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Chapter 1

It was my first time in West Texas and the terrain didn’t look very much like the desert in my humble opinion.  During the hours I had been traveling across the Lone Star State’s most inhospitable parcel of real estate, I hadn’t seen any large Sahara-style sand dunes, a Saguaro Cacti with multiple arms, or even one single solitary mirage.  From my observations, it looked more like the moon but since I’d never been off-world I was assuredly not an expert on that either. Then again, I don’t have to be because I am simply a guy doing his job and it was just a place I was passing through.  However, in my opinion, it looked a lot like the lunar surface and I’m going to stick with that.

As I said previously, I am simply a guy doing my job and it was my first real gig since graduating from college, and I was glad to get it because when you’re a business major it can be tough finding employment.  I remembered back at school during my last two years when the advisors told me that with a B.A. in English I should expect to start at $80,000 per year and I shouldn’t accept a penny less.  After getting my sheepskin and entering the real world, I quickly found that advice to be complete bullshit and that my degree did not warrant that kind of money, and eighty grand wasn’t even close to beginning pay.  It was clear that the faculty who had shared that information with me was either grossly misinformed, out of touch with reality, or had been smoking crack.  Because I was so pissed off that my starting salary was half of what they said it would be I entertained turning them into the police for the latter because drug use and possession are illegal and in my opinion should not be tolerated.  No matter, I sucked it up and ended up finding gainful employment as a courier with Barkley Biotechnologies in Irving, Texas, and figured it would be a great place to start because they were an internationally respected company and if I did a good job, I might even be able to move up through the ranks.

I had strictly been doing local runs for them in the DFW area during the first three months I had been working for them. It wasn’t too bad because it was pretty much Monday to Friday from 7 a.m. to 6 p.m. with weekends off.  However, they’d had a job pop up where they needed a container transported from their headquarters in Irving to one of their advanced research facilities in the western part of the state and I was assigned the task. 

With that being said, I arrived at work early on that Monday at 5 a.m. because it’s a long way to West Texas and I needed to get an early start.  Before starting my trip, I looked in the back of the small cargo van they had assigned to me and saw a cylindrical metallic container that from my estimates was about five gallons in size.  From what I could tell it appeared to be quite secure as it was resting inside a specially designed platform so that it would not move while being transported.  On top of that, the canister, as well as the base in which it was resting, were tied down with elastic cords. I don’t think that the container was going anywhere with these safety measures.

Because I left so early I had little traffic to contend with and before I knew it I was out of DFW and on the road.  I would be on I-20 for about seven hours and at Pecos, I would turn off and head south for the remainder of the journey of another hour or so.  After dropping the container at the research facility, I would then head back north and would probably stop and spend the night en route, most likely around Midland.

Just as I planned, I got off at Pecos where I filled up the van with gas because the last thing I wanted to do was run out of fuel in the middle of nowhere.  Getting back on the road I somehow got turned around and ended up going down the wrong road and for the life of me could not figure out how I had gotten off course.  Not sure if I should turn around or keep going the way I headed, I kept driving straight on hoping to run into a well-traveled highway, or at least one that would get me back on I-20 or I-10.  After about an hour on the less than hospitable road I knew I had screwed up and turned the van in the opposite direction in an attempt to retrace the route, I had traveled.

With the van now turned around and headed in the other direction I pressed on the accelerator gently and before the vehicle had moved a foot the earth began to shake violently and all I could do was sit there and hang on.  After several very turbulent seconds, it finally stopped and when it did I experienced a sensation equivalent to my van being picked up and dropped onto the ground.  Shocked at what had occurred, I sat there for a moment trying to grasp what had just happened, and from what I had felt it couldn’t have been anything other than an earthquake.  Getting out of the van I went to the back and opened the doors and checked my load and saw that one of the bungee ties securing the container had become detached.  While attempting to resecure it I just happened to notice a hissing sound and as I turned in the direction of the noise I could see a purple gas seeping from the canister and all of a sudden a stream of thick liquid shot out of the top hitting me in the face and just as quickly stopped.

Upon resecuring the container, I returned to the driver’s seat and used some paper napkins to clean the goo from my face.  As I looked at myself in the vanity mirror built into the sun visor it appeared that I was finally presentable and that no damage had been done, at least that was what I was hoping anyway.  At that moment I could not help but wonder if my employer was having me transport the container and its contents to a desert testing facility that there was the possibility that it was pretty nasty stuff and they were wanting to test it far away from a densely populated area such as DFW.  Then again perhaps my imagination was just running wild and that was not the case at all.  However, in reality, I didn’t have a clue what it was because I hadn’t asked and sometimes ignorance is bliss.  

I put the van in gear and started driving and after an hour reached the point where I had made a wrong turn.  Once there I finally got on the correct highway and about two hours later reached Barkley Biotechnologies desert facility.  As I drove through the gates, I was surprised at the size of the place as it was about the size of three of those retail wholesale clubs put together and that didn’t include the surrounding warehouses.  Observing a sign indicating that deliveries should proceed to the back of the structure I did just that and followed the small road around the property until I got to the back and then pulled into one of the parking spaces and called the number on the sign before me. 

A young woman’s voice picked up and said, “May I help you?”

“Hi, Sidney from HQ here with a delivery.”

“We’ve been expecting you.  I see you found the place okay and without incident.”

I hadn’t honestly thought about it but decided that perhaps it might be a good idea to bring up the fact that was not entirely true and I’d had a little bump in the road, so to speak.

“Well, that’s not exactly true and this may not even be relevant, but I did have a little incident.  While coming here I turned off down the wrong road and got lost for a bit.  After I finally got turned around, I experienced what felt like an earthquake and decided to inspect the container and saw it was no longer secured to the van.  Anyway, while resecuring it some of the stuff inside leaked out and spewed onto me, which hopefully will turn out to be nothing, and with that being the case I’m sure you’re going to tell me that I’ve been worrying for nothing.  Right?”

There was a long silence and she finally said, “How do you feel?  Are you okay?”

“Yes, I think I’m okay.  Just hoping to get a nice cool beverage from you because it sure is hot out here.”

After another pause she asked, “After you were exposed to the contents of the container did you stop anywhere?  Restaurant?  Gas station?”

“No, I came straight here.”

“Sidney, just sit tight.  Some team members will be coming out shortly and please follow their instructions.  This is for your safety, as well as theirs, okay?”

“Sure.”

Her words got my attention, but as I thought about it I decided that what they were about to do was only precautionary.  After all, they had protocols they had to follow when something happened and I was sure that was all that it was.

I sat there for about three minutes waiting to see what was going to happen next, concerned but not worried because I was sure that everything would be okay. After all, things always work out okay, or that had been my experience anyway.  As the door on the side of the building opened, I observed three individuals in bio suits exiting the building.  At that moment the prospect of how much trouble I was potentially in began to sink in and I was truly worried as my Pollyanna attitude might not be able to get me out of this predicament.  Observing the men in the white bio suits approaching my vehicle made the situation seem gravely serious, so much that a chill ran up my spine, and even though I was an atheist, I began to pray.

The one that came up to my side of the car motioned for me to roll down the window and at that moment I felt somewhat lightheaded but was able to press the button causing the glass to lower.  Looking at me through the small window in his suit he asked, “How do you feel?”

“Okay, well, for some reason I feel a bit woozy.”

“When were you exposed to the contents of the canister?” he asked.

“I don’t know, maybe about three hours ago.”

All of a sudden everything started to spin and I closed my eyes and lay back in the seat and said, “Oh my God, I think I feel sick to my stomach.  What’s happening to me?”

And that was the last thing I remembered.


Chapter 2

As I opened my eyes, I noted that the room I was in was dimly lit but I was able to see that there was a drop ceiling checkered with white acoustic tiles above me.  I had no idea where I was but assumed it was either at Barkley’s desert facility or in a hospital.  This meant that the stuff I had been exposed to hadn’t killed me, which was good, and if I wasn’t maimed then it was even better.

Attempting to raise my arms, I noted that an IV line appeared to be plugged into me and as I traced the tube back to its source soon confirmed my suspicions were correct as I spied the clear bag hanging on a pole specifically designed to hold it.

I was just about to lower my arms when all of a sudden I noticed that they appeared to be smaller and upon examining my hands noted that they were as well.  No, I thought, I must be imagining things.  From what I had observed they also appeared to be a bit petite, and I certainly was not that!  It was clear that I was in a medical facility of some sort and it was logical to assume that I was under some kind of care and if that was the case there was a good chance I was being given drugs that affects one sensibility.  Yes, there was no need to worry because that had to be it as it couldn’t be anything else.

All of a sudden I heard a noise and as I turned my head in the direction of the disturbance, I saw that the door of the room I was in began to open. An attractive young woman with long dark brown hair wearing blue scrubs had entered and was heading my way.  Walking up to the side of my bed she smiled and then said, “Ah, it’s good to see that you’re awake.  How do you feel?”

As I began to speak I just as suddenly stopped because there was something wrong with my voice, because it just didn’t sound right at all.  I attempted to clear my throat thinking that perhaps the strange tone that I had heard emanating from my voice box was due to sinus drainage as I had no idea how long I had been asleep so perhaps it was related to that.

“Sidney,” the young woman said, “You think there is something wrong with your voice, but I assure you there is not, so for the moment don’t even try and speak okay?”

I nodded.

“I’m Dr. Brown and I’m a physician here at Barkley Biotechnologies West Texas facility where you delivered the canister containing the material that you transported from our headquarters in Irving.  Do you remember that?”

Once again, I nodded.

“Okay, I’m going to step through what happened to you since your arrival to bring you up to speed, and please be patient and hear me out, all the way until the end.  Also, just to prepare you  I must warn you that some of this may be a bit unsettling, okay?”

With my thumb and forefinger, I gave her the okay sign and she began to speak.

“The substance you were transporting, as well as exposed to, was a concentrated compound that is designed to accelerate hormone replacement in trans-women.  It is in the experimental stages and was being brought here for further refinement and study before additional testing.  As far as hormone replacement therapy goes it appears to be groundbreaking and will revolutionize the entire male to female transition process if successful.  Let me add that such medications would normally be given to recipients orally and in a diluted form over an extended period before having any effect on them, but your case was somewhat different.  Remember where you made a wrong turn around Pecos?”

I nodded.

“We used satellite imaging equipment and rolled back the tape a few hours and found that you strayed onto federal land, into a restricted area, and were exposed to a decent dose of radiation as a result of an underground nuclear test that was being conducted.  By the way, it’s amazing the electromagnetic pulse didn’t kill all the electronics in your van because it should have, and that would have left you stranded in the desert and we might never have found you.  Oh, and that part about the nuclear test, it is classified, and I will need you to sign a document agreeing not to disclose that because the U.S. government is not supposed to be testing such weapons according to several international treaties.  Anyway, after the shockwave, you checked your cargo and were accidentally exposed to the compound, and then came here where you passed out and have been unconscious for the past three weeks.  Last but not least, as a result of being exposed to the biological compound and then being bombarded with radiation your biology was altered and it’s unlike anything modern science has ever seen and we don’t fully understand how it even happened.  I don’t know how to tell you this but as a result, you are no longer a biological male.  Sidney, you are now a woman.”

My eyes were wide open at that point and I finally spoke, and in an elevated tone I said, “What?”

As I heard my new voice emanating from my mouth I was a bit taken back as I recognized that it was clearly that of a female which reinforced the fact that she might be telling the truth. 

Nodding she said, “It’s true Sidney.  You are now a fully biological female, and there’s no way to reverse it, and I am so sorry.”

“Gosh, I can’t believe it.  I just can’t believe it,” I replied frantically.

“Sidney, there’s not much I can say to comfort you.  However, I can assure you that our team as well as the whole company are here for you and are going to help you in every way that we possibly can.  Of that, you can be sure.”

“What am I going to do?”

Smiling at me she said, “As I said, we are going to be here for you and help you every step of the way so you don’t need to worry about what you’re going to do.  For now, why don’t you try and get some rest and we can talk about developing a plan for your rehabilitation later.  Are you hungry?”

“Now that you mention it, I could stand something to eat.”

“We’ll get you whatever you’d like.  Anything else?”

“Doc, can I see what I look like?”

“I figured that would come up,” and she then smiled at me warmly.

She walked across the room to a table and brought me an oversized mirror which I held up in front of myself and saw the new Sidney.  The young woman who looked back at me in the looking glass had long blonde hair and green eyes and by all accounts was rather attractive, and as I smiled at her she returned my expression.

“Just in case you’re interested you are 5’3” and weigh 115 pounds.”

“Is that good?”

She chuckled and said, “You’ve got a great little figure, one that most women would kill for.”

Looking over at her, I asked, “So I need to be careful about what I eat if I want to keep it?”

She laughed and said, “Over the long haul yes.  But for now, ask us for anything you want and we will get it.  Then starting tomorrow we will start talking with you about getting you up and running as the new you.  Okay?”

I nodded and said, “Okay.”

“Great.  Let me send in the nurse.  Just tell her what you want and we will get it.  See you soon,” and she exited the room.

As I lay there looking at myself in the mirror, I still couldn’t believe what I was seeing and it was also hard to grasp the tale that I had been told by Dr. Brown.  However, there had to be some element of truth in what she had shared because after she left the room I put my hand under my hospital gown and did a self-examination to verify her story.  It appeared that I now had breasts where I’d previously had none, and the place where my manhood had resided was flat and in its place was now a vertical slit.  Perhaps it was all just a dream and I would wake up shortly to find that I was lying in bed back in my small apartment in Irving.  Until then I would just go along with all of it and roll with the punches because there was nothing I could do about it but knew in my heart that one way or another everything would be okay.  However, I sure wished that nurse would hurry because I was craving something to eat and a hamburger and chocolate shake sure sounded good. 


