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Chapter 1

“Mr. Ward?” said a soft female voice, that caused me to stir and then wake up.

Opening my eyes, I turned my head slightly to the left and before me stood a beautiful young nurse with dark brown hair and eyes who was dressed in navy blue scrubs that had yellow smiley faces all over them.  Smiling at me she then asked, “How do you feel?”

Feeling somewhat lightheaded I replied, “I think I’ve been better.  I’m clearly in the hospital.”

Chuckling she said, “That’s right.”

My God, how long have I been here?”

“Five days.”

“Five days?  You’ve got to be kidding me?”

Shaking her head, she said, “You’re lucky to be alive, you lost a lot of blood.  Hey, I think someone wants to see you,” she said and as I looked at the door I could see my blonde haired, gray eyed sister Olivia peeking her head into the room thru the slightly opening.

“He’s awake, come on in,” the nurse said to her and then motioned her to enter.

Olivia quickly made her way over to the bed and gave me a hug and exclaimed, “Oh thank heaven you are awake big brother, I’ve been so worried about you.”

“I’ll let you two visit, and I know for a fact the doctor is just down the hall so expect to see him shortly,” and the nurse then walked out of the room.

Returning her hug, I said, “I tell you what, I’m a little lightheaded right now but kind of hurt all over.  I feel like I’ve been run over by a truck.”

Pulling back, she said, “Well, you were.  You don’t remember?”

“The last thing I do recall is standing at the bottom of the loading dock, and the truck that was backing up was not supposed to come back all the way but stop about six to ten foot short of the dock.  There was a trailer hitch I was supposed to inspect and repair since the driver said he’d been having trouble with it for some time.  I was actually standing out of the way, because you never know about crazy ass truck drivers.  Well, it appeared to me that he’d stopped so I walked out behind the vehicle planning to inspect the hitch, and the next thing I knew I heard the engine roar and the vehicle was coming toward me.  It was just after that when I felt the impact as the truck hit me, and I remember intense pain, and the next thing I knew I was here.”

“It’s a miracle that you lived Parker, as you lost a lot of blood.  Fortunately, this hospital was only five minutes away, otherwise you’d be a goner.”

Looking downward I could see that I was covered up by the bedsheets and as I reached down and touched the covers it felt like I had a lot of bandaging below my belly button.  Olivia took my hands and said, “Stop, you don’t want to touch that, because you sure don’t want to start bleeding again.”

Trying to pull the sheets down so I could see more of what was going on, sis grasped my hands once again and stopped me and said, “Parker, just leave it alone for now, please.”

“Can’t I at least see?  And by the way, what is it that I’m not allowed to touch or look at?  Will you at least tell me that?  Olivia just how hard did that truck hit me?  How bad is it?  What’s the extent of my injuries?”

Rolling her eyes upward and then back down she bit her lower lip and said, “Parker, first off, you’re going to be okay, they’re sure of that.”

“That’s good news.”

“However, when you got hit by that truck you got hit really hard.”

“Okay, I already assumed that, and where did I get hit specifically?  In the abdomen?”

Rolling her head from side to side she said, “Mmmm, well, sort of, maybe a little bit lower.”

“Olivia, how much lower did I get hit?”

Making a noise that was created as she sucked air between her upper front teeth she said, “As low as you can be hit on the abdomen.”

At this point I’m sure I had a look of extreme concern on my face as I asked, “Did I get hit on my, well, you know?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, full impact, right on your genitals.”

“Oh my God Olivia.  How bad is it?  Just tell me.”

Taking my hand into hers as she stood by my bed looking at me with a worried look on her face she said, “Parker ….”

Suddenly a man dressed in light blue scrubs wearing a white medical jacket entered and said, “I’m Dr. Langley, how are you feeling Parker?”

“Like I told everyone else doc, I think I’ve probably had better days, but I’m hanging in there.”

As Dr. Langley walked to the opposite side of the bed from my sister I looked at him and concluded that the red headed freckle faced young physician must have been mid to late thirties, but then again, gingers always tend to hide their age well.

“Has your sister had a chance to tell you anything about your accident or the injuries you sustained?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Not fully, just as you were walking in the door, she told me that my genitals took a hard impact, and that’s all I know.”

Nodding his head gently he said, “Parker, that hit you took was damn hard, and I’m going to give it to you straight, it pretty much sheared off your penis.”

Now panicking I asked, “What?  Completely?  Doc, is it fully gone?  Is there anything left?”

“We’ve already done surgery and have done all that can be done for the moment, and at present there is a little nub where your penis once was.  After healing it should resemble, for lack of a better term, what will look like a slightly enlarged clitoris.”

“Doc, are you putting me on?  A slightly enlarged clitoris?” I asked.

“Parker, I know this is difficult and I’m not going to stand here and patronize you.  Any man would be having a hard time right now.  Oops, maybe I shouldn’t have used the word hard,” he stated.

Chiming in Olivia asked, “Doctor, when I talked with you yesterday you said that reconstructive surgery might be possible?  Is that correct?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, it’s possible we might be able to do a transplant.  However, you’re going to need to heal for quite some time, then it would have to be determined that you were a good candidate for surgery, and it would have to be from a donor that would be a good match.”

“Well at least that would be something,” I said, “So, Doc, if all those conditions were met that you mentioned, I might be able to get a new penis?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, possibly.”

“And it would work and everything?”

“Well, it would give you a way to urinate more effectively than what you’ve got now. Once we remove the catheter and you go home you’ll find that you will need to sit down to pee.  Others who have experienced this type of injury have said that it’s sometimes a little messy as it will often spray versus exit the body in a neat stream as normal.  There’s also the possibility that with a new penis that you would be able to become erect and have sex as well.  However, we believe that the hit you took probably damaged the accompanying nerves and that you most likely would not have the full sensation of the experience.”

“Doc, you’re tell me that even if I get a new cock that I may feel little to nothing during sex?” I asked.

Closing his eyes and nodding he said, “Yes, that’s what essentially all of those who have gone through the surgery have reported whose injuries were exactly or similar to yours.”

Letting my head fall back on the pillow the doctor said, “Parker I’ve got to finish my rounds but try and get some rest and let’s work on getting you healed up and ready to go home, and then I’ll do anything and everything I can to help you explore every alternative that’s out there, okay?”

Nodding I said, “Thanks doc,” and he walked out of the room.

Still standing there beside me was Olivia and who said, “And that goes for me too.”

“What goes for you too?”

“I’m going to do anything and everything that I can to help you in every way, all you have to do is ask, and I hope that you know that.”

Smiling warmly at her I said, “Thanks sis, you’re the best.”


Chapter 2

Because of the extent of my injuries the doctor wanted to keep me under observation for a few more days before letting me go home.  He wanted to make sure that I healed up adequately and would not start to bleed again, a concern which I appreciated.  Finally, after five more days, I was allowed to leave the hospital and return to my humble apartment, courtesy of my sister Olivia who was good enough to pick me up and made sure I got safely home.  After arriving back at my place and getting settled in my girlfriend Amy was nice enough to stop in and drop off some groceries before having to return to work.

Amy and I had been dating for about eight months and I really liked her, plus it seemed that we had so much in common including the fact that we were exactly the same age, twenty-seven, and had the same birthday, December 3rd.  In addition to being funny and full of energy she had a full head of red hair and a great figure to boot.  On top of that she was drop dead gorgeous and had a libido like you would not believe, not that I’m complaining.  She had been very concerned about me after the accident as Olivia said she had been at the hospital almost daily checking up on me while I was unconscious which meant a lot to me.

In planning out the road ahead I knew that I was definitely going to be on workers comp for some time as it was definitely an on the job injury, no doubt about that, and returning to my position at the trucking company was not a reality any time in the near future.  After the accident happened, I hadn’t heard from any of the guys at the job, which was not a surprise.  Sometimes, in industrial settings, when someone gets hurt the company shuts off all communication with the worker, and also advises co-workers not to contact the injured employee either.  It’s a pretty fucked up way to treat an employee who just had his dick sheared off, but I understand, it’s for legal reasons, so I guess that’s the way it goes.  It was clear I would be watching a lot of TV while I recovered since I would definitely not be having sex with Amy.  I did not have a lot to offer in that department, if you know what I mean.

About two days later Amy stopped by to visit with me and when she entered it was clear that she had something on her mind as you can often tell by someone’s body language and facial expressions.  Also, the fact that she hadn’t kissed me when she came in was a dead giveaway as well.

