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As Long as I Can Reverse This...








Chapter One
“So, what are you going to do, Mike,” asked Tim? Tim was my best friend. We’d been roommates in college and had, mostly by dumb luck, found ourselves moving across the country to take jobs in the same city. We lived just a few miles apart and always hooked up on Wednesday night for a few beers—a tradition we started in our senior year of college. I took a sip of beer and gave him my best answer.
“Fuck if I know, bro. I don’t even know why they laid me off. All I know is that my rent is due, and I owe more money to Citi Group than I can pay back in five years,” I said. I heard a tremor in my voice and tried to control my fear, but I was on the brink of tears. I had thought I was on the fast track at the marketing firm I’d started working for after graduation, but that was before a colleague accused me of stealing her idea for one of our biggest accounts. I tried to explain how I’d come to my design concept, but management wouldn’t listen. She wasn’t even on the account! She had even accused me of stalking her to spy on her work. The truth is that I simply found her cute. I’d sometimes watch her from across our break room as she assembled her lunch. She caught me watching her a couple of times. I just smiled. It wasn’t creepy. I’d watched her for two weeks before I had even learned her name. We worked on separate client teams, and we’d spoken less than fifty words to each other. I was confused as to how management had ever confused our work or thought I’d been spying on her. They took her word, and I am out on the street with no references and no prospects for getting another job. And it got worse as the owners had promised to tell every other agency in town. My days as an account executive looked to be over. In short, I was fucked.
“Are those centers downtown still buying plasma,” I asked Tim.
“Dude, you don’t want to do that. That’s only for bums and drunks to pay for their next bottle. You can’t be that desperate… yet.”
“What about Truck Master,” I joked. Tim and I were big fans of the 80s movie, Top Gun and I quoted Goose after he and Maverick had been dressed down by their CO and in need of work.
Tim gave the appropriate chuckle and we clinked beer bottles. “Are you really hurting that bad for money? You aren’t going to have to crash on my couch, are you?”
I shook my head slowly while I thought about my status. I answered, “No. I’ve got a little money saved, but it won’t last much more than a month. What about being a paid research guinea pig?”
“Well, that’s not much better than donating blood and plasma. You’d probably get into a study where you grow a third arm out your left ear,” Tim laughed.
I took a moment to feel my ear and to look at my right hand. “It’s not that funny! And... I’m being serious. Some of those studies pay good money. Remember Dave? That guy in our accounting class? He was taking some new penis pill. He earned five thousand bucks to have a boner for six hours a day. All the girls on our wing loved it. He was swimming in pussy.” I laughed and then mumbled softly, “I could handle some pussy.” I’d been “between girlfriends” for almost nine months.
“I don’t know, bruh. I’d probably try to learn to sling coffee or cocktails before I resorted to growing a second dick.”
I threw a wet beer coaster at him. It sailed across the pool table like a bat-a-rang and nearly hit him in the ear. “Let me know when you grow your first one, jerk!” I held my hand up like Captain America waiting for his shield to return. It didn’t. Tim laughed.
We bumped fists and tossed the bartender a few bucks as we headed home.
After three additional weeks of constant job searching, I’d been to only one interview and I still had no prospects. I barely made the rent and Citibank was starting to call my minimum payments. Using a red pen, I’d circled every possible job in the local paper, and it now looked like I’d used that section to mop up a murder scene. I’d also sent my resume to 200 openings on twelve job sites; any work I thought I could fake my way into. My inbox was jammed with automatic responses announcing my application had been received. I scanned through the unread items hoping that just one of the responses might indicate my application had been viewed by human eyes. Nothing. I was getting really frustrated. My choices seemed to be limited to looking for work in another city or volunteering for a paid drug test, hoping the money would allow me to get by until I found a real job.
As I sifted through my electronic nets, hoping for a live fish, I pondered the research study option. I don’t know if it was joking with Tim about being a lab rat that had sensitized me to see their ads, or not, but I kept seeing more and more opportunities.
One research company kept attracting my eyes. They seemed to have much better ads than the others I’d seen. Their ads were quite advanced. All of them had access to my search patterns and basic details because all of them were personalized, speaking directly to Mike Parsons. The company was called BioFem and their ads were bigger, featuring beautiful models engaged in fun activities. “Mike, you’re 25 and looking for a new career! You need some easy extra money! Get paid to test our exciting new medicines! All side effects are completely safe and guaranteed to be reversible! Call Julie today!”
“Fuck it. What the hell,” I said out loud. Tim would tease the shit out of me, but I picked up my cell and made the call.
A very happy woman answered the phone, “BioFem Technologies. Julie speaking. How can I direct your call?”
I don’t know why, but I pictured her as a total babe. Her voice just screamed beauty and sex. She was probably four feet tall and 400 pounds, but she sounded like a supermodel on the phone. She even had a hint of a proper European accent.
“Uh, hi. I’m curious about the ad you’re running on the job boards… the ones that claim to be safe and reversible? How much does that pay?”
“All of our studies are carefully screened for the safety of our research subjects and we pride ourselves on performing only research that can be fully-reversed. If you qualify, the study you referenced pays $5,000 per month,” she said.
I tried to contain my shock and excitement. Five thousand dollars was more than I was making at the job I’d just lost! I’d even heard of guys signing up for multiple studies at once!
“Uh, that sounds great. How to I see if I qualify,” I asked?
“We are holding an interest meeting for participants next Tuesday in our main conference room. Can I take your name down and send you directions to our offices” she asked me?
“Of course, my name if Michael… Michael Parsons.”
She took some more information from me over the phone and then told me I was registered to attend. I received her promised email moments after I hung up. Now I had to wait five more days to see if I’d be able to pay next month’s rent.
Predictably, Tim thought I was being an idiot. We were sitting at the bar in our local drinking hole. He was in his work suit, gray with pin stripes, power tie. Office drone uniform version A.
“Well, you aren’t offering me a job. If I meet their criteria, this pays as much as you are making and all I have to do is let them test some drugs. And I asked about it. If I grow a third arm or a second dick, they will reverse it. All I have to do is ask.” We clinked glasses and took a swig of beer.
“Just keep me posted on any changes. If you get that second dick, let me know. I might sign up!”
“You barely use the one you have,” I teased.
“Bitch, please!”
I wonder if he knew...
I spent the weekend looking through other job listings, but having found nothing more promising than medical research, at seven P.M. on Tuesday night, I was sitting in the main conference room of BioFem as promised, waiting to learn about possible options in the field of randomized double-blind medical research. There were five of us in the session with three company representatives. They introduced themselves as bio-geneticists specializing in reproductive sciences. They said that if we passed their physical examinations, they would slot us into different drug studies on the cutting edge of reproductive therapies.
One of the participants, Don, raised his hand with a question. “You aren’t going to be messing with our junk, are you? I don’t want to risk my ability to have kids one day.”
“If everything goes the way we hope, you will absolutely be able to have kids after completion of our study. Besides, as we advertise, you say the word and we will reverse everything we’ve done.”
Don nodded his head in agreement.
“First, though, we need to conduct some exams. If you gentlemen will follow me into the next suite, we’ll put you in some exam rooms and give you a once over to see if you qualify. I was ushered into exam pod three. “Please take off everything but your underwear and put on this gown. I’ll be back in a few minutes with the doctor,” said the attendant nurse. “You can place your clothing on that chair in the corner if you wish.”
I looked around the room. It was like any other exam room in the world, but the furnishings seemed much nicer. Instead of basic counter tops, the counters were a nice Baltic brown marble, and the cabinets were solid wood, not particle board. There was an expensive computer built into the counter with a wall-mounted display. The display was rotating corporate images; obviously selected by BioFem’s marketing department. I undressed and placed my clothes on the chair as directed and was just sitting down on the exam bench when there was a soft knock on the door. The knock was followed by the door opening slowly. A pretty woman stuck her head inside.
“Knock, knock! Good evening, Michael. I’m doctor Cooper. Can I come in,” she asked?
“Yes, I’m finished putting on the gown,” I responded.
“Good!” She entered the room and sat down in the chair nearest the counter and computer. “So, you are Michael Parsons? Twenty-five?”
I nodded. “How’s your health? Are you a typical 25-year-old male? Active? No real concerns, yet” she inquired.
“Pretty much. I’ve been out of work for a few weeks so I’m spending more time working out than I could when I was working.”
“That’s great. I’m sorry you are out of work. I hope we can help you with that soon. Now, let’s have a listen...” She put her stethoscope to her ears and rubbed the scope between her hands to warm the metal. She reached inside my gown and listened to my chest, telling me to inhale and exhale with her instructions. She had me breathe normally and listened to my gut. “That all sounds normal. Please stand up.”
I hopped off the table and stood. She rolled her chair, so she was directly in front of me.
She looked up to me and said, “I need to examine your equipment. Please stand with your feet slightly apart.”
I widened my stance, and she lifted my gown to look. After some measurements, some photos, a few coughs, and some professional handling of my junk, she declared me fit. I struggled with a slight erection, but she seemed not to notice.
“Now, Michael. We have a few studies going on. You are in perfect health, and you are in the right weight range for our most-aggressive research study. It pays twice as much as the advertised study, but it takes a lot more commitment on your part. Do you think you might be interested,” she asked, smiling at me for encouragement?
I accessed my mental calculator and doubled the $5,000 that “Julie” had promised on the phone. I liked the number that appeared. “You’re talking about some real money, right? That’s ten-K a month,” I asked? I was already seeing dollar signs and imagining what I would do with that much money.
“Yes. Like I said, though. This takes a greater commitment. The drug therapy is more intense, and the results are more pronounced,” she explained.
I acted like I was listening, but I was mentally walking onto the new car lot, picking out my next ride. “Is the study still reversible if I decide to back out at any time,” I asked.
Her head nodded gently. “Absolutely,” she reassured me, still smiling that pretty smile.
“Well, the money is much more generous than I expected so that isn’t a concern. Let’s talk about it, then. What is the study?”
She slid back to her original position next to the computer, “Bottom line? I want to give you a series of injections that will incrementally change your sex.”
I felt my eyes grow with surprise. “You can do that?”
She nodded again, “Yes. We can. Sign this form, and we will.”




Chapter Two
Doctor Cooper pulled up slides on her computer that detailed the study. She went over stuff about chemical properties, nanotech, hormones, and I went into marketing because I didn’t understand any of those things and I still don’t. What I heard was this: They’d give me two shots a month and all I’d have to do was live my life and show up on schedule to be examined and answer questions about my experiences.
She told me that the research would take about a year and that she’d reverse the injections and change me back at the end. I was reticent at first, thinking that I’d have trouble explaining the research to colleagues at work. How would it look to get hired as me and suddenly turn into a woman? That assumed I could find a job. But then I realized that I wouldn’t need to work, given the amount I’d be paid. I’d even be able to move out of my crappy apartment.
As this wouldn’t be much of a story if I’d said no and walked out, I signed the paperwork and gave BioFem my banking info so they could begin depositing the lifesaving flow of funds into my account. Doctor Cooper didn’t want to give me time to reconsider. She paged her nurse and within ten minutes I’d received my first injection. By ten o’clock, I was already unlocking my Honda to drive home.
“You did what,” shrieked Tim as we sat at our bar!
“I got the shot,” I said. “I go back in two weeks for the next one”. It was Wednesday and I met Tim for our usual round of drinks and a game or two of pool. He was running the table on me until I told him about getting the shot. That made him miss the six in the corner. I chalked my cue and lined up a shot on the eleven in the side. I sank it and watched the cue spin to the right to line up for my next shot on the thirteen.
He seemed agitated and whispered, though loud enough to be heard by the room, “And you’re going to let them turn you into a girl!”
I motioned for him to lower his voice, “Haven’t you ever wondered what it would be like,” I asked.
He scoffed, “No! Well, no!”
I stopped lining up my next shot and walked closer, saying, “Well, I have. And the doctor said I’m perfect for the study. I’m a good weight. I’m only five-eight, so I’m not too tall. She said I’ve got good structure in my face. She thinks it will go really well.”
He shook his head, “Well, that’s really very nice for you, Doris. You will be the perfect girl... except you are a guy!” He was almost yelling again.
I shook my head and looked around to see if anyone had clued into our conversation. “Hey. I know it’s a bit of a shock, but I can change back any time I want and I’m hoping that my friend Tim will still be there to listen?”
Tim shook his head. “Well, dude. I wouldn’t do it for a million bucks, but yeah. I’ll be here.”
“Thanks, buddy. I appreciate you.”
“But I’m not floating you any more beers! If you’re making that kind of scratch, you can buy your own brewskis.”
I laughed but told him that I would. “I’ll try to make up for your largess.”
He waved his hands like it didn’t matter.  “Have you started changing yet?”
I shook my head. “Not that I can tell.” That answer would change by the time I arrived for my second shot.
“Good. It’s your turn, Doris.”




Chapter Three
It only took a few more days for it to begin. My changes began with my face. By the first weekend, I found that I didn’t need to shave. It was as if my whiskers had just fallen off my face. By the following Friday, my face looked like it had when I was nineteen and appeared to be more oval. My square jaw was softening. I was clearly looking younger. By Tuesday, the texture of my hair had changed. Instead of having a little bit of wave, it was now perfectly smooth causing my bangs to fall into my eyes. Overall, there appeared to be a softening of my features. Others may not notice, but I know I looked more feminine.
I had made a 4:00 appointment for my first check-in with Doctor Cooper. Once more, her nurse retrieved me from the waiting room and ushered me back to an exam room. She took my temperature and blood pressure and then left, saying that the doctor was with another subject and that I was next. I paged through my social media accounts while I waited.
She only took about five minutes before she knocked twice and stuck her head in once more.
“Have you noticed any physical changes to your body,” asked Doctor Cooper as she proceeded with my first examination? “I see you’ve lost five pounds since our first meeting. Are you trying to lose weight, or do you think that’s part of the injection?”
I shook my head, “I think it’s the shot. I’m still eating like I was. My workouts are the same, but I can’t lift as much as I could before. I had to take a plate off my bench press.”
She clicked her tongue and said, “Mike, I think that is to be expected, but I think you might want to consider giving up the weights. Heavy lifting might impact your outcomes. Maybe focus more on cardio and core exercises. If you are lifting, you should do more reps of very light weights. If you are going to have the full female experience as part of our research, I don’t think you want to strive for muscle mass.” She entered some text in the computer. “Your testosterone levels are going to become negligible so trying to keep the mass you have today will be very difficult and ill advised.”
I sagged a little. Lifting weights was always part of my routine. I’d miss it and I’d have to find something to replace that in my workouts. “Okay. I guess that makes sense.”
I think she could tell I was a bit disappointed, “Mike, think about what is happening to your body. In many ways, this is a bit like going through puberty again. But this time, you are going to end up a bit smaller; a bit lighter, and you are going to be shaped like a girl. Being fit is wonderful. I don’t think you want to look like a bodybuilder, though, right?”
I shook my head gently, “No. You’re right. I hadn’t thought about it that way. I was just doing my thing in the gym.”
“You can definitely keep working out, though. And if you really want to rock this? As you are changing, hit the stair climber! You could really ensure that you turn out with a great ass. Think about it.”
I thought about it for a moment before responding, “Maybe I’ll give that a try.”
“I’m glad we talked about it. Alright then, let’s get you your next dose,” she opened a refrigerator and removed a large syringe. “We’ll start injecting these into your butt from now on.” The first dose was to train your body how to handle the shots. Now, we’ll really begin our work with heavier doses. We need more meat at the injection site.” After prepping the injection site with an alcohol wipe, I felt a sharp poke as the needle pierced my ass. Then there was a coldness as the liquid entered my flesh.
“Alright, Mike. Unless you have more questions, that wraps it up for this visit. See you in two weeks!”
“Thanks, doc.”
“No, Mike. Thanks for doing this. Have you received your first payment?”
“I did. Thanks!”
She smiled again and held her hand up for a soft high five. “Good. See you in two weeks.”
The next two weeks would see some major developments. Within a few hours of receiving my shot, my chest grew really tender and my nipples started to itch. By the end of the week my shower soap was covered in the hair that was falling off my chest. I decided I’d have to spend some of my new money on a loofah.
As I dried my hair, I noticed that it seemed thicker. It was an inch longer. As I finished with the blow dryer and combed my hair into place, for the first time I thought I might be able to pass for a girl. It was hanging slightly below my ears and was a little longer in the back. I had a very tomboyish appearance with my shortish hair, but I liked how it now seemed so bouncy.
When I met Tim at the bar, he looked at me with a little concern.
“What,” I asked?
He looked at me closely for a few seconds, “I didn’t think I’d be able to see any differences for a while, but you look different to me.”
I could tell that I was looking confused by his statement. I didn’t know if he thought the changes were positive, or not. “You’re killing me here. How am I different,” I asked nervously?
Tim looked me over from head to toe. “Well, you are physically smaller. You look like you’ve lost fifteen pounds. You’ve lost any gut you had and your waist looks like it might be narrower. Is it?”
I pulled at my shirt, drawing it tight around my waist. “I hadn’t noticed, but I guess it could be.” Tightening my shirt had another effect that Tim also registered.
His eyes grew large in surprise, “Are you growing tits?”
I blushed and put my finger in front of my lips to silence him. “Maybe a little. My chest has felt swollen for the last few days,” I said. I was feeling self-conscious now.
Tim smiled a little, “I thought so.” He kept looking at me but didn’t say anything.
I waited for what seemed like an hour but was probably fifteen seconds, “What?”
He waited some more, but finally replied, “I thought you were crazy, Mike. I didn’t want to believe this was possible, but I’m starting to see it in your face. You’re really changing into a girl.”
Once again, he went silent on me.
I gave him a few moments to think before asking, “What are you thinking?”
“I’m thinking that I never expected that I’d find you cute as a girl. I thought you’d look like Margaret Thatcher.”
“Oh, shut up. Let’s go get some beers. I got paid! I’m buying this time.”
I had no idea how much it would mean to me to hear Tim say that he thought I was cute. “Cute” was never anything that I wanted to be as a man but when I heard it, I felt a faint bodily response. I felt my cheeks blush and I couldn’t stop smiling. I had a good evening with him as we played pool and if I’m completely honest with myself, I think I might have been flirting with him. I certainly spent more time teasing him. It was fun.
As we parted at the end of the night, I got another surprise when I jumped into my car. I had to slide the seat forward a couple of inches. “What the hell kind of drugs am I on!”
I’d shrunk. How could this be reversible? I’d have to ask the doc about this next time I saw her.
My next examination included measurements of my new body. I’d lost twenty pounds and now weighed 135. That is still a little heavy for a girl my size but I am now a very scrawny male; not that I actually look that masculine. I feel weak. The doc told me to stop lifting weights for strength, but my physical size and my lost muscle mass was profound. I also had small breasts. They had continued to grow after my evening with Tim and they were now two distinct masses of flesh on my vanishing torso. I couldn’t disguise them very well, and even in baggy shirts, the points of my nipples weren’t cooperating. My waist was slimmer and my shirts were way too loose in the middle, hiding my developing girlish figure.
Doctor Cooper finished the initial exam. “Okay, Michael, let’s drop those shorts and see what’s happening down here,” the doctor instructed.
The question I’d been asking all week came to the forefront of my thoughts, “Uh, doc. You’re sure you can reverse this,” I asked as I pulled down my shorts, revealing that my penis was about a third of the size I’d been? I felt like a four-year-old boy.
“Yes. Your body has demonstrated that you are extremely responsive to our medicines. We’d have no problems reversing your changes. It would be a transition process like this, but we’d be able to return your manly body. Just say the word.” She nodded her head reassuringly. “You don’t want to reverse this yet, do you?”
I thought about it for a few seconds. “No. Things are happening faster than I thought they would, but I volunteered for this. I want to see where it goes. I can reverse it later if I want, right?”
“Yes. Anytime you want. In the meantime, you may need to consider getting some new clothes. These things are hanging off of you like you’re wearing dad’s weekend clothes. You may want to consider getting a training bra. You’re showing great breast development. They are going to get bigger in a hurry.”
“Oh, great!” I wasn’t serious. My boobs were already making me more self-conscious and they were fairly small. I didn’t know how I’d react when I could no longer hide them.
“Well, my friend, you’re doing great. Your hair looks great. Your body is developing nicely. Your face is changing and I think your voice sounds a little higher. Have you noticed that?”
“I hadn’t noticed, but I do now.”
“Hang in there. These aren’t the last changes you are going to experience. You should probably prepare yourself for the next shot. I think your little friend down there isn’t going to enjoy the next two weeks, but I assure you he’s going to love his new changes. That’s your future clitoris right there.”
I think I got a little pale thinking about that.
“Let me give you that shot before you put your undies back on. You’re gonna want to get some new underwear soon. We call them panties. Get something plain at first. Save the sexy stuff for once your curves develop more.”
“This is really happening, isn’t it,” I asked.
“Yes. But you say when you’ve had enough. I’d like to see you do at least five more shots. Can you hang in there that long?”
“Yes. I can keep going. I’ve come this far. I want to see what it feels like.”
“Good. You’ll start feeling like a girl very soon.”




