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Chapter 1

I sat in the exam room of my longtime physician Dr. Julian McCoy patiently waiting on him to enter and give me the results on the latest round of tests he had conducted.  Normally I did not have to be inconvenienced with such trivialities as having to personally come to a doctor’s office, but because of the nature of the tests I needed they had to be performed at his office.  I’m the first to admit that I had become spoiled and was used to having one of my personal assistants make a phone call and presto, he was at my office or house, but not today.

Julian entered with my folder in hand, sat down on the little round stool in front of me and whipped the records open before spinning around and looking at me and asking, “How are you feeling?”

“Julian, I’ve felt better.”

“I’m sure, and you look like hell.  Are you following the diet that I recommended, at all?”

Rolling my eyes upward I then looked back down and said, “Well, probably not as strictly as I should be.”

“So not at all?”

“Well,” I said.

Pausing for a bit I continued, “Not at all.”

“Greg, I’ve been telling you for years what you need to do to stay healthy, have I not?”

“You have.”

“I’m sorry to say my friend that I have done all that I can and there’s nothing else I can do since you won’t pay any attention to me.”

“Julian, you’ve been a great doc, and I’ve ignored all your advice over the years despite your warnings.  I’ve continued to gorge myself on meat that has fat hanging off of it which has resulted in multiple heart attacks and I’ve got more stints than you can count.  My kidneys are failing and I’m not sticking to the prescribed diet, and I’ve drank so much that my liver can’t even repair itself.”

“Greg, you’re going downhill fast and ….”

He paused and stopped talking and I knew something was up.

“Just be straight doc, tell me.”

“You probably don’t have long to live, maybe six months on the high side, and that’s if you start following the diet I prescribed.”

“Which we both know is not going to happen.”

“If that’s the case Greg, you’ve probably got a couple of months, maybe, and I am so sorry.”

As I looked at him I could tell that he felt bad, and probably responsible as well for the short amount of time that I had left to live, which was clearly not his fault.

“Doc, I did it to myself,” I said, and then stood up put my hand on his shoulder and said, “Thanks for everything.”

As the limousine left the doctor’s office and headed back toward my estate I started to think about my life and the choices I had made.  Instead of taking care of myself, I’d ate what I’d wanted, consumed alcohol and used recreational drugs to excess, and not exercised at all so what should I expect?  Here I was, fifty years old, worth twenty-five billion dollars, and had a couple of months to live.  Maybe.  At that point I was asking myself, what the fuck?  What had I really accomplished aside from making a bunch to money that was now going to be left to someone else because I made bad choices?  I had been such a playboy all my life and had never settled down and gotten married, so I had no wife or children to leave my fortune to and essentially no loved ones to bury me.  As I sat there and stared off into the distance a thought crossed my mind, I was the richest and the poorest man in the world, as I had all the money needed to buy worldly possessions, but I had nothing of real value, as strange as that sounds.

Arriving back at my estate I went into my office and called my personal assistants and asked them to come up and see me.  Tammy Andersen and Russell Hanson were the two people that essentially made my life better as they took care of all of my personal affairs, and some business, day in and day out.

Tammy was in her late twenties, of Scandinavian decent and looked it in every way with her blonde hair and blue eyes.  She was single and had never been married which was just as well since working for me was demanding and not conducive to having a great personal life.

Russell was in his early thirties, brown hair and eyes, was a graduate of an Ivy League school, and was instrumental in helping me with just about everything.  He too was not married which was just as well as his job took up most of his time, free or otherwise.  His strength was that he knew just about everything that was going on in my global business empire at all times, and sometimes I was surprised at how much he knew that even I did not.  Well, you know the old saying, hire people that are smarter than you, right?

As they entered my office I was sitting in a chair and invited them in and offered them a seat on the couch.  I spent the next few minutes telling them about my prognosis and asked them to keep it quiet and they agreed that they would.  Tammy had tears running down her face as I talked about my condition which saddened me so I leaned forward, took her hand and told her it would be okay as this was the result of my life choices.  Thinking about it I realized that Tammy and Russell were probably the closest thing I had to family in the world.


Chapter 2

About two weeks had passed since my visit with the doctor where I received the bad news that my time on planet earth was short.  Despite the fact that my health continued to decline I continued to work as much as I could as that seemed to help keep my mind off the pain, mental and physical.

Russell called and asked if he could come up to my office and see me and I told him of course, just head up whenever he was ready.

“Mr. Martin is this a good time?” he asked, as he stuck his head in the door.

“Sure,” I said, “Come on in.”

I just happened to be sitting behind my desk as he entered and he promptly took a seat in front of me after he had closed the door.

“I see you closed the door, heavy stuff?”

“Maybe.  There’s something I wanted to talk with you about.  This deals with the conversation you had with Tammy and I about two weeks ago.”

I nodded acknowledging what he had said.

“You told us that you had a short amount of time left to live, as I’m sure you recall.”

Laughing I said, “Of course, I remember it well Russell.”

Leaning forward he asked, “Mr. Martin, what if you did not have to die, and you had more time to live?  Would that be something that would interest you?”

Laughing I asked, “You mean like a cure or treatment had been found for my heart, circulatory system, liver and kidneys enabling me to live?  Does that exist?  Is that what you are saying?”

“I guess in a way it would be a cure for all of those things, but not exactly.”

“Then what?  Russell, spit it out.  Tell me about it.”

“You know Dr. Brad Smith that runs your X-4 research lab in Utah?”

“I’ve not met him personally, but they say he’s a genius, and an expert in his field, internationally respected, and our top man at that facility.”

“Right on all counts, and he is also an expert in and has done extensive work on the human brain.  His latest work has involved systems and processes for recording not only brain waves but also recording what is stored on the brain itself.”

“You’re kidding?  Like being able to record someone’s mind?”

“Exactly.”

“Impressive!  It truly is.  But how does that help me?” I asked.

