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Chapter 1

In the 1960’s there was television show where one of the characters, a simple country boy who’s uncle was a millionaire, wanted to be a secret agent, or as he put it, a double knot spy.  What he was actually referring to was being an MI-6 agent with British Intelligence, which is a first-class organization that I have had the pleasure of working with on many occasions.  Unfortunately, I am employed by a slightly less glamorous agency called American Counter Intelligence & Espionage, also known as ACE, it’s a living, and hey, somebody’s got to do it, right?  And it beats the nine to five grind, if you’re okay with travelling to exotic destinations, making love to beautiful women while trying to obtain information from them, and almost getting killed on a daily basis.

Anyway, that was my old life, which was truly exciting, and I loved every minute of it and wouldn’t change any of the experiences I had, otherwise, I would not be the person I am today.  When you’re a spy you know that there is always the possibility that one day your luck may run out and you will end up dead or maimed, and that’s where my story begins.

It started out as a routine day for me, Matt Powers, as I was on my way to meet with Mike Brewster, one of our informants.  He worked for a huge cybersecurity firm that was responsible for the protection of a large number of U.S. companies including defense contractors, casinos, and railroads to name a few.  Our country, as well as others, had been having issues with election tampering, and Mike was assisting in supplying information that would help us get to the bottom of it.  You know all the complete B.S. you see on TV with the major networks trying to piece together how all of it was happening?  Here’s a little secret, they don’t know jack, all they know are the tidbits that we pass out to them through back channels.  It’s pretty hysterical watching them chase the leads we feed them, which are not going to take them anywhere, and that’s the way the agency likes it.  Hell, even the White House has no clue, if they did, they would probably fire the director and everyone in the agency.  Anyway, what we do is good for the country and it protects the executive branch so they are able to deny absolutely everything.

I pulled into the parking lot of a nationally known sandwich shop which was where Mike wanted to meet.  The food was actually pretty good, but there usually was not enough of it for a full meal.  I often asked myself, are they trying to feed birds or people?  I walked in, got on their computer ordering thingy, placed my order, and then sat down and waited for my food to arrive, and it did quickly.  Before I knew it Mike showed up and took a seat across from me in the booth.

With my face still stuffed with steak and arugula sandwich I asked, “Have you ordered yet?”

Looking nervous he said, “Matt, I’m going to make this quick, I think someone may be following me.”

Knowing that his imagination may have been getting the better of him I said, “Relax, you’re probably just imagining things.  Are you sure you don’t want to order something?”

“Matt, please listen, there’s something that I need to tell you, there’s something big going on, bigger than any of us imagined.”

Looking at him I nodded my head and said, “Okay, go on.”

Leaning forward he said softly, “You know how everyone’s wanting to blame the Russians or another foreign power for what’s been happening?  We’ve determined that it’s not another country.”

With a puzzled look on my face I asked, “What?  If it’s not, then who?”

“The top brass in the company has told us not to share any of this information with anyone under any circumstances, but the manipulation, here and abroad has been internal.”

“When you say internal you mean from right here in this country?”

“That’s right, the router traffic analysis I did clearly shows the Russian were not involved, all that was faked,” he said.

“So it was all B.S.  It was not the Russians, Chinese or any foreign power!”

“Correct Matt.”

“Then who?”

“You’re not going to believe this, but it was all done from IP addresses assigned to subsidiaries of Barkley Global.”

“Barkley is huge, they must own 75 companies, here and abroad.”

“What surprises me is why the cybersecurity firm you contract with did not provide you with that information and you had to come to me,” said Mike.

“The agency has been wondering why we were not able to figure this out but now it all makes perfect sense.”

“Yeah?”

“Guess who has the contract?” I asked.

“Don’t tell me.”

“Yep, Barkley Cybersecurity.  So, Mike, do you have the names of the subsidiaries using those IP addresses?”

“Yes, they are ….”

All of a sudden an astonished look came over his face and after a few seconds he fell face first onto the table.  Looking up I saw three bullet holes in the back of the booth indicating that the person in the booth behind him was the shooter.  Leaping up I started out the door, having no clue who I was even in pursuit of, just hoping they would see me chasing them and start running, then I would have my target.

Barreling out the door with my gun now in hand I took off down the sidewalk and noticed a blonde woman just ahead of me in a black dress and boots starting to run.  Before I could catch her, she was in black SUV and the driver had hit the gas and was peeling out onto the main road.

Looking around I knew that time was of the essence, so I jumped in front of a car pulling into the parking lot and told the driver I needed to commandeer his car.  Fearful because of the gun in my hand he quickly put it in park and got out of the car and I jumped in and hit the gas.  As I pulled out onto the main road in pursuit of my suspect the 1977 Trans Am I was driving was burning rubber like crazy as I could see the smoke that was coming off my tires in my rear view mirror.  Eat your heart out Bandit.  When the wheels finally stopped spinning, I accelerated quickly with the help of the 400 cubic inch engine and it’s four-barrel carburetor and caught up with them in no time, but now the hard part, getting them to stop.  As I pulled up alongside the driver, I was signaling for him to pull over, but he just flipped me off and kept on driving which did not surprise me.  Then trying to run me off the road I locked up my brakes just before he was able to smash me into a guardrail, I hit the gas, and then pulled up on the passenger side of the SUV.  The bitch in the passenger seat rolled down her window and starting firing at me with her 9 mm, which was really starting to piss me off, but then just as suddenly one of her rounds hit me causing me to swerve off the road and I ran into a brick wall.  Not a very glamorous ending to my pursuit story but that’s how it happened, and that’s the last thing I remembered.


Chapter 2

I told you previously that the last thing I remembered was slamming into a brick wall, and now I’m going to tell you the first thing I remembered after I regained consciousness, which is a whole lot less action packed.  Opening my eyes, I just happened to see the face of Zack, who was my handler and section chief at the agency, who looked the same as he always did in his black suit sporting his usual military style haircut.  Thirty-eight years old with black hair, and blue eyes, he was considered a very eligible bachelor by the ladies that worked in the agency.  His wife had passed away three years prior and it hit him hard, and it seemed that he had never really recovered from it and had buried himself in his work, not interested in another relationship.  I worried about him as we had not only worked together for many years but were also good friends and even spent time together off duty as we had many common interests.

“Matt, how do you feel?”

Still disoriented I tried to focus but things were still a little blurry as I was trying to figure out where I was when the fog finally lifted and I regained visual clarity.

“Zack.  I feel weird.”

“Not surprising, you’ve been through a lot.  That was one hell of a car wreck and you’re probably lucky to be alive at all.”

I could see that I was in a hospital bed, and there were lines and monitors hooked up to me, so it must have been a bad wreck.

“You’re at the agency hospital facility at here in D.C.  We brought you here from County General right after the accident, so you would have the best care available.”

“How long ….”

“You’ve been out for five days Matt; fortunately I just happened to have walked in the room, just now, to check on you when you woke up.”

“Am I okay?”

Shaking his head, he said, “It was bad.”

I had known him for many years and could tell he was not wanting to say anything else.

“Damn it Zack, give it to me straight.”

He looked at me and nodded his head and said, “You and I have worked together a long time and you have provided a great deal of service to this country and you deserve to know the truth.  First, you’ve lost both your legs from the knees down, as they were crushed in the accident.  You also suffered a spinal injury and you’re paralyzed from the waist down.”

At this point I was in shock because according to what he had just told me, my life, as I knew it, was over, and I would never be able to walk again.

“Zack, I can’t believe it, you mean I’m probably going to spend the rest of my life in a wheelchair?”

“Look you just woke up, and maybe we should talk about this later don’t you ….”

“Is that what that means?” I screamed loudly.

Nodding his head, he then said quietly, “Yes, that’s exactly what that means, and I’m so sorry.”

While looking up at the ceiling I said, “Zack, I wish I had died in that car wreck.  It would have been better than to have ended up like this.”

I laid there silently for a few seconds and then said, “Zack, I need to be alone for a bit.”

He stepped over to the bed and said, “I understand.”  He then patted me on the shoulder and said, “Let me know if you need anything.  I’ll check on you later.”

I nodded my head and said, “Thanks,” and he walked out of the room.

The rest of the day passed slowly and during that time I met the hospital staff including doctors, nurses, and a variety of other medical specialists.  I found that I was not capable of doing a lot in my current condition which made me more depressed than I already was.  I watched a lot of TV which did help to pass the time, but I was still feeling low, and had no idea how I was going to cope with my new life, which did not seem like much of a life at all.

Later in the evening Zack stopped by to see me and we chatted a little but not much, as I was still not in the mood to talk very much.

Sitting in the chair right across from me Zack suddenly asked, “Matt, I know this is going to sound crazy but bear with me okay?”

“Okay.”

“Hypothetical question.”

I nodded my head.

“This is going to sound crazy, but what would you say if I told you there might be a way for you to walk again?”

Laughing I said, “I would say what are we waiting for.”

Nodding his head he said, “I knew you would say that.  Now, let’s move onto the next part of the question, would you still be willing to do it if you could not be you?”

“What do you mean?  Who would I be?”

“This is the weird part, would you be willing to give up your body and exist in another one if that’s what it took?”

“Like in Freaky ….”

Cutting me off he said, “Exactly.”

I burst out laughing and said, “I’ll tell you one thing Zack, you’re doing a great job of taking my mind off of all this.  If only it were possible!”

Looking at me seriously he asked, “What if it were possible?”

I turned my head and stared directly at him and asked, “Are you serious?”

“Hypothetically, what if it were possible?  Would you consider it?”

“Right now, I have one choice, not to walk again and be paralyzed from the waist down.  Are you kidding?  Of course, I would consider it.  I only wish it were a real possibility.”

“It may be more real than you think.”

I had known this man for a long time and I could tell that he was feeling me out for something, but I did not know what.  However, the thought of body swap like in the movies seemed completely unreal, so he must be alluding to something similar but what?  Then again, what is similar to a mind body swap?

“Are you able to tell me where you’re going with this?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, not tonight, but I will be back tomorrow and we will continue this discussion.”

“You’ve really got my curiosity up; can you tell me what you’re talking about?  Anything at all?”

“Not tonight, but I’ll see you tomorrow and we can talk more.  Remember, the solution to all this may come at a cost.  Sleep well my friend and I will see you manana.”

“Good night Zack.”

As he walked out of the room I lay there awake trying to figure out what on earth he was talking about.  Was it possible that the agency had the technology to do something like this?  If so, where would they get an extra body?  After all, you can’t just get online and order one, not even with free shipping, well not yet anyway.


Chapter 3

After I had breakfast the next morning Zack came back to talk to me about what he had been hinting around at the night before, and the conversation was interesting to say the least.

“So, Matt, you’re probably wondering what the heck I was talking about last night?”

“That’s for sure.”

He reached over and unplugged the call button/speaker from the wall and then said, “Okay, the room should be secure now.”

“This must be pretty heavy stuff.”

“That’s right Matt, you know how you have level seven authorization to classified material?”

“Yep, I’m cleared for just about anything.”

“This is level eight, and I’m giving you an interim security clearance at level eight right now and informing you to never discuss what we are getting ready to talk about with anyone.”

Pulling out his laptop he fired up his PowerPoint and started talking.

“Matt, a few years ago there was a concern that enemies of this country might potentially develop biological weapons designed not to just kill people but to selectively target individual groups instead.”

“Like by race, hair color, and so on?”

“That’s right.  Now check this out, our intelligence showed there was the potential of being attacked with weapons designed to wipe out large groups of people by sex.”

“Zack, that’s wild.  Killing off all the men or all the women?”

“Pretty crazy stuff.  Imagine, if all or even a large portion of the women were wiped out or the men for that matter, it would throw the country into chaos.  It would be a national security issue like we couldn’t even imagine.”

“It definitely would not do much for my sex life would it?  However, in the condition I’m in right now I don’t think it would be a problem.”

“Glad to see you’ve still got a sense of humor,” Zack said as we chuckled at my comment.

“Anyway, the top minds in the country came up with an idea.  In the event that ever happened, what if we could replenish the population by using cloning?”

“Don’t tell me they’re thinking about trying this?”

“Matt, we’ve done it.  We’ve grown a man and a woman in a tank and they are full adults of about twenty-five years old.”

“Wow.”

“The concept was that as older people were getting ready to die that we take a snapshot of their brain, imprint it on a clone and voila, they’ve got a new life, and then they can help to repopulate the country.”

“This sounds like something out of a science fiction movie Zack.”

“I know, it is hard to believe, however, we have one male and one female clone, and we need to find a volunteer who is willing to let us take a picture of their brain and bring one of them to life.”