Chapter Four
I’ve had to get new clothes. My old clothes looked terrible. I didn’t even want Tim to see me in them for our weekly beers and pool. I took the doc’s advice and bought my first panties. They were simple briefs. I got a variety pack at my local Target and now had a few pairs of blue, black, and gray. I cleared my old Jockey’s out of my dresser drawer and tossed them into a suitcase I kept in my closet. I’d need them again in a year or so and there was no sense having to spend money buying new ones.
I didn’t know the first thing about buying a bra. I’ve only been with a few girls and I’m not even that good at taking them off. I don’t know anything about putting them on. I bought two of the plainest, most boring bras I could find in an A-cup. I did notice that there was a choice of having hooks in the front or the back. I chose the front. I’d figure out hooks where I could see them.
I spent some time in the dressing room. I can definitely pass for a girl now, so I chose to use the female dressing room. I felt so naughty being in there. There was a partially dressed woman standing in front of the full-length mirrors buttoning a blouse over her fully developed breasts. She was wearing some lingerie panties that were quite sheer. I could see her pussy through the sheer material. Her hair was neatly trimmed in a thin little line that I could just see where it converged with the point of her vagina.
“What are you looking at, hon,” she asked me? “Does this not fit or something?”
I jumped in surprise. Had I been staring at her? I had. “I’m sorry. I got distracted. Uh, that’s a very nice blouse. It looks good on you. You should get it.” I noticed that my voice was now high enough to pass as a girl, too. I didn’t like the sound of it as it felt so strange, but I didn’t feel like I was acting.
The woman smiled, but she sounded sarcastic when she responded, “Thanks for giving me your approval.”
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to stare.” I collected the things I needed to try on and opened changing room four. I had to stand and collect myself for a few moments. I’d just had my first interaction with a woman, as a woman, and in a dressing room, no less! The man part of my brain didn’t want to care. She’d been a bitch and why should I care? But there was something new that was making me feel really emotional—like I wanted to go back out and apologize to her for staring and butting into her business. And, for staring at her crotch! That was so rude of me.
I combed my hair back behind my ears and took off my top. I felt so strange to be standing in a dressing room with bare breasts preparing to try on a bra. I grabbed a 34-A that I wanted to try and pulled it free from the hanger. It seemed easy enough to figure out so I put my arms through the straps and pulled it down my back until it seemed to be in place below my shoulder blades. I grabbed the cups and pulled them together, watching for how the hooks might clasp. I had to stretch the damned thing to make it come together and when I had it hooked, I felt like it was cutting into my skin. The cups felt okay but it was way too tight.
I repeated the process with a 36-A and that one seemed better. Maybe it would get me through to when I had real tits and could get properly fitted. I looked in the mirror. I didn’t quite have cleavage, but I was now developing hips and I made a mental note that I might want to try to find a new pair of jeans. I’d add it to the list. I already needed to find new shoes as my feet are sliding around in my sneakers and I can’t lace them any tighter.
I spent another hour in Target selecting and trying on new items. I learned that the dressing room attendant would hold the items I wanted to keep behind her counter. I’d never required that service as a guy. I just thought she was being nice. By the time I was done, I had five cute tops, three pairs of shorts, four new bras, and a cheap pair of Ked’s. They seemed cute and girly.
I drove home with $600 worth of clothes and ran inside to put some of them on. I hid my guy clothes in the suitcase for when I changed back.
It was around this time I discovered some of the things that women must endure, that men never have to worry about. My hair has entered a state that can be worn by either gender and I’m now shaped like a girl. Guys who live in my apartment complex have started to notice me and twice I have been followed home to see where I live.
I have now been whistled at; cat-called, and propositioned by guys I thought were above such shitty behavior. I keep getting smaller and I fear I won’t be strong enough to fight off one of these idiots if he became too physical. I’ve purchased pepper spray and I feel like I’m always nervous when walking to my car. I keep examining my past behavior, hoping that I have never been responsible for making a girl feel like I now do. If I ever have, I am sincerely sorry. We shouldn’t have to worry about this bullshit just because we want to buy a Diet Coke at the Quick Trip. As I get smaller and my tits get bigger, I’m noticing how many guys wouldn’t be able to tell me the color of my hair as they haven’t looked at my face.
Now that I have been able to put some money in the bank, I’m going to look for a new place; not because that will keep the men from being idiots. I just want a place with better lighting and fewer dark places to hide. I don’t like having to hold pepper spray every time a guy makes me feel cringy.