Chapter 3

Over the next several weeks, I was trained in the manners, culture, and customs of femininity, and I didn’t realize there would be so much to learn.  Since I hadn’t been born and raised a biological female, I was at a disadvantage because I had no built-in instincts or experiences, such as those a female might be exposed to when growing up, to draw upon.  During those weeks the female staff members at the facility spent time with me and taught me everything they could about all things feminine including makeup, accessories, jewelry, clothes, shoes, painting my nails, and shaving my legs to name a few.  They also instructed me on apparel, handbags, and shoes and before it was over I had one heck of a wardrobe, all assembled from the extra items of clothing and other accessories the women brought from home.  By the time it all was said and done, I had so much stuff on hand I was pretty sure that I would never have to buy clothes again.

After another week, I was transported back to the Irving Campus where they kept me on ice, so to speak, and set me up in a suite at the headquarters building.  For the next two weeks they continued to observe me and also did additional testing, much of which I was already sure had already been performed while I was at the desert facility.  Anyway, I was sure they were just trying to be thorough, but I felt like a white mouse in a laboratory maze from everything I was going through.

Two months had elapsed since my transformation and it was deemed that I posed no risk to myself or others and it was agreed that I should be released from observation and allowed to get on with my life.

The first order of business dealt with my identity and they asked what I would like to be called regarding my first name.  Since Sidney was typically a guy’s name I did not feel that it was fitting, but at the same time, it was something I was used to as my lifelong identity was anchored in it.  After much thought, I decided to go with Sydney with a y, which was perfect.  In recent years it had become a popular female name and in many ways was still my old name.  Problem solved.  The company immediately went to work and made sure that my name was changed in every database known to mankind including social security, IRS, my passport, and even my driver’s license.  Presto change-o, poof, and done!  Barkley’s corporate took care of everything in a flash.  Sidney was gone and Sydney Keith was born.

One thing that they discussed with me was about sharing information with others regarding what had happened to me in the desert that fateful day. They highly discouraged it and said it was for my safety.  They said that even though it would be tempting to go to the press, be on talk shows, write a book, etc., those actions could create other problems for me and in the end would not be as glamorous or as profitable as it sounded because it would come with a heavy price.  In addition to the hounding, I would receive from the press, I could also be in great danger because believe it or not there would be religious extremists who would view me as an abomination and might try and take me out in the name of the Lord to cleanse the Earth.  If that wasn’t enough then I should also consider the risk of kidnapping by unscrupulous businessmen in the biotech industry as well as foreign powers.  To them, I would be a goldmine of potential information and they wouldn’t hesitate to run any and all tests known to mankind and even dissect me if necessary to find out how I got turned from a guy to a gal.  Such knowledge would be valuable to biotech companies because of the potential for profit and to foreign powers because they would be able to use it for their purposes in the intelligence world.  Anyway, they talked me into keeping quiet and I agreed with their reasoning.

Since they wanted me to stay quiet it was clear that in exchange for my silence that I would have a job at Barkley Biotechnology for the rest of my life if I wanted it.  They wanted to keep me happy at all costs and I planned to take full advantage of that fact.  Plus, it was the right thing to do because I was at a bit of a handicap and was still getting used to my new gender and they needed to take care of me.  They asked me if I wanted to go back to being a courier and I said it was not my first choice.  Then they showed me a list of positions currently open in the company and asked me to pick the one I was interested in and they would do their best to put me in the job.  This truly meant within reason of course because certain titles were above and beyond my experience and ability such as CEO, Director of Accounting, Operations Manager, Physician, Attorney, Engineer, etc.

As I looked down the page and pondered my newfound career possibilities, I couldn’t help but think how cool it was that I was being allowed to pick my job and to think, that if I hadn’t been transformed into a woman, I’d never have had such a golden opportunity.  Maybe, just maybe, being a girl wouldn’t be such a bad thing after all, and for the moment it was clearly working for me.

Continuing to scan the list, I suddenly saw a position about three-quarters of the way down the page that sparked my interest.  In college, I had majored in English and knew I wanted a related job but wasn’t exactly sure what.  There it was, the perfect position for my education.  Technical writer, and an entry-level position at that.

After a speedy interview, I was offered the position and went to work in my new vocation immediately.  Being the new kid on the block they started me off with the easy stuff, which was good, because you need to learn to crawl before you can walk, as with anything. 

My first assignment included helping human resources revise a portion of the company policy manual as well as updating some of the training materials they used during new employee orientation, not to mention a few other odds and ends.  At the end of that first month, they said I’d done a wonderful job and that my work was truly first class.  It felt good to hear that and meant a lot, especially after all I had gone through because I’d needed a good pat on the back.

I was then asked to help our fertility services division re-work some of the presentations that they used when counseling couples who were entertaining using their various testing and treatment services.  They also wanted assistance with developing the content of an extensive brochure that potential clients could take home and review after their initial meeting with the staff.  Little did I know that this would be a turning point in my life, and one that I never expected, even in my wildest dreams.           


Chapter 4

Barkley Biotechnologies had two fertility clinics in the DFW area, one in Dallas and the other in Fort Worth with the administrative office in between in Irving, which just happened to be in the same building where the corporate headquarters was located.  My job was not just to create the new materials that they needed but to make the staff using them part of the process and get their input so it was necessary to visit the individual offices from time to time. 

It was a sunny Texas afternoon and I had just finished visiting with the staff at the Fort Worth clinic and was getting ready to drive back to my office in Irving but decided to make a quick stop at everyone’s favorite coffee shop first as I was hankering a frozen java-based beverage. 

As I was waiting on my order I just happened to notice a couple sitting at a nearby table and it appeared that I was the topic of their conversation as they would look at me, chat, and then repeat the process every few seconds.  In a way, it was kind of creepy and made me feel a bit uneasy as they continued scoping me out but after a couple of minutes they smiled at me and the young woman with brown hair and eyes in her early thirties said, “Miss, excuse me.”

I stepped near their table and issued a lukewarm smile and said, “Hi.”

“I am so sorry we were staring but my husband and I just saw you at Barkley’s Fertility Clinic a short while ago.”

Looking at them I said, “Oh yes, I think I saw you in the waiting area and then passed you in the hall as you were heading to one of the meeting rooms in the back.”

“Yes,” she said, “And from the room, we were in we could see you were giving some sort of a presentation or something.”

“Yes, I was.  The whole place is kind of like a series of fishbowls all pushed together and it’s hard not to see what everyone in the other rooms is up to.”

The man she was with then said, “I think they call it open concept and it’s supposed to make the world a better place, or something like that.”

We all chuckled and the barista then called my name and I stepped over to the counter and picked up my order before returning to the couple I had been talking to and said, “It was good meeting you two.”

The gentleman in his early thirties with light brown hair and dark eyes extended his hand and said, “Steve Garner,” and then turning toward the lady she replied, “Chelsea Garner.”

“I’m Sydney Keith.”

“Sydney, that’s such a pretty name,” she said and then shot me a warm smile.

“Thank you, and so is Chelsea.”

“Thank you.  So,” she asked, “You obviously work for Barkley Biotechnologies.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“What do you do?  If you don’t mind me asking,” the gentleman said.

“I’m a technical writer.”

“Oh, how cool,” Chelsea said, “That sounds like interesting work.  Anyone who can write in any capacity is talented, in my opinion anyway.”

Nodding slightly, I replied, “Thank you.  I do enjoy my work.  What about you guys?”

“I’m a pilot for an on-demand firm that provides private business charters and Steve ….”

Picking up where she left off, he added, “I’m in medical sales.”

“Oh, like pharmaceuticals?”

“No, I do medical equipment sales, prosthetics actually, so if you need supplies for a hip or knee replacement then I’m your guy,” and as he finished speaking we all chuckled.

“That sounds pretty high-tech.  You probably need to have a lot of specialized knowledge for such a job,” I said.

Waving his hand he said, “Ah, it’s no big deal.”

“I think you’re just being modest,” I replied.

“He is very modest,” and Chelsea rolled her eyes back in her head and we all laughed in response to her gesture.

After a brief pause, I looked at the two of them and said, “So, I take it that you’re using the services of our fertility clinic?  If that’s not too personal of a question.”

“It’s okay,” she said, “We’ve been trying to have a baby for some time and haven’t had much success and decided to seek some professional help, and from what we’ve been told BB is the best, even though they’ve been in the news a considerable amount in the recent past.”

We chuckled and I then said, “I certainly hope they can help you.”

“So do we,” he said, “We’re just going to have to go through the process and see.  We’ve now completed all the testing and are waiting on the results.”

Chelsea then looked at me and said, “Fingers crossed.”

“It was certainly nice meeting you two, and I wish you the best.”

“It was nice meeting you as well Sydney,” Chelsea said.

“Yes, and good luck in your career as a writer, or should I say technical writer,” Steve said.

“Thank you,” I replied and then nodded once and headed toward the door of the coffee shop.


Chapter 5

It was Friday evening and I was sitting in the waiting area of a quaint little Italian restaurant, patiently waiting.  As I looked at the time on my phone once more I saw it was 6:45 p.m., fifteen minutes past when I was supposed to have met a young man named Ross for dinner.  I’d met him on a dating app about three weeks before and we had really hit it off, and after a considerable amount of corresponding back and forth, we finally decided to meet.  From his picture, he looked like a nice guy, and he was also quite handsome and from all appearances looked like someone I would love to get to know better. 

Since my transformation, my tastes in the romance department had changed and I had gone from being a lipstick lesbian to a bi-sexual.  Somehow my biochemistry had modified the way that I viewed the opposite sex and I had gone from finding them repulsive to very inviting.  Anyway, Ross would be my first real date with a member of the opposite sex and I was super excited about exploring the possibilities of being romantically involved with a man.

I kept on messaging him and at 6:57 p.m. he sent me a text which read, Oh sorry something came up, maybe we can reschedule?

Texting him back I asked, Did you have an emergency?

No, a buddy of mine I went to high school texted me this afternoon and said he was in town and asked if I had plans tonight.  Since I hadn’t seen him in forever, I figured we should get together, after all, we were best friends for many years and haven’t seen one another for a long, long time.

A little put off by his response I said, You know Ross, I got off work, went home, and hurried to get ready for our date which was supposed to start at 6:30, twenty-seven minutes ago.  It’s cool that your friend came into town, I get that, but why couldn’t you have at least told me right after you found out so I wouldn’t have gone to all the trouble that I did?  After all, I did come out here from Irving as well to accommodate you because your office is nearby and you said you have to work late on Fridays.

After a few moments he wrote, Look I said I’m sorry and if you want, we can reschedule, it’s just that something came up.  You don’t have to be so intense about it.

I’m intense because all I asked for was a little respect and common courtesy?

You know Sydney, I’m glad this happened.  Instead of wasting a bunch of time going through the motions of dating you and getting to know you better so I could find out that you were a complete and total bitch, you helped me to skip all that.  Anyway, thanks for saving me a lot of wasted time.

No, I’m the one that wants to thank you because you’ve shown me your true personality and if this is the way you treat people I’m glad I found out upfront and want nothing more to do with you, you arrogant prick.  Don’t contact me again.

And that goes for you too, you self-righteous demanding cunt.

I’m blocking you on the app!

Ha, well you’re already blocked bitch!

I absolutely could not believe it.  The guy didn’t even have the common courtesy to send me a message and tell me that he needed to cancel because his friend had come into town, which I would have been cool with and wouldn’t have minded rescheduling.  Instead, he let me go to the trouble of getting ready, driving out to the restaurant, and waiting almost half an hour before telling me he wasn’t going to be able to make it.  If I hadn’t kept messaging him telling him I was in the lobby of the place waiting on him I would probably have never heard from him.  Unfuckingbelieveable.  Was that even a word I wondered?  NO matter, if it wasn’t I was making it one and might even need to reserve it for future use.

As I sat there at the front of the restaurant, utterly disgusted at how my big date had turned out, I began to think about heading home.  After all, there was no reason to hang around, unless I wanted to eat by myself, and that didn’t sound like a lot of fun.  The next thing I knew the couple I had met at the coffee shop a month prior, Steve and Chelsea, just happened to walk in the main door and as they saw me sitting there smiled and walked over to me.  Standing up I said, “Well, hi.”

“Hey Sydney, good to see you,” Chelsea said.

“And you,” and then turning toward Steve I added, “Good to see you too.”

“Have you had dinner or are you waiting for a table?” Chelsea asked.

“I was hoping to have dinner but just found out that the guy I was supposed to meet got a better offer as a high school friend came into town.”

“So you got stood up?” Steve asked.

“Steve!” Chelsea exclaimed.

“Yes, it’s true, I was stood up,” and at that moment, for reasons unknown, I got a bit emotional and my eyes started to water and I got in my purse and began searching for a tissue.  This was something I had noticed that had become more prominent since I’d become a female.  From time to time I would get teary-eyed or have unexpected mood swings from out of nowhere.

“Oh geez Sydney, I am so sorry.  I shouldn’t have said that, and I can’t apologize enough,” Steve said.

Shaking my head I said, “It’s okay.  I guess it bothered me a little more than I thought it would.”

“So, since you’ve not had dinner why don’t you join us?” Chelsea asked.

“That’s so nice of you but I wouldn’t want to cut into your date night,” I replied.

“It wouldn’t be an imposition at all, and we would love to have you join us,” she said.

“Please do, otherwise I’m going to feel bad for a couple of days about that whole being stood up remark I made, please?” Steve said.

“Well, if you’re sure ….”

“Steve, will you get us a table for three?” Chelsea asked.

Nodding he said, “Be right back,” and he then walked toward the hostess stand where he began chatting with a young brunette dressed in black.

“I’m so glad you decided to join us Sydney,” Chelsea said.

Smiling at her I said, “And thanks for asking, after getting stood up the last thing I wanted was to head home and have dinner alone.”

Giving me a hug she said, “What you need is to be with friends tonight.”

