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Chapter 1

Overworked.  That’s the only word that accurately describes my past year as an executive chef for the restaurant group where I was employed, and I was completely exhausted.  This is not unusual in the restaurant business and is actually standard practice.  This is the reason that every eating establishment in the country from high end to highly economical has constant turnover.  After a recent change in ownership I was let go, which is not uncommon as new owners typically want to bring in their own people.  I didn’t look at this as all bad since they did provide me with a severance package of $25,000 for my years of service.

My story starts on a sunny Monday in May, which was the day that changed my life in a major way as you will soon see if you keep reading this story.  As unbelievable as this is going to sound please believe me, every word is absolutely true.

Not far from my apartment is a small coffee shop where I drop in from time to time, order a cup of joe, plop down in one of the comfy chairs, and work on my cookbook, which I have been working on for five years if you must know.  Okay, I’m moving a little slow at getting it finished, but you would be too if you had been working up to sixteen hours a day with practically never a day off year after year, but I digress, and will continue with the story.

Sitting in my favorite coffee shop sipping a café mocha, I was working on Chapter 3 of my cookbook, which dealt with entrees.  Chapter 1 had been about appetizers, Chapter 2 had been on salads, and I’m sure that you get the idea of how I was laying it out.  The section I was working on was probably the hardest because entrees require the most preparation, and on top of that I’m a bit of a perfectionist when it comes to cooking, maybe I’m not when it comes to a lot of other stuff but a guy has to have standards, right?

All of a sudden I heard, “Kyle?  Kyle Williams?”

I looked up and saw my best friend from high school, Barry Evans, standing right there in front of me, so I stood up, we shook hands, and gave each other a man hug.

“Barry, I can’t believe it’s you!  How long has it been?”

“Eight years, since we graduated high school. 

“What are you doing in Austin?” I asked.

“I live here.”

“No kidding?  How long have you been here?”

“Three years.”

“I’ve been here about five years myself.  Hey, here’s an empty chair next to mine, please sit down and join me if you have time.”

Barry appeared to be in pretty good shape as he was 5’11, about 175 lbs., had blonde hair, blue eyes, rugged features, and was one of those guys that women tend to fall all over.

“I really wish I’d know you were here Kyle, I would have loved to have gotten together with you.”

“Same here, I’m sorry, I should have done a better job of staying in touch with you.”

“Hey, not to worry, I’m equally as guilty as you.”

“So Barry, what do you do?”

“I’m a biomedical engineer.”

“A what?”

We both laughed at my question and then he said, “A biomedical engineer, it’s a pretty broad career field but I’m a specialist in genetic engineering as it relates to ….”

I was sitting there with a deer in the headlights look when he stopped talking and then I said, “You can stop right there, you lost me at biomedical, what was that again?”

We both laughed at my comment once again and then he concluded by saying, “My work deals with tissue and organ development.”

Scratching my head, I said, “Well, it sounds sophisticated, but I bet it pays good.”

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m currently with the Texas Workforce Commission and am an Unemployment Specialist.”

Looking at me with a puzzled look he said, “Wow, I did not know that, for some reason I thought you were a chef or something.  How do you like it?”

“Dude, I’m unemployed.”

Nodding his head, he said, “Well, I’m sorry to hear that but I guess it happens to the best of us.  I hope you have some prospects on the horizon.”

“They actually gave me a severance package when I left so, I’m doing fine, plus I’m going to manage my money carefully so I can take my time before looking for another job, and that will give me time to work on my cookbook.”

“No kidding, that sounds pretty cool.  Let me know when you’re finished with it and I will buy a copy.”

“That’s a deal, and I will even autograph it for you for free.  So, Barry, have you managed to stay single or are you married? Kids?  House out in Round Rock with a white picket fence?”

“I’m afraid not, every time I think I’ve found the right girl she’s not interested in me, so I’m still looking.  What about you?”

“My relationship history has been what you might call scattered, and mainly because of work.  Working as a chef you pull up to sixteen hours a day, sometimes with no days off.  Let’s just say it’s not conducive to healthy relationships, no wait, let’s just say it’s not conducive to relationships, healthy or otherwise, period,” I said.

Barry and I sat there for about an hour catching up on the past eight years and we really had a great time, which made me wish that I had not let so much time pass by without at least talking to him.  When we had been in high school, we had been close, and it was unbelievable how we had drifted apart as we did, but maybe this was a chance to rekindle our friendship.  Before he left, we exchanged contact information, and made plans to get together again soon.  I was looking forward to spending some time with an old friend and not working all those crazy hours.


Chapter 2

About two weeks had passed since I last saw Barry and we were finally going to get together for dinner.  I graciously accepted right after he said he was picking up the tab.  He said he had something he wanted to discuss with me, and he was sure I would find it interesting, even if I was not interested, but he could say no more.  What on earth did he want to talk to me about?  I would soon find out, and at one of the city’s nicest restaurants, a place I had wanted to try for some time, and one where I wouldn’t object to being the executive chef should they ask.

It was a Thursday night at 7:45 when we met at the little French restaurant in downtown Austin.  I decided that since I was planning on drinking, and very heavily at that thanks to my good friend Barry’s offer to pick up the check, that I should be responsible and not drive so I took a Suber that delivered me right to the front door.  As I stepped out of the car and onto the sidewalk, I pulled out my phone and looked at the time and saw that I had one minute to spare.  As I walked in, I looked off to the left and saw Barry at the bar chatting up an attractive young blonde woman in a white dress, who was apparently enjoying her conversation with him, obvious by her body language.  I kept my distance before approaching him as I did not want to be a blocker, but next thing I knew he saw me and was motioning me over to the bar where he was entertaining his new friend.

“Kyle good to see you,” he said, and he then extended his hand to me and we shook.

“Good to see you,” I said.

“Oh, Kyle this is Tiffany, Tiffany this is Kyle,” he announced to us.

I extended my hand to her which she took and said, “Pleased to meet you.”

“And it’s nice to meet you,” I said.

As I looked at her, I could see that she was even more beautiful close up, and as matter of fact she was breathtaking.

“Barry, I see your friend is here, so I’d better let you guys visit.  See you around?” she asked as she shot him an inquisitive smile.

“You bet.  I’ll call you soon,” he said.