“Think about it sir, all we have to do is record your mind, find you a spare body that is in good health where we imprint your thoughts, and then you won’t have to die.  You could possibly have fifty, sixty, or seventy more years, depending on the age of the body we put you in.”

“Dude, have you been smoking crack?  This is crazy.  I’ve been working you too hard, maybe you need to take a couple of days off.  When’s the last time I gave you a vacation?”

Shaking his head he said, “Sir, hear me out on this, then if you still think I’m crazy I won’t say another word, deal?”

“Okay.”

“Like I said, if we found a spare body then we could transfer your mind into it.  In theory that is, it’s never actually been tested on a human, just on animals.”

“Wait, don’t tell me, they were not able to confirm it was successful because animals don’t speak our language, right?”

“Well, yes, but the tests they did do showed that the animals, retained the memory from their previous body.  For example, an experiment where a Cocker Spaniel’s mind was transferred to a German shepherd proved that the dog still knew its name, responded to phrases which it previously knew, and could even do tricks.”

“Russell I’m still trying to be open minded so go on.  The part I’m waiting to hear is where you’re going to find a spare body.  Wait, let’s go to sparebodies.com and see what they’ve got in inventory, they might even be having a sale.  Do you happen to have any e-coupons?”

“I realize this might be a challenge and we might have to think creatively but isn’t it worth a shot at life?  What have you got to lose?”

Nodding my head I said, “I can’t argue with you there as the alternative is to have six feet of dirt on my chest.  So, where do we find, legally, a spare body, preferably one that is functioning that I could have?”

“I’ve been thinking about this and clearly the best thing to do is find someone who is willing to give up their existing body, that way we know you’re getting one that works.”

“Of course, which beat someone being willing to donate their dead body.  So, let’s think about this, what type of individuals would want to give up their body, which I’m sure would be for a fee of course?”

“Yes sir, and one that is in good health, as we would not want one that is terminally ill, oops, sorry sir.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Not a problem, go on.”

“Someone who had nothing to live for and wanted to leave a considerable sum of money to their relatives or loved ones would be a good prospect.”

“Right, the money courtesy of us in exchange for the body.”

“Exactly sir.  Like someone in prison?”

At this point I am sure I had an annoyed look on my face as I sat there looking at him.

“Mr. Martin, I don’t think you’re liking that idea.”

“Honestly, it does not thrill me thinking about running around in the body of an ex-con.”

“I can appreciate that, but the facts are, one, their memories would be gone, and it would be your body.  Two, we could do a little minor plastic surgery including finger print tweaking, that would make sure you did not have the prints of an ex-con.”

“What about DNA?  If an old crime they committed ever came up, I would sure hate to be tied back to it with my newfound body and have to serve time.”

“You own one of the largest DNA testing companies in the world and we have the technology to do anything.  All we have to do is hack into a couple of federal and state databases, adjust the DNA records of the guy that gave us his body so they do not match your DNA records, and voila.”

“So, how do we overcome the problem of getting a live body?  There may be guys in prison with a life sentence or on death row, but we don’t get their body until they are declared dead.”

“Don’t you also have stock ownership in one of the largest private prison companies in the country?”

“As a matter of fact, I do.  Russell, you sure know your stuff.”

“That’s why you pay me the big bucks sir.  All we need is a prisoner, whose body you would like to have of course, to agree to the arrangement, and it should be pretty easy from there.  The warden and prison staff, for a small fee, get us access, we pick the prisoner and if they agree, fake his death, the prison signs off that he was cremated, your mind is transferred to his body, and we pay off his next of kin.  Sound good?”

“Sounds like somebody could go to prison if we got caught.  But then again, I did not build this company without taking some risks, so you know what?  Let’s do it?”

“Excellent sir.  I will get started right away and as soon as I have some photos and profiles to show you, I will let you know.”

Russell got up and started to walk out of the room and Just before he reached the door I said, “Hey.”

“Yes sir?”

“Thanks.”

He nodded his head and then I said, “One more thing.”

“Sir?”

“If we get caught, I need to be able to deny this completely, so I need to know as little as possible.  Are you willing to take the heat if it somehow comes to light?”

“I am.”

“Good, if that happens don’t worry, I will take care of you.”

“What about Tammy?  How much should she know?” he asked.

“We can’t hide it from her completely but let’s tell her just enough.”

“Agreed.  She’s a great girl and I would never want to see her get caught up in this and get in trouble, if it ever came to light.”


Chapter 3

I had a conversation with Tammy where I told her about a new process where I could potentially have a new body, which would save my life, also explaining the mind body transfer thing.  When she asked where the body would come from, I told her there were potential volunteers who were willing to donate their bodies in exchange for a considerable sum of money which would be given to their families.  She thought it sounded quite unbelievable but agreed that some people will do anything for money.

Over the next couple of weeks Russell showed me the profiles of numerous individuals who were our prospective candidates.  Everyone of them were between twenty-eight and thirty-seven years old, all relatively good looking, and all of them in the joint for life.  As I viewed their photos, I could not help but ask myself, why did they end up in trouble?  What circumstances caused them to do the things they did?  And as I thought on, despair, which was exactly what I was participating in right now.

Russell and I quickly narrowed it down to one man, Joseph Patron, 34 years of age, who had a wife and two children, and was in for life because he shot his boss at work.  Apparently, he had been fired, went home and got his pump shotgun and returned to work and blew away his manager.  From the stories we read online he had also been on medication at the time which may have influenced his actions.  Other things we read said that everyone was shocked, and he had never shown any violent tendencies in his life.

Sitting in my office I said to Russell, “Okay, this is our guy.”

“I will contact the warden and setup a meeting with him and see if he bites.  If he does, we will move onto the brain scan part.”

“The what?” I asked.

“Did I not tell you?  We have to run a preliminary brain scan on them to make sure that their brain waves, or something like that, is compatible with yours.”

“I don’t recall you telling me about that part.”

“Sorry, lot going on.  Remember that scan we did of your brain with that machine Dr. Smith sent?”

