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Chapter 1

After a full day I stopped at the postal center to pick up my mail while on the way to the gym.  I had started using the facility to receive my mail when I first moved to town since I was staying with my sister at the time and did not know where I was going to end up living.  This just seemed like the best thing to do.  And for the price it was well worth it as they would also sign for packages from all the mail carriers and there was no standing in line.

Walking in to the postal center, the Indian woman behind the counter, dressed in traditional clothing from her home country said, “Hi Mr. Randy, I think there is a box for you today.”

Searching through a plethora of other boxes that were behind the counter she quickly identified it and handed it to me.

“Thanks,” I said.

Smiling at me and speaking in a moderate to heavy accent she said, “You are welcome sir and have a blessed day.”

Looking at the box I saw my name on it, Randy Rogers, and then saw the return address which was in China, which confirmed that my special weight gain formula had finally arrived after a couple of weeks of waiting.

I worked out a lot and routinely used weight gain formula to bulk up and most of the time it worked great, but recently I read about a new product that supposedly works even faster, so I just had to try it out.

Climbing in my car I threw it in the back seat and headed to the fitness center where I normally worked out and got busy running through my regular routine. 

As I was standing there talking to my buddies after finishing my workout, I noticed a young woman with blonde hair in a ponytail who was working out, or trying to anyway and was doing all that she could to stay on the treadmill.  She was clearly overweight and definitely out of shape to say the least.  Thinking I would impress the guys I said in a loud voice, “Work it baby work it.”

I could hear a couple of the guys laugh after I said it and then much to my surprise, she stopped the machine, got off of it, and marched up to me.

“You got something to say?” she asked while peering at me with a scowled look on her face.

Still trying to be funny in front of the guys I said, “Why did you stop?  You’ve got a long way to hon, and that lard’s not going to come off by itself.”  As I finished my statement, I realized that no one was laughing with the exception of me.

“Fuck you asshole,” she said, and then grabbed her towel and bag and stormed out of the workout room.

Vince who routinely works out at the same time each day as me said, “Why did you say that?”

“What?” I asked, “Didn’t you think it was funny?”

I then looked around at a couple of the other guys and they were looking away from me not saying a word.

“Look,” Vince said, “She may not be a super model but she’s in here trying because she wants to do better with her physique, and she’s probably self-conscious enough about her weight as it is, and you saying a bunch of shit does not help her mentally or physically.”

“Vince, you’re such a do-gooder and a bleeding heart.  Hey guys what I said was funny, right?”

As I spun around and looked at them, I could see a disgusted look on their faces and they began to mutter stuff like, “Not cool dude,” and “That’s fucked up bro.”

“I can’t believe you guys; it was a joke.  Well you know what, fuck her and fuck you if you can’t take a joke, I’m outta here.”

I grabbed my bag, stopped by the bathroom to take a leak and headed toward the front entrance, and just before I walked out I saw Vince and the guys talking to the woman I had harassed earlier and it looked like they were apologizing.  As I continued walking I noticed that she was crying and the guys were standing there trying to console her, and at that point I realized that I had really screwed up, and the shit I said had not been funny at all, and instead of making her look like a fool, I had caused myself look like one.

Heading onto my apartment I took my stuff inside including my new weight gain formula and threw everything on the counter and headed off to the shower to clean up after working up a sweat at the gym.

After getting out of the shower wrapped only in a towel I returned to the kitchen and saw that I had a voicemail message so I picked up my cell phone and listened, “Hey this is the manager down at the gym and I wanted to talk with you about the incident that happened here earlier where you insulted and potentially harassed a fellow customer.  This is the second time someone has complained about you and if we get one more complaint, you’re not going to be able to return to the gym, as we cannot tolerate that kind of behavior.  Call me if you have any questions and have a nice day.”

Hanging up I stood there somewhat agitated as I could not believing how everyone could get so upset just because I made a funny comment about a fat girl.  After all, I did not make her fat.  She did it to herself, along with the other one I said something about last week.  As I continued thinking about it, I wondered if the bitch had complained or if it had been one of the guys.  Ah, screw ‘em, if it’s going to be a problem I won’t go back there anymore.  There are lots of gyms that would love to have a hunky six-foot-tall two hundred and twenty pound guy like myself using their facilities, and they probably don’t have fat ass bitches working out there complaining anytime someone makes an innocent comment.

Looking across the counter I saw the package I picked up earlier, opened it and viewed the contents which were a couple of small brown colored glass bottles that appeared to have clear liquid inside.  Reading the directions on the flyer I was amazed at how little you needed to mix with milk in order to achieve the maximum effect.  Knowing that I usually like my drinks cold when I use weight gain formula, I put the bottles, about six inches tall, in the freezer.

After throwing together some dinner and watching a bit of TV I sat on my couch and watched a movie and the next thing I knew it was 10:00 p.m. and I decided to turn in.

The next morning, I walked into the kitchen and prepared to make myself a shake using my new weight gain formula, and when I took the bottles out of the freezer they were frozen.  I took the lid off of one of them and put it in the microwave to unfreeze the liquid and within thirty seconds I had made progress, so I put some more time on it, took it out and it was no longer frozen.  Following the directions, I filled a cup with milk, and then added a teaspoon of the substance, which did not seem like very much at all, so I added some more.  My thinking was if a teaspoon is good then four or five must be even better.  Drinking it down I did not even notice any kind of taste aside from that of the milk. 

I then injected myself with steroids, which I had started using recently, in order to bulk up a little faster.  My plan was not to use them long term but just for a little bit until I could see a little more improvement in my muscle mass.

I headed down to my sister’s office and arrived at 9:00 a.m. where I was to meet her to start training.  She was a real estate broker that worked alone and agreed to take me on and teach me the business, and I was glad since I had not been in town too long and had bounced around between jobs. I was really hoping that I would be successful in the industry.

Walking into the office there stood my petite sister Mariah in a black pants suit with a cream-colored shirt with her long blonde hair resting on her shoulders.  She was an attractive woman, and at twenty-seven years of age, quite successful in my book.  Being older than me by a year and a half I felt she had accomplished a lot more than I had during my time on earth as she had attended college and even started her own business.  All I had done was drift between dead end jobs. 

Turning around and looking at me she said, “Hey baby brother, right on time.”

“Hey sis,” I said.

“Alright my new licensed agent, are you ready to learn the ropes?”

“I sure am,” I said eagerly.

“Good,” why don’t you get started by making a pot of coffee for the boss?  You do remember how to do that?”

Laughing I said, “Just point to the kitchen and I will get it taken care of.”

She pointed to the right and I headed into the break area and performed my first duty working for her.  After I finished and delivered her a mug of steaming java I asked, “Anything else?”

“There is,” she said.

Following her out the back of the building she opened the door to a storage room which contained yard signs that had her company name on printed on them and said, “Will you please take those out and wash them down as some of them are pretty dirty.  There is a bucket, soap and sponge in the kitchen and there is a spigot with a water hose on the side of the building.”

Looking at her I said, “This is not very glamourous.  When do we start selling million-dollar homes and collecting big commission checks?”