“And that is where I come in?”

He nodded his head.

“What would happen to my body that I’m in now when you did that?  Would there be two of me?”

“The instant that you came to life we would need to shut down the body that you just left.  Imagine how you would feel if you knew that another you were out there living it up while you were, well, like you are now.”

Nodding my head in agreement I said, “I get it Zack.”

“It’s a one-way trip Matt, once we start the process there’s no going back.”

Using his laptop, he then showed me a photo of a man in his mid-twenties with dark hair and eyes, who had the good looks of a movie star, not too far off from the way I looked.

“This would be your body Matt.  What do you think?”

“This guy’s almost as good looking as me.”

“And just as modest.  He was developed to look as he does so he would be attractive to the opposite sex, thus attracting women and in turn creating more offspring.”

“What’s the risk?”

“It’s never been tried before, and it is experimental in every sense of the word.  Tests done with animals and chimpanzees have been one hundred percent successful, however, it’s not been tried on a human being.”

“I know one thing, I can’t stay like this Zack, I just can’t.  I’m willing to take the risk.  Even if you transfer me into the new body, terminate this one, and the new one fails shortly afterward for some reason, then so be it.”

“Matt I will have legal come down and you can sign the papers and we will get started just as soon as you’re ready.”

He started to walk out the door when I said, “Zack.”

“Yeah Matt.”

“Thanks for getting me a second chance at life.”

“Hey, you would do the same for me, right?”

“You bet.”

Within the hour the legal people came down and had me use my thumbprint to sign all of the paperwork for the risky procedure that I was about to undergo.  This was it and I was going for broke because the alternative was not pretty and I was determined to try anything to get my life back, no matter what I had to do.  The procedure would take place in the morning, which would be the day the old Matt Powers would cease to exist and the new one would be born.


Chapter 4

I woke up feeling somewhat different but I could not put my finger on exactly what was wrong but there was something.  As I grunted slightly, I noticed that the noise I made was slightly higher pitched than normal so I cleared my throat hoping to correct whatever was causing the problem, which I suspected was sinus drainage. 

Today was the day that I was going to get a new body and a new life, and I was ready to get started so I opened my eyes and looked around the room and noticed that I was not in the hospital room I’d been in the night before.  Where was I?

Right about that time the door swung open and Zack walked in with a doctor that I had never seen before and said, “Hey, good morning.”

I started to speak and said, “Good morning,” and stopped when I noticed I was speaking in a much higher tone.  What’s going on I asked myself.

“Matt you just woke up and don’t even realize what’s happened so I’m going to have to explain.  A lot happened after you went to bed last night, a lot.”

He then picked up a mirror which he handed to me, and as I reached out to grab it, I noticed that my hands were smaller.  Taking the mirror, I looked at myself and saw the reflection of a young woman in her mid-twenties with long blonde hair and blue-green eyes.  There I was with my mouth hanging open and I was in complete shock and could not stop looking at myself.

“I’ve got a lot of explaining to do….”

“You’re damn right you do,” I said in my new feminine voice.  “What the hell Zack, what the hell?  How did this happen?  You were supposed to put me in a guy’s body.  I don’t even remember them coming to get me for the procedure.”

“Matt you’ve got every right to be upset….”

“Upset?  Upset?  That’s the understatement of the year!  Upset is about ten levels below where I am right now Zack.”

I then handed him the mirror and pulled back the sheet and saw that I was in a hospital night gown.  Looking down I could see bumps where my new breasts were and as I reached down with my hand and felt my crotch, I could tell that my old partner was missing.

“Oh my God Zack, I’m a woman.  I’m a fucking woman!”

At this point I was about to burst out crying but held it back, except for a couple of tears that seemed to escape anyway.  Finally, I just started crying, which was appropriate as I was now a woman, right?

Zack sat there patiently while I tried to regain my composure, okay I was not really trying to regain it as it was pretty much a lost cause at that point.

“Last night when you were asleep you went into cardiac arrest as a result of everything that happened to you from your car accident, as your body had been through an ungodly amount of trauma.  They jump started your heart back quickly, but the cardiologist said he did not like the way your EKG readings looked.  I got here as fast as I could when I heard what happened, talked to the team that was going to give you a new body and we moved you to section 7 so they could get started.  They used the new brain imaging system and took a picture of your mind, which gets stored in the computer before it is imprinted onto the clone.  As they started to imprint your memory onto the male clone they discovered that there was a defect in its brain and the process was not going to work.  Right about that time Matt, the body you were born with died of a heart attack and they couldn’t bring you back.  That was when I had a choice to make, to let the Matt I knew die, or to give him the chance at life he’d talked to me about wanting the night before.”

“Zack, could you not have stored my mind in the computer until you got me another man’s body?”

“That’s what I asked too.  You see the way it works is there’s a special computer module attached to the main computer that stores the person’s memory.  After one hour the pattern starts to degrade, and that means if the person were imprinted after that hour that they would not have all their mental faculties.”

“What on earth made you think I would be okay with being a woman?”

“I take full responsibility for this, and besides I was pretty sure you would be okay with it.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Well Matt, after all, it’s always seemed that you really liked women, and this is a chance to get to know them even better, in a way.”

“I admit that I do like women, however, I like dating them and having sex with them.  Not being one!”

“How do you know, you’ve not even tried it yet.  You may really like being a woman.  Give it a shot.”

“So, let me ask you this, is it possible to grow another male body, and then transfer me out of this one into it.”

“Not possible at all Matt.  Remember what I said about….”

“Yes, you said it was a one-way trip,” I said.

“I thought I made the decision you would have wanted me to and I’m sorry if I didn’t,” Zack said.

We sat there silently for a bit when I finally said, “Well, I guess it’s better than being dead.”

Smiling at me he said, “That’s the spirit Matt.”

Pausing for a few seconds I replied, “There’s another thing.”

“What’s that?”

“I guess I’d better get used to being called Mattie instead of Matt.”


Chapter 5

Since the agency, or anyone else for that matter, had never transferred a mind from one body to another, there were no specialists in this area.  Dr. Jill Lindstrom, an agency employee, had been working on a program to acclimate individuals after they had done the whole-body swap thing but she had as yet to test any of it out.  On top of that her program, as well as the whole project, had been designed for same sex transfers and not what I had just participated in, so this was going to be a challenge for her. 

I sat there on the exam room table in the white terry cloth robe that had been given to me earlier and was thinking about what I had just gone through and I was still in shock, but I was starting to get used to the idea.  I’m not saying I was in favor of it but that I was getting used to it, as what choice did I have. 

Entering the room Dr. Lindstrom was about 5’4 with long dark hair & eyes, was slender, had Mediterranean features, and was beautiful.  I wonder if she was going to require me to take my clothes off for an examination?  A guy, I mean girl, can hope right?

Extending her hand and smiling warmly she asked, “How are you feeling Agent Powers?”

Shaking her hand, I said, “Feeling good doc, but call me Matt,” and just as I finished speaking, we both broke into laughter.

“Call me Jill,” she said.

“Okay doc.”

“I want you to feel comfortable with me as we are going to be working very closely together in the coming weeks.”

“Zack was telling me that you’re going to get me ready to live and act as a woman.”

“That’s right.”

“Good, because I’m going to need all the help I can get.”

Laughing she said, “You’ve got a great sense of humor.  I can see we are going to get along well together.”

She was so beautiful it was hard not to stare at her, and I was hoping that she did not think I was a lesbian, but at that point, I kind of was.

“I’m going to go over our plan for getting you ready for your new life if you’re ready.”

“Shoot.”

“The first order of business is going to be with your name.  To date your legal name has been Matthew Powers.”

“That’s right doc, I mean Jill.”

“Do you have any preference on what you would like your new name to be?”

“How about we keep in simple and just call me Mattie?”

“Mattie?  Are you sure about that?”

“Why not?  Is that not okay?”

“That is perfectly fine, and it will make things simple as a matter of fact.  All we will have to do is change your first name, sex, and date of birth in the computer,” she said.

“Good idea, because my brain is thirty-seven, and this body is somewhere between twenty-five and thirty.”

“It’s actually twenty-seven Mister, I mean Miss Powers.”

Miss Powers? Now that’s going to take a little bit of getting used to, okay a lot!

Responding to her comment I said, “Hey, like I said before, just call me Mattie.”

“Okay, sorry about that.”

“Not a problem.”

“So, next up will be getting you ready to live and act as a woman.  You’re a beautiful young lady and we are going to start the process of preparing you for your new life.”

“Great,” I said sarcastically.

“Then we will do a little training on being a field agent as a member of the fairer sex.”

“But I already know how to be a field agent.”

“You know how to be a field agent as a man, not as a woman Agent Powers.  There are lots of little nuances that you’re not even aware of that separate men from women and are going to be extremely important as you continue your work with the agency.”

Right about that time Zack walked into the room and said, “How are you doing Matt?”

Dr Lindstrom said to him, “Zack from now on she’s going to go by Mattie?”

“Hey that’s great!  I like it!”

“Zack, do I really have to go through all this training to be a girl?  How hard can it be?”

“We need you to be an effective agent that can function in the field.  Otherwise you won’t be able to do your job.”

“Well, what if I don’t want to be an agent anymore?”

“Not be an agent anymore?  Is there something you would rather do?” Zack asked.

Hesitating because I really had no plan at all I said, “Well I could get a job, maybe be a real estate agent?”

Laughing Zack said, “Matt, I mean Mattie, give me a break.  You driving people around and opening doors for them?  For the life of me I just can’t see you doing that for a living and being happy.”

“Well, there’s lots of things I could do if I put my mind to it.”

Right about that time Jill said, “Well Agent Powers, maybe you could become a house wife, move out to the suburbs, raise kids, belong to the PTA, and settle into a quiet life with your new hubby.”

At first, I was a little taken back by her wise ass comment but then as I thought about it I realized that I was a woman, and what she had presented to me was truly one of my options.  I could actually be someone’s wife and even a mother with this new body, and the prospect of that blew me away.

Sitting there quietly I finally said, “Okay guys just bear with me, this is going to take me some time to process so please be patient with me as I try and absorb all this, okay?”

“It’s a deal Mattie,” said Zack.

“We will move at your pace Agent Powers, no rush, no hurry, whatever you are comfortable with.”

Over the next week I learned the basics of being a woman and I want to tell you that I truly learned a lot, as I never knew there was so much involved with being a girl.  During week one Jill taught me about makeup, clothes, shoes, jewelry and accessories, and how to put an outfit together.

Week two included teaching me how to speak, walk, and act like a lady.  I also learned not to shake hands too aggressively, that there was a certain way to smile, along with a variety of other feminine mannerisms.  Jill seemed to get a big kick out of seeing me learn to walk in heels, as I have to admit it was a bit of a challenge.  I kept asking her why I had to wear them and she told me that men find women in heels more attractive.  Thinking about it I did have to admit that just about every woman I every bedded down with was wearing heels, (some while in the bed) but for some reason I never realized it until that moment.  Hey, wait a second, was that going to be part of my job? 

Week three was where I was taken into the field, so I could get actual practice being a girl in a real world environment, nothing too heavy we were just going to cruise around, eat, do some shopping, and so on.  Easy stuff, right?  And on top we’re getting paid for it.  So, Jill and I took off right after breakfast and started our day which was filled with all kinds of girly stuff, which I hope she enjoyed because for me it was so-so.  I knew I had to learn to do the stuff they were training me for as I had little choice.  I was a thirty-seven-year-old guy in a twenty-seven year old woman’s body and I was pretty sure that my career prospects were somewhat slim.  Well, then again, maybe that’s not true, because the agency would create a whole new life for me if I really wanted to leave and do something else considering the circumstances.  I’d always loved being an agent and could not imagine doing anything else, however, the prospect of having to have sex with men as part of the job was not filling me with glee.  Technically it’s not part of the job and not required, however, when you need to find out some information, and the person you’re working is attractive, you say what the hell and take one for the team.

Jill and I stopped at a restaurant called Frosty’s which was a local place and overall the food was pretty good.  We went in and were greeted by the hostess who asked us to follow her.  As we walked across the restaurant, I caught several guys checking me out as I unintentionally sported my red dress with white flowers on it.  I smiled back at each and every one of them as I walked passed them thinking about how I used to be one of those guys. 

We sat down, began to look at the menu and discussed what we would order.

“I could use a scotch on the rocks if you want to know the truth,” I said.

“I don’t see any harm in you having a drink, and I think you should have what you want.  However, is that something a woman would order?”

