire to take him as my lover was quite intense, and I wanted nothing more than to feel him inside me. Accidentally brushing against the front of his trousers, I discovered he was clearly feeling the same way about me, which was no surprise. I, too, had been a guy at one time myself and knew precisely how men were and what they wanted, and I was pretty sure I knew what Hunter desired. To get in my panties. Every molecule in my body was on fire, and the only solution to extinguishing the flame that burned inside me was to have Hunter take me without mercy and ravage me until I passed out. Even though I was craving him, which I wanted more than anything, all of a sudden, a question popped into my head. Do I have sex with him and quench my desires or make him wait a couple of dates to ensure he would think I was respectable?

On the other hand, I couldn’t believe I was thinking the way that I was because, as a guy, I would simply have fucked a girl and not thought twice about it. So, why was I now worried about such a thing? The fact that I was a female was clearly the reason I was overthinking all of this, and there were a couple of things that, for some reason, now seemed important. One, if we had sex on the first date, he might think I was easy and put out for every guy that came along, which is not a very good characteristic for a long-term partner in a relationship. I definitely didn’t want to lose him by doing something stupid because he was a wonderful guy I could see myself with long-term, and I didn’t want to sabotage myself. Hopefully, if I said no, that wouldn’t make him mad either, as he might think I’m a tease and not want to see me again for leading him on and then leaving him frustrated. What was a girl to do?

After much thought, I made a command decision and said, “Hunter?”

He stopped kissing my neck, looked at me, and said, “Yes?”

“I want to tell you something.”

“Sure, what’s that?”

“I really like you a lot.”

He smiled at me and replied, “Thanks, and I feel the same way about you, Jacqueline.”

“I’m glad. I really am, and as I said earlier, I think you’re a pretty special guy with many great qualities, and I really mean that.”

With a perplexed look on his face, he asked, “I appreciate the way that you’ve complimented me; however, I can tell by the tone of your voice that a but is coming?”

“Sort of. I was just getting ready to say ….”

Pulling away from me, he said, “It’s okay, I’ve had my share of I like you, Hunter, you’re a really nice guy, but I just want to be friends, or let’s take it real slow, is that where this is going? I assure you it’s totally okay. I’m used to it,” and he sank back against the loveseat crossing his arms, just sitting there with a disgruntled look.

It was clear that he’d had more than his share of letdowns in the past, and probably more than he deserved, and it seemed like he was slightly sensitive about it, had a bit of an attitude, and was frustrated that it was possibly happening again. In so many ways, I understood this because, in my former life, I’d also had my share of heartbreaks in relationships, so I understood where he was coming from. Apparently, he, just like the former me, just wanted to love and be loved, and was that so much to ask? I definitely didn’t want him to think for a moment that I wasn’t interested in him because I was, and I didn’t want to lose him because he was just too nice of a guy. Plus, he needed to be with me because I could take care of him and appreciate all his fine qualities, which all those other bitches out there had no idea how to do, not like me anyway.

I then stood up, climbed on top and straddled him, put my arms around his neck, looked into his beautiful brown eyes, smiled at him, and said, “Now, in response to your previous statement, I do think you are a nice guy, and I do want to be your friend as well. But.”

“But?” he replied.

Giving him a quick kiss on the lips, I then added, “As far as I’m concerned, you’re not going anywhere, Mister, unless you decide that you aren’t interested in me, which would make me very sad.”

Shaking his head, he said, “That’s not the case at all, Jacqueline; I really like you.”

“Good,” and after a few moments, I said, “As I started to say earlier, I think you’re a pretty special guy with many great qualities, and I really, really like you. Now, as much as I want to be with you this evening, and trust me, I do, and more than you know, I don’t want to come across as a girl who drops her panties on the first date. If I did, you might not respect or want to see me again, which is the last thing I would want because I think you’re awesome, and I would be very sad if that happened. You know what I mean?”

“Jacqueline, that’s what all this is about?”

I nodded and then looked down before returning my gaze to him.

Smiling at me, he lifted up my chin with his thumb and forefinger, looked into my eyes, and said, “Jacqueline, whether we make love tonight or another time, it’s okay; we can take that part as slowly or as quickly as you want. It’s a big step when you give yourself to another person, and I don’t want you to feel pressured. When that time does arrive, I want you to be one hundred percent comfortable with your decision. The most important thing to me is being able to see you again. Okay?”

It meant so much to me that he cared about my feelings and was willing to be patient with me, which warmed my heart. I then gave him a quick passionate kiss and said, “Hunter, you’re the best guy ever.”