Laughing she said, “Dude, you’ve been watching way too much TV.  Before you begin selling high end property you’ve got a lot to learn.”

“Why can’t we hire a Mexican to do this?” I asked.

“Isn’t that kind of a racist thing to say?”

“Hmmm, well, not if they are actually from Mexico.”

Nodding she said, “Okay then, because, one you’re temporarily my employee until I get you up and running as a commission-based sales rep and this is one of your duties, and two that DNA test that our family took showed that we are about twenty percent Hispanic with roots in Mexico, so, ….”

“I get it, I am your Mexican,” I said.

“Si,” she said, and walked back inside.

After finishing up with my assignment I went back inside and found sis sitting at her desk looking at a computer screen.  Looking up she asked, “Did you finish?”

“Yep, all the signs are washed down, and I even dried them.”

“Good job, and thanks by the way, that’s something I’ve needed to do for some time.  Oh, could you run to the real estate board and pick up a couple of lockboxes?  I’ve got two listings coming up over the next few days and it would help me out if you could do that.”

“What’s the address?” I asked.

After a trip clear across town and back, using the GPS on my phone since I had no idea where I was going, it must have been an hour and a half later when I returned to her office.  As I walked in the building I was not feeling so well, and I did not know what it was that was bothering me specifically as I felt sluggish, and even a little bit dizzy.

Stepping into her office she said, “Thanks just put them on the credenza.”

As I sat them down, I said, “Okay, and I’ll put the receipt with them.”

“Great.”  Looking at me she said, “Randy you don’t look so good, are you feeling ok?”

“Not really, I don’t know what’s wrong with me?”

With a concerned look on her face she said, “I know we are only about halfway through the day but maybe you should go home, we can pick right up in the morning if that’s okay with you.”

Nodding I said, “That might not be a bad idea.”

As I turned to walk out, she said, “Hey, I want to ask you a question.”

“Sure.”

“Randy, I’ve noticed how fast you’ve been bulking up and I want you to be truthful, are you using steroids?”

“What’s that they say in the movies?  I please the fifth?”

“You please the fifth?  Don’t you mean you plead the fifth?  And are you crazy using the steroids?  You can’t be using that stuff; it can mess up your body by causing organ damage and even kill you.”

“I’ve only been using a little bit, and it is just temporary.”

“Go on home Randy, and stop using that shit right away or you won’t have a job here.  Understood?”

“Okay sis.  See you tomorrow.”

As I turned and started walking out, she said, “Text me when you get home so I’ll know you made it okay.”

I promise.

“Love you little brother.”

Nodding I said, “Love you too sis.”


Chapter 2

I got home from the office about 1 p.m. or so, texted Mariah and let her know that I had made it home and went right to bed.  I slept until the next morning when the sun began creeping through the edges of the bedroom curtains which woke me up.  Looking at the clock on the bedside table it read 6:00 a.m.  Could that be correct?  Is it possible that I could have slept seventeen hours?  Anyway, I was feeling better and the symptoms that I’d had yesterday were now gone, so I was feeling optimistic about the coming day and on top of that I was hungrier than a bear, as my grandmother from Kentucky used to say.

As my feet landed on the floor and my body rose up, I felt a strange sensation on my chest which felt peculiar, and almost heavy.  Placing my hands on my body it felt like I had actual breasts, which I knew could not be possible, so making my way to the bathroom I flicked on the light, and I almost passed out in disbelief as I caught sight of what I saw in the mirror.  In place of myself was an overweight young woman with brown hair and eyes who was as astonished to see me as I was to see her, and as I moved, her image did as well.

Finally, I decided to speak and as I uttered the word hello it came out of my mouth in a high pitched tone and was feminine in every aspect which filled me with even more fear.  As I continued and used a variety of other test phrases, they were all the same, as each and every one of them was girly as I used my new voice.

Looking at myself in the mirror I noted how firm my breasts were as I stood there, now a woman, in my white boxer shorts with green chili peppers on them. 

This must be a dream I thought.  Let’s face it this could not possibly be real because outside of a Hollywood movie, people just don’t get changed into the opposite sex, right?  It’s impossible!  Complete fantasy and make believe.  I then concluded that my earlier thought had to be correct and I was dreaming.  Yes, that’s it there could be no other answer.  If I just played it cool and went with the flow, this dream would play out and it would soon be over, and I would be laughing uproariously about the whole thing.  I would even tell the guys at the gym and my sister, and I would describe how life like it was, and as I did they would look at me funny and tell me that was the craziest thing they had ever heard of, and then we would chuckle at how humorous it was.

Since I would officially be a fat girl until the dream ended, I decided I would be modest and cover up my newfound boobs, now with erect nipples from the chill in the air, so I put on my bathrobe.  Proceeding to the kitchen I decided to make a pot of coffee, which I did not normally do but it was okay, because with this being a nightmare, I would not really be drinking coffee, I would just be pretending to.

After starting the coffee pot, I stood there in the kitchen waiting for the brew to finish, and as I did, I became curious, was my package gone as well?  Opening my robe, I slid my hand down my boxers until I reached the spot where it should be, and much to my disappointment there was nothing there.  As my hand continued downward, I arrived at the place where a woman’s vagina would be normally be located and as I continued my exploration it sure seemed like I was the proud owner of one free and clear.  My middle finger slowly surveyed the terrain and as it passed across the lips of my pussy, I could feel myself starting to get aroused.  Continuing my journey I slowly started to press my finger inward and before I knew it I had entered my vagina, and as I did I became even more aroused.  I thought to myself, for something that is not real, it sure feels stimulating, and since it is a dream, what the hell?  I might as well continue checking it out.

Right about that time my cell phone chirped, and as it did, I extracted my finger from my newfound vagina and headed to the living room where the electronic device was resting on the coffee table.

Picking it up I saw a text from Mariah was said she was dropping her car off for maintenance, and would be into the office a little late, and asked if I could open up for her and man the shop until she got there.

Texting back, I wrote Something has come up and it will be difficult for me to make it in on time.  Is there any possibility that you could swing by my place on the way in?

Randy, are you being lazy or is it something serious?

Sis, for the first time in my life I can honestly say that I am not being lazy.

Are you still ill, like you were yesterday? She texted back.

Walking into the bathroom I looked at myself once again as I stood in front of the mirror and texted You know what, I can’t rule it out.

Okay, the dealership is giving me a loaner car when I drop mine off, and I’ll be there as quickly as I can.  Can you tell me anything else about what is wrong?

It is one of those things that you have to see to believe.

Okay, but you’d better not be jerking me around. I’ll see you in a couple of hours.

Putting the phone down on the table I was not terribly worried about pissing her off as this was an illusion, a fantasy, it was not real, and I would never be confronted by Mariah because I would be awake very soon, and this would be a distant memory of something that never actually occurred.

By this time, I could hear that the coffee pot had finished as it was making that slurping sound that they traditionally do when finished, and I headed to the kitchen to get a cup of joe.

After getting a cup of coffee, I sat down on the couch and thought about how I was going to handle this situation. I knew when my sister entered the apartment she would not immediately accept it as fact that the strange woman in her brothers apartment was, well, her brother.  And who in their right mind would?