Chapter Five
“You’re dressing like a girl now,” Tim said as we met up at the bar. “I like it. You look like a girl.”
I felt myself flush. Over the last week, my body had changed significantly. I had developed a truly feminine figure. I had visible breasts heavy enough that I could feel their weight as I moved. I had a narrow waist and I now had widened hips. My entire pelvis was changing and tilting forward. I had noticed that these changes caused me to walk and stand differently. I found that my hands naturally landed on my new hips, and sitting was more comfortable because my butt now had some additional padding. “Well, I’m pretty much a girl now.”
Tim paused in mid-sip of his beer and looked at me out of the corner of his eye. “You mean...?”
“Yep. Gone. My pee pee is now a clitoris, and I sit down to pee,” I confessed.”
Tim looked directly at me. “Do you... you know?”
“Not yet. But it’s starting to change into one.” I took a long drink of my beer. It didn’t taste as good as usual. “This is so weird. I’m wearing a bra and panties. My balls are gone. My bra is already too tight and I just bought it on Sunday. I’ll probably take three of them back to get a bigger size. I’m growing a butt and I can pull my hair into a ponytail. I’ve got fingernails. Do I look like a girl to you, Tim?” I waited.
He looked me over. Yes, it felt weird, but I had invited him to check me out.
“Completely. You don’t even look like yourself. Are you going to stop using the name, Mike?”
I was taking a sip of beer and spit half of it over the bar. “I hadn’t even thought of that! Geez! I don’t look like a Mike anymore, huh?”
Tim smiled, “You could go by Michele. I could call you Mich.”
I was just thinking about that when I heard a voice behind me. “Hi. I’m Pete, can I buy you a drink?”
I felt my shoulders tense as I cringed. They should have warned me before I signed that form. However, this was apparently going to be part of the experience. I forced myself to relax and turned to see the guy. Then, I looked at Tim. Pete saw me look at him.
“Oh, I’m sorry. Are you two together?”
I said, “Yes, but we’re friends. We meet up once a week for beers and to catch up.”
“Cool. What’s your name,” he asked.
“Uh, Michele,” I responded. I felt myself blush. I was living as a girl now.
“What can I buy you,” he looked at my beer. “Do you want another of those?”
“You know? No. I was just thinking it didn’t taste as good as I remembered. Can you get me a White Zin?”
“Of course! Anything the lady likes; the lady may have!”
I blushed again. It was official. I looked like a girl. Apparently, I was also attractive enough to get a free drink from a guy in my favorite bar. Check off another milestone. Pete took a seat to my left and hailed the bartender. Steve came over and Pete ordered a glass of wine for me and a second beer for himself. We made small talk for a while; the three of us chatting about the baseball game that was on. Pete told me he was surprised I liked baseball and quizzed me on the depth of my knowledge. As ‘Mike’ had been watching baseball his whole life, Michele was able to go toe-to-toe with Pete, even giving a full rundown of why the designated hitter had ruined the American League.
“You know, you’re kind of cute,” Pete said over the music playing.
“Thanks!” I responded.
“I mean it. I like that you aren’t wearing any makeup. You’re like this total tomboy with your clean face and your love of baseball.” I blushed again. “I like that you blush when you get complimented. Can I ask you out?”
Holy shit. A guy asked me out! I looked over at Tim. He just smiled and took a sip of his beer. Buying time to think, I sipped my wine. “I’ll tell you what, Pete. Tim and I meet up here every Wednesday night. Come out with us again next week. I’ll see if I can scare up some makeup and we can play some pool. We’ll see how it goes from there. Cool?” I smiled. My lips felt strange.
Pete thought for a moment. “Yeah, that’s cool. We can play it that way. Here’s my number in case you want to bail out before then. Just let me know.”
“Pete. I wouldn’t stand you up. We’ll be here. Usually by seven. Tim here works so he’s got to get free of the boss before he can get here.”
Pete asked, “Do you work?”
“I’m between jobs right now.” I smiled.
I received my second payment and my third shot. Doc Cooper said I’ve really progressed and she’s very pleased with how I’m adapting. I now have two real B-cup boobs and a functioning vagina. I also have a butt that looks killer in a pair of tight jeans. Additionally, I now have a prescription for birth control pills. After a quick ultrasound, where the doc gave me a tour of my new uterus, including two visible little sacks full of eggs, I was awarded membership into the woman club, complete with all rights and responsibilities conferred therein. I received a copy of the secret handbook explaining why we always go to the bathroom in pairs, and a glossary of terms to use with the men in our lives. Sorry. I’m sworn to secrecy. I can tell you this: when we say, “Fine, do what you want.” You’d better fucking do what I want. I’ll give you that one for free.
Doc Cooper drew me a glass of water and told me to take the first pill right then. “I’m giving you three months. Keep your prescription filled. Take one every day. All of those things I told you about this being reversible kind of fly out the window if you get pregnant, okay? I can’t make a baby go away with a shot. If you make a baby, you’ll really get to see what it means to be a woman and to make decisions, just like any other woman does.” She smiled but looked rather serious. “The experiment worked, Michelle. You’re a woman now.”
Three days later, I was wearing new jeans, a nice pair of flat sandals, and a shirt that hugged my new best friends rather tightly and showed off my flat belly. Despite gaining two cup sizes, my weight was down to 128 that morning. 
I was looking at new apartments. I no longer felt safe in my old neighborhood. It was safe enough for a five-eight man, but not safe enough for an attractive five-six woman. My hair was getting even longer and was now brushing the tops of my shoulders. I was experimenting with it by combing it different ways every day. Today I’d brushed it all over to the right and let it lay on my neck. I’d gone to the mall and purchased a basic makeup kit. I didn’t know what I was doing and had to clean it off several times because I looked like a rodeo clown. I finally settled on a little bit of brown eye shadow and some lip gloss. I’d learn more later.
I had to admit, I was becoming a rather pretty girl. I have a youthful appearance and now I get carded every time I try to enter the bar. I went to the DMV the previous day and had a new picture taken. I lied and told them they had misspelled my name, so they corrected it to Michelle, as I decided I like two L’s more than one.
“Wow! We really messed this one up. How did you not notice we had you down as male,” asked the agent at the photo counter?
I just smiled at him, “I don’t know. Can you fix that, too, please? My girlfriends never let me hear the end of it.” I smiled and batted my eyes at him.
“Sure. Please check this over carefully this time to make sure I didn’t mess something else up?”
I took the form and looked it over. “Uh, I’m five-six. I guess I had heels on that day. Sorry!”
He made some corrections on his terminal and then told me to stand on the spot to have my picture taken. I stood up straight, pressed my tits together to make some more cleavage, and flashed my brightest smile. When I got my license, I had to smile. I’d never had a license that I liked before. I looked beautiful.
Of course, I’d have to have it changed back when I was done with the study. It’s hard to remember that this is only temporary.
I signed a one-year lease on a townhouse apartment just outside of town. It was in a nice neighborhood. It came with a garage. It had two bedrooms, a modern kitchen, and included a washer and dryer. The complex had a nice little gym and a couple of swimming pools; each with a large hot tub and sun deck. I pulled a notepad out of my little purse and made a note to buy a swimming suit. I’ve become a real “list person.” I keep lists for everything I need to do! And having a purse is so handy! My jeans are too tight to carry my iPhone in my pocket, so now I have a place to put it.
I drove back to my old apartment and loaded my car with all of my stuff. It took four trips and I decided to leave my crappy dresser behind. There was no way for me to carry it. Once I had mopped the floor for a final time, I went to the complex office to turn in my keys.
“The paperwork says this apartment is rented to Michael Parsons. You ain’t Michael Parsons. How come you have his keys,” asked the leasing manager. I’d never cared for him, but it was comforting knowing he couldn’t recognize me.
“Oh, Michael got a job in Colorado. He’s already moved. I’m his sister, Michelle. He asked me to clean out his place and to turn in his keys. So, here they are!”
“I need to inspect the apartment before I can turn over his deposit,” he looked me up and down. I felt my skin crawl. “Why don’t we go inspect it together, huh cutie?”
“That’s okay, I can wait here. I need to call my boyfriend.” Gawd, was this what it was like being a pretty girl? Did we have to put up with this shit all the time? No wonder men never understood us. We were constantly lying to them just to keep from feeling all creepy and rapey. I motioned for him to leave with my fingers and sat down on one of the sofas to wait. My knees automatically pressed together as I sat. I pulled my phone out of my purse and acted like I was making a call while examining my pretty fingernails. I added polish to my list of things to buy.
The landlord returned fifteen minutes later.
“He left a crappy old dresser. I have to deduct fifty bucks from his deposit unless you can get it out of there?”
“Michael told me to deal with it. I’m too small to carry it. You’ll just have to take it from the check. Can you issue that to Michelle Parsons?” I smiled and batted my eyes. I’m a fast learner.
“If you meet for for a drink later, I’ll forget about the dresser,” he responded.
“Aren’t you sweet?” Puke. “Thanks, like I said... boyfriend. Just take the money out of the check.”
He did. I walked out with another check for $1,200. When I got to my car, I snapped a pic and deposited it in Michael’s account. I had an idea. I pulled out of the parking lot and drove half-way across town to a bank branch I never used. I parked and went inside, signing up to see a bank manager. I had a seat to wait.
Five minutes later, a man in a bank polo walked into the seating area, “Ms. Parsons?”
I’d hoped he would be a woman. Somehow, I thought that might be easier. “Hi. That’s me.” I got up and followed him to his desk.
“Can I get you a bottle of water,” he asked.
I responded, “Please. That would be nice. Thank you.”
“No trouble at all. Have a seat right here. I’ll be back in one minute.”
He returned, handing me the cold bottle, and sat behind his desk.  “What can I help you with today,” he asked.
“I need to change the name on my accounts, please,” I told him.
“I can help you with that. Can I see your license?”
I handed it to him.
“Okay, Michelle Parsons. How are we changing your name? Did you get married?”
I felt my face flush. I’d never told anyone this. “Uh. No. I’d like you to change my account from Michael to Michelle, please. I’m transitioning to female.”
He looked confused for a moment and took another look at me. He smiled. “Well, it appears to have worked. I’ll be happy to handle that for you, Michelle.”
“Thank you...” I looked at his desk tag, “Bob.”
After signing several forms, 30 minutes later, the world or international banking knew me as Michelle Parsons. He gave me a temporary debit card in my new name and I was done. Now my license and my bank cards would stop raising eyebrows.
Bob asked for my number. I politely declined. There would be more guys in this city and they didn’t have to know that I once batted .320 for the men’s baseball team.
I drove home and went for a jog around my old neighborhood for the last time.
The small moving crew I’d hired had brought over most of my heavier things the day before. As I carried the last load of my belongings into my new place, I ran into a cute guy on the sidewalk outside my apartment. I’m not sure when it happened, but I’ve started to notice guys. I mean, I’ve always noticed them, but now I’m looking at their butts. I’m noticing how they dress. I’m noticing if they notice me. I see them checking out my ass after they walk past me. I notice when they look at my boobs instead of my eyes. I’m less creeped out by it now. It’s weird being a girl. I know one thing for sure: I’ll treat girls differently after I change back. I noticed him. He qualified as a definite possibility. He might even be worth testing my new pills...
But anyway, I was struggling to carry a couple of boxes up to my new front door. The problem I was having was that I’d stacked two boxes on top of each other. This was something Michael always did. He could stack up the boxes and tuck them under his chin to hold them in place. Michelle, however, was having problems with her boobs. They were simply in the way and she couldn’t tuck the top box under her chin so the top box was getting all wobbly and it was sliding around and that was when two strong hands yanked the top box out of the equation. Of course, I promptly dropped the remaining box on the sidewalk in my surprise. I looked at the guy and smiled as I bent with my knees to keep from flashing my ass at him and retrieved the box. This time, I let my boobs hold it in place against my tummy.
“Can I carry this one for you,” he asked?
“Yes, please,” I responded. “I’m such a klutz. I can’t believe I dropped both of them. I’m lucky they are just full of my clothes and not my dishes!”
“Lead the way, I’ll follow.”
“I’m right over here... 36D,” I said, pointing at the door with my chin. He giggled.
I started walking. I could feel him watching my butt in the yoga pants I had on. “What’s so funny? Oh, I get it. Yeah, that’s also my bra size.”
It was his turn to blush. “Sorry. That was crude of me.”
“It’s okay, I’m getting used to it,” I turned to look at him and winked, “I’m thinking about getting a boob job. Do you happen to know if 36F is open?” He blushed bright red. I laughed and fumbled to reach in my purse for my new apartment key with one hand. I almost had it.
The box I was carrying was lifted out of my hands and he was carrying it. He had the top box tucked under his chin. I hate you. You try it with tits like these! I smiled at him. “Thank you.” Unencumbered by any boxes, I climbed the steps to my front door and inserted the key. I opened the door and stood to the side so cute guy could carry my boxes inside.
“Just set those down anywhere. I’ll move them upstairs to my bedroom.”
“No, I insist. I already have them, let me carry them upstairs for you.” He started climbing the stairs. He disappeared through my bedroom door. “You don’t have your bed set up. Can I help you with that?”
Who does he think I am? I know how to set up a bed. “Thank you, but I couldn’t possibly impose that on a stranger.
I heard a thump as he set down the boxes and then walked back down the stairs with his arm outstretched. “Hi! My name’s Alan! What’s yours?” He gave me his hand to shake.
I extended mine. He took it and I realized I’d given him a dainty girl handshake, not a strong one like I intended. He shook it but then pulled my hand to his lips to kiss it. I giggled, “I see what you’re doing. And I like it. I’m Michelle.”
He smiled and released my hand. I noticed that he examined my left hand for signs of a ring. “Well, now that we’re friends, can I help you set up that bed?”
I smiled and put my hand on my right hip. “What am I going to do with you, Alan? I guess I’ll let you set up my bed for me. I’ve got a tool bag. I put it in the closet on my last trip.”
Alan smiled and started walking toward the hall closet off the kitchen, “This one,” he asked. I nodded. He opened the door and retrieved my tools. “Hey, this is quite a collection you have here! I didn’t expect a pretty girl like you to have a full set of tools.”
“I’ll confess, they belong to my brother... Michael.”
“Michelle and Michael. Are you a twin?”
I gave it a quick thought. I could pull that off. It would explain why I knew so much about guys. “Yes. I’m his little sister. By twelve minutes or so. He never lets me forget it.”
“Do you two live together?”
“No. He just moved to Colorado for a new job. That’s why I’m moving in here. I didn’t need a three-bedroom place.”
“Will that be hard? Having your twin so far away?”
I shook my head. “No, we’ll still talk every day. It’s time we start being a little more independent. Besides, he didn’t like it when I had guys over and I never liked his dates.” I walked to my new refrigerator. “It’s like that with twins. We’ve been married since birth. Nobody is right for my brother. Hey, Alan, I’ll make you a deal. If you put the bed together, I’ll pour us some drinks. I have some Zinfandel, or I might still have a Kilt Lifter. Michael always drank that.”
He started walking upstairs with the tools. “You drive a hard bargain, Michelle. Deal. I’ll have the beer, please.” He walked upstairs. I watched his ass as he climbed. Two can play that game, right?
As I watched, I felt a strange heat spread between my legs and as I turned to grab his beer, I felt how easily my thighs slipped past one another. Is this what it feels like to be horny?
I applied some lip gloss and carried Alan’s beer upstairs. He was already on his knees reaching for parts of my bedframe. I handed him the bottle and he took a swig before setting it down on top of a large box. I kicked off my Keds and rejoiced at having painted my toenails last night. I sat on top of my set of drawers and spun so to put my feet on the dresser. I pulled up my knees and hugged my breasts to my knees. I reached for my glass and took a sip of wine.
“So, Alan. When you aren’t roaming the complex rescuing beautiful brunettes from dropped boxes, what do you do?”
“I’m a pilot. I fly corporate jets. I’m basically on stand-by as I wait for one of my clients to decide it’s time to go skiing.”
“That sounds like fun,” I said with some real excitement! It sounded like more fun than marketing.
“And what about you, Michelle? When you aren’t dropping boxes, what do you do?”
I laughed and sipped some more wine. It was making me feel warm. I wasn’t used to feeling alcohol so quickly. “I used to be in marketing, but I got laid off. I haven’t started looking for a new job yet.”
“Oh, I’m sorry. You must have saved some good money if you can afford this place without a job... wait. I’m sorry. That sounded really bad as soon as I said it. That’s none of my business.”
“Don’t sweat it. Trust fund baby. I get an allowance from daddy. $10,000 a month. I did marketing for fun. Now, it isn’t as much fun.”
“That must be nice. I mean, being a trust fund baby.”
“I’ll admit it. It’s very nice.” I drank some more wine. I felt my cheeks get warm. Now I was warm from my lips to my brand-new pussy.
We talked for about half an hour while he finished assembling my bed. I tried to help him put the mattress on, but it was pretty heavy, and I mostly got in his way. I noticed his arm muscles bulge while I opened a box I’d marked “bed linens” and pulled some sheets out and started making the bed. Seeing him up close was making me feel new and pleasurable things in new body parts.
“Now you have a bed.”
I also had a decision to make. I made it. I walked over to him and put my hands on his hips. “Thank you for building my bed.” I looked up at him through my eyelashes. He was quite tall. I was not. I closed my eyes and parted my lips and stretched onto my tippy toes. He got the hint and bent to meet my lips. We kissed. It didn’t even feel weird. I really was a woman now. I put my arms around him and pressed my body against him. He was warm against my breasts. I quietly hoped my breasts felt nice against his chest. My nipples stiffened in my bra, and I gasped in pleasure. He put his arms around me, and his tongue played between my lips. I played back. We giggled and embraced more tightly. I felt his hand grip the back of my neck and then his fingers played in my long hair. I tried to reach his neck but I wasn’t as tall so I grabbed what I could reach—his outstanding ass. I rubbed my hands over his tight muscles. I squeezed him and rubbed him some more. God my pussy was wet. I could feel my new blue panties getting wet.
His hand found my left breast and he started squeezing it. I gasped in both pleasure and surprise. I had no idea how good it would feel to have my boobs squeezed by a man.
He was breathing hard, “oh my god, they are real.”
“Of course, I’m real!”
“I’m sorry. They are just so perfect.”
“Alan, you haven’t seen anything, yet.” I stepped back and stripped my tight red top off. I looked down to take off my bra, Jesus, have they grown again? They just won’t stop! I started pulling at the clasps. My fingers were sweaty, and the damn thing was too tight. I just ripped it over my head and felt my chest bounce as I reached for him again. His hands started playing at them again. I closed my eyes and moaned as he squeezed at my flesh and thumbed at my stiffened nipples. He slid his hands down my body to my ass and then my thighs. He lifted me off the floor and tossed me onto the bed like I weighed nothing. He climbed up and positioned himself between my legs. I spread them wide so I could wrap my legs around his ass. He started licking and sucking at my tits. Ecstasy was understating how this felt. I swear a bolt of electricity shot straight from my nipples to my vagina. I giggled with pleasure. “Come here. I want to kiss you again.”
His soft lips were replaced with his hands as he played at my boobs some more. Our tongues pressed inside the others’ mouth. I tasted his beer. I’m sure he tasted my wine. We kissed deeply for a very long time. Heat was building in my core and seemed to be spreading to my inner sex. I felt his hands begin to play at the elastics of my tights and suddenly remembered Cooper’s warning.
“Alan, stop! Wait.” I held his wrists. He didn’t struggle. He just stopped touching my pants.
“Hey, Chelle, it’s good. We just met. If it’s too fast...”
Who is this guy?
“I want this, Alan. I do… but I’m not safe. I’ve been between guys, and I just started taking the pill again five days ago and it won’t protect… I don’t have any other protection. Do you have some at your place?”
He smiled. “I have some.”
“I promise I’ll remember what you were doing if you go get four or five of them. Maybe six?” I smiled. I might even take these tights off while you are gone so you don’t have to.”
“I live two buildings away. I’ll be back in five minutes. Don’t start without me.”
“I’ll be here.”
He ran down the stairs so fast I thought he’d jumped from the top to the bottom. I jumped up and wiggled out of my yoga pants. I went to my bathroom and brushed my teeth quickly; my naked tits shook back and forth as I brushed. They were definitely bigger. I couldn’t stop giggling and smiling. I rinsed and then grabbed a bottle of perfume I’d picked out at the mall. It smelled like vanilla. I’d always liked girls who smelled like vanilla. I spritzed my neck and my wrists. I pulled my underwear down and spritzed my muff. Why haven’t you shaved that yet, Michelle?
I heard the doorbell and then an opening door. Followed by footsteps rushing up my stairs. Alan burst through the door holding an entire box of condoms. I smiled and spread my arms. He rushed over and we kissed again. “I promise that if we do this again, I’ll be better prepared.”
“Why wouldn’t we do this again?”
“I don’t want you to think I’m easy!” We both laughed. “Now, get those pants off!”
He stripped out of his jeans, and I got a first look at his package as it bulged from his underwear.
“My goodness. You are going to spoil me with that!” I crawled onto my bed and laid on my back. I spread my legs and reached for him. “You can take those off. You won’t be needing them.” I grabbed my own panties and bounced a few times to remove them. I was naked in my new bedroom with a nearly naked man and it didn’t feel weird. I didn’t feel like a man anymore. I felt like a girl about to get fucked by a guy. I wasn’t scared. I wanted this. I reached for him.
I may be a virgin, but I know how to handle a cock. I know what feels good and I know when they are about to become overloaded. I stroked Alan and he became as hard as I’d ever felt a man. Maybe I’d try to suck him off later. Right now, I needed to feel him in my new pussy. I pushed him until he was on his back, and I straddled him. I had to feel this. If I was going to see what it was like to be a woman, I had to know these pleasures, right? Besides, it would be a total waste of this body if I didn’t get laid at least once before I changed back. I grabbed his cock in my hand and slid his head between my wet lips. I eased myself onto him and it felt like my virgin pussy would spit in two as I took him all the way inside me before I moaned and started to slide my ass up and down. Alan grabbed my hips and helped me find the rhythm that he liked, and we fucked like that for a minute. I lifted myself off and reached for a condom. “Help me put it on you. I don’t want to tear it with my nails.”
I unwrapped it and put it on his pink head. He helped me roll it down his long shaft until it was sealed against the base of his cock. “Now, where were we?” I slid back on top of him, and we started fucking once more. It didn’t take long before he was grimacing, and I could feel a wave of pressure building inside of me. I started riding him faster. He gripped my shoulders and rolled me onto my back so that we were fucking missionary. I wrapped my legs around him and we moved together until we both exploded. I longed to feel him fill me with his cum, but the condom did its job and I’d have to wait for that joy.
The wave rippled through me rising and falling. I came at least three times as we rocked our bodies together. Out of breath, he rolled onto his side. I reached for his cock and helped him strip off his johnny sock. Then I rolled on top of him and kissed him again.
“That was amazing,” I screamed. I couldn’t stop smiling. That was so much better than I’d ever felt as a man. And for the first time since he received his first injection seven and a half weeks ago, Michael, née Michelle didn’t second guess his decision about volunteering to become a woman. Now, I had a new problem. I was now second guessing whether I would choose to go back. I whirled around on the bed and started playing with his cock before I took him into my mouth to suck him hard again. I wiggled my ass and put my pussy in his face.
Alan was a pro. He knew what I wanted. He buried his face in my pie and licked me to my next orgasm. I knew I was in trouble when he didn’t stop at one helping of pie.