After rubbing noses, we laughed and began making out, and in a very short amount of time, I could feel myself once again becoming aroused, bringing me back to where I’d been earlier. Do I or don’t I? I craved to take Hunter as my lover more than anything on Earth, as I was dying for satisfaction but was having trouble making the decision, now or later. His hand, which had been parked on my leg just below the edge of my skirt, was now inching its way upward, and there was no doubt in my mind as to its intended destination. Based on how I was feeling at that moment, I decided that I would let him touch me and couldn’t help but think of how wonderful it would feel as he caressed my womanhood which was begging for relief.

Raising slightly, I took his hand, slid it underneath my dress, pressed it against my crotch, and then pulled my thong to the side. Taking his middle finger, he began to massage my womanhood in a circular motion, and the sensation was incredible. I was in paradise as Hunter continued to pleasure me; he certainly knew how to please a woman. Each time his finger went around, I could not help but moan as the sensation was incredible. 

He was doing such a good job pleasing me that I decided I would try and return the favor, so I reached down and began massaging his swollen member through his pants, which Hunter had no objection to me doing. Even though I hadn’t seen firsthand what he was packing, I could tell by my exploration that he was sufficiently endowed, which I was looking forward to experiencing in the not-too-distant future.

“Hunter, we’re at a decision point,” I announced.

“Oh?”

Nodding, I said, “We either stop now or go all the way.”

“Okay, Jacqueline, I understand. If you need to stop, it’s okay,” he replied.

It was the moment of truth, and I had a decision to make, so I stood up, took him by the hand, pulled him off the couch, and led him into my bedroom, where we lay down on my bed and continued to kiss and explore one another’s bodies. In a short amount of time, we were both naked and continued pleasuring one another until he eventually took my flower, making me a woman. That evening as we made love, I begged him to pound me relentlessly and without mercy until I was almost hoarse, which was not only for my selfish pleasure but also for him. You see, in my mind, I wanted him to hammer me as hard as he could so he could repay me for what I had done to him as Jack and at least have some restitution. I wished that, on some level, this would make up for how my former self had beaten him savagely in the restaurant that night a few short months ago, hoping to alleviate a little of the guilt I had been carrying around.

Exhausted from making love all night, we couldn’t go on any longer, and before I knew it, he was fast asleep. As I lay there in his strong arms, I thought of how my life had changed in the past few months and how I’d gone from being a bully to a woman. Not only that, but I’d also fallen in love with the very man whom I had beaten up in a restaurant one night, and in my wildest dreams, I couldn’t have imagined the sequence of events that would follow.


Chapter 8

A whole year had passed since my transition, and needless to say, my world had been turned upside down. In addition to the events I previously shared, Hunter and I ended up getting married. Katie agreed to serve as my maid of honor, which thrilled me to no end because, after all, she was my best friend in the world, being that she had been right there by my side since my transition. It was a shame that I couldn’t have any of my family present, but that was for a good reason. I had been declared dead, and I believe this was indeed the best course of action for the situation. Even if they had accepted the explanation, I don’t think my parents would have been very accepting of my physiological change and would have been freaked out that their son had been turned into a girl.

Hunter and I ended up moving into his house, which was perfect as there were just two of us, so needless to say, there was plenty of room. He was very agreeable about letting me do a little redecorating and noted that, after all, a girl needed to be able to fix the place up so she would feel comfortable by making it her own. I love Hunter more than life itself, as he is kind and caring and, more than anything, wants me to be happy. Little does he know that just being able to wake up next to him each morning is enough, as his presence fills my heart and soul. Having him as my mate is the greatest gift I have ever received. As a matter of fact, I can’t wait until he comes home from work tonight because I have a surprise for him. I just found out that we’ve moved onto the next phase of our relationship, raising a family together, as I am about six weeks along, and I’ve never been so excited and am thrilled that I will get to be a mom.

You never know what hand life will deal you, and you’ve got to admit my circumstances were just a tad unusual, but, in the end, the whole affair turned my life around for the better. I went full circle from assaulting someone to becoming a woman and then marrying them, proving you just never know how things will play out. To think, it all happened because I agreed to a little Anger Management therapy. 

Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine I would love being a woman as much as I do, and in so many ways wish I had been born one, which would have been a great time saver. As strange as it sounds, I think my transition filled the gaping hole in my soul that had been there for as long as I remember. No longer do I feel directionless or wonder who and what I am; those days are gone. I feel complete and know my place in the universe, the feeling is absolutely incredible, and my soul is finally at peace.

I’m home.
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