I thought about changing clothes before sis arrived so I did not have to greet her in a bathrobe, but then again that would not make sense as I owned no women’s clothes.  Scavenging through my drawer I located a pair of workout pants with a flexible waist and drawstring which were a little long but worked.  Then getting in my closet I pulled out a button-down shirt which I slipped on, and voila!  My makeshift outfit was complete, so now all I had to do was let my sister in the door and convince her it was really me.  Easy stuff, right?

It was about 8:30 when there was a knock on my apartment door and as I opened it there stood Mariah in a purple dress with black heels on.  Pulling the door open she looked at me strangely as she caught sight of me which did not come as a surprise.

“Come in,” I said.

As she entered, she said, “I’m beginning to see why Randy is under the weather today.”

Making her way into the living room she said in a loud voice, “Randy, I’m here, and you’d better have a good explanation,” and then turning and looking at me she continued, “Even though I think I’ve already figured it out.”

“Please have a seat,” I said, and then I sat down on the loveseat and she took the chair.

“Are you Randy’s girlfriend?” She asked.

“Not exactly.”

“I did not think so.”

With a puzzled look on my face I asked, “Why not?”

“You don’t look like his type.”

She was right and knew him well as I would never go out with a girl with the figure like the one that I now had.

“So, Mariah, there’s something I need to talk to you about.”

“You seem to know my name, and you are ….”

“Oh boy, this is going to take some explaining, but my name is Randy.”

“You mean your name is Randy but like a girl spelled R-A-N-D-I?”

Knowing it would take more time and further complicate matters I nodded and started to talk.

“You know your brother Randy?”

“Of course.”

“I’m him.”

At this point I was still sure this was a dream, it was not real, and it would soon be over, I hoped.

Looking at me strangely she asked, “You know what I think?”

“What?”

“That he’s an asshole and is trying to play a practical joke on me, which I do not appreciate because he’s wasting my time.”

Then raising her voice, she yelled, “Randy, get your ass out of the bedroom and in here you prick, this shit’s not funny.”

“Mariah, if you will bear with me, I will make sense of all this.”

“I doubt it but go ahead.”

“This morning I woke up and found that I had been changed into a woman.”

Looking at me disgustedly she asked, “What were you before?”

“Your brother Randy.”

“Okay, just for clarification you’re telling me that you are my brother Randy, and somehow, overnight, you woke up, and are no longer a man but a woman.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I said.

Nodding her head and chuckling she asked, “Would you have a problem if I told you I was skeptical?”

“No, not at all.  Anyone in their right mind would think I was a nut job.”

“I appreciate your honesty, Randy is it?”

I nodded.

“So, you would not be offended if I asked you a few validation questions?”

“Not at all.”

“Okay.  What is your younger brother’s name?”

“I don’t have a younger brother.”

“Where is your grandmother buried?”

“Maternal or paternal?”

“Maternal.”

“Kentucky.”

“What city?”

“Albany.”

“Randi, you’re doing great so far, he trained you well.  No wait, you are actually my brother, sorry.”

“Please continue.”

Looking at me with stone cold eyes she asked, “What did I once catch you doing that you were super embarrassed about and you promised you’d do anything if I kept it a secret?”

She was really pushing this right to the edge as that was something I was not totally proud of but hoped this would validate my identity to her.

“When I was 16 you caught me jacking off to a photograph of you in a bikini.”

With an astonished look on her face she said, “There’s no way that he would have told you that, and if he did ….”

“It’s me sis, and I hate that you brought that up, of all things, THAT.”

“Randy, is that really you?”

I nodded.

“Another question, at work yesterday, who did you think would do a better job of cleaning the yards signs?”

“A Mexican.”

“Randy?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh my God, either this is the most elaborate bullshit job of all time, or you’ve really been changed into a girl.”

“It’s me. I’ve been turned into a lady, and a fat one at that.”

“Randy, what did you do?”

“I don’t know.”

“Let’s backtrack the last twenty-four hours and see if we can make sense of this.”


Chapter 3

With the brown bottle of weight gain formula in her hand she asked, “So, let me get this straight, on top of using steroids, you ordered this stuff from overseas, which clearly states it contains genetically modified hormones, and you also put it in the microwave?”

I nodded.

“Are you completely insane?” she asked.

“Well, no, not anymore, but I am a woman,” I said trying to lighten the mood.

Continuing to look at the bottle she got on her smartphone and started typing and after intently looking at the screen for a bit she said, “This shit’s highly illegal, oh, and by the way, it contains a large amount of genetically modified female hormones as well.  Oh my God, I think I know what happened.”

“Please, tell me.”

“You may not remember but in college I got a B.S. in Biochemistry.”

“I do, you were thinking about going to medical school but decided to be a real estate agent instead.”

Looking at me like she was going to kill me she said, “Yes, but that’s another story.  Anyway, I think that when you put that stuff, which was already genetically altered, in the microwave you altered it even further, and then putting it into your body it reacted with the steroids.  I can’t explain it exactly, but I think it rewrote your DNA, and the weight gain formula left you with a little chunk in the trunk baby brother.  Oh sorry, I guess I should say baby sister?”

“What do you think I should do?”

“What can you do?”

“Should I go and see a doctor?” I asked.

“Think about this, what will they say when you walk in and tell them this story?”

Giving it a bit more thought I said, “That will think I am out of my mind, but what if I take you with me?”

“Then they will think that we are a pair of fruit loops, and think about it, consider the consequences if they believed you?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I don’t know, I think they would find a cure perhaps.  What do you think?”

“You would be the first guy known to mankind that was changed into a female without the aid of surgery.  Can you imagine the field day medical science would have with you?  Think about it, you would probably even be handed over to the government or military, and they would poke and prod you until they figured out how it happened.”

“That does sound kind of scary,” I said.

“Okay, let’s just be calm and keep this between ourselves, no one has to know.”

I nodded and then asked, “So, what do I do?  We don’t have any sort of a plan to return me to being Randy with a y, and no place to even start.”

“That’s true, and no one on planet earth probably does, so you’ll just have to live as Randy with an I, girlfriend.”

“I don’t know anything about being a girl,” I said.

“I will teach you.”

“How will I live?”

“You will work and live your life, that’s all there is to it.”

“As a woman?”

“No, as a man, yes of course as a woman, that’s what you are.”

“I was so stupid Mariah, what on earth have I done?”

Looking at me up and down she said, “You’ve turned yourself into a woman.”

“If I was going to be a woman, why could I not have been a skinny one, like you?”

“Look, women come in all shapes and sizes, and their body shapes vary.  You’re actually cute and have a lot of potential.”

“But I’m a fat ass.”

“You are not you’ve just got a little extra padding.  You are very mildly pleasantly plump, but you are not fat.  Besides, if you don’t like your weight you can change it through diet and exercise.”

“I think you’re just being sympathetic, but I appreciate it.”

“I’m not, and like I said you’re cute, and besides, there’s lot of guys that like your body type.”