“I do, it was a strange experience.”

“That was your initial scan, to be used as a baseline against other brain patterns.  Anyone that volunteers has to be compatible, otherwise it probably won’t work.  Fortunately, the warden has agreed to give us a private room where we can run the scan, provided our candidate agrees.”

“Great.  Keep me posted.”

I stayed busy over the next day, well as much as I could as my health continued to fail, and I was losing strength at an ever increasing rate.  It seemed I was spending more and more time taking naps and falling asleep in my easy chair and I was becoming concerned that my time on planet earth was truly limited.

A day later Russell walked into my office and said, “Mr. Martin, he agreed, and we are going to pay his wife one million dollars after it’s done.”

“Russell, you’ve just made my day.”

“Good sir.”

“However, I think the quicker we can get it done the better, because I think I’m getting sicker, and don’t know how much longer I’m going to last.”

“How about day after tomorrow?”

“Oh man, that would be fantastic if you could make that come to pass.”

“I’m on it sir.”

The next morning, I was so sick I couldn’t even get out of bed, and I knew my time was running out fast.  I called Russell and advised him of my situation and told him the sooner he could pull this off the better, as I feared I was fading quickly.  Spending the rest of the day in bed I slept a lot which was probably due to the pain medication, which was actually pretty intense.  The last thing I remember was falling asleep that night about 10:00 p.m. and thinking that soon this would be over one way or another.  Hopefully Russell would be able to complete his mission and I would soon be back in business, but if I passed away before that it would be okay as I would be out of pain.  As I lay there drifting off to sleep my biggest regret was that I was dying alone, with no family around my bed to mourn my loss, and once again I realized what a poor and destitute man, I truly was for being so wealthy. 

That was the last thing that Greg Martin remembered.


Chapter 4

As my eyes opened and I looked up the first thing I saw was the ceiling of the room I was in, which I did not recognize, but I was apparently in a commercial building because there were acoustic tiles hovering above me.  Looking down I could see that I was in a hospital bed and then looking off to the side I could see Tammy and Russell on the couch sleeping, looking quite cozy together.  As I started trying to sit up in the bed I apparently made enough noise which woke both of them up and they rushed over to me.

“Thank the Lord,” Tammy said.

“Mr., I mean, are okay sir, ma’am?” said Russell.

Still a little bit groggy I nodded and then asked, “What happened?” and as the words came out of my mouth, I knew that something was definitely wrong.

Speaking again I said, “I must have a frog in my throat or some drainage,” and at that point I stopped talking as I was freaked out by the pitch and tone of my voice.

Once again, I spoke and asked, “Guys, what’s wrong with my voice?  I sound like a woman.”

“Just stay cool, a lot has happened over the past few days.  Tell me your name,” said Russell.

In a feminine tone, and I’m positive that I had a disturbed look on my face I said, “Greg Martin.”

“That’s good sir, I mean, anyway, we’ve got something to tell you.  Tammy, go ahead,” said Russell.

Looking at him like she was going to kill him she finally turned toward me and asked, “Do you remember going to bed and feeling sick?  You can just nod if you like.”

I nodded.

“Right, you became unconscious and did not wake up the next morning and we knew we were just about out of time.  Because you were out of commission, Russell confided in me and told me all about your plans for using the body of a prisoner, so we immediately contacted the warden.  We were shocked when we found out that the body of Mr. Patron was no longer available as he had been killed in a knife fight.  At that point we looked at the other alternates you two had discussed who were Mr. Wright, and Mr. Black.  Mr. Wright was willing but failed the brain scan and the other man decided that he was not willing to participate.”

Raising up my arms and looking at them I could see that they as well as my hands were not large, and as a matter of fact looked like those of a woman and I said, “Tammy, I don’t think I like where this is going.”

“Sir, or ma’am,” Russell interjected, “At that point with no place to go the warden gave us access to a women’s prison he oversees and ….”

“Fuck, are you telling me I’m a woman?” I hollered.

Tammy added, “We found a woman who was willing to undergo the procedure if we would take care of her mother.  She checked out on the brain scan, so we proceeded.”

“There was just nothing else we could do, we were out of time, and you probably had minutes left to live when the actual transfer was done.  We are sorry but we did the best we could do,” Russell offered.

At that point Tammy offered me a mirror which I looked into and I saw first hand that I was now a woman with long dark hair and brown eyes.

Trying to remain calm I said, “Okay, you did the best you could do, otherwise I would not be alive at all, and I appreciate that.”

They both nodded at me.

“So, this is easy stuff, you saved me, now all we have to do is find another male donor, and we transfer me over to that body.  No problem.”

Tammy and Russell both looked at each other and the pair of them had a worried look on their faces which was immediately noticeable.

“By the looks on your faces I’m getting the impression it may not be that easy?  Come on guys what’s up?  And by the way, it’s driving me crazy hearing a female voice come out of my mouth, I don’t know how much more of this I can stand.”

“As you remember when we planned this whole thing the prospect of having to re-transfer you to, yet another body was not even a consideration, as what could go wrong, right?”

“And?” I asked.

“According to Dr. Smith who conducted the transfer it is a one-way process.  The machine used, which looks like a mini MRI, scans the brain of the subject and extracts the mind.  While this is taking place the host body, the one you are in now, has it’s mind erased and the new mind imprinted.  There’s just one little flaw with the process and that is once the transfer is complete the host mind cannot be rescanned, as the imprinting process somehow alters the brain, ever so slightly, making it impossible.”

“Russell, Tammy, are you telling me that this body is my new home?”

Looking to say something to pacify me Russell said, “I’ve already talked to Dr. Smith and he’s agreed to start research into a new brain scanning process that could potentially read your brain.”

“Well,” I asked, “The brain scanner that was just used on me, was in development for how many years prior?”

“Fourteen years,” Russell said sheepishly.

“So, I would be lucky if the technology were available in a few short years I take it?”

Russell said nothing and would not even make eye contact with me.

“Tammy?  What do you think?”

