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Chapter 1

It was a rainy Wednesday afternoon and I was on the way back home after surviving my bi-annual dental appointment with my long-time dentist, Jamie Martinez, D.D.S.  Normally visiting the dentist is not on my list of favorite things to do, but Dr. Martinez is super-hot and what red blooded male wouldn’t want to sit in her chair as she examines them while her cleavage hangs just above their face.

Because it was raining I was driving cautiously, as I was trying to prevent myself from getting into a wreck with some maniac, as there were plenty of them on the road today despite the hazardous driving conditions.  It’s amazing how people still talk on their cell phones as well as text and drive despite the road being super slick from all the rain. 

Pulling up to the stop light at Main Street and 3rd Avenue I stopped and waited, just like you’re supposed to do.  As I sat there thinking about my plans for the rest of the day, well, let’s just say that’s the last thing I remembered before everything went black.

The first thing I remember is waking up and looking around the room at the strange surroundings and trying to figure out, where the heck I was?  After a few more seconds it was clear that I was in a hospital room and I was the guest of honor, or patient in this case.  The light coming through the window was a clear indicator that it was daytime, so I was confident that not too much time had passed since I had initially arrived.

Right about that time the door popped open and a doctor and nurse walked in who both smiled at me and welcomed me to their workplace, and my temporary home away from home. 

“Good morning,” said the physician.

The doctor was a man in his late twenties to early thirties, who had a full head of red hair which looked like it needed to be combed and was wearing a standard issue white doctors coat.  He was carrying a clipboard as well which I’m sure contained a variety of important medical information, either that or it was for looks.

“So,” he asked, “I’m Doctor Wagner, how are you feeling Kelly?”

Surprised that he called me by my name I raised my eyebrows and said, “I’m not sure.  I just woke up.  Doc, tell me, how long have I been here and what happened?  The last thing I remember was that I was in my car sitting at a light and that’s it.  Now I’m here.”

“You were rear ended by an eighteen-wheeler, and after he hit you your car was pushed out into the middle of the intersection, where you were T-Boned.  It’s a complete miracle that you’re alive at all.  Everyone that witnessed it said that you should have been dead.”

“So, doc, am I okay?” I asked.

“When you were brought in here two days ago ….”

“I’ve been out for two days?”

“Yes.  As I was saying, it was a miracle.  You had no broken bones and no internal injuries.  However, a chard of metal cut your leg and you had some seriously bleeding.  The cut itself was small but it went deep, and you bled like crazy.  We got you sewed up and gave you a transfusion to replace the lost blood without any trouble at all.  You’re going to need a little recovery time, but I feel positive that you’re going to be absolutely fine,” the doctor said confidently.

“So, I received someone else’s blood doc?  Did you check it before you gave it to me?”

Smiling he said, “Yes, it was checked, and everything is going to be just fine.  Aside from a few stitches, you’re healing up nicely and are in perfect health for a twenty-seven year old man.  By the way, you have a guest outside named Charles who would like to see you if you are feeling up to it?”

“Doc, that would be great,” I said.

As the doctor and nurse started to leave the room he said, “I’ll check on you later.”

“Okay, and thanks for everything Doctor Wagner, I appreciate it.”

He nodded his head and said, “By the way, if you’re feeling up to it, I’m going to let you go home tomorrow,” and then he exited the room. 

About a minute after the doctor left Charles came through the door.

“Kelly!” he exclaimed as he entered and then he came over and gave me a big hug and said, “I’ve been so worried about you.”

“Thanks dude.  I appreciate it.”

Charles was my first cousin and also my best friend as we’d been close since we were little kids.  Despite the fact that he was gay did not matter as we were the best of buddies.  He was a little flamboyant, okay, a lot, but he was a good guy, and always very entertaining.

“I called your dad and told him what happened and also let him know that you’re okay.  He was wondering if he should fly in, but I told him not to worry about it that I had the situation well in hand.”

My dad had lived in France ever since he remarried seven years ago.  In a way I was glad that he’d married again after mom had passed away because he had seemed so lonely without her.  But it also seemed that after he married Marie that she took him away from me and I hardly ever saw or heard from him.  I was pleased to hear that he was actually considering flying in to check on me, whether he had or not.

“I appreciate you coming to see about me.  Are you working today?”

“Yes, but I’m going right back after I leave here.  I’ve got a full schedule including six regular appointments, a perm, and two highlights all before the end of the day.  By the time the sun sets I’m going to be absolutely exhausted,” he said.

“Oh, and by the way, your little girlfriend has been by here every day to check on you.  What’s her name again?”

“Rebecca?” I asked.

“Yes, that’s it.  She is so cute but would be cuter if I were cutting her hair.”

We both laughed at his comment.

Then touching my shoulder and giving me a serious look he said, “But really, have her come see me.”

“Okay, I will do my best.”

“Anyway cousin I’ve got to run as there are so many people with bad haircuts and I’ve got to make hair great again, that’s a little political humor, and speaking of him I think I could even help his hairdo as well.  Got to jet but I promise I will come by and see you this weekend provided they let you out that is.  TTFN,” he said.


Chapter 2

The next morning, I was released from the hospital and was glad to be going home.  Since my car was totaled my girlfriend Rebecca was nice enough to pick me up and take me to my house across town.  The two of us had been going out now for about three months and overall, she was a nice girl and had a lot of great qualities.  At 5’7 with long red hair, green eyes, and a great figure to boot she was a delight to look at, especially when she came over to swim in my pool.  Every time I would see her wearing that swim suit I would fall into a trance and couldn’t take my eyes off of her. 

On the way home we stopped at the grocery store so I could do a little shopping as I was in desperate need of groceries.  She parked the car and then went and brought me one of those little shopping carts that you can drive around the store, you know, the ones that you see all the older folks using.  Anyway, after a brief trip up and down the aisles I checked out and was on the way home.

After dropping me at home and getting me settled she had to take off for work as she was working the 2 to 10 shift that night.  She was an RN and seemed to work a lot of crazy hours, but she absolutely loved what she did and you can’t beat that.

As for myself I work a lot of long hours as well, but I don’t have to report in anywhere or punch a time clock as I am self-employed.  At college I majored in software engineering, but I work as a plain old computer programmer which I truly love doing.  Most of the work I perform is from projects I bid on online and then I do every bit of it from my home.  I almost never speak to anyone from the companies I contract with as all correspondence is done via email and sometimes text.  Over the years I have built up a great portfolio with great references and never have any trouble finding work.

Throughout the day on Saturday I got caught up on mail, email, and also went online and looked at cars as I would be buying a new one because mine was just totally destroyed.  Additionally, I did some of that thing called work, which I was a couple of days behind on due to being stranded at the hospital.  I moved around the house slowly because of the recent injury to my leg but was determined to follow the doctors’ orders and not over do it because I liked being at home and had no plans to return to the hospital.

Throughout the day Charles checked in with me via text message to see how I was doing.  He said he would get with me tomorrow and maybe he could come over and see me and help me with anything if I needed it.

After making myself some dinner and watching a little TV I decided to go to bed early as I was feeling a little sluggish and turned in by 8:30 p.m.  My queen-sized mattress sure felt a lot better than the one I slept on at the hospital, and I was just grateful to be home.

I woke up feeling great and noticed from the way that the sun was coming through the curtains that I had really slept late, as I must have needed it badly not to have woken up earlier, but then again I did just get out of the hospital and my body clearly needed the rest.

I rolled over and saw that the clock on the nightstand said it was 12:30, which meant that I had been sleeping for sixteen hours.  Wow, I don’t ever remember sleeping that long in my life!

The next thing I knew was the sound of my front door opening and then after a few seconds I saw Rebecca walking into my bedroom and she looked at me in disbelief and asked, “Who are you?”

Looking at her inquisitively I asked, “What do you mean?” and as I completed my sentence, I realized that something was wrong, as the tone of my voice was not my own but that of a woman.

“I didn’t stutter, where is Kelly?  And who are you?”

She rolled her eyes up at the ceiling and growled and then said, “He sure didn’t waste any time, did he?  Guess he could not even make it one night, like a typical man.  I was such a fool.  I really thought he was different and that we had something special.”

“Rebecca, what’s wrong? I don’t understand what’s going on?” I asked.