Now back in front of us, Steve said, “It’ll be a few minutes.  Why don’t we head into the bar for a drink?  I’m buying.”

**********

After a drink in the bar we were seated for dinner a few minutes later and after ordering we had another round of drinks and continued to sit there and chat.  This was the first time I’d had more than one alcoholic beverage since my transformation, and I could feel the effects.  The fact that I was about sixty pounds lighter and eight inches shorter were contributing factors and I am not able to process alcohol as effectively.

Sitting there with a slight buzz going on I chatted with the two of them and noticed what an attractive female Chelsea was and wondered if she ever swung the other way thinking that if she did I wouldn’t be opposed because she had all the right curves in all the right places.  Glancing over at Steve I also noted what a good-looking man he was and couldn’t help but think what it would be like to be in bed with him and the thought of him ravaging me turned me on.  What the hell?  I couldn’t believe I was having such thoughts!  What was wrong with me?  A mere four months ago I had been a guy, and now I was thinking about bedding one down?  Apparently, the alcohol was having some sort of an effect on me and loosening my inhibitions as I was also thinking about what it would be like doing a three-way with both of them.  As I sat there processing my impure thoughts and pondering what it would be like lying in bed with the two of them I could feel my womanhood tingling, which excited me even more.

Trying to calm myself down so I would not soak my panties before dinner arrived from being so aroused I decided to change the subject and asked, “So, are you still working with the fertility clinic?”

With a somber look on her face, Chelsea said, “For the moment there’s not much to do because we’ve completed the testing and have the results.  Steve is perfectly fine and firing live rounds.  I’m a different story.  Do you want the technical explanation or the layman’s?”

“Fast and easy is fine by me.  No scientific names required.”

“Essentially, I have bad eggs and will never be able to have children of my own,” and then she began to sniffle and tear up. 

I put my arm around her to console her and said, “Oh Chelsea, I am so sorry.”

“It’s okay.  I’ve pretty much come to terms with it, and I’ll be fine,” and she then began to cry again.

After another half a minute of weeping, she suddenly stopped, smiled at me, and said, “There.  All better.  Ever since I found out I go through spurts like this.  It’s just part of the process.”

“I don’t want to upset you by asking this but there aren’t any other options available?  None at all?” I asked.

Shaking her head she said, “Not as far as having a child that’s my flesh and blood.  That ship has apparently sailed.  However, there are other options including adoption which Steve and I have discussed briefly.  The big letdown is not being able to have a baby of your own.  That’s the truly hard part because Steve and I have always wanted to have a family that we created on our own, versus an alternative.  Perhaps that sounds a bit selfish but that’s the way that I feel.”

“Chelsea, I think it’s perfectly okay for you to get what you want out of this life.  After all, we only go around once.”

“Thanks, Sydney I appreciate that.  Now back to reality.  If Steve and I are going to have kids we’re going to have to entertain alternate methods, and that’s all there is to it,” she said.

Reaching across the table and taking her hand in his Steve said, “Hey, remember, we’re just taking this one step at a time, and together.  Right?”

“Thanks, sweetie,” she replied.

“He’s such a great husband,” I said as I looked over at him before returning my gaze to her.

“Yes.  I couldn’t have asked for a better man.”

All of a sudden Steve said, “Looks like our food has arrived.

“Great,” I replied, “Because I’m starved.


Chapter 6

Upon finishing our dinner, we then had dessert and when the check arrived they insisted on picking up the tab and refused to let me pay my share so I thanked them for their hospitality and told them I appreciated it.  Steve told me it was the least he could do after making me cry earlier when he said that I had been stood up and once again I told him that it was no big deal.

In the lobby of the restaurant, I thanked them once again and then took a seat near the entrance and whipped out my phone.

“Can we walk you to your car?” Chelsea asked.

“It’s actually in the shop and I’m calling a ride share service to pick me up,” I replied.

“Where do you live?” she asked.

“Irving.”

“Come on, we will give you a ride,” she said.

“But you guys live in Arlington.  That’s quite a bit out of the way.”

“It’s not that far and we live in North Arlington, which is close to here.  Well, sort of.  Anyway, you’re a pretty young woman and need to be careful who you get in the car with and you just never know about those rideshare drivers,” Steve said.

“I feel pretty safe with them and have never had a problem,” I replied.

“If you don’t want to ride with us we understand, we just thought we would offer,” Chelsea said.

As I sat there looking at them I asked, “And you’re sure it’s not an inconvenience?”

**********

Just over twenty minutes later we pulled up in front of my apartment complex where Steve pulled up in front of my building.  As the car came to a stop I said, “Thanks for the ride, and dinner.  You guys sure helped turn my not-so-great evening into a very memorable one and I appreciate it.”

“Our pleasure,” said Steve.

“It sure was fun.  You’re great to hang out with.  We would love to get together with you again, if you’re interested that is,” Chelsea said.

“I couldn’t agree more.  Let’s stay in touch.  What’s your cell?”

She then told me what her number was and I sent her a quick text, and the next thing I knew her phone dinged and she said, “Got it.  I’ll give you a call, or text sometime and maybe we can get together and do something.”

“Cool,” I said and then added, “Okay, thanks again, and talk to you guys soon.”

They each wished me a good evening and I then got out of the car and began walking toward the staircase which led up to my apartment where I unlocked the door, closed it behind me, and deactivated the alarm, which I quickly rearmed.

As I settled in for the night, I thought about the evening I had just spent with Steve and Chelsea and what a good time I’d had with time.  They had truly turned my evening completely around by asking me to have dinner with them and then bringing me home.  I thought about her offer of getting together with them again and it sounded fun.  The fact that she was eight years older than me and that he was nine didn’t bother me.  They seemed like nice people and were awesome to be around.  In the back of my mind, I wondered if they were truly just being nice or if they had ulterior motives such as wanting to gain my confidence and eventually invite me into some sort of a love triangle where my wildest dreams would come to life.  As I fantasized about it I imagined lying in bed as the two of them both made love to me at the same time providing me with earth-shattering orgasms which cause me to scream at the top of my lungs as they pleasured me to new heights I’d never envisioned.

Then again, I was a bit dirty-minded and the truth was, probably not, I’m sure they simply liked me because they thought I was a nice person and I didn’t need to think otherwise.

With my makeup off, teeth brushed, and in my nightgown, I climbed into bed and watched videos on my tablet until I started feeling drowsy.  I then turned out the light, pulled the covers up, and before I knew it I was fast asleep, thanks to those three glasses of wine I’d had at the restaurant.


Chapter 7

I’ve always liked Saturdays because I could sleep late and this one was no different.  The way I figured it when a girl gets up early for work Monday through Friday she needs her beauty rest and I was intending to get it, which was not a problem because the wine I’d had the night before knocked me out like a light.  After my head hit the pillow the previous evening I didn’t remember anything until I woke up the next morning and looked at the clock to see that it was 9:30 a.m.

After a bite to eat I took a shower and then made myself beautiful for the day by putting on makeup and then picking out something to wear.  After looking through my closet I decided to go with a green floral print off the shoulders A-line dress that came down to just above my ankles.  Looking at myself in the mirror I was quite pleased as it had the sexiest slit up the side allowing admirers to get a peek of my smooth legs here and there.  I didn’t know why but I just loved it when I noticed that a guy was checking me out and it gave me a real boost of confidence.

When I was transitioned to my new state four months prior I was initially a bit resistant to the whole idea that I was a female.  However, as time had passed I had become more and more comfortable with the concept which I think it was for two reasons.  One, it was my reality, and denying it would not change a thing because I was a biological female.  Two, I didn’t have anything to be embarrassed about because it wasn’t like I was cross-dressing or anything because I didn’t fall into that category.  I was a girl, down to my DNA, and had all the proper bits and pieces that went along with it.

I had been doing quite well at embracing my femininity, so much that it had practically become second nature to me and after four months of womanhood I felt quite at ease.  The fact was that I had turned a corner and I absolutely enjoyed being a girl and just loved everything that went along with it.  In my mind, it was a blast picking out pretty clothes to wear, coordinating my outfit with the proper handbag and accessories, and so forth.  I’d even gotten into the routine of getting waxed as there was nothing sexier than the smooth feel I enjoyed when I touched myself in that special place.  Plus, I knew that guys absolutely loved girls bare because I had been a dude once myself.  I was also looking forward to the day when I could have my first sexual encounter and wanted to make sure the landscape was clear of all obstacles so I could receive maximum pleasure from my partner.

I’m such a bad girl!  Or so I thought.

Anyway, my promiscuous thoughts aside, I looked at the clock and noticed it was 11:57 a.m. and I probably shouldn’t goof away the entire day.  I did have a couple of errands that I needed to run that day which included a trip to the pharmacy as well as the grocery store.  Then I remembered, darn!  My car was still in the shop.  I’d clean forgot.  How was I going to get anything done without wheels?  All of a sudden my phone rang and it was the dealership telling me that they had found the problem with my car, which was a faulty alternator, and it was ready to be picked up.  They then asked if I would like them to send their rideshare service to collect me and I said yes, thank you very much.

I was picked up by the rideshare service about thirty minutes after I hung up the phone with the representative and they took me straight to the dealership where I spoke with the service advisor and then got in line to pay.  After giving them the equivalent GDP of a small Latin American country so they would release my vehicle from captivity, I stepped away from the cashier’s cage and began walking across the showroom floor toward the exit.  I hadn’t gone fifty feet when all of a sudden I heard a woman’s voice call out my name, “Sydney!”

As I turned and looked behind me, Chelsea was walking toward me smiling and as we met she gave me a big hug, which I returned.

“Hey girl, are you following me?” she asked and then laughed.

“I was getting ready to ask you the same thing,” I replied.

What was she doing here and what were the odds of me running into her again so quickly?  I couldn’t help but wonder if they were secretly stalking me because I had just seen them last night.  Anyway, I’m sure it was just a coincidence, just like last night, because sometimes the universe puts certain people in your path for reasons that only it knows.

“So what are you doing here?”  I asked.

“Oh, Steve and I are out looking at new cars.  Not that we need one but we just happened to be passing by and thought we would check out the latest models.”

Since Steve is in medical equipment sales and she is a corporate pilot, I was pretty sure that they could probably have just about any kind of vehicle that they wanted as I was sure they had ample income and could afford it.

“What about you?” she asked.

Dangling my keys out in front of me I said, “Just had some work done on my car and I’m picking it up.”

“Duh,” she said, “We gave you a ride home last night because your car was being worked on.  I should have known that.”

“Where’s Steve?” I asked.

Turning one hundred and eighty degrees around she then pointed at a black SUV and said, “Down there, see him hanging halfway out of that car?”

As I looked ahead I could see the driver’s side door was open and his left foot was resting on the showroom floor.  From what I could tell, he was busy checking out the vehicle and all of its features, just as any guy would be doing.

“Do you have a busy afternoon planned?”

“Not really,” I replied, “A couple of errands including a trip to the grocery store.  That’s about as exciting as my life’s going to be today.”

“Have you had lunch?” she asked.

“Not yet.”

“There’s a great little Mexican place just down the road that Steve and I are going to after we leave here.  Would you like to join us?” she asked.

“That’s so nice of you to ask, but I’m going to have to say no because you guys have done so much for me already by buying dinner for me last night and then taking me home and I don’t want to take advantage of your kindness.”

“You won’t be, come on and go with us.”

“Chelsea, what’s up with you guys wanting to buy me all these meals?”

“We like you.”

“And I like you guys too, but I don’t want to take advantage of your good nature.”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “Since we are in agreement that we like each other, well, what’s the problem,” she asked.

“It’s like I just said and I’m going to say thank you but no,” I replied.

After a pause, she said, “Please go with us, there’s actually something we would like to talk to you about.”

With a perplexed look on my face, I asked, “Really?”

“Yes.”

Looking down the showroom at Steve, now out of the vehicle and walking around it I asked her, “And Steve wants to talk to me about this as well?”

Nodding she said, “He does.”

“And you’re not just making this up to get me to go to lunch with you?”

Chuckling she said, “No.  After we dropped you off last night we talked about you, in a good way of course, and there’s something we would like to discuss with you, which could be to both of our advantages.  All I ask is that you go with us and hear us out, and the worst-case scenario is that you get a free lunch out of it.  What do you think?”

I had no idea what they wanted to talk to me about but I was extremely curious.  Was it possible that they were wanting to do something deviant like I had been fantasizing about?  Or was it something else?  Had they carefully engineered all of our chance encounters?  Was it possible that they were baiting me in for some kind of sick and twisted game wherein the end I’m running naked through the woods as they attempt to track me down like I’m a wild animal?  In a fight for my life, shivering and cold, I’m working to evade them as they’re taking turns shooting at me with their high-powered rifles.  All the while I can hear them in the distance laughing wickedly at my demise, feeding off my fear, and enjoying seeing me in misery as that’s what feeds their demented souls.  They toy with me and torment me because it gets them off and finally, they reach the moment where one of them pulls the trigger and makes the kill as that’s the only thing that will satisfy them.  Sydney is gone at twenty-three years of age and no one will ever know what even happened to her as she will be buried in a shallow grave in the middle of the forest, her life unfulfilled as she barely even got a chance to live it.

My runaway imagination was stopped when I heard, “Sydney?”

“Huh?”

“You zoned out for a moment.  Are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine.  I was just thinking about something having to do with work.”

“So, what do you think?  Lunch?”

Figuring that I had nothing to lose I agreed, and besides, it might be fun.  However, I did think it was a good idea to send an email to myself stating I was going to lunch with them just in case so the police would have a place to start looking in the event of my demise.


Chapter 8

The food at Maria’s El Rancho wasn’t half bad and I ended up taking quite a bit of it home.  To this day I’ve still not mastered the ability to control the number of chips, queso, and salsa I eat while waiting on the main course.  I’ll have to keep working on that.