Chapter Six
Despite being paid more than I’d ever been paid in my life, I knew that this study would end and that I’d need to keep my employment fresh and current. While I wasn’t in dire need, I was still spending time on the job boards looking for my next career moves. While painting my fingernails on Wednesday morning, I was carefully plucking keys on my keyboard to mouse through the listings in Advertising and Marketing. My former employer had posted a listing to hire my replacement.
What do you think, Michelle? What the hell? Why not?
I opened my resume and did a quick find and replace, changing Michael to Michelle. I created a new profile and spent a few minutes taking selfies to create a new headshot for my profile. I took a break to paint my toes and before they had dried, I had a new profile on my favorite job site and I was putting the finishing touches on a revised cover letter.
Satisfied with my efforts, I clicked Submit.
Now, to wait. I climbed the steps to my new bedroom and stripped out of my sweatpants and tee. I pulled on some workout gear and headed over to the exercise room in my new apartment complex.
The complex had some decent gear. It wasn’t big, but they had installed a few treadmills, ellipticals, and my new favorite—stair climbers. I selected a favorite playlist from iTunes; tossed my towel and water bottle in the convenient holders, and stepped onto the machine. I selected one of the harder workouts and the steps started moving like an escalator from hell. Doctor Cooper was right. Working out was really helping to develop my new body in all the right places and climbing steps for 45 minutes a day was doing wonders for my butt!
I was 30 minutes into my climb and really sweating when guy entered the gym. I could see him in the multitude of mirrors hanging around the room and watched him look at me and raise his eyebrows at the girl on the stair climber. He dropped his stuff and picked up a jump rope and began skipping rope for his warm up. I went back to climbing, leaning my arms on the control deck and really squeezing my glutes on each step. Taylor Swift was belting out the chorus to All too Well, when I sensed someone to my right. I glanced over to see that he was climbing onto the machine right next to mine.
I smiled just enough to acknowledge that he was there and put my head down again. There are fifteen other machines in here. Why that one? But I knew why.
I was just cresting my one hundredth flight of stairs when I felt a tap on my right shoulder. I pulled my Airpod from my ear, stopping my music, and looked at the guy.
He said, “I don’t think I’ve seen you in here before, are you new to the complex?”
I kept climbing, but tried to give him a quick answer that didn’t ignore him but didn’t really encourage him, either, “Yes. I just moved in last week.”
He smiled, “I thought so. You’re really into that machine.”
“Yep. I want to do fifteen more minutes.”
I could see him make a decision, nodding his head before he spoke, “I’m Brad. You want to get coffee after you’re done?”
Was I this bad when I was a guy? Was I so blind to what she was doing?
“Uh... thanks, Brad, but I’m too gross for coffee. I’m covered in sweat. And, I’m seeing someone right now. So... “
“Oh, okay. Sorry. You’re really cute. I just kinda hoped...”
“I know. Thanks, Brad. I’m Michelle.”
“I’m in 12A. Where are you?”
I thought about it for a moment. I didn’t want to tell a stranger where I lived. I may look like a girl now, but I still think like a guy. “Brad, while you seem nice enough, I don’t know you. I don’t know what your intentions are. You think I’m cute. That’s all I know about you. I’m single and living alone. I don’t feel comfortable telling you where I live. Okay?”
He grimaced. “Sorry, Michelle. Just making conversation. I’ll see you around.”
I gave him a half smile, “Nice to meet you, Brad. Can I please give you a tip? Try to be my friend. Then, maybe I’ll tell you where I live. Maybe, I’ll give you my number? Who knows? I’m going to finish my workout. Next time you see me, we can still talk, okay? I didn’t blow you off.”
“Sure.” He smiled and grabbed his gear to leave.
“Guys!” Apparently, the bootie exercises were working.
I finished a full hour on the machine and then grabbed some weights to do some squat thrusters. Buns of steel!
By the time I’d gotten back to my apartment and showered, I received a response from my old firm. They wanted to interview Michelle. This could be interesting...
I set my iPhone to block my number and called my old firm to schedule an interview. Apparently, they really liked Michelle. They wanted to see me the following day. I spent the next half hour applying my makeup and getting dressed to go shopping. I needed an interview dress.
I reported for my interview fifteen minutes early to make a good impression and they made me wait until we started fifteen minutes late. While I waited in the lobby, I saw many of my old friends pass through. Of course, I couldn’t blow my cover, so I sat patiently in my new blue dress, perched on the edge of a sofa cushion so I could stand when called. My dress just covered my knees, so I had to sit sideways in my seat.
At last, I saw Jeff leave his office and head toward the lobby. Jeff was the hiring manager. I’d known him for over a year. I stood as he entered the lobby but then worried about blowing my cover. I had nothing to worry about.
He walked toward me, extending his hand, “Are you Michelle? I’m Jeff Dillon, H R manager.”
I smiled and shifted my small purse to my left hand before accepting his hand to shake, “Nice to meet you, Mr. Dillon. Michelle Parsons.” We released hands and he gestured for me to follow him back into the main office. He let me lead and I could feel his eyes on my new figure. My dress followed my curves nicely, while still being professional. Alan said it really showed off my ass. As we approached his office, I slowed and pointed to his name plaque, “Is this us?”
He shook his head, “Just a bit further. We’ll meet the others in one of the conference rooms.
I paused to allow him to lead. I didn’t want to walk like I knew where we were headed. Jeff stopped in front of the room and opened the door for me, “Here we are.”
I stepped into the room. It had a table for twelve, but only half of the seats were filled. They were filled with members of my old account team, and one notable addition; Sheila, the girl who got Michael fired. I put on my brightest smile and extended my hand to meet everyone... again.
Jeff ushered me to a seat at the head of the table where I spent the next thirty minutes regaling them with a fine mix of my extensive marketing experience, and my utterly false back story as Michelle Parsons. The conversation was easy and unforced and I felt I performed very well. We laughed several times and I took advantage of my private knowledge of what my team found humorous to keep the conversation moving.
Finally, Sheila spoke up, “You aren’t, by chance, related to Michael Parsons, are you?”
I played dumb, but thought about it for a few moments, “No. I don’t think I do. Why?”
She looked surprised, “Oh, he used to work here. It seemed odd that your names are so similar.”
I just smiled and shook my head a little, indicating that I didn’t know him.
Jeff spoke, “Well, folks? Do you have any other questions for Michelle before we debate her future?” Nobody spoke up. “Michelle, do you have any final questions for us?”
I looked at the room, “Yes. When can I start?”
Jeff laughed, “I think we are about to discuss that. Stay close to your phone.”
I thanked them and smiled, “Sheila, would you mind showing me the lady's room on the way out,” I asked.
She responded, “Certainly.”
As we walked down the hallway together, I pulled her aside. “So, Sheila. Call it a girl’s intuition, but I sensed something from you when you asked about that Michael Parsons. What gives?”
She looked surprised at my boldness, but replied, “Oh, he had this job before you. He was on a choice account that I wanted, so...”
“So, you set him up, didn’t you. He got fired.”
“How...”
“I told you. Intuition. If Jeff offers me this job, are you going to be a friend, or will I also have a rival,” I asked, looking her in the eye?
She hesitated.
I cut her off, “That’s okay, Sheila. You don’t have to respond. You’ve already told me what I need to know. Now, I do need to pee. I can see myself out if you need to get back to scheming, sorry. Work.” I opened the door to the restroom and stepped inside, locking the door behind me. I went inside the stall and peed, and then washed my hands at the lavatory sink. When I caught my reflection in the mirror, I couldn’t help but stare. This was the first time I’d dressed for work with complete outfit and makeup. Michael was gone. I was completely Michelle, now, and Michelle is a beautiful woman. My eyes have always been blue, but with my long hair and my transformed facial features, they really pop. No wonder guys keep hitting on you, girl.
I thanked the receptionist, Pam, on my way out. Pam and I used to eat lunch together. I drove home to my apartment, thinking that I probably didn’t want that job, anyway.