Briefly looking up at the ceiling and then back at her I said, “That would be fine by me if I was out on a date and woman ordered a scotch, but I see what you’re saying as I’ve never actually seen a woman order that before.”

“Very good.  What do you think a woman might order?”

Looking at the drink menu for a bit I then responded by saying, “Well, I could see woman ordering a cosmopolitan, a daiquiri, a glass of wine, a pina colada.”

“That was pretty good, and which drink do you think you should have Mattie?”

“Oh my God Jill, these drinks I mentioned are all sweet and I like something with a little bite.”

“Then why don’t you have a glass of wine, or a vodka martini?”

“Why don’t I get a martini that was shaken and not stirred while I’m at it, then I would fit the whole secret agent part,” I said.

Laughing she said, “Matt, Mattie, you’ve got the best sense of humor.  You are just adorable.”

“Jill I’ve got to tell you, in all my life, you’re the first person that’s ever called me adorable.  But hey, a couple of weeks ago I was a guy, so a lots changed for me recently, adorable it is,” I said while holding up a water glass.

After having lunch, we then headed out to our next destination which I was totally unprepared for.  As we pulled up to the front of the business, I looked at the sign which said Wax Center in big bold pink letters.

“Jill, why are we here?”

“Why do you think we are here?”

“You clearly have a waxing appointment.”

“Mattie, we have waxing appointments.”

“But Jill, I don’t need anything waxed.  Remember?  I’ve been shaving my legs and underarms since week one and I think I’ve been doing a pretty damn good job.  After all, no one at the agency has complained and I’ve been running around there with sleeveless dresses and everything.”

“And, you’ve been doing a great job by the way.  As a matter of fact, I think you’re a natural, as I’ve never seen a girl with smoother looking legs than you.  However, you and I are here to get waxed down there,” she said while pointing to her crotch.

“Why can’t I go natural?”

“Well let me ask you this, when you were a guy, did you like it when the women you were with were natural, or groomed?”

Pausing I said, “Now that you mention it, I preferred well groomed, or even bare.  But there’s something you’re not getting, I have no plans to be with a man, so there.”

“So, what you’re telling me is that you do have plans to be with a woman?”

“If I’m going to be with someone, it will definitely be a girl.  I like girls and if I’m going to have sex it will be with a girl.”

“Like a lesbian?”

Pausing I then said, “Well, now that you mention it, I guess technically I would be, but that’s just because of my condition.  In spirit, I’m still a man.”

“Mattie, I’m going to tell you something.  Women who are intimate with other women also like it when a woman is nice and smooth, if you know what I mean.”

“They do?”

“Yep.”

“How do you know that?”

“Can you keep a secret?”

“Are you kidding?  I’m a secret agent, aren’t I?”

“Okay, it’s not widely known at the agency but I’m bi.”

“You are?”

“Yes.  And please, keep it close and don’t share it with anyone.”

“My lips are sealed,” I said.

“Girls really like it when their partner is bare?”

“Yes, they do Agent Powers.”

“Since the company is paying for this, we might as well go ahead and do it.  After all, I could be in some sort of a situation where it would come in handy.”

Jill burst into laughter and said, “You never know.  Oh, and here, take these acetaminophen tablets, they will help,” and she then handed me her bottle of water.

“With what?”

“It’s going to smart a bit having this done.”

“Jill, I’m a man, I’m okay with a little pain.”

Jill looked at me and shrugged her shoulders and said, “Suit yourself.”  She then put the bottle back in her purse.

We headed on in and took a seat and waited for our turns.  First Jill was called back and before I knew it was my turn as well.  I followed a young Hispanic girl back to a room where she told me to get undressed.  I was hesitant at first but I then took off my dress, my strapless bra and my panties, and slipped off my sugar pink sandals.  The reason I knew the color was because that’s what Jill told me it was.

“Go ahead and lay down on the table please.  Oh, and by the way, how would you like it?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Do you want me to do your bikini line?  A full Brazilian?”

“I want a full Brazilian.”

“Great, do you want a design or just take it all?”

Thinking about it for a few seconds I asked, “What are my options on the design?”

“You’ve got a full bush so I could do anything that you wanted.  Butterfly, a landing strip, a heart, a postage stamp.”

“What do you do?”

Laughing she said, “I change it up but most of the time I just go all the way and take it all off.”

“If that’s good enough for you then it’s good enough for me,” I said.

So, there I was buck naked on the table waiting for her to come over and start ripping the pubic hair out of my body, what’s next?

“Ready hon?” the girl asked.

Jill was already at the reception desk when I arrived in the lobby and smiled at me as I walked up to her.  Unfortunately, my demeanor was not as pleasant as hers.

“All done?  How was it?” she asked me.

I was silent.

“Anyway, it’s all paid for.  Ready when you are,” she said.

As we stepped outside, she asked, “Are you okay?”

With a displeased look I said, “Jill, that hurt like hell.”

“It’s more painful the first time you get it done, but as you do it more it hurts less.”

“What amazes me is that someone would elect to have it done again.  That was sheer torture, and as a matter of fact I wasn’t subjected to pain like that the time I was arrested by the North Koreans.”

“Mattie, I’m sorry it hurt, but just think, now you’re beautiful down there, and if you go out with a girl, or guy for that matter, think how much better it will make the experience.”

Jill then stepped up to me and gave me a big hug and said, “I’m so proud of you girl, and you’re doing so great.”

Jill being smoking hot and giving me a hug made it all worth it, well almost.  I wonder if there’s any chance that I will make it with her?  Time will tell.

“Now, let’s continue our girl’s day out and have some fun.”  Taking me by the hand she said, “Follow me.”

We started to walk down the sidewalk of the strip center, and as we did so I was actually starting to get turned on by holding hands with her, and the sensation I was getting in my girly parts was almost that of a stirring or a tingling of sorts.

Next thing I knew we arrived at a place called Super Fantastic Nails.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“We’re girls and we’re getting our nails done, all on the company credit card I might add.”

“I suppose you’re going to tell me how it will make potential partners more attracted to us?”

“Yes.  But, it’s also very relaxing, I promise there is absolutely no pain and you will love it.  You have my personal guarantee,” she said.

Standing there looking at her it was impossible to notice how beautiful she was as she stood there smiling at me from ear to ear and then said, “Please Mattie?  Please?”

“Okay Jill, but if anyone tries to rip out any hair ….”

“Come on in,” she said as she held the door open for me.

We stepped up to the counter and a lady of Asian persuasion asked, “How may I help you?”

“Two for a full pedicure and manicure please,” said Jill.

We were escorted to two pedicure stations where we slipped off our shoes, climbed, and I mean climbed up into the chairs and had a seat.  The lady that was going to be working on me was running water into a small basin which she then asked me to put my feet in, and I did.  The warm water actually felt good and was soothing, and it was also pretty cool that they had flower petals floating in the water as well.

Right about that time another Asian woman came around with a tray and offered us something to drink.

“What are you having Mattie?

“What are my choices?”

The lady said, “We have red wine, white wine and champagne.”

“I’ll have the champagne,” I said.

“Me too,” said Jill.

Sitting there in that comfortable chair, drinking champagne, with my feet soaking felt so good.

“I think I could get used to this.”

“I’m so glad to hear you say that, and I’m really glad you’re relaxing and having fun.”

Smiling at her I said, “Thanks Jill.”

After the Vietnamese lady finished working on my feet and nails, I was then offered the opportunity to have them painted.

“What color you like?” she asked.

Looking at Jill I said, “You’re going to need to help me out here.”

“I know what would look perfect on you,” she said.

As we exited the salon, I had ten toes and ten fingers painted coral pink, which was not a color I would have selected myself, hell, I would never even have thought to do this in the first place but it is what it is.  Looking down at my toes I thought to myself that my feet were kind of pretty, for a guy in a woman’s body that is.

From there it was onto the beauty parlor where I got my first haircut as a woman.  There was a guy named Charles who came highly recommended, to Jill that is, and he bragged how he was going to make me the most beautiful woman in the world.  Finished I now walked to the front where Jill was sitting reading a magazine.  She looked up and said, “Oh my God, Mattie, you are gorgeous,” which was another first as I had never been called that before. Standing there looking in the mirror I saw that she was right, and that I was strikingly beautiful.  As I continued to gaze at my reflection, I could not help but smile, and on a level that I could not explain I felt really good about myself, truly for the first time since my transition.

From there we went out shopping for clothes as I did not own any women’s clothes at all.  Big shock, right?  Thus far I had been wearing stuff that the agency wardrobe department had lent me, but those items were technically supposed to be for missions and were not mine to keep.

That afternoon Jill and I went to a variety of stores where we bought everything that I needed for my new life including makeup, hair accessories, underwear, clothes, shoes, and other items as needed.  In my opinion, there were a whole lot of other items that seemed to be necessary that I would never even have thought of buying.  Good thing I had Jill coaching me.

After a full day we returned to the agency, and with the help of Jill and a couple of other flirty gentlemen, we carried all of my new purchases, thank you Uncle Sam, to the suite where I was staying, and had been since this rodeo started.

Thanking the guys who helped us transport all my new consumer goods, we then closed the door and proceeded to plop down on the couch, and exhausted as well.

“Jill, what a day!”

“I know.  Hey, want to get something to eat?”

“Sure,” I said.

We ran down to the canteen and got a pizza and brought it back to the room where we consumed it pretty quickly.  Okay, Jill ate like a lady and I vacuumed my part up, which she counselled me on afterward and told me that I needed to be more lady like.

Sitting there on the couch I said, “Jill, these past three weeks have been hard on me, but I could not have made it without you.  Thanks for everything you’ve done for me.”

Smiling at me she said, “Mattie, I’ve loved every minute of it, and besides, you’re fun to be with, and you have the greatest sense of humor.”

“I’m sure going to hate not having you around when I have to go back into the field.  It’s going to be lonely without you.”

“Mattie,” she said as she touched my hand, “I feel the same way.”

Right about that time there was a knock on the door and I said, “Come in.”

Zack entered and greeted us and asked about our day and we briefed him on what we had done as well as what we had bought with the company credit card.

“Matt, I mean Mattie, you’re looking absolutely stunning, and Jill you’re doing great work.”

“It’s not all me Zack, she’s naturally beautiful, so it comes easy for her.”

It was weird having them bragging on me and telling me I was beautiful, but hey, it was true.  I may be a former guy, but was kind of hot.

“Zack, Mattie and I were just talking about how after this week when I’m done with her social training that we sure are going to miss each other.”

“That’s what I wanted to talk to the two of you about.  Jill, you’ve been on me for some time about getting out of the office and doing some field work.  How would you like to start out as Mattie’s partner?”

“Hey, wait a minute, I work alone,” I said.

“Correction, Matt worked alone, not Mattie.”

“And why’s that?” I asked.

“You know you’re not ready to work in the field, alone, as an agent.  You’ve still got a long way to go before you’re ready for that.  Look, here’s what the director wants to do, he wants you two to work as partners and get back on the case you were working on when you got into that car wreck.”

“Zack, I’m okay with working with Jill, she’s fantastic, but she’s not a field agent and would not know what to do if we got into a sticky situation.”

“Correction Agent Powers, but I am,” Jill advised me.

“You are?” I asked.

“That’s right Matt…. Mattie, she is.  She went through our program last year as a reserve field agent and she is fully qualified.”

Taking a long pause, I finally said, “Welcome to field work, partner,” and we shook hands.


Chapter 6

The case I was working on that did away with Matt Powers and created Mattie Powers was the one where my informant, Mike Brewster, was killed trying to provide me with information on who was behind the tampering with the country’s elections.  The only place we had to start was with the lead that Mike had provided seconds before his death, which was that U.S. businesses, Barkley Global, its subsidiaries including Barkley Cybersecurity, were potentially involved.

After my car crash I had briefed Zack on what Mike had shared with me and he had put a team on it which included field agents as well as cybersecurity specialists and they had turned up nothing.  The U.S. government was not about to take the information I had given them and abruptly raid any of the offices of the companies of billionaire William Barkley unless they were 100% sure they had a case that would stick.  Mr. Barkley was politically well connected, and he was someone that you did not want to cross and his political allies were powerful. 

The director and Zack had concluded that a field agent with my level experience was just what the case needed.  The fact that I was now a woman was a great help because no one would ever suspect the pretty blonde with the hot ass was really Special Agent Matt Powers, plus lovely ladies can learn all kinds of information that men can’t and are the last to be suspected of sniffing around for information.