Back at the dealership Chelsea had told me that she and Steve wanted to talk to me about something and fortunately, it did not involve chasing me through the woods, thank God.  It also did not involve having a mini orgy with them either, and that part was a disappointment.

Chelsea said after going home the previous night they had talked about our chance meeting at the restaurant and how much they had enjoyed getting to know me and that they had something that they wanted to propose.  They shared that they were apprehensive about even approaching me with the idea and were at the point where they were so nervous they had just about decided to forget the whole thing.  However, after running into me at the dealership it seemed like the perfect opportunity to lay their cards on the table and make the pitch.  According to her, it was now or never because if she didn’t bring it up when she did then she might never have been brave enough to ask again.

“So Sydney, you’re probably wondering what we wanted to talk to you about,” Chelsea said.

“At this point, my curiosity is undeniably piqued.”

Continuing she said, “Last night I shared with you the results of our fertility testing and told you that we’ve been kicking around the various options available to us.”

Nodding I said, “Yes I remember us discussing that.”

The two of them looked at one another and she then said, “Sydney, we’ve made a decision and know exactly what we want to do, and that’s to get a donated egg, have it fertilized with Steve’s sperm and then have a surrogate mother carry it to term.”

Smiling at the two of them I said, “Congratulations.  I’m so happy that you two were able to make a decision that you feel comfortable with it.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“And how do I fit into all this?  Wait, I’m assuming that you would like my help in interfacing with the BB clinic staff to get it all going?  If that’s the case, I’m not sure how much help I would be because I don’t have much of a medical background but would be glad to reconnect you with the right people.”

Soberly she said, “We appreciate the offer, but that’s not what we had in mind,” Chelsea said.

At that point, I’m sure I had an inquisitive look on my face as I said, “Really, well then I don’t understand how I would be able to be of any benefit to you.”

We sat there silently for a few moments and just as Chelsea was getting ready to speak it hit me like a ton of bricks and I said, “Oh my God, you’re wanting me to be the one to either donate an egg or be the surrogate mother!”

“Yes, that’s right,” she said calmly.

After a few moments I said, “Okay, I’m processing this and trying to take it in.  I am calm.  You’ll have to bear with me because this is a bit of a shock.”

“We figured it might be because it’s not something casual like asking someone to watch your dogs while you’re out of town,” Steve said.

Nodding I said, “Boy you’ve got that right.”

After another pause, I said, “Okay, now, tell me what you have in mind, exactly!”

The two of them looked at one another before she said, “As far as the eggs we could use one of yours or get one via the clinic so that’s not an issue.  What we are most interested in is having you carry the baby, if you are interested that is.”

“It’s hard to know what to say, this is all so sudden,” I replied and then added, “So kind of tell me how it works, whether mine or via a donated egg.”

“If it’s your egg then Steve’s sperm would be used to fertilize you directly, a much simpler process,” she said.

“You mean like artificial insemination where it would essentially be shot up inside me with a special device?”

Chuckling she said, “Crudely put but, yes.  However, I’m still kicking that one around and am not thoroughly sure I would want to go that route,” she replied.

“Why?” I asked.

“For good reason.  Surrogates, or mothers, who use one of their own eggs have a harder time and often want to keep the baby as it gets closer to delivery time, which is something I would prefer to avoid.”

“Ah,” I replied, “It’s because it is their flesh and blood.”

“Exactly.  The other method would be using a donor egg where it would be fertilized with Steve’s sperm, and then implanted into your uterus where you would carry it to term.”

“Commonly referred to as IVF I think?” I asked.

“Exactly,” she said.

“Wow, sounds expensive,” I said.

“Oh, it is,” Steve replied, “Because they have to take the egg out of the donor, fertilize it, and then implant it in the surrogate, and it’s not cheap.”

With an almost annoyed look on her face, Chelsea said, “Yes dear but it’s worth every penny because it’s what we want.  Right?”

Sheepishly he replied, “Yeah baby, it is, and by the way, I wasn’t complaining, I was just commenting.”

“Mmmm hmmm,” Chelsea said before adding, “It’s a big decision and we don’t expect an answer right here and now so take some time and think about it.”

“That’s for sure,” I replied, “Because this wasn’t even something on my radar.  Never in a million years would I have imagined someone asking me to do something like this.”

“Oh, one more thing,” Chelsea added, “And the most important part, we are willing to pay you to help us with this.”

Nodding, I said, “Okay, If, and that’s if I was interested, what did you have in mind?” I asked.

The two of them exchanged a quick glance and after clearing her throat Chelsea said, “Seventy-five thousand dollars.”

Nodding I said, “That’s pretty good money for nine months of work.  But, just like you said, it’s something I should think about, and for good reason, because it’s a huge decision on my part, plus a massive commitment should I decide to do it.”

“And that doesn’t include the medical care you might need while you’re pregnant.  We will cover that as well.  One more thing, should you decide to do it, you can stay at our house up until you deliver, and we will even take care of all your meals because I want to personally supervise your nutrition so you will deliver a very healthy baby,” Chelsea added.

“Wow, you guys certainly know how to make an offer enticing,” I replied.

“Any more questions?” she asked.

Shaking my head I said, “I will let you know if I think of anything,” and I then stood and said, “Oh, and thanks for lunch.”

As I drove back to my apartment the figure of $75,000 kept popping into my head.  That was a lot of money, for me anyway, and would come in handy.  With that amount of cash, I would have quite a nest egg and would also potentially have enough for a down payment on a place of my own, something I’d been kicking around for some time.

It was a big decision and shouldn’t be taken lightly because if I pulled the trigger it would seriously affect my life in a major way for nine whole months, all the way until the day I delivered.  The thought of being pregnant and pushing something the size of a small pumpkin out of an opening the size of a very, very small lemon was frightening.  After all, I’d never even had sex with a man and there I was entertaining having a baby before I even did that.  As a matter of fact, I had a hymen and was at least hoping to have a guy pop my cherry before a baby did that on the way out.  As I pondered the concept I realized I could potentially be having a baby without even having sex.  A virgin birth, just like Mary.


Chapter 9

At work the following Monday I spoke to Dr. Smith, the head scientist at Barkley Biotechnologies, one of the very few people who knew what had happened to me.  I told him about the proposal my new friends had made regarding being a surrogate mother and wanted to get his opinion on the matter before I did anything else.  He told me that from a physical standpoint he didn’t see any problem because I was a healthy twenty-three-year-old young woman.  The issue that he did potentially see was the fact that I was a bit of an anomaly because I hadn’t been born a woman but was transformed into one.  Though he didn’t think there would be an issue he said he couldn’t make any guarantees and that anything was possible.

He said that although I had done well adapting to my new circumstances there was something else that concerned him, and that was the fact that I had not been born and raised as a female.  The way he explained it, those who were, had psychological conditioning while growing up that helped prepare them for their role as a wife and mother through experience and observation, and I had none of that.  I got that because I’d gone from guy to girl and had a crash course on living as an adult female and aside from that hadn’t been given the socialization a young girl would get growing up with a mother, sisters, and female friends.

Another thing that concerned him was the fact that after carrying the baby for nine months I would have to give it up after delivering it.  He was worried about the psychological effects I might experience including the possibility that I might not want to part with the child upon having it and demand to keep it.  I assured him that if I decided to do it that would not be the case and I wouldn’t have any problem with that.  He then told me that despite what I thought there was a high probability that I would change my mind.  According to him I now had female hormones and whether I knew it or not I was in uncharted territory and pregnancy might reveal a side of myself, my new self, that I had no idea even existed.  Dr. Smith also told me that a lot of the time surrogates are carefully picked, and even given psychological testing to make sure they can deal with the experience, which helps head off many potential problems down the road.

I did tell him that I hadn’t made any sort of decision as yet and wanted to get his input before I did and I appreciated what he had shared with me.  Telling him that I still had a lot of thinking to do I did want to ask him one question and to please give me an honest answer, and he agreed. 

“Doc, is doing this a horrible idea?  Shoot straight with me please.”

Looking at me he said, “I can’t tell you it’s a horrible idea but I can’t tell you it’s a great one either.  You are brand spanking new to being a woman and this is a huge leap.  In your case, it’s kind of like a toddler getting a tricycle and then being asked to fly a jumbo jet, which is much more complicated in every way.”

“But you’re not telling me flat out not to do it?” I asked.

Shaking his head he said, “No, but the best advice I could give in your particular case is to try and spend a little more time getting adjusted to your new gender first before you make such a decision because it’s a doozy.  But like I said, I’m not going to tell you not to do it.  However, if you do, I want to be personally involved in the process so I can keep an eye on you from start to finish.  Okay?”

“Sound good doc and thanks for your time.  I’ll let you know what I decide.”

“Oh Sydney, one more thing, you said these are friends of yours that are asking you to help them with this?”

“Well, they are kind of new friends.”

“And you’re thinking of doing this to help them out?  That’s very generous of you,” he said.

Rolling my eyes up and then back down I said, “They’ve kind of offered me an incentive.”

“Oh, like what kind of incentive?”

“Like $75,000.”

“That’s enough to make anybody generous.”


Chapter 10

A full month had passed since my meeting with Steve and Chelsea and during that time I’d been quite busy with work and had put the whole idea of carrying a baby for them on the back burner.  The way I figured it, I needed to become proficient at my new job before embarking on such a venture because I liked my work and wanted to be the best I could be at my profession.  I’d also had time to cool off and think about being a surrogate and all that went along with it, just as Dr. Smith had recommended, and I respected him because he seemed like a pretty smart guy.

Chelsea had texted me about two weeks after our meeting at the Mexican restaurant and asked how everything was going.  I told her that I had been busy with work and that was taking up a lot of my time.  She also said that she would love to get together with me if I was interested and maybe we could go shopping or have coffee, perhaps both.  I told her that sounded like fun and that we should plan to do something soon, and that I looked forward to hearing from her.  She said her calendar was full for the next couple of weeks because she would be flying but would let me know when she was available and had a few days off.  I told her that sounded good and to just let me know so we could get something scheduled and that was the last I’d heard from her. 

During our correspondence, she made no mention of the whole surrogate thing which in a way did not surprise me.  I knew she was still interested in me doing it but I had also figured out that she was treading lightly and didn’t want me to feel that I was under any kind of pressure as the last thing she wanted to do was scare me off.

It was a Friday, and I’d stopped by our company’s Fort Worth fertility clinic to meet with the staff and go over some of the material that I had been updating and get their feedback on what I had done thus far.  After finishing up about an hour later I thanked them and told them I would be in touch soon so we could schedule an additional meeting where I could show them the final products.  Anyway, as I walked out of the administrative area in the back and entered the lobby I saw Steve walking in the main door, and by the expression on his face, he was glad to see me.

“Sydney, how’s it going?  Good to see you,” he said.

“Hey Steve,” I replied and we then gave each other a great big hug.

As we pulled apart I stepped back and for what seemed like an eternity, even though it was only several seconds, I just stood there looking at him, mesmerized, as I could not help but notice how handsome he was.  There was something about him that I adored, and even though I was attracted to him, well, that did not matter.  He was my friend’s husband and was hands-off as far as I was concerned.  That’s what I kept telling myself anyway.

“So, what are you doing here?  I guess you’re busy working on stuff for the clinic?” he asked.

Nodding I said, “Yes, and I think I’m getting closed to finished.  However, when you’re in my profession, your work is never done.  That’s just the way it is.  So, where’s your bride?”

“She’s on a weekend trip.”

“Someplace exciting I hope?” I asked.

“She’s flying a group of businessmen to a golf tournament in Palm Springs and won’t be back until Sunday night.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad.  I wouldn’t mind a weekend of laying by a hotel pool sipping on cool beverages in sunny Palm Springs with my biggest problem being that I am stranded there until Sunday afternoon when I have to fly them back.  Ah, what a life.  So, if I’m not being too nosey, what brings you out to the clinic this afternoon?”

“I stopped by to pick up Chelsea’s umbrella.  When we were here last, about six weeks ago, she left it behind and they said they would hold onto it until we could make it back out here to get it.  I just happened to be in the area today and decided I would swing by and retrieve it.”

“You’re such a nice husband Steve.”

“I try.”

“So, with the Mrs. out of town for the weekend I guess you’re baching it?” I asked.

Shrugging his shoulders he said, “Such is my life.”

“That’s got to be hard,” I replied.

“When you’ve got a wife who travels for a living you kind of get used to it,” he said in a disappointed tone and then asked, “So, got any big plans for the weekend?”

Nodding I said, “Huge.  Housekeeping, grocery shopping, washing my car, you know, fun stuff like that.”

“I know it all too well and am probably getting ready to do a bit of everything you just mentioned,” and as he finished speaking we chuckled.

“Except, I’m probably going to need the clean the pool as well, because it’s full of leaves, and unfortunately I don’t have time to do it during the week,” he said.

“You’ve got your own pool?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, and if we ever buy another house we are going to make sure not to get one with a pool because it barely gets used and is a ton of work.”

“Having a pool sounds so nice.  Being able to walk out the back door and get in it anytime would be so cool.”

“Then you need to come over.  You’re welcome to use our pool anytime that you like,” he said.

“Really?”

Nodding he said, “Sure, just say when.”

“That’s so nice of you and I appreciate that.  You and Chelsea certainly have been kind to me.”

“And why shouldn’t we be.  After all, you’re quite a likable girl,” he said and then shot me a big warm smile.

“Thank you, Steve, and I feel the same way about you, and Chelsea of course.”

After a few moments I said, “Well, it was certainly good seeing you, once again, and based on how I keep running into you and your wife I’m simply going to say see you soon, because I know I will.”

“Yes, it’s uncanny how we seem to keep running into one another.”

“True.  Say hi to the Mrs.  Bye.”

“Bye,” he replied

As I started to walk away he said, “Sydney,” and I stopped and turned toward him.

“Yes?”