Chapter Seven
By the time the following Tuesday arrived, and I returned to BioFem for my shot and exam I had already had more sex with Alan than I’d managed to have in 25 years as a man. We’d fucked our way through his entire box of condoms, and I was now letting him raw dog me at every opportunity. I was thrilled with the experiment and loved my new body and all the new sensations I was experiencing.
We’d showered together and I let him shave my legs. He did such a good job I asked him to shave my pussy. It was then that I learned how much I loved having his tongue between my thighs. The shaving cream wasn’t even rinsed away before he was on his knees as the warm water ran down my body and into his eyes.
His tongue wasn’t the only thing I’d learned to enjoy. His cock was larger than I’d ever been as a man, and he was more talented than I’d ever been. He slid into me so easily, now, and I didn’t care which hole, he chose. I enjoyed him so much that I was regularly wrapping my lips around his thick shaft. I'd even let him cum in my mouth. I swallowed.
I was so happy to stop using the condoms. We were quite vigorous in our lovemaking and my pussy was getting rubbed raw. Riding him bareback was much more comfortable. I was good about taking my pill every day. I did it every morning when I brushed my teeth. “Toothpaste Take Pill.” I said it each morning, committing it to habit.
We’d spent every night together in either my townhouse or his, except for two nights when he’d been scheduled for flights. We were so focused on each other that I’d totally forgotten to meet up with Tim and Pete for our night of pool. Tim called the next day to remind me that I’d stood them up. I tried to feel bad about standing up Pete after I promised him I wouldn’t, but Alan was quietly fingering my pussy while we talked. I was only wearing one of his button-down shirts, and I sat with my legs in his lap while I talked to Tim. I hung up and quickly forgot all about feeling bad as I jumped onto Alan’s cock and let him fuck me in a chair until I just didn’t care.
I’d also received a job offer. My old firm wanted to hire Michelle to do Michael’s job. I learned something else about being a woman. They offered me less money than I’d been making before getting fired. I told them I needed a better offer, one on par with my male colleagues. When asked how I knew, I simply replied, “Intuition.” I could get used to that.
I was feeling good about the experiment, enjoying my ability to experience things I’d known as a man, but now as a woman.  Sex is so much better, but I feel I’ve already shared so much about that. There are so many little things, too. Dressing myself had been a chore. Now, I was getting used to it. Working out is much more fun. I can see how my workouts are helping to shape and tone my new body. I have more energy. When I’ve worked out, I don’t feel tired. I feel invigorated and ready for more. It was all going so well, I wasn’t expecting something to surprise me, but it soon did.
I learned that periods suck. I don’t know how I had forgotten about that part of being a girl. Somehow, I thought the birth control pills were supposed to help with all of that. I woke up early and my stomach hurt like I’d been punched in the gut. At first, I thought I was just feeling the ab workout I’d done the day before, but the pain was too severe; too deep. Fortunately, I was in the shower when I was visibly reminded of this change of all changes. I thought I had nicked my leg while shaving but there was too much blood for that, and the streaks came from somewhere else. Yeah. There.
I made my first embarrassing trip to the drug store with a huge wad of toilet paper stuffed in my panties. It was a scene out of a movie. I didn’t know what I needed to buy. I bought five different kinds, and three different brands. I racked my brain for everything I knew and all I could remember was the Midol commercials. I bought a big bottle. I drove home and changed the toilet paper before I let YouTube teach me about my new body. By the time I’d spent an hour watching teenage girls talk about the joys of their periods, complete with instructional videos and slide decks, I was confident that I knew which boxes I could return for a refund. I took the box I needed into the bathroom and followed the tips I’d learned. What would we do without YouTube? It took me a few minutes to stop Keigeling and to trust that it would stay up there without squeezing my vagina like a vice. I put that box on top of the toilet tank and I took two of the Midol and curled up on the sofa to watch Netflix. How do women deal with this every month?
After watching six hours of Friends re-runs, I crawled from the couch to my computer and went online and started shopping for Rachel’s cute boots... I was on Zappos looking at shoes. I had about six pairs in my cart when Alan knocked on the door at 8:00 that night. I opened the door and just stood there. I must have looked like a total mess.
He took a good look at me, “What the fuck happened to you?”
I opened my eyes just enough to see that he was smiling, at least. I groaned and shuffled back to the couch. He followed me in.
“So? What’s up.”
“Cramps.”
“Shit! That bad, huh?” He sat down. I flopped down next to him and put my head on his shoulder. I wanted to cry. My hair was a mess and covered my face. Alan brushed it out of my eyes. “Are they this bad all the time?”
How did I respond to that? “No. They're not usually this bad. Just a rough month, I guess.”
He put his arm around me and started rubbing my back. It felt very nice.
I lifted my head to look at him and said, “I’m sorry. You came over to play and I look like shit.”
He simply smiled and hugged me a little closer. “Don’t worry about it, babe. I knew you had to be getting close.”
What the fuck? “You did? How in the hell would you know that?”
He hugged me a little tighter and said, “We’ve been playing nearly every night for several weeks and you hadn’t yet, so I figured you’d be getting close soon. You aren’t my first girlfriend, Michelle.”
Well, that’s embarrassing. He knows more about my pussy than I do.
“Am I your girlfriend,” I asked? I wasn’t sure what I thought of that idea.
“We’ve been sleeping together every night for close to a month. I’m not seeing any other girls. Are you seeing other guys,” he asked?
“Uh, no.”
“Unless you have a better word, I think you have a boyfriend,” he smiled.
“I’m too big a mess to have a boyfriend. Let me go upstairs and brush... my things...” I got up and shuffled upstairs. I scared myself when I looked in the mirror. My hair was everywhere, and I’d been sucking on one strand for longer than I’d realized. It was wet and gross. At least he didn’t run away screaming. Maybe that’s what boyfriends do. I stuck my toothbrush in my mouth and turned it on. I grabbed my hairbrush and started working at the rat’s nest of my hair. I put on a clean tee shirt. It was big enough to be a dress on my new body. It had been my brother’s wink wink. I didn’t bother putting on a bra. Alan could see my free tits. I swapped into a clean pair of Target underwear. I didn’t need shorts. When a guy has licked your cooch, he can see your period panties, too.  Ten minutes later I finished putting on some clear lip gloss and I went back downstairs. Alan was watching a football game. He lifted his feet so I could get past him and I sat next to him again. He put his arm around me. He felt nice. We fit together well again.
“You didn’t have to clean up for me, babe. We all have rough days.” He gave me a squeeze.
“Well, I must like you. I wanted to look better for you...boyfriend,” I kissed his cheek. “I’m pretty sure I’m not going to feel like going upstairs, but we could kiss if you want.”
He did kiss me. It was a good kiss, but he stopped. “That’s all I needed. Let’s just hang out. The Chiefs are up by three in the fourth. Cards have the ball. Do you want me to get you a glass of wine?”
I smiled at him. “I’ll pass. Thanks, Alan. I needed this. I didn’t realize how bad.” We watched the game and went to bed. That was the first time I slept with a guy and we just slept. He held me all night. That made me feel special and I decided I could handle the cramps from then on. Besides, I could still change back, right?
Doctor Cooper couldn’t believe my progress. As she examined me, she said, “I see you’ve been having sex. Are you being careful like we discussed?” I explained that I was. I also explained how glad I was to participate in her study and told her how much fun I was having. 
She measured me again. My body was still growing. My measurements were now 39-24-35. Alan had noticed and was calling me, “juicy.” He said I had a juicy ass and titties for days. My bras were now double-E’s and I still seemed to be growing. Why become a woman if you weren’t going go for the glory? I might be pushing it though.
I told her about getting my first cramps. She smiled softly. “Did you lay on the couch all day?”
“Ugh! Yes. I didn’t want to move!” My voice scaled up high and I sounded whiny.
Her expression changed and she laughed, “Well, buttercup, that’s the last time you get to do that. From now on you get to suck it up like the rest of us. Put two tampons in your little purse and be prepared to shove one in and keep your ass moving.”
I felt my expression sag. She noticed.
“Don’t get all puppy-dog on me. We all have to deal with it. If they are really bad next month, call me and I’ll write you a script for a big bottle of Fuckitall.”
“You’re still fucking with me,” I pouted. I was nearly fighting back tears. “Being a girl is hard!”
She shook her head. “Okay, princess, show me that gorgeous ass. Time for your next dose.” I lifted my dress and exposed my left cheek. I was wearing a string thong so my ass was totally exposed. She gave me a quick jab and put a shot dot on my ass. I lowered my dress and slipped my heels back on.
“Doc, I have a question.”
“Yes, Michelle,” she asked.
I sat for a moment and collected my thoughts. How do I say this? “Well, I’m starting to realize that I kind of like... this. You know, feeling these things; being a girl,” I said, slowly. “And now I might want to reconsider this decision later, but what happens if I decide that I don’t want to go back? What if I stay with your study for the year and then choose not to reverse my procedure?”
“Are you thinking you want to stay female?”
I thought about it for a moment and responded, “Yeah. I never knew how much I’d enjoy living as a woman. And it’s like my sexual preferences just flipped. I still appreciate an attractive woman but now I want to know where she got her dress. I’m not attracted to her. And when I met Alan. I found him attractive, and I didn’t think twice about having sex with him. I was afraid I’d feel gay playing with his cock, but I didn’t. I love being a girl.”
“Except for the periods, right? Have you left your apartment and spent time in the world as a woman? It’s not all sex you know.”
I giggled but explained that I was going out to shop and to get groceries. “Yes. I wasn’t staying inside. I even went on a job interview, and they offered me the job. I’m negotiating a higher salary right now.” I smiled. “I like the attention I get now. I like having guys hit on me. Yes. I think I might want to stay Michelle permanently.”
She thought for a moment and looked me over, again. “Well, that can be done. You wouldn’t be the first. At the end of your study, we’d take final measurements and conduct post-research interviews with our psychologists. We’d have you sign documents absolving BioFem of any responsibility to change you back and we’d pay to have all your records changed with your name and sex. And then, we’d offer you a position with BioFem.”
“Wait, why?”
“Look at you, Michelle. You are the best advertising we could ask for. If I can trot you out in front of investors and let them see our pictures from when you were Michael? I could charge anything I want for the shots you were paid to get. Honestly, it’s the best news I’ve heard in weeks that you might want to stay female.” She patted me on the back. “Give it some thought. See you in two weeks, girlfriend.” I walked out of the building to my new car with the biggest smile on my face. I get to stay a girl if I want to! God! Why do these eyes leak all the time?
As I drove home, my iPhone beeped with a calendar invitation. When I reached the next red light and came to a stop, I glanced at my phone. “BioFem Participant Mixer”. The time was 8:00 on Saturday night, “On the Roof.”
Next, I received a text from Cooper: “Michelle, sorry. Forgot to mention this. Getting our new girls together with some BioFem bigwigs. Celebrate the new you and show off that hot bod! Wear your best party dress.”
I dropped both my phone and my jaw. A party? As a girl?
Horns blared from behind me. The light had turned green. I looked in the mirror and waved to the driver behind me and then drove through the intersection. I felt sick so I pulled into the next available parking lot and found an empty space; turned off the engine. I pulled down my vanity mirror so I could see if I had turned as green as the traffic signal.
My heart still skips a beat when I see myself in a mirror. My mind still expects to see Michael looking back and I now only see Michelle. I thought that I’d still look a little like myself as a woman, but I don’t even see a family resemblance. I no longer had the “Parson’s nose.” My thick brows had become pencil thin. My eyes looked bigger and brighter; their blue standing out from my dark brown hair like small electric lamps. My face was round, and my chin was small. The contrasts between Michael and Michelle didn’t seem possible, but there I was, staring at this beautiful woman with long, flowing hair and a lovely face.
I looked down from the mirror and appraised my new curves. My body was equally unbelievable. I remembered the text about the party and started thinking about what I’d wear. I didn’t own a party dress. I grabbed my water bottle from the center console and removed the top to take a big swig. My red lipstick stained the rim of the bottle. The water put some color back in me and I felt better. I started the car and looked at myself in the rearview mirror. The girl in the mirror smiled. Then I heard her say that it was time for a shopping trip. I shifted into reverse and backed out of my space. It was time for a trip to the pricy downtown shops. I needed a party dress.
I parked in a deck on Central and walked down the street. I noticed that men were checking me out as we passed one another. I checked them out, too, from behind the safety of my dark sunglasses. I’m still a little in awe of how my sexual preferences just switched with my body. Where I had been a straight, heterosexual male, I was no longer attracted to women. I now was attracted to men, and men only. I smiled at them as we encountered one another. I found myself turning to look at their asses and laughed when I got busted while they checked out mine.
I saw a Victoria’s Secret ahead of me and walked to the entrance. As I removed my sunglasses and stowed them in my purse, two clerks hustled from the back to offer me help. I’m not used to getting such quick service when I enter a store. I’ve usually had to seek out the staff for help.
“Welcome to Vicky’s. How can we help you, miss?”
I looked up from my purse, “Hi! I have a big party on Saturday, and I need some new lingerie.” I noticed a black cocktail dress on a mannequin and tried to picture myself wearing it. “And I might like to see if this cute little dress would fit me.”
“Let’s start with the lingerie so that is sorted out before you try on a dress. Do you know your sizes,” she asked?
I looked down at my boobs. “No. All I really know is that this one is way too tight. Can you measure me,” I asked?
She smiled, “Well, you seem to be spilling over that one. I’m guessing you are at least double-D. Follow me. We’ll find what you need.”
She led me to the back of the store and pulled a curtain to give me some privacy.
“Okay, I’m Cathy, please remove your top,” she waited for my name.
“I’m Michelle,” I added.
“Nice to meet you, Michelle.” She held out her hand to take my top from me. I slipped out of my tight bra and handed it to her.
“Why don’t I arrange to dispose of this for you. I can’t let you wear that home. That would be cruel, and I’d probably get fired. You’re too pretty to be wearing dull bras like this!”
I crossed my arms over my nipples, hugging my breasts against my body.
Cathy laughed. “Michelle, honey, you have nothing to hide. Most of my customers can only dream of looking like you do. Here, raise your arms up so I can slip this tape around your girls.  She took the measurement and nodded approvingly. Then, she moved the tape to right below my twins. “Yeah, I was right. You are between DD and E. What kind do you want?”
I must have looked as confused as I felt. There are kinds?
“Okay, you seem new to this. I can’t imagine anyone with tits like yours being a newbie, but... let’s see. For daily use? I’d suggest something with good arm straps. Do you find them heavy?”
“Gawd, yes. My back is tired all the time.” My eyes got big, and my hands flipped up to my shoulders. I’ve found that I’m using my hands a lot more when I talk.
“Yes, I thought so. Now for this party, will you want straps? Do you want to see any lace? Do you want a strapless?”
“Uh...” I smiled and shrugged my shoulders.
“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll bring a bunch of them to try.”
An hour later, I was wearing a new bra that was nothing short of a miracle. My breasts were cradled in padded silk and my back wasn’t hurting thanks to the wide satin-soft straps. I had purchased five versions of the daily bra in different colors. The little cocktail dress didn’t fit me. I was disappointed but my tits were falling out of it. Cathy found another cute dress designed to stretch around my full figure. It was made of sheer black spandex lace with shiny black and silver beads that shimmered and danced in the lights as I moved. I put on a strapless that lifted me from below and that was hidden by the bodice of the dress. My boobs were pressed together to fully display all my breast above the nips. The dress was way shorter than I was comfortable with, but Cathy assured me that I’d be the hit of the party. I was getting used to wearing sexier clothes.
I selected my new red bra to wear out of the store and got dressed in my jeans and tight little red top. My boobs looked so good! Next, I needed makeup and shoes.
Once more, I knew next to nothing about makeup. I walked the shopping district until I found a store with a big brand name I recognized as a higher end brand. As I walked in carrying my bags of bras and lingerie, a friendly clerk greeted me and asked if she could help me find anything.
“I’m tired of my current brand of makeup. I got a raise at work and I’d like to upgrade and update my colors. Can you help me with that,” I asked?
She smiled at me, “Are you wearing anything now,” she asked.
“Just some basic lip gloss.”
She gasped, “I’d kill for your skin! You aren’t going to need much help, but I’d be happy help you select some new paint.”
“Thank you. My name’s Michelle.”
“And I’m Cheri.” She walked me to a counter equipped with mirrors and lights and had me sit in a counter-height chair at the counter. She walked around the display and started pulling bases and powders onto the counter. She also set shadows and eyeliners on the glass counter. Once she was satisfied with having her tools in place, she came back and joined me on my side of the counter. “Now, this is our top-end product. I’ll admit that it’s pricey, but I’ve never had a customer complain about what it does for her.” She started with a cleanser and worked her way up through some light powders.
“You barely need any concealer, Michelle. Your skin is flawless. How did you get such perfect skin?”
Feminization injections? “My mom had great skin.”
“I bet she had great boobs, too, huh,” she laughed. “Sorry. Working this close, I can’t help but notice. Do you model?”
“Part time. I’m actually in marketing, but sometimes an art director will think I have the right look to put in an ad and they’ll hire me for the photo shoot. It’s more cars than clothing, so I’m usually blurred while they put the car in sharp focus.” I fell back on some of Michael’s experiences with doing skut work on photo shoots.
Cheri nodded as I spoke. “I thought so. You are so beautiful. You should be the subject of any ads you are in. Those eyes. I can’t wait for you to see what I can do with those bright blue eyes and your dark hair!” She shook her head. “Mnnnph. Wow. You know only five percent of brunettes have blue eyes, right?
“I didn’t know that” I said. I didn’t think that could be true. Maybe she was thinking of redheads. I was still very flattered. I had wondered if my eyes had changed at all.
“It’s true. Just look at other models. You see more of you at the top agencies because you are so rare. I won’t even ask if you color your hair. I can tell you don’t. You only see these tones in women who haven’t destroyed their natural coloring. I don’t even remember what my natural hair looks like.”
“You mean it isn’t violet?”
She pulled the brush away from my face so she could laugh without poking me in the face. “And funny, too! Jesus. I think I’m turning gay. Do you want to go out with me?”
It was my turn to laugh. “Stop. You don’t have to flatter me. I’m sure you say these things to all of your customers. You’re sweet, though.”
She shook her head. “Margaret! Get back here for a minute.!”
Another clerk stopped organizing a display case and walked over to us.
“Margaret, please compare Michelle here to our other clients,” she asked. “Tell her the truth.”
“You want the truth, huh,” she laughed. “Gorgeous. Stunning. You’re perfect. Why are you in here?”
We laughed and Cheri started brushing some powder into my cheeks. “Told ya. When I get done with you, you won’t even make it back to your car before a guy asks you out. Now...let’s pick out some eye shadow. Oh, and if you like I can pierce your ears for you, too.”
We spent another hour gabbing and Cheri answered all of my questions about my new line of cosmetics. I had no idea that my eyes could look this good. Cheri made sure I knew how to apply the eyeliner and shadows so I could recreate her work. She sold me several pairs of starter posts for my ears. As I left, I promised I’d come back in for any refills I’d need and to keep them updated on my modeling career. They were convinced I was destined for greatness. For what I paid, I sure hope so.
Nobody asked me out on my way to my car, but only because I was so excited to get home to Alan to show him. Two men greeted me, hoping I’d stop to chat. Sorry, boys!
Alan loved my new look but laughed at me as I practiced walking around my kitchen in my new heels. We’d already tested them with the one test I truly cared about. My body was still feeling aftershocks from the mind-blowing orgasm I’d received as I balanced on the five-inch pumps, and he fucked me against my kitchen counter. I was feeling shaky with my high heels and weak knees. I held my hands out for balance as I tottered naked to my refrigerator for a glass of ice water.
“You’ve really never worn heels before,” asked Alan as he scrutinized my wobbling walk?
I stopped in place and caught myself. “No! I just don’t like them! I’ve always preferred my little tennies.”
“Maybe you shouldn’t have started with the stilettos. Maybe a nice wedge heel,” he suggested?
I grimaced, “Why do you know more about these things than I do?”
He laughed, and responded, “Two older sisters.”
That would explain it.
After another hour (with a little break while I rode his perfect cock while sitting in one of my kitchen chairs) I felt I had mastered walking in high heels on a smooth tile floor. It took some more practice before I was sturdy enough to master them on carpeting. Then, I tried my skill on stairs. I was still naked, so I was shocked when I caught Alan’s reflection in the mirrors that decorated the wall next to my open staircase. He was holding his phone and I watched in horror as the flash went off several times.
I flew down the stairs, tits bouncing, as I tried to grab the phone from his hands. He held it over his head, and I jumped up and down trying to reach it. He laughed as he turned in circles playing keep away from me as bounced up and down. I had to stop. My boobs were killing me.
“What the fuck are you doing,” I asked him?
“I decided you needed a little help learning to walk in those things, so I gave you a reason to move. Do you realize you just ran down half a flight of carpeted stairs and then bounced on those high heels like you were riding a pogo stick?” He hit me with his perfect smile. “I think you’ve passed the high heel test, babe.”
My hair was hanging in front of my eyes, so I shook my head to clear my vision. My face felt all squinched up.
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you pout before. It’s kind of hot.”
I stuck out my tongue at him. “I want to see them.” I walked to the sofa and sat down. He was right. I hadn’t thought about walking at all since he made me run. I simply walked. I sat and hugged my chest. Alan sat down next to me, and I held out my hand for his phone. He unlocked it and opened the pictures for me. He put the phone in my waiting hand.
The first photo showed me looking at him in the mirror. I’d never seen myself in any photos, let alone ones with full frontal. With my long hair, my body was quite lovely. I swiped to the second image. In this one, I had a look of shock as I realized he was taking nude pictures. My mouth was contorted in surprise and my eyes were wide open. My hands hung in front of me at an odd angle. I realized why when I saw the next picture. My arms were now trying to hide my body. My left hand was covering my twat. My right had almost made it to cover my nipples. The next showed me in full understanding of what he was doing. I looked pissed. Cute, but pissed. In the next, I was starting to run toward the camera. I laughed when I saw the next one. I had just launched myself off the third stair and I was naked and in mid-air. The last image was like a modern art mystery. There was hair. There were fingernails. There was half a boob, and there was a thin line that I discovered to be my shaved pussy. The rest was all motion blur.
I handed him his phone.
“You aren’t going to delete them?”
“No, they’re kinda hot. Just don’t share them with your buddies. Can you send them to me?”
“You’re serious?”
I kicked off my heels and then stood to tuck my legs under me on the sofa. I leaned against Alan’s shoulder. He put his arm around me and his hand brushed against my breast. I took his hand and kissed it. “Yeah. I’ve never had anyone take pictures of me. I’m still pissed at you but you made me feel sexy.”
He scoffed, “You? You don’t feel sexy all the time?”
“Well... not like that. If I went upstairs and grabbed a real camera, would you make me feel even sexier?”
He smiled, “Go get your camera!" He reached for his phone again, “Can I take shots of that bubble butt as you climb the stairs?”
I punched him with the palm of my hand. “Jerk!” I shook my hand, “Ow! You’re too hard!”
I climbed the stairs and smiled as I saw the flash go off another five or six times. “Send me those, too!”
On Saturday afternoon I received a text telling me that I was not to bring a date and that a car would pick me up at my home at 7:15. I was waiting on the sidewalk when the driver pulled to the curb. I was reaching for the back door when his door opened, and the driver raced around the car to open it for me. “Thank you. What’s your name?”
“I’m Steve, Miss Parsons.” He stood perfectly straight and held the door.
I stepped off the sidewalk and into the street next to the car, “Please, call me Michelle.”
“Thank you, Miss Parsons.” He smiled. I giggled.
My dress didn’t allow for much movement. I turned to sit backwards into the limousine. Steve took my hand and helped guide me into my seat so I could keep my knees together. He turned so that I could slide inside and adjust my dress. “Thank you, Steve, for being a gentleman.” I tugged the elastic of my black stockings as he pulled away from my apartment.
He walked around the car to his seat and looked at me in the mirror, “It’s my pleasure, Miss Parsons.”
He drove, making light conversation along our route. We talked about baseball, and he was surprised that I knew the game so well.
I was delivered to the front entrance of BioFem. I no longer had to concentrate on walking in high heels. My practices with Alan had prepared me for anything. I walked alone from the car to the front door where it was opened by a liveried doorman. “Welcome to BioFem, Miss Parsons.”
“Thank you.” I was impressed that he knew my name.
Doctor Cooper met me in the entryway and ushered me inside a large room. Inside, there were about thirty-five other girls. I was handed a flute of sparkling wine and encouraged to go mingle with the other girls. I quickly scanned the room and was relieved that nobody else had my dress on. Then I realized I’d never been in a room with so many beautiful women. The room was resplendent with all of our varied perfumes and body sprays. I’d only taken a sip or two of my wine when the room was called to attention by a man I’d never met.
“Ladies. You all look splendid tonight. Thank you for coming.” He looked around the room and started a round of applause. I guess I clapped for the accumulated beauty in the room, which was impressive. “Now. You may not know this but each of you is the successful outcome of BioFem research. You all know your own stories. Each of you will have a similar story to tell.” He applauded us again. “Tonight, however, you are the only ones in the building who know that story. Tonight, we have invited you to be our guests at a reception for our board of directors and select shareholders in our company. We simply want you to mingle with our guests and have a good time.”
They loaded us all into one of four elevators. The elevators deposited us on the 72nd floor where we were ushered up a stairwell to the roof. I saw an assorted view of thongs and ass cheeks as I climbed the stairs behind several of my new friends. I’m sure that the girl behind me was watching a similar show. As we climbed, I saw a nice-looking blonde with “Donna” on her nametag. I wondered if like me, she used to be Don, the guy worried about his ability to have kids. Well, Don, if that’s you in there you can certainly have kids now!
I tossed my modesty into the wind as I emerged from the stairwell onto the roof. We were here to be the entertainment. I was being paid $10,000 every month and so far, I’d never done anything to earn my pay but spend time fucking my pet boytoy and showing up twice a month to let a doctor measure my boobs and ass. I was getting the better deal. I ducked behind a girl slightly taller than me and checked my face in my little mirror. I shook out my hair a little and primped my boobs before turning my smile up to 2000 watts. I stepped onto the roof and swooned a little as I took in the skyline from 800 feet in the air.
I waded into the party. The rooftop was decorated with an extensive container garden forming a deceptively natural setting. Streamers of electric lights ran from the water tank to poles set in the roof. The lights were dimmed to provide just enough light for friendly conversation. I passed an elaborate spread of appetizers and light dinner fare. There were large platters of mini tacos, chicken wings, veggie egg rolls, chicken egg rolls, and more crackers than were probably necessary. I could see waiters wandering through the crowd offering drinks and light canapes. A waiter in an evening tux offered me another flute of champagne. I took it and drank it down in one. I quickly placed the empty glass on his tray and took another before he could walk away. He smirked and walked toward a pod of executives. I decided to stand near them and see if anyone wished to talk to me. My cheeks started to feel warm as the bubbles went to my head.
I spent the next hour making uncomfortable banter with wealthy men. They were all so full of themselves. I barely had to speak. I simply had to smile and nod and drink the bubbly I was offered. Were all men this smug and arrogant? They simply droned on and on about their latest mergers and how they were negotiating to have a new boat built. Blah, blah, blah. Look at me, I’m so great! Only one asked me anything about me and he only asked if I was having a good time. He interrupted halfway through my short answer and started discussing his ex-wife. I smiled and assured him I’d never been happier to be anywhere.
When I finally managed to extricate myself on the pretense of finding the restroom, I turned, quietly acting like I was gagging, and got busted by a very handsome man watching me from ten feet away. He caught me in full eye roll as I abandoned the little man in the suit. I must have looked like I was hating everything. I saw him watching me and caught him smile at me. I stopped and looked straight at him and mimed turning a little knob in my cheek as I turned my smile back on. I tottered over to him, acting like a wind-up doll in five-inch heels, and held out my hand; not to shake. I held it with my fingers together and presented it for him to kiss. He did so. When he released me, I grabbed the hem of my little dress and curtsied.
“Hi. I’m Michelle,” I said. I cocked my head to the side and smiled brightly.
He smiled and gave me an easy laugh like he had been in on my little joke from the start. “I’m Jason. May I steal you away for a real drink?” Fuck me. He’s British.
“As long as you steal me away, Jason, I’ll do about anything!”
The corner of his mouth twitched, and he almost smiled. “Well. Please allow me to rescue you.” We walked to the edge of the party where there was a bartender. I hadn’t made it to the fun side of the room yet and didn’t know there was a bar. “I’m tired of this crap,” as he poured his flute of wine in a potted shrub. “I need a real drink.”
I followed him to the bar and stood next to him. I wasn't sure how to behave so I simply stood and waited.
Jason casually reached for the barman’s lapel and looked at his nametag. “Bill! My good friend. How are the wife and kids? He beamed at him and then became serious, speaking carefully to the bartender, “Listen, Bill. Under your bar, you are going to find a bottle of whiskey back there with a gold label and my name stuck on it. Give me a double. Neat. And please get the lady a...” He turned to look at me and smiled. After a few seconds, he bobbed his head and grimaced like it was my turn to do something, We're waiting on you, Michelle.
I realized he was staring at me. I’d become distracted by his confidence, and he was just so fucking handsome and sure of himself. I squinted and tried to remember what I’d been asked. The bartender was staring at me. “Oh! Sorry…” I said, panicking, “I’ll have the same, please.” I watched in slight terror as I realized I must have ordered a lot of whiskey and from a bottle I’d never seen in Men’s Fitness. Michael rarely drank whiskey, and Michelle didn’t know the first thing about it. I had no idea what it might do to me. I was already feeling happy and warm from the champagne.
The bartender finished pouring our drinks and Jason picked them up and handed me one. He raised his glass, “Well! To the most beautiful girl on this rooftop.”
We clinked glasses and he raised his to me. ‘Wait! Here,” he looped his drink through my arm and then back to his mouth. I linked mine through his and we drank from our own glasses like newlyweds. He took a good swig and closed his eyes to savor it. I took a small sip to try it on for size and about choked, nearly spitting my mouth of liquid at him. I coughed and sputtered and tried to apologize.
He doubled over in laughter, “Good god, woman! Why did you order $2,000 Euros of whiskey if you were simply going to spit it on me? You could do that with something from Kentucky!” While he sounded mad, his eyes were smiling like a kid at Christmas. I knew he was playing. He looked at the bartender’s nametag again, miming like he he’d forgotten. Somehow, I was quite sure this man never forgot anything.
“Bill! My best friend. Get this pretty woman something with a foofy umbrella in it! And please be quick about it! She needs to wash that fine private reserve bourbon out of her perfectly luscious mouth!” He smiled and winked at me. “Here, give me that! Can’t let fine whiskey be wasted on a lovely evening like this!” He winked and said, “Cheers,” raising the glass to me and focusing into my eyes, like lasers.
I don’t think a man had ever looked at me so intently as he tossed my drink back. “Sorry. Sorry. Very expensive reserve stock. Even I don’t like to waste it as it took me eighteen years to produce.” I thought he was staring into my soul.
He made a clicking sound with his cheek, and set the glass back on the bar, “Ah!” He looked over his shoulder at me and grinned as he drummed his index fingers on the bar, waiting for Bill to finish making my drink. My body was reacting strongly to his every glance and smile. I could almost feel myself ovulating!
Who IS this guy? He’s a riot! I laughed so hard I actually snorted. That made me laugh even harder and I did it again. I hid my smile behind my hand and tried to get myself under control. It wasn’t working. I snorted again and then added a high-pitched little squeal. I felt like my eyes were so big that my eyebrows were probably hidden in my hairline. My heart was racing in my breasts. We’d been talking less than ten minutes and I swear I wanted to spend ten years with him.
“I simply adore your laugh!” Jason handed me my new drink. It was bright blue and had a pink and green umbrella sticking out of it. I’d never seen anything like it before. “New toast! Here’s to your laughter! And may I hear it for the rest of our night together.” We clinked drinks. I thanked him and took a small sip through the included straw, carefully so as not to mess my lipstick. I held my pinky out like a lady. It tasted like mouthwash, but I smiled and gave him a thumbs up and took another big sip. I squinted and held my breath as the alcohol hit. The second sip wasn't much better. There was a lot of alcohol in it, whatever it was. I leaned my head back and acted like I was gargling it. “Ah! That’s much better. Thank you, kind sir.” I took a larger sip. “Wow! That might knock a delicate flower like me on my perfect little ass.” I tried not to laugh. It didn’t work. He smiled that devilish smile at me.
He winked at me again and clapped his hands together once. “Now! I seem to remember we were having a very pleasant conversation! Where were we?”
Could he be any more charming? Watch yourself, Mich. “Uh, you were just telling me I was the most beautiful girl here, and then I spit fine whiskey all over your dinner jacket. But let’s just skip over that little part and get back to you telling me how sexy I am.” I smiled again. I tried to look into his eyes the way he was looking into mine. It was hard to be that focused.
“Well, now that is funny,” he said quite slowly as though thinking, “I don’t remember calling you sexy.” My god he reminds me of Daniel Craig! “I like to think that sexy is a title one earns. Would you agree with me, lovely Michelle?”
I took a step towards him, so we were about eight inches apart. That was just enough that my breasts weren’t quite touching his chest... yet. “I believe I would agree with you, Jason. Tell me, Jason. What would one have to do to earn her title?”
“Well, I believe you should use your imagination. A woman of your beauty and charms should have a fair idea or two, should you not?”
If he keeps this up, I’m going to burst into spontaneous orgasm. I was only wearing a lacy black thong. It didn’t have enough material to soak up the fluid my body had just created between my legs, and it made me wiggle my legs a little... I leaned close to his ear, “I could begin by nibbling on one of these,” I whispered, taking his earlobe between my lips and giving him a gentle bite. I held it between my teeth. His cologne was very manly. I didn’t recognize it. This is fun!
“Hmmm. Yes.” He nodded enthusiastically. “I. I do like that. What else?” He stood patiently, smiling that wry smile, and waiting for my next move.
“I could also do this,” I took a gulp of my foofy drink and cradled an ice cube between my teeth. I leaned in to kiss him and let him steal the cube from my mouth. We lingered, almost kissing, until he spoke into my ear.
“I like that, too. You’re on a roll. What else might you do?”
I plucked the cherry from my drink and tilted my head back placing it on my tongue. I concentrated and manipulated the cherry until I plucked it free once more. The stem was now in a knot and still attached to the cherry. I bit the stem and then kissed him again letting him have my cherry. “How am I doing?”
“Oh, very well, indeed. What else have you got?”
I moved even closer so that my breasts were pressing against his strong chest. The pressure against his solid body caused my dress to pucker, baring the tops of my rapidly stiffening nipples. “I’m running out of ideas for things I can do with my dress on, but what is sexy without some measure of sex?” I wrapped my arms around him. “Wait! I have one more idea. I could whisper in your ear exactly how close that naughty little smile of yours is to making me cum right here, right now.” I let my hand graze the front of his slacks.
“Now, I really like that,” he smiled more than I’d seen him yet. “I believe you may have earned your title there, sexy.”
I whispered, “We could go downstairs, and I could let you chase me around a board room.”
He smiled. “Oh, that would be fun! But I think I have a better idea!” He raised his eyebrows. My body could have birthed kittens. He held his watch to his lips and said, “Charlie. Two to beam up, please. North end. Two minutes.” He stood up straight. “Give me your hand.” His command was direct, but not demanding. I took his hand. I decided right then that I would do anything he’d ask if I could only see him smile that smile again. He led me to the other side of the roof. People saw us coming and simply moved out of our way. Jason seemed to have command of everything. We stopped thirty feet from the edge of the roof where we continued to hold hands. His steely eyes stared to the northern horizon.
I swung our hands out and back like kids on a playground, which made my body rock from side to side. I said, “Well, this IS exciting! You do know how to impress a gal.” I joked.
He looked at me and gave me the full Daniel Craig smile, his steely eyes piercing me once more. “Hold your horses! It’s coming.”
Jesus, I think I’m coming. I squeezed his hand more tightly and tried to see what he was staring at. My heart was beating like I’d just climbed all of the stairs to the roof.
Suddenly, there was a whirlwind of noise and a percussive thumping that threatened to stop my heart. My dress took flight. I quickly tugged it into place as a sleek black helicopter rose above the roofline and landed on the edge of the roof. In fright, I turned and hugged him. Jason took my hand again and smiled, “Let’s go, sexy. Be sure to duck your pretty head!”
He guided me to the door of the helicopter and gently lifted me into the cabin. His hand held my butt as he pushed. I fell into a seat and started straightening my little dress. I couldn’t believe that had just happened. Jason sat in his seat and reached for the door. He waved at the party and smiled as the copter lifted off the roof and the door slid shut with a muffled thud. The pilot banked the helicopter and dropped back below the rooftop. My stomach climbed into my throat as I experience a moment of weightlessness. When gravity returned, I launched my body onto his lap and straddled him in his seat. My dress rode up my hips to my stomach and I started grinding myself against his swollen cock. I gripped him by those sexy ears and pressed my lips to his mouth. I felt him smile as my lips fought for his kiss.
He kissed me back and my body melted into him. His hands touched me everywhere. My dress fell off. I think it was still around my thin waist. I grabbed onto him in surprise as the helicopter made a turn and then I was on my back on the bench seat and his cock was sliding through my wet folds and into my depths. He didn’t make it four inches before my body went rigid and the orgasm that I had been building from the moment he first saw me roll my eyes; launched itself through my entire body like an unstoppable freight train.
It seemed to last for 45 minutes and when I finally came to my senses and could open my eyes, Jason was sitting on the opposite bench, smiling at me. My eyes fluttered as I tried to get my bearings. I was in a helicopter. Say that again. I was in a helicopter. I’d just thrown myself at the sexiest man I’d ever met. We had sex. My hair was in my eyes and appeared to be a total disaster. I tried to blow it out of my eyes. It didn’t work. I tucked my chin down to look at my chest. One boob was fully exposed, and my nipple was swollen and pointed directly at the ceiling. My other boob was being squashed by my bra. My dress was around my stomach like a tube top. My lacy underwear appeared to be spinning on the end of James Bond’s finger.
I blinked in confusion. This was certainly a first for me. I tried to sit up. Mr. Bond was wearing a headset and appeared to be speaking to me.
I squinted and cupped my hand to my ear, shouting, “What!”
He pointed at the seat next to me and pointed to his headset. I looked and found a matching kit on the seat next to me. I tried to straighten my hair so I could put the set on my ears. I heard a click and a beep. “You were so right. You are sexy.”
Is he making fun of me? “You are an ass!” I blew my hair out of my eyes and then laughed.
He just roared with laughter. “Actually, sweetheart, I’m English. That makes me an arse!” He banged on the wall between our compartment and the pilot. “Charlie! The lady would like a tour of the city, please!
We flew over the city in a big circle. I did my best to get tucked back into my bra and my dress. I motioned for Jason to give me my panties. He shook his head and wagged his finger at me. He took them and gave them a good sniff before smiling and placing the crotch of my thong in his mouth.
I spoke into my headset mic, “Why limit yourself to leftovers when you can drink fresh from the stream. I spread my legs and made sure he had a good view. Moments later, his tongue was lapping from the stream, and I was on the verge of another orgasm. I didn’t see much more of the city as my eyes were rolled back in my head.
We touched down on a large grassy lawn in front of a hugenormous mansion. We exited the helo as the blades were slowing to a stop. I carried my heels as we walked through the grassy lawn and into what I assumed was his home. He held my hand. It was sweet.
As we passed through the entrance, I gaped at the interior, “Who. Are. You?”
We were holding hands by just two lazy fingers. He turned me by my hand and stepped into me to kiss me. “I told you. I’m Jason.”
“Thank you, Jason. I got that part. I have another question.”
“Yes, my sweet” he responded?
“Who. Are. You? Because right now, you are James Bond. I just spent the evening with James fucking Bond.
He laughed. “I assure you. I am not James Bond.”
“Are you Bruce Wayne?”
He laughed even harder. “No. You seriously don’t know who I am? Have you been locked in a trunk somewhere? Tell me, my sweet Michelle, is there a search party looking for you as we speak?”
“I’m sorry, Jason.” My voice started shaking and scaled up higher. Words came out of my mouth like a fire hose and my eyes were leaking again, “I really don’t know. Please tell me that you aren’t like those guys at the party who were so hurt when I didn’t know them either because I’m really having a great time with you and I don’t want to hurt you because I really like you and I think you are the sexiest man I’ve ever seen and you’re British and you really do remind me of Bond and I already have a huge crush on him and I’m babbling like a moron…”
He was standing in front of me, and he put a finger on my lips to quiet my panic and bring me to a stop. “Michelle. Please. Stop.” He shook his head for several seconds. “Please, stop. I haven’t had this much fun with a date in years. You are so refreshing. I am so glad you don’t know who I am because I know that what we did tonight was real. And… and… I love that you think I look like Daniel Craig. I won't admit that to anyone in the press, but I play our similarities up for fun...” He took my hands in his and raised them to his lips to kiss them. “If I could spend the next month with you and still have you treat me like I’m not who I am I would do it because it is so damned sweet.” He smiled. “I could just eat you up, and at this moment there isn’t anything you could do that would spoil what we’ve had tonight.” He kissed me.
“Jason?”
“Yes, what is it now, my sweet?” He was feigning being irritated. His eyes were still smiling.
“That makes me so happy. Thank you. But…” I paused and looked into his eyes. Mine started leaking again.
“Yes?”
I bounced up and down on my stockinged feet and started crying, “But “I still don’t know who you are!”
He started laughing. He took my hand and started ushering me through his home and we encountered a decorative table where several magazines were spread out. “Now. Before you see this, remember that I don’t want this to change the way you treat me. I want this.“ He gestured to my entire body, “all of this. I love this. Here…”
He pulled one of the magazines to the side and tapped the cover twice with his index finger. I picked it up. His face was on the cover. He was wearing a suit that probably cost more than I would earn this year. It was impeccably tailored to his perfect body. The mast head read, “Jason Price—Could the Rogue Brit be the world’s richest man? My heart started beating a rapid tattoo inside my breast.
“Michelle, I’m not James Bond, my dear. I’m Jason Price. And I’ve been told he’d like to be me. But if you would prefer him, I understand. I can make a phone call and have him here by morning. I do think his wife, Rachel would rather mind, though.”
I snorted in laughter. I hoped that wasn’t becoming a habit, my voice rose an octave or more, “No. Jason. I believe that you could do it! That won’t be necessary. I like you better. You’re my new favorite crush.”
He walked back and took me into his arms. “Well, then. Now that that is sorted, let’s go upstairs. I’m longing to spend some time lavishing that outstanding body with kisses while not shouting at you over the turbines of my 525.”
I giggled like a schoolgirl. “That was fun, though.”
“Say the word and I can arrange to do it again,” he responded.
He laughed and bent over, picking me up and throwing me over his shoulder. I screamed as I felt my dress ride up, exposing my butt. He gave my bare ass a good smack and carried me upstairs to the most wonderful bedroom I’d ever seen.