Biting her lower lip she then smiled and said, “Looking forward to it,” and then walked over to another table where she joined two other equally beautiful women.

I leaned toward him and said, “Hey, I almost did not want to walk up on you, and I certainly did not want to be a cock blocker.”

Waving his hand, he said, “Don’t worry about it, I’ll be going out with her soon enough.”

“Lucky you,” I said.

“We’ll see.  It’s what’s on the inside that counts, and sometimes that’s hard to find.  At this point I know nothing about her, she could be a complete psycho for all I know.”

Nodding my head, I said, “Based on some of my past relationships, I can agree with that statement.”

“So, are you ready to eat?” he asked.

“You bet.”

We were shown to our table where we sat down and got settled in, ordered appetizers and a very nice bottle of wine, one which I normally would not order because of the price, and then we continued to chat.

“Kyle, I’ve been thinking a lot about you since I ran into you last, and about our conversation.”

I nodded my head.

“You’ve really been on my mind at work, as there’s a project I’ve been working on, that, well, I think you might be interested in.”

“Tell me more.”

“Have you ever heard of the theory that a man could carry a baby?”

“Carry it where?”

We both started laughing and then I said, “If you’re talking about a man carrying a baby in his belly and then delivering it via C-Section, then yes.  They even did a movie about it with that German guy.”

“He’s actually Austrian but that’s beside the point.  Anyway, our lab has been working on this technology for years, and we have finally developed a womb that can be placed in a man, which can carry a baby to term.”

“That’s pretty cool.  Where are you with the project?  Has it been tested yet?”

“It’s not been tested.  Yet!  We are actually looking for a volunteer for Project Eve.  Do you know anyone that might be interested?” he said while looking dead at me.

“Barry, you’re not thinking ….”

He sat there silently still looking at me and finally nodded his head and said, “Yes.  Why not?  I think you would be perfect for the test.”

Taking a big gulp of wine, I then put down my glass and asked, “Even if I were interested, which I’m not, why do you think I would be such a great candidate for the test?”

“Simple, your single, in good health, and have the time since you’re not working right now.”

“But you forget,” I said, “I am going to have to go back to work eventually, as it’s just a matter of time until my money runs out.

“What if I told you that this was a paying gig?”

“To let you put a womb in me and carry a baby to term is probably going to cost more than your company is willing to pay.  Sorry dude, not gonna happen.”

“On top of what the company will pay you, there are living expenses and a stipend while you’re pregnant, plus free medical care.  Oh, and we will take the womb out after the experiment is over, our expense.”

“That’s good to know, I thought that was going to cost extra,” I said facetiously.

Then waving my hand I said, “No way, you don’t have enough money to get me to do this.”

“How much money do you need?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I can guarantee you’re not really willing to pay what it would take, so forget it.”

“Give me a number.”

“Just like that, give you a number?”

Nodding his head, he said, “Yes.  We have a budget of course but go ahead and give me a number.”

“A million dollars.”

“We don’t have that much in the budget.”

“Five hundred thousand!” I exclaimed.

“Let’s cut straight to it, we have two hundred and fifty thousand, plus all the other things I talked about.”

At this point he had my attention.  With that much money I could take off as much time as I wanted, as long as I was careful with my spending.

“That money would come in handy.”

“I thought you might say that.  Think about it, you could work on your cookbook, not have to worry about going back to work until you are ready, hell, you could pretty much do what you want.”

“If I were interested, how soon would I need to let you know?” I asked.

“Would you be able to let me know by Sunday night, so I could announce it at the Monday morning staff meeting?”

Nodding I said, “I can do that.  The money is appealing but I need some time to think about it.”

“I think that’s wise, as there are hazards involved,” he said.

“I assumed as much, since nothing like this has been done before and anything could happen.”

“Yeah, pretty much.  If you do decide to move forward it’s not a done deal until you pass the medical and mental health portion, showing that you are a good match for the program.”

“Of course.”

“Here comes the waiter, want to order?”

“Since you’re buying, I’m going to order the biggest steak on the menu, especially since I might be eating for two in the near future.”

“And if you do this there’s no alcohol either, so you’d better enjoy that wine while you can,” he said.


Chapter 3

Over the next few days I spent a lot of time thinking about Barry’s offer to be the first man to carry a baby to term using their company’s newly developed womb.  The thing that concerned me most was that I would have a strange organ residing in my body supporting a real live baby, and in essence I would be its mother.  What a concept!  And if I was mom, who was the actual father?  I guess I would learn that later, when and if I actually signed up for the project.  I was also worried about something going wrong, such as how would my body react to having a strange organ in it?  Just how dangerous would this be?  Could I actually die from it?

Okay, the reason they were probably wanting to pay me $250,000 was because there was an element of danger involved, however, Barry would not have suggested I do it if it was extremely dangerous.  After all, would a friend let a friend sign up for a procedure like this one if it was all that hazardous?

On the flip side, it was $250,000!  Provided that I survived, with no permanent damage, it would be a new beginning for me, in every way imaginable.  I would have nine months off to carry the baby, could go back to work whenever I was ready, and just kind of enjoy life.  Plus, I could work on my cookbook, finish it and hopefully get it published, and make a million dollars if everything went as planned.  I would also be able to do a little travelling, something which I enjoyed doing but never had the time for as I was always working at the restaurant.

Sunday night about 7:30 I received a text from Barry, and he asked, Have you thought about my offer?

Yes, I have, I replied.

And?

I must be out of my mind, but I’m gonna do it.

Fantastic!  I’ll be in touch with you tomorrow.

Little did I know but the decision I had just made was going to be a life changing one, and in a way, I could never have imagined in all my wildest dreams.  But I would find out soon enough that the pursuit of money comes at a price, and that the associated payment is usually expensive, and I mean very expensive.

The next morning, I received a text message from Barry who told me that I would be receiving a call from someone at his company to talk to me about getting started with the application process for Project Eve, and he was not kidding.  Within an hour a lady named Ellen called me and directed me to their website where I filled out a plethora of paperwork about my mental and physical and wellbeing, in addition to a number of forms releasing their corporation from any and all liability whatsoever.

About a week later I was invited to their headquarters where a panel of shrinks interviewed me and asked me a lot of questions in an attempt to determine if I was crazy or not.  The thing that really got me was how were they going to say I was not insane, after all, I’m a guy volunteering to have women’s hardware placed inside me, so I can grow a baby to term.  I don’t know who’s more nuts, me for volunteering or them for picking someone who’s willing to do it.