“Being that I’m baching it this weekend and am pretty sure that you are as well ….”

“Story of my life,” and as I finished speaking we chuckled.

“I thought so.  Anyway, with that being said, would you be interested in getting together this weekend?  Maybe we could do something.”

I wasn’t exactly sure how to respond.  After all, he was married and I wasn’t sure I wanted to even approach such a rabbit hole because it could get complicated for multiple reasons.  One, I was contemplating carrying a child to term for him and his wife and wouldn’t want Chelsea to think I was being too friendly with her man by getting together with him during her absence.  Additionally, I was attracted to him and thought he was super cute, and getting together with him could create a slippery slope that could potentially cause an accident for both of us.  Then again, perhaps I was overthinking it and he didn’t fancy me as I did him, and laying a finger on me might be the furthest thing from his mind.  After all, he did seem like a nice guy and was willing to do anything and everything necessary to make his wife happy, including taking the steps necessary to ensure sure she had a baby, which she had been wanting so desperately. 

Continuing to study on it, I thought of how he was spending the weekend alone, and because I was too, would it hurt if we hung out for a bit?  Of course not, especially if the situation was managed properly, right?  That would also give us the chance to talk about where I was in my decision-making process, which I’m sure he and his wife were dying to know, and by us getting together he could provide Chelsea with an update on the situation.

“Okay, I’m willing to get together, provided you can honestly answer this question.  Would Chelsea have a problem with it?”

Shaking his head he said, “No, and I will tell her I ran into you at the clinic and we decided to get together to talk about where you are in the decision-making process, as far as carrying a baby for us.  That way she will know that we got together and that’s that, it’s all above board, no secrets.  Sound good?”

“Yes, sounds good.  It’s always best to be honest about such things.”

“Excellent, and besides, I can’t have my wife thinking that I’m seeing a beautiful young woman behind her back while she’s out of town now, can I?”

I shot him a big smile and said, “Thank you, Steve, that’s nice of you to say.”

“I’m just calling it as I see it.”

The way he had complimented me excited me to no end and the fact that he actually felt that way caused me to feel warm inside.  Standing there looking at him I once again gave him a quick scan from top to bottom and couldn’t help but think about how handsome he was.  This was something I need to get under control, and quickly because I could feel my privates beginning to tingle, another sign that I found him irresistible.

“So, what did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Anything that you want,” he replied.

Pondering on the mountain of possibilities from having dinner to seeing a movie, etc. I finally said, “How about this?  I’m a pretty fair chef and since you don’t get tons of home-cooked meals, or I’m assuming that you don’t anyway, how about I make dinner for us?”

“Sydney, you don’t have to that kind of trouble.  That’s a lot of work and I don’t want to inconvenience you.  Why don’t we just go out?  Choose anywhere you want and I’ll pick you up, as well as the tab.”

“That’s nice Steve and thank you, but for once let me take care of the meal for you, and perhaps another time I can cook dinner for all three of us, and Chelsea can see what she missed tonight.”

“Are you sure about this?” he asked.

“I insist.”

Shrugging his shoulders he said, “Okay, sounds good.  Just say when.”

“Tomorrow night at my place.  7 p.m. okay?”

“Great.  Want me to bring anything?”

“How about a nice bottle of wine?” I asked.

“I can handle that,” he said.

“Sounds good.  By the way, do you have my number?”

Nodding he said, “Chelsea gave it to me a while back.”

“Send me a text and I will shoot my apartment number to you.”

Smiling he said, “See you tomorrow night.”

As I exited the clinic and headed down the sidewalk I was giddy with excitement as I thought about my upcoming dinner with Steve and how much fun it was going to be spending the evening with him.  Continuing to think about it I realized I needed to calm down because I wasn’t going to be having that much fun, after all, the guy was married and was strictly off-limits.  We were getting together so I could provide him with a home-cooked meal and discuss the whole surrogate thing, and nothing more, and I needed to get any romantic or sexual notions out of my head. 

That’s what I kept telling myself anyway, but it was sure hard not to think about.


Chapter 11

It was 7:03 p.m. when I heard a knock and as I opened the door there stood Steve with a bottle of wine in hand.  As I examined him from top to bottom I noted that he was wearing a pair of jeans and a white button-down shirt, not to mention a casual dress jacket and he was nothing less than handsome.  Catching sight of me he also did a quick scan from head to toe and then a huge smile came across his face, and he said, “Well hello.”

“Hi,” I said with a coy smile.

“You look quite lovely tonight Sydney.”

“Thank you.”

“You didn’t have to go to all the trouble of getting gussied up just for dinner with me.”

It thrilled me that he noticed all of the hard work I had put into getting ready and I appreciated hearing him say that.  After all, I had spent the entire day preparing and it was nice that he noticed. 

Although it is a Saturday, the day I liked to sleep in, I had been running non-stop.  For no reason at all, I woke up at 8:15 a.m., and as my eyes popped open my feet almost instantaneously hit the floor.  I was raring to go and knew I had a lot to do before my 7:00 p.m. dinner date, or should I say dinner, with Steve.

After a shower and a quick breakfast, I got in my car and headed toward the grocery store.  As I drove began to think about the upcoming evening and started to ponder what I would wear.  I had several things hanging in my closet that I knew would be perfect for the occasion but couldn’t decide which outfit would look best.  What to do, what to do.  After thinking about it I decided it wouldn’t hurt to swing by the mall and see if one of the shops there had something appropriate for the occasion.  After all, it was on the way to the grocers and what could it hurt?  Except for my pocketbook.

When I finished at the mall I continued my journey toward the grocery store and just as I turned into the parking lot I spied a nail salon in the attached strip center.  Glancing at my fingers, I thought of how they would look better with a manicure, so I parked the car and went inside.  The young dark-haired woman asked me if I wanted a pedicure and after thinking about it decided that wasn’t a bad idea because my poor toes needed some care too.  So, when all was said and done I walked out of the place with a brand new mani as well as a pedi because I wanted to look nice for my big date, or should I say dinner with Steve.

At the grocery store, I picked up my weekly provisions as well as the ingredients needed to prepare dinner.  I then headed home where I unloaded the car and began to prep for the upcoming evening.  Prepping as much of the meal as I could I then stored everything in the frig, planning to pull it out and finish it as the time got closer to 7 p.m.  By doing it that way, it ensured that I wouldn’t be rushing to complete everything at the last minute because I wanted everything to go smoothly and not feel under pressure.

I had bathed earlier in the day but wanted to take a quick shower before Steve arrived.  After all, company was coming over and I didn’t want to smell offensive in the presence of my dinner guest.  While cleaning up I decided to shave because I wanted my legs to look smooth as well as pretty and at the same time also took care of my underarms.  Since I had missed my last waxing appointment I decided that I should also touch up my bikini line and then for good measure decided to take care of everything in between it as well.

Drying off I began to ask myself why I was shaving my crotch for a dinner engagement with a married man.  After all, he was off-limits, and with that being the case that was one place I should not be letting him access, so why did I do it?  I knew the answer.  There was a whole lot more going on in my head that I wanted to let on.  I fancied him, which was nothing more than a recipe for disaster.

I then put on a robe and went to the kitchen where I got dinner rolling and then returned to my bedroom where I put on my makeup and got dressed.  The next thing I knew Steve was knocking on my door and after a bit of chit chat he told me, “You didn’t have to go to all the trouble of getting gussied up just for dinner with me,” I got totally off track and told you everything that I just did about my day, so please forgive me.

So, as I stood there in the doorway of my apartment, barefoot in my brand new little black dress which I had purchased at the mall, with my fingers and toes painted a nice shade of red, I smiled and said, “Won’t you come in?”

As he stepped through the door he handed me the bottle of wine and said, “I hope you like it.  The guy at the liquor store said it was good stuff.”

Examining the label I nodded and said, “I think it will be just fine.”

At that moment I just happened to notice the scent of our main course, and according to my nostrils it was getting close to done so I added, “ Let me check on our dinner, and oh, make yourself at home” and I headed toward the kitchen with Steve in tow.

“Anything I can do to help,” he asked.

Taking a corkscrew out of the drawer I handed it to him and said, “Sure, why don’t you open the wine.  The glasses are on the table.”

After retrieving two red wine glasses he returned and said, “Very fancy.”

“What’s that Steve?”

“The table.  Proper place settings and everything.  I didn’t know I was going to a five-star restaurant.”

We chuckled and I then said, “Thanks.  I just thought I would try and set the atmosphere so we would have a nice dinner.”

“If your cooking is as good as the table looks I know I’m not going to be disappointed.”

Chuckling, I said, “Why don’t you pour us a glass of wine?” and then shot him a smile before I continued bouncing around the kitchen working on our dinner.

Checking the oven, I said, “Just a couple of more minutes.”

I then got in the frig and took the salads out, which I had prepped earlier, and placed them on the table.

We clinked our glasses together and I then said, “Cheers,” and we each took a swig of our wine, and as I lowered my glass said, “Very nice.”

“I’m glad you like it,” he said.

As I stood there looking at him it was difficult not to stare, simply because he was so damn good looking.  I was truly having trouble keeping my eyes off of him, and as I continued standing there next to him I could feel that my privates had started tingling.  I was getting turned on and as hard as I tried I just couldn’t help myself. 

Damn it Sydney, get control of yourself.  After all, you don’t want to soak your panties, I said to myself. 

Telling myself to breathe, I hoped to bring my stirrings under control because this was something that I needed to try and suppress. This is exactly what I had told myself repeatedly during the past twenty-four hours, every time that I began to daydream about him.

“So, did you tell Chelsea we were having dinner?”

Finishing the swig of wine he had just taken, he replied, “Yes I did.”

“And she was okay with you having dinner with a single woman at her apartment?”

Giving me a quick nod, he replied, “Yes, she was absolutely fine with it.”

“Really?  She must not be the jealous type,” I said.

“Well, as she put it, there’s no need to be jealous, because after all, you’re going to be carrying, or potentially carrying a baby inside you that was brought to life by my sperm, and it can’t get much more intimate than that.”

I rolled my head from side to side and then chuckled and said, “That is quite true, isn’t it?  The only thing that could cause it to be more intimate would be the method your seed was delivered.”

After a moment I looked at him and saw that he was motionless and his eyes were wide open.  Realizing what I had just said I exclaimed, “Oh my God, I can’t believe that I just said that.”

He burst into laughter and then added, “It’s okay, what you said is true.” and then I joined in laughing with him.

Our laughter was soon interrupted when the oven timer began beeping, and I said, “Hope you’re hungry because dinner is just about ready.”

After we finished eating Steve insisted that he help me do the dishes as well as clean up the kitchen even though I told him I had it under control and would do it later.  I finally gave in to his offer of assistance because it was clear that he wasn’t going to take no for an answer.

Upon finishing, we then sat down in the living room with the bottle of wine that he’d brought with him that evening and continued to drink while we chatted.

“Sydney all I can say is that you are one heck of a cook.”

“Thank you.  It’s really no big deal.  Just something I whipped up.”

Chuckling he said, “No big deal?  You’re just being modest.  You certainly spent some time putting that meal together, and it was fantastic.”

“Well thank you, Steve,” and I shot him a warm smile.

“I tell you, the salad, was the best I ever had.  The lamb chops were perfectly seasoned with a flavor that was out of this world, and the jalapeno cheese grits were fantastic.  I had no idea that grits could taste so good.

“Thank you for all the compliments, Steve.  I’m just glad I was able to provide you with a home-cooked meal because we can’t have you starving now, can we?”

He chuckled and said, “Well, all I can say is it is appreciated.”

After a bit of silence, he said, “So, where are you in the decision-making process?  Or should I wait until we have a piece of that chocolate cake that I’ve yet to sample?”

“I’m still thinking about it, Steve.  After all, it’s a big decision.”

“You’re still thinking about whether you’re going to carry the baby, or that you’re going to tell me after we have dessert?”

I laughed at his remark and then replied, “What do you think?”

“I knew what you meant but was just trying to be funny.”

Nodding I said, “And it was.  You’ve got a great sense of humor.”

“Thank you.  Chelsea doesn’t always laugh at my jokes so I’m glad you appreciate them.”

Smiling at him I said, “You’re welcome.”

“So, which way are you leaning?”

“I can see you’re not going to let me off without an answer are you?”

“Hey, it’s cool.  No pressure here.  I’m just making conversation.  I just thought it was something that we were planning to discuss this evening, but we don’t have to if you don’t want.”

I smiled at him and said, “I am indeed thinking about it, honest I am.  I do think carrying a baby would be a fantastic experience, and according to everything I’ve read, it’s almost magical as you truly do connect with the child you are carrying.  On the other hand that alarms me because there’s also the potential to bond with it during those nine months and then be devastated when you have to give it up.  I feel pretty sure that I can go through the process of carrying it to term and be okay with you two taking it home versus me, but on the off chance I’m not, well, that unsettles me.”

After a few moments, I added, “Now that I’ve said what I just did you will probably think I’m not a good candidate for the job and tell your wife to scratch me off your list.”

Shaking his head he said, “No, not at all.  There’s always that potential when you are a surrogate mother.  I do appreciate your honesty in admitting that the potential for that happening kind of alarms you.  I truly do and guarantee you that Chelsea does as well.”

“Thanks, Steve.  I’m glad I’ve not disqualified myself.”

Shaking his head he said, “You’ve not and you’re still in the running.”

As I sat there looking at him it was becoming increasingly difficult not to gaze into his big, beautiful eyes, or the rest of him for that matter, because he was drop-dead gorgeous, and I had a feeling that he felt the same way about me as well.  The wine was truly working on me because I was considering going to bed with him, something that I knew I shouldn’t do. After all, he was married and belonged to another woman.  Though I knew it was wrong my body was aching to be fulfilled because there was something about him that was driving me crazy.  The tingling sensation between my legs wasn’t going to accept being ignored much longer and either he was going to have to take me right then and there or I was going to have to satisfy myself right there on the couch.  However, I didn’t think it would be polite to pleasure myself in front of company, so I dismissed the idea, temporarily anyway.  Perhaps I was getting ahead of myself as there was always the possibility that he wasn’t interested in me in that kind of way, and I was fine with that, and if that were the case I wish he would go ahead and leave and the sooner the better.  Otherwise, he might be filing rape charges on me because I couldn’t hold out much longer.