Chapter Eight
Several months passed in a flash. I turned down the job offer from my former firm. It wasn’t worth signing up for a cat fight with Sheila just to do it. Besides, my prospects for having money were looking very solid. Alan and I continued our fling for a month or so before he admitted that he was skipping shifts to be with me and that if he didn’t start reporting for more flights, he’d be fired. I confessed that I was spending more and more time with Jason and that we were growing serious enough that I had to break things off.
“Thank you, Alan. I feel like you were my very first big-girl romance. Thank you for being so good to me.” I gave him a last kiss. We promised to remain friends.
Jason was now calling me his “Bond girl,” though he still hated the comparisons with Daniel Craig when made by the press. When he was in town, he’d send for me, and we’d spend long weekends at his mansion. I was beginning to see my face on magazine covers. “Who is she,” seemed to be their favorite question. Now, the table where he once showed me who he is, was covered in magazines with both of us on the cover. “Who is Jason’s mystery girl,” and “Are wedding bells in her future?” I’ll admit it. I hoped they were correct.
Flying with Jason was always just us two and his pilot remained up front while we made passionate love in his onboard sleeping quarters. I was so comfortable with him that I was willing to do anything he wanted while having sex, or otherwise. I was certainly the only girl I knew who had now had sex in both a private jet and a private helicopter.
I started going to the gym again. I was getting a little too juicy. My ass looked big in my skimpy thongs and my boobs were falling out of my tops. My thighs were thick and while I was still hot and sexy, I didn’t want to feel fat. I was a little too Rubenesque. I told Doc Cooper about my desire to lose some weight and she modified my injection program to include a compound that would help tone me down. It took a couple more months but I was able to squeeze my juicy ass into some of my original jeans once more. There was no stopping my heavy boobs. I don’t think I lost even an ounce where it counts and I was happy with that. I loved them so much. I’d always been a breast man and I could now play with my own for hours. Just touching my juicy nipples turned my pussy into a slip and slide toy of pleasure.
I was living like a trust fund baby. I lounged by the pool during the summer days. I went out to party with friends at night and then I’d meet up with some girlfriends in the hot tubs. None of them could believe I was dating Jason. To be honest, neither could I.
I was seeing Jason every time he was in the States, and he started making excuses to visit when he wasn’t here on business. I couldn’t speak for him, but I was in love with him and had been since we’d met. We’d even talked about kids and if I’d be willing to move to London. I told him that I’d follow him anywhere.
I received a call from my friend Tim. He wanted to know how I was doing and why I hadn’t answered his texts. I owed him an apology, so I agreed to meet him in a local park before driving to the clinic for my next injection. I wanted him to see me at my best, so I brushed out my long tresses and put on one of my prettiest flowered sundresses and wore sexy pair of high heels. 
I parked my little convertible in the parking lot fifteen minutes late. He was waiting for me at the agreed upon bench. I smiled as I got close to him thinking he’d look up a see me, but he looked at his watch and tried to look past me toward the parking lot. Had I really changed that much? Of course, you have girl. He looked at me like any man looks at a beautiful woman he doesn’t know. He didn’t recognize me at all.
I stopped in front of his bench. “Hi, Tim.”
Tim looked at me and his jaw dropped. He shook his head in disbelief. “Mich? Is that really you?”
I smiled at him and nodded my head.
“My god. How is this possible?”
“Well, it worked. I’m a woman.” I walked over to him. “May I sit down?”
He stood up and we hugged. I held him for a long time, trying to say things I might not be able to with words.
“You aren’t just a woman, my friend.” He offered me the bench. I sat and crossed my legs at the knees. I arranged my flowery dress. Tim sat down next to me.
“Mich, I can’t believe how beautiful you are. But why did you stop calling? Not even a text, or maybe,” he winked, “a naked selfie. Why’d you stop coming to hang out with Pete and me?”
“I’m sorry, Tim. My changes were happening so fast. Not even a week after you saw me, I went to my next exam and the doctor performed an ultrasound and showed me my uterus and the eggs. She said my gonads were absorbed and changed into egg sacs. It hit me kind of hard. What I got myself into suddenly became so real. My changes weren’t just messing around with my looks. It’s changed my mind—my preferences. This isn’t like other drug studies. Tim, I can get pregnant, and as much as I like men, that’s a real possibility. I’ve had periods and I’m on the pill. I suddenly had real money in the bank. I got a new place. I met a guy when I moved into my townhouse, and we started dating and having sex. Before too long, I looked like this, and I was addicted to my new life. I wanted to live as a girl, and I knew that seeing you might make me second guess what I was doing.”
Tim put his hand on my shoulder, and I snuggled against him, “Hey. Michelle, it’s okay. I wouldn’t have believed this even if I’d seen you every day. I have no idea what you’ve gone through. Clearly, it has been a lot. But I wish you’d have let me try to understand. We’re best friends… or we were. I still want to be your friend, buddy.”
I sniffed and dabbed my eyes again, happy that my new mascara was waterproof. “I guess I didn’t want to see you because I was afraid you would talk me out of staying like I am. Tim, I really like who I am now. This feels so good! I don’t even want to go back. I’ve got three months left in my research commitment and then I’m going to let BioFem’s lawyers file the paperwork to change my gender and my name.”
“Wow. I really thought you’d want to change back, but I’m happy for you.” He took my hand and held it. “My god you are spectacular. Your hair alone would make you beautiful, but I can’t get over your curves. Are those natural or did you have some surgery?”
I giggled nervously, “Just the shots. They just grew like this. I think they may still be growing.”
He looked me in the eyes and then started laughing.
“What? What’s so funny?”
He shook his head, “No. I can’t. Mike would think it is funny, but not Mich.”
“Hey, bruh. It’s still me in here, somewhere. Tell me.”
He looked embarrassed for a few moments and then said, “Okay. Do you remember that ridiculous scale we used to use to rate women?”
I started giggling. “Are you talking about that silly Budweiser scale?”
“That’s the one!”
“Okay, let me have it. Where do I score?”
“Stand up, let me have a real look.”
I followed his direction and let him take it all in. I spun in circles and let my dress spin around my knees. I struck a modeling pose and looked at him through my eyelashes, “Well?”
He stroked his chin. “I think you are probably a very solid six,” he responded.
“Only a six, huh?” I punched him in the arm. “Only a fucking six?”
“What? Do you think you deserve a seven?”
“Have you seen my ass? That’s worth two all by itself. If you had only seen my ass, it would still take two Clydesdales to pull this ass off your face! The way you’d be sucking on these great tig bitties would take four more! These lips wrapped around your cock would mean at least three more fucking Clydesdales! That’s nine horses, my friend. I think I’m a very solid nine. And when you experience my bubbly personality and my willingness to spend all night rocking your world with this amazing body? I take the ten for sure! In fact, my friend, I’m a ten on any scale!”
“I see you have developed a very high opinion of yourself, sweetheart.”
“Well, as this ass has sat on more faces than yours has, I’m more qualified to judge.”
Tim became very serious. “Mich, I’m glad you are having fun, but are you being careful? I worry for your safety. I worry about guys taking advantage of you. And I miss you, Mike.”
“I miss you, too! You’re still the same dear, sweet, Tim. But truly, I’ve never been happier than I am right now.” I leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. I felt a tear slide down my cheek. “I’m fine. I’m taking care of myself, and… I’ve met someone. He’s British and he loves me. I’m in love with him.”
“Really, who is he?”
“I’m not going to say. I think the story will be in all the tabloids tomorrow. He’s kind of famous. You’ll know soon.
I stood up and looked toward the parking lot. “I’ve got to go. It’s time to get my next shot. Will you walk me to my car?”
“Sure.”
I held his hand as we walked to my car.
“It this really your Porsche?”
“Yes. BioFem doubled my allowance when I volunteered to turn into a girl. I don’t think I’ll be worried about money soon. I think I’ll marry a rich guy and be his trophy wife. What do you think?”
“Good plan. Let me know how it works out.”
“Goodbye, Tim. Take care of yourself.”
“You too, Mich. When Pete finds out about this, he’s going to hate you for standing him up.”
“Maybe we shouldn’t let Pete know what he missed. Give him a big sloppy wet kiss from me!” I kissed Tim on the lips for my first and last time.
“Eeew!”
“I love you, Tim. Thanks for being there when I needed you.”
“Mich, you’re killing me. Who is he?”
I leaned in and whispered in his ear.
His jaw dropped. “JASON FUCKING PRICE!!”
I smiled and drove away. I was crying before I shifted into third gear. There were too many emotions back there.