“Give me a break.  If you know my name then you knew that he had a girlfriend, and that was me, but not anymore.  Is Kelly actually here?  Never mind, I don’t care if he is or not, just tell him that I’m through with him.”

Then she took my door key and threw it on the bed and said, “Give this to your new boyfriend, bitch!” and she stormed out of the room.

I started to get up but was moving a little bit slow due to my recent leg injury but I could not catch her.  By the time I had sat up on the side of the bed I heard the door slam and she was gone.  I was still perplexed as to why she was so mad at me.  What had I done?

Standing up I caught a reflection of myself in the mirror and I was stopped cold in my tracks, as there before me was the image of a woman looking back at me in the mirror.  Not sure what I was seeing I waved at myself and the person in the mirror waved back in perfect sync.  I was wearing a t-shirt and boxers when I went to bed and was still wearing them, or should I say the woman in the mirror was. 

Looking at myself in the mirror, I was in complete shock because let’s face it, that’s not something that happens to you every day.  By all appearances, I was now a woman of about 25 to 30 years of age, shoulder length dark hair and eyes, slightly tan complexion, and I had shrunk about seven inches to around 5’3. 

As I continued to stare at my reflection, I said to myself in my new feminine voice, “I’m a girl!”

Well, this explains why Rebecca was mad and ran out, as she thought I was my (Kelly’s) girlfriend, and she had absolutely no idea that it was really me inside this body.  I was pretty sure that if I called her and explained it to her …..., no that’s stupid, she would never believe that.  Hell, I don’t even believe it myself.  How did this happen?  And how am I going to get back to my original body?

Continuing to gaze at myself in the mirror I tried to figure out what was going on.  How did this happen?

As I looked down I could see that my chest had inflated and I now had a pair of breasts.  I cupped one with each hand and gently massaged them and I loved the way they felt in my hands, and I also enjoyed the feeling I was getting from touching them.  I then stopped and lifted up my shirt and behold, I had a pair of absolutely beautiful breasts that were full and firm.

“Whoa dude!” I exclaimed.

As exciting as it was I was typically used to seeing a gorgeous rack like this on my girlfriends and not on me.  Lowering my shirt I continued to look at myself in the mirror and decided that I was actually a pretty cute girl, and one that I would most likely ask out if I were not trapped in this body.

Lowering my boxers, which were already practically falling off of me because of my reduced size, I reached down and felt that my manhood was gone, and I was truly a woman with a real-life vagina.  I finally had to stop the exploration of the lower region of my new body because I was getting turned on by it and didn’t want it to get out of hand, if you know what I mean.

I pulled my boxers back up but they were so loose they were about to fall off.  To continue wearing them I was going to constantly have to have one hand on them at all times so they did not fall down, but I was not in the mood today to go for the gangster look, you know what I’m saying?  As a matter of fact, none of my man clothes were going to fit me because my body mass had been drastically reduced, so I was going to have to come up with an alternative.  Then I then remembered that Rebecca had left a few articles of clothing behind so I went to check and see what might be useful.

Rummaging through the bottom draw of my dresser I quickly realized that I had been reduced to wearing women’s clothes but also recognized the fact that I did not really have much choice in the matter.  I found several items which included two pair of panties, a bra, a silky nightgown with a robe, a bikini, and a dress.  As I stood there looking into the drawer I realized that I had limited fashion selections to choose from, but at least I had this and hopefully some of it would fit.  Figuring that nothing from nothing equals nothing I picked up the dress and slipped it on, and it seemed to fit perfectly.  Falling about half way down to my knees this white sleeveless dress with violets on it did not look half bad and I filled it out quite nicely.

Now that I was no longer naked, I needed to get on with business and figure out how to get out of this mess, but where do I start?  Who do I call?  Who would believe me?  Charles!  Okay, I will start with him, but I’m going to have to do this very carefully.  Otherwise he will think I’m insane.

I got on my cell phone to and sent him a text message, Hey Dude, are you enjoying your day off?

After a bit he responded, Absolutely!  Work was an absolute beast yesterday and I was exhausted at the end of the day.  So, you are home now?  How are you feeling?

Thinking about how to answer I replied, I’m home now and glad to be here, but I’m not really feeling like my usual self

I don’t think that’s unusual considering what you’ve just been through

It’s more than that, and I would really appreciate being able to talk to you about it in person if you can drop by today, I texted.

Are you okay?  Do you need to go to the hospital?

No.  I am positive that they would not be able to do anything for me, as this is of a different nature, I replied.

After a pause he wrote back and said, I’ll stop by a little after 3.

Cool.  See you then.

After a few seconds had elapsed I thought about it and added, By the way, a friend may be stopping by briefly right about the same time.  If so, it is someone I want you to meet.

Okay, he replied.

My rationale in telling him that was so he would not be surprised when I opened the door as a woman, who to him will be a complete stranger.  Convincing him that it was really me was going to be a challenge but what choice did I have?  I was going to need some help, and he was my best bet.


Chapter 3

After I finished texting with Charles, I decided that I should probably have some lunch since I had not eaten since dinner last night, and I was absolutely starved.  Looking around the kitchen I found some lunch meat and threw together a sandwich and also had some chips. 

I then cleaned up my mess and headed off to the bathroom where I prepared myself for Charles’s visit which included brushing my teeth as well as making sure my hair was presentable.  Looking at myself in the mirror I noticed that I was truly cute, but I looked a little plain, which was probably because I was wearing no makeup.  Well that would just have to wait, because hopefully I would be returning to my original body soon and secondly, I was a guy and we typically don’t wear the stuff.  I would also like to add that I have no idea how to even use makeup, and couldn’t if my life depended on it.

The doorbell rang, and I headed for the door, barefoot, and in my pretty white dress with flowers on it.  Heaven help me.

I opened the door and there stood Charles and I said, “Hi, come on in.”

“Oh hi, you must be the friend that Kelly was wanting me to meet?”

“I am, please have a seat,” I said, and we both walked into the living room where I sat down on the couch next to him.

“By the way, I’m Charles.”

“Yes, I know.”

“And you are ….”

“Charles, I’m going to try and explain something to you and it’s going to be hard to grasp.  Please keep an open mind and don’t go running off thinking I’m crazy.”

With a curious look on his face he asked, “Where’s Kelly?”

Nodding my head, I said, “Closer than you think.  Okay, I’m not evading your question, but do you remember seeing that movie where the mom and her daughter swapped bodies?  It was an old movie, but I think they’ve even done a remake of it.”

“Of course, everybody’s seen that.”

“What do you think of the concept that someone could end up in someone else’s body?”

“Well, I don’t know how much stock I would put in anything like that, but in this day and age I guess anything is possible.  And if it’s not it soon will be,” he said.  “By the way, you never did tell me your name Miss.”

“Charles, I’m getting ready to tell you something that is going to be completely unbelievable, so I want you to stay with me while I explain, okay?”

“I’m all ears.”

“Charles, I’m a woman,” I said.

Laughing he said, “I know, I can see that.

“No, what I’m telling you dude is that it’s me, Kelly.”

“So, your name is Kelly as well?  Just like Kelly?  Are you his girlfriend?” he asked.

“Charles, you know your cousin Kelly?”

“Yes.”

“I’m him, I mean her.”

With a huge smile on his face he started calling out, “Kelly, where are you, you trickster?  You’re always trying to pull one over on me.  Where are you hiding?  Come one out.”

Once again, I started to try to reason with him and said, “Okay there’s something that I want to explain to you.”

“Please do,” he said with an ear to ear grin.

“Kelly, who you grew up with.”

“Yes?”

“I’m in here.”

“So, what are you saying, that you are now a woman?”

“Yes.”

“And tell me, how did you get to be a woman?  Take a pill or something?  If that’s the case tell me where you bought them.”

At this point he was laughing hysterically and could not stop.  It was clear that I was getting nowhere.

“Okay,” I said, “I went to bed last night as a man, and when I woke up this morning I was a woman.”

“Of course, you did,” he said, and then continued laughing.  “Kelly, come on out, this is too much.”

“What if I told you that I could prove it?”

“Then please do.”

“Okay Charles, go ahead and ask me something.  Ask me anything that only you and I would know.”

Thinking for a moment he asked, “Okay, when I visited you at the hospital on Friday, what did we talk about?”