The main reasons that Jill had been assigned as my partner were that I was the first of my kind, and for all the anyone knew, absolutely anything could happen.  Was I stable?  I felt that way but only time would tell.  Zack had told me that experiments was lab rats and other animals had been successful but how reliable was that?  They are always saying stuff like artificial sweeteners are safe because they were tested on rats, but for the life of me I’ve never see one putting the stuff in any of their beverages, have you?  The other reason I needed Jill was to continue polishing up my life and social skills as a woman.  I had gotten pretty good at just about everything but every now and then I needed a little coaching.

So, Mattie and Jill were just about ready to start out as partners and we were going to be great.  The one thing I was really excited about was getting back on this case and finding the bitch that killed Mike and putting a 9mm in her head.  That was not very lady like was it?  What I meant to say was to bring them to justice, much more politically correct and proper according to Jill.

It was the end of week four of my rebirth and Jill and I had been reviewing everything that she had been teaching me for the past four weeks, plus we had also been reviewing intel and planning what we were going to be doing out in the field starting next week.  Since the previous team had not come up with anything Zack was handing all the field operations over to us and we would be coordinating with them back at HQ.  I think they were kind of pissed off that a couple of broads had been selected to get out on the street and do all the field work but they would just have to get over it. 

I had been feeling sick the past couple of mornings and was wondering what the heck was going on, as I had never been sick in my life except when I had drank too much the night before.  Okay, I admit, I’ve been sick a number of times from overindulging adult beverages, but it was always in the line of duty, well, almost.

Jill and Zack were sitting at a conference table talking about our plans for the upcoming week when I walked into the room.

“Sorry I’m late, but for the past couple of morning when I’ve woken up, I’ve been sick, it’s the strangest thing.”

Jill and Zack looked at each other and then he asked, “Have you been to medical about it?”

“Yes, I stopped by on the way here and talked to the doc, and he said it was probably nothing but took some blood and even had me pee in a cup.  You guys are definitely not taking any chances with me, are you?”

Right about that time Zack’s phone chirped and he looked at and then said, “Mattie, there’s something I need to tell you that I did not share with you before but there’s no way to hide it from you, and it’s not fair to do so.”

“Zack, am I sick?  Is there something wrong?  Am I going to make it?”

Looking at me seriously he said, “After we had to end up putting you in this body versus the one was had planned, it was decided that you had been through so much trauma we would wait to tell you part two.”

“Part two?  How could there even be a part 2?” I asked.

“Remember I told you that the plan behind Operation Genesis was to rebuild the population in the event it was wiped out?”

“Of course,” I said.

“There’s more.  It was decided that the best way to get the population back up and running was to waste absolutely no time, and the best way to do that would be for the female clones to bear children at the earliest possible opportunity.  I could go through all the technical aspects but let me get right to it, the female clones are automatically impregnated in the final stage of development.”

With a look of horror on my face I asked, “You don’t mean ….”

“Just got an email from the doctor, and Mattie, you are pregnant.”

“So that’s why I’ve been sick, I’ve got morning sickness!”

At that point I don’t know what came over me, but I busted out crying and said, “Oh my God, I can’t believe it, how could this happen?  First, I was paralyzed, then I became a woman, and now I’m a pregnant one at that.”

By now Zack and Jill had pulled their chairs up beside mine and were consoling me as I continued to sob like the woman I now was.

Finally, I asked, “Do we at least know who the father is or will I be a single mom raising an illegitimate child?  I can see it now as I’m living in a mobile home with a broken down car out front, on welfare and food stamps, sitting around all day watching that Springer guy and his never ending stream of poor white trash which I’m now one of.”

I then stopped talking so I could continue crying more and more hysterically because of the predicament that I was now in.  I was scared to death, and in my opinion, this was more horrifying that any mission I had been on or any dangerous situation that I had ever been in, ever.

“Mattie, that’s not true,” said Jill.  “Zack and I, and everyone here at the agency are going to fully support you all the way.  Isn’t that right Zack?”

With my hand now in his he said, “That’s right, we are your family, and we are all together in this, and don’t you every forget it.”

Hesitating Zack then said, “And the father of your baby is a special agent from right here in the agency.  I don’t know who as that information is sealed, but when the program started, they asked for twenty-five volunteers to provide sperm samples.”

Calming down by this point I asked, “So I can’t even collect child support?”

Jill, Zack and I all laughed at my comment and then Zack said, “Don’t worry, you and your baby are taken care of for life, and you have my word on that.”

“So, Zack, does this mean I’m on medical leave and can’t work?”

“Are you up to it?”

“Damn straight.”

“Okay Matt, Mattie, but just make sure that you take it easy.  You’re still new to this body plus we want to make sure that your baby is not any in any danger.”

“I promise to make sure she’s not in any danger,” said Jill.

“Thanks Jill,” he said, “And now, let’s get down to the mission briefing, as we’ve got some criminals to catch.”


Chapter 7

The weekend had passed and before we knew it Monday morning had arrived.  After much preparation Jill and I were ready to get out of the office and into the field, and I was looking forward to it very much, despite the fact that I was throwing up every morning. 

Jill and I arrived at Reagan Airport about 9 a.m., checked our bags, and were then met by a federal agent who escorted us through what they called the portal, so we could carry our guns right onto the aircraft.  The portal is a special door that airline, and airport employees go through, so they don’t have to screw with the boneheads at the security checkpoint.  I’m only calling them names because when off duty and travelling on vacation they always seemed to harass me about one thing or another.   I thought about how cool it would be to not have to screw with commercial air travel at all, as what I really needed was my own private jet.  However, I suspected now that I was a pregnant woman the disposable income I needed to save up for one was going to be spent on disposable diapers, formula, and a variety of other goods.

Because of Jill’s instruction I was getting pretty good at picking out clothes for myself, and today I was wearing a dark blue casual dress and tan pumps, plus a variety of accessories including earrings, bracelets, a necklace, as well as a couple of rings which put the finishing touches on my outfit.  My tan colored handbag included a variety of things including my wallet, makeup, a hair brush, breath mints, plus a 9mm that I was going to use to kill the SOB that shot Mike.  Since his killer was a female, I guess I could just call her a plain old bitch, versus SOB.

As Jill and I walked through the terminal proceeding toward our gate I noticed a number of men looking at us as we passed by them.  At first, I was a little put off by the bastards gawking at me, but then as I thought about it, I realized, how cool is this?  I was truly realizing the power that I had as a female agent, and especially the ability to manipulate, control and extract information from men.  As long as I was going to be a girl, I might as well make the most of it.

We caught our 10 a.m. flight and were headed for Texas, where a cybersecurity conference and expo was taking place, and this was going to be the starting point of our investigation.  The Southwestern Regional Cybersecurity Conference was one of the most respected in the country as well as the world and all the keys players in the industry including the best and brightest minds would be in attendance.  After landing at DFW Airport we walked through the terminal and headed for the exit so we could pickup our bags. 

After getting our rental car we exited the north side of the airport and took Highway 114 to MacArthur Blvd which took us to the hotel we were staying at in Irving, Texas, which is right next door to Dallas.  Fortunately, we had gotten rooms at the exact hotel where the conference was taking place, which was cool as this was a pretty nice place to stay.  After checking in, and taking our luggage to our rooms, Jill and I then met up in my suite to discuss our plans.

We broke out one of our secure tablets and started going over our plan of action for our mission.  What we were going to do was simple, good old-fashioned field work, which is always the best way to find something out when there’s information you need.  The plan was that Jill and I were going to be undercover during our stay, obviously, and make contact with one or more employees of Barkley Cybersecurity and its subsidiaries and see what we could find out about the election tampering case.

Looking at the list we had several individuals we were going to try and get to know better which included Ray Casey, who was a whiz kid at Barkley Energy.  He was so talented that all the other Barkley companies consulted him for cybersecurity advice on a daily basis.  Jill and I thought he would be a good pick since he was not in management, and he was the most capable to pull off the hacking.  Even if he was not involved, the event could not have escaped his attention since part of his job included reviewing every bit of router traffic that came in and out of the organization. 

Ray was thirty-two years old, never been married, was a total computer nerd, and didn’t even have a girlfriend, and I know what you’re thinking and the answer is yes, he was straight.  Photos we had showed him at 5’10”, about 170 pounds, dark brown hair and eyes, and a casual dresser, which did not surprise us as Jill and I had already determined that nearly all the computer types were less than snappy dressers.  Sounds like we were stereotyping right?

We knew what his cell phone number was so it was extremely easy tracking him, as we had access to his phone carriers positioning system.  This would be necessary so one of us could have a chance encounter with him, and then another, and so on.  With both of us being extremely pretty women we were hoping to be able to chat him up and try and work him over for any information we might get out of him.  Jill and I had concluded that one of us might have to have sex with him if he did not easily crack, and I was all in favor of handing that assignment to her if push came to shove.

We had noticed that during non-conference times that Ray liked to sit beside the pool and read with the help of his e-book reader, and this was where we were going to introduce ourselves to Ray and start the process of finding out what he knew.  After a coin flip it was decided that I would be the one who would make contact.  Jill refused two out of three and I was stuck.

I arrived at the pool chair next to Mr. Ray Casey’s where I removed my cover up and flip flops and showed everyone at the pool my new blue floral print bikini which I was wearing for the first time.  It flattered my figure including my full breasts, and the bottom was designed so part of my ass was hanging out, or at least it felt like that.  I kicked back on the chair and started soaking up the sun for a few seconds, then I stood up, took my tube of sunscreen and started applying it to everywhere I could reach, minus my back.

“Excuse me,” I said while smiling at him.

He looked up at me and raised his eyebrows.

“I am so sorry to bother you, but could you rub some sunscreen on my back?  If it’s no bother.”

“Sure,” he said.

I sat down on the side of his chair, handed him the tube, and he started applying it to my back.

“That feels good, are you a chiropractor or masseuse?” I asked.

“No, I’m not.”

“Well, you certainly could be.  Has anyone ever told you that you have great hands?”

Right about that time he finished rubbing the lotion on my back and as he did so I moved over to my pool chair and sat down still looking at him.

“Thanks for the compliment,” he said.

“You are very welcome,” I said, and then put on my sunglasses and resumed my position in the chair.

Right about that time a girl taking drink orders came along and asked if I would like anything.

“Do you have frozen Margaritas?” I asked.

“Yes, we do.”

“Great, I’ll take one and what would you like to drink?” I asked Mr. Ray Casey, who was in the chair next to mine.

“Who me?”

“Sure, you helped me out a minute ago and the least I could do is buy you a drink.”

“You don’t have to do that.”

“I know, but I want to, and if you don’t accept you will hurt my feelings,” I said as I smiled at him.

“We can’t have that then can we, so I’ll have a rum and coke.”

“I’ll be right back,” said the server, who walked away from us headed toward the pool bar.

Sticking my hand out to him I said, “I’m Taylor.”

Shaking my hand he said, “Ray.”

“It’s great to meet you Ray.  Are you here on business or pleasure?”

“Business.  What about you?”

“Oh, I’m here on business as well,” I said.

“Great.  I’m here with the cyber conference.”

“The what?” I asked, playing the dumb blonde.  I really was blonde but not dumb.

“Cybersecurity conference.”

“Oh, that sounds pretty cool,” I said excitedly.  “Isn’t that like computer security kind of stuff?”

“Yes, it is as a matter of fact,” he said.  I could tell he was amused at my comments.

“So, Taylor, I guess you’re not here for the conference?” he asked.

“Oh no, I’m here with a group of real estate agents and we are doing some advanced sales training.”

“Have you done that long?” he asked.

“I graduated college about four years ago and didn’t really want to work in the field that I majored in, so I started doing this and have never looked back.”

“Oh really, and what did you major in back in college?”

“Education.”

“I can understand that,” he said.

Right about that time the server returned with our drinks, handed them to us, I showed her my room key and she said she would charge them to my room, and she left.

“This drink is great,” he said after taking a sip.  “It’s nice and strong.”

“I’m glad you like it.  So, do you like working in Cybersecurity?”

“It’s interesting.  There’s always something new.”

“I bet, I see stuff on TV all the time about it where companies and even the government are getting hacked into.  You must be really smart Ray, but I could already tell that,” I said as I shot him a big smile.

“It is really no big deal.”

“I think you’re just being modest.”

“Trust me, I’m really not.”

“So, what’s the most exciting thing you’ve ever worked on?” I asked.

Then I said, “Ray, never mind what I just asked, we are here to relax and the last thing on earth you want to talk about is work, so please forgive me,” I said as I sat up on the side of the chair facing him.

Pondering for a second he started to talk and said, “If I say will you promise not to tell?”