“I don’t know much about the sciences, but Dr. Smith told the two of us that the best case scenario may be two years, and not to count on that as this is a brand new science.  He also said that it is possible that they may not….”

“Be able to move me to a male body, ever?”

“Yes, and I am so sorry Mr. Martin,” and then she started to tear up.

“Tammy, it’s not your fault.  Maybe it’s Russell’s but not yours.”

At this point Russell was looking quite petrified and said, “I am so sorry, I did everything that I could.  As I already said there was no time as your body….”

“I’m just fucking with you dude.  That sounds so strange me having a female voice and saying the words fucking with you dude.  Kind of unlady like, don’t you think?  Anyway, Russell, Tammy, this body may not be my first choice, but I guess it’s better than being dead, and I am also able to say to the Grim Reaper, fuck you, I cheated death.  I did not become successful by avoiding risks, and in the end, I won. Maybe not in the way I would have preferred but I did come out ahead.”

“You did win,” said Tammy.

“Russell, call Dr. Smith and tell him to get his ass moving and find a way to scan this brain.”

“Right away sir.”

“Maybe you’d better not call me sir anymore, might seem kind of weird.”

“Yes sir, I mean ma’am.”

“Tammy, we’ve got a lot of work to do,” I said.

“We do?”

“Until I’m able to be moved into a new body I’m going to have to use this one so I might as well make the best of it.  I’ve never been a girl before so I’m going to need some tutoring.  Up for it?”


Chapter 5

Have you ever been a fifty-year-old man one day and the next a thirty-year-old brunette woman?  Yeah me neither.  I have to tell you, I was absolutely horrified now that I was a woman, and I couldn’t even tell you why.  Was it that fact that I was no longer a man, strong and powerful and I was fearful because I was now a petite female?  Or was it that every time that I looked in the mirror a different person was now staring back at me, a stranger, who was now my constant companion?

I confided in Tammy and invited her to move into one of my spare bedrooms so she would be available to help me during this time of transition, and additionally I just plain old needed the company, because I was still scared to death.

We agreed that our cover story would be that Greg Martin married Rachel Romano, which was a completely made up person, before his death and left his entire estate to her.  With all T’s crossed and I’s dotted the perfect dossier had been created for her.  She was raised in an orphanage that had its own school which had conveniently burned down and all the records were destroyed, had a Bachelors Degree in Accounting from a regionally accredited college that just happened to go bankrupt and all its records were lost, and has worked as an independent contractor since the day she graduated college.  Russell was so efficient that he had even back filed all her taxes and paid the interest and penalties on her eight years of supposed income as well. 

Since my group of companies were not publicly owned there would not be a group of shareholders to rake her, or should I say me, over the coals, as the whole thing should be an easy transition.

Riding in a black SUV Tammy and I were going out for the day to do some shopping and other things which she insisted were paramount to getting me ready for my new role as CEO of my group of companies.  We were in the back and the driver and bodyguard were in the front.

“I like Rachel Martin,” said Tammy.

“Well Rachel Martin likes you too.”

We both laughed at our exchange.

“You know what I mean, I think it’s a great name.  Rachel is a wonderful name for a woman, and I also think you look like a Rachel as well.”

“I don’t know what a Rachel typically looks like but thanks.”

Pausing for a bit I then whispered, “Tammy, what was she in for?”

“What?”

“This body I’m in, what crime did she commit?”

“Oh, it was securities fraud.”

“Really?”

“Yes, she was not the mastermind but was convicted as an accomplice and given one hundred years.  I actually saw a documentary about the entire affair, and it looked like she was a patsy, as she was the secretary of the guy that stole all the money.  If you ask me, she was framed, but what do I know?”

We pulled up in front of the mall where Tammy and I exited the vehicle and headed indoors accompanied by our bodyguard.  Frank was my long-time employee who had protected me well over the years and at this point had no idea who I really was, and as far as he was concerned I was the wife of Greg Martin.  At 5’10, 225 pounds, dressed in a black suit and wearing sun glasses, this was an Ex-Marine that you did not want to screw with for any reason.  We were not terribly worried about security as almost no one even knew who I was, yet, but knew we could not take any chances.

As we headed into the mall, I was wearing a white dress shirt from my closet, and a pair of jeans and some tennis shoes loaned to me by Tammy, plus a bra she was kind enough to share with me.  I was also wearing makeup which Tammy put on for me at her insistence.  I had to admit that I did look better with it on than without.

We had quite an afternoon preparing me for my new role as a woman which included getting my hair cut, a relaxing mani/pedi, plus purchasing an entire wardrobe.  Tammy guided me through the process of picking out everything that a girl needs including clothing, shoes, and accessories.  I was also unaware that I needed all the purses that we purchased as well but what did I know, right?

When I walked out of the mall, I was no longer wearing the casual apparel I entered with, as I was now sporting a short floral print dress and flat sandals, a variety of jewelry selected for me by Tammy and was carrying a handbag.  Yep, I was officially a girl.

Tammy continued to educate me on being a member of the fairer sex over the next couple of weeks, and if anyone needed it, it was me.  Wearing heels is kind of expected as a woman in business so I practiced and eventually got pretty good at it, but most of the time when I was running around my office, I preferred to be barefoot.

One of the things that I did not care for was when that time of the month came around, which was something that I absolutely hated.  A few weeks ago, tampons and panty liners were simply things that affected other people but now they had become part of my life.  How the mighty have fallen.

The world economic forum in Davos, Switzerland was coming up soon and I was worried about attending as a woman.  The global elite, as well as world leaders, attend the annual meeting to discuss the international state of economic affairs and it was a meeting that I had regularly attended.  After much hesitation I finally decided to go when Tammy agreed to go with me just in case, I needed some female technical support.

One of the great things about being a billionaire is having a private jet, and that’s how we travelled to Switzerland.  Landing in Zurich we then took a helicopter to Davos where we were picked up by a private car that drove us to our hotel where we checked in.