“You told me you had talked to my dad and told him everything was okay and he did not need to worry about coming back to see about me, plus you told me about the customers you were going to be working on that day, plus you told me that I needed to send my girlfriend Rebecca to see you.”

Looking at me seriously he said, “That’s right.  Show me your ears.”

“What?”

“I want to make sure you don’t have headphones in your ears and Kelly is telling you the answers.”

Pulling my hair back I let him inspect my ears and then he said, “I don’t see anything.  Okay, that was a good answer, but I still don’t think you’re Kelly.”

“Then ask me something else.  Anything.”

“What do I think of your dad’s wife?” he asked.

“You don’t particularly like her, and thinks she is divisive and does not even really like me?”

‘Hmm.  He said.  “That was good, but you could have guessed that.  I’m going to ask you something that only Kelly could know.  When we were ten years old, Kelly, you blackmailed me for a certain amount of money after you caught me doing something.  How much was it and what was I doing?  Answer that!”

“I told you unless you gave me a dollar, I would tell everyone that I caught you trying on my mom’s bra, panties and dress.”

At this point a look of extreme seriousness came over his face and he asked, “Kelly, is that really you?”

“I’m afraid so, and I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

“And you woke up this way?  You just woke up a woman?”

“Yes.”

“Lucky you.  I’ve wanted to be a woman my whole life and then you get to be one without even trying!  Life’s just not fair!”


Chapter 4

Changing his mind once again I was then forced to answer several more questions that only I would know the answer to. Charles was finally convinced that I was telling the truth, which was a great relief.  I suppose if things had been reversed that I would have felt like him and would have asked the same kinds of questions.

“So, I wonder why you changed into a woman?”

“I don’t know, but maybe it has to do with my car wreck,” I said.

With his hand on his chin Charles said, “Yes.  Let’s start there.  What could have happened that changed you into a woman?”

We sat there thinking for a bit and finally Charles said, “I’ve got it!  Someone put a curse on you after the car accident because they were mad at you for running into them.”

“Let’s just say you are right about that and someone did.  There’s one little point I would like to bring up,” I said.

“Yes?”

“First, I was the one that got hit by a truck while sitting at a light, and second people usually don’t get mad at you when they’re the ones that ran into you.”

“That’s a valid point,” he said.

Once again, we sat there in silence as we continued thinking when finally Charles said, “I’ve got an idea but you may think it’s silly.”

I nodded my head and said, “Tell me.”

“The blood transfusion.  Is it possible that’s what caused it?  I told you it was a ridiculous idea.”

“No, it’s not.  At this point I’m ready to believe that anything is possible because look at me, I’m sitting here in front of you and I’m a woman.  Twenty-four hours ago, I was a guy.”

“Should we call the hospital and talk to them about this?” he asked.

“Good idea, however, when we go down there and I’m standing in front of them as a woman, that does not even look like the patient was there previously ….”

“There are going to lock both of us up in the mental ward.  Okay I see your point.  There’s really not anyone we can talk to about this is there?”

“I’m afraid not.  I’m not sure where to go from here, but I would appreciate any ideas you have at all.”

“Hey, why don’t we get online and do some research and find out if anyone has ever been turned into a woman before?  That would give us a place to start,” he said.

We both looked at each other and then burst into laughter.

I then said, “You know what, let’s do it anyway.”

Using my laptop and his phone we came up with nothing quickly, because let’s face it, have you ever heard of anyone changing into a woman, or man for that matter except in movies?

“Kelly, I’ve got a thought, and stay with me on this, okay?”

“I’m with you all the way.”

“You got a blood transfusion.”

“Yes, I did.”

“What if the blood transfusion was from a woman, and there was something unique about her or her blood?”

“That turned me into a girl?”

“Yes!”

Thinking for a moment I then said, “Okay, let’s run with it.  Now, how do we find out where this blood came from?  Is it possible to find out who the donor was?”

“Sure.  We can do one of two things, ask the hospital, or find out from someone that works at the local blood bank.  The latter might be the fastest as a former friend of mine, Francis, do you remember him?”

“Wasn’t he the one that lived with his mom?”

Hesitating he then said slowly, “Yeah, in a car.”

We sat there in silence briefly before he said, “Anyway, he moved out from there and now works at the Tri-County Blood Bank and I bet he would be glad to help us out.  I will call him first thing tomorrow and see what I can find out and we will go from there.”

“That would be great.  In the mean time I guess I’d better get used to life as a woman until this is resolved.”

“Well, you’ve got a couple of positives working for you in all this,” he said.

“Yeah?”

“Sure, first off you work from home and have no interaction with co-workers or anything like that.  Imagine if you had to report to an office, you would not even be able to go in.  As is you could work from home indefinitely.”

“True.”

“Also, your name is Kelly.  That will make things way easier having a unisex name don’t you think?”

“I never really liked my name all that much but it’s sure looking like it’s going to come in handy,” I said.

“Just don’t get pulled over by the police and have to show your license, as that would be hard to explain.”

“With my car being demolished plus the fact that my leg needs to heal a little more before I can drive, I don’t think that will be much of an issue.”

“Your leg is actually looking better.  That’s very strange, I can hardly see the injury at all,” he said.

Looking down at my leg I noticed that he was right, and my leg actually appeared almost normal.”

“Charles, whatever has happened to me has also affected my leg.  It looks like nothing more than a minor cut.”  At that point I moved my leg and even stood on it and tried walking and had no problem at all.

“Does that hurt any at all?”

“No, it feels fine.  What the heck, this just keeps getting weirder and weirder.”

“I’ll agree with that,” he said.

“Oh man,” I said, “This whole thing is spooky.”

“You know, I’m concerned about you too and don’t really want to leave you alone.  How about I run over to my place and get some clothes and I will plan to stay with you for a day or two at least?”

“That would be great.  I appreciate it so much.”

“Want to run over to my place with me?  It will be your debut as a woman heading out into the world for the first time,” he said.

“I would but I don’t think I have any shoes to wear.  Wait a second and let me check and see if Rebecca left a pair of shoes behind.”

Returning to my bedroom I looked in my closet and found a pair of white leather flip flops which I put on and returned to the living room.

“I found some shoes and they fit pretty good,” I said.

“You’re right they do, and they actually kind of go with that dress.  Who said you wouldn’t make a good woman?”

“I can’t recall but if anyone did it was me.”

Laughing he said, “Oh Kelly, you’re so funny.  Anyway, let’s get on over to my place and pickup my stuff, and while we are out, we can pick up anything that you might need as well.  Don’t forget your cell phone and wallet.”


Chapter 5

We headed on over to Charles’s house where we picked up enough stuff for him to stay with me for a few days.  Also, while we were there, he decided that I needed a purse to carry my stuff in, such as my cell phone and wallet and house keys so he loaned me one that he happened to have in his closet.  Actually, he had several so he would most likely not miss the white handbag with roses on it that I was now carrying.  His argument was that since I had no pockets, I needed a way to carry my stuff.  After you start wearing dresses you find out how true that is, so there was no arguing that point.  He also put a necklace on me that had a little cube on the end of it which was a little girly, and also thought I needed a bracelet which he adorned me with.  Finally, he put a couple of gold hoop earrings on me which were held on by clips.

“Hey, I really appreciate this, but I just can’t let you do anymore,” I said.

“Okay, that’s enough for today.  Just one more thing and I will leave you alone until tomorrow.”

With that he put some plum colored lipstick on me and then dabbed a little makeup on my cheeks and said, “You look so cute!”

I looked in the mirror and he was right, I was an attractive woman in her mid to late twenties, and I looked damn good, but hopefully it would be short lived.  Looking at my reflection again I realized I would totally ask myself out if I were a guy.

“You’re right, I’m not a bad looking girl.”

“Have I ever been wrong?” he asked.

We left Charles’s place and decided to stop for dinner before heading back to my house.  I was nervous about being out in public, but he insisted and said that it would be okay.  He was right, I could be like this for some time, so I might as well get used to it, for as long as it lasts.

Charles and I both agreed that we would have seafood for dinner and stopped at a place that was a well know national chain restaurant.  We checked in with the hostess who told us it would be a short wait so we decided to have a drink in the bar until we were called.  Entering the bar, we grabbed a couple of seats at the main counter and looked at the drink menus. 

The bartender took our drink orders and said our drinks would be right up.

“Kelly, he’s a little sweet on you.”