“So, Chelsea certainly is a lucky woman,” I said.

“Thank you for saying that.  I appreciate it.”

“It’s true.”

Smiling at me he said, “It certainly is nice to hear.”

“Of course, Steve, you’ve got tons of wonderful qualities.”

“Oh, Sydney,” he said modestly.

“You do.  Want to hear them?”

He laughed briefly and then said, “That’s not necessary,” and after a few more seconds he added, “Well sure.”

We chuckled at his comment and then turning in his direction I inched just a bit closer toward him and said, “I think you’re smart, funny, have a great sense of humor, and you’re very good looking.  I could go on if you like.”

“You’d better not, or my head will be so big I won’t be able to get out of the door when I leave.”

“And another thing, for being a really good-looking man you’re very modest.  I love that quality in a man.  It’s very sexy, compared to an egotistical guy who thinks he’s God’s gift to women.”

“Thank you, Sydney.  You’re very kind.”

“You’re welcome, and I’m sure Chelsea thinks so as well.”

He gave a quick nod and said nothing.

Once again as I inched a bit closer to him I said, “Anyway, that’s all.  Any girl would be lucky to have a guy like you and when my knight in shining armor finally arrives I would be fortunate if he were like you.”

Turning slightly in my direction he said, “That’s high praise indeed Sydney, and all I can say is thank you, I’m flattered.”

“You’re quite welcome,” I replied and then took a lock of my hair between my thumb and forefinger and began to play with it all the while smiling warmly at him.

At that point, our eyes were locked and I then moistened my lips with my tongue, which I’m sure was a sufficient cue that I was interested because the next thing I knew his head was moving closer to mine.  I had clearly gotten his attention with my flirting.

Before I knew it our lips were pressed together and the touch of his flesh against mine was just as wonderful as I had envisioned it would be and filled me with delight.  After about thirty seconds of kissing me softly, he opened his mouth, which was fine by me because I couldn’t get enough of him and wanted more so I wasted no time in accepting his invitation.  As our tongues swirled together passionately the two of us sat there on my couch holding one another tenderly, taking in the moment, and we enjoyed one another’s company. 

Steve was very casual as he explored my body and moved his hands very slowly as they traveled across my flesh and he did it in such a way that I almost didn’t notice how familiar he was getting with me, not that I was complaining.  Because I wasn’t, at all, and as a matter of fact, I liked it, and a lot.

As we sat there smooching and such, he had been moving his hand up the length of my thigh, headed toward my crotch, and very casually at that.  He had made it as far as the bottom of the hemline of my dress and had stopped there, clearly trying not to be too aggressive, so I grabbed onto his palm and gave it a little help as I pressed it just underneath my frock.  As he finally reached my womanhood he chuckled and said, “I love it that you’re not wearing any panties.  That’s so sexy.”

Knowing that he and I might potentially end up in a compromising position I had decided to forego them when I got dressed, figuring that would be one less garment to have to launder, which in the end would help the environment.  Hey, everyone’s got to do their part, right?

“Oh Sydney, I just love the way that you are completely bare, and you’re so smooth,” he said as he began to stroke my womanhood in a circular motion with his middle finger, which felt magnificent, just in case you were interested.

“I’m glad you like it, Steve.  Doesn’t Chelsea go bare?”

Shaking his head he said, “No, but I wish she would.”

“Well, she should, especially if it’s something you like, and by the way, let me say that I’m liking exactly what you’re doing to me right now.”

“Does that feel good?”

Nodding I said, “Very good,” and I then parted my legs slightly to provide him with some additional maneuvering room so he could continue working his magic.

As we continued kissing, I reached over and placed my hand on his crotch and discovered that he was aroused, and full, and his member was as hard as a rock.  It was also clear that he was gifted in this department as he was decently endowed and at the rate that I was going would potentially be trying it on for size in the very near future.  Deciding I would reciprocate the good work Steve was doing on me at that moment I wanted to show my gratitude and began to massage him through his trousers, which was turning him on, as his breathing was becoming heavier by the second. 

Now super turned on I was on fire and ready to take it to the next level so I said to Steve, “I know a place that’s a lot more comfortable than this couch.  Would you like me to show you?”

He smiled at me and nodded and then said, “I would like that, a lot,” so I stood up, took him by the hand, and led him into the bedroom. 

Now standing beside the bed we held one another, all the while kissing each other passionately.  There was something about him that was driving me wild and at that moment there was nothing I wanted more than for him to take me as I was sure that was the only thing that would extinguish the fire burning inside me.  After a couple of minutes, I stepped back, looked at him, smiled, and then grasped my dress by the shoulders, pulled them down and my garment then fell to the floor, immediately followed by my bra.

“Well Steve, here I am, baring my soul, as well as everything else.  Is this what you were expecting?”

Speechless he just nodded and barely eeked out an uh-huh.

Climbing up on the bed I plopped down in the middle and sat up resting against the headboard and looked at him with wanton eyes and after a few moments said, “You’re welcome to join me.”

As he started toward the bed I added, “No, no, no.  This bed is a clothes-free zone, and there is no admission until you meet the minimum requirements.”

Smiling at me he quickly discarded his clothes, and in all my life I’ve never seen anyone shed their garments so quickly.  As he removed his boxer briefs I noted that his member sprang free and I’m sure my eyes were open quite wide as I saw it live and in-person as it was huge, which excited me even more as I was longing for him to bury it inside me.

Climbing onto the bed we continued to kiss for a couple of minutes and then he decided to go down on me where he spent several minutes pleasuring me and brought me to climax during the process.  However, I wasn’t done, I wanted more and was determined to enjoy every moment of my lovemaking session with Steve. 

“Steve, I want you inside me,” I commanded.

Moving in between my legs he brushed his member against my womanhood from top to bottom, and I moaned each time that he did.  I was already wet from where he had been pleasuring me, and ready to take him and after a few moments, he surprised me by entering me in one rapid thrust, burying himself deep inside me, causing me to cry out.  It hurt slightly for just a moment and then the pain was gone as he’d just taken my virginity.

“Are you okay?”

Smiling at him I nodded and said, “I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.  It hurt for just a sec, but it’s okay.  I started this evening as a girl and am now a woman.”

“Sydney, I’m your first?”

I nodded and then smiled at him and said, “And I’m glad it was you,” and we kissed.

Steve and I made love all night, right up until the sun peeked its rays around the curtains the next morning.  It was the most spectacular night of my life, and at the end of it, I felt more satisfied than I had ever been, and not just sexually but emotionally as well.  What I had just done seemed so right, and natural and I felt as though I was finally complete in so many ways.  I had found bliss.

However, I had done something that I had vowed not to do as I’d had a relationship with a married man and the one thing I feared most was that at some point I would pay, and dearly.


Chapter 12

Over the next four weeks, Steve and I had a mad love affair like you only read about in books or see in the movies.  It was passionate, lustful, and exciting and I had never felt so alive in all my life.  Part of me wondered if I was feeling as I did because it was taboo and I was getting a thrill from fucking another woman’s man.  However, I knew this was not true because I had feelings for Steve, and they were real.

In the weeks that followed, each time that Chelsea went out of town on a business trip Steve wasted no time in getting over to my place, and on every one of those occasions, we banged like bunnies.  We just couldn’t get enough of one another, and I was loving every minute of it and all the while I was falling deeper and deeper in love, which I suspected that I would end up paying for at some point down the road with my punishment being a broken heart.

As I said, about a month had elapsed, and I just happened to notice that I was late, which concerned me because I had been regular as clockwork since my transition.  The fact that I had been irresponsible also weighed on my mind because during my relationship with Steve we hadn’t used protection, making me a prime candidate to become pregnant.  Picking up a pregnancy test at the Dollar & a Quarter store I took it home and peed on the stick and waited.  Within a minute I had the results.  I was with child.  Shit! 

I’d only been a girl for six months and now I had gone and gotten myself pregnant because I couldn’t keep my legs closed.  Actually, it was Steve who had impregnated me, but I had to take some level of personal responsibility for my actions because I was the one that let him do it so I was equally as responsible.  I called him and asked him if he could stop by for a minute because I needed to see him and I could tell by his voice that he was excited at the prospect of getting some loving.  Little did he know the surprise that I had in store, and I could only imagine the look that would come across his face when I told him that we were going to be parents.

Upon his arrival, he began kissing me, which I reciprocated, but then told him there was something I needed to talk with him about first. 

“You’re what?” he exclaimed.

Nodding I said, “I’m pregnant.”

“Oh my God, how on Earth did that happen?”

“I think we know the answer, Steve.”

“Jesus, what are we going to do?”

“I think the first thing we need to do is calm down, especially you.  After all, I’m the one that is pregnant and will carry the baby.  Then, after nine long months, I will push something the size of a watermelon out of a very small opening.  Now that I’ve said that and am processing it in my mind I am filled with terror that my body will rip in two as I’m trying to push it out.  With that being said I don’t think you have much to be worried about at all.”

Nodding he said, “Okay, I see your point, but what if Chelsea finds out?”

“That I’m pregnant or that it’s yours?”

“Either, or both.”

“Well Steve, if I carry this baby to term it might be kind of hard to hide, don’t you think?  I’m also thinking that if she found out that we’ve been screwing and that you’ve gotten me pregnant she’s not going to be very happy with you or me.”

“Sydney, that’s the understatement of the year.”

Looking at me he said, “Okay, seriously, what do you want to do?  I’ll support any decision that you make?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Honestly, I’m not sure.  On one hand, I’m young and have my whole life ahead of me and would like to enjoy it to its fullest and there’s no denying that a baby ties you down.  Then again, on the other, it’s my baby and my flesh and blood that’s part of me and I would like to raise it.”

“Alone?”

“Okay, being a single mom is not my idea of the perfect scenario, I’ll give you that.  If you weren’t married I would love raising the baby with you, because I think you would make a wonderful father and husband.”

“Sydney, I’m already married.  If we had met earlier ….”

“I know, sorry for bringing it up.”

After a pause, he said, “It’s okay,”

A few moments later he added, “For what it’s worth, I think you would be a great mom and wife, but that’s just not a possibility,” and after a pause added, “Unless Chelsea finds out that we’ve been seeing one another and divorces me, which I would hate because we’ve got quite a few years together and would hate to give up what we’ve built together.”

I nodded and replied, “I get that.”

We sat there for about a minute just saying nothing when I finally said, “You know Steve I’m sorry this happened and the last thing I would want to do is wreck your marriage.  Chelsea is a great girl, and I would never want her to get hurt, because I consider her a friend, even if I’m been sleeping with her husband,” and we chuckled as I finished speaking.

“Thanks, Sydney.”

“I tell you what, let’s sleep on it.  Maybe when we wake up in the morning one of us will have come up with some sort of a brilliant solution.  Sound good?”

Nodding he said, “Sounds good.”

“And let’s keep this between the two of us, and not a peep to Chelsea until we figure out how we are going to handle it.  Agreed?”

Once again, he nodded.

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

“I love you too,” and he gave me a big hug.

Smiling at him I asked, “Want to stay for a few minutes?” and I motioned my head in the direction of the bedroom.

“Isn’t that what got us into this in the first place?”

I nodded and said, “Yeah, I guess it is.”

“Anyway, Syd I appreciate it, but I’d better get home because Chelsea is at home waiting on me and she’s off the next couple of days and wants us to spend some time together.”

“Sure, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

Giving him one final peck on the lips he left and I closed the door behind him.  Looking out the window I saw him walking to his car and I could tell by the expression on his face, as well as the lack of pep in his step that he was not himself and I understood why.  After all, he’s been cheating on his wife and now had a pregnant girlfriend.  What guy wouldn’t be down in the dumps?

That evening I prepared a small meal for myself and then climbed in bed early and indulged myself in a book I had been working on for some time.  After about forty-five minutes my eyelids became too heavy to keep open and I gave it up and turned out the light.  Before I knew it I was fast asleep.

Waking up to pee around 2 a.m., I plopped down on the toilet, and as I sat there waiting to finish my eyes popped wide open.

Shit!  I had figured a way out of this, not only for me but for Steve as well, and it was the perfect plan.


Chapter 13

The next morning after I knew he had left the house for work, I sent Steve a text through the phone app that he and I had been using to secretly communicate since we had started our affair and asked him to meet me for lunch.  I told him that after sleeping on it, at least until 2 a.m. when I went to the bathroom, I had an idea and wanted to run it by him and he agreed to join me for a quick bite to eat.

We met at a small café near my office and were seated at a booth near the back which was somewhat secluded and in my opinion perfect as we would be able to talk freely without whispering.  During our meal, I laid out my plan and also told him that after thinking it over I felt that it was right in line with my personal desires as well and a win-win for all.  Steve said he liked it and since I was game that we should go for it because it was better than the alternative of confessing all to Chelsea and ending up divorced.  I knew he cared for her and as he’d said previously had time invested with her and I got that and if that made him happy I wanted him to have just that. 

However, the little devil sitting on my shoulder was telling me that if Steve ended up single, that wouldn’t be so bad because after all, there was a very good chance I would end up his new bride and we could raise the child together.  What would be wrong with that because after all, it was ours, right?  As much as I loved and wanted him for my very own I had gotten myself into the situation, all the while knowing there was a ninety-nine point nine percent chance he would never be mine.  With that being said I figured that in a way I deserved it because I should never have messed around with the property of another woman.