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

Now sitting on the side of the chair he asked, “Remember the last general election and all the problems with cybersecurity?”

“Sure, I saw it on the news.  Were you in charge of security or something?”

“No, I was the guy that manipulated the election,” he said while looking at me dead seriously. 

Then he started to smile and I busted out laughing, hit him on the arm and said, “You did not.  Ray, you are so funny.”

As we continued to laugh, I noticed a woman dressed in black slacks and a white shirt passing by us rather slowly, and as she did she looked right at him, which made him uncomfortable.  I was pretty sure that there was a good reason he felt as he did as I had seen her before and knew exactly who she was, Mike Brewster’s killer, and the bitch who was responsible for me becoming a woman.

“Do you know her?”

“No, why do you ask?”

“Being a real estate agent I’m pretty good at reading body language and noticed she was looking at you and you were looking at her.  Unless I was imagining it.”

Looking at me and smiling he said, “No, I really don’t know her.”

“Excuse me Ray I have to respond to a text.”

“Sure, no problem.”

Texting Jill I advised her that Mike’s shooter was at the pool area and she said she was on it, and I returned to my chat with Ray.

After she walked on by, I continued to chat with Ray and I could tell that he liked me in more ways than one, as the rum and coke had loosened his inhibitions and he was not doing as well at hiding the fact that he was checking me out as I could feel his eyes on my body.  I could not blame him, because if I was a guy, I would be gawking at me as well, just saying.

“I bet you’re really good with computers,” I said.

Laughing he said, “Yeah, I’m not bad.”

“I’ve been having trouble with my laptop and wish I knew what was wrong with it.  After I get back home, I’m going to take it in and have the geeks or nerds or whatever they’re called take a look at it.”

“Do you have it with you?”

“Sure, it’s up in the room,” I said.

“Maybe I could take a look at it for you.”

“Oh, Ray, I couldn’t ask you to do that.”

“It’s no problem at all, you can drop it off at my room anytime you want and I will take a look at it.”

“What are you doing right now?” I asked.

Looking around he said, “I’m free.”

“Great.  Would you like to come up to my room and take a look at it?”

“Sure.”

I put my cover up and flip flops on and we started walking toward the hotel.

“Hey Taylor, what about your drink?”

“Will you grab it for me?”

He took a few paces back and retrieved it and as he approached me he started to hand it to me, and little did he know that I was pregnant and was trying to lay off the alcohol.

“Why don’t you finish it off for me?” I asked.

“Really?”

“Sure.  I’m feeling a bit dehydrated and think I’ll just have some water up in the room.”

On the way up to the room I texted Jill and told her I was taking him to my room to allegedly fix my computer.  She asked me what my plan was and I said I was not sure but I thought he might offer more information in a personal setting without that killer bitch watching over him and she advised me that I might have to get cozy with him.

I texted, What do you mean?

What do you think I mean?

Are you saying I might have to have sex with him? I asked.

It wouldn’t be anything you hadn’t done before.

Yes, but that was in a different environment

So, it was okay for you to seduce others as a man but now that you are a woman that’s different?

Pausing I then texted, I’ve never been with a man before.

Don’t worry Mattie, you will do just fine as you’ve already got the basics down.  And besides, you will only need to have sex with him if you need to loosen him up to get the needed information

As we entered my room I said, “It’s right over here.”

I took him over to the desk where I had a generic laptop sitting and pulled out the chair for him so he could sit down.  He started to work on the computer and in a very short amount of time he announced that he had fixed it.

“It’s all fixed.”

“That’s great, what was wrong with it?”

“There was a virus on it which was slowing it down.  I downloaded a free virus scanner and installed it and you should be good to go.”

“Thank you so much Ray, I don’t know how to repay you.”

“No big deal.  Well, I’d better get going.”

“Nonsense.  At least come over and sit down on the couch and finish your drink.”

I took him by the hand and led him over to the sofa where I kicked off my flip flops, sat down, and pulled him down right beside me.

“How’s the drink?”

“Pretty good, it’s strong.”

I knew he was probably feeling the drink as he’d just had a rum and coke and now, he was mixing it with a margarita, and that was exactly where I wanted him.

“So, I want to ask you a question?”

“Sure Taylor.”

“Down at the pool you said you were the guy that manipulated the election.  Were you serious or were you just trying to impress me?”

Looking uncomfortable he said, “I was just kidding around, you know.”

“So, it was not really true?”

“Umm, no.”

“Ah, so you were trying to impress me?”

“Umm, well maybe, just a little.”

At this point I could tell from his body language that he was lying.  And from the way that he acted when that bitch passed by him at the pool, I could tell he was too scared to say anything at all.

“You know Taylor, maybe I’d better get going,” he said as he started to stand up, and as he did so I latched onto his arm and pulled him back down onto the couch.

“Don’t run off.  Did I say or do something to make you want to leave?”

“No, I just figured that now that I had fixed your computer you probably had stuff to do and I didn’t want to bother you.”

Smiling at him I said, “You’re not bothering me at all, and as a matter of fact I like visiting with you.”

“You do?”

“Yes, you’re a very handsome man.”

“Thanks, and you’re a very pretty woman.”

“That is so sweet of you to say Ray, but I’m just an average girl.”

“No, you’re not, you’re really beautiful?”

“You’re such a nice man and say the nicest things,” I said.

“Only because they are true.”

“I’ve always had a body image issue.”

“You’re kidding?”

Standing up I took off my cover up, now standing in front of him in my bikini and said, “Yes, I’ve always thought my body was not good enough.”

“Taylor, you’ve got to trust me, you have a great body.”

Sitting down on the couch beside him I said, “Oh Ray, do you really mean that?”

“I do!” he exclaimed.  “Taylor, I don’t know where you ever got an idea like that but you’re prettier than any movie star.”

Taking his hand into mine I asked, “Ray, it means so much you telling me that, but you know what would also let me know that you mean that?”

He shook his head.

“Kiss me.”

“What?”

“God Ray, kiss me, unless you find me repulsive.”

He leaned in toward me and we started to kiss, and I have to tell you, it was a first as I had never been kissed by a guy before.  So, he would believe I was into him I ran my hands through his hair as we continued smooching and I could tell he was really enjoying himself, personally I was tolerating the whole thing because Matt Powers likes women, and not guys.  Then he opened his mouth and I knew I was now in the big league, so I opened mine too which was an invitation for his tongue to join mine, and at this point I was committed.  As we sat there on the sofa and continued kissing, something changed, and what had been tolerance just a couple of minutes before had turned into something more.  Somehow, I was now enjoying the experience of making out with Ray, and to this day I can’t explain what came over me so quickly and made me feel the way that I did.  The way that our tongues were joined together, and the passion he showed me as we continued to kiss, along with the gentleness of his touch against my skin was really getting me warmed up, and I could feel my privates starting to tingle.

He moved his hands slowly toward my breasts and began to lightly massage them through my swimming suit, so I reached up and undid the bow tie and then lowered my top, and as I did so I could feel his hands against my bare flesh.  The way he gently stroked my nipples with his thumb and forefinger felt incredible, I then grabbed his head and pulled his mouth down to my chest where his tongue went to work on them as well.

Moving my hand down to his crotch I could feel that he was rock hard so I started to massage him through his swimming trunks. 

“Why don’t we take these off? I asked.

He stopped sucking on my breasts and I stood up on the floor where I freed him from his fabric prison and set his manhood free.  Rejoining him on the couch we continued to kiss while we explored one another’s bodies, and as we did so I took his cock into my hand and was gently stroking him, and with each pump he moaned with pleasure.  By this time, I was extremely turned on, and to the point where I was wanting him inside me!  I don’t know what the hell had happened to me, because right now the only thing I could think of was having him fuck me, and I’m talking about a good hard fucking.

Still massaging him I moved down toward his manhood and noticed that he was uncircumcised, which was not a problem as I was horny, and he was the only other person in the room.  Moving my head down toward his erect rod I started to roll his foreskin back to fully expose him, and just as I was about to take him into my mouth my nose got a whiff of something that almost turned my stomach, as this guy had not been cleaning the area under his foreskin and it stunk to high heaven.  Oh my God!  The odor was about to cause me to pass out. 

All of a sudden I had a flash of brilliance and asked, “Hey you know what I would like to do?”

“What?”

“Let’s have sex in the shower.”

Taking him by the hand I guided him to the bathroom where I got the water warmed up and then we jumped into the shower and began to kiss, and while doing so I used some body wash to give his privates a good cleansing, and he didn’t even notice, he just thought I was stroking him.  I then talked him into washing my body and in turn I fully washed his, and even retreated a certain area, if you know what I mean.

“Let’s dry off and get in the bed,” I said.

“I thought you wanted to have sex in the shower.”

“I changed my mind, female prerogative.”

We got out of the shower and dried off and made our way back to the bedroom where we got onto the bed and continued to kiss.  Despite the earlier distraction I was now back in the mood and raring to go.  As I spread my legs for him to enter me he eagerly moved into position but did not slip it in, but he was still kissing me and sucking on my nipples, which felt incredible.

“Ray.”

“Yes?”

“Ray, put it in, I want you inside me right now.”

Grabbing himself he briefly stroked his manhood against my already moistened folds before entering me, and as he pushed me apart there was a feeling of magnificence that sent a shiver throughout my entire body and caused me to moan with pleasure.  He was a very gentle lover and moved in and out of me ever so slowly while continuing to kiss me passionately, which was really turning me on.

“Ray.”

“Yes Taylor?”

“I am really turned on and want you to go faster, okay?”

He instantly went into action and began to move more and more rapidly, and I was loving every second of it.  His firm rod which was sliding in and out of me felt so good, and the way he pounded against my womanhood filled me with delight and caused me to moan with each stroke.  Despite the fact that he was pleasuring me, and doing a great job by the way, I wanted more.

“Oh God baby, that feels so good, but I want you to go faster, and I want it harder.”

Doing his best to comply he began slamming himself against my already swollen womanhood even harder, which caused me to moan louder and louder each time he delivered his pleasurable blow.  Wrapping my arms around his back, with my chin resting on his shoulder, I caught a glimpse of my feet which I had elevated as high into the air as high as I could get them, as I was trying to take him as deeply as I could.

The sensation inside me was building and I knew that I would be peaking soon, which was good because I was not sure how much more pleasure I could stand, but, it was like I was insatiable, as every fiber of my being was calling for more.

As the volume of my moans continued to increase with each passing stroke and the sensation continued to build, I commanded, “Fuck me, fuck me hard.”

He was running at full steam and giving me the screwing that I desperately needed, and I was almost ready to orgasm when he said, “I can’t hold it back, I’m coming.”

“Ray hold it back, I’m almost there, don’t come yet, please don’t come,” I said frantically.

All of a sudden, he rose up, took his manhood in his hand, and released himself onto my belly, and as he did so he completely finished himself up manually.

“I was so close, so close Ray,” I said with a frustrated tone in my voice.

“I’m sorry Taylor, I couldn’t help it, you’re so beautiful and so sexy that I just couldn’t hold it back any longer.”

Realizing that I had probably done the same thing with women over my lifetime, I said, “It’s okay, don’t worry about it, I just hope you enjoyed yourself,” and then I leaned up and kissed him on the lips.

“Oh yes, I did Taylor, that was great.”

“Will you run and get me a washcloth out of the bathroom,” I asked.

“Sure.”

He returned with a washcloth which I used to clean up his little present.

“I want to ask you something, why did you pull out and not go inside me?  We’re you trying to make sure that I didn’t get pregnant?”

“Well, you know I watch a lot of videos online, right?”

“I did not, but okay.”

“I also watch a lot of porn, and that’s what the guys always do, they pull out at the last second and then shoot it onto the woman.”

Thinking about how strange Millennials truly are and how he thought he was doing the proper thing because he saw it in a video I asked, “Would you be insulted if I gave you some advice, or should I say an opinion?”

“Is this because you’re mad that I came too fast and you didn’t get to?”

“No, this is something different.”

“Okay.”

“Ray I have news for you, one you’re not a porn star, and two, girls are actually okay with you coming inside them, they kind of expect that.”

“What if I had gotten you pregnant?”

“Trust me, that’s something that you need not worry about.  At all.”

Ray and I had sex again a few minutes later and his staying power was much better second time around, plus I did end up climaxing and on top of that I refused to let him pull out at the last second.

Laying there on the bed with my head on his chest I asked, “So, do you like your job? Or is that a silly question?”

“It’s pretty cool overall.”

“I bet, sounds exciting.  You know what I think is cool?”

“What?” he asked.

“That you liked me and that you were trying to impress me.”