“You realize I’ve only been a woman for a short time and the prospect of men liking my body type is the furthest thing from my mind at this moment in time.  And besides, I’ve always gone out with girls and the thought of kissing a man is not an attractive prospect.”

Nodding her head, she said, “I get that, but I’m just saying there’s going to be guys attracted to you.”

“There are?”

“Of course!”

“I was never one of those guys who would like this body type,” I said as I pointed at my mid-section.

At that moment I could not help but think about what happened in the gym a couple of days ago where I was a complete dickhole and insulted that poor woman who was doing her best to try and get in shape.  The more I thought about it I felt like an absolute asshole and wish I’d never said anything.

Then I said, “But you know what, she does deserve respect, no matter what.”

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

Realizing that I had started talking to her mid-sentence about what was on my mind and not wanting to tell her about it out of embarrassment I said, “What I meant to say was that a woman, no matter what her body type, deserves respect.”

With a puzzled look on her face she said, “That goes without saying, after all, I would rather be around people with a great personality who don’t look like Hollywood stars than really good-looking people who are rude, snotty and arrogant.”

Looking at me one more time she said, “Why don’t you get some shoes on?”

“Where are we going?”

“At this point you have nothing to wear so grab your wallet and house key too because we are going shopping.”

“We are?”

Nodding she said, “You need some clothes.”

“So, you’re telling me that we are going shopping for women’s clothes?”

“Yes.”

“For me?”

“No, for me.  Of course, for you!” she exclaimed.


Chapter 4

Mariah decided it would be best if she drove, so we hopped in the car that the dealership had loaned her and headed out.  The first stop was the real estate office, where she put a sign in the window stating that the office was closed for the morning and would reopen later in the day.  Finishing there we then stopped by her place where she lent me a bra as my breasts were moving around a lot, some black panties which our aunt had accidentally left behind when she spent the night recently, and a pair of flip flops, as my guy shoes were about to fall off.  She also claimed that my hair needed brushing and helped me with that too.

Then we were off and running and shopping truly was the first order of the day, as I needed something to wear and badly, as my guy clothes would not fit, and I obviously did not own a stitch of women’s clothing.  Even if I had been a cross dresser with a supply of female apparel, I would still need clothes because since my overnight transition I had lost about seven inches of height leaving me somewhere around 5’4.

Stopping at a large national retail store, whose name I think you know, we began to assemble my new wardrobe.  Walking through the women’s section of the store we soon arrived in the dress department and Mariah started to look at what was available.

“What are you doing?”

“Looking for a couple of dresses for you.”

“Oh no, let’s look at getting me some pants or jeans or something, but I’m not wearing a dress.”

Another woman shopping nearby looked at us after I had spoken, and then turned her head and walked away.

Whispering she said, “Look, you’re going to need a couple of dresses in your wardrobe, and besides they are a lot cooler in the summer, you’ll see.”

Looking at me she said, “I’m thinking you are about a fourteen.”

“God that sounds big.”

“This is pretty,” she said showing me a white dress with a floral print on it.

I stood there saying nothing.

“Do you like it Randi?”

Still silent she said, “I think it will look really cute on you, so we will try it on.”

Continuing to browse, she also picked up a black dress, one that was red, and a coral colored one to boot.

In the dressing room I tried on the white dress with the floral print first and then stepped out of the dressing room and showed her what I looked like.

“Super cute.  You look great.  What do you think?”

Turning and looking at myself in the mirror I had to admit that the dress was pretty, and it fit me well.

Nodding I said, “You know, it’s nice.”

“Good.”

“How much is it?”

Looking at the price tag she said, “Fourteen dollars.”

“That’s it?  I thought it would be way more expensive.”

“Dresses often cost less than a pair of pants, or even blouses, but it does vary.”

“Okay, what now?” I asked.

“Go slip it off and try on the next one.”

I tried on all of the dresses and actually liked each and every one of them, and with them being so reasonably priced I thought it might be a good idea to get them all.  I was still interested in trying on some jeans.  At my request Mariah had found a blue top as well as a pair of jeans and brought them to me to try on.  Exiting the dressing room, I presented myself to her.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“I don’t know.”

Looking at myself I then turned around and examined what I looked like in the jeans and asked, “Mariah, is it me or do these jeans make my ass look fat?”

She sat there in her chair moving her head from side to side, indicating she was still evaluating them.

“You know what I think?”

“What?” she said.

“There’s something about the dresses that flatter my figure way more than the jeans.”

Smiling she said, “I think I agree with you.”

“Screw wearing pants, I’m definitely getting all four of the dresses, they make me look less fat.”

After picking up some underwear, bras, tights, and some sleepwear we were off to the shoe department where I had my first exposure to women’s shoes.

Using the measuring device on me she said, “Looks like you’re a 7 ½.”

We then began trying on a wide variety of shoes and let me tell you, the pumps and heels were almost impossible to walk in and would require practice.  In the end we agreed that I needed footwear that was not challenging so I picked a pair of ankle strap sandals, some slides and a pair of mules which I would practice in until I had the hang of them.  Oh, and let me add that we also picked up a pair of athletic shoes for me as well.

Since I had also said that I would want to work out regularly since it had been part of my life as a man, we were off to find some appropriate apparel.  We ended up selecting a couple of pair of leggings much to my chagrin, however sis insisted that was what was trendy and what I should wear to the gym.  I also picked a couple of workout tops that were what you call tunic style to cover my derriere.  Back in the dressing room as I tried the stuff on I did notice something, that the black pants somehow made my rear end look smaller.  There was no logical explanation for it, but it was true.

Before heading to the checkout, we picked up a purse and some make up for me as well, and let’s not forget the bracelets, a necklace, and earrings that Mariah said I also needed.

After checking out we headed back to my place where I changed into women’s clothes for the first time, so I was now officially a crossdresser.  In my newfound hobby as a CD I decided on the white dress with the floral print and chose the white sandals as they matched the dress.  Underneath I was wearing a bra and panties, also white, so the colors would not show through.

I then joined sis in the bathroom where she instructed me in the art of makeup application, which I thought was complete bullshit, but she assured me that it would make me look even prettier than I was and would enhance my self-confidence.

After finishing putting on my face, I looked at myself in the mirror and noticed how nice I looked compared to before, and as I smiled, I was tickled at how brilliant my lips looked with the newly applied red lipstick on them.

“Come on,” Mariah said.

“Where are we going now?”

“You’re not done yet.”

Back in the car our next stop was a nail salon where I had my first pedicure and manicure, and as we walked out of the place I was sporting ten fingers and ten toes painted a bold shade of red, once again, another first for me as a girl.

Stopping at one of sis’s favorite restaurants to grab a bite to eat, we went in and stood at the front waiting on the hostess to seat us.  Within a couple of minutes, we had our own booth and began looking through the menus.

“What’s good here?” I asked.

“Everything.  Personally, I’m thinking about having a hamburger.”

“Hey, that sounds good,” I said.

As I sat there, I began to think about it and then said, “You know, I probably shouldn’t.”

“Why not?”

“I really need to work off some of this weight.”

“Okay, I can appreciate that, but when was the last time you ate?”