Then I was off to their medical branch where I was run through a full physical which I’m pretty sure included every test known to mankind, and then some on top of that.

Just as they had finished all of their tests and I was getting ready to leave Barry showed up at the front desk.

“Kyle, how did it go today?”

“Hey guy, it went good.”

“Fantastic.  Have you eaten?”

“No but I’m starved.  After all, your people had me fast to prepare for the physical, and I’ve been here since 6:00 a.m. so I think I could eat a horse.”

“Come one, follow me,” he said. “We’ve got a great dining room.”

As we walked through the hallways of the building, I noticed how beautiful the facility was and said, “Barry, this place must have cost a fortune.  I’ve never seen so much glass and granite in one place in my life.”

“This is a Fortune 500 company, and they like to do it up right.”

“Obviously, and they spare no expense.”

We arrived at the executive dining room where we were seated at a table and given menus.  As I looked around, I noticed how beautiful the place was from the calming wall colors to the lighting and the artwork placed around the room.

“Do you get to eat in here every day?” I asked.

“Sure, I’m Executive Vice President in charge of Biomedical Engineering.  It’s one of my perks of working for the company.”

“Very nice Barry, you’ve done well for yourself.”

“Thanks.”

Looking around again I said, “Wow, I wouldn’t mind being chef at a place like this.”

“After this is all over, perhaps I could put in a word for you, we have openings that come up from time to time.”

“That would be awesome,” I said.  “By the way, what do you mean after this is all over?  Like after I leave here today?  Or after the experiment is over or what?”

“I meant after you are accepted to the program and complete the project.”

“You’re pretty confident that I’m going to be approved.”

Raising his hands up and to the side he said, “Hey, I’m a confident guy.  So, did Dr. Marcus tell you how all this works?”

“She said if I was selected for this, I would give birth via C-Section, that the womb would be removed at that time, and that the baby would be given to foster parents and monitored for a year to make sure it was healthy, and so on and so forth.”

“Yes, she did a good job explaining it I see.”

“To be quite honest, why is it important that a man be able to carry a baby?  Am I just dense or something?  I don’t get it.”

“Think about this, you have a married couple, and the woman does not want to, or cannot for whatever reasons, take time off to get pregnant and carry a baby to term.  However, the husband does have the time or is willing to do it.  So, you harvest the eggs from the female, fertilize them with his sperm, plant them in the guy, and presto, instant mom with a bun in the oven.  Also, what if neither husband or wife wanted to do the job and no female surrogate is available or willing to do it?  Just find a guy that’s up for the task and boom, problem solved.”

“I see what you are saying Barry, and it makes sense, but do you think guys would line up to carry babies to term for other people?”

“What if they were getting paid?  And handsomely at that?”

“What can I say?  Only in America.”

“God Bless the U.S.A. Kyle.”

The lunch we had was fantastic and I’ve got to tell you, the food was well prepared, and all the ingredients were top notch.  This was a place that I would love to work in if the opportunity ever presented itself, as it was a Monday through Friday eight hour a day chef job, and trust me, there are not many of those.

After we finished our meal Barry gave me a tour of the building and then we headed back to the main lobby where I thanked him and then headed home.

About two weeks later on a Friday I received a call from Barry.

“Kyle, how’s it going?”

“Good, how about you?”

“Couldn’t be better!”

“Great.”

“I wanted to let you know that we’ve approved you to participate in Project Eve, if you’re still interested, that is.”

“Are you kidding?  When do I start?”

Laughing he said, “Monday is a holiday, so how about Tuesday?”

“That works for me.”

“Good.  We will have a car pick your up at 6:00 a.m. and you will be brought here where we will do the procedure first thing.  Bring an overnight bag because you will be staying with us at least one night, maybe two.”

“I will be ready,” I said.

“Great.  See you on Tuesday.”


Chapter 4

All went as planned and I was picked up bright and early on Tuesday morning, and taken to the company’s campus for the procedure, which was actually not too bad.  Upon waking up in my room the first thing I did was inspect the surgical site where I noticed there was actually a very small incision on my belly that had been sewn up very neatly.  The biggest question on my mind was how did they get a womb inside me through that little opening?  It’s amazing what they can do in this day and time.

Barry stopped by later in the afternoon to visit me and see how it was going.

Walking into my room he asked, “How are you feeling?

“Overall, pretty good, considering that I’ve just had female plumbing installed inside me.”

“Fantastic, you seem to be doing pretty well for a pregnant guy.”

“So, as I understand it, when the womb was installed it was already impregnated, so I’m pregnant now?”

“Installed is such a mechanical word, don’t you think?  I prefer the world implanted.”

After spending two nights at their facility they gave me some basic wound care instructions for the slit on my tummy and decided to let me go home.  I was fully briefed that if I had any trouble at any time not to go to the hospital but to call their twenty-four-hour emergency line and they would pick me up and bring me back to the company medical facility.

I was glad to get home, back where my stuff was, and I was certainly looking forward to sleeping in my bed and getting a good night’s rest. 

Waking up Friday morning I felt great, so I got up, had some coffee, and read the news on my phone to see what craziness was going on in the world.  Then deciding I needed to get ready for the day I headed to the shower where I turned the water on to warm it up and then removed all my clothes, which beat showering with clothes on, right?  Standing there looking at myself in the mirror I could not put my finger on it, but my body looked different somehow.  Examining myself I could have sworn that my body now had a slight hourglass figure, that my rear end was larger and rounder, and that I had definable breasts, however small they might be.  Nah!  Couldn’t be!  I jumped into the shower and got myself cleaned up so I could get rolling as I had errands to run including grocery shopping as well as a variety of other mundane tasks. 

After arriving home Friday afternoon, I checked my mail, and put my groceries away.  I did not really have any plans but thought that an evening at home enjoying a gourmet meal, cooked by yours truly, sounded like a great way to end the week.  After working in the restaurant business for so many years where I was constantly pressured to provide high quality meals in no time flat, it was nice to be able to take my time and fix myself a nice dinner in a stress-free environment.