“He is?”

“Sure, can’t you tell?”

Right about that time he returned with my beer and Charles’s glass of chardonnay.

“Here you go,” he said.

“How much do I owe you?” I asked.

“Pretty ladies don’t pay for drinks.  Yours is on the house.”

“Thank you,” I said and then smiled at him.

“I’m John,” he said.

“I’m Kelly,” I said as I extended my hand to him which he shook.

“I have to take care of a customer, I’ll be right back,” he said.

Charles said, “Girl, what did I tell you?  He was all over you.”

Looking at him I said, “Girl?  I think it’s going to take a little while to get used to being referred to as a girl.  Anyway, he was nice enough but I’m not ready to start dating men.  I’m not even attracted to guys.  Why don’t you date him?”

“Fine by me.  Do you think he’s bi?”

“I’m going to take a leap and say that there’s a pretty fair chance that he’s not,” I said.

“I was kind of figuring that after the way he was all over you.”

“You call that, all over?  He bought me a drink.”

“That’s how it starts.  First, it’s a drink, then a date, marriage, house in the burbs, three kids and a mini-van.”

“Remember, I’m hoping to return to the way I was?  Like being a man?”

“Oh yeah, I keep forgetting,” he said.

“Charles, party of two,” a voice called from across the bar.

After hearing that they had called us, I put a bill up on the bar to pay for the one drink which was not covered by the bartender, and we then headed for the front where we met the hostess who walked us to our table. 

Once seated I said to Charles, “This may sound strange but while walking through the restaurant it seemed like there were a number of people that were looking at me.”

Laughing he said, “Yes you were, and did you notice any common factors?”

“Yes, they were all men now that you mention it.”

“Kelly, you are now a very pretty woman, and that goes with the territory.  Get used to it because it’s not going away. ”

“I guess it’s payback for all the times that I stared at women.  When you’re the one doing the staring you never think the day will ever come where the tables will be turned on you.”

“Just enjoy it while it lasts.  It’s not really that bad is it?  Just think of it as a new experience,” he said.

“You’re right.  As long as I’m stuck, I might as well have fun with it.”

“I agree, and I’m going to hold you to that,” he said.

We ordered another round of drinks from the server along with an appetizer and our main course.  Sitting there chatting with Charles I was really having a good time and finally loosening up about my situation.  Plus, the two drinks I’d just had were helping me with that as well.

“How was your beer Kelly?”

As I turned to the right, toward the voice I had just heard, I saw our bartender John standing at the edge of the table.

Smiling I said, “It was good, thank you very much.”

“Glad to do it.  I see you’ve changed over to a Moscow Mule.”

“Well it was one of the drink specials and I thought I would try it.”

“I made that one for you myself,” he said.

“Did you put more than a shot of alcohol in this?”

“Why?”

“Because it is strong and making me lightheaded.”

“I’ll never tell,” he said.  “I hope you have a ride home then.”

Pointing across the table I said, “This is my cousin Charles, he’s the driver tonight.”

Extending his hand to Charles he said, “I’m John, good to meet you.”

“And it’s good to meet you,” he replied in a slightly effeminate voice.

“Have you worked here a long time?” I asked.

“For about a year, on and off, I just work here part-time.  I’m a residential loan officer in real life.”

“Oh, you do home loans?”

“Sure do, if you need one here’s my contact info,” he said as he pulled a business card out of his pocket and handed it to me.

“Maybe one day I will be ready to buy so I promise to hang onto your card.”

“Thanks.  What do you do?” he asked.

“I’m a computer programmer.”

“That’s great!  I could tell that you were not only pretty but also really smart.”

He seemed like a really nice guy, and for some reason I loved the way he kept complimenting me, which I truly adored.

“I see the manager coming so I’d better get moving.  Come back and see me.”

“I will.”

“Bye,” he said.

“Bye.”

I watched him as he walked away and thought about what a nice man he was, and how genuine he seemed to be.

“Kelly, I think you kind of fancy him!” said Charles.

“Why do you say that?”

“The smile on your face as he walked off was a dead giveaway for starters.  Secondly, your body language while he was at the table said plenty as well, and third I’m pretty sure I noticed you checking out his rear end.”

Laughing I said, “He was a nice guy, but remember, I’m a man.  I don’t date dudes.”

“Mm hmmm, if you say so.”

I started to think about what Charles had said and realized something that disturbed me deeply, I was drawn to John and enjoyed his company.  He was nice, seemed to have a good personality, and I loved listening to him talk.  What the hell?  I’m a man; we are not supposed to feel this way, unless you are gay.  Then another thought hit me, what if my transition is giving me way more than I bargained for, and my new biochemistry is starting to affect the way that I think?  Naturally, the body of a woman is designed to do certain things which include, unfortunately, being attracted to men, so I am probably not immune from this, but I’m sure going to try and resist.  This was a far cry from my initial vision of all this which was that I would be stuck having lesbian relationships with beautiful women, which still seems like an attractive prospect.


Chapter 6

Charles spent Sunday night over at my house as planned and it was really great having the company.  When you’ve just had your world turned upside down and are still trying to get your bearings, having a good friend around is great.

My first night as a woman I borrowed Rebecca’s silky nightgown to sleep in since that was all that I had.  Considering how traumatic the day had been I did end up sleeping pretty well.  After all, we girls need our beauty sleep. 

The place Charles worked at was closed on Mondays and he was going to spend the day with me and help me try and figure the whole thing out.  One of the first things he did when he got up was put in a call to his friend at the blood bank, so we could find out who donated the blood that I received at the hospital.  His friend said he would call back just as soon as he knew something.

I got out of bed and took a shower and then returned to the bedroom wearing my towel.  Charles just happened to walk in as I was returning from the bathroom.

“Kelly, would you be offended if I made a comment?”

“No, not at all.”

“In your former life as a man you were used to wearing your bath towel at waist level after taking a shower.”

“Yeah, that’s right, is this not okay?”

“No, ladies wear their bath towel higher, so it covers their chests and private parts.  If you were at a spa with other ladies and walked into the room like that, it would not go over well.”

“Thanks, I’ve got a lot to learn,” I said.

“You get yourself ready to go while I fix us some breakfast, as we’ve got a busy day ahead.”

“We do?  What are we doing?”

“You’re going to girl school, young lady.”

After we ate, we got in the car and pulled out of the driveway at 8:30 a.m. and headed out for a full day of putting me through the training that I needed to succeed as a woman, or at least survive.  I was initially resistant but realized that if I was going to make it, I had to be prepared for the possibility that I might never return to my original body.  Therefore, it only made sense to learn how to live as a member of the opposite sex.

Our first stop was at Ms. Kim’s nail salon, where Charles and I both had our nails done.  I actually enjoyed the pampering that I received while I was there including the foot and leg massage, which felt really good.  When we departed, I was sporting a new manicure and pedicure with all twenty fingers and toes painted a color called Cajun Shrimp, which was a blend of orange and something else.  Anyway, I had never had my nails worked on before, but they looked really pretty, now that I was a woman that is.  I don’t think they would have looked so good if I was a man.

The next stop was to buy underwear, which I think women sometimes call lingerie.  Now that I’m a chick does that mean I should call it that too?  Charles was wanting to go to the mall and I was wanting to go to a retail store where they cost less, so we ended up going to the fancy schmancy store at the mall so I could get sized but I refused to buy more than one bra and one pair of panties because you would not believe what they charge.  I also learned that I wear a 36C in a bra and a size 6 panties, which is a far cry from the large underwear that I used to wear.

Then it was onto the makeup counter where we selected a variety of products that I had never even heard of before but would be becoming an expert on quickly.  We also picked out a couple of shades of lipstick which Charles and the lady at the makeup counter said would flatter my skin tone.

We then left the mall headed to our next destination, but by this time we were getting hungry, so Charles and I decided to have a little lunch.  Pepper’s was the name of the place we decided to eat at and that was okay with me, as they had a big menu and I knew I would not have any trouble finding something to eat.  After sitting down, we both ordered a glass of water to drink, and each of us decided to keep it simple and just have a burger.  Sitting there chatting we were soon interrupted by a voice saying, “Hey there!”

“Hi there,” I said to John who was now standing beside the table.

“I see we both eat at all the best places Kelly,” he said.  “Hey Charles, how are you today?” he asked and then they shook hands.