Looking up at the ceiling and then back down I said, “Well, I had coffee this morning, and yesterday morning before reporting to your office I had a shake, the one that changed me into a girl, so I guess it was the night before.”

“You can start your diet afterward, but you need to eat something, and that’s all there is to it.”

Looking at the menu again I said, “Okay I think I’ll eat a small garden salad and a club sandwich.  Will that satisfy you?”

“Yes, but if you’re still hungry afterward I want you to order more, after all, you’ve not eaten any real food in almost forty-eight hours.”

The server eventually showed up and took our order and very shortly afterward returned with our drinks as well as some chips and salsa, which they apparently put on the table as an appetizer.  I must have been starved because as we sat there chatting and waiting for our food, I was really woofing the stuff down.

“Hey Mariah,” I heard a voice call out, and as I looked up a man was standing in front of our table.  He was about thirty, had dark brown hair and eyes, a medium build, was well dressed, and wearing a name badge of some sort.

Sis stood up and gave the guy a hug which he returned, and she asked, “How’s it going?”

“Great, how about you?”

“Super.”

He then turned and looked in my direction and as he did, I decided to stand up.

Mariah saw that he had noticed me, and she said, “Randi this is Don, he’s in the real estate business too.”

Extending his hand, we shook and he said, “It is great to meet you,” and as he finished his sentence I noticed his warm smile and could see that his eyes were still locked on me.

“Randi is my bro…., sister.”

He turned and looked at her and asked, “Did you say brother?”

“I don’t know what I was thinking, I’m such an airhead today,” she said, trying to recover from her slip of the tongue.

Turning back and looking at me he said, “She’s way to pretty to be your brother.”

He then asked me, “Do you live here in town?”

“Yes, just moved here.”

“Great, what do you do?”

From the way his eyes were fixed upon me it was clear that he was kind of digging me which I appreciated, but only having been a girl for less than a day I was not totally feeling the love so to speak, not like him anyway.

Cutting in Mariah said, “She is working with me Don, she is my new apprentice.”

“That is great.  Well I’ll say one thing; you’ve got a great teacher.  Your sister is super smart and knows her stuff better than anybody in town.”

Mariah said, “Oh stop.”

“It’s true, she is good.  Well, hey, I did not mean to disturb your lunch ladies.  Randi, it was so good meeting you,” he said while beaming at me once again with puppy dog eyes.

“Mariah, I’ll see you later.”

“Good meeting you,” I said.

“See you later Don,” she said.

We sat back down, and she said, “He’s actually kind of cute don’t you think?”

I sat there and turned my head sideways as I looked at her.

“I’ve been kind of hoping that he would ask me out, but he hasn’t and now I see why.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m not his type,” she said as she a huge grin appeared on her face.

“And I am?”

Nodding she said, “He was really digging you bro, or should I say sis,” and then she chuckled.

Noticing the annoyed look on my face she said, “Okay, I’ll stop, I don’t mean to make fun.  However, it was interesting the way he lit up when he saw you.”

“I didn’t do anything!  The guy just started undressing me with his eyes when he met me.  What’s a guy, I mean girl, to do?”

Laughing she then said, “Now you know how we feel when guys do that to us.  Randi, welcome to the club, you are now one of us, an official member.”

Suddenly there was a chirp in Mariah’s purse, and she took out her cell phone and starting to navigate through the screens.

“Hey, a message from Don!”

“The one that was just here?” I asked.

“One in the same.  He’s asking me if you are married.”

“Are you typing back to him?  Don’t you dare answer him,” I said.

She held her phone up and showed me where she had texted the word no

Her phone then chirped again and she began to type once more.

“Are you still texting with him?” I asked.

She nodded.

“What now?  What does he want?”

She then held up her phone and showed me their exchange.

Is Randi single?

Very!

So, no boyfriend or love interest?

No.  She is very available!

“Dude, what the fuck?  I’ve only been a woman a few hours and you’re already trying to fix me up?”

Putting her phone back in her purse she said, “Look, I’m just having a little fun.  It doesn’t mean anything, and I can about guarantee you that nothing will come of any of this.  Okay?”

“Well,” after a long pause I said, “Okay.”

“There is something that you need to think about,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“Your DNA has been rewritten, and as time goes on the attraction you’ve always had for women may change.”

“How’s that?”

“Now that you’re a female you’ll be subject to influence from estrogen and other related biochemical processes versus ones from testosterone, and over time it is possible that you will become attracted to men.”

“Me?  No, absolutely not.  I’m attracted to females, always have been and always will be.”

“Okay,” she said.

“Well, you say it’s possible that I will start liking men, but I’m saying it is possible that I won’t change and will keep on liking girls, just like I always have.”

“I’m not denying that,” she said.

Right about that time our server returned to the table and delivered our food, and I almost immediately started to eat, and as I shoveled the food into my face in a very unlady like fashion I thought to myself, could she be right?  What she said seemed pretty crazy, but I knew that Mariah was pretty smart and usually knew what she was talking about, and that’s what alarmed me.


Chapter 5

I settled into my new life as Randi, versus Randy and all had gone well the first month.  Sis was training me to be a real estate agent and I had gotten two listings and was working with a buyer on top of that.  I felt good because that meant I was making progress in my new career plus I was also having fun and really enjoyed the new line of work.

It was a Thursday afternoon and I had finally summoned up the courage to go to the gym.  I wanted to try and slim down a little bit but was self-conscious about working out because I was carrying a few extra pounds.  The past month I had truly watched my diet but had not lost any weight at all, and I figured the only way to do it was to hit the gym.

As I walked into the training area sporting my black leggings and workout top, I could not help but notice Vince and the guys I used to work out with were lifting weights and talking.  Part of me wished I could go right up to them talk to them and say, Hey, it’s me, Randy, but that was impossible as that chapter in my life had clearly closed.

I stopped at one of the treadmills, got on and started walking.  I knew it would be long, hard and boring but the sooner I started, the sooner I would reach my goal.

Getting on and starting I set the machine to a middle of the road pace versus going whole hog and setting myself up for a heart attack, that or falling off the treadmill.  I was doing good keeping my pace and feeling great about the work I was doing, when all of a sudden fate was about to deliver justice to me which I did not appreciate, but probably did truly deserve.

There were a couple of asshole bodybuilders walking past and I heard one of them say, “Hey dude, you’ve wanted to meet women, how about that one?”

“Maybe if I was fucking dead!” and they both laughed.

I pressed the button on my treadmill and stopped it, jumped off and started toward them.

Yelling, “Hey,” they turned around.

“You got something to say to me?” I asked in a loud voice with a pissed off look on my face.

They both turned around and one of them said, “What’s wrong cupcake?”

“Your fucking wise ass comments are what’s wrong, and you both need to keep your fucking mouths shut, got it cocksuckers?”

Laughing at me one of them commented, “Hey, sorry, we didn’t know it was your time of the month, but I guess fat girls have periods too.”

At that point both of them were laughing and I was getting more and more pissed off, and was actually thinking about slugging one of them.

“Just get the fuck out of here you pricks,” I said.

Then one of them said, “You’re going to make us, bitch?”