Sitting down on the couch she asked “Parker, how are you feeling?”

“I’m coming along but feeling better by the day.”

“I am so glad to hear that, I really am.” 

Then pausing for a few seconds she said, “I wanted to talk with you about something.”

Nodding I said, “Sure, go ahead.”

“You have been through so much, and I definitely don’t want to put additional strain on you. That just wouldn’t be fair. I’ve been thinking about it and believe that the best thing might be for us to have a little time apart.”

Oh boy, when they roll out a sentence like that you know what’s coming next.  Not totally surprised at this point I said, “If you believe that’s for the best then you do what you have to do. If you don’t want to be with me, I fully understand. I would never want you to stay with me out of a sense of obligation.  I totally get why you would feel this way because I’m well, missing some pretty important hardware, and that equipment is typically pretty paramount to most relationships.”

“Listen to me, the fact that you don’t have your genitalia is not the reason, as sex isn’t everything in a relationship, don’t you agree?”

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down while bobbing my head from side to side I finally replied, “Well, yeah.  There is some truth in what you say.”

“And don’t think this is about you and the accident because it’s not.  It’s really not.”

“Really?”

“No.  Well, okay, it is about you.  Parker can I be straight with you?”

I nodded.

“Look, you and I have had a really great thing and I’ve loved every minute of our time together, but I just don’t think I can deal with this.  I’m a girl with a high sex drive, and the thought of being in a relationship with a guy who can’t well …”

“Fuck you?”

“Well, yeah, and you know that I’m a girl who needs it and likes it.  That’s just the way I’m wired, plus when we met, I was hoping that maybe we would be together over the long haul and eventually have a family together.  Now, it looks like that may not be a possibility at all based on everything that you told me.”

“Look Amy, I’m not going to lie, staying with me will be difficult. I have a long road ahead and I have absolutely no idea what the future holds for me.  I already told you what the doc said is ahead of me and there’s still more healing time, and then finding out if I’m a good candidate for a transplant, not to mention getting a replacement organ and then there not being tissue rejection.  I told you all this already and can’t damn you for your decision. Staying with me will be a long hard road and a future with me is one that is uncertain.”

Now crying she said, “Parker, I’m so sorry and I feel just awful for doing this to you and I wouldn’t blame you if you hated me.”

Sitting there next to her watching the tears stream down her face I was pissed off that she was breaking up with me, but then again if she didn’t want to be with me, then I didn’t want her either.  The fun part of any relationship is having a person who wants to be with you, or that’s always been my view anyway.

“Amy, it’s alright, you do what you’ve got to do.”

Still sniffling she said, “Maybe we could remain friends.  I would like that if you would.”

Knowing that was complete bullshit and was just a nicety and a way for her to feel less guilty I decided that I would not cut her any more slack and said, “Nah, why don’t we just get this over with once and for all.  That’s what you wanted and that’s what you‘ve got.”

Standing up I said, “I think you’d probably better be going now.”

Rising to her feet I was pretty sure by the expression on her face that she was shocked by my response, and with that she began walking toward the door.

“By the way, what do I owe you for those groceries you bought the other day?” I asked.

“Nothing Parker, and I wish you well.  I love you.”

She then walked out the door and as I closed the door and turned the deadbolt, I said out loud, “I love you too.”


Chapter 3

About a month had elapsed since returning home and I was feeling better by the day, and was even able to resume some of my regular activities like going to the store as well as other errands including light chores around the house.  I felt like I was starting to return to normal, well as much as I could, but until you’ve lost your pecker you have no idea how deeply the loss effects your psyche.  I had no idea how deeply my entire identity was tied to my schlong, until I didn’t have it any longer.  Maybe this was a sign that I’d been too shallow my entire life and should have been exploring more spiritual and intellectual pursuits? 

Naaaaah.

Until the accident I hadn’t traditionally watched a lot of TV as most of my viewing had been via streaming, but knowing that I’d be at home a lot more I decided I would partake in the best of American culture and entertainment.  Over the coming weeks I had learned so much about life in this great country of ours that I didn’t even know existed and had learned that there was a show for just about everything including:

(1)    Women buying wedding dresses.  There was one episode where someone brought their dog along to help pick out a wedding gown, which I found quite realistic (sarcasm)

(2)    Bringing one’s potential spouse to the U.S. on a fiancée visa

(3)    A doctor who helps individuals pop zits

(4)    Then there’s the one about a group of bearded multi-millionaire rednecks who do something with ducks or geese, still trying to figure out what the program is all about, however, they all seem to have hot wives

(5)    And I will give an honorable mention to the emergency room program that I just happened to tune in on when they were having an episode about a guy that got his pecker stuck in a camping stove.  Fortunately for him he got to keep his manhood.  Needless to say, that show hit too close to home and I did not watch it again

I’m going to stop there as the list could be quite endless, and I’d already made the decision that once I’d recuperated I was definitely going to drop cable altogether as a statement of protest against this type of entertainment because if I don’t stand up and stop the madness then who will.  Okay, maybe that was a bit dramatic.

Anyway, this leads me to my next point which is that the wide variety of shows on cable are not all trash, most, but not all, as there are exceptions, and this is where my life’s journey took an additional unexpected turn.

Flicking through the channels one day I inadvertently stopped for a moment when my phone rang and I had to take a call, which turned out to be from an organization trying to sell me an extended warranty for my car.  Finishing up the call quickly as I hung up on them, I was just about to change the channel when I noticed there was a show playing on one of the science channels about genetic engineering.  I can’t tell you why but for some unknown reason I wanted to see and learn all that I could as the topic sounded fascinating.  After finishing the show I was inspired like I never had been before and began to search all the science channels for upcoming programs on genetic engineering and also checked all the streaming services as well, as I just couldn’t get enough.

As my interest grew, I began to check out books from the library on the subject and spent an incredible amount of time reading every article available on online.  It was fascinating stuff and had almost become like a drug as every time that I found more information or learned something new, I got an incredible rush, almost like a dope addict getting a fix.  However, my new quest for knowledge was not completely tied to intellectual pursuits as I had something in mind, an idea that in of itself was outrageous beyond belief.

It was about 7:00 p.m. on a Friday night when the doorbell rang and as it opened the door there stood my sister Olivia in a yellow top wearing jeans that looked like they had been run over by a truck, multiple times.  However, they had not, that was just the style.  Giving me a quick hug, she entered and came in and sat down on the loveseat.  Putting her purse down beside her she said, “You’re looking good.”

“Thanks sis.”

“And you’re still feeling fine as well?”

Sitting down on the couch I said, “I certainly am, and I’m feeling better by the day.  Sitting down to pee, I’m still getting used to but otherwise improving.”

“You’re certainly brave brother, lots of guys wouldn’t handle this as well as you have.”

“Hope dear sister, is what keeps me going.  By the way, thanks for coming over for dinner.”

“You said that you were cooking?” she asked.

“Mmmm, I was thinking maybe we could order pizza and wings.  I do have a coupon.”

Chuckling she said, “That will be fine,” and she got in her purse and extracted her phone and said, “Let me fire up the app and let’s get our order placed, and then maybe we can visit for a few until the food gets here.”

After discussing our order which included specific pizza toppings and wing flavorings, she entered it into her phone and then said, “It will be here in thirty-nine minutes.”

“Fantastic.”

“So, what have you been doing to entertain yourself?”

“I’ve been watching a lot of cable TV.”

“Oh my God, I thought you hated that crap.”

“When you’re stuck at home recuperating you need something to pass the time, so I ordered the super mega deluxe package after I got home from the hospital.  Besides, it helps keep me company.”

“Lots of intellectual programming is available I take it?” and then she laughed.

“Lots of garbage, however, I did stumble across a documentary on genetic engineering recently which I found quite fascinating,” I said.

With an amazed look on her face she asked, “You have got to be kidding?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, and after I watched it, I developed quite an interest in the topic and have been trying to learn all about it that I can.”

“Parker, I have to tell you, that’s amazing.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because when you were in high school you hated homework, would never pick up a book, and as I recall just barely graduated.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Not true, the lowest grade I ever made in high school was a C.”

“Wasn’t your final GPA something like a C?”

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down I said, “Yes, and a high C at that.”