“I was?”

“You know, when you were telling me about that election hacking thing.”

“Oh yeah, that.”

“It’s always so sweet when a guy brags about things that are not true to get a girls attention.  It’s always so cute.”

“Taylor, can you keep a secret?”

If only he knew who I really was, right?

“Of course.”

“I was not kidding about that.”

“Sure, you were,” I said.

“No, I was not.”

Looking at him with a serious look I asked, “Ray, you’re not serious?”

“Yes, I am, and I have to tell you something else, I’m scared.”

“Ray, we just met this afternoon, and that’s pretty heavy-duty stuff, what made you decide to confide in me?”

“I don’t know, you just seem to have a trusting face, as well as a pretty one, plus I have no one to turn to at all, and I’m worried that my life may be in danger.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Remember that woman at the pool who you asked if we knew each other?”

“Right,” I said.

“She’s with Barkley’s internal security, and they’ve been keeping an eye on those of us who participated in the hack.  I’m afraid that they might decide to get rid of me, just to make sure that I don’t talk, ever.”

“Do they have any reason to suspect that you might?” I asked.

“No, but get this, there were three of us involved in the hack, and I’m the only one left.  My co-worker Roger ended up getting killed while walking out of a bar, and Todd supposedly committed suicide with a .38 revolver.”

“Maybe they were coincidences,” I said.

“Roger did not drink or frequent bars, and Todd was a staunch liberal Democrat who hated guns, did not even own one, plus I had never seen him depressed a day in his life, and I don’t think he would have done so over the hacking that we did.”

“Have you thought about going to the police or the Feds?”

“Yeah but I’m scared, because Barkley Global is powerful, and could get to me no matter where I am.  There’s no hiding from people with that kind of money and power.”

What he was saying was true, 50 year old billionaire William Barkley was one of the richest men on the planet and it also seemed that he owned a large percentage of it as well.  With over seventy companies in Barkley Global’s portfolio, all of which were rock solid companies that he bought when they were undervalued, he had done well for himself.  Additionally, he was a strong supporter of whatever political candidate he took a liking to, and had the money to get them elected, I’m sure with no strings attached, right?

“Who in the company asked you to do this?”

“William Barkley himself.”

“Mr. Barkley?  Like the billionaire?  The boss?”

“That’s the one,” he said.

“Ray, what possessed you to participate in something like that?  Did you not realize that you could probably spend the rest of your life in prison?”

“Yeah, I did.  However, my sister was in trouble for drug distribution and possession charges and was looking at doing some hard time.  They approached me and said if I helped that they could make the whole thing go away, and they did.”

“So, I take it that your sister has a history of drug abuse?” I asked.

“That’s the funny thing, Debby swears up and down that she had never used any drugs at all, and had never even smoked marijuana, and you know what I believe her.  They found cocaine in her car during a traffic stop and then when they searched her apartment they found heroin.  It was almost like someone planted it on her.”

“To your knowledge she had never used drugs?” I asked.

“Never!”

“Is she married?  Kids?”

“No.”

“What did your parents say?”

“They are deceased, it’s just me and her.”

I got up off the bed, grabbed my silky purple robe out of my bag and put it on and then sat back down on the bed.  Looking at him I knew exactly what had happened to this poor guy, and it was a shame, and I truly felt for him.  I then grabbed my phone, sent a text over to Jill, and set my phone down on the bedside table.

“Go ahead and get dressed,” I commanded.

Putting his swimming trunks back on he asked, “Taylor, you seem serious, did I do something wrong?”

Taking his hands in mine I said, “No, you’ve done nothing to me at all.”

Right about that time there was a knock on the door and I walked over and answered it and Jill walked in.

“Taylor, who is your friend?” he asked.

“I will answer that in two parts, one, my friend is special agent Jill Lindstrom.”

Looking petrified he said, “Oh no, I think I’m in trouble.”

Continuing I said, “And two, my name is not Taylor, it’s Mattie, special agent Mattie Powers.”

“Am I under arrest?” he asked.

“That’s going to be up to you Ray.”

Looking at Jill I said, “We’ve got a lot to talk about with Mr. Casey, he’s got the exact information that we’ve been looking for.”

“Fantastic!” she said, “And by the way I love your robe, it’s really cute.”

“For the next couple of months anyway, before my belly turns into a beach ball.  Oh, and I don’t know about you but I’m getting hungry so we’d better order room service, it’s going to be a long afternoon, and night.”

The look on Ray’s face was priceless as our conversation ended.  Initially I was not sure why but after thinking about it I surmised that he was under the impression that he was getting ready to be a father, which was the furthest thing from the truth.

“Jill, you’d better have room service bring Ray a scotch on the rocks, because I think he’s gonna need it.” I said before I burst into uncontrollable laughter.


Chapter 8

Over the next few hours Ray explained exactly how he helped pull off the hack that attempted to manipulate the last U.S. General Election, in painstaking detail, which included Governor races, House and Senate Seats, as well as the most important election in the land, President of The United States.  What we found interesting was that the Office of President actually was not manipulated, but a number of the other races were.  He explained that their instructions were to only manipulate the Presidential race if necessary, which ended up being a non-issue.

“So, she actually won?” Jill asked.

“That’s right, of all the races we were supposed to manipulate, that’s the only one we didn’t because she ended up winning.”

“It was really close, and you were cutting it pretty fine, so how did you know she was going to win?”

“Exit polling.  We had our own people on the ground doing their own studies, because after all, everything you see on TV is kind of fake news, if you know what I mean,” he said.

Jill and I looked at each other and nodded our heads.

“We knew by 6 p.m. Eastern she was going to win Pennsylvania, Michigan, and Wisconsin.  Plus, she had been up there campaigning like crazy sometimes making five and six stops a day.”

“Ray, we’ve already talked to the director and we can guarantee you full immunity if you get us the software that you and your team developed which executed the hack,” Jill said.

“What about my sister?  And what about our protection?  I’ve heard about people in witness protection getting killed before.”

“That will be fine, she can go with you, plus, we have our own witness protection program that is separate from the one that everyone else uses and is very secure.  Our funding and operations are not like the FBI’s, or one of the other federal agencies.”

“Okay, I’m in, and I will go into the office and get what you need,” he said.

“We’re not letting you out of our sight for two reasons, one is they might decide to eliminate you, and two is that you are not off the hook with the government until we get a copy of that software, which will incriminate William Barkley.”

“I understand,” he said.

“What we need,” I said, “Is for you to get Jill and I into Barkley Global’s headquarters, and into the Energy Division where you pulled off the hack and put a copy of the software on a flash drive.  Do you think it will be an issue getting us into HQ?”

“Well, I’ve got clearance to escort anyone that I want into the facility at any time, so that should not be a problem, the only thing is how am I going to explain the two of you if someone asks?”

Ray, Jill and I entered Barkley HQ at 9 p.m. that night and proceeded past the security checkpoint and headed to the elevator.  Stepping in Ray pressed the button marked LL5 and swiped his key card and the elevator started moving, and we waited patiently while we descended all the way down to the place five floors below the basement.

As the elevator doors opened I almost tripped and fell flat on my face, from the shoes I was wearing.  Let me catch you up, remember how Ray was worried about explaining why we were with him if someone stopped him and asked about us?  Ray came up with the idea that Jill and I would dress up like party girls, and if anyone asked, he would just say we got lost and he was taking us up to Mr. Barkley’s office.  In reality we looked like a couple of working girls, especially me in my mini dress and transparent platform 4 inch heels, long bright red press on nails from the drug store, and my blonde wig which totally gave me that Texas big hair look.  Well, you know what they say, everything’s bigger in Texas.

It was a challenge walking down the hall toward Ray’s office in the shoes I was wearing, and I was praying with each step that I did not fall over. 

“Oh my God Jill, how do women walk in these shoes?”

She kept strutting confidently with a smile on her face and said, “Yes, mine are killing me too.  Ah, the things we girls do to be beautiful.”

Well, at least I knew she was in pain too, which was not a lot of consolation but at least I knew it was just not me being a complainer.

Arriving at his office we went in and closed the door behind us, and he went straight to work on his keyboard and was clicking away.  Jill handed him the flash drive which he took, inserted into the USB slot on the computer, and started copying the file.

It was a very large file and was taking some time to copy, and as we waited we were all becoming more and more anxious, as we wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible and not get caught.  Right about that time the door handle jiggled, and as it did Jill and I looked at each other, and she suddenly said, “Just go with this okay?”

I nodded.

She stepped over, held my head in her hands, and started kissing me passionately, which surprised the heck out of me, and as the door swung up we turned and saw the janitor looking at us wide eyed.

“Sorry,” he said, and then closed the door.

Ray said, “Wow, that was kind of hot.  Do you guys do that regularly?”

“Only in the line of duty,” I said.

Then I said to Jill, “Well, you did say that you were bi.”

“Oh, by the way, I’m not, I just told you that so you would get your nails done and get yourself waxed.”

“Then what do you call what you did just now?” I asked.

“That was just a distraction to throw off whoever walked in the door.”

Looking at her seriously I said, “If that was the effect you were going for it worked on me.”

“The file is finished,” Ray said.

He then handed the flash drive to me and I put it in my handbag, along with the other assortment of goods that I now kept there since switching genders.

We took off down the hall and made it to the elevator where we pressed G, for ground level and started our journey back up, and I was sure feeling good that we had gotten this far with no problem, until I noticed that the elevator did not stop where it was supposed to and we kept on going up.

“Ray, what do you think is going on?” Jill asked.

“I don’t know.”

Finally, the elevator stopped at the Penthouse Level, and as the doors slid open, standing there with two other goons was the bitch that killed Mike and had crippled my old body for life.

After standing there just staring at her for several seconds, I noted that she was definitely not amused and motioned for us to get out of the elevator, and since she had a Glock tucked down the front of her pants, we decided it might be best to comply.

“This way,” she said.

We followed her down the hallway until we reached a set of double doors which she knocked on and then opened, walked in, and the three of us followed, with the rest of the goon squad bringing up the rear.  Walking into the room in clear view was William Barkley, one of the richest men in the world, sitting on his desk looking at us.

“Ray, CJ saw you on one of the monitors with these two ladies and decided to override the elevator and bring ya’ll on up.  So, who are your guests?” he asked.

So, CJ was clearly the name of the bitch that killed Mike and shot and crippled me. 

“Sir, I ran into them out in the parking lot on the way in the building and decided to let them come on in with me as they said they were here to see you,” he said.

“Thank you Ray, you’re free to go,” Mr. Barkley said, and without hesitation Ray walked out of the door quickly, and I was surprised that no members of the goon squad followed him.

Looking at Jill and I he asked us, “So, you’re here to see me?”

Playing it cool I said, “That’s right, we’re here to see you.”

“Is that right?  Miss?”

“I’m Taylor, and this is Kate,” I said motioning toward Jill.

Smiling at us while scanning us up and down he asked, “Taylor, what are you and Kate here to see me about?”

I walked over and looped my arm around his and at the same time Jill waltzed over and took his other arm.

“We’re supposed to be your entertainment for the evening,” Jill said.

“I have to say, you’re both extremely beautiful women, but who sent you?”

Trying to think fast I said, “You mean you don’t know?  You don’t even have an idea?”

He shook his head no.

“You know Mr. Barkley, your friend that you recently did a special favor for, that said he owes you in a major way and will never really be able to repay you, so he wanted to send you a little something, us, as a token of his gratitude.”

All of a sudden, he started smiling and asked, “Were you sent by Bob McCann?”

Looking at him seductively I laughed and ran my finger slowly down the lapel of his jacket and asked, “What if we were?”

Laughing he said, “Yep, that’s Bob, always looking to have a good time, and wanting to make sure that everyone else does too.  He sure is generous, as I would have been happy with just one of you beautiful ladies.”

Jill placed her hand on the middle of his chest and asked, “One of us can leave if you like.”

Looking at him I then kissed him on the cheek and said, “I don’t think he wants either of us to go anywhere, isn’t that right Mr. Barkley?”

Wrapping his arm around my back he said, “That’s right, and please, call me Bill.”

Right about that time his cell phone rang, and he reached in his pocket, pulled it out and answered it, then walked to the back of the room where he chatted away.  I tried to hear what he was saying but the office was quite large, and he was too far away for me to hear anything he was saying.

Jill and I stood there in silence with the goon squad watching us, waiting to see what was going to happen next.  Finally, he hung up his phone and returned.

“Well, Taylor, Kate, you’re not going to believe who that was on the phone.”

“Publisher’s Clearing House?” I asked.