The next day I attended a series of conferences at the summit, keeping a low profile all the while.  Previously I would have been a fairly active participant, but I was still a little bit unsure of myself being in my newfound body.

Tammy and I returned to the hotel where we dropped our stuff in our rooms and then headed downstairs to the bar to have a glass of wine.  As we were walking around a sharp corner, I felt an impact and went tumbling to the floor.  Next thing I knew a man was at my side asking, “Are you alright?”

Sitting up I said, “I think I’m okay.”

Looking at him again this man really caught my attention and I noticed how dashing he was with his dark hair and eyes.  Not only that, but I recognized him almost instantly.

“Let me help you up,” he said holding onto my arm until I was once again standing.

Looking at me he said, “I am so sorry, I was not looking where I was going, it was completely my fault.”

“You’re Peter Matthews,” I said.

“Guilty as charged,” he said.

“What’s the name of your ride sharing company?  SRIDE I think?”

“That’s right.  And you are?”

“Rachel.  Rachel Martin.”

“It’s good to meet you Rachel.  I don’t want to hold you up.”

“Tammy and I were just heading to the bar for a drink.”

“I definitely owe you a drink and Tammy I will be buying for you as well.”

“Thank you,” Tammy replied.

The three of us walked toward the bar and just before we entered, I said to him, “Will you go ahead and get us a table?  We will be right in.”

“Sure.  What would you like to drink?”

“I’ll have a scotch and soda. What will you have Tammy?”

“Just a glass of red wine please,” she said.

“Great,” he said and then walked into the bar leaving Tammy and I by ourselves.

“Tammy, I think I’m getting in over my head.”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh my God, this is almost like a date.”

“What?  It’s just a social drink.”

“Yes, but that’s how it starts, and I know.  Do you have any idea how many women I seduced over the years starting out just like this?”

“I don’t have an exact number but would like to say that information is not necessary.”

“Tammy, I’m a guy, I don’t date men, I go out with girls.”

“Have you looked in the mirror recently?”

“Oh, you’re talking about how physically I’m a woman.  Remember, I have the brain of a man.”

“What are you going to do, be a lesbian for the rest of your life?  Not that I’m judging as it’s your life and your choice.”

Thinking for a second, I said, “I can tell you’re a millennial Tammy.”

“How’s that?”

“You guys never take a position on anything, and everything everyone does is always okay.”

“Okay, whatever.  Rachel, let me ask you this, does the idea of being with a man repulse you?”

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down I said, “I’m going to share something with you, but you can’t tell anyone.”

Holding up two fingers she said, “Scouts honor.”

“When he started to help me up off the floor, he caught my attention and I noticed he is a nice looking man.”

“Well, that’s no lie, he is a nice looking man, and if I was in his league, I would be all over him.”

“I just don’t think I’m ready to start dating, especially men.”

“Then don’t if it makes you uncomfortable, but I think he’s caught your attention and you kind of fancy him a little.  I could tell by the way you were looking at him.”

“You could?  How did you know?”

“Are you kidding?  You might as well have been holding up a sign.  Look Rachel, your life as a guy with a penis is over, and now that you’re one of us, you are going to have natural biological instincts attracting you to the opposite sex, like it or not.”

“Tammy, I hate it when you are right.  Let’s get in there before he thinks there is something wrong.”

We entered the bar and saw that he had already gotten a table for us and the server was setting the drinks down just as we took our chairs.

“Sorry for the delay, Tammy and I were just taking care of some business,” I said.

“Don’t apologize to me, I know how it is.  Work seems to rule my life, and sometimes I wish that were not the case.”

Raising a glass, he said, “Cheers, to a successful conference and to new friends.

“Hey Rachel, that’s pretty impressive that you’re drinking scotch, I don’t see a lot of ladies ordering that drink.”

“Let’s just say it’s an acquired taste.”

We sat there chatting for some time and I thoroughly enjoyed getting to know Peter as he was good looking, smart, and had a great sense of humor.  In fact, he reminded me a lot of myself twenty years ago, when I was a man that is.

After about an hour I was getting hungry and asked, “Would you like to join us for dinner?  We are eating in the hotel restaurant.”

“No thanks I already have a dinner engagement, but I appreciate the offer.”

Tammy and I started to stand up and as we did, I said, “Well, I guess I will see you later.”

Smiling at me he said, “Looking forward to it.”

We left the bar and headed toward the restaurant, and as we walked, I said, “He seems really nice.  I was quite impressed with him.”

Tammy was grinning and had a smart aleck look on her face as she said, “He is.”

“What’s that look?” I asked.

“What look?”

“You’ve worked for me too long and I know you.  Tell me what you are thinking.”

“I think he kind of likes you.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes, there’s definitely some chemistry between the two of you, and you were giving him all the signals as well letting him know you liked him too.”

“I was?” I asked in disbelief.

“Mmmm hmmm.”

“Like what?”

“You know, playing with your hair, touching your neck, pointing your shoe at him, you know.”

“I’m glad I’ve got you along because there sure is a lot to being a woman.  I did not even realize I was doing those things.  I will admit that I do have a strange attraction to him on some level, but I just can’t put my finger on it.  It’s weird.”

“That means you like him Rachel.”

“This is really blowing me away, and it’s all happening so fast.  I don’t know that I’m ready.”

“Like I said earlier, don’t worry about it and take your time.  When and if you’re ready to start dating the opposite sex you will know.”

“Tammy, I need to ask you a question, and it’s of a personal nature.  As I was sitting there at the table tonight, I felt a tingling sensation.”

“What do you mean?  Where?”

“You know, down there,” and I quickly pointed to my crotch and then away so no one would see.

“You go girl!  You were getting turned on.”

“I also thought I was getting a little wet too, but maybe I was imagining it.”

“Rachel, I absolutely love it, and you know what I like most?  That even when a guy is put in a female body, that mother nature is still commander in chief, and those basic instincts are still there driving you to breed with the male of the species.”