“Okay, okay, you were telling me about your new interest.  I think that’s good.  Are you thinking about doing a career change to genetic engineering since you won’t be going back to the trucking company anytime soon?”

“Have not thought about a career change into genetic engineering and as far as the trucking company I may be able to go back in a couple of months, but if I do I will clearly be doing a different job than I was before.  However, there’s something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Shoot.”

“Remember how the doctor said that if I was a candidate for a transplant and if I had the surgery that I might not have the full sensation that I previously had?”

Nodding she said, “Right, and he was talking about sexually.”

“Thank you, Olivia, I did understand that part.”

“Before you regained consciousness, I talked with the doctor a number of times, and he’s very handsome by the way.  Anyway, I remember him saying that the operation had been performed successfully multiple times, and some patients were able to regain full sensation afterward.  However, he was concerned that because of the impact point that you probably had nerve damage that could potentially interfere with you having full, what word am I looking for?  Feeling is the word I guess?”

“Yes, and that’s the part that concerns me.  If, it turns out that I’m a candidate, and if there’s an organ available, I don’t want to get the surgery and then not have full feeling.  What’s the fun in that?  I want it to feel good when I have sex.”

“Parker this is strange.  Before this happened you and I would have never had a conversation about your penis or your sex life.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, that is true, and it took me losing mine for us to be able to have this conversation now didn’t it.”

“So, are you saying that if you got the opportunity to have a new, I hate saying it, penis, that you would turn it down because of a little loss of sensation?  Boy, men sure are shallow.”

“I’m saying that maybe there’s an alternative that could potentially provide me with a full working unit, pardon the pun.”

“Like what dude?  You’re going to have to enlighten me on this one.”

Leaning forward I said, “What if, Olivia, what if we,” pointing at her and then back at myself I said, “Could grow me a new one.”

“What?” and she burst into laughter and then said, “When you got hit are you sure that you didn’t get whacked on the head as well?”

“Look, when you were going to college you were majoring in Biology I think.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“And it was some sort of a specialized biology degree too as I recall.”

Nodding she said, “Cellular & Molecular Biology.”

“Which means you understand a lot about genetic engineering,” I added.

“Parker, there’s a lot I don’t know about that subject, aren’t you forgetting, I never completed my last year of college, don’t you remember?”

“Sis, I clearly remember, you dropped out and abandoned your plans to go to medical school and decided to become a commercial real estate agent instead.  I also remember mom and dad about had a cow.  By the way, have you heard from them at all?  Probably not, otherwise I think you would have mentioned it.”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, they’re still deep in the Amazon rain forest doing missionary work and unfortunately there are no cell towers near them. They won’t be back for a couple of more months.”

“That’s just as well, as I wouldn’t want them worrying about me,” I said.

“And mom would definitely worry, because that’s what she does.”

“Like I said, you’re smart and why don’t you and I work on this together.”

“Parker, you and I are not going to be able to grow you a new set of genitalia.  Neither of us have the technical expertise or the necessary lab equipment to even begin such an endeavor, and we’re certainly not going to be able to grow it in your fish tank,” she said pointing to my small 10 gallon aquarium where my goldfish Sparky resided.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, that would be ridiculous.”

“Now you’re starting to come around.  Good.”

“If we grew it in a tank of some sort then it would still have to be reattached to my body, and we’ve already concluded that I have potential nerve damage, and I would still have the sensation issue, right?”

“Exactly.”

“Which means that there’s only one thing to do, and that’s repair my damaged nerves and grow a new penis exactly where the other one used to be, problem solved.”

Bursting into laughter she asked, “Parker, you do realize that you can’t regrow new body parts, like on your body.”

“With an attitude like that, we’re surely not going to be able to, now are we?”

“Parker, to date they’re only able to do some body parts with limited success in full blown laboratories, and they have the brightest minds in the business and huge budgets.  Now, tell me, what do we have?”

Pondering for a moment I said, “You’re only using half of your two-car garage, right?”

Shaking her head, she said, “You definitely do have brain damage after all.  Now you’re wanting to setup a genetic engineering lab in my garage?”

“Yes.”

“So, we can regrow your tallywhacker?”

“Look sis, I’ve been doing research, and by using stem cells we might just be able to pull this off.”

“And, where are you going to be able to get stem cells?  Stem Cell Mart?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’ve been doing reading online and obtaining them can be difficult.  However, I understand that there may be certain individuals that broker them, not necessarily with government approval, thereby making them available to us for our research.”

“Parker, you’re talking about buying them on the black market.”

The doorbell rang and I said, “That must be our food.  Look, let’s pick this up later, and I will tell you what I’ve got in mind, then if you still think I’m insane you can have me committed.  Deal?”


Chapter 4

I think Olivia agreed to let me use her garage for two reasons, one to give me something to do, two to give me hope, and three to shut me up.  Whatever her final reason for giving in, it does not matter, all that does is that she agreed.

After setting up my genetic engineering lab in sis’s garage I started to work, trying to figure out exactly what I would need to accomplish my task.  I had the basics down but still needed a little help, and as Olivia was unable to assist me, I moved onto my next phase in the plan.

Well, about a week after getting the lab setup and rolling I was working in the garage one night when suddenly, the garage door went up on the other side, and in pulled Olivia’s SUV.  After parking she hit the remote and the garage door closed, and she then got out and walked over to me.

Scanning my tables and equipment she said, “Wow, looks like you’re for real, you’ve really started to work on this project.  This place almost looks like an actual genetic engineering laboratory.”

“Thanks, I told you I meant business.  I’m not screwing around on this.”

“Who’s the guy?” she asked and then motioned her head toward a gentleman in a white lab coat working at the far end of a table near the wall.

“Oh him?  That’s Boris.  Hey, Boris, come over here, I want to introduce you to someone.”

My new friend Boris, who was about 5’10 and ever so slightly portly and sported a graying beard walked over to us and I said, “Boris, this is my sister Olivia, Olivia, Boris.”

In a heavy Russian accent, he said, “It is pleasure to meet you.  I looking forward to working with you and your brother,” and he extended his hand they shook.

“Thank you, Boris, good to meet you too,” she replied, and he then smiled and returned to the table where he had been working.

“Parker, who is that guy?  What is he doing here?”

“Sis, you know how you said that neither you or I really had the expertise to work with stem cells and for that matter knew almost nothing about genetic engineering to the expertise level needed to regrow my willy?”

Nodding she said, “I clearly remember that.”

“I decided you were right as there was no way I was going to be able to do it by myself, and since you wouldn’t help me I concluded that the best thing to do was take your advice.  Come on, when you get right down to it, I knew nothing about extracting stem cells and preparing them for use.  A guy’s got to admit when he needs help, right?”

“Parker, just what is Boris’s level of expertise?”

“Oh, he’s a cold war refugee.  Used to work in the Soviet bioweapons program and he’s an expert when it comes to this stuff.”

“Parker, we have a former KGB ….”

“Nyet,” Boris called out, “I heard you, never worked for KGB.  I despise KGB,” and then he spit on the floor.

Continuing Olivia said, “Okay, Russian bioweapons experts in our garage, working on helping you grow a new set of genitalia.  You will forgive me, but this really unsettles me a bit.”

“Nothing to worry about sis, he says he’s worked on projects like this before, well sort of, as most of his expertise was developing weaponized anthrax and other related biological warfare weapons, but he definitely knows all about this stuff.”

“Oh my God, you’re killing me, where did you meet this guy?”

“He was my Suber driver.”

“Your Suber driver?”

“Sure, as you know I’m still slightly uncomfortable driving and having been using ride share services pretty heavily.  So, the other day I called for a car, Boris picked me up and was driving me over here and we got to talking.  Well, in conversation, one thing led to another, and voila!”

“Parker, was successful on using machine to spin out stem cells, I thinking we have good batch,” Boris announced.

With an alarmed look on her face Olivia asked, “What does he mean that he was successful spinning out stem cells?  I’m a little rusty on my biology but typically to get a good batch of them you need to get them from somewhere including ….”

“Parker, is okay to put embryos from cooler in refrigerator?  Dry ice won’t last much longer, and we don’t want them to go bad.”

“No prob dude, put them on the top shelf next to that six pack of beer,” I said.

“Are you out of your fucking mind?  Parker!  You’ve brought embryos into my home?” Olivia asked.

Rolling my eyes up and then back down I said, “Your garage actually.”

“Do you know how illegal this is?  Where on earth did you get them?”