Laughing he said, “I like your sense of humor, but unfortunately for you and your associate that phone call was from Bob McCann, and you would wouldn’t believe what he told me.”

“Do tell,” said Jill.

“He said he didn’t hire anyone to come up and entertain me.  So, who do you really work for?  And CJ, go ahead and search their purses.”

She grabbed our handbags, set them on a table and started rummaging through them, and next thing I knew she pulled the flash drive out of my purse that contained all the election hacking evidence, walked over and put it in Mr. Barkley’s hand.

While examining it he asked, “So, who did you ladies say you worked for?”

“Hey, that’s my USB drive,” I said to him.

“What’s on it?” he asked.

“Just some of my personal files, give that back,” and then as I attempted to grab it out of his hand, he pulled back.  Then psycho bitch stepped over, grabbed my right arm and pulled it behind my back and slammed me down onto his desk.  Before I knew what had happened Jill had slid over and pulled her Glock out of her pants, took a step back and said, “Nobody move.”

CJ, who I just love calling psycho bitch started to take a step toward her and she pointed the weapon directly at her, which caused her to halt her advance.  Stepping over beside her she now commanded everyone in the room to move over near Mr. Barkley which would give us a clear path to the door.  I grabbed the flash drive from him, pulled my 9mm out from underneath my minidress and had my weapon trained on them as well.  We kept our eyes on them as we exited the room and as soon as we did, we closed the office doors, slid a chair underneath the handles, and headed for the elevator, jumped in, and pressed G.  As the elevator doors were closing, we could hear them trying to get the door open.

I felt a sigh of relief as the elevator doors opened on the ground level, and as they did, we headed for the front door walking as fast as we could in the heels we were wearing.  Right about that time the security guard had walked over to us and said, “Stop, I’ve got instructions to detain you,” but we kept on running.  He tried to grab me by my arm, but I punched him right in the throat which paralyzed him and he fell to the ground in agony.  As we ran out the front door it shattered into a million pieces because psycho bitch had just fired a shot at us with her backup weapon, which appeared to be a .32.  Running down the stairs and firing random shots back at them, through the new entry where the doorway used to be, we were relieved when Ray pulled up in his car with the window rolled down and yelled, “Get in.”

As I arrived at the car I commanded, “Scoot over,” which he did well as I climbed in the driver seat, I pulled the gear shift into drive, and pressed the pedal all the way to the floor just as Jill was closing the rear passenger door.

“Thanks for waiting on me Mattie.”

“No problem.”

As the car entered the street the tires were screeching loudly before the vehicle finally gained traction and we were on our way.

“Mattie, are you sure you are up to this?”

“What do you mean?”

“Isn’t driving recklessly in a high-speed car chase what got you into this mess ….”

Looking at Jill I was seriously thinking about killing her for making that statement when she suddenly added, “I did not mean into this mess, what I meant to say was what created your new lifestyle.”

“Jill, have you ever thought about going into politics?” I asked.

“By the way, where are we headed?” Ray asked.

“The hell if I know, I’m not familiar with DFW.  What’s around here with plenty of people, maybe lots of cops or something?”

Next thing we knew a black SUV pulled up along side us, and guess who was in the passenger seat pointing a gun at us?  You guessed right, psycho bitch!  Slamming on the brakes they blew on by us and I was just barely able to make the exit at an off ramp, which would hopefully give us a little more time to escape.  We circled under the overpass and jumped back up on the interstate headed the opposite way.  By this time Jill was on the phone with Zack, who told her that he was in the local area and help was on the way, and that he had a lock on our cell phones and knew exactly where we were.

Our instructions were to head to one of the local police departments where federal agents and officers were waiting to greet us, which just happened to be in the direction we were now heading.  I was thinking we were home free when all of a sudden psycho bitch pulled up alongside us once again and was pointing her weapon straight at me.  Remembering what had happened to me previously I was paralyzed with fear, and it seemed like everything was going in slow motion, when something miraculous happened.  All of a sudden, a spray of bullets riddled their vehicle, apparently hitting her and the driver and the car went flying off the road into a very large pond in a subdivision.  Wondering what had happened I heard a noise and looked out my window and saw an attack helicopter with automatic machine guns, plus a sniper, and guess who was in the passenger seat waving at us, yep, Zack.


Chapter 9

If this had been a movie, at this point, I would have returned to Barkley Headquarters where I would have had a life and death struggle with Mr. B himself, and somehow, he would have managed to escape via a secret tunnel until our next encounter, however, this was the real world.  Federal agents arrested him, and he was out on bail in no time, back running his company and waiting on the government to build their case, which could be lengthy when you’re dealing with one of the world’s richest men.

Ray and his sister were given new identities as part of the deal that the government cut with them and they are now living new lives in a new place under a new name.  The delivery of the software he helped us to get will be the one thing that will take down Mr. William Barkley, whenever that day comes.

It was now week 12 since I had been reborn and I was also 12 weeks along with my pregnancy, and I had the beginnings of a baby bump, not very pronounced at all but there.  I had been on desk duty since my return from Dallas/Fort Worth at the recommendation of the director, as he wanted to make sure that there was no problem with my pregnancy, and after the excitement, fire fight and car chase that was fine with me.

It was a Wednesday and I had been busy working at my desk doing field operations support when Jill stopped by my desk to visit with me.  Since our trip to Texas we had become exceptionally good friends, and I had to admit I valued our friendship since she had been in my life almost every day since my rebirth three months ago.

Standing up I said, “Hey Jill,” and I reached out hugged her.

Returning my hug, she said, “Mattie, you are beautiful, you are absolutely glowing.”

“Thanks, that’s what everyone here in the office says.”

“So, what are you doing on Friday night?” she asked.

“I don’t really have any plans, want to do something?”

“Do you like orchestras?”

“Sure, I’ve not been to see one in forever, but I do.”

“Great.  Do you know Rick Burns?”

“The psychiatrist?”

“He asked me to go to Lincoln Center with him ….”

“Jill, isn’t he married?”

“Not for about a year.”

“Okay sorry Jill, go on.”

“No problem, so, he said he had four tickets for the Friday night concert, and if I had a friend who was interested in coming, he had a friend that he would invite as well.”

Looking at her over my reading glasses I asked, “Jill, are you trying to fix me up?”

Crossing her arms and then smiling at me she asked, “What if I am?  You’ve decided to date guys, right?”

Sighing I said, “Yes, you know that.  After that time, I spent with Ray I realized that being with a man just really felt right, plus the sex was good.  And remember how after we got back to D.C. I went out to a lesbian club and had a one nighter?”

“Mattie, I don’t think you told me that one girl, anyway, inquiring minds want to know, go on, and don’t leave out any of the sorted details.”

“Well, you know how I was a man all my life, right?”

“Yes.”

“I just had to find out because sex with women was all I had ever really known.”

“I get that Mattie.”

“Anyway, she was extremely beautiful, and her name was Jessica, or so she said, and I met her at Triangles, have you ever heard to that place?”

Jill shook her head no.

“It’s a popular lesbian bar, anyway we met at the club, went back to her place and spent the night together and had sex a couple of times, and when all was said and done, as strange as this sounds, I was unfulfilled.”

“No kidding?  Did you orgasm?”

“Actually, I did, and let me tell you, she certainly knows her way around, but, it’s funny Jill, despite all the lesbian fantasies I initially had when I first got this body, and how I was absolutely convinced I would live out the rest of my life only making love with women….”

We sat at my desk in silence for a bit and finally Jill said, “I get it, it’s the way we were engineered, and it’s often hard to override that.”

“Jill, I’m not moralizing, and I don’t judge others for what they do in their personal lives, but that lifestyle is not going to work for me.  I’ve been given a girl’s body, I’m going to use it as such, and you know, I really do feel comfortable as a woman,” and then I smiled at her.

She put her hand on top of mine and said, “Mattie, I am so glad to hear you tell me that because you don’t know how worried I’ve been about you since this whole thing started.  You’ve done so well and I’m so proud of you and you know what else?”

“What?”

“I’m really glad to have you as a friend.”

At that point we both started tearing up and stood up and hugged one another, because after all, that’s the kind of thing that we girls do.

“So, are you in for Friday night?” she asked.

“I am, do you know anything about his friend?”

“No.”

“His friend had better be pretty understanding because after all, I’m pregnant, and being new to the female dating world I’m not sure what my prospects are.”

“They are better than you think, didn’t you know that there is an app for pregnant dating?”

“Get out!”

“Mattie, I’m serious!”

“What will they think of next?”

Before I knew it Friday night had arrived and as quick as I got off work I ran home, got myself ready and headed for Lincoln Center, where I ran up the steps, and inside the building to the spot where I was supposed to meet Jill, her date Rick, and my blind date.

Stopping in front of a mirror I looked at myself one more time to make sure I was presentable in my coral colored off the shoulder party dress, which had a modest slit up the right leg, and an elegant peplum hem.  I was also wearing a pair of patent leather black pumps and carrying an evening bag that matched my shoes quite well, plus my lipstick was a shade of dark red that I had picked on purpose because I wanted it to match the new manicure and pedicure, I had gotten on Monday. 

Right about that time I heard someone say, “I’ve never seen a prettier woman in my life, and as I turned, I saw Zack, and standing there with him was Jill and her date Rick from the agency.

“Zack, it’s you!” I exclaimed and then walked up and gave him a hug.

Standing there looking at him in his tux I noticed how handsome he was for the first time in my life, as I’d never really paid attention to him before, obviously.

“You look so very handsome Zack.”

Turning toward Jill, I asked, “Did you know it was going to be him?” as I pointed at Zack.

She nodded her head and said, “Yes, I’m one of the conspirators,” and we all laughed.

“Unless you object, I’m your date for tonight,” he said as he smiled at me, and as he did our eyes locked.

Still looking at him intently I said, “I would be honored,” and with that he extended his arm which I took, and we proceeded to the main auditorium.

After the concert the four of us had a great dinner and then went our separate ways with Rick taking Jill home and Zack riding with me over to my place in a Suber. 

Arriving at the door of my apartment we stopped and faced each other, and I said, “Thanks for being my blind date tonight.”

“No, no, no, thank you for being my date tonight.”

We both laughed and then I said, “We’ve certainly started our own mutual admiration society, haven’t we?”

Laughing again for a bit we finally stopped, and then just stood there with our eyes fixed upon each other, smiling, not saying a word.

“Zack, I have a question for you, and I want you to answer me seriously, okay? Promise?”

“Absolutely.”

“You know how we’ve been saying tonight that you and I were on a date together?”

“Yes?”

“Do you think we were really out on a date or we were just co-workers out together for the evening?”

Standing there looking at me he said, “I guess it’s open to interpretation, it depends on one’s point of view.”

“There’s no denying that is there?”

Standing there in silence I asked, “So, how do you interpret it?  Were we out on a date or just out as friends and co-workers?”

“Mattie, answer me this one question.”

“Sure.”

“If you could have your preference, would this be a date or us just out as friends?”

Becoming frustrated I asked, “Zack, how about this, and answer honestly, okay?”

“Do you think of me as a man, Matt Powers who you knew for years, or do you think of me as Mattie Powers who is a woman?  And please just answer the question, do you view me as a man or a woman?”

“Well, you’re physically a woman, but Matt’s inside of you.”

Zack not answering my questions was the last straw and I began to tear up and said, “Thanks for a great evening, I appreciate it, I will see you at the office on Monday.”  I started to cry and turned toward my door to unlock it when I felt him take me by the arm and rotate me back toward him and then he placed his hand on my chin and looked into my eyes.

“Mattie, I’m sorry for being slow to catch on, and I definitely did not mean to hurt your feelings, okay?”

I nodded my head.

“Okay, here goes, and I hope this is the right answer, but thanks for being my date tonight, and I mean my real date,” and as he said it he had a ear to ear smile.

“Do you mean it?”

He nodded his head and said, “I really do.”

“Zack, I have to admit to you, that when we were at Lincoln Center, and I heard your voice and turned to see you standing there in that tux, I was so happy that you were the one that was my blind date for the evening.”

Looking at me seriously he said, “I have to admit something to you, and I hope this does not change our work relationship, but if it does I will transfer out because I just can’t keep it to myself anymore.”

I was anxious as I looked at him and prayed that he was going to say what I was hoping he would.

“Mattie, I can’t think of you as Matt anymore.  I know you’re in there but you’re just not a guy anymore, you’ve changed, and I think you feel the same way.  You’re a woman and a very attractive one, and one I would like to go out with again on another honest to goodness date, but only if you’re interested.  Oh, and one more thing, I was the one that setup this whole evening with Rick and Jill, just so you would be my date for the evening, if that makes any difference.”