Rolling my eyes up and then back down I said, “Well, I guess you’re right because I’ve never been attracted to guys before.  This is confusing stuff.”

Putting her arm around me she said, “That’s why you pay me the big bucks.  We’ll get you through this and you will be alright, you’ll see.”

Tammy and I had a delicious dinner and I also had a few more drinks and was feeling no pain.  I’m telling you, when you suddenly weigh one hundred pounds less than you did before you just can’t handle the same amount of alcohol as you could before.  I guess that’s why you don’t see a lot of ladies drinking scotch and soda because it really kicks your ass.

I closed the door behind me and then kicked off my heels and was planning to get ready for bed when there was a knock on the door.  Opening it I was quite surprised to see Peter standing there.

“Peter, good evening.”

“Hi, good evening.  I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

“That’s fine don’t worry about it.”

“I just wanted to say again that I’m sorry I knocked you over and I wanted to do something aside from just buying you a drink,” and at that point he handed me a dozen red roses.

“Peter these are absolutely beautiful, thank you.”

“And one more thing,” he said and then handed me a bottle of twenty years old scotch, and by the label I knew exactly what it was, and it was good high dollar stuff.

“This is a nice bottle of scotch, and expensive too,” I said.

“When I saw you ordering scotch in the restaurant, I knew you were a unique lady.”

Looking at him I smiled and said, “You don’t know the half of it, but come on in, and please have a seat.”

We sat down on the couch together and I said, “It was so nice of you to bring me some flowers, and scotch, even though you did not have to.”

“I guess I really know the way to a girl’s heart.”

Laughing I said, “Yep, and there’s not many like me.”

I was still feeling good from the drinks I’d had earlier, and my inhibitions had probably been lowered from their natural state.  As we sat there talking I really noticed what a handsome guy he was, and the level of attraction I had for him was off the charts.

“So, is there a Mrs. Matthews?” I asked.

“Afraid not, I’m swinging and single.”

Still lit up I said, “You don’t really look like the swinging type.”

Laughing he said, “You’re right, I’m not at all, and as a matter of fact I’m pretty tame.”

“Really?  With your kind of money, you could have any woman that you wanted.”

“I’m just looking for a nice girl to settle down with, that’s all.  I don’t need a model, movie star or glamorous celebrity, because they’re not real anyway.  Know what I mean?”

Thinking about his words really hit home with me and suddenly all the thoughts that I’d had as a dying Greg Martin came flooding back, where I realized I was at the end of my life and I had no wife, and no family that even cared about me.  This guy was genuine and what he wanted was someone to love and to love him back, that he could care for when they were sick, could go on picnics with, and even grow old together.  At that point I said, “I know exactly what you mean,” and then I started crying.

“Hey, are you okay?”

Why was I weeping?  Greg Martin the man would never cry over something like that.  It must have been the female hormones I was now saddled with.  That or the multiple glasses of scotch and soda.

“Yeah, what you said just kind of hit home with me.  Sorry about that.”

“What did I say?”

“I’ve thought a lot recently about the importance of family and not spending one’s life alone, so what you said ….”

“Rachel, I know you lost your husband recently, and I am sorry.”

It was not surprising that he researched me so quickly, but then again, it’s not uncommon practice among the wealthy as they want to know who they are dealing with and I would have done the same thing.

“He’d been sick for some time and was in a lot of pain, so his departure from this life was a true release from misery and discomfort that no human should have to go through.”

“Sounds like you could really relate to how he was feeling?”

“Yes, I really could.  So, Peter, let’s talk about you.”

We sat there on the couch talking and I was fascinated as he spoke and could not stop staring at him for some reason.  As crazy as this sounds, I just loved looking at him, and I was also getting more and more turned on. 

I had been giving him all the standard signals including scooting up to him as close as I could without sitting in his lap when he finally leaned over and kissed me.  We kissed briefly before I opened my mouth and let his tongue join mine, and I was amazed at how good of a kisser he was.  Our make out session continued for several minutes when I stopped and said, “Peter, I really like you.”

“And I like you too.”

“Wait right here,” I said.

I went to the dressing area, quickly removed my clothes and slipped on my red satin night gown with spaghetti straps and walked back into the living room.  Standing there in the doorway I looked at him and said, “What do you think of my pajamas?”

Smiling he said, “I absolutely love your pajamas.”

I was horny as hell and could feel that my newfound womanhood was hard and I was so wet for him and wanted him inside me right now. 

Walking back over to the couch I straddled him and said, “I am very attracted to you Peter,” and then I continued French kissing him.

“God Rachel, you’ve got me so turned on.”

“Hmmm, maybe that’s the effect I was going for.”

I got up, took his hand and led him to the bedroom where I undressed him and then threw him onto the bed.

“You’re a pretty aggressive girl, which is kind of a turn on.”

“Let’s just say that I’m not afraid to be in charge.”

I jumped onto the bed with him and we continued kissing and exploring one another’s bodies and as we did so I could feel that he was rock hard.  As he started to explore my privates, I grabbed his hand, took his middle finger and thrust it inside me, and as it entered I said, “Oh my God Peter, push it in deep.”  Lowering one of my nightgowns straps he then took my nipple into his mouth and began to gently suck which continued to make me all the hornier.

“Peter, I want you to fuck me as deep and hard as you can, and I want you to fuck me right now, and don’t stop until you make me pass out.”

Before morning he had giving me the best screwing I’ve ever had in my life and I loved it.  Ever see movies about people supposedly seeing fireworks?  Until I became Rachel, I had never had sex that glorious in my life, and the spiritual connection I had developed with him was incredible, and I just hoped he felt that same for me.


Chapter 6

Tammy joined me for breakfast in my suite the next morning and we had a traditional European breakfast of croissants and coffee, and let me tell you, I prefer a good ole American breakfast any day of the week.

As we sat at the table eating, Tammy asked, “You look a little tired, did you sleep well last night?”

Then looking around the room she asked, “Where did you get these flowers?”