“Well, Boris has a cousin who had a friend who knows a guy that is connected to the Eastern European syndicate and ….”

“This is just great, not only is my house now a genetic engineering laboratory but I have a cold war bioweapons expert in my garage using stolen embryos obtained from underworld figures so he can get stem cells to grow you a new ….”

Turning away she opened the door to the house and went inside, shaking her head all the way until the door closed behind her.

Boris then walked up to me and stood there, and I said, “I think she’s a little upset.”

“Because she thinks embryos are stolen?”

Rolling my head side to side I then said, “Kind of.”

Slapping me on the back he said, “Embryos not stolen.”

“No?”

“Nyet, they were obtained from abortions.”

“How’s that?” I asked.

Shrugging he said, “Abortion doctor had gambling debt with Russian mob, did not have money to pay, so he pay with embryos until debt payed.  Your sister worry too much.”

**********

Boris and I had been working on the project for about two weeks, okay, it was mainly him, and for the most part I was working as his assistant.  He assured me that what he was doing was not out of the realm of possibility and that using stem cells to regrow body parts was a reality, well almost, however we would know soon enough as he was ready to administer his first treatment to me.

He claimed that the secret to making the stem cells repair my damaged nerves and subsequently regenerate my package would be best done by injecting the stem cells into my body near the location in need of repair.  Afterward, we would wait three days and then add an accelerant which would cause the process to speed up resulting in the repairs taking place more quickly.  According to Boris the accelerant would be developed using a modified growth hormone, and after administered it would work in unison with the stem cells at the chromosomal level.  He estimated that within a few weeks everything would be repaired and regrown, just like new.

Exactly one week later everything was ready and I received my first dose, followed by the accelerant three days later.  The plan was that I would be given three more rounds over the next three weeks, and hopefully, soon afterward, I would have a brand spanking new pee pee. I was very excited.


Chapter 5

A full month had elapsed, and four rounds of the magical formulas had been administered to me. Boris claimed it would regrow my manhood, and I was certainly hoping he was right.  I had reached deep into my savings to pay for the venture and between Boris’s fees and the associated lab equipment and other genetic materials needed I had burned through half of my life savings.  It had taken a whole lot longer to save it than spend it, I’ll tell ya that.

It had now been five weeks since round one of the treatments and I was having a quiet day at home, which had become the story of my life.  I’d gotten up, ate a bite for breakfast, and then watched a little TV.  Deciding I couldn’t be a lazy good for nothing all day I thought I’d take a shower, so I went in the bathroom, got the water to running, and then took off my t-shirt and pajama pants.  Catching sight of myself in the mirror I stopped myself from stepping into the shower and took a second look at myself, as it appeared that something was wrong.  First, it looked like I was growing breasts, and it appeared that they were filling out nicely as well.  Second, I noticed that a lot of my body hair was gone or sparse on my chest and stomach and looking down at my legs I also noticed it was thinner there as well.  Third, I was developing an hourglass figure, and I had defined hips, which really disturbed me, as all my life I’d not been curvy in the slightest.  Turning to the side I took a look at my butt and noticed that it had become more pronounced and was definitely firmer and rounder, another red flag that something was wrong as I’d always had a small pancake ass.  Continuing to examine myself in the looking glass I noticed something else, as it appeared that I was a couple of inches shorter as well.  This could not be happening, and I surely must be dreaming.   

Turning off the water I returned to the bedroom and got my cell and called Boris and it went straight to voicemail, so I left him a message asking him to call telling him that I needed to talk to him right away.  Hanging up I was perplexed as I’d noticed something during my call to him, that my voice was higher pitched than normal, which I found very peculiar.  Standing there in my bedroom, naked, and horrified, I wondered what I should do next, so I called Olivia and it went to voicemail, so I hung up and sent her a text message.  She replied very quickly.

Olivia: What’s up?

Me: I wanted to check in and see what your schedule looked like, and if there was any way that you could stop by and see me at your earliest opportunity

Olivia: I’ll be in your area in about an hour and can swing by.  Is everything okay?

Me: It’s been better but I’m not dying, however I do have something of great concern that has gotten my attention and really do need someone to talk to

Olivia: So, it’s muy, muy importante but not like 911?

Me: Exactly

Oliva: Okay brother, hang in there and I’ll see you soon

As the call ended, I decided that I might as well go ahead and take a shower, after all I was already nude, right?  So, returning to the bathroom I fired the water back up and stepped right in, as the H20 was warm from where I’d been running it a couple of minutes earlier.  Taking the soap, I began to wash myself and as I did, I noticed the changes that I had observed earlier including my newfound breasts.  As my hands ran across them, I noted that I was becoming unusually turned on, especially as my fingers brushed against my nipples, which seemed to have grown and the areolas were also larger.  Washing my crotch was going to be pretty uneventful, or so I thought, as my stub was still in place, no doubt about that, but for some reason it seemed a little smaller.  Moving my soapy hand below my testicles, which also seemed smaller, I noticed something, and at first, I thought I was imagining things.  It felt like there was an indenture at the base of my balls and I was able to slip my finger in about an inch. WTF.  I was developing some sort of a slit or pocket that ran from back to front?  In the exact place where a vagina might be!  Holy cow! 

Finishing my shower I dried off and as I continued to check myself out in the mirror it now seemed that my stature was smaller, and I was no longer as bulky as I’d once been, almost like I was contracting or shrinking.  Clearly, I was becoming more and more alarmed by the second as I continued to notice each new change that was taking place with my body.  Putting on a clean t-shirt and a pair of lounge pants I returned to my living room just as my doorbell rang, and I promptly walked to the door and opened it and there stood Olivia.

“Come in,” I said.

Entering she passed by me stopped and turn back toward me and asked, “Parker, have you shrunk?  You seem shorter.”

Scrunching up my face I said, “Maybe?”

With an alarmed look on her face she asked, “Has your voice changed?  It definitely sounds higher, and looking at your face,” she examined me and then continued, “it seems like the features on your face seem somewhat, wait, almost, softer, like a woman’s.  Oh my God, is this why you called me over here?”

“Olivia, something’s happening to me,” I said frantically.

“Damn, your voice really is higher pitched.  What else is going on?”

“Sis, I’ve got changes going on with my body, and I’m really worried.”

Shaking her head, she said, “I’ve not talked to you in a bit but I’m assuming that you’re still working with your Russian friend?”

I nodded.

“Parker, tell me, what did you guys end up doing?  Did he give you some sort of homemade treatment?”

“He gave me four rounds of stem cells followed by some sort of a genetically modified growth hormone,” I said sheepishly.

“Oh Parker, I can’t believe you’ve done this.  Do you know how dangerous ….”

Stopping herself she then said, “Okay, we can circle back around to that.  Tell me what else is going on with you aside from everything we’ve just covered.”

“Well, this is going to be weird, but I’m just going to show you,” and I then pulled my t-shirt up flashing my sister.

Her eyes widening, she said, “Dude, you’ve got titties, you’ve got real titties.”

“I know.  Do you have any advice?” I asked as I lowered my shirt.

Shrugging she said, “If you were buying a bra today, I would say you’re about a 36B, but wait and see if they grow any more.  Good lord, I can’t believe this.”

“That’s not all sis, step over here and run your hands up and down the side of my body.”

With a disgusted look on her face she said, “Isn’t this getting a little weird?”

“Sis, I think we are way past weird, just do it.”

Stepping up to me she ran her hands down my sides and then stepped back and said, “Dude, you’re getting curvy, and you’ve got hips.”

Then turning to the side, I grabbed my pants by the front and pulled them forward and said, “I’ve also ….”

Cutting in she said, “And your flat ass is gone as well.  Baby definitely has back.  Anything else?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, when I was taking a shower earlier, I noticed that beneath my testicles I have a slit developing.”

“Like from back to front?”

I nodded.

“You mean like ….”

Nodding I said, “Yes, just like where a vagina would be.”

Putting her face in her hands she shook her head and said, “Boy you’ve done it now.”

“I know,” I said regretfully.

“Parker, why couldn’t you have just left this well enough alone and lived with the consequences of what occurred, versus going off on a wild goose chase which has clearly resulted in, well, this?

“I know, and trust me, at this point, it looks like my decision may have been stupid,” and then I started to cry.

Watching me bawl for a few moments she came over and put her arms around me and said nothing and held me until I stopped.  Finally, as I pulled back away from her, she said, “Pack a bag or two and bring your essentials and plan on staying with me for a bit, okay?”