“Yes, we do,” I said.  “What are you doing here?

“I just met a friend of mine for lunch who is in the real estate business.  This place is close to her office and mine.  Are you guys having a busy day?”

“We’re just out running a couple of errands, like getting my nails done,” I said.

“Very, very nice.  You have great taste, and it’s a lovely color for a lovely lady, if you don’t mind me saying.”

I was totally digging the way he was complimenting me and said, “It’s okay, I will let you say it this one time.”

We both laughed at my comment.

“Well, I did not mean to disturb you guys, it was great seeing you again.  I guess I will see you later,” he said as he started walking away.

“Okay great, we will see you soon,” I said.

He stopped, turned toward me and said, “I’m looking forward to it.”

“Likewise,” I replied, and with that he smiled at me and walked away.

Charles was sitting there looking across the table at me with an ear to ear grin with his chin resting on his crossed hands.

“I know, I know, you’re getting ready to say that I’ve got a thing for him or that I was super friendly or something like that, right?”

“Cousin, I’ve not said a word, I’m just sitting here, being me,” he said.

“You don’t have to say a word, it’s that look that you’re giving me which says it all.”

We sat there silently for a bit and finally I said, “Look, it’s okay for me to have friends, right?”

“Absolutely!”

“And he seems like a nice guy and would probably be a good friend,” I said.

“I totally agree,” he said sitting there still giving me that look.

“You know that I’m going to have to get all new friends, right? So, I think he would be a good one to start with.”

“Now that you mention it, I guess you are right.  You can’t tell any of your friends that you’ve been changed into a woman as who would believe you.  In the event that anyone did, including the government, they would send black ops people to pick you up and take you to Area 51 where they would experiment on you until they figured out why you had changed into a woman.”

“Oh my God, you are right.  Charles, I’m counting on you to keep this as a secret that you will take to your grave.  If you don’t, I could be locked up in the Nevada desert along with the aliens, and they will take you along for being an accomplice.”

“Kelly, you are my best friend always and you can count on me to keep your secret safe until the day I die, or until you get changed back into a man, whichever comes first.”

“Thanks.  I think?”

“And I totally approve of you going out with John.”

I gave him an annoyed look which was soon interrupted as our server delivered our food to the table.

After lunch it was back in the car and on to a major retailer whose colors contain red and white, I can say no more.  There I was able to pick up some bras and panties at a much more reasonable rate than back at the mall.  I also bought some other items of clothing including a couple of dresses, jeans, tops, some athletic wear which was form fitting, plus some sleepwear, and socks.

Finishing up there we then went to a shoe store where I was sized at a 6, and then we proceeded to purchase shoes.  I thought we were buying too many, but Charles said I would need each and every pair that we bought.  These included, two pair of heels which were going to take some getting used to, some flip flops as I should probably return Rebecca’s to her at some point, and a pair of regular looking shoes that were referred to by the staff as flats.  I also picked up a pair of running shoes as well.

After a full day of shopping we returned home where I plopped down on the couch, exhausted from the big day that we had just had.  Charles received a phone call from his friend which he took, talked for several minutes and then hung up.

“Well, I talked to my friend and found out about your blood donation, and girl you’re not going to believe this.  Your donor was a young female named Marissa, twenty-seven years old, from right here in town.”

“Really?  That’s great, why don’t we go and see her?  No wait, we need to make something up so when we go and see her, she won’t know why we are really visiting with her.  Do you have any ideas?”

“Kelly, I don’t think we should do that.” Charles said.

“And why not?”

“She passed away a month ago.”

“How did the blood bank know that so readily?  Surely that’s not information they would have in their file is it?” I asked.

“Apparently she gave lots of blood on a regular basis and was also a volunteer for them.  They were all deeply saddened by her loss.”

“I really hate to hear that.  I wonder if she left any family behind?”

“A husband, no children, but she was pregnant with their first child.  Maybe two months along they think.  When she donated the blood that you received, she did not even know that she was pregnant.”

“So, she had just gotten pregnant right about the time she donated the blood?” I asked.

“Yep.”

“Charles, this makes me feel so bad for her, and to think, I may be alive because of her willingness to give blood to help others.  Oh dude, I suck, and I’m a selfish prick.”

“You can’t be a prick, only guys are pricks.”

“That’s right, anyway, I’m going to stop being a selfish prick, bitch or whatever I am and I’m going to start doing something for others, where I can help people out when they need it.  I’m going to make a difference no matter how small it is.”

We sat there in silence for a while before Charles said, “Well we know what happened to the blood donor, but we are back to square one.”

“You’re right, we are back at a dead end.  I guess there’s nowhere to go from here so I’m just going to have to get used to it.  If nothing else, I would at least like to stop by and thank the family or husband whose family member donated the blood to me.  Do we have a name or address?”

“Francis has already texted it over to me.”

“Come on, let’s run over there right now.  Will you drive me?” I asked.

“Your wish is my command princess.”

“Stop referring to me as girl, and princess.”

“Yes ma’am!”


Chapter 7

After our conversation, I changed into my new navy-blue dress I purchased earlier that day and put on my new pair of flats since I wasn’t quite ready to venture out in heels.  Charles then drove us straight to the address provided to him by his friend at the blood bank where we parked outside and surveyed the surroundings.  It was a typical ranch style house that an average American middle-class family would live in and was similar to the house in which I lived.

“Charles, I want you to sit in the car while I go to the door if that’s okay.  I want to go in alone.”

“Hey, don’t make any mention that we got the information from Francis, or that could cost him his job.”

“Not a problem.  By the way, what’s the name of the husband?”

“His name is John, according to my friend anyway,” said Charles.

We both looked at each other and shook our heads no at the same time and I said, “No, couldn’t be.”

“But what if it is?”

Laughing I said, “If it is, I’ll marry him.”

“And have his baby?”

“Sure.”

We both laughed at our exchange and then I got out of the car and proceeded up the walkway toward the front door as I had my speech all planned out, or so I thought.  When I pressed the doorbell everything that I had rehearsed in my mind vanished instantly when John, the bartender/loan officer, opened the door and looked straight at me.  He was just as surprised to see me as I was him, and the only thing going through my mind at this point was how Charles was going to harass me about how I had promised to marry him and have his baby.

“Kelly?”

Trying to play it cool I said, “Hey, how are you?”

Laughing he asked, “Are you stalking me?”

Pausing I said, “Well, not intentionally?”

“Come on in Kelly, I’m glad you are here?”

Proceeding into his house I could see that things were fairly neatly arranged as we walked into his living room where he offered me a seat on his couch.  I sat down, and he took a seat beside me.

“I can’t tell you how surprised I am to see you Kelly.  How did you track me down?”

Looking around the room and then back at him I said, “I hope you’re not under the impression that I’m some man hungry woman who’s stalking you?”

“I don’t suspect that you are, but if that’s the case, there’s no one I would rather have stalking me.”

I was rather flattered at his comment and smiled as he said it, and at the same time felt a flash of warmth from how genuine he was being toward me.

“So, John, I want to be straight with you.”

“Please do.”

“I was recently in an automobile accident and received a blood transfusion from your former wife’s donation at the local blood bank.  I know this may seem bizarre, but I just wanted to thank you, so much, for what your wife did.  I might not be alive today if it had not been for her.”

“Thank you, Kelly.  How did you find me?”

“Please don’t ask me that John.  It could cost someone their job.  This was so important to me that I called in a couple of favors to find out who it was, so I could thank you personally.”

“I completely understand, and that’s okay.  It’s a bit unusual, but that is okay.  And besides, you are probably wondering why I was looking at you the way I did last night and today at lunch.”

I looked at him and smiled and said, “What do you mean?”

He walked across the room and picked up a photograph which he handed to me.  As I looked at it, I noticed that it was a photo of John, along with his deceased wife, who just happened to look exactly like me.

I sat there looking at the photo in amazement and then said, “Oh my God John, I’m a dead ringer for ….”

“Yes, Kelly, you look exactly like my former wife, Marissa.”

Staring at the photo I was in complete disbelief, as I was the mirror image of her.

“Kelly, when I saw you at the restaurant last night, I could not believe what I had seen.  It was almost like she had come back to life and was sitting right there in front of me.  I tried to play it cool and not gawk at you too much, but it was so hard not to look at you.”