Suddenly, out of the blue, I heard a voice saying, “No mother fucker, but I will.”

I turned and saw Don, Mariah’s friend from the restaurant who I had met a month before walking up in his workout clothes, who stopped right in front of the two body builders who combined were four times his size.

Looking down at him they said, “Dude, you’ve got to be kidding.  Who do you think you are?  You think you can take us?”

Approaching from the right Vince and four of the guys I used to work out with walked up beside Don, and Vince said, “It doesn’t matter if he can, but can you take all of us together?”

Looking a bit startled but not wanting to back down one of the pricks said, “Are you kidding?  Do you think we are scared of you?”

Don, Vince and the other guys inched up to them closer and Vince said, “Actually we’ve not thought about it, but on the other hand, do you think we’re scared of you?”

Seeing it was a five to one kind of situation one of them said to the other, “Let’s go, we’ve got better stuff to do than fuck with these losers.”

Vince then said, “You know what, that was exactly what we were thinking as well,” and then Don, Vince and the other buddies laughed, and the two guys walked away.

Walking up to them I said, “Hey, I appreciate you guys so much, you didn’t have to do that but I’m grateful.”

Vince said, “Nobody disrespects a lady in my presence,” and the other guys nodded their head.

Looking at Don I said, “Hey, it is so good to see you,” and for some reason which I still cannot explain to this day I felt the need to give him a big hug, like he’d probably never had before in this life.

Turning to Vince and the other guys I said, “You guys are the greatest.  I can’t begin to thank you,” and I hugged each and every one of them as well.

At his point, and I can’t tell you why, there were tears running down my face, which surprised me, as I was not used to having emotions of that sort.

Turning back to Don I asked, “I’m surprised to see you here but I’m glad.  You are my knight in shining armor.”

Normally, in my right state of mind, I would never have said anything like that, but something deep from within truly felt that way and I just had to let him know.

Don was gazing adoringly at me, just as he had in the restaurant that day a month ago, his eyes full of life and unable to stop looking at me, and it was obvious that he had a little bit of a crush on yours truly.

“Don’t worry about those guys, they are complete jerks,” Don said.

From behind him Vince said, “Yeah don’t even think twice about those douche bags, and if they show themselves around there again, they’ll regret it,” and as he finished his statement the other guys nodded their heads and made a variety of comments noting about how they will fuck them up, etc.

Don shook hands with all the guys including Vince and said, “Thanks for having my back,” and a mutual exchange, which guys normally participated in with high fiving, handshaking, and fist bumping occurred, then they walked away leaving me and Don alone.

“So how have you been?” he asked.

“I’ve been good, how about you?”

“Doing really good,” he said.

We stood there in awkward silence for a few seconds before he finally said, “I’m really glad I ran into you here.”

“You are?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “Since I met you at the restaurant that day, I’ve thought about you a number of times.”

“You have?  Really?  Like what?”

“Now you’ve embarrassed me,” he said.

“That’s the last thing I would ever want to do, after saving me from those mean guys.”

Standing there I asked, “So you’ve thought about me?

He stood here looking at me smiling and saying nothing.

“It’s pretty cool that you’ve thought of me, can I ask what you might have had on your mind?  If that isn’t too personal of a question.”

Finally answering he said, “When I saw you sitting there with your sister that day, I thought about how, oh, never mind.”

He then turned his head down and would not look up.

Taking his hand in mine I asked, “Hey, it’s okay to tell me.”

“Really?  The full truth?  Nothing held back?”

Smiling at him I said, “Don, the full truth!”

Nodding he said, “Okay, if all the cards are on the table, I will tell you the truth.  When I first saw you I could not help but thinking about how pretty you were, and how good and wholesome you appeared to be, and every fiber of my being said that you were a down to earth girl with a good value set, and dog gone it, someone that I would really like to try and get to know.”

He then turned away briefly and then as his gaze returned, he locked eyes with me before saying, “Well Randi, there you have it.  Never in my life have I been so honest with another human being.  So, at this point you have a choice to make, I’m either a complete psycho and you can getting a restraining order against me, even though I can assure you that’s not necessary, or you can say, you know what, I would like to get to know you better.”

We stood there gazing at one another, and I was disturbed at the plethora of feelings and emotions that were inundating me, as this was all new territory for me.

Taking his hands in mine, which surprised the hell of me as I did it, I said, “Don, I’m not going to tell you what and may never will, but I’ve recently been through a series of events, or should I say changes, which are most unusual.  I think you are a super guy, and if you’re willing to be patient with me, I would like to get to know you better as well.”

As his face lit up, I felt a flood of joy wash over me as I’d never felt before in my life, and for reasons unknown, I leaned over and kissed him on the lips, which surprised no one more than me.  After my peck on his kisser I’d never seen a human being on earth happier and fuller of zest than him.

“Randi, that’s all I ask, and I am thrilled at the prospect of getting to know you better.  You are a great lady, and the honor is all mine.”

I can’t tell you why, but I’m sure it was biochemically related because I was now a female, but I began to tear up and the next thing I knew I was hugging him, and I was so touched at the way that he felt about me, that I just couldn’t let go of him.  As I stood there pressed up against him there was a natural scent emanating from this man that seemed to be taking control of me.  My first instinct was to push myself away from him as I was a man by birth and my intellect told me it was wrong, but the instinctive side of me told me to let go and not fight it. 

Was this what Mariah had talked to me about a month before when she told me that eventually I might feel other forces at work within myself?  My sister was a brilliant woman and at that moment in time it became abundantly clear that once again, she knew what she was talking about.

Pulling back, I then looked directly at him and asked, “So, where do we go from here?”

“This is Thursday, and tomorrow is Friday.  So….”

Taking both his hands in mine I asked, “Don, are you getting ready to ask me out on a date?”

Nodding he said, “Yeah, I am.”

Laughing briefly, I said, “That sounds like fun.  What time are you picking me up tomorrow night?


Chapter 6

It was 8:45 a.m. on Friday morning as I opened the door to Mariah’s office and walked inside.  The first order of business was to get the coffee going for her, which I got underway immediately before checking voicemail to see if there were any messages.

Next thing I knew the ladies room door swung open and out sis walked, and as she did, she said, “Good morning.”

“Good morning to you,” I said.

“You seem to be in a great mood today?”

“Why do you say that?”

“Girl, you are absolutely beaming.  I’ve never seen you so radiant.”

“Oh, it’s nothing.”

“It is something!  You tell me what’s going on right now.”

At that point I told her the story of what had happened at the gym from start to finish and as I completed my tale she said, “Oh my God!  That is so romantic.  I’m so jealous of you, you’ve only been a girl a month and you’ve had a fairy tale romance dropped right in your lap.”

“Let’s not get carried away, we are just going out to dinner, that’s all.”

“Randi!  You know how he’s been looking at you, admit it, he really likes you.  And, I suspect, that you may even like him.”

“That’s something I wanted to talk to you about, if it’s okay.”

“Of course.”

We sat down at one of the conference tables after getting a couple of cups of coffee and began to chat.

“Remember how you told me that as time went on, that my biochemistry might begin to overwrite the feelings that I was born with, which was an attraction to women?”