“Really?  I asked surprisedly.

Nodding she said, “Really.  With this happening to you, whatever it is, I think it’s best that you are not alone.”

“Thanks sis, you’re the best.”

“Anything for my sister,” she said and then smiled.  “By the way, have you contacted, what’s his name?  Igor?”

“It’s Boris, and I’ve left him a voicemail”

With a stern look on her face she said, “Good, leave him an additional message and tell him he needs to get over to my house ASAP, for two reasons.  One, he’s almost converted you into a woman, and we need to find out more about what he’s done.  Two, he, and you, need to get all that shit out of my garage.  Got it?”


Chapter 6

Olivia drove me to her house, set me up in the guest bedroom and helped me get settled in, then she took off as she said she had to run an errand and would return shortly, so I unpacked my bags and put away my stuff, unsure how long this would be my home away from home.

It was about two hours later when sis pulled into her garage and there I stood on the other side of it with Boris, and as she got out of her vehicle I could tell that she was not too happy with my friend.  As she walked up to us, I spoke and said, “Liv, was just talking with Boris and he said he’s pretty sure that he knows what happened.”

Boris spoke and said, “Miss Olivia, how are you today?”

She just stood there in silence staring at him with a look that could kill.

“Boris, maybe we’d better skip the pleasantries and go straight for the technicals,” I said.

“Da.  Okay, I think I making mistake, well, I thinking my friend who gave me the hormone making mistake.  So, part of treatment include using modified genetic growth hormone to help stem cells,” he said.

“And Boris, exactly what kind of modification did you do?” she asked.

“Hormone require dose of radiation, which makes it work very well with stem cells.  We learn about this back at Soviet research lab but program discontinued at end of cold war,” he said.

“Just where did you take the hormone to expose it to radiation?” sis asked.

“I have friend who work at x-ray technician at cancer clinic.  At night when no one there I meet him, and he radiate hormone for me.  Is good no?”

Closing her eyes and nodding slightly she asked, “So, what is it exactly that you believe went wrong?  You said you thought you knew, right?”

“Da,” he said as he picked up a round metal container off the counter.

“So, my friend was supposed to send me male growth hormone, but, looking at side of canister it look like he send me female hormone.  See, he making mistake.”

Rolling her eyes upward and then back down she said, “And you don’t think you have any liability in this?”

“Well, maybe I make mistake, but my friend should do better job and not send wrong stuff.  No?”

“And do you have any way that you can reverse this?” she asked.

“Not sure, may have to do more research,” he said.

“The fact is, you mad Russian son-of-a-bitch, you know for a fact that it is irreversible isn’t that right?” she said, and she was boiling mad.

“Not sure,” he said as he shrugged his shoulders.

“Parker,” sis said as she looked at me, “I’m sorry.  This can’t be undone.”

“Why?  How do you know?”

“I don’t know how this even happened, as the whole thing is a revolutionary, but I do know that DNA is self-replicating, and now that it’s been modified by this, this, incredible process, there’s no way in hell it can be reversed.  Isn’t that right Boris?”

He stood there saying nothing.

Shaking her head, she said, “There’s nothing left to say,” and she went into the house.

“Boris, is this really true?”

Nodding once and then putting his head down he said, “Da.  Parker, I am so sorry.  I feeling so bad for this.”

“I can’t believe this.  I paid you $25,000 for all this, that’s half of all the money that I’ve saved up over the years.  Do you realize how much I scrimped and did without to bank all that cash?  And then, on top of that, you’ve turned me into a woman?  Or almost into one anyway?  And I don’t think I’m done yet,” I said.

We stood there silently for a few moments and then I said, “I think I’m gonna go inside so you should probably be heading out.”

Walking outside he stood there looking at me regretfully and finally said, “Parker, I no meaning for this to happen.”

Nodding I said, “Yeah, me neither,” and I then hit the garage door button on the wall beside the entrance into the house and stood there watching him until it was all the way down, and I could see him no more.


Chapter 7

Over the next five days my body kept changing, and at warp speed, and eventually my transition was complete, just as we’d expected it would be.  My facial features had become even softer, I had full blown breasts and I was now standing about 5’4 ½ in height.  On top of that my frame had shrunk and I was no longer bulky, plus my genitalia now consisted of a real honest to goodness vagina, and let me also mention that I was now able to sing soprano with my new voice. 

Sis and I agreed that the two of us looked an awful lot alike with our blonde hair and gray-green eyes which she said was because we had the same genetic material.  My younger sister was a pretty smart cookie, even though she was two years younger than me, and I wished I’d listened to the initial advice she’d given me, and if I had I wouldn’t have been in the pickle I was in.

Because we had roughly the same build Olivia was able to loan me a couple of items out of her wardrobe, and since none of my clothes no longer fit, she insisted that a huge shopping trip was in order.  I had to admit that she was correct because the only garments from my old wardrobe that were salvageable were t-shirts, and those were too big as well but served as excellent sleep shirts.

Over the next few days Olivia used her spare time to take me shopping, and we procured absolutely everything that I needed to get me up and running as a girl.  I’m talking about underwear, pants, tops, dresses, shoes, accessories, and makeup. Then it was time for a mani & pedi as well not to mention getting my hair done.  From what I could tell it seemed that it sure was a lot of extra work being a girl.

After a massive shopping trip sis taught me everything that she could think of so I could function as a woman including how to dress as a female, mannerisms, walking in heels, and how to put on makeup.  There was a whole lot more to it than I thought, but what’s a guy, I mean a girl, to do?  Right?

It was about four days since I’d completely morphed into a full blow woman, and I was still hanging out at Olivia’s house since she wanted to keep an eye on me, and I agreed, as when something like that happens it’s pretty freaky. 

As she walked through the front door about 3:00 p.m. I heard her call my name.  I just happened to be in my bedroom practicing putting on makeup, something I’d been having trouble with but was getting better at, as you know what they say?  Practice makes perfect.

“In here Liv,” I replied.

Walking into the room I turned and looked at her and I asked, “What do you think?”

Putting her hand on her chin she said, “Not bad, not bad at all.  I think you’re actually getting the hang of putting on makeup.”

“Thanks.”

“You know, I’m really pleased to see that you’re putting on makeup,” she said and then smiled.

“Why is that?”

“I figured that you would have a hard time with something like that, as it’s a big step toward womanhood.”

“And I am, but it’s also something that I figured that I’d need to come to terms with, as there is a high probability that I will spend the rest of my life as a girl, so I’d better get used to it.  I’m not saying that I love it, but I’ve got to start taking some baby steps if I’m going to make it successfully as a female,” I said.

Giving me a hug, she said, “I’m so proud of you Parker.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re so brave.  And with that being the case how would you like to stretch your wings a little more?”

“What do you mean?”

“At 5:30 today there is a title company throwing a happy hour at Macaroni Garden, are you familiar with it?”

I nodded and said, “The Italian restaurant across from the mall I think.”

“That’s the one.  Anyway, there will be free adult beverages and heavy hors d’oeuvres, and I was thinking that maybe this could be your public debut as a girl.  What do you think?”

“I don’t know sis; do you think I’m ready?”

“If anyone can pull it off you can.  Just remember everything that I’ve taught you and you should be fine.”

“I’m a little nervous about doing this.”

“I can appreciate that, but I will be right by you, or close by, the entire time, so there’s nothing to worry about.  It will work out fine.”

Hesitating for a few seconds I finally asked, “Okay, and you are going to introduce me as?”

As we entered the event room in the restaurant, I was sporting a sleeveless damask leopard print dress that hit about four inches above my knees, which showed off my pretty new legs.  For the life of me I’d never envisioned referring to my legs as pretty, as that’s not a very manly train of thought, but now considering all factors, what the hey?  When you’ve got it, you’ve got it!  Also, not wanting to wear my heels as I was still shaky about walking in them, sis just happened to have a pair of leopard print slide sandals, which matched my dress brilliantly.  After putting on a pair of gold hoop earrings and a matching bracelet, I chose a brown handbag to complete my look, and I was ready to go as we walked across the room toward the bar.

Arriving at a table that had multiple bottles of wine resting on it. sis said, “It’s kind of a help yourself deal,” and she handed me a wine glass.