At that point he began to sniffle a little bit and said, “I’m sorry Kelly.”

As we sat there on the couch and I put my hand on his shoulder and said, “It’s okay,” and pulled him toward me.

After a bit I asked, “John, what happened to her?”

“Thanks Kelly, I appreciate it.  Anyway, she was in a car crash about a month ago.  She was killed instantly and according the people on the scene they said it happened so quickly that she probably felt no pain.  Do you know where Main and 3rd is?  That’s where it happened.”

With an astonished look on my face I said, “Yes, I know exactly where that is.  That is where I had my car wreck recently.”

Looking at me he said, “Wow.  This is all so coincidental.  What are the odds?  I knew her blood had been given to someone named Kelly, but according to my friend at the hospital, I heard it was given to a man.”

“I don’t know how that could be since I’m the Kelly that received it,” I said.

I am such a liar.

Laughing he said, “I can see how someone could mix something like that up with a name like Kelly, right?”

“John, I am so sorry.  And now that I’ve seen your wife’s photograph, well, I just don’ know what to say.  I feel so embarrassed that I ….”

Taking my hand, he said, “No, don’t be.  You came here to thank me, and I appreciate it so much.  As a matter of fact, you don’t know how much.  The fact that you and Marissa favor each other is simply a coincidence, so please, please, promise me you won’t feel embarrassed, because I feel that way myself, and there’s no need for two of us to feel that way.”

After a few moments I said, “I‘ve got an idea.  Why don’t the two of us agree that neither of us will be embarrassed?  Deal?”

I put my hand out which he took into his and then we shook on it.

We sat there in silence for a bit when finally, I said, “John, tell me about Marissa.”

“Really?”

“Really.  Walk me around the house and show me her photos, her things, and tell me all about her.”

Looking at me he asked, “Are you sure?”

“I am.  I think on some level it would be good for both of us considering that you just lost her, and then I just received her blood and that I look exactly like her.”

As we rose up off the couch I got on my cell and sent Charles a text message that said, Head on out.  I will use the Suber app to catch a ride home and see you there later.

As we walked through the house and he told me all about Marissa, it was indescribable as he spoke to me about her.  He spoke about her with so much passion, and I could feel the love in his voice as he showed me all of her photos, possessions, and told me about everything that she did and was interested in.  I think it was truly the first time in my life that I had ever seen someone who cared so much about another person.  The more I listened the more I realized that this was someone who had found true love, I mean real honest to goodness love, and had lost it.  Despite the fact that I had never thought about it before, I started thinking about how incomplete my life had been to this point.  I’d never had feelings like that for anyone, ever.  Then I wondered, had any woman ever felt that way about me and I had not realized it?

After we finished touring his house, we returned to his living room and I sat down on the sofa with him.  Sitting there it was really soaking in that this man, who loved his wife so dearly, was probably in love with me, simply because I was her mirror image.  I was going to need to be careful, because he was fragile, and I definitely did not want him to get hurt, any more than he had been already.  I wonder how he would feel if he knew that two days ago that I was not the lovely and talented Kelly but was a big hairy guy.  For now, I’d better not bring that up in casual conversation.

“John, I appreciate you telling me about Marissa.  I really enjoyed it.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Sure, I just love listening to you talk.”

Okay, I could not believe that I’d told him that, as it just kind of fell out of my mouth.  However, it was true, I really did.  That does not mean that I am gay or have feelings for him, it just means that I like hanging out with the guy, right?

“Kelly, it’s about 7:15, I don’t suppose you would like to have dinner with me, would you?”

“John, I appreciate it, but I don’t want to put you out.”

“What, are you kidding?  There is absolutely no possibility of that!”

Thinking about it, I was a bit hungry, and what could it hurt so I said, “Okay, just a quick bite, and nothing fancy.”

He and I hopped into his car and went to an Italian place near his house that he claimed to frequent.  When we walked in all the staff seemed to know him and we were offered a table immediately, which was not surprising as it seemed to be a slow night.  Arriving at our table he pulled my chair out, I thanked him, and I had a seat. 

We had a great dinner and for some reason I ate like a horse, and the only thing I could think of was that all that shopping must have used up a lot of energy.  We also had some fantastic conversation, which I thoroughly enjoyed.  After dinner he offered to drive me back to my place and I decided to let him.  He walked me to my door to say good night which I was hesitant about because I was afraid that he would want to kiss me, and I was definitely not ready for that.

“Thanks for dinner John.  I had a great time.”

“Me too, thanks for going out with me.”

We stood there in silence for a moment when he finally said, “Well, I guess I’d better get going.  See you around.”

“Okay, good night John. And thanks for the tour of your home.  You have a great place.”

He started to walk away when he turned around and asked, “Kelly, would you see me again?”

Looking at him I said, “Look John you’re a nice guy ….”

At this point I could see the look of disappointment on his face, which just crushed me after knowing what he had been through.  Why was I feeling so bad for him?  In the past it would have been a total non-issue.  It must be all these female hormones running through my system.  Why can’t I just be the dick I’ve always been?

I continued speaking and said, “But you’ve just lost your wife, and I look exactly like her, and don’t you think that ….”

“Yeah, I know what you are going to say, that since you look just like her, I’m seeing her and not the real you.  How am I doing?”

Hoping I would not regret what I was getting ready to say I announced, “Look, I’m not making any promises, but I do know one thing, you’re a nice guy and I like hanging out with you, a lot.  If you can start out being my friend, and see if you really like the real me, and that I like you, we can take it from there.”

He came over and gave me a big hug which I returned, and as he pulled away, he looked straight into my eyes, and before I knew it he gave me a quick kiss on the lips, and took off down the sidewalk.

“Good night Kelly, talk to you soon,” he called out as he bounced happily down the walk way.

Right about that time Charles opened the door and said, “Girl look at you, only been a girl for a day and you’re working it.  I saw him giving you a little kissy poo.”

“No, that’s not the way it happened.  Before I knew it, he had kissed me on the lips, and I never even saw it coming.”

“It’s me!  I’m non-judgmental so I hope you know that you never, ever have to make excuses with me.”

So, there I was, I had been a woman since the previous morning and I had just gone out on my first date.  What’s was next?  If there was a next, I didn’t even want to know.


Chapter 8

I woke up about 6:30 feeling ill and was convinced that I was going to throw up, which I subsequently did with no problem.  Afterward, I felt way better and was grateful for the relief, but as I sat down on the side of the bed, I noticed something, that my belly seemed a little larger than normal, and when I say normal I mean the previous two days of womanhood.  Anyway, it was just barely noticeable, but I wrote it off as a symptom of the large meal that I had eaten last night.  But wait, hadn’t I just thrown that up?

I also noticed that my breasts were a little bit sore, which was strange, mainly because I’d never had sore breasts before.  Let’s face it, before all this started, I’d never had breasts at all.  I’m only going on my third day of being a gal and I’m already falling apart.

I got on my phone and plugged all the symptoms into my web browser and waited on the results, which sent me into sheer terror as line after line of data came back saying the same thing over and over.

Charles got up a little after 8 and joined me in the kitchen where I was sitting at the table wearing a sports bra and yoga pants.

“You look really cute in that outfit.  Hey, by the way, did I hear you leave the house earlier?”

“I did, I walked down to the corner store and back.”

“Really?  What did you need from there?  It must have been pretty important for you to have walked down there and back?”

With that I handed him what I had purchased from the Super Quik Mart which he took in hand and said, “What’s this?  Kelly, is that what I think it is?”

“It is exactly what you think it is.”

Looking at it he said, “Oh my God, this is unbelievable.  Could this be a mistake?”

“Nope, the box had two of them and I’ve tried both and the results are the same.”

“Kelly, you going to ….”

“Yes, that’s right, I’m going to have a baby dude.”

Smiling Charles said, “That’s great, I’m going to be an uncle, no maybe not, more like a first cousin one removed.  Oh hell, can we just say I’m an uncle, please?”

I just sat there looking at him and finally he responded by saying, “You seem to be taking this rather well.”

“Oh, you should have seen me after taking the test and getting that positive result.  I take that back you should not, because I think I cried for about forty-five minutes straight.”

Looking at me closer he said, “Now that you mention it your eyes are kind of blood shot.”

“What am I going to do?  Now I’m not only a woman but a pregnant one as well.”