“Of course, and are you seeing that occur?”

“Well, yes, and no, and sort of, and I’m not sure.”

Resting her chin on her fist she said, “So, it’s a definite maybe.”

We laughed and I said, “That’s a great way to put it.  The only thing that I knew was the moment that Don came to my rescue yesterday and was ready to defend me, something changed, and when I turned and looked at him, I saw him in a whole new light.  He was not just someone helping me, but a man who cared about me like I’d never been cared about before, and one that was willing to stand by me and at that very second ….”

I stopped talking and just sat there.

Sis took me by the hand and said, “Go on.”

“Gosh, it’s hard to know how to describe it without sounding crazy.” 

Sitting there Mariah said, “Mind if I try and fill in the blanks?”

Smiling at her I nodded.

“Are you trying to say that at that very second as you saw that he was there with you, you realized that he was willing to be with you through thick and thin, and that he really and truly cared for you, like no other human being every had.  And, as you saw these qualities in him something surfaced from within you telling you not to let him slip through your fingers, but to grab him and hold on.”

“Oh my God, it’s almost like you’re reading my mind,” I said.

“But Randi, on top of that you were not born a female and all of this confuses you, and I think what really confuses you more than anything is that you’re feeling the beginning of love with a man, and you’re ashamed of it.”

I started to cry and said, “Oh sis, yes it’s true, I feel for him.  He is such a nice guy and I want to be with him so bad and I don’t know what to do.  My body tells me that this is right, and my upbringing says that it is so wrong because I’m a guy.  Mariah please help me, I’m at a crossroads between right and wrong and need help, please help me.”

With tears rolling down my cheeks she slid her chair over beside me and held me while I bawled like a baby.  We must have sat there for ten minutes while I just let it all out.

After I finished my emotional outburst she said, “You did not ask for this to happen to you, but as the old saying goes, it is what it is.”

I nodded while still sniffling and drying my eyes with a Kleenex or two, or three.

“Sis,” she said, “You are no longer Randy the guy, spelled with a Y, but you are now Randi the girl, spelled with an I at the end.”

We both laughed at her comment and then she continued.

“You are my sister and a beautiful young woman, and I love you and want you to be happy.”

“Thanks Mariah,” I said in my crackling voice.

“Here’s what you need to realize, you used to be a guy and that part of your life is over and is not coming back.  You are now a woman, an attractive lady who deserves the very best and all the happiness that life has to offer.  Don’t be ashamed of the feelings you have for Don, they are natural, and you know what would not be natural?  If you didn’t live your life as a woman to its fullest, which in this case includes accepting the affection of a man who cares you, and who you truly adore.”

“Thanks Mariah, it’s on a level that I can’t explain but I do care for him so much and want him in my life more than anything.”

“So, what time is he picking you up?”

“7:00 p.m.”

“How about I come over beforehand and help you get ready?”


Chapter 7

My doorbell rang at 7:00 p.m. sharp and Mariah announced loudly, “He’s here”, and went and opened the door.

As she swung the door back, he said, “Hey I thought I was going out with your sister.”

The two of them hugged and then Mariah said, “She’s almost ready,” and I immediately walked around the corner.

Looking at me he said, “Wow, Randi, you are absolutely breathtaking,” and as he finished his sentence, I felt a rush of warmth pass over me, as I was thrilled that he was attracted to me.

“She does look absolutely divine in that red dress doesn’t she?” Mariah said.

Standing there gazing at me he replied to her and said, “Divine does not even come close to describing her.”

Smiling, I then stepped up to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek and said, “That is so sweet of you to say.”

“Randi if you’ve got your key go on and I will lock up after I go to the little girl’s room.”

I stepped over to her and gave her a hug and said, “You are the best sister ever, and thanks for helping me get ready.”

“Anything for my sis,” she said.

She had been so helpful that evening as she had helped me get dressed.  She made sure my makeup was right and that everything about me was picture perfect for my date.

As we walked out of the apartment door he extended his arm for me to take hold of and as he did I smiled and took hold for two reasons, one was so I could be close to him, and two because I was wearing heels and was still learning to walk in them.

Arriving at his car he opened the door for me, and I got inside, and as he closed it I smiled as I was enjoying the attention he was giving to me as well as the chivalry.

He took me to one of the finest restaurants in town which was a seafood place, and the food and service were absolutely exquisite.  From start to finish that evening he was attentive and treated me like I was a princess, and I have to tell you I was absolutely giddy with excitement and felt like I was on cloud nine, as I’d never felt in my entire life the way I had that night.

After we finished dinner we stopped by a coffee shop and picked up a couple of drinks to go, and then went back to my place.  As we entered I noticed the lights were turned off but there were scented candles burning in a variety of locations in my apartment.  It was clear what had happened, sis had set the stage for romance for me and Don.

“Wow how did all these candles get lit?” he asked.

Thinking fast and not wanting to tell him that Mariah was playing matchmaker I said, “Sis lit them because I cooked fish the other day and are trying to get the odor out of the apartment.”

Sniffing he said, “Smells okay now, but I do love the scent of those candles.  What are they?  Vanilla?  That’s a great aroma.”

“Please, have a seat I said,” and we both sat down on the couch.

I then flicked on the TV and asked, “Is there anything you want to watch?”

“I’m flexible, anything is fine.”

I then changed channels until I finally arrived on an easy listening music station, and when I did, I asked, “How about that?”

“That is perfect, good choice.”

“I had a really good time tonight Don,” I said.

“I did too, and the company was wonderful.”

Chuckling I said, “You know what I like about you?”

“I give up.”

“I love the way you make me laugh.”

As I completed my sentence, I could not believe I was saying that too him, as that sounded like something a woman would say to a man that she liked.  But, then again, I was now a woman that liked a man.

Sitting there beside him I decided to kick off my heels and tucked my legs underneath me.

“That feels so much better,” I said.

“Are your feet hurting?

“Yes, but they are improving since I took off those shoes.”

“If you need it, I give a world class foot massage.”

Laughing I said, “I think I will be fine, but thanks anyway.”

After a few seconds I swung my legs around and dropped my bare feet in his lap and asked, “Does you offer still stand?”

He smiled and began massaging my feet deeply and slowly, and it felt absolutely wonderful.

“You have really pretty feet,” he said, “And that’s a very nice color of nail polish.”

“It’s getting about time to get them redone but thanks.  You don’t have a foot fetish of some sort, do you?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Only a mild one.”

Even if he did, I didn’t care as I really liked him, plus he was making me feel soooo good.

“That is fantastic Don, where did you learn to massage like that?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Nowhere special.”

“Well don’t stop, I’m absolutely loving it.”

Smiling at me he said, “I’ll keep going until you tell me to stop.”

By this time, I was really getting loosened up, and after several glasses of wine at dinner I was feeling playful and could not help but saying, “Promise?”

“I do.”

“Do you promise that with everything?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know, that you keep going until you’re asked to stop?”

Laughing he said, “Wow I was not expecting that.”

“Sorry, did I offend you?”

“You, Randi, could never offend me.”