Pouring myself a glass of pinot noir I took a sip and then followed Olivia as we walked to a nearby table where there were several people sitting, all of them calling out her name as we arrived at the table.  Afterward several of them hugged her and asked how she was doing, and so on and so forth.

A middle-aged blonde woman wearing a name badge that read Melody asked, “Hey Liv, who is your friend?” motioning her head toward me.

“Oh, I am so sorry, hey everyone, this is Parker, Parker, this is, well, everyone,” and then the collage of men and woman all introduced themselves, and to this day I don’t think I can remember all their names, save maybe two.

Melody then asked, “And Liv, how do you know Parker?”

“She’s my bro…., my sister,” Olivia replied, and then gave me a quick glance.

“Really?” Melody asked, “I thought you just had a brother, and by the way, how’s he doing since that horrible, horrible accident?”

“Mel, he decided that after all that happened that he needed a fresh start, as it was just too hard to face everyone in town after what had occurred, as he felt really self-conscious about it,” Olivia replied.

A middle aged guy with dark hair asked Melody in a low tone, “What happened?” and she leaned over and whispered into his ear, and almost immediately a look of shock came to his face and he said to her in a low tone, “That’s awful, that would freak any guy out to have something like that happen.”

“And so, Parker, you’re Olivia’s sister?”

Smiling I said, “Yes, I am.”

“A brother and a sister with the same name?  What are the odds?  By the way Olivia, why have I never heard you mention her before?” Melody asked.

Olivia looked at me and it was clear she was having a momentary lapse, so I jumped in and said, “That’s because I’m sort of a recent addition to the family.”

“Really?” Melody asked.

Nodding I said, “That’s right, you know those online DNA test thingies that you can do?  Well, I recently went on the internet and did the test and strangely enough I had Olivia pop up and it said she was most likely my half-sister or first cousin, you know how those test are a little hit and miss, right?  Anyway, I contacted her via the website’s chat function and told her I was looking to find my father, as I never knew who he was.  So, after some discussion it turns out that our dad had a little one-night stand with my mom about twenty-six years ago, or something like that, making me her older sister.  Isn’t that right Olivia?”

She nodded and said, “It’s true.”

Melody exclaimed, “Oh my God, that’s incredible, but you know, I’m so glad that the two of you were able to connect because it’s always good to have family, as there’s nothing better.”

Walking over and hugging Olivia I said, “Yes Melody, you are so right, and I’m really glad to be here for my sister now, especially since her, I mean our, brother moved away.”

“By the way, where did your brother move to?”

Simultaneously I said California and Olivia said Colorado, and as we finished speaking the table was just sitting there looking at us.

Olivia and I looked at one another and she then said, “What my sister meant to say was that he was going to be making stop in California to visit friends and then heading on to Colorado, which would be his new home.”

After navigating that minefield, I excused myself and headed on over to the wine table and filled up my glass again and then stood off to the side watching everyone in the room.  It was clear that all of these folks were pretty much salespeople as they were all chatty and seemed to have a lot to talk about, even when there was nothing to really say.  We need people in sales, otherwise things would not get sold, and that’s what keeps America moving, however, at that moment I wasn’t feeling the love on their profession and decided to stay off to myself.

After a few more swallows I noticed I was getting a little lightheaded, which was strange as traditionally I’d always been able to hold my liquor, especially small amounts like a glass and half of wine.  Heading on over to the food table I figured it was time to eat, and I’d better hurry as these real estate agents were going through the stuff in a hurry.  What was wrong with them, were they not getting enough to eat at home?  Taking one of the paper plates I helped myself to a heaping of rigatoni that was swimming in a cheese sauce as well as some salad that appeared to be moderately fresh, and afterward made my way to a quiet table in the corner where I sat down and began to eat. 

After a couple of minutes had passed a voice asked, “May I join you?”

As I turned to my right I saw a man in a black suit who appeared to be in his late twenties, he was about 5’11, had dark brown hair, blue eyes, and a winning smile. 

I sat there looking at him for several seconds and did not respond for two reasons, one was because I was kind of surprised by him approaching me out of the blue, and two I had a mouth full of food.  Finally, after chewing some more of my pasta my mouth was finally clear enough where I was able to say, “Of course.”

Sitting down with his wine glass and plate of food he said, “Thanks, it’s pretty noisy in here and I just wanted to eat in peace and I appreciate you letting my join you,” and he then continued by saying, “I’m Art, Art Hale,” and he extended his hand.

Shaking hands with him I said, “Good to meet you Art, Art Hale,” and we both chuckled.

“That’s funny.  You’ve got a good sense of humor.”

“Thanks, I’m Parker.”

“Are you in the business?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “If you’re asking if I’m in the real estate business, no, I’m here with my sister Olivia.”

Looking at me he said, “Oh yeah, I know her well, and I should have known, and I can see the family resemblance.”

“I’ve heard that before,” I said, and then asked, “So, I guess you’re in the real estate business?”

Nodding he said, “It’s true.”

“Ah cool.  Are you in commercial like my sister?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “No, I’m in residential.”

“So, you sling houses?” I asked.

Chuckling he said, “I’ve never heard it presented like that but yes, I guess that’s one way to put it.  So, Parker, what about you?  What’s your line of work?”

Trying to think as to what I’d say I quickly surmised that I would not share with him all the gory details of my demise, which were complex to say the least.  How would it sound if I’d said, Art, a truck backed into my crotch and removed my manhood and in a desperate attempt to grow it back I hired a mad Soviet bioweapons expert who accidentally turned me into a member of the fairer sex.  Instead I said, “Well, I was in the transportation business, but after a downsizing,” and he had no idea of the downsizing I’d had, “I was, well, kind of forced to look for other career opportunities.”

Looking at me intently he said, “Parker, I understand all too well.  Same thing happened to me a number of years ago and I was let go, and that’s when I had to look at career alternatives as well.”

“It happens to the best of us,” I replied.

After a brief pause, he asked, “Parker, have you ever thought about going into the real estate business?”

I looked at him and smiled and said, “I do appreciate the offer, but I don’t think being a residential agent appeals to me.”

“Oh no?”

“No.  What’s the fun in hauling a bunch of people around whose unruly kids are spilling food and drinks all over the back seat of my car, and they’re expecting me to pick up the tab for meals when we stop to eat, and their general consensus is, we’re not sure what we’re actually looking for in a house, but we’ll know it when we see it.  Screw that.”

Looking at me seriously he asked, “Have you been in the business before?”

We both burst into laughter and afterward I said, “No, but Olivia has several friends who have told her more than one story about what goes on, and that definitely does not sound like fun to me.  Besides, if I was going to entertain it, I think I would do what sis does, more commercial stuff.”

“Okay, fair enough, I definitely won’t ask you again.”

“Thank you.”

“So, what are you thinking of doing, if that’s not too personal of a question?” he asked.

“I think for the moment I’m going to continue to evaluate my options.  I’m kicking a few ideas around but that’s all I’m going to say for now.” I said.

“Fair enough.”

“So, what does your wife do?” I asked.

“I’m not married.”

As I looked at him, I noticed Art was attractive, well dressed, pleasant to be around, and wondered why that was, because he seemed to have so many great characteristics.  Plus, I knew that in the world of real estate there was a plethora of single females, all dying to bag Mr. Right, as my sister was one of them, and after thinking the thought I’d just had about Art’s redeeming characteristics, I was now concerned that maybe I was joining their ranks as well.

“And Parker, how about you?” he asked.

Well shit, that was the last thing I was expecting, for him to ask me.  But I guess it was fair enough because I’d just asked him.

Smiling I said, “No, I’m not either.”

Gazing into my eyes he said, “I suppose that’s why we’re both here alone tonight then, because we’re both single, and there’s free food,” which caused us both to chuckle.

He was good and his technique was excellent.  The way he’d just spun that response he was letting me know that he was not seriously dating anyone, and at the same time laying the groundwork for me to respond and let him know if I was seeing anyone or not.  If I had still been a man, I would have remembered that and used that myself at some point.  However, in the grand scheme of things he did seem like a nice guy and he was asking respectfully and not trying to stick his hand underneath my dress uninvitedly, so I smiled and said, “I guess that’s right Art.”

His phone made a noise and he took it out of his inside jacket pocket and looked at it and then said, “Hey Parker, I’ve got to go, business.  You know how it is.”

“I understand, the life of a real estate agent,” I said.

“Hey, it was fun, and thanks for letting me sit with you.”