The next day was a Saturday and I texted Chelsea that morning and asked if she and Steve had dinner plans and if they didn’t, I would love to get together with them.  She said that the two of them were planning to go out to dinner and were looking forward to spending a little quality time together as she had been on the road a lot lately.  However, if I had news she might like to hear on the baby front I was welcome to come along.

I met the two of them at a Mediterranean restaurant that very night at 7 p.m. and as I walked in the door they were standing there waiting on me.  We exchanged pleasantries such as hugging, how are you, etc. and just as we had finished we were seated.  After ordering drinks, and dinner, the conversation began.

“So Chelsea, you’re probably wondering why I wanted to get together with you two tonight, though I suspect you have a pretty good idea why,” I said.

She nodded and said, “I certainly hope it’s the news that I’ve been waiting on, for about two months now because I believe that’s how long it’s been since I asked you to be our surrogate.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I do believe you are correct and it’s been right at two months.  Anyway, I wanted you to know that one, I’ve decided to accept your offer and carry your, or should I say our baby!” and at that point, we all stood up and hugged one another.

“Oh my God Sydney, that’s wonderful.  I am so excited.  We are going to be mothers, and Steve a father.” At that moment she became a bit emotional and began to tear up and as I saw that she was I gave her another hug.

“I’m so happy to be able to do this for you Chelsea,” I said.

Pulling back she said, “Sydney, you don’t know how much this means and I want to thank you, thank you so much for agreeing to help us with this, and I’ll never be able to say that enough.”

“You are very welcome,” I said, and at that point, we all returned to our seats.

Steve held up his drink and said, “Hey girls, here’s to our future baby,” and Chelsea and I then held up our glasses and we all clinked them together and took a sip.

After a few moments, Chelsea said, “Wow, even though I was kind of expecting that you were having dinner with us to tell us you had agreed to our proposal I’m still kind of in shock.  I guess it caught me off guard.  What about you Steve?”

At that moment he turned and looked at me and then at her and said, “I was pretty sure that she was going to tell us that she was having a baby,” and after a few seconds added, “For us.”

Way to go, I thought.  I was hoping that he would have acted a little more surprised because for someone who was getting ready to be a father he wasn’t acting very excited.

After a long pause Chelsea asked, “Sydney, I just realized something.  When you told us you had agreed to help us you said something like, you wanted us to know that one, I’ve decided to accept your offer and carry your baby.  Did I not hear that correctly or did you have something else to add?”

“Chelsea that is absolutely correct because I do have something else to add, which is very exciting by the way and I think you will be pleased.”

Nodding once she waved her hand and said, “Great, I can’t wait to hear what other good news you have to add to an already exciting evening and for the life of me I don’t know how it can get much better.”

“Do you remember a month ago when you were out of town and Steve and I got together for dinner to potentially discuss where I was in the decision-making process?” I asked.

She nodded and said, “Well yes, I do as a matter of fact and afterward Steve said that you were still thinking about it.”

“That’s right, or should I say that’s what Steve and I decided to tell you.  When we had dinner that evening, I actually agreed to do it but then your wonderful husband came up with another idea,” I said.

“Which was?” she asked.

“To go ahead and start the process and then after I was pregnant tell you that not only had I agreed but the pregnancy was underway, and our baby was going to be here in eight months.  I hope you’re not mad that we kept it from you because our goal was that you would be happy as well as surprised.”

With wide eyes, she asked, “So you’re telling me that I’m going to be a mom in only eight months?”

I nodded and then asked, “Well.  What do you think?”

She stood up and gave me another hug and then tears began rolling down her face, and she then turned and hugged Steve as well before we all returned to our seats.

“I have to admit, you guys really surprised me because I was not expecting that at all,” she said.

After a few moments, she added, “It must be nice being an employee at Barkley Biotechnologies, just being able to walk in and get that underway as you did.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Well, being an employee there has benefits, that’s for sure.”

“I guess, they sure kept it a secret from me,” she said.

Steve and I looked at one another and I then said, “Well, since you didn’t have to be present to get the old ball rolling, and since we wanted it to be a surprise, what can I say?  It’s great working at BB.”

“It sure sounds like it,” she replied and then added, “Well, what method did you use to get pregnant?  IVF?”

Shaking my head I said, “I knew you were up in the air about using one of my eggs as we previously discussed, simply because you were worried that I might be more attached to the baby and not want to give it up.  However, I decided that I didn’t want to do the IVF thing as that could be somewhat more lengthy and the failure rate would be higher, dragging the whole thing out.  Considering that plus the fact that I wanted to get on with it right then and there so I wouldn’t chicken out we had your husband Steve simply make a donation which was delivered into my uterus and the rest is history.”

After a brief pause, I said, “I know you were not consulted about what was going on and were not part of the whole process and I apologize but I just wanted to get on with it.  Anyway, I hope you’re not mad at me and still want the baby.”

Nodding she said, “I am a little bit hurt that I was not included and you truly did make a lot of the decisions that I would have liked to have been involved in making, including using one of your eggs and for the reasons we discussed.  However, it was one of the options we discussed and I know you were just trying to be helpful as well as surprise me and the answer to your question is yes, I still want my baby.”

The two of us laughed and I said, “Awesome, and I’m thrilled to be giving you this child to love and raise as your own.”  

After a few moments Steve added, “Babe, I take full responsibility and truly just wanted to surprise you and figured that in the end, you would be happy, even though I kept it a secret.  I hope that you’re not mad at me?” Steve said.

“Oh no sweetie not at all and I’m thrilled that we are finally going to be parents,” she replied.

“Great,” he said.

“The only thing I wouldn’t have approved of is if the two of you had decided to skip the artificial insemination process and make the baby the old-fashioned way by having sex.”

All three of us sat there silently for the next few moments and you could have heard a pin drop if there hadn’t been so much noise in the background.  Steve and I gave one another an Oh Shit! look, both of us wondering if she was wise to us and knew what we had been doing.

After a few seconds, the stone-cold look on her face was replaced with a huge smile and she then started laughing, and Steve and I immediately joined in, relieved.

“Oh Chelsea, you’re so funny,” I said, but in reality what was going through my mind was, Whew!  It appeared that we had pulled it off and gotten away with it and that our plan had worked.  I was thrilled.

“So Sydney, I want you to move in with us immediately so we can keep an eye on you and make sure that you’re getting proper nutrition and everything that is needed so you can have a healthy baby,” she said, “After all, I want to protect the two of you as much as possible during the next eight months.”

“I know you mentioned that during our initial conversation but I do have a very nice apartment and will be quite safe there I assure you.  After all, I will also be paying rent each month and there’s no need for the place just sitting there empty.  Plus, it’s my home.”

Shaking her head she said, “Good point, but you will stay at our place and we will pay your rent and any utilities.  I want you to be under my watchful eyes until baby arrives and I’m not going to take no for an answer.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Only if you insist.”

“Great.  And oh, I’ve got an OB/GYN picked out that I want you to try and get an appointment with ASAP.   I will provide you with his contact information over the weekend so you can call and set up an appointment,” she said.

“You sure are efficient,” I replied.

“Oh and Steve, please tell me you’ve had her sign the required legal documents so there is no misunderstanding of what will happen after the baby arrives,” she said in a slightly snotty tone, suggesting that she already knew he had not and was displeased with him as a result.

“I’ve not but I’ve contacted our attorney and she will have everything ready tomorrow,” he replied.

Cutting in I said, “Chelsea I plan to make this as easy as possible and I promise you that I’m not going to change my mind at some point down the road and keep the baby.  I’ve given you my word and you can take that to the bank and I will sign any necessary legal documents.”

“I appreciate that.  You realize that I trust you will do what you say and it is just a formality.”

“I do.”

“Also, and this may sound somewhat cold-hearted, but after the baby is delivered you will not be allowed to return to our house and will go straight back to your apartment upon being released from the hospital.  Do you understand why?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, if I saw the baby I might have regrets, which could open a whole other can of worms.  I get it and agree with you.”

“And not to sound callous but after the delivery, you’re also okay never having any contact with us again, right?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “I’m a little surprised because that’s not exactly what I expected.  But then again I guess if truth be told, I hadn’t thought that far ahead.  However, I understand and it’s probably for the best.  I do have to admit that I will miss the two of you because I like you both.”

“Okay great, let’s get the legal documents signed over the next day or so, and Steve will help you with moving whatever items you think you might need from your apartment to our house.  Oh, we’ve got the cutest little guest room that I am sure you’re going to love and if you don’t we will get it fixed up so that you do.”

“That sounds great Chelsea.”

“Excellent,” she replied, “Welcome to the family.


Chapter 14

The Garners, Steve and Chelsea, lived in a very nice home in North Arlington, and I think the appropriate term for such a place as theirs would be McMansion.  They had spared no expense as it had all the bells and whistles that one could ask for including marble floors in the entryway, hardwood everywhere else, granite countertops, a huge kitchen with an island, and a gorgeous swimming pool with a waterfall and hot tub.  Anyway, the place was almost like something out of a home and garden magazine, and from what I could tell the two of them were not hurting for money in the slightest.

The room they had provided for me was very nice and was not only spacious but also had a fireplace between the sleeping area and the living room portion.  Additionally, it also had a massive bathroom with a huge shower and a gorgeous garden tub that overlooked the pool area.  It appeared that I was all set and for the next eight months I would be quite comfortable. 

I had full access to the built-in oversized refrigerator in the spacious kitchen which was full of just about anything that one could possibly want.  Chelsea worked hard to make sure that I had everything that I wanted in the food department, saying that she wanted me to be happy as well as comfortable.  In many ways, she was also like a mother hen and was quite diligent in overseeing my nutrition, when she was not on the road that is.  Even though she was tough on me at times I respected what she was doing as her goal was for the baby to receive the necessary nutrients so it would be delivered healthy and happy.

Steve and I continued our steamy love affair for the next eight months, which was limited to the times that Chelsea was out of town.  Though we had to continue keeping our relationship a secret I accepted it because that was just the way it was.  Although he was mine only about half of the time or so I was grateful to get him and treasured every moment we spent together.

During the times Chelsea was away Steve would occasionally sneak me some candy or a soda, which he knew I craved as well as loved.  During those months I was pregnant there was nothing more that I wanted than chocolate peanut butter cups and I did not know why but they seemed to help satisfy my cravings.  I would tell Steve that since I could not have alcohol I needed something because a girl needs to be able to have a little fun here and there.  He always said that a little bit of sweet stuff on occasion would not hurt me and I always replied by telling him that he was all the sweet stuff that I truly needed.

During the remainder of my pregnancy, Dr. Smith at BB personally kept an eye on me.  He monitored my condition and had me in his office at least once a week, which was due to my special circumstances, i.e. that I used to be a guy.  I took great care not to disclose to Steve or Chelsea that the company was also keeping an eye on my condition because that could raise additional questions and it was best to say nothing, especially since I was having a textbook pregnancy with no problems at all.

The weeks and months passed and during that time I continued working at my job at Barkley Biotechnologies, a position which I truly loved and it also kept me busy which took my mind off the pregnancy.  From time to time I was quite uncomfortable as I toted around a belly which continued to increase in size and also made getting in and out of my office chair slightly inconvenient from time to time.  My ankles also seemed to be swollen, and that would come and go but it was somewhat annoying having to pee so much and I was sure that my child was inside jumping up and down on my bladder which was not a surprise because it tended to move around quite a bit.

With each passing day, I felt increasingly attached to the baby growing inside me and I knew deep inside that it was truly a part of me.  From time to time I would think about not giving it up and keeping it.  Then I would think about the plethora of paperwork that I signed saying that I would not try and keep it and how if I didn’t the court would probably take it away from me because I didn’t have the money for an extended legal battle.  I even thought about running away to a foreign country and once there I could raise my child in peace because they would never come after me in Argentina.  Then, as usual, I would return to reality, realizing the thoughts I’d had were foolish but that was okay because for a little while I’d enjoyed the fantasy of my child growing up with its mother.  I had given the Garner’s my word and planned to honor it, just as I was sure they would honor their guarantee to me.

From time to time I had also thought about how great it would be if somehow I were able to keep the baby and raise it with its father Steve who would be right by my side.  I just knew in my heart that we would make the greatest couple and that we were perfect for one another and nothing would give me more satisfaction than to be his wife.  All that I truly wanted was to be with him and make him happy while we raised our child together, but that wasn’t going to happen and I had to get over it.

It was a Friday morning and I woke up early and was having symptoms I had never had before during the pregnancy.  From the pains I was experiencing, I knew it was delivery day, and as I looked at the calendar I noted that it was nine months to the day that I had invited Steve over to my apartment for dinner.  Fortunately, Chelsea was not flying and the three of us hopped in the car along with my bag and headed to the hospital.  Within a couple of hours, I delivered a healthy and happy bouncing baby girl which began crying just as soon as she arrived and was immediately whisked out of the room by the nurse with Chelsea and Steve directly behind her so they could meet their new child. 

As I lay there afterward I couldn’t get the sound of my baby’s crying out of my head and I wept as I thought about what I had done as I had given up my own flesh and blood and the thought of my baby being without her mother, and me without her, crushed my soul, and the grief was unbearable.  Never in a million years would I have imagined such hurt and all I wanted to do was lay my head back and die.


Chapter 15

It was Monday morning and after eight months away I was back in my apartment taking it easy and in so many ways it was good to be home.  I was officially on maternity leave and was planning to use the time off to get some rest and recuperation, after all, I’d just carried a baby to term and my body needed time to heal as well as get back to normal.  Even though I was entitled to take a full twelve weeks I wasn’t planning to take all of it as I knew that going back to the office and resuming my duties would help to heal the wound I had suffered three days ago as my child had been taken from me.