“Peter stopped by last night.”

“And brought you those flowers?  How romantic!  By the circles under your eyes he must have visited for some time.”

“You might say that,” I said with a coy look on my face.

“Rachel!  You didn’t?”

Laughing I asked, “What if I did?”

“Did you sleep with him?”

“Briefly, the rest of the time was sex.”

Laughing she said, “Oh my God, you got laid.  He’s so dashing, how was he?  I bet he was great.”

“As we were sitting on the couch talking, I just kept getting more and more turned on, and I just had to have him.”

“So, answer my question, how was it?”

“I came two out of three times, if that’s any kind of an indicator.”

“That’s pretty cool, I’m usually lucky if I orgasm once.  Well congratulations.”

“Thanks.”

“Oh, by the way, did you use birth control?”

I’m sure at this point I had a look of panic on my face when I asked, “What?”

“He used a condom, right?  I know you’re not on the pill, but did you make him wear one?”

“No, I was so turned on that ….”

“You were so turned on that the only thing you could think of was getting him inside you?”

“How did you know?”

“It happens to the best of us.  Anyway, too late now but not to worry, you’ll probably be okay.”

At that point I was truly worried about the you’ll probably part of her statement.

The conference continued and I attended a variety of meetings accompanied by Tammy.  The material bring presented was interesting and I was picking up a lot of good information that was important to my organization’s planning.  When we broke for lunch, I just happened to run into Peter out in the hallway.

Walking up he surprised me and kissed me right on the lips and said, “Hey Rachel, how are you?” and then he hugged me.

I looked at Tammy and she mouthed to me, I’ll be over there, pointing to a small coffee break area.

“Rachel, I had such a marvelous time with you last night.”

“Me too. It was fantastic.”

Smiling he said, “It really was, wasn’t it?”

I nodded my head and then said, “Peter, I hope I did not come across in the wrong way last night.”

“What do you mean?”

Looking around to make sure no one was in earshot I said in a soft tone of voice, “You know the way that I put on my nightgown and then led you to the bed and told you to fuck me.  I’ve been thinking about this all morning and Oh my God, now that I’m here saying it to your face it sounds even worse.  I hope you don’t think I do this regularly.”

Laughing he said, “I’m pretty sure that you don’t, and I can tell that you’re a good girl by just looking at you.”

“You can?”

“Sure, I know these things.  By the way, I’m headed to lunch if you want to join me.”

“I would love to, just let me tell Tammy.”

“Sure.”

Walking over to the table where she was sitting, I started to talk when she said, “So he wants to take you to lunch?”

Looking perplexed I’m sure, I asked, “How did you know that?”

“It’s lunch time, you’ve been talking to him, and now he’s standing over there waiting on you, which means you’re coming over here to tell me you’re having lunch with him.”

“Sorry for ditching you Tam.”

“It’s okay. I would do the same to you.”

Right about that time Russell walked up on us and said, “Hey, I just got in.  Seems like it took forever to get here from Zurich.”

“Russell, you got here just in time to have lunch with Tammy, and Tam, I will see you at the Global Climate Meeting this afternoon.”

“Okay, just text me if you need me.”

Peter and I had lunch in a little café within the main meeting complex and the table we were at was absolutely perfect for the two of us.  As we sat there chatting, I could not help but look into his dreamy eyes and think about how cute he was.  At this point I knew womanhood was having an effect on me because words like dreamy and cute were floating around in my head, boy, had I changed.

“So, I will be in your part of the woods next month and would love to stop in and see you, if you’re free that is?”

“I don’t have any travel plans in the next four to six weeks.”

“Fantastic.  I will be in your fair city in exactly five weeks and will be staying about three days.”

“Will you be tied up in the evenings?”

“Nope, all of my meetings will be during the day, so I can see you as much as your evening schedule permits, provided that you want to see me.”

Putting my hand on top of his I said, “I hope you already know the answer to that.”

“That’s what I was hoping you would say Ms. Martin.”

“Until then, we’ve still got a couple of days of meetings left here in Davos, and I’m free for dinner tonight if you are?  Unless you’re busy that is?”


Chapter 7

After returning home Peter and I stayed in contact during the weeks leading up to his arrival and we were planning to spend some quality time together during his stay in town.  We texted frequently after the Davos meeting and by all signs I was pretty sure that he liked me just as much as I liked him.  I was absolutely giddy with excitement from thinking about his arrival and the thought of having him hold me in his arms again filled me with delight.

It was a Monday and we were supposed to meet for dinner at a little Italian place near downtown that night.  I had been planning for it for a week and had even purchased a new cocktail dress and high heel sandals for the occasion.

I was in my office and had just gotten off a conference call with the CEO of one of my companies when my secretary buzzed and said, “Ms. Martin, there’s a Peter Matthews here to see you.”

I was really surprised at hearing her say his name and I walked straight to the door, opened it, and saw him standing in front of my secretary’s desk.

Walking up to him I said, “Peter!” and as I reached to hug him, he kissed me on the lips.

“Rachel you have got to be the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he said.

“Stop,” I said, “Okay go on.”

We both laughed at my comments and then I said, “Come on into my office.”

As we entered, I turned and closed the door behind us and then I stood on my tiptoes, took his face in my hands and kissed him passionately.

“It’s good to see you too.  You don’t know how long I’ve been thinking about doing that, but you beat me to the punch.”

“Yes I do because I’ve been thinking about you as well Mr. Matthews.”

We stood there and made out for a couple of minutes when he finally said, “What are you doing right now?”

“Right now?  I don’t have any appointments, just paperwork and stuff.  Why?”

“Grab your purse and let’s go have some fun.”

Our city has a great park like you can’t even imagine, unless you live here of course.  It is lush, and green and full of life and you see all kinds of people from all walks of life, and it’s a fun place to visit.

Peter and I walked through the park accompanied by our security details, who were working hard to try and give us enough room to at least have a private conversation, which we appreciated.  After walking around the park for a couple of minutes we found a semi-private bench and decided to sit down a take a brief rest.