Chapter Nine
An Hour Later...
“I know I’ve still got two months of the program left, but I’ve made my decision,” I told Doctor Cooper. We were sitting in her examination room. I was wearing the same kind of hospital gown I’d worn for my initial physical. There was now more of me in some areas to cover and my bigger ass was feeling a bit chilly.
“And, what have you decided?”
I stared at my very feminine hands and the lovely manicure I’d gotten a few days before. Somehow, I’d lost my former habit of chewing my nails when I transitioned. “I want to renounce my legal right to request a reversal. I’m a woman and I’m going to live my life as a woman. I want to sign your paperwork and make it official. I don’t want to wait until the study is done.”
Her smile brightened. She made a note in my electronic files. “Oh, Michelle, I’m so happy for you. I’ll buzz Julie and have her prepare the documents for you.”
She opened my gown and started palpating my chest. First the left, then the right. She took out a pair of large calipers and calculated the volume of each of my boobs. “1800 cc’s. Women usually have to fly to Argentina to get implants that large.” We completed my measurements, and I received my next dose. After we were done, I got dressed and she led me to the conference room where  my BioFem adventure first began. “Julie should just be a few more minutes.”
“Oh, I’m so excited! I still can’t believe how much I love myself. I don’t miss being a guy even a little,” I told her.
“Well, you seem to be having quite the time with that new body. You made quite the exit from our little soiree back in May.”
I felt myself blush, “Uh, you noticed that did you?”
“It was a little hard to miss, Michelle! Let’s just say that none of the other girls got whisked off the roof in a helicopter holding hands with the world’s most eligible bachelor!”
“They didn’t? I thought the helicopter belonged to you!”
“I can see why he likes you. Will you be seeing him again,” she asked?
“Tomorrow night. He says he’s taking me somewhere special.”
Julie entered the room and placed a tall stack of documents in front of me. I skimmed the documents, but it would take a month to read them all and I was too excited to claim my new life. I had signed my name on about forty documents when I came to a non-disclosure agreement. I started to read. About halfway through, I looked up and asked, “Doc, what does this mean?”
It is a agreement that you will never share the truth about the procedure you went through to any future participants.”
I scrunched up my nose in thought. “And what is that truth?”
“Michelle, you already know the truth.”
“No, Doctor. I don’t believe that I do,” I said.
“Think about it,” she looked at me and waved her hand up and down in front of me like Vanna White showing off my body. “Do you think it would be possible to reverse all of this? Come on!”
I sat and thought for at least a minute. At last, it hit me. I laughed out loud. “It was never going to be possible to go back, was it? I was going to be a girl for the rest of my life no matter what I decided.”
“That’s right, dearest Michelle. But does it matter? Aren’t you glad to know you had already made up your mind and that our little secret never mattered? You received your most cherished wish, and you didn’t even know you wanted it.”
“It’s still wrong. Unethical, even.”
“It is. All cards on the table… I’ve never had a single person want to change back. And in the very near future, you and I will be selling this procedure to desperate young men willing to pay us hundreds of thousands of dollars to receive the same shots you were just paid $10,000 a month to enjoy. You will become our employee and you will continue to be paid that money for as long as you honor this agreement. And your new boyfriend owns 50 percent of the company, and we are about to get FDA approval. Mr. Price should appreciate a couple of extra zeros added to his wealth.”
I didn’t like it, but I signed the forms. After everything was filed, I was legally declared female. I am now and forever, Michelle. They re-issued all of my credit cards. I’d already leased my townhouse as Michelle, so I was good, there.
Unbeknownst to me, Doc Cooper added another compound to my final four shots. Over those last months, my past became very murky. Over time, I forgot everything about having been Michael Parsons. Though I had difficulty remembering my childhood, I firmly believed that I had always been a girl. I certainly had no memories of being tricked by BioFem. Her secret would remain safe. But what about mine?
“Does Jason know,” I asked?
“Does he know what?”
“About me?”
“What is to know, Michelle? You are a woman. You didn’t have surgery. You have no parts fashioned from male parts. You are just as female as if you had been daddy’s little girl all your life. No. He knows that you are a model working for BioFem. That is all. What you choose to tell him is between the two of you.”
“Thank you. I’m so lucky to have been able to change my gender.”
“You’ve been spending enough time with Jason that you’ve picked up the British panache for understating the obvious. Your perfect looks made you that lucky. Falling into the arms of Sir Jason Price, KCBE?” She paused for effect, “I’d say you are more than just lucky.”
I continued to “work” the BioFem parties and my plan to meet a rich man was working flawlessly. However, it was easy because I was now dating Jason Price and Jason was always in attendance. I would mingle briefly and then I’d spend my evenings with him. We discovered a drink that actually enjoy, and yes, it has an umbrella in it. He didn’t repeat his helicopter escape. Apparently, he had to pay a hefty fine to the FAA and was told in no uncertain terms that he was to file proper flight plans and to use registered helipads. We always left in his car, and I was spending longer and longer weekends with him. I absolutely adored him.
On one of our flights to stay at his English estate, he noticed that I seemed out of sorts. I was nervous because Alan was our pilot. I have no secrets with Jason. I told him that Alan and I were lovers, but I’d broken it off as we’d become serious. He handled it very well. As we departed the plane, Jason pulled Alan aside. I made my way to the bottom of the stairs and to his Jaguar to wait. They talked for nearly ten minutes and shook hands before Jason jogged down the stairs and opened my car door. He was grinning as he climbed into the right side of the car.
I waited but he didn’t say anything, “So... how did that go?”
“Brilliantly. He’s a good bloke. You have fabulous tastes in men.”
“You told him you knew about us,” I asked nervously?
“Yes, I did. I told him I couldn’t afford to have my new pilot worrying about anything other than his plane. I didn’t want him worried about my knowledge of your past relationship or that I’d be angry at him. He seemed nervous at first, but I think I put him at ease when I offered him a job with my flight service. That surprised him, but how can I fault him for wanting to be with a woman like Michelle Parsons? He’s a member of a very elite club.”
I looked at him in awe, “Jason, how can you be so perfect? You always seem to find the things to do and say that leaves everyone charmed. So, instead of jealousy or anger, you went with friendship and offered him a job?”
“Yes. That sums it up fairly nicely.”
“The two of you were laughing pretty hard before you shook hands. What was that about,” I asked.
He gave me that irresistible James Bond smile and laughed.
“Oh no! You didn’t! Fuck! He didn’t!”
He waggled his eyebrows and his smile got even wider. “My darling, I have just come into possession of a most fascinating collection of photos.”
My face flared with heat, and I slid down in my seat trying to hide.
“Jason. I’m sorry. I’m so embarrassed!”
“Why would that be embarrassing? You Americans, for all your claims of freedom, you are simply the worst kind of prudes. You are a beautiful woman who shows an appropriately healthy view of sex. I find nothing embarrassing in those wonderful photographs. They capture the very qualities that made me fall in love with you. In fact, if I were to stop at a cobbler I know in East London, could I buy you another pair of heels? Because your arse as you climbed the stairs…”
“You’re being an arse! But Jason, wait. What? You’re in love with me?”
“Of course, I’m in love with you. It was love at first sight. I've never been with a woman I've clicked with so quickly. In some ways, you're like an old college bloke.  You do seem to have one worrisome trait though.”
“And what is that?”
“You don’t seem to handle surprises well. So, I need to give you a warning. I brought you here this weekend to ask for your lovely hand in marriage. So, when I find my moment, do please try to behave!” He laughed himself to tears.
I watched him laugh while happy tears started streaming down my cheeks. I was speechless.
We were married three months later in London, and I became Michelle Ellen Price. We held the ceremony at Jason’s country estate. It was the event of the year with nearly a thousand guests roaming the grounds. It was a whirling dervish of activity where I was rushed from photo shoots to cake cuttings, to toasts from family, to toasts from business leaders. I didn’t know what to do most of the time. I was grateful that Jason assigned me his protocol attaché, especially when the Duke and Duchess arrived. They were lovely and despite being the future King and Queen, they made me feel special and were simply lovely guests.
Jason flew many of my friends and family over to be with us on our wedding day. After I signed the BioFem papers, I'd visited my parents to introduce myself as their new daughter, Michelle. After the initial shock, and a round of questions testing my identity with secret family facts and events; they had accepted my decision and I learned that my mother had always wished for a daughter, and now she could have both, in a way. Daddy walked me down the aisle as every girl dreams.
I’ve now moved to England where we are raising our children. I’ve acquired British citizenship and despite my efforts, in all the time I’ve now spent living among them, I've adopted their lovely accent. My internal voice now speaks to me in a British accent.
For obvious reasons, I no longer concern myself with looking for work. I’m busy managing our family home and keeping our travel calendar on schedule as we hop between environmental summits with business leaders and cavort with heads of state. I’ve learned to ski as we jet off to snowy peaks around the world. 
I’ve given Jason two lovely sons and I’m nearly eight months pregnant with our third child. I’ll finally have my little girl. As this is my third time, I’m used to the changes that happen to my body. I didn’t think my breasts could be any bigger until they swelled with milk for the first time. Jason joked that I could probably breastfeed the nearest village.
Despite Jason’s status and fame, he remains my dashing and debonair lover, surprising me regularly with thoughtful gifts and I constantly see in him the same man I met on the roof of BioFem when he whisked me away in our helicopter and made me the envy of wealthy bachelorettes the world over. He is brutally protective of the family we have created and refuses all questions and press requests that would intrude upon us. Despite his efforts, I fear I will go blind from camera strobes. I’ve never felt more special or more in love. He never fails to make me laugh.
And yes, I still snort.
I awoke with my alarm at seven. I grabbed my fluffy robe purchased from my favorite Swedish spa and went down the hall to see my babies. They were dressed and ready to follow mummy downstairs to join me for breakfast. They jumped up when they saw me and ran to me for my morning cuddles. My heart just bursts each morning when I can see them again. I bent over to hug my little Jacob. He just turned three. I picked him up and rested him on my right hip and we snuggled noses and he gave me big kisses on my cheek. I blew a raspberry on his neck and gave him a good squeeze before asking, “Are you ready for breakfast sweetheart?”
“Yes, mummy. Can we have waffles?” He has waffles every day. It was his thing. I set him down and reached for his big brother, Colin. “Oh! And how are you today my sweet love,” I asked him as I bent to give a pregnant hug. Colin is a little over four and he’s big enough that it hurts my back to lift him right now. I got onto my knees so I could still give him big cuddles, too.
“Hi, mummy! Do you want to play Thomas with us?” He likes his train set and I try to play with them as much as I can.
“Can we have a nosh, first? Mummy’s starving! Is that okay?”
He smiled and nodded his little head. His blond hair bounced. He looks just like his father. I could just eat him up!
I stood and reached for their hands and we walked toward the back stairwell that led to our kitchen. “Thank you, Darla for having them ready. We shall be back after some waffles.”
“My pleasure, Missus!”
We went downstairs and ate waffles.
I climbed back upstairs to prepare for my day. I played “twains” for fifteen minutes with the boys as promised and then showered and dressed. Although we’ve been married now for five years, I still love looking my best for Jason. I finished applying my makeup and ran back downstairs into the main house where is office was located. 
I walked into Jason’s home office to find him standing in front of his wall of company executives in a Zoom meeting. Each of his team appeared on a separate display. There were at least 20 displays lined up in rows from floor to ceiling. Each was labeled with the name of the team member, their city, and the local time offset from GMT. Jason appeared to have teams in nearly every time zone the world round.
He was dressed casually in light wool slacks and a charcoal turtleneck I’d helped him select while in Paris. It was fall in London. He looked fabulous, as usual. The man could wear anything and make it look good.
He was speaking to his team so I took a moment to rest in a chair inside the office, but away from his cameras, “Yes, Harold. I want you to double our holdings in that drug company. I’ve just learned some amazing news about one of their new prospects. It comes from research we’ve been funding for several years. They have successfully transformed several male subjects via injection only, into females indistinguishable from CIS-gendered women! This will transform the world and I want us in as deep as we can go.” Jason looked and saw me standing in the doorway. “Listen, folks. I need to run. Something much more important than you all just walked into my office and I need to see to her needs. “Harold! BioFem. Do it now, please. One of their subjects delivered a baby seventeen months after his first injection!”
A head on the video wall started nodding his head and promised he’d report status in an hour.
Jason looked at me. “I’m out. See you this afternoon after tea.” A few of his staff shouted, “Hi, Mich! Bye, Jason!” as they disconnected from the meeting.
He spoke to his AI assistant, “Disconnect.” The wall went dark and then the entire wall displayed and image of the rolling hills of our estate as if the wall of our home vanished and we gazed directly upon Jason’s land. It was a live camera and I could see ducks swimming in our pond. It was raining again.
He turned and beamed his smile and my heart leapt into my throat as it does every time that I see him smile at me. “Good morning, Mrs. Price! How’s my favorite lady this morning?” He walked until we met halfway. I waddled my pregnant body into his embrace. He placed his hands on my hips and leaned to kiss me. I leaned forward, careful of my growing baby bump, and kissed him good morning.
“Darling, I feel like a blimp. I think she’s making me eat more than either Colin or Jacob combined!”
He stepped back and caressed my little beachball. “Hang in there, love. You’ve just got a bit over a month left. Then, the nannies can take over!” He laughed. I snorted, grabbing my belly as our little Daphne kicked me in the ribs.
“What was that company you all were discussing there at the end? Was that my old modeling firm?”
“Why yes, love, it was.”
“The rooftop where we met, where I was hired to look fabulous for randy billionaires at she-she parties?”
“The very one. And are you calling me she-she?”
“Oh, of course not, darling! You are never she-she. You are striking and devilishly handsome.”
Jason laughed heartily. He struck a modeling pose with his hand on his cocked hip. “I could be she-she.”
“Maybe if we talk to your BioFem they could pull that off for you, dear. Shall I make a call? We could ask them to make it part of your purchase.”
“I should make you my new CEO.”
“Oh, Jason. I’m much more important than that!”
“Right you are, love. Right you are.” He kissed me again. “How’s the party coming?”
“I can’t believe we’ve been married for five years! Five years! Two babies, and five homes, and two people madly in love!” I hugged my arms around him. “The party! We’re almost ready. I just have a question. I know he took you into space on that daft rocket of his, but do we really have to invite Bezos? All he does is talk about his cock-shaped projectile!”
“Don’t worry about Jeff. I’ll make sure he’s occupied so he won’t pester you. And... if the subject does come up, his projectile, as you call it, isn’t shaped like a cock.” His face cracked into his wry little smirk. “It is shaped like his head.”
I couldn’t help it. I snorted with laughter and held my hand over my face, “It’s just his bad luck that his head looks like a cock!”
We laughed ourselves silly before I posed for another kiss and turned to leave his den. “Ta ta, dear. Now that I’ve sorted Mr. Cock Rocket; I’m going to have a lie-down! Daphne is wearing mummy out something dreadful.”
He laughed and smacked me on my ass and watched me waddle away until I was outside his door before turning back to his wall of media channels. The man does know his priorities.