Charles held me as I cried and said, “Cousin I am right here with you, through thick and think, and you know that I always will be.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that.”

Regaining my composure, I said, “I wonder how this happened.  No wait, I know exactly how it happened.”

“Inquiring minds want to know,” he said.

“Remember how you told me that John’s wife was pregnant at the time of her accident, and we calculated that she must of unknowingly have been pregnant at the time she gave blood?”

“Kelly, you are pregnant with John’s baby.”

“It sure looks that way.”

“And on top of that you look like his dead wife.”

“This just keeps getting better and better,” I said.

As time pressed on, and I continued trying to get used to being a woman, and a pregnant one at that, I continued to work from home as I had for so many years.  It worked out quite convenient and enabled me to keep what had happened to me a secret, and no one was the wiser.

The house that I had lived in had a pool in the back yard which I had always enjoyed using as I truly loved to be out in the sun and also enjoyed swimming.  One day while looking in the drawer that contained some of Rebecca’s things, which she never came back to get, I noticed the bikini that she left behind.  I decided right then and there that I was going to try it on.  Looking at myself in the mirror I noticed that I was a sexy pregnant woman, baby bump and all.  Over the course of my pregnancy I wore that bikini repeatedly as I spent time by the pool.

My friendship with John continued at a slow pace just like I said it would and he seemed to be fine with that.  The one thing that I knew was that he liked being with me, and that was okay because I liked being with him as well.  Despite my efforts to keep it slow I was developing feelings for him that made me feel uncomfortable, and that’s because these feelings were resembling warmth, comfort, and also what felt a lot like love.  Internally I was struggling because I had the mind and life experiences of a man, but the biology of a woman, and they were both battling for control of me.

We got together at least a couple of times a week and went and did something whether it was shopping, seeing a movie or having dinner, and the more I got to know him, the more I liked him, hence, the feelings that I just described above.

One day I invited him over to swim with me at my house, which was something we had not done before.  I’d been a woman now for about three months, which was about the total amount of time I had known him and figured it would be okay.  To date I had been wearing loose fitting tops to hide my ever expanding belly as I was nervous about telling him that I was pregnant, but I had decided that today was the day because he was going to find out sooner or later.

He rang the doorbell and as I opened the door and he entered the house he looked at me and said, “Kelly!”

“Yes?” I said while smiling back at him.

“Are you ….”

“What does it look like?”

“That you’re barefoot, pregnant, and wearing a bikini.”

We both burst into laughter at his comment.

“Kelly, I didn’t know.  You’ve been concealing it well.  How far are you along?”

“They are estimating about five months.”

The look in his eyes told me that he was saddened and even hurt, which made me feel awful.  Looking at me seriously he said, “I had no idea that you were even seeing anyone.”

“I’m not John, only you.”

As I responded and said those words to him, I totally surprised myself.  The only thing I could think of when he said the words, I had no idea that you were even seeing anyone, was to reassure him that there was no one else, just him.

“Get your trunks on and let’s go to the pool, and I will explain everything.”

Out at the pool I strutted around in my bikini, pregnant as could be, and even put on my sun glasses so I would look even cooler.

A couple of minutes later John came out of the house, walked up to me and said, “Mind if I pay you a compliment?”

“Please do.”

“You’re the most beautiful pregnant woman I’ve ever seen in my life.”

Despite the fact that he had just discovered that I was pregnant, he still thought I was beautiful, which told me that he loved me, a lot.

Looking at him I said, “You are so sweet,” and I kissed him on the cheek.

I couldn’t believe I just did that!  When he said those words to me it was like something took over my mind and body and just did it.  When I kissed him, it felt nice and natural, and I was not embarrassed in any way.  Boy, I’ve sure had an attitude shift since all this started.

I explained to John that there was no father and that I was completely alone, and there was no one else.  Additionally, I also told him that this was the result of a one-night stand, before I met him, and I had no idea who the father was, and that I had been reluctant to tell him.  I really hated lying to him, but I had no choice because the truth was so unbelievable.

“Why were you hesitant about telling me Kelly?”

“These past few months I feel that I’ve really gotten to know you, and I like you John, a lot.  I’ve been wanting to tell you I was pregnant, but I’ve been afraid to.”

Taking my hands into his he asked, “Why?  You can tell me anything.”

Crying as I talked, I said, “What man wants a relationship with a woman carrying someone else’s baby?  Oh my God John, I thought if I told you that you would think I was some sort of a tramp who couldn’t keep her panties up and you would not want anything to do with me anymore.”

“What?” he asked.

“And I don’t want that John, I don’t want to lose you, you don’t even know how much you truly mean to me,” I said while continuing to sob.

“I want you to listen to me okay?”

While I was sniffling and nodding my head he said, “Kelly I’m not going anywhere, unless you tell me to go away and leave you alone, and I sure hope that you never do that.”

I put my arms around him and gave him the biggest hug that I possibly could, which he returned.

As we pulled apart, I looked at him and said, “Thanks.  You are the best friend a g…., girl, could ever have.”

“And one more thing, I have no plans to tell you to go away and leave me alone.”

Smiling at me he said, “Good.  That would make me very sad.”

John then surprised me and gave me a very slow and soft kiss on the lips, which sent tingles up and down my body.  I could not believe it!  A man had kissed me, and I loved it, proving that either I was gay and had never known it or I was a woman.

“That was nice,” I said, “But is that all I get?”

Leaning toward me again he kissed me again and as we continued, we opened our mouths for one another and our tongues began to twirl.  I was really getting warmed up from the kissing and decided to cool it down a bit and pulled back from him.

“You’re a great kisser,” I said.

“Then why did you stop?”

Smiling at him I said, “Why don’t you save some of that sugar for me for later?  And besides, we’re here to swim so let’s get in the pool.”

Little did he know that I needed to get in the pool to cool down, as the kissing had really gotten me stirred up.  It was true that I was a woman and just kissed my first man, but I was not ready to take the next step, not today anyway.

We got into the pool and did very little swimming but talked a lot while having drinks.  I had decided not to have any alcohol during the term of my pregnancy to make sure the baby was healthy, so I limited myself to non-alcoholic, less fun drinks.  After spending some time in the pool, we eventually finished up with our swimming, or should I say standing around in the pool socializing, and then went into the house.

We changed out of our wet swimwear and then had a seat on the couch.

“Hey, I want to ask you something?”

“Sure,” I said.

“What you told me earlier about the way you feel about me …”

“Yes?”

“It means a lot to me that you shared that, it really does Kelly.”

Smiling at him I said, “It felt really good to be able to tell you, and besides I thought it was now or never, especially with you finding out about me being pregnant.”

“You know what Kelly?”

“What?”

Placing his hand gently on my belly he said, “Despite the fact that we’ve never had sex, I wish it had been me that had given you this child.”

Tears started to from in my eyes and I said, “Thanks, that means so much to me, and I feel the exact same way.”

Little did he know that this child growing inside me was his baby, and he would never know because I would never be able to tell him.

“You know, this baby is not your responsibility, it’s my problem and mine alone.”

Leaning toward me he kissed me passionately once again, and then pulled back and said to me, “Kelly, how long have we known each other now?”

“Three months.”

“And don’t you think that during that time we’ve got to know each other pretty well?”

“There’s no doubt about it, John.”

“I feel the same way.  You know how earlier you shared how you felt about me?”

“Yes?”

“Sometimes it takes a lot of courage to tell someone how they truly feel.”

“I guess you’re right,” I said.

“Kelly!”

“Yes?”

“I love you, so much, and I have since the moment I set eyes on you.  I know what you’re thinking, that I love you because you look like Marissa, but I want to assure you that’s not the case.  Maybe it was at first but it is not now because over the past three months I’ve gotten to know you, and you are a completely different person than she was.  I loved her for her, but I love you for you, and that’s the truth.”

“John….”

“You can tell me no that you’re not interested when I’m done but please let me finish.”

I nodded my head in agreement and then continued being silent.

“Kelly I can’t help the way that I feel but I know one thing, that I want to be with you, through good times and bad, and I want to help you raise your, no, our baby, and I hope you know that I will treat it as my own, and love it as much as I do you.”

At this point my eyes were as full of water as all the great lakes combined, and I started to cry.  I was so touched that he felt so deeply about me, even after finding out about the baby.  Sitting there bawling he held me until I regained my composure a couple of minutes later.