“Same here, and thanks for keeping me company.”

“Okay, I guess I’ll see you around,” and he started to step away when he suddenly turned back and asked, “I was wondering, would you be interested in maybe getting a cup of coffee sometime or something?”

He stood there looking at me with those baby blue eyes while awaiting an answer, and I had no idea what to do.  Inside, I was still getting used to the idea of being a woman and had a long way to go, and there I was being asked out on a date.  WTF dude!  Art seemed like a super nice guy and if I’d been a traditional woman, I would have been crazy to have turned him down, but now?  I mean, but right now of all times?  Good grief!  Despite the fact that I was not ready to totally flip and start dating guys that night, something inside told me to not write him off,  I still don’t know what it was but it was definitely sending me a strong signal.

“That would be fun,” I replied.

His face lit up he asked, “Great, what’s your number?”

I provided him with my phone number which he typed into his mobile device and then presented me with one of his business cards which had gold foil lettering on it and looked very distinguished.

“Very pretty card,” I said.

“Thanks.  So, how about I call or text you?” he asked.

Smiling I said, “That would be great, I’ll look forward to hearing from you.”

“Okay, awesome, well I’ll talk to you soon,” and he turned and started walking and promptly exited through the main doors leaving the event room.

Olivia walked up and took a seat in the chair where Art had been sitting and said, “I see you’ve been getting to know Art.”

Nodding I said, “He asked if he could sit with me and eat.”

“Mmmmm Hmmmm.”

Looking at her I asked, “What does that mean?”

“Girl, you’re a fast mover, and it seemed like he was kind of interested in you,” she said.

“Why do you say that?”

“I could tell by the way he was looking at you.  He’s a real catch, and a lot of these bitches would love to latch onto him.”

“Sis, you know I’m brand new to all this, and not sure that I’m ready to start dating of all things, especially men.”

Laughing she said, “It’s cool, I was just giving you a hard time.”

“Even though, he did ask if I wanted to go out for coffee some time,” I said.

“Oooooo girl, you don’t waste any time,” she said and then laughed.

“Liv, it’s just coffee, nothing more, and we don’t even have a day and time set.  It’s just a friendly cup of brew, okay?”

With a smart ass look on her face she finally said in a suggestive tone, “Okay, if you say so.”


Chapter 8

The following day I decided I would head down to the local coffee shop which was only a five minute walk from my sister’s house. The forecast for the day was nothing but blue skies, so I figured the exercise would do me good, so I hoofed it.  After attending the event Olivia had taken me to the night before I was feeling more confident about being out in public as the new me and was becoming increasingly comfortable in my new body.  Even though it was still strange I discovered that it truly wasn’t so bad after all.

Walking into the coffee shop I ordered a cup of coffee and took a seat, and it was my good fortune to secure one of shop’s extremely comfortable cushioned leather chairs.  After my name was called, I picked up my drink and sat back down and began to read a newspaper that I’d found on the table next to me, which someone had clearly left behind.  After several minutes of being immersed in my reading I heard a voice, “Parker?”

Looking up I saw it was my friend from the night before, Art.

“Hey Art, how’s it going?” and I stood up to greet him, and as quickly as I did, I gave him a big warm hug, which he quickly returned.

Why did I do that?  For the life of me, I had absolutely no clue why I’d done that, I barely knew him.  However, as I pulled back, I just happened to look straight into his sparkling blue eyes, and at that point something happened to me, something unexpected, I felt an attraction towards Art.  I was in disbelief as I’d never, ever, found men attractive in any way, shape or form, so why now?  Had becoming a woman short circuited my brain?  No, this couldn’t be, not possible, no, not me, but after looking down for a moment and then back up nothing had changed, he was still as handsome as before.

“Hey, it’s great to see you,” he said warmly.

I could tell by the way he was returning my gaze that he was digging me too, and I was uneasy and flattered all at the same time, which made no sense at all.

Looking down and then back up he said, “You look really pretty today.”

As he completed his sentence I said, “Well thank you,” and I shot him a big warm smile.

The fact that he noticed what I was wearing meant a lot because I’d taken a few minutes to plan my wardrobe that day.  I was wearing a white floral print dress with roses on it and my shoes were pink flat sandals, which matched the flowers on my frock.  I’d almost not put on any makeup but as I stood there with him, I was glad that I did.

“Did you stop in to get a cup of coffee?” I asked.

Of course, he did.  What a stupid thing to ask, I hope he’s not thinking I’m a dingbat.

Smiling he said, “I did.  I was thinking an ice coffee of some sort might be nice.  You want anything?”

“No, I’m good, but I appreciate the offer,” I replied.

At this point I was now hoping that he would join me for that cup of coffee we’d talked about last night, and I was dying to ask him to sit with me but did not want to seem too forward.  For the life of me, I could not figure out why I just didn’t come out and ask him.  Was I worried about being too direct?  That had never stopped me as a man, so what was the problem now?  Perhaps I was concerned that he would think I was a ho and I wanted him to think I am respectable.  A respectable girl?  Why would I worry about that of all things? I’ve only been a member of the girl club for five days.  Plus, I had no idea why I was even interested in having coffee with him, but there was some part of me that was really and truly drawn to the guy.  Changes were definitely happening inside me and the experience was strange, and the sensation was similar to that of being in the driver’s seat of a car and someone else was doing the driving.

Thinking fast I asked, “After you get your drink do you have somewhere you need to be?  I wanted to ask you some questions about real estate.”

I am such a liar, I thought.

Nodding he said, “Of course, let me get my drink and I’ll join you.  Try and save ….,” interrupted by his ringing cell he said, “Sorry, be right back,” and he headed toward the counter while still talking on his phone.

Fortunately, the seat next to mine was empty, providing the perfect setting for the two of us to visit. I was looking forward to spending time with Art and getting to know him better.  As I sat there looking at him standing at the register, I felt giddy with excitement and could feel that my heart rate had increased.  Then unexpectedly, I noticed a tingling sensation between my legs, which really alarmed me because it was signaling one thing, that I was attracted to Art on a sexual level.  My upbringing was telling me that my thoughts were impure, but at that moment I didn’t care as there was clearly something primal going on inside me causing me to be totally turned on by this guy.  Despite the fact that I was trying to suppress my desires my biology was telling me otherwise, and the more I thought about it the more I liked the idea and began to think about what it would be like making love with him.  At that point I was almost certain that my panties were starting to get wet and I needed to get this under control fast.

Standing up I stretched and looked around the room, doing a complete three-hundred-and-sixty-degree turn and as I returned to my starting position there was Olivia directly in front of me, whose presence made me flinch.

“Oh my God, you about scared me to death,” I exclaimed.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

Holding my hand on my chest I replied, “Forget about it, it’s okay.  How did you know I was here?”

“I didn’t.  I was on the way home and that I’d stop by for an iced coffee, and voila, here you are.”

Olivia glanced at the counter where Art was standing and then back at me and smiled before she said, “You didn’t waste any time setting up your coffee date I see.”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, it wasn’t like that.  I simply came down here to get a cup of coffee, and the next thing I knew he showed up.  All very innocent.”

The next thing I knew Art had returned from the counter and was standing there with us.

“Hey Olivia, good to see you,” he said.

“Great to see you as well Art,” she replied.

“Olivia would you like to join us?” he asked.

At this point I was giving her a mean look and shaking my head no, hoping she would take the hint that her company was not needed or wanted.

“I don’t want to intrude,” she replied.

As Art turned toward me, I changed my angry face to a smiling one and he asked me, “You don’t mind your sister joining us, do you?”

Glancing over at Olivia I saw that she was mouthing to me, He is soooo cute.

“Art I would love for her to stay, but she was just telling me that she has to be somewhere, isn’t that right sis?” I said while looking at her wide eyed.

“Oh yes, and as much as I would love to stay, I just can’t.” 

“Maybe another time?” he asked.

“Yes, another time.  Well it was good seeing you Art, and sis, I’ll see you back at the house I guess.”

Smiling at her I said, “Okay, I’ll see you at home.”

Olivia headed to the counter to get a drink and Art and I cozied up in our chairs and began to chat.  He told me all about his upbringing, his family, and where he’d gone to school.  I could have sat there and listened to him talk the rest of the afternoon as I loved hearing the sound of his voice. It didn’t hurt that he was nice to look at with his dashing good looks and dreamy blue eyes.