While eating dinner I streamed a movie, which I stopped halfway through so I could finish cleaning up the kitchen, and then returned to watching it.  Then I pulled out my laptop and did some general web surfing before heading off to bed, where I picked up my e-book reader and continued reading a novel I had been working on for some time.  As I was reading, I caught a glimpse of my hands and noticed that they appeared different somehow and looking at them closer it seemed that they were smaller, which was completely impossible.  Deciding that I desperately needed a good night’s sleep I put my reader down, turned off the light, and started counting sheep, and before I knew it, I was in dream land.

I awoke Saturday morning feeling rested but slightly sick to my stomach, which disturbed me somewhat.  The attending physician at the company medical facility who installed my implant said that it might be possible for me to feel morning sickness as a part of the procedure, but it was not likely, and certainly not before I was four weeks along.  I would sure like to kick her in the nuts, if she had any, as I was feeling awful and puked my guts out, which is the last thing you want to do when you first get up in the morning. 

After throwing up I felt much better and was ready to resume my day.  I arose from the porcelain god to the sink, turned on the water, washed my face and rinsed out my mouth, and then dried my face with a hand towel.  Looking at myself in the mirror I had the shock of my life when I did not see Kyle in the mirror, but a young red headed woman looking back at me.  Examining myself I confirmed that it was true and not some sort of dream or drunken state, as I truly appeared to be a member of the opposite sex with long hair, breasts, smaller features, and the whole nine yards.  I would also like to add that I was missing a very important piece of equipment, which had been replaced by a vagina.

The first thing I thought about was what the team at the company had told me, which was to call the emergency number and not go to the hospital, which made sense.  Could you imagine how the ER staff at any hospital would react if I walked in and said, “Hey, help me, I’m a woman and used to be a guy.”

Funny farm here I come, right?

Instinct told me to contact the son-of-bitch that got me into the situation in the first place, my old friend, maybe soon to be ex-friend and victim of a homicide, Barry.

Texting him I said, Hey dude, are you free today?

Replying back, he said, I was wondering how you were doing, of course I am.

Would you mind swinging by my apartment, there is something I need to show you, that you are not going to believe.

Of course, Kyle, maybe I could take you to lunch.  If I arrived there in a few hours or so, about 11 a.m., would that be fine?

Yes.  Feel free to arrive early if you wish.  I look forward to seeing you.

I spent the next couple of hours trying to gather my thoughts waiting for him to arrive, so I could fucking kill him for getting me into this mess.  Then again, maybe I was just being hormonal, with me now being a woman and all.

At 10:37 a.m. the doorbell rang, and I opened it wearing a pair of my ex-girlfriends yoga pants, and a loose fitting dress shirt, with my long red hair hanging down to my shoulders.  He just looked at me and finally asked, “Hi, is Kyle here?”

Smiling at him I said, “He is expecting you in the drawing room sir, won’t you please come in?”

He followed me into the living room where I offered him a seat on the sofa and then I sat down in a chair across from him.

“Miss, I don’t believe we’ve met, are you a friend of Kyle?”

“Oh, yes.  I’m a friend of Kyle in a major way.”

“Fantastic, I’m Barry,” he said. “And you are?”

“I guess you could call me Kyle, or wait, now, maybe you could call me Kyla,” and then I busted out laughing, at a much higher pitch than normal thanks to my newfound voice.

He sat there just staring at me, not understanding my off the wall humor, which was appropriate considering the absurdity of the situation.

“Barry, there’s something I’m going to need to explain to you, and this is going to come as a shock, however, it won’t shock you more than it did me,” I said.

For the next several minutes I explained to him that I was Kyle, and he said I was crazy and that was not possible and so on and so forth.  The conversation included a series of validation questions, and answers, that only he and I could possibly know the answers to which included our personal experiences from adolescence, and finally he was convinced that it was truly me.

“Holy shit Kyle, I can’t believe it!  It really is you!  What the hell?”

“You’re asking me what the hell?  What the hell?  You’re the one that suggested that I participate in the project and now look at me dude, I’m a woman, a real live woman with tits and I’ve even got a pussy.”

At this point I could tell from the look on his face that he had no idea what to say, and after all, what could he say?  Sorry that you’re a woman dude?

“Kyle, I think we need to call the emergency number, and now.”

So, we called the emergency number and agreed to meet them at the company medical facility, where I started this rodeo on Tuesday morning, but one thing was different.  When I first went there, I was a man, and now I’m a woman.

Barry drove me to the corporate campus where the company medical facility was located, as he should have, after all, I was a lady, right?  When we arrived, the medical team met us including the attending physician who did the implant, Dr. Carol Marcus. 

Taking a look at me she said, “And you are Kyle Williams, who we did the procedure on this past Tuesday?”

“That’s right,” I said.

Looking at Barry she asked, “Barry, are you sure this is him?”

“Yes, we’ve known each other since childhood, and I guarantee you this is him.”

Peering at me she said, “Oh my, this is unbelievable.”

“You think this is unbelievable?  Think how I feel!” I announced.

“Well,” she said, “Let’s get started team.  Let’s do a full workup including tissue sampling, full range of blood tests, as well as a body scan from head to toe.  Mr. Williams, can you please change into this gown, we are going to examine you from head to toe as well.”

For the next several hours I was examined, questioned, poked prodded, and scanned liked I had never been before, and I was truly relieved when it was over, but hopeful they would be able to restore me to my previous condition.

As I sat in my hospital room waiting Barry entered and sat down beside me.  We sat there silently for some time before he finally said, “Kyle, I am so sorry about this.  In my wildest dreams I never suspected anything like this could possibly happen.”

“Yeah, I know.  It sure is tempting to try and blame it on you but in the end, it was my greed, trying to make some easy money that got me into this predicament.”

We sat there silently for some time before I asked him, “I still get the money, right?”

Nodding his head, he said, “You still get the money.”

Smiling at him I asked, “But no bonus for you, right?”

We busted out laughing and he said, “You know, I would say that there’s a high probability that there will be no bonus for me.”

Dr. Marcus entered the room, pulled up a chair and began to talk to us.

“Kyle, I am so sorry that this has happened to you, and I know that words are not enough and never will be for what has happened to you.  How are you feeling?”

“Pretty good overall, with the exception that I’m about half a foot shorter than I was before, with breasts, and my penis is missing.  Otherwise I’m fine.”

At that point the three of us started laughing and she said, “Fair enough, and I’m glad to see that you’ve got a sense of humor about this which is important considering what you’ve been through.”