Looking at him I said, “I know of no one that I would rather have in my life than you.  And I have something to admit to you as well.”

“What’s that?”

“I love you too.”

“Thanks.”

“And I think you’ll make a fantastic father.”

Oops, what did I just say?  I know he said he would help raise it but maybe I’m getting a little ahead of myself.  That would imply you know what!

“Good, I’m glad we are thinking along the same lines.  I know this may seem sudden but one thing that I have learned is that life is truly short, and I know I want this more than anything.  Kelly, will you marry me?


Chapter 9

Our wedding took place on the most beautiful beach in the middle of the afternoon where the waves were crashing against the shore as the pastor conducted the service, and it was absolutely perfect.  I was wearing a white wedding dress that had a baby bump, John was in a tux, and we were all barefoot.  Fortunately, Charles was able to attend and served as best man for John and Bridesmaid for me, which meant that he held the ring for John and threw the bouquet after we were married.  Personally, he told me that he preferred being a bridesmaid, which did not surprise me at all.  He also told me that he thought that I had done the right thing by marrying John and knew that I would be very happy.

John and I told Charles we would join up with him later for dinner and he said that was fine, as he had met a new friend at a place called the Rainbow Club and was going down to check out the local action.

Upon returning to our room we were both slightly nervous, as we had not had sex yet.  At the time John asked me to marry him we had decided that we would wait until after we were married, which was okay with me as I was totally scared to death.  I was horny as heck, but still afraid.

I went into the bathroom and changed out of my wedding dress and into the cutest little black nighty that just barely covered me, which I had picked up especially for the occasion.  I really wanted something sexy that would please him and make this extra special.

Opening the bathroom door there I stood wearing my new outfit and sporting my high heel powder puff mules.  John was standing there in his boxer shorts, gazing at me with his mouth hanging open. 

“So, are you ready to consummate our marriage?” I asked.

“I think I can work you in,” he said and then smiled at me.

“I figured you could, because it’s a sin if you don’t.”

“You’ll get no argument from me,” he said as he walked toward me.

As we put our arms around one another and started to kiss I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, as I had never been this nervous in my life.  I’d been telling myself for some time that I was woman, and I had nothing to be ashamed of because this was natural for women to do.  I had become attracted to John the past few months as he was a good man, and I loved being with him, and more than anything I wanted to please him and share the special intimacy with him that only a man and woman can know together.

After kissing for some time, we lay down on the bed, me on my back and him on his side, to compensate for my maternal state of six months.  I started to remove my heels, but John said to leave them on, so I complied with his request.  We continued to kiss and as we did so our hands began to wander across each other’s bodies, exploring one another tenderly.  Moving his hand up my leg he came to my panties where he slipped his fingers underneath them, and then began to gently lower them until they were completely removed.  After starting at my instep and gently kissing his way up my legs, he arrived at my womanhood where he took me into his mouth and began to pleasure me.  He had the most fantastic method of gently sucking on me while massaging me with his tongue at the same time.  My feelings of inhibition from earlier were falling away fast, as I had never been this turned on in my life, and the way he was stimulating me felt so good, as it was beyond anything I could have even imagined.

While clutching the sheets I said, “John, that feels so good, please keep doing exactly what you are, it feels wonderful,” and I continued to moan with pleasure.

He then began to pick up speed which I absolutely loved as the pleasure was building inside me, and I knew that I would soon reach my peak.  “Oh John, God yes, don’t stop,” I begged, “I’m getting close.”

Without warning I suddenly reached orgasm, and as I did, I screamed with delight as ripples of pure pleasure pulsed through my entire body, leaving me in a state of fulfillment like I had never know or even imagined possible.  It was at this moment that I knew I was no longer a man, in any way shape or form, as that part of me was gone, as I was now truly a woman, and was ready to accept and embrace my role as a female, wife and mother.

“Oh baby, that was absolutely fantastic,” I said.

“Anything for you my love.”

“Now it’s your turn.”

Because of my swollen belly the missionary position was out of the question, so I stayed on my back, and John got on his knees, and as he did so I moved my legs apart.  Taking his manhood, he gently massaged my wet entrance, so I would be ready to take him, and with one quick thrust he entered me quickly and deeply, and as he did so I moaned loudly.

He began to move in and out of me, slowly at first, and then with ever increasing speed, and with each back and forth motion the sensation of him hitting against my womanhood filled me with delight and caused me to moan with pleasure. 

After a couple of minutes, I could tell that he was close and I was okay with that, as I was myself, but more importantly I wanted to please him so I said, “Sweetie I want you to go ahead, don’t hold back, I want you to let it go.”

Still moving a warp speed, he said, “But Kelly, I want to get you there, I want to get you there so bad.”

“You’ve already got me there once but I’m about to have another one, Oh God, yes, that’s it, yes, yes,” I cried out.

With my body convulsing I lightly screamed signaling to him that I had arrived, and almost instantly I could tell that he had climaxed as well, and that’s when I faked my first orgasm.  Why did I do it?  For the same reason that I’ve always done it, because he needs it.  When I was a man and my partner came too, I always felt a sense of completion, because I didn’t want the experience to be all one sided, I wanted to give them pleasure just like they had given me.  I think because I was a man first, I will probably be a fantastic woman, because I know exactly what they need.

John then lay down on the bed beside me where we held each other for some time, gently kissed, and talked with one another about the great day that we had just had, and our future lives together.


Chapter 10

Everything that I have described to you happened about five years ago, but it almost seems like yesterday.  We are happily married and have a wonderful son named Christopher, and a beautiful daughter named Emily, and we live a quiet life in suburbia which we absolutely love.  Believe it or not, John and I even have couple friends, that live right here in our neighborhood, and I’ve even got a friend named Carol who is absolutely the best friend I think I’ve ever had.  We love to go shopping, have lunch, get our nails done, take our kids to the playground, and all kinds of things.  When we get together, we always have a great time, and I love her to death.

My friendship with Carol could not have come at a better time because Charles, my best friend and cousin moved away right after John and I got married, as he met the love of his life Fabian the same day we were wed.  They moved to Albuquerque to start a hair salon together because Fabian, who absolutely adores Charles, has quite a bit of money and wants him to be happy and have exactly what he wants.  At present they are living together but are soon planning to marry, and guess who has already been selected to be his bridesmaid?  No silly, it’s me! I’ve got the cutest dress and shoes picked out for the simple ceremony they are going to have, and I know we are going to have a great time.

The transition that happened to me was not something that I asked for nor do I know how it occurred.  If I had to guess I would say that there was something in Marissa’s blood that would not let her die, or it was spiritual in some way, and she found a way to get back to John, the love of her life, via me.  Both of those theories are rather unscientific, don’t hold an ounce of water, and really sound absurd, but if you can come up with something better, I would love to hear from you.

I have adapted well to being a woman and happily accept my new sex, and my new life, which in a way surprises me, because initially I never thought I would be able to do so.  The key factors that showed me that this was my destiny and that it was okay to be, act, and live as a woman were: (1) When I learned how much John cared for me after finding out that I was pregnant. (2) When he asked me to marry him, I knew how much that he truly loved me and finally (3) When he made love to me for the first time, and it felt good, natural, and right, and all the thoughts that I’d previously had about how being with a man was dirty or wrong, had vanished.

In my spare time, of which there is very little, I take care of my kids and my husband, all of whom I love very much.  John is a fantastic man and a wonderful lover, and by the way, we have a great sex life, which is probably in part because I used to be a guy and don’t have all the inhibitions that most girls are brought up with.  Anyway, I can’t get enough of him and he can’t get enough of me, and that’s the way it’s really supposed to be.  We have a wonderful marriage and I can’t wait to wake up each day to kiss him and tell him how much I love him, as then have him take me right there on spot.

One of the things that I also like to do, when I’m not doing the plethora of other things that I just mentioned, is hang out by the pool, which I’ve been doing quiet a bit of these days.  I no longer wear my old taupe colored bikini, or should I say Rebecca’s, as I traded it in for a new red one yesterday which is much more colorful and sexier, according to John anyway. 

Oh, I don’t think I mentioned that I’m expecting again, but I don’t think that surprises you, because you know how much I like to be barefoot, pregnant, and wearing a bikini.
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