Taking his hands in mine I said, “Zack, that is exactly what I was hoping you would say, because I feel the same way about you,” and then I stood on my tiptoes and gently kissed him on the lips, “And that is so romantic that you set the whole thing up just to be with me, it means more than you know.”

Standing there gazing at me he said, “Mattie, you are so beautiful that it’s hard to stop looking at you.”

Smiling at him I laughed briefly and then said, “Oh Zack, that is so sweet of you to say.”

“So, Mattie, would you like to go on another date with me?”

“I would, very much.”

“I know this is short notice, but what are you doing tomorrow?”

It was a beautiful sunny Saturday as Zack’s car travelled through the Virginia countryside with him at the wheel and me in the passenger seat, and as I looked out the window at the beautiful landscape, I felt so lucky just to be alive and enjoying the fantastic scenery.

“Zack, this scenery is breathtaking, I just love it.”

“Good, and I’m glad you took me up on my offer for another date.”

Touching him on his arm I said, “How could I resist spending two days away with you, and after all it is absolutely perfect with it being a long holiday weekend.”

Our car pulled up in front of the B&B and we got out and made our way inside where we checked in at the reception desk, and then made our way upstairs where we settled into our room.  This was a big step for me, as I was getting ready to spend the weekend with Zack at a romantic getaway, and he and I had never been intimate before, and I have to admit I was a little nervous.

We headed downstairs to the lobby to see what was going on and we discovered that they were having an event called Wine Time, which meant there were free adult beverages.  Zack took a glass of red wine off the table and took a sip and said, “Very nice.”

As I watched him my mouth was watering and I said, “I would absolutely love to have a glass, if I could.”

He then picked up another glass of red off the table and handed it to me and said, “Here, one glass won’t hurt.”

“Really?” I asked.

“It’s up to you.”

“Zack, I’ve read a lot of material and nowhere have I read that one glass of alcohol during pregnancy was harmful to mother or baby.”

“Everything in moderation Mattie.”

We sat down on the sofa and sipped our wine and began to chat.

“Have I told you how pretty you look today?” he asked.

“Mmmm, I’m not sure that you have, please tell me more.”

“That summer dress you are wearing is very pretty, and is very fitting, especially for a very pretty lady.”

“Thank you, that is very kind Zack.”

We continued to sit there chatting and before I knew it, I was feeling the wine, even though I’d only had about half a glass, which I’m sure was due to the fact that I’d not had anything to drink in a couple of months.

By this point I had slipped off my high heel mules and was sitting with my legs folded leaning in toward Zack and I asked him, “So, have I told you how very handsome you are today in that blue blazer you’re wearing?”

“Thank you, I wore it just for you.”

“I was hoping you did, and you know what I’m looking forward to?”

“What’s that?”

“Taking it off you,” and then I chuckled.

“Mattie, I think you’re feeling that glass of wine.”

“I will admit, I’m just a wee bit lightheaded, but you know how alcohol works.”

“What don’t you explain it to me?”

“Zack, the thing about alcohol is that it enables you to say things to people that you otherwise might not, or should I say would not, normally.  For example, you know how last night when you and I were standing in front of my apartment?”

“Yes, and you were trying to ask me if we had been on a real date or just out as friends.”

“Exactly, Zack, you are so smart, and very handsome as well I would like to add.”

“I think you’ve had enough to drink.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because you just finished you glass of wine.”

Looking at my empty wine glass I said, “Oh, I did.  Well, I’m cutting myself off at one because I’m pregnant.”

“I think that’s a good idea.”

Rubbing my hand on the inside of his thigh I said, “Zack, I’m not just saying this because I’m a bit tipsy, but I am very attracted to you.”

“Thanks, and I’m very attracted to you as well, which I think you may already know.”

Standing up I took him by the hand and said, “Come on,” and then I grabbed my shoes with my other hand and we headed up stairs.”

Arriving in the room I closed the door behind us, walked up to him, put my arms around his neck and started to kiss him, and he reciprocated without hesitation.  With our mouths locked together our tongues explored one another passionately, and the only thing that I could think of was that the only place I wanted to be on earth was right here in his arms, holding me and loving me, and with each passing second my desire for him was growing exponentially.

I could feel his hands travelling across my body, finally stopping to rest on my hips, where I took his hand in mine and moved it down my leg where it was touching my bare flesh, and then I edged it up ever so slightly under my dress, hoping he would take the hint.  His hand continued to travel upward and then over until it reached my crotch where he lightly touched my opening, and at that point he had to be fully aware of just how ready I was for him, and without notice he gently and slowly moved his middle finger inside of me which caused me to take a very long deep breath before moaning passionately.

“Mattie, it’s so exciting that you’re not wearing any panties.”

“I decided not to wear any today.”

“Why?”

“I was hoping that when you ran your hand up under my dress, that it would turn you on.”

With my hand now on his crotch I could tell that he was ready for me too, so I gently massaged him through his pants which caused him to breathe heavily, telling me he was extremely excited.

I pulled his pants and underwear down, and as they fell to the floor, I noticed he was circumcised, which was a relief.  Thank the Lord!  Anyway, I pushed him onto the bed, and then climbed on top and began to kiss him feverishly.  Then taking him in my hand, I gently massaged it against my wanton folds, before lowering myself onto him, which buried his manhood inside me completely. 

I began to move up and down and as I did so, I could feel him moving in and out of me which filled me with delight and sent shivers throughout my body.

“Oh Mattie, you feel so good.”

“And you feel good too baby.”

Still moving up and down I continued to pick up speed, and as I did I could tell that he was really getting into it, and I was concerned that he might be getting close so I asked, “Zack, are you close?”

“I am, I am so close, I’m trying to hold back though.”

As I continued to ride him, I looked down at him and thought about how much I cared for him, and the fact that he had the same feelings for me filled me with warmth, and thinking back about how I would not even be alive if it had not been for him was all that I needed to know.

“Baby, go ahead,” I said gently.

“But I want to hold out for you so you can come too.”

Squeezing myself a little more tightly as I moved up and down, I said, “Forget it, this is for you, let it go.”

“Mattie, I can’t hold it, I’m co….,” and then as he let out a moan I knew he had released himself, and I leaned down toward him and slowly kissed him.

“Sorry about that,” he said.  “You know it’s been a while for me.”

“I know, and that’s okay, I have a feeling that you’re going to have plenty of other chances to make love to me, giving you the opportunity to go long, pardon the pun.  If you want that is.”

“I do want Mattie, and very much,” he said.


Chapter 10

Later that afternoon we stopped by the reception desk, checked out a couple of fishing poles and walked down to a nearby pond where we sat down and cast our lines into the water and waited to see what kind of luck we would have today.

As we sat there with our feet hanging off the end of the dock I looked out across the water and thought about how different my life was now compared to three months ago, as so much had changed, and the funny thing about it was that I was happy.  And the more I thought about it, I realized that I was happier now, than I had been before the transition, and then I had another profound thought, if I had the opportunity to go back to my old life right now, I would choose to stay here. 

My thoughts were then interrupted as Zack said, “This is the life isn’t it Mattie?

“Yeah, it sure is.”

We continued to sit there quietly for a bit, looking off into the distance and enjoying the time we were having together, without a care in the world.  Then I reached over and took him by the hand and gazed into his eyes, and as I did so he leaned over and gave me a kiss.

“Zack, I want to tell you something, and promise you won’t get mad, and that I won’t get in trouble.”

“I don’t know, is it a matter of national security?”

“Well, it’s nothing that I did, but it’s information I kind of extracted out of people, but I’ve not told anyone.”

Looking at me and grinning he said, “Well, being the boss’s girlfriend and all, I might give you a pass, but just this one time.”

“You know how you said there were several donors who gave sperm to create the baby inside of me?”

“Of course.”

“I’ve been nosing around the past couple of months and have become friends with some of the Operation Genesis lab staff and found out whose baby this is.”

“Well, I guess it might have come out eventually, considering the circumstances,” he said.

“Do you know who it is?” I asked.

“No, that information was not shared with me.”

“I do know that you were one of the donors,” I said.

“There’s no denying that, I did participate in the donation process,” he said.

Smiling at him I took one of his hands and placed it on my tummy and said, “Zack, this is your, I mean our baby, growing inside me.”

Looking quite surprised he became excited and a grin came over him like I had never seen before and he asked, “Really?”

Nodding my head, I said, “Yes.”

Pausing he then said, “I’m glad, and you know what, I’ve secretly been wishing that it was mine?”

“You have?”

“I have.  Once I started to fall for you there were two things I couldn’t help thinking about, that I wanted you in my life, always, and I wanted the baby to be ours.”

“Zack, that is so romantic of you to say.”

We sat there silently for some time, saying nothing, just basking in the sunlight as well as each other’s company, and I couldn’t help but think about how special this moment was, and how I wanted it to last forever.

“Zack, how do you know when you’re in love with someone?  And don’t be too technical!”

Laughing he said, “Okay, I will do my best.  It’s when you care for someone, you don’t want to be without them, you want to wake up next to them each day, and they make your life better just by being there.”

Looking at him I said, “Next question, I need an honest answer, okay?”

“Agreed, and I won’t be too technical.”

We both chuckled at his comment.

“You’re really getting the hang of this, anyway, answer me honestly, do you feel that way about me?”

“Do I feel ….”

Raising my voice up slightly I asked, “Zack, right now, yes or no, do you love me?”

“Very much.”

Putting my arms around his neck I kissed him and said, “I love you too.”

I then released him from my embrace, and said, “I’ve got an idea.”

“Shoot.”

“Zack, let’s get married.”

“Mattie, this is pretty sudden, are you sure?  After all, this is only our second date.”

“Not really, you’re forgetting all those times we’ve been to lunch the past few weeks, plus last night, and on top of that we made love this afternoon, and now we are here.  As far as I’m concerned we’ve had a whole mess of dates.”

“I see your point.”

“Look, hear me out and I think you will agree that it would be a good idea for us to get married.”

“I will be quiet my dear, I’m all ears,” he said.

“Okay, number one, we are both spies, and it is really hard to have a relationship with someone who is a normal person with a nine to five job who wants you home at night, weekends, and holidays.”

“I agree.”

“Point number two: you already know me, what I’m like, my favorite foods, my political views, and we both like to do a lot of the same things like hunting, bowling and fishing.  Where are we right now?  Fishing!”

“Totally valid point, and where would I find another girl that would be willing to bait their own hook.”

“Exactly, and three, I used to be a guy, which means that I know what a man wants and needs, and who better to keep you satisfied?”

He nodded his head grinning from ear to ear.

“I will take that as a yes.  And finally, ….”

I then took his hand and placed it on my tummy and finished my sentence, “This baby needs it’s father, to love, raise, and guide it, and do all the little things a daddy does like read a bedtime story, teach it to ride a bike, and most importantly, love it, and Zack, there’s no one better to do any of those things, than you.”

“There’s definitely no denying that last one Mattie.”

Looking at him I asked, “So, what do you think?”

“If I wanted to ask you right now, I don’t even have a ring on hand.  How romantic is that?”

Looking across the dock I saw a cigar band laying on one of the wooden planks which I picked up and handed to him and said, “Here, use this.”

“A cigar wrapper?  Isn’t that rather unromantic?”

“It’s only temporary, and besides, I know you will get me a nice ring, next week.”

Laughing he then took my left hand, looked into my eyes and asked, “Mattie, will you marry me?”

“Hmmm, “ I replied. “I’m going to have to think about it.”

“Really?” he asked.  “After that big speech you’re going to ….”

I then put my hands on the side of his head and began to kiss him passionately, and when I finally stopped and pulled back I said, “Yes, I will marry you, I will, I will, I will,” and with that he slid the cigar band onto my left ring finger.

“Zack, we are going to have such a great life together, and we are going to be so happy.”

“I think so too.”

“So, how many kids do you think we should have?”

“Believe it or not I’ve not given it that much thought since we only started talking about this about five minutes ago,” he said.

I leaned my head over his shoulder and said, “I love you Zack.”

“And I love you too Mattie,” he said, as he put his arm around me.

There I sat, fishing, with the love of my life, and the perfect afternoon we were having would soon come to an end as the sun would be setting shortly.  It was the perfect end, to an absolutely perfect day as I sat there:

Barefoot, Pregnant, & A Double Knot Spy

Suddenly, I noticed that Zack’s fishing pole was bent and said, “Hey I think you’ve got a bite my love, reel ‘em in!”

And we lived happily ever after.
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