“I’m glad we found this bench, I really needed to sit down,” I said.

“Can’t have you getting tuckered out now can we?”

“No, we can’t.”

“Rachel, I have to tell you, I’ve been thinking about our time in Switzerland and what a great time I had with you.  Plus, I’ve been super anxious about seeing you again.”

Taking my hand in his I then said, “That is so sweet Peter, I’ve been feeling the same way.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that, which makes this next thing I’ve been thinking about easier to say.  Rachel, like I said we spent some really great time together in Davos but at this point I can tell you I’m not satisfied.”

“You’re not?  Why?  I thought you liked me?”

At this point I’m sure that I had a sad and worried look on my face because I was wondering if he was getting ready to break up with me or something.

“I do, and as a matter of fact I’m crazy about you.  Rachel, I dig you and I think you dig me.”

“Oh yes, I do, and very much.”

“Rachel, I want you in my life, and I want to be in yours.  I’ve never met anyone before like you and I want to be with you.”

“I feel the same way about you too Peter.”

Clearing his throat, he said, “I’m really going out on a limb here and if you tell me that I’m moving too quickly then just say, okay?”

“I promise.”

“Do you believe in love at first sight?” he asked.

Smiling I said, “Peter, I do.  How about you?”

Taking both my hands in his he said, “I never have, but about five weeks ago something changed and now I do.”

“So, is there anyone that you’ve fallen in love with that would fall into the love at first sight category?”

Nodding he said, “Her name is Rachel, and God forgive me I just can’t help myself because I think about her when I wake up, during the day, and when I go to bed at night.”

Thinking I might be a little naughty I asked, “So, you think about her when lying in bed?”

Smiling he said, “Oh, yes.”

“You’ve never fantasized about her, have you?”

“What if I have?”

“If that were the case, I bet she would think that was a total turn on?”

“Really?”

Laughing I said, “I think it is super sweet, and yes, it is a turn on baby.”

Sitting there for a few moments in silence I then said, “Peter, I love you too.”

“Oh Rachel, I’m so glad to hear you say that, as I’ve actually been praying you truly felt about me like I do about you.”

Running my hands through his hair I said, “Who could resist a good-looking guy like you?”

Kissing me on the lips he stopped and then looked at me and asked, “So, how are we going to work this out?  As it is now it will be a long-distance relationship.”

“I’m sure that we will figure something out.  After all, we’re two billionaires with private jets, right?”

“I can’t argue with that.  You’re not only beautiful but you’re brilliant as well.”

“By the way, remember all the sex we had those last three night of the conference back in Switzerland?”

“How could I forget?  Greatest experience of my life.”

We both laughed at his comment.

“Prior to you, let’s just say that I had not been dating recently, as you already know, and I had actually dropped off of birth control as I was not in a relationship and was not planning to have one anytime soon.”

Looking at me sternly he said, “I think I know where this is going.”

“Well, yes, so ….”

“You’re pregnant?”

“Yes Peter, I’m pregnant, right about five weeks, and our baby is right here,” I said pointing to my belly.

At that point he developed an ear to ear smile and said, “Oh Rachel, that makes me so happy, and there’s no one I would rather have a baby with than you.”

“I feel exactly the same way about you, and you’re going to be a great dad.”


Chapter 8

Fairy tales come true, and I’m actually living proof that they do, as I was a dying man, came back to life, but as a woman, met a handsome prince and fell in love, and so the story goes.

So, how did we end up getting together?  Peter moved his SRIDE company headquarters to my town so he could be closer to me.  After all, what could he do with a baby on the way, right?  Peter and I also ended up flying to a private island in the Bahamas where we had a quiet wedding on the beach, which was very romantic.  In my previous life I had never really thought much about things being romantic or not, but since my change I have become very aware.

I ended up having a little girl who we named Victoria who just had her second birthday, and she is the light of my life.  Until she was born, and I saw her for the very first time I had no idea that it was possible to love anyone as much as I do her.  She is the most beautiful baby girl on planet earth and has dark hair and eyes just like me.

My relationship with Peter is out of this world and I wake up every day and almost pinch myself thinking that it’s all a dream and going to wake up any minute.  I love the way that he takes care of us and does not let work completely rule his life, a trap that is quite easy to fall into, which I knew about all too well in my previous life.

Tammy and Russell ended up together which made me very happy.  The two of them had great chemistry together and didn’t even know it until my bizarre situation happened.  They ended up getting married and now Tammy is seven months pregnant with their first child and she is super excited, and I am completely thrilled for her.

Remember how I told you that in my previous life that I’d had some bad habits like drinking, a little recreational drug use, and bad eating habits that led to my health crisis that killed the old Greg Martin?  After my transition, and meeting Peter I realized that my real problem was that I had been trying to fill a void in my life, and what was actually missing was true love.  I clearly remember sitting on my doctor’s exam room table when he gave me the news that I did not have long left to live, as well as the period just before Greg Martin passed away when he was really sick.  Those were the times when I realized that life without love, or a family, was a life not even really worth living.  If you have no one to share the joys of life with, then what’s the point?”

My life as Rachel Martin is more than I could have ever dreamed of having just a few years ago. I have a career even though I only work about half to three quarters of the time. I am also a wife and a mother and that fills my heart with joy.  Remember Dr. Smith, the creator of the mind swap machine?  He contacted me three months ago and told me that he’d found a way to scan my brain waves and asked if I was ready to give it another whirl.  Know what I told him?  No thanks, that I was not interested in switching bodies again, as I was happy with my new life and would not change a thing.

Before I go, I just wanted to say that because Peter cannot keep his hands off me, or is it the other way around, wink, wink, that we will soon be having another addition to our family in about three to four months.  Being pregnant can be tough, and carrying all this extra weight around is hard on a girl’s back so most of the time I kick off my heels and go without shoes, and my darling husband says that when it comes to being
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I’m the prettiest one he’s ever seen.
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