For the next several minutes she explained to us what she had found from the battery of tests that she had ran which boiled down to the fact that I was now a woman and it did not look like I was going back to being a man anytime in the near future.

Dr. Marcus theorized that the artificial womb, the first of its kind ever cloned and transferred into a man, was solely responsible for my transition.  She explained that the way it was created was in a cloning tank with the use of a genetic accelerator which grew it at a speed faster than it would have normally developed in a human.  The womb was also designed to adapt itself, to any degree needed, to its new host in order to prevent organ and tissue rejection by the body, thus solving another problem using the marvel of genetic engineering. 

The DNA tests showed that remnants of my DNA were still present but were almost all gone, as they had been overwritten at breakneck speed by the womb, which seemed to be able to adapt itself to the host by adapting the host to it, on other words, by turning me into a full-blown woman.

“Kyle, we had no idea that the womb would have the ability to take over your body and do, well, what it has done.  It is completely unbelievable,” said Dr. Marcus.

“Carol, don’t you think this new womb product is going to be a bit hard to market to the public?  When someone reads the list of side effects and sees that it may cause men to biologically alter and become a female, don’t you think that’s going to be a tough sell?” I asked.  “And we’ve not even talked about FDA approval yet!”

“You might just be right,” said Dr. Marcus.


Chapter 5

After spending a couple of nights at the company medical facility I returned home after agreeing to visit them two to three times a week so they could monitor my progress, which I thought was an excellent idea.

Apparently, the whole affair had gotten some attention from the top brass in the company, many of whom I had the opportunity to meet after they heard what had happened to me.  Every one of them told me if there was anything that I needed to let them know and they would make sure I got it.  I suspect that they were being genuinely nice, but more so I am sure that they were horrified of the potential PR nightmare that could easily develop if the story got out.

It was Monday afternoon and I was thrilled to be back at my place and was trying to bring some normalcy into my life, if that was possible.  After all, I was now potentially a woman, permanently, and I was carrying a baby on top of that, which does not happen to a guy every day.

The doorbell rang and after opening it I was surprised to see Dr. Marcus from the company medical facility.  She hugged me, asked if this was a good time to visit, and I invited her in, and we took seats in the living room.

“I just wanted to come by and check on you Kyle.  How are you doing?  Anything I need to know about?”

“No doc, no change since I left this morning.  Everything is about the same.”

“So overall, you’re feeling good?”

“Actually, no complaints, and I’m feeling in good health, for a woman in her mid-twenties carrying a baby, that was a guy this time last week,” I said as I laughed.

“So, Kyle, what are you doing right now?”

“I was thinking about throwing something in the microwave for lunch, I might have an extra meal I could throw in for you too.”

“Why don’t you let me take you out to lunch?  Any place you want to go.  Up for it?”

“You’re buying?”

“I’m buying.”

“Then Dr. Marcus ….”

“That’s Carol to you.”

“Then Carol, let’s go.”

So, off we went and what a great afternoon we had, which started with a fantastic lunch at one of the city’s tastiest restaurants, one which I had been wanting to try for some time.  Just as we were finishing up Carol asked, “Anywhere you have to be or are you free for the afternoon?”

“I’m free but I’m not much to look at in these jeans which are too large, this dress shirt which is designed to be worn by a man, and these oversized flip flops.”

“Let’s see what we can do about your wardrobe situation, as you are a woman now and do need some clothes that fit and complement you,” she said.

“I’m getting living expenses from the company right now and it’s enough to pay the bills, but I’m trying not to spend any money until the project is over and I get my full check.  So, if it’s okay with you I would rather not spend any money on clothes right now.”

“Remember Mr. Franklin who you met at the corporate campus?”

“Sure, super nice guy, he’s your CEO I think?”

“That’s right, and he wants to make sure that you are taken care of and have everything that you need and want and that you are happy.  So, come on let’s go shopping,” she said as she held up a credit card that had the word corporate written across the top of it.

We arrived at the mall and started walking toward the entrance and I asked, “Will you help me pick out some nice stuff?  I’m not really sure what I should be wearing as a woman, because you know, I’m kind of new to this.”

“I will be glad to be your personal fashion consultant, and hopefully we can strike a balance between what you like and what looks good on you.”

We went into a department store where Carol started looking at dresses and asking me which ones I liked.  Despite the fact that I had never worn a dress before, there were certain ones that I thought looked better than others, and with that being said, I tried one on.

Walking out of the dressing room in a dark blue dress which was form fitting I presented myself to Carol and anxiously awaited her response.

“Kyle, you look absolutely beautiful.  You have the prettiest figure and make that dress look like a million dollars.”

Standing there in my bare feet I turned and looked at myself in the mirror and at that moment understood what she was talking about, as I was lovely.  For the first time since my transformation I saw what I truly looked like and realized that it was not all bad, and if I was going to end up in a woman’s body this was a good one as I was pretty.

“Kyle, I hope I did not offend you by saying how pretty you are, I know this just happened to you and it may be a bit of a shock telling a man something like that.”

“Carol, I appreciate all that you’re doing for me, and no I’m not offended, because I am quite attractive aren’t I?”

We both laughed and she said, “Yes, you are as a matter of fact, you are a lovely young woman.  God, I wish I had been as beautiful as you when I was younger.”

“Yeah, it’s going to take a little bit of getting used to, and it’s pretty clear that I’m probably never going back to the way I was before, so I might as well make the best of it and accept my situation.  I can either do that or wallow in self-pity for the rest of my life.”

At that point I could see she had tears running down her face and was sniffling, so I stepped over to her and hugged her and asked, “What’s wrong?”

“You are so brave, and after all that’s happened to you Kyle, you are truly an inspiration.”

“Thanks Carol.  Will you promise me one thing?”

“Now that I’m a girl, I don’t really have any female friends, if you know what I mean.  I would really like us to become girlfriends, as you girls, I mean us girls say, because I’m sure going to need the support and friendship.”

“I would love to be friends with you, and I’m not just saying that.”

“Good, and now that we are girlfriends, I’m going to need lots of extra special help because since it looks like I’m a gal going forward, there’s a lot I need you to teach me.”