Upon arriving home from the hospital the day before on Sunday, I saw all of my belongings, neatly placed on my living room couch.  Steve and Chelsea had undeniably returned all of my things, which I surmised was to make sure that I wouldn’t have any excuse to drop their house and that was okay.  After all, that was part of the agreement that once the baby was born I wouldn’t be allowed to return and from the way I was feeling, I knew that we’d made a good decision because if I saw my baby, even for a second, I would have a breakdown, far worse than the one I’d already had.  Steve had left a note on the counter thanking me for everything and wished me well and at the bottom drew a little heart and then put his initial, S, next to it.  I suspected that on some level that he loved me but couldn’t do anything about it because he was already married and wasn’t ready to break the vows he took and I respected that, because I would hope for the same from my husband, if I had one.  I was pretty sure that he loved his wife but felt confident that he wasn’t in love with her even though we’d never discussed the topic one single solitary time.  But somehow, I just knew.  At that point, it didn’t matter because it was all over and I was sitting in my apartment, all alone, without my child or the man I loved.  Fuck it, I told myself, the affair with Steve plus carrying and delivering the baby was honestly all about fun (with Steve) and profit (the $75,000) anyway and I didn’t care because I got what I wanted and it was done. 

Nevertheless, I kept telling myself that but I didn’t really believe it because I just couldn’t turn my emotions on and off and look at the last nine months as just a good time with Steve followed by a financial transaction where I was paid for having a baby.  I was just not cut out that way.

I got a text from my bank and logged in and saw that $80,000 had been deposited into my account.  All that I could figure was that Steve and Chelsea had decided to give me a bonus for a job well done, which I appreciated, but I didn’t suspect I would be getting any referrals from them in the future.  I was glad to have the money and was sure that at some point in the future I would spend a little of it, but at that moment it didn’t make me feel any better.  Perhaps I just needed time to heal emotionally as well as physically, only time would tell.

It was early afternoon when the doorbell rang and as I answered it there stood Chelsea who smiled at me and said, “Hi, I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

“Not at all,” I said as I hugged her, “Won’t you come in?” I asked.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Please have a seat,” I said and the two of us sat down in the living together.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I asked.

“Oh no thank you, I can’t stay long but I appreciate it.”

After a few moments of silence, I asked, “How’s the baby?”

She smiled and said, “She’s fine.  Steve’s getting his first dose of being alone with her, one of the reasons I’m not staying long.”

We chuckled and I then said, “I’m sure he’s doing great.  By the way, what did you name her?  If that’s okay to ask.”

“Sure, we named her Violet.”

“Oh my God Chelsea, that’s such a good choice and I just love that name.”

“Thank you.  So you’re recovering okay from the delivery?  Everything going well?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, and I’ve had several friends and co-workers stop by and check on me so not to worry because I have plenty of people looking out for me.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear that.  By the way, you received the money?” she asked.

“Yes, a short while ago, and thanks for the bonus, it was completely unexpected.”

“You are welcome.  By the way, there was something I wanted to talk to you about regarding Steve,” she said.

I nodded and said, “Oh?”

“I know that we agreed that we would break contact after the baby was born and wanted to tell you that applies to Steve as well,” she said in a rather matter-of-fact tone.

“Well Chelsea I assumed that the phrase breaking contact meant all of us, so we are good there.”

“I just wanted to make sure because I know about the affair you’ve had with Steve the past nine months.”

Oh shit!  I thought to myself.  She knows.  At that point, I hardly knew what to say because her confronting me was the last thing on Earth that I expected, especially after moving out of her house and us agreeing to terminate all relations.  Evidently, I wasn’t as home free as I’d thought.

“Chelsea I’m speechless.”

“I assumed that my comment would catch you off guard.”

Nodding I said, “And it truly did.  How long have you known?”

“I knew about it the very first night he was with you, the one where you invited him over for dinner, right about nine months ago.  When he told me he was going over to your house for dinner I just had a feeling that something might happen, one that I can’t even explain.  I think they call it women’s intuition.  Anyway, we have this family locator feature on our cell phones where we can track one another for security purposes.  That night the little blip on the map never left your place and went home, and on top of that I logged in and checked our security cameras, also confirming that he never came home, and that’s when I knew.”

“Oh my God, I’m so embarrassed and feel like a dirtbag.  You must think I’m the worst person in the world.”

“I did initially and was hating on you pretty bad, but then I had a thought, what if I just hung in there and was patient?  Perhaps an affair with Steve would encourage you to be our surrogate, which I wanted very much because I knew a child that the two of you created with be one that was physically attractive as well as brilliant.  Then I got even more than I asked for when you turned up pregnant from screwing him.  That night at the restaurant when you two tried to say that you had started the artificial insemination process without telling me so you would surprise me was comical as well as unbelievable but I just went along with it.”

“Why did you not say anything?  Most women would go off the rails if they knew their husband was having an affair.”

Smiling she said, “A couple of reasons, I wanted a baby more than anything, and I hoped and prayed if I could just be patient and stay the course that I would get exactly what I wanted, and I did.  As far as Steve, the moment he decided to step over the line I had a decision to make, keep him or kick him to the curb.  Now, he’s a good and decent guy but he’s also a man, and men are tempted as it’s just part of their nature.  I could divorce him and take my chances on finding someone equal or better who wouldn’t cheat on me or I can forgive his indiscretion.  As I said, he’s a man and they will be tempted, especially by beautiful young women,” as she finished speaking she turned her head slightly and gave me a displeased look, indicating that she was talking about me.  It was true, I had been the temptress.

Continuing she said, “I knew if everything fell into place and I got the baby I wanted that he would break it off with you for the good of his relationship with me, and stay and help raise our child.  After all, when all is said and done he is a pretty good guy and also very loyal and it would be impossible to replace him.”

I was shocked at what she had just shared with me and in so many ways it sounded cold, and almost like a business arrangement versus a marriage.  If this was the type of person she was it was no wonder that Steve had strayed because it was clear that she was not the warm, caring, and loving type.

“Chelsea, at this point all I can say is that I am sorry, and it was never my goal to hurt you and I am ashamed that you found out,” I replied.

“Sydney, at this point the indiscretions are over and all of us are starting new chapters in our lives, me, you, and Steve, and I’m not going to try and dress you down for fucking my husband for the past nine months every time I was out of town.  It’s over and I forgive you.  I’m just asking you for one thing.  Do not contact Steve, and if he contacts you ignore him.  If he gives you a hard time and insists on getting together with you tell him if he does not leave you alone you are going to contact me and tell me everything.  That is all I ask.  If you can do this one thing for me you and I are good and you are completely forgiven.  Can you do that for me?”

Looking down I then returned my gaze to her and replied, “Yes, and you can count on it, and if he gives me any trouble I will text you, fair?”

She nodded, “Yes.”

After a pause, I asked, “By the way, have you confronted Steve about this?”

She shook her head and said, “No, and at this point, there is no need to humiliate my husband and the father of my child by confronting him about his affair because that would only cause problems, which is the last thing we need right now, especially with a new baby.  I think it’s best to leave everything as it is and move on with life.  It’s best for you, me, and Steve, don’t you agree?”

I nodded and said, “Chelsea, I wish you well,” and at that point, we stood up.

Walking her to the door I opened it and then said, “Now, it’s my turn to ask you for something.”

With an inquisitive look on her face, she asked, “Yes?”

“Take care of my baby and always love her like she’s your own.  Please promise me that,” and I burst into tears.

We hugged one another and stood there for some time until I finally calmed down and she then looked at me and said, “You have my guarantee, and never worry about that for a second and I promise you that I will always love her just as much as you do.”

At that point, we gave one another one last hug and she left, and I closed the door behind her.


Chapter 16

To take my mind off of the fact that I had lost the man that I loved as well as my baby, Violet, I decided to return to work a mere four weeks later, even though I was eligible to take a full twelve weeks off.  Since I enjoyed my work it wasn’t punishment but fun as that is the way that I viewed my position.

I’d been back at work about a week and it was a Friday, and a pretty routine one by all accounts.  When the lunch hour arrived I walked across the street to a local café where I enjoyed dining from time to time.  After ordering I sat down at one of the tables and then dug into a good book, or should I say e-book, that I had been working on for some time.  The next thing I knew I heard the chair across the table being pulled out by the squeaking on the floor and as I looked up there was Steve who was taking a seat across from me.

He smiled and asked, “How’s it going?”

Oh, boy!  I couldn’t believe this.  I’d just about reached a point where I was able to get on with my life and then this guy shows up.  Unfuckingbelievable, I thought, for lack of a better term because that was all I could come up with at that moment.

Very curtly I said, “Hi Steve.”

“Hi,” he replied.

I sat there giving him a hateful look, one which indicated that I was less than pleased to see him sitting there in front of me, which I’m sure he knew as anyone in their right mind would have.

“What can I do for you today Mr. Garner?” I asked.

“Syd, I know that after everything that happened I’m probably the last person on planet Earth that you want to see and I get that, and the fact that you are pissed off at me, well, I deserve it.”

“What do you want Steve?” I asked in a shitty tone as I sat there with my arms crossed.

“Hey look, all I ask is that you hear me out and when I’m done speaking, if you want me to leave I will, permanently, and I won’t beg, plead, or otherwise and you will never hear from me again.  Fair enough?”

Giving him a disgusted look, I said, “I will hear you out, but at the end of it your little speech, if I ask you to leave and you don’t, I’m going to call your wife and tell her the entire story of me and you, with all the gory details from start to finish.  Understand?”

“You have every right to hate me, and it’s obvious that you do, but I agree to your terms.”

“As they say in Texas, start talking.”

“Chelsea was entitled to twelve weeks of maternity leave from her company and was taking that time getting to know her new daughter Violet and was enjoying every minute of it.  Then less than a week ago she got a call and was asked if she could come in and fly a mission.  You know how it is, there’s a shortage of everything right now, including corporate pilots, right?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, go on.”

“Anyway after they agreed to pay her double for the job plus give her a full extra week of paid maternity leave she agreed because it seemed like a good deal.  After all, it was only a two-day job.”

“Sounds like a great deal to me.”

“Syd, on the way back from Vegas her jet went down,” and as he finished speaking I could see in his eyes that he was not only hurting but was telling the truth as well as they began to fill with water.”

“Oh my God Steve, I think I heard something in the news about a private jet going down.  Was that her?”

He nodded.

“She didn’t survive?”

Shaking his head he said, “All souls aboard were lost.”

I rose, stepped over to him and he immediately stood up and we then hugged one another.

“Oh, Steve, I am so sorry.”

After a few moments, we pulled apart and he said, “I guess I’m a widower now, with a baby, something I definitely hadn’t planned on.”

“Steve, is there anything I can do?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, I want to ask you to sit down with me for another moment and hear me out because it’s important” and we then took our seats.

“Syd, I don’t know if you know it or not but I’ve been in a marriage with a woman with whom I’ve not been in love for some time.  The two of us loved one another and enjoyed each other’s company but that’s about it, there was no passion, just a friendship of sorts.”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I already knew that.”

“You did?  How?”

“I could just tell.”

Smiling at me he said, “Then hopefully you could also tell that the woman who I’ve been in love with for almost a year is sitting right here next to me and I’m just as crazy about her today as that evening when we started our whirlwind affair, and over the past month I’ve missed her like you wouldn’t believe.  I’ve had many a night where I’ve laid in bed and thought about you and wished you were next to me, imagining your scent and the soft touch of your flesh as I remembered all the good times we’d had.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, and I feel the same way about you Steve, and after I had to move out it hurt so much not being able to at least see you each day, even though sometimes, we couldn’t be together.”

“I’m so sorry all of that happened Syd, every bit of it,” he said and then lowered his eyes.

Shaking my head, I reached across the table and took his hand, and said, “I was equally guilty Steve, and could have stopped our love affair before it even started but chose not to because I already had feelings for you and wanted nothing more than to be with you, in every way.”

“Which resulted in the little bundle of joy named Violet who we both love very much.”

A tear began running down my cheek and my voice cracked as I said, “Yes, very much Steve, and I’ve been dying inside not being able to see her and hold her in my arms,” and I began weeping.

“Hey, it’s all gonna be okay,” he said as he attempted to wipe the tears from my face.

“I’m sorry I’m getting so emotional.”

“It’s okay, it’s your child, you’re supposed to be a little emotional.  Sydney, I know that Chelsea is barely gone, and I can’t bring her back, God knows I can’t.  Some might say I’m insensitive and callous to her memory with what I’m about to say but I just couldn’t wait because I’ve been about to burst inside wanting to tell you what’s on my mind.”

“What is it, Steve?  Just tell me, it’s okay.”

“Sydney you have every right to tell me no to what I’m about to say and if that’s the case I will respect your decision.  Anyway here goes.  Syd, I love you and want and need you in my life, and Violet does too, and at this moment in time more than ever.  Please agree to marry me and become my wife so we can raise our child together?  She’s our flesh and blood and needs both of her parents.  Oh, Sydney, please?”

We stood up and hugged one another and the tears rolled down my face as I cried. After I was able to regain my composure, I said, “Yes, I will be your wife and will be proud to be Mrs. Steve Garner and it will be an honor to raise your child and I promise to love you every day and will work as hard as I can to make you happy.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that, and I will work hard to make you happy too.”

He then looked across the room toward the entrance to the dining area and a middle-aged woman with blonde hair, who I hadn’t noticed earlier, was standing there holding a baby.  When she saw him motion to her, she began walking from across the restaurant toward us.

“Syd, meet my mom, I told her the entire story and she’s looking forward to having you as her future daughter-in-law.”

As his mother handed Violet to me she said, “Sydney, meet your daughter,” and as I took her into my arms and held her close, I wept with joy as I finally had my baby, and she was right back where she belonged, with her mom.  I was thrilled beyond belief to have my little girl back and the prospect of Steve and I raising her together filled me with joy.

We lived happily ever after and had three more children in the coming years and my relationship with Steve continued to be one of the greatest love stories of all time, and still is to this day.
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