Chapter Ten
The party began at noon. It was a beautiful Saturday on our estate; the rain had stopped the night before and the air had a freshly scrubbed brilliance. Pillowy clouds lazed their way across the sky as though taking their time to watch the event happening below. My children were waiting on the drive, inviting any of our guest’s children to follow them into the back lawn to enjoy the many bounce houses and games we had arranged for them.
Jason and I were greeting guests in the foyer, welcoming all of our friends and family as they joined us in celebrating our fifth wedding anniversary. Jason held my right hand in his left, leaving his other hand free to greet our guests. We’d release each other long enough to hug and kiss our friends but he reached for me as soon as we were free. I love that he's so sweet like that.
“Michelle! When are you going to deliver that baby,” I was asked by nearly every guest? I was so near to my due date that Jason paid my OB/GYN to attend the party as she feared I’d pop at any moment. She was in the next room entertaining some other doctors in attendance. I’m sure my expanded tummy was wonderful conversation for all of them!
Will and Kate had given me the name of Kate’s dressmaker—the one who had kept her on the cover of the British tabloids through her three pregnancies. I loved my dress. It was a simple yellow sundress, cut to allow for my expanded boobs and belly. Despite my increased size, I still wore an elegant pair of matching heels. My legs were already tired and we still had a full twelve hours ahead of us.
Most of the guests had arrived so Jason and I started mingling through our home, gossiping with our friends and family. We found Tim in the solarium and he caught me up on news from home. He’d gotten married two years prior and Jason and flown with me to attend their wedding. Susan was lovely and she pulled me aside to compare notes on our pregnancies. She was now six months in with their first. They were expecting a girl, too.
Tim was star stricken in Jason’s presence. Working in finance, Tim had known of Jason instantly when I told him who I was dating. He looked like a golden retriever as he bounced up and down and nodded at every word my husband spoke, hoping that he might get a chance to exchange a few words Jason would find interesting. 
I now knew that Jason loved to talk with people to learn about them. It was his escape from his world of full-of-themselves billionaires. When Susan and I returned to our men, Tim was telling Jason a story about a local bond election going on back home. Jason wasn’t the least bit bored as he let Tim explain the politics that made the story interesting. As he always does, Jason greeted me with a kiss on my lips as though he hadn’t seen me in days, instead of mere minutes.
I invited Susan to join me while I checked on my boys. I traded shoes on the back lanai before stepping onto the soft lawn where my heels would have left me stranded in the soft earth. We were halfway to the bounce houses when Jacob saw me and came bounding across the lawn to hug me around my knees.
He looked up, “Hi, mummy!”
I felt myself light up as I always do when he smiles at me. “Jacob, can you say hello to mummy’s friend, Susan? She’s visiting us from America.”
He looked up at Susan and then hugged her legs, too. “Hello, Mrs. Susan! Are you having a baby like I am?”
Susan laughed. “Hello, Jacob, are you having a baby?”
“Mummy is! I’m having a little sister! Bye!” And like that he was off to the fun and games.
Susan looked at me, “Oh, he’s a little heartbreaker! How adorable!”
I just smiled, “He really is. His older brother should be around here somewhere.” We wandered in and out of the inflatable toys until I found Colin playing with some other boys inside a grand ball pit. I pointed him out and waved when he looked in our direction. “He seems busy. That’s my big boy. We’ll find him later and you can meet him proper.” I touched my side as I felt Daphne move in my belly. “Ooh! That was a big one! I think she just rolled over.”
Susan took my arm and looked sternly at me. “Don’t go having that baby on me, now! I’m not ready for that!”
“You may not! But I am! Bollocks, I’m ready to have this baby! I’m so ready.”
“Look at you, Mich! You are such the English lady now! I don’t believe Tim when he says you’ve only been here five years. You don’t sound American anymore, at all.”
I laughed, and then turned off the British accent. “Oh, I can when I want. I’m just such a horrible mimic! I can’t meet anyone for fifteen minutes without adopting their accent. After fighting it for six months over here, I gave up.” I switched back and said, “Now, it just seems so terribly proper! One of Jason’s presidents is from Manchester and he about pulls his hair out as I start drifting into his dialect. I just can’t help it!”
Susan laughed. I snorted. I shrieked and then snorted again.
I caught my breath and said, “That snort is what I’d give up in a heartbeat. I simply have no control!”
Susan took my arm as we started walking back to the house, “I don’t know. Like the rest of the world does, I think your snort is cute. They mentioned it in last month’s issue of Vogue, you know.”
“Oh, those silly magazines. They just won’t leave me alone. Sometimes I feel I’ll go blind from all those daft cameras. I go to bed at night and see spots!”
She laced her fingers in mine and we held hands. “It’s only because they all love you, Mich. You’re the perfect wife and mother, married to the richest man in the world! Of course, they want to take your picture. I think you’re more popular than Will and Kate.”
I put a finger to her lips to shush her. “Oh, dear. Don’t get caught saying that around here! Jason was at school with Wills. He wants no comparisons. I think it is the only thing that embarrasses him.”
“Are you still friends?”
“Oh, yes. We’ve had them here to the house on many occasions. They are traveling this week end or they’d have been here today.”
“Do you ever get tired of all of it?”
“Well, we are going to take some time off after Daphne arrives. He’s renting us an island and we are going to spend time as a family getting to know her. He says he’s taking three months.”
Susan replied, “That sounds amazing. So, when is Daphne going to arrive?”
“Well, Susan. I wasn’t going to say anything until another one happened, but I think I’ve just started having contractions.” We were almost back to the house.
“Why don’t you introduce me to your doctor, now? We can have her check!”
Jason watched us enter the house and took one look at me and knew. He strode across the room like James Bond walking through a casino. “When did they start?”
“Ten minutes ago, darling. I’m okay. They just started.” I looked at Susan, "Please find my mum and have her join us."
Jason took my hand from Susan, “Thank you for seeing her back inside, Susan. You can show her mum upstairs when you find her. Let’s go, dear.” He walked me into the study where Dr. Ponds was reading a book from the library shelves. “Michelle says contractions started about fifteen minutes ago.”
Doctor Ponds got up and walked to meet me. “How are you doing, Michelle? Shall we go upstairs and check that cervix?”
“Oh, this is when I wish our suite was on the first damned floor. Yes. Let’s go.” Jason helped me climb the stairs.
Ten minutes later, I was back on my feet at the party. My water was intact and I was at only four centimeters. My contractions were still ten minutes apart. Doctor Ponds became my party companion for the rest of the day. My mom was never more than one room away.
I stayed on my feet, playing the hostess, except for dinner and dessert. The clock had just chimed nine o’clock when, as luck would have it, I was talking with Jeff Bezos about his daft cock rocket when I felt my water break. I looked to find Doctor Ponds and had turned when I felt Jeff land at my feet in the puddle of embryonic fluid.
“Oh, cock! The man’s been to space twenty-two times and he can’t step through a fucking puddle! Someone help Jeff up, please! I’m going to go have a baby now!”
Jason appeared magically at my side as though he’d never stepped away, “Chelle? Is it time?”
I took his hand and nodded quickly. I was having a contraction and the pain was getting worse. My mom appeared at my side and took my other hand. She waved to my dad and gave him the signal.
News of my water breaking spread through the party like wildfire and almost immediately, the entrance hallway was filled with our guests. Jason followed us halfway up the stairs before turning around to address the room.
I could almost hear him smiling. “Ladies. Gentlemen. I believe it is time to go have a baby. This one is making me nervous. If she’s got the nerve to crash our party today, she must be just like her mother. I worry what she’ll do in the future!” He let the laughter settle, and then said, “It’s still early! The party is still on! You are welcome to stay if you like. If you go, please accept our apologies for not seeing you off. If you stay, you may get to see our little girl! Thank you for joining us! Happy anniversary, my love! Happy birthday, Daphne Michelle!”
He took my hand again as I waddled into the room we’d set up for delivery. Darla brought me my boys and together, after three hours of active labor, we welcomed their little sister into the world at 12:06 AM, GMT. In proper British fashion, she waited until the next day so she wouldn’t share her birthday with our anniversary.








Epilogue
On Isla Michelle
And then, we were five. As promised, Jason had “rented” us an island. That was his little joke. He purchased us an island. After spending two months, surrounded by white sands, turquoise water, and the relaxing sounds of the surf coming ashore, I told Jason how much I loved being here. It was then that he told me he’d acquired it, renaming it after me. It is now, “Isla Michelle.”
My island has a boat launch near our home, and room for our Bell 525 to land. We use it for grocery shopping. After the arrival of Daphne, we waited long enough for her to receive her basic shots and to settle into nursing from mummy before we headed for the Caribbean and Isla Michelle. We play in the waves and I dip baby’s feet in the warm water. She giggles every time her toes get wet and squeals with joy as I lift her toward the sky. Colin and Jacob run ahead on the sand and chase the birds that wade at the shoreline.
At night, we give the children over to Darla, and Jason and I walk the beach together. It’s been nearly six years since we met on the rooftop, but he still makes me laugh like it was our first night together.
His arm was around my waist as we walked in the light of the half moon. The waves were reflecting enough light to see the moonlit foam bubble and froth as the waves crashed gently against our beach. I felt his hand walk up my back to where my bikini top was tied. He pulled at the knot and my top came loose.
“Mr. Price, just what do you think you are doing,” I asked, coyly, as I pulled my loose top from around my neck. I hadn’t cut my hair in nearly two years and I had to pull its mass to the side to free my top. I dropped it to the beach beyond the surf line. I shook my long hair, letting it cascade down my back. Jason took me into his arms and kissed me. My heavy breasts pressed against his bare chest. We kissed deeply for long minutes, letting our hands play at one another.
“Jason, we haven’t done this since Daphne. Are you sure?”
He caressed my breasts. My nipples still belonged to my little girl and they were big, dark, and almost constantly dripping milk. He was gentle but I could tell they were wet. “Yes, Michelle. I’m sure. Are you ready?”
“I want to feel you again. I’ve missed us.” I kissed him again. “But do you really find me sexy?”
He threw his head back and laughed. “Well, my sweet Michelle. I’ve always thought sexy was a title one must earn.”
I snorted. And then I laughed. And then I ripped his swim trunks down to his ankles. I laid back in the sand and let him slide himself inside once more. As he started thrusting himself into me, I gasped in pleasure I’d not felt for months and whispered, “Oh, James!”
Forever his little Bond girl.






Afterword
Thank you for reading my work and for spending time with some of my new characters. I hope you enjoyed this tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. As you know, I love a good story of transformation and find my inspiration for new stories in many places. I don't usually share details of how an idea formed, but in this case I'd like to recognize the artist who planted the seed that became this story.


I first encountered their work several years ago as I was seeking comics featuring transformations. One artist stood out as they consistently released amazingly detailed imagery combined with just enough dialogue to move the panels forward. The artist is Dynamoob. If you like my stories, you may like their work, too.


In 2021, Dynamoob released a 16-panel work, titled, Reversible. It is a short comic telling the story of a young man who receives a shot and begins transforming into a beautiful young woman. In each panel, he talks of how he's okay with what he is doing because he can always go back. As she develops, it is clear that things are becoming harder and harder to undo and she becomes pregnant and finally a housewife with children.


This work inspired my to create my own story using the same basic idea--a young man joins a drug study and turns into a beautiful woman. He's willing to do it ...


As Long As I Can Reverse It


You can find Dynamoob's work on Patreon.


Speaking of Patreon, I write a lot of scenes that don't end up in my books. I've started to publish some of these scenes on Patreon. I post many in the free tier. I post longer works in the paid levels. Please visit CieraCarrera on Patreon if you'd like to see some of my early work that makes it into book form.


As always, thank you for supporting my work.


Love,


C.C.
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The Hike: A Journey of Transformation on the Appalation Trail
 
Brian has loved hiking all his life. After he graduates from college, he decides to take time off to hike the Appalachian Trail. A friend recommended a great company to outfit his entire journey. They had handled her hike and her journey had transformed her life. Brian was ready for a life changing journey, so he pays the company and heads for North Carolina.When he arrives at the trail and collects his pack, the outfitter has made a mistake. They have given him a women’s backpack and clothes. Stranded and five days from his next provisions, Bri straps in and starts hiking north. Five days later, Bree walks off the trail to collect her next pack. What happened on that trail? Are Bree’s transformations complete?

Canyon Canoe Trippin': A Gender Transformation on the Colorado River
 
Van needed a vacation. Managing a Starbucks in an inland portion of San Diego was never part of his career plans. When his college roommates plan a trip down the lower Colorado River beginning at Hoover Dam, Van is ready to go. Unfortunately, Van catches the Corona Virus on the plane to Phoenix.Not wanting to spoil a trip they've been planning for months, Van keeps his secret and they head for Nevada and the dam. Van begins showing symptoms as they prepare for their departure. A scenic stop for a soak in the hot springs introduces Van to a new problem--a brain-eating amoeba. COVID-19 meets the amoeba and they begin a strange transformation.Now, Van can't hide his secrets any longer as his body begins changing and he becomes a girl, alone with three of her bachelor friends from college.Note: This book contains graphic depictions of sex and bodily transformations from male to female. It contains very adult themes. If you are easily offended by any of these themes, please select another book. It you are intrigued, please read on.
Total Reset 1.0: The BimbOS Project: Ashley
 
Janet interviewed to be the new Vice President of BioTime, but she got a surprise new position as the Personal Assistant to the Company CEO when he tricks her into entering his new invention: The BimbOS Machine. The former Department Head with dirt on the boss is tricked into entering his newly-invented BimbOS cosmetic enhancement machine. When a manicure becomes a total physical transformation into his personal bimbo, Janet is furious; but only until her boss triggers her BimbOS upgrade, turning her into the dim-witted sex toy, Ashley, his willing personal assistant. When Ashley witnesses the first sales presentation to a potential buyer, she begins to question her own existence. Can Ashley discover her origins while satisfying her owner's every desire?
Total Reset 2.0: The BimbOS Project:Transform-Asian 
 
When Rebecca, a rising star in analyzing the Asian markets for her company, is asked to visit the company president; she is offered a promotion. She will travel the world with him as his expert in Asian markets. All she has to do is step into the BimbOS Machine, which will help her learn Chinese. When the machine transforms her into a beautiful Chinese girl, she fears the boss may want more than her analysis skills. What will happen when she receives her BimbOS 2.0 Upgrade?
Total Reset 3.0: The BimbOS Project: Jenna: The Accidental Bimbo
 
In this third installment of the BimbOS Project series, we meet Joe. Joe has a business degree but is struggling to find a job. He did the coffee house thing, but tired of the overly-picky customers. He takes a job on the custodial staff servicing the executive suites of Bio-Time, makers of the top-secret BimbOS Machine. While cleaning their offices, he finds himself trapped inside the Bimbo Chamber...and the machine is ready to begin his transformation! The machine was designed to be used BY men, not ON men. Joe doesn't know anything about the machine. He just wants out...until he becomes Jenna.
Daddy’s Girl: She Used to be Mine
 
Joseph and Patrica want to get married, but they fear his billionaire father won’t approve of her. Joseph is so nervous, that when he finds a mysterious wish-granting magical necklace in a pawn shop, he buys it for her. When he mistranslates the incantation, instead of becoming a girl his father will like, she begins to transform into his father’s girl! His father loves big-breasted beauties with outstanding bodies and Patricia is willing to transform to be with him. As she starts to age, things get difficult.
Forever Furry: The Transformation of Harper Gray
 
The year is 2050. The government has relaxed restrictions on the genetic modifications of humans, giving rise to rampant body modification using animal DNA. People now modify themselves with ears and tails, fur and fangs. Harper Gray is a successful escort, accompanying important clients to their special events for pay and her occasional pleasure. When one of her best clients chooses a furry escort for his next party, Harper starts questioning her own feelings about fur.

Harper becomes “fur-curious” and starts investigating the new possibilities provided through the magic of genetics. When her client offers to pay for her expensive and life-altering transformation, Harper jumps in with all four paws as the World changes around her. The government reclassifies all hybrids as animal mutations, forcing them to sign away many of their "human" rights and enforces strict rules upon the varied species of animal hybrids. Will becoming the fur-girl of her dreams be worth all she must leave behind?
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