Carol and I spent the balance of the afternoon buying clothes, shoes, accessories, underwear, and lots more stuff that I would be needing if I were going to function as a woman.  She also told me as my pregnancy developed, she would bring me back and stock me up on maternity clothes.

Before returning home that day Carol insisted, we stop at a day spa, which was actually kind of fun as I’d never been to one before.  While there I decided to take advantage of several of the services, they offered including a visit to the hair stylist and well as the manicurist.

As we exited the day spa, we looked at the clock and it was 6:30 p.m.  Carol suggested we stop and have dinner on the way home and not wanting to insult her I accepted her offer, especially since the company was paying for it.


Chapter 6

As the week rolled on, I kept myself busy working on my cookbook, plus the three visits I had to make to the company medical facility helped to fill the time as well.  I also made several trips out on my own to run errands which included going to the grocery store as well as picking up a few items from retail shops.  As I went about my business, I did notice that being a woman, and an attractive one at that, that there were men who were checking me out, which was something that I was definitely not used to.  On one hand I did not like it, but on the other I loved it.  Totally Illogical, as a certain character on a popular science fiction show would probably say.

Barry had called me mid-week and asked if I was interested in going out to dinner with him on Friday night, and I graciously accepted.  I had not seen him since I left the corporate medical facility on Monday and he was wanting to catch up with me and see how I was doing.

It was 7:00 p.m. on Friday night when the doorbell rang, and I made my way across my apartment to let Barry in.  When I opened the door, he had quite a surprised look on his face before finally responding with, “Wow.”

There I stood before him in my black cocktail dress which showed off my bare shoulders, wearing my black pumps which I had been practicing walking in all week and finally had the hang of it, I hoped.  I was also wearing a shade of raspberry lipstick to show off my already full lips, large gold hoop earrings, a couple of bracelets that Carol said would look good on me, and a gold cross necklace.

Smiling at him I asked, “Well, what do you think?”

“Kyle, would you be offended if I told you that you were absolutely breathtaking?”

“No, not at all,” I said.

“Really? That’s a relief, I was worried about how you might take a compliment, considering you used to be a guy.”

“I get that but it’s okay, I’m a girl, and am going to need to learn to live and act as one I suppose.  Don’t you agree?”

“Wow, you’ve got a really great attitude.”

“Thanks, now take me to dinner, I’m starved, and it’s on you.”

“No problem, no problem at all.”

After a nice dinner at a Mediterranean place, we exited the restaurant and decided that the night was absolutely perfect and we would take a walk down 6th Street, which was always an interesting experience.  Austin’s wide range of personalities can all be found there including hippies, musicians, and even a guy with a beard that rides a bicycle wearing a bikini who shows up from time to time.

As we walked down the street, we spotted a local bar that had a live band playing inside and we decided to stop in and listen for a bit and have a drink, or should I say it was Barry having the drink?

Sitting there with my boring glass of water I was eyeing Barry’s beer and thinking about how great it must taste.  Finally, I grabbed it and took a big gulp and said, “Oh my God, that was good.”

“Just don’t do it again, you’re not supposed to be drinking while you are pregnant.”

“Are you going to tell on me?” I asked.

“Tell what?  I did not see anything.”

The music finally slowed down, and I asked Barry, “Want to dance?”

“Really?”

“Of course, why not?”

“I guess I’ve really never thought about dancing with my best friend from school before, but what the heck?”

“That’s right, what the heck, and besides, have you ever had a friend as attractive as me?” I asked.

Laughing he said, “You’ve got me there, I have not.”

We got up and put our arms around each hesitantly, chuckling from the awkwardness involved in the situation, and started dancing slowly with one another, which was appropriate for the speed of the song.

As we danced, I suddenly caught a whiff of his scent, a combination of his natural aroma plus the cologne he was wearing, and something unexpected happened to me, I was suddenly feeling attraction toward him and was even a little bit turned on.  I tried to push this out of my mind as I knew this was not right, and even felt shame for feeling this way.

Suddenly he looked down and was smiling at me, and as I caught sight of him peering at me with his big beautiful eyes, I could not help but stare back.

“Kyle, I’m going to tell you something and I hope it does not freak you out.”

“Are you kidding?  After the week I’ve had there’s not a lot you can say that would freak me out, so go for it.”

“I know this may sound strange, but you are incredibly beautiful, and you are so attractive that it is hard to stop looking at you.  I hope you don’t think I’m a fag.”

I busted out laughing and said, “That would only apply if I’m a guy.”

We continued dancing for a bit longer and I asked, “So you think I’m pretty?”

“I believe I already answered that question but yes, very much.”

As we continued dancing, I was getting more turned on as he held me in his arms, plus his scent was really revving me up as well.

“Despite the fact that I’m a woman, do you find me less attractive in any way because there is a man’s mind inside this body?”

“That’s a former man’s mind, and not at all,” he said.

Finally, after much anticipation, he kissed me on the lips, very passionately, and very slowly, and as he did so, I responded in kind, and very eagerly.

As we pulled back our eyes were still locked and I knew one thing, that he was feeling the same about me as I was about him, and that filled me with delight, confusion, and shame, all at the same time.

“Come on, let’s get out of here,” he said.

He left a twenty-dollar bill on the table to cover the tab, took me by the hand, and we walked out the door.

Walking down 6th Street I noticed it had gotten a little cooler which made me glad I had brought a light sweater along which I quickly put on.  As we walked down the sidewalk, we felt great comfort with one another and chatted about a wide variety of things including the city, as well as our past.  Here we were, two buddies that used to ride bicycles together as kids, now walking down the sidewalk holding hands as man and woman.  Who would have thunk?

Travelling upon a less crowded part of the street we found a bench and sat down.

“Barry, why did you kiss me?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “I don’t know, I guess it’s because you are a beautiful woman.”

Smiling at him I said, “Well, having been a guy, I know how a man’s mind works, so I get that.  However, there are a couple of things I want to share with you.”

He nodded his head.

“I think I’m doing pretty good at this whole being a woman thing, but I’ve still got a way a go, which I am sure you understand.”

“Of course, I do.  Did I offend you by kissing you?  If I did, I am so sorry.”

“I’m pretty sure that I’m okay so don’t worry about it.”

“Okay good, I would never want to ….”

“Barry, forget about it.”

He nodded his head.

“When we started dancing and I was near you, and I could feel you next to me ….”

I paused for a long time and finally Barry said, “Yes?”