We continued to sit there silently and by this time he had started on my other foot, and as he continued, I was actually starting to feel a little bit aroused.  Trying to ignore it at first, it soon became clear that it was real and was not going away and I had a couple of choices, one send him home and get myself off, or two, have sex with him.  The prospect of having sex with a man filled me with terror, but at the same time I really liked Don and another part of me wanted to have sex with him, if that makes any sense at all.

“Oh my God that feels so good, please don’t stop,” and as I completed my sentence, I realized what I had just said and as I looked at his face I realized he was smiling.

“Don, did that sound like ….”

Shaking his head, he said, “Forget about it, I didn’t think a thing about it.”

Pulling my feet out of his lap and once again tucking them under me I said, “Thanks, that was nice.”

“Anytime.”

I then leaned over toward him and said, “So, tell me about Don.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Why is a nice guy like you single?”

Looking into my eyes he said, “I just haven’t met the right girl yet.  What about you?”

“I’m just like you.”

“You mean you’ve not met the right girl yet?”

We both laughed and I hit him on the arm and said, “No silly, you know what I mean.”

“I find that hard to believe,” he said.

“Why?”

“You’re pretty, funny, have a great personality, and are just fun to be with.”

“Yeah but you know how it is with girls like me?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, what do you mean?”

I stood up and whirled around and then said, “You know, I’m not skinny, and fat girls like me don’t get as many dates.”

“Don’t call yourself fat.”

“But I am.”

“You’re not and I don’t want to hear anything else like that come out of your mouth,” and as he finished his sentence, I sat down beside him.

After sitting there for a few seconds, he said, “Randi, I like everything about you, and I don’t want to hear any more negative talk, okay?”

“Okay,” I said.

Taking my hands in his he pulled me closer and the next thing I knew we were kissing, slowly and passionately.  He then moved his hands to the back of my head where he gently stroked my scalp and as he did so I could feel myself becoming more and more aroused.  Opening my mouth, he quickly entered and we wasted no time starting a game of tonsil hockey.  I lay down on the couch, pulled him down on top of me and we subsequently continued our make out session which was pretty hot, as I could feel myself getting wet and I was truly hoping that I was not soaking my panties.  By this time, he was pretty turned on too and I could feel his manhood pressing up against me, so I took my hand and began to mildly stroke him through his pants.

“Randi, that’s nice,” he said.

Moving his hand underneath my dress he began caressing me through my panties, and the way that he touched me was driving me out of my mind.

“Oh Don, that feels so good.”

Suddenly I said, “Stop,” and as I did a surprised look came to his face.

“Get up,” I said, and we both sat up on the couch.

“Randi, what’s wrong?  Did I do something?”

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s not you it’s me.”

Sitting there in disbelief he said, “Please, tell me what’s wrong.”

“If you’ve not figured it out by now, I’m a little self-conscious about my weight.”

Nodding he said, “I picked up on that.”

“You know I really like you, so much, but I’m afraid.”

“What are you afraid of?”

“As I told you I’m a little self-conscious of my weight and I’ve kind of got some body image issues.”

Looking at me he asked, “And?”

“Things are so good with you and I’m afraid of you seeing me with my clothes off.”

“But why?”

I start sniffling and said, “I’m fat, I don’t care what you say I am.  And I’m afraid once you see me without any clothes on, you’ll think, she’s a fat ass, and won’t want to be with me anymore,” and then I started crying.

Holding me in his arms he said, “Randi, that’s crazy talk.”

“I like you so much Don and want you in my life but I’m afraid.”

“I need to tell you something okay?”

I nodded.

“Most women don’t know that when a guy meets them, he’s already sized them up and guesstimates what they look like with no clothes on.”

“That makes sense,” I said. 

“So, when it comes time for her to bare all it does not matter, because if he’s wanting to get naked with her, he doesn’t care what she looks like, he’s already decided he likes her and accepts her as she is.”

“Does that include how you feel about me?”

“It does.”

Taking Don by the hand I led him to the bedroom and stood beside the bed facing him.

I unzipped my dress and it dropped to the floor, then unhooked my bra and tossed it to the side, followed by my panties which subsequently landed around my ankles and I kicked them to the side.

“This is me Don, can you accept me like this, with my booty a little wide, a bit of junk in the trunk, and a smidge of jelly in the belly?”

Walking up to me and looking in my eyes he said, “I think you’re beautiful just like you are, and wouldn’t change a thing.”

Putting my hands around his neck I asked, “So, if we got to that point, you could wake up next to me every day?”

He nodded.

“You wouldn’t be ashamed to be seen with me?”

“I would be proud to be seen with you, any time, any place.”

“Even at the pool or the beach with me wearing my tankini?”

“As far as I’m concerned you could wear a bikini, that’s just more of you for me to admire.”

Looking at him I said, “It seems like you’re pretty crazy about me.”

“I have been ever since I set eyes on you, or did you not pick up on that?”

Nodding I said, “It sounds like you’ve got a schoolboy crush on me.”

Laughing he said, “What if I do?”

Moving his hands from my hips to my butt I asked, “So, you like that rear end?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good, if I have my way, you’re going to be seeing a lot more of it,” I said.

I then blew out the candle that was burning on my bedside table and we began to kiss.


Chapter 8

It’s hard to believe but I just celebrated my eight-month anniversary of being a woman, plus Don and I have now been married for six months.  I know what you’re thinking, that was fast!  Yes it’s true, we got married a month after our first date, but the way we figured it, when you meet the right person you just know and there’s really no sense in wasting time when you could be spending it with the love of your life.

I’m still working with Mariah and am doing great in the real estate business, and according to sis I’m one of the best agents she’s ever seen.  I’ve got fifteen listings and am working with a variety of buyers as well, and as a matter of fact, I’m so busy I’m thinking about bringing on another agent to help me, with my brokers permission of course. (Who just happens to be my sister)

Adapting to being a woman takes a bit of getting used to but I am doing okay.  Being feminine is really not as bad as I thought it would be and does have its advantages and I have actually found that being a little flirty sometimes helps seal the deal on real estate transactions.  Going from being masculine to feminine, I have noted that a variety of things have changed in my life as I am now softer, and more gentle, and even feel that I am calmer, happier and a better person.  I enjoy getting up each day and putting on my makeup, a nice dress, and then looking at myself in the mirror and appreciating how fortunate that I am to be me in each and every way.

Don is such a great guy and I’m so glad to have him in my life.  I love waking up next to him each day, as he truly loves me so much and I am crazy about him too.  Sometimes he stops by the office and says I was just thinking about you and hands me a dozen roses, which I think makes sis jealous, as she is still single. Anyway, he is just the best and I would not trade him for anything, he is the love of my life.

The greatest lesson I have ever learned began with me spending all that time at the gym, taking steroids, working out, and using weight gain formula, all to try and look like something that I was really not.  In my pursuit of perfection, I ended up changing into the girl I am today, one that does not have a perfect figure, but one that is truly happier than she’s ever been.  I’ve also learned that looks are superficial, it’s what’s inside, not outside, that counts, and finally that more men than you know truly do prefer a
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