“I can’t tell you why, but feeling you against me and smelling your cologne, and the way that you were looking into my eyes, I wanted nothing more than for you to kiss me.”

“Then that’s a good thing, right?”

“It should be, but at the same time my upbringing is telling me that I’m a man, and I’m not supposed to be with another man, and the fact that we were best friends growing up makes it even stranger.  We played football together for God’s sake, and then showered with the team afterward, as men.  Barry we even double dated together with Cindy and Tammy, remember how crazy some of those evenings at the state park were when we were practically having sex in front of each other?  Does any of this make any sense or am I just a babbling woman?”

As he looked at me and smiled, he caused me to start laughing and then he joined in.

“Mind if I do a little analysis?” he asked.

“Please do, I’ll take all the help I can get.”

“From a physical standpoint, plain and simple, you are attracted to me?”

“Yes, yes I am.”

“From a psychological standpoint, you have some confusion, which is primarily based on you being raised as a male, and every fiber of your being is telling you this is wrong, and you even feel embarrassed or ashamed that you are having the feelings that you are?”

“Yes, that’s pretty good, you ought to be a shrink.”

“I minored in psychology.”

“And you’re doing a great job,” I said.

We sat there silently for a bit, saying nothing, watching the world go by, and just enjoying each other’s company.

Finally, he took my hand and said, “When we were growing up you were my best friend, and I loved you as such, and am sure that you loved me too in that same way.  Now we are here, many years later, and you’re still my friend, you’re just at a different place in your life than you probably ever expected.”

“There’s no probably about it.”

We both laughed at my comment and then he said, “Fair enough.”

“The fact that you’re my friend in a woman’s body is irrelevant to me, I can get over that, and I want you to know that I’m your friend regardless.”

“That’s so nice of you to say Barry.”

“And I mean it, if it’s us just being friends hanging out like we always did, I accept that, or if you decide that the feelings that you have for me are romantic ones, nothing would make me happier, however, I’m going to let you decide.  You’ve been through a lot and I think you should take your time making any and all decisions, but when you do, I’m here for you, any way that you want me.”

We sat silently on the bench for a while longer and after a bit I squeezed his hand and said, “Thanks.  You are absolutely the best and I appreciate those words.  Barry, I may not know a lot right now about my life and my future at this point, but I do know one thing, that if I was going to pick a man to be my companion, as a woman that is …”

We both chuckled at m comment and then I said, “like I said, in picking a companion to spend their life with, any woman would be lucky to have you.”

Pausing he then asked, “Does that include you?”

Smiling at him I placed my hand on the side of his face and said, “Yes, especially me.  Just give me a little time to process this okay, please?  Can you wait?”

“I will, after all, I kind of got you into all this didn’t I?”

“We’ve been over that, and it was my decision, and I accept that, however, I’m going to use it to get my way with you any time that I want, including free dinners like the one we had tonight.”

“Come on, let me take you home,” he said.

We got up off the bench, he took my hand in his, and we walked toward the car.


Chapter 7

It had been about ten days since I last saw Barry in person, but we had stayed in touch via text message while I tried to sort out my feelings for him as well as getting the hang of being a woman.

Today I was at the company medical facility for one of my checkups with Dr. Marcus so she could see how the baby and I were doing.

“Carol, I was wondering if I could talk to you about something, as I don’t have a lot of people I can turn to at this point in my life, now that I’m a girl and all, you know?”

“Of course, dear, anything at all.”

“You are fully aware that I was raised all of my life as a man, and now, I’m a woman.”

She nodded her head.

I suddenly burst out crying and she came over and hugged me to console me.

“Honey, what’s wrong?”

Leaning on her and crying I said, “I am so confused Carol, and I don’t know what to do.”

“It’s okay, just take your time, and tell me all about it.”

Finally, I brought my sobbing to a manageable level and was able to speak.

“Carol, all my life I was raised as a male, lived as a male, and that’s all I’ve ever known.  Then, a few weeks ago, everything I knew, was turned upside down including what is right and what is wrong.”

“I get that, it must be really hard going through all of this.  What is the hardest part of it all?”

Starting to cry again I said, “I don’t know what to do Carol, am I supposed to live as a man or a woman in this body?”

“Sweetie, what do you mean?”

“Am I supposed to like boys or am I supposed to like girls?”

“That’s going to be up to you of course, but why are you feeling this way?  Did something happen?”

“You know how all my life I was a guy and I dated woman?”

She nodded her head.

“I’ve met, or should I say reacquainted with someone who is a man, and for some reason I am strongly attracted to him and want to be with him.  My body is saying that I want to be with him, and my mind is telling me that it is wrong to be with a man.  I just don’t know what to do because I like him so much.”

“I take it you were raised in a Christian household?”

“Yes, Catholic,” I said.

“That explains it.”

“It does?”

“Yes, I’m a recovering Baptist myself.”

Taking my hand, she said, “Come on,” and I stepped off the exam table and onto the cold floor in bare feet and followed her across the room to a full length mirror, where she positioned me in front of it.

“What do you see in the mirror? She asked.

“Me.”

“More specific please.”

“A young woman with red hair and dark brown eyes.”

“And a beautiful one at that,” she said.

“So,” she asked, “If God were here, or Jesus for that matter, what do you think they would tell you?”

“I’m not sure, I’ve not really thought about it in those terms.”

“Well, think about it and tell me.  Would God tell you that you should spend the rest of your life as a woman in a lesbian relationship and by doing that you would not be committing sin?”

Smiling I said, “No, I don’t think he would.”

“Do you think he would encourage you to let your natural feelings flow, those that are part of your physical makeup as a woman?  That tell you what you are feeling for this man is good and right?”

I nodded my head.

“Would God tell you to punish yourself for no reason as you’ve been doing?  Or to live your life in full with what you’ve been given, which is a gift from him to you?”

“Carol, it’s all so clear.  How could I not have realized this before, it’s all so simple.”

“So, you have feelings for this young man?”

I nodded my head and as I did so she smiled.

“And Barry has those same feelings for you?”

My mouth fell open and then I asked, “How did you know?”

“Are you kidding?  The chemistry between you two is amazing and any time you two are together it fills the room, and neither of you are doing a great job at hiding it,” she said.

After my appointment was over, I walked down to Barry’s office where I was greeted by his receptionist and I asked if I could see him.  She said he was busy, but she would be glad to take a message, so I told her not to worry about it that I would talk to him later. 

Before I walked out of his office suite, I sent him a text message that said, I’m out at the corporate campus for a checkup and thought I would stop in and see you but your receptionist said that you were busy.  Guess I will talk to you later.

Just as I was about to step out of his office suite into the hallway, I heard his door swing up and he come rushing up to me and said, “It is so great to see you,” and he kissed me on the cheek.

“I just thought I would say hi as long as I was out here.  I know you’re busy and all and don’t want to disturb you.”

“Nonsense, come with me,” he said, and then took me by the hand and led me into his office where we took seats together on the couch.

“This is a nice office,” I said.

“Thanks.  I’m glad that you decided to stop by and see me, you’ve really been on my mind.”

“And you have been on mine.”

“So, how have you been doing?  How are you and the baby doing?”

“Dr. Marcus says everything is looking good, with me and the baby.”

“Well, you look absolutely great in that dress, you’re very pretty.”

“Thank you, I bet you say that to all the girls.”

There was a long pause and he said, “I’m so glad that you stopped by to see me, I’ve been wanting to call you but have been trying to give you the time you asked for to sort things out.”

“And I appreciate that, and I will admit that I have had a hard time sorting it all out but finally have.”

“That’s great.  What have you decided?” he asked.

“That I want to give you and me a chance, after all, who deserves true happiness more than us?”

“I am really glad to hear you say that, and I have to admit that I’ve been thinking about you every single day since I saw you last.”

“And I’ve been thinking about you as well, probably more than you’ve been thinking about me.”

“I doubt that.”

We both chuckled at our exchange.

Taking both of his hands in mine I said, “As we start this relationship Barry, it may seem a little slow at first while I’m getting used to being a girl, so just be patient, and remember, I’m yours, and only yours.”

Then he leaned over and gave me the most gentle, loving and caring kiss I have ever had in my life, and as we continued, I opened my mouth, inviting him in, and next thing I knew our tongues were swirling together passionately.  I knew right then and there that Carol’s advice was correct and true, and I felt a sense of relief knowing that everything was truly going to be alright, and most of all I was happier than I could ever remember being, as I was sure that I had found true love, and funny enough it had been right in front of me most of my life and I never even knew it.


Chapter 8

A year has passed since I told Barry that I was ready to open my heart to him and start a relationship, and there have also been a lot of changes in my life overall including family and career.

I did decide to change my name, and chose to go by Kyla instead of Kyle, just because it would be easier than picking a whole new name that was so radically different than my existing one.  Also, the company did all the paperwork for the court and Dr. Marcus signed off stating that I’d had a sex change to help me transition into my new life as a woman.

My relationship with Barry continued and we had an extremely long courtship, of about 8 ½ months, which lasted up until I gave birth.  As I was in labor, he proposed to me, and I gladly accepted, and with my feet in stirrups ready to deliver, the hospital chaplain married us just before I had Heather Nicole, who is the most beautiful baby girl in the world, and I’m not just saying that because I’m her mom.  If you don’t believe me you can ask her dad, Barry, and he will tell you the same.

The company’s original plan, when I was a man, was for the baby to go into foster care with an employee and their spouse after it was delivered via C-section, and then the child would be monitored for a year to make sure it was healthy before it was given up for adoption.  However, as the months dragged on and I developed a bond with my unborn baby, I asked to keep the child and raise it as my own.  The CEO of the company said there was no way that they could say no to me after what I had been through, however, the child would have to be raised by an employee of the corporation.  Since the current Executive Chef was leaving for another job, they decided that was the position that I should have and I couldn’t be happier, especially since they have on-site daycare and I am able to visit my baby girl anytime that I wanted.

Heather was christened in the Episcopal Church, where Barry and I decided to start attending after I gave birth, and we are thrilled to be going there where there are so many young couples just like us.  We asked Carol to be her Godmother and when we did, she broke into tears, and gladly accepted, as we could not think of anyone more fitting than her for the job.

Because of what happened to me, the company gave me the $250,000, plus the great job I have, as well as $1,750,000 in stock for a job well done on Project Eve.  I have no doubt their main reason was to keep me quiet, which was better than the media firestorm that would ensue if it was discovered that they had turned a man into a woman.  The more I thought about it I came to the conclusion that one day they may actually be able to use the technology that changed me into a woman, commercially.  Imagine, a man who decides he wants to be a woman can be converted on a biological level, versus one that requires surgery and hormone replacement.  Can you envision what that would do to the price of my stock? 

So, I have finally gotten used to being a girl and it’s really not all bad, as strange as that sounds.  Maybe I feel that way because I’ve worked on accepting my situation and making the best off it.  My relationship with Barry, my best friend from childhood, and now my best friend in life is wonderful, and I could not ask for a better partner and husband.  Barry tells me I’m fantastic in bed and he says he can’t just get enough of me, which is not surprising because I do have a pretty good idea of what men like and want, if you know what I mean.  Sex as a woman is different, and I probably enjoy it more than most women because of my past, but I’m not as sex obsessed as when I was a guy.  Don’t get me wrong, I do love having sex as a girl and I have a very healthy libido, so please don’t write me off as a prude.  When I was switched, I think my newfound female hormones had some sort of an effect on my mind and body, as I now think of things other than having sex all the time as I did when I was a dude.

As far as my cookbook goes, I finally completed it, but I’ve still not been picked up by a publisher, though I remain hopeful that one day I will see my book on book store shelves and in libraries, but only time will tell.

When I’m not at work I love to cook for my family, play with my baby girl, and spend time with Barry, who is absolutely the best guy in the world.  With work and family, it seems like my schedule if full each and every day from sun up to sun down, and ends when my head hits the pillow at night.

I do have to admit one thing, as bizarre as it sounds, I miss being pregnant in so many ways.  The feeling of the life inside you, that you love for reasons that you can’t explain, and the expectation of how great it is going to be when they arrive, and you finally get to meet him or her in person. 

I told Barry that what we need to do is keep our expenses at an absolute minimum and keep saving our money so one day I can quit work, stay home with our kids, and have a gourmet meal waiting on him each and every night when he comes home from work.  Yes, that sounds like the life to me, staying home, taking care of my family, and Barry keeping me:
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