When it came to me, I had to do some real bullshitting as there was no Parker, the girl, as she was brand new.  So, I did what anyone in my situation would do, I took my old life and plugged the new me into it, making a few adjustments along the way.  I felt that I needed to omit the part where I’d been a man that’d had his equipment mowed off by a truck and then transformed into a female by a Soviet bioweapons’ expert.  You’d have done the same in my situation.

After about an hour and forty-five minutes he said, “Well, look at the time, it’s almost 3:00 p.m.”

“Wow, the time sure has passed quickly,” I said.

“I could sit here with you all afternoon, but I have a 3:30 appointment,” he said and then smiled at me.

“I really enjoyed it Art, it was fun.”

We both stood up and as we did, he said, “It sure was.”

Heading toward the door we exited, and as we stood there in front of the coffee shop, I was thinking about our enjoyable chat and was truly not wanting it to end.

“Can I walk you to your car?” he asked.

The fact that he asked me that question meant that he was a gentleman and wanted to make sure that I got safely to my car, which impressed me.  Unfortunately, my car was at home, so the chance for him to walk me to my SUV and then give me a little smooch was out the window.  Darn it!

Shaking my head, I said, “I’m on foot today.”

“You walked?”

Nodding I said, ”I’m currently staying with Olivia and her house is less than five minutes from here, and besides, I figured the exercise would do me good.”

“How about I give you a ride?”

“You don’t have to do that.”

“No big deal, come on.”

Walking to his navy-blue SUV he opened the passenger side and made sure that I was in and seated before closing the door, which I absolutely loved.  As a guy something like that would never even have phased me, but as a female I appreciated the way he treated me. I didn’t know why, but I didn’t want it to stop.

It was a quick ride home and as his vehicle pulled up in front of sis’s house he stopped in front of the driveway and put the vehicle in park and then turned and looked at me. 

“Thanks for the ride,” I said.

“Not a problem, glad to do it.”

“I had a really nice time this afternoon.”

“Me too.  It was great.”

“It sure was,” I said.

“Maybe we could do something again sometime.  If you’d like, that is.”

Nodding I replied, “That would be nice.”

“Cool, then I’ll call or text you and maybe we could go out to dinner?”

“I would like that.”

Sitting there we were having one of those awkward moments that couples, especially young ones, have when they are saying good night or parting after meeting, and ours was no different as there was a little bit of tension in the air as to what to do next.  As I’d said previously, I was torn as part of me was attracted to him in a huge way and half of me was saying this was wrong as I was a man. 

“I guess I’d better get going. Thanks again for the ride,” I said.

“You’re welcome.”

I turned slightly to the right and was getting ready to open the door when a thought occurred to me, that if you don’t take any chances in this life you definitely won’t get the things that you want.  Turning back toward him I said, “Thanks again,” and then I leaned toward him.  It was obvious that he’d been thinking the exact same thing as me because the next thing I knew our lips were together and we were locked in a slow passionate kiss.  Before I knew it, my mouth was open and we were playing tonsil hockey and I was absolutely loving it. Art is a great kisser, and as we continued, I could feel myself becoming aroused.  Putting my hands on his chest, I pushed myself back, breaking our embrace.

“Did I do something wrong?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, not at all, it was fantastic, but we probably shouldn’t put on a big production for the neighborhood.”

Nodding he said, “Okay.  By the way, you’re a good kisser.”

With a big warm smile on my face, I said, “I was just thinking the same thing about you.”

“So, you’ll definitely see me again?”

Nodding I said, “Oh yeah, you can count on that.”

“Okay, I’m really going to get out of your car this time,” I said as I moved toward the door, but then at the last second, stopped myself once again and leaned back in his direction for another round.

“I thought you said you didn’t want to put on a big show for the neighbors!”

Looking at him as though I were annoyed, I said, “Art, I just figured you needed one for the road,” and we went for round two.

After a couple of more minutes of making out I finally opened the door and stepped onto the ground and stood there smiling at him.

“By the way, back at the coffee shop, you said you wanted to ask me something about real estate.”

“I did?”

Nodding he said, “Yeah, what was your question?”

“I’ll save it for next time,” and I closed the door, blew him a kiss, and turned and walked up the driveway toward the house.


Chapter 9

As I walked into the house, my crotch was tingling and screaming for relief as I was super horny from making out with Art.  I didn’t know what his secret was but he sure knew the right buttons to press to turn me on, and part of me wished that I’d brought him in the house so he could’ve finished the job, as what’s the sense in needless suffering, right?

Olivia walked up to me and asked, “Have a good visit at the coffee shop?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, it was fun, he is a super nice guy.”

“Mmmm hmmm,” she replied in a suggestive tone.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I just happened to be looking out the window when you pulled up, and saw that you got a little sugar,” and then she started giggling.

Rolling my eyes upward I thought to myself, Oh my God.

“Sorry sis, I just couldn’t resist,” she said.

“He’s a really nice guy, and for reasons unknown, it just seemed like the thing to do.  There is something I would like to talk about with you though, I don’t know that I’m asking for an opinion, but I think I just need to talk, if that’s okay?”

“Of course.”

“I’ve noticed that there are changes going on inside me that are inexplicable, and I’m really struggling to deal with them.”

“Such as?”

“Initially, Art was just a guy that I met, no big deal, and if I’d been a guy, he could have been my bowling or fishing buddy.  But the more time I spend with him, the more I like him, and I’m even feeling attraction toward him, like in a romantic kind of way.  This is not something I planned but something that just kind of creeped up on me.  At first, I was trying to resist, but the more I’m around him the more I want to be with him, and Olivia, it just feels so right.  I know that deep down inside I’m a man ….”

Stopping me she said, “Ah, correction, you used to be a one, now you are a full biological female.  Sorry to interrupt, please continue.”

“Olivia, I feel what is almost a conflict, or war going on inside, and I’m struggling to put an end to it, but am having trouble.  Part of me says ….”

“Parker, part of you says, I’m Parker, I’m a man, and these feelings are wrong.  On the other hand, part of you says that this thing with Art feels so right, good, and natural, how could it be wrong, and you’re in complete agony trying to process all this.  How am I doing?”

“Oh my God sis, that’s right on the money.  I couldn’t have said it better myself.”

“Let me ask you, you feel guilty for being attracted to him because you were born a guy, and he’s a man, and you feel weird about that, right?”

Smiling I said, “Yes, as a matter of fact I do.”

“Now let me ask you, are you a biological man?”

“Well, no, you know that,” I replied.

“Are you a biological female?  Yes or no?”

“Sis, you know I am.”

“You are a full biological female, a fully functioning woman?”

“Yes, you already know that Olivia, why are you even asking?”

Smiling she asked, “Now let me ask you this, since you are a real honest to goodness woman, if there was any morality involved, where you’re trying to determine what is right and what is wrong, which is clearly part of what is bothering you, what’s worse?  You being a woman going out with other women, or you as a woman seeing a man?”

Thinking about it for a few moments I finally replied, “You know, I never really thought about it like that before.”

“Parker, the changes making you feel the way you do signal one thing, that you’re a girl.  This is not something you decided to do, it’s something your physiology and biochemistry are trying to tell you, that this is natural, and normal.  You’re supposed to feel the way you do, so stop over examining this and just relax and go with the flow girl.”

At that point I began to feel a bit emotional and by the expression on my face sis could tell, and she came over and hugged me.

“Thanks Olivia, you certainly know how to make complex things sound simple, which is exactly what I needed,” I said.

“Anything for my sister,” she replied and then we began to chuckle.

“I’m really beginning to think that everything’s going to work out okay,” I said.

“Me too.  However, there’s just one little problem sis.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You.”

“Me?”

Nodding her head, she said, “You.  Think about it, you have no identity.”

“What do you mean?”

“Your name being Parker is no big deal as there’s tons of girls named Parker these days.  However, think about it, there’s a picture of a man on your driver’s license who is taller and weighs more than you, your birth certificate states that you are a male, do you see where I’m going with this?”

“Oh shit, you’re right!  Olivia, I don’t even exist as a female!  What am I going to do?” I asked frantically.

“Not to worry, we’ll figure something out,” she said reassuringly.

Deep in thought she stood there tapping her forefinger against her chin, and after a few seconds she finally said, “And I think I have an idea.”

**********

The next afternoon Sis and I were standing in the garage as Boris walked in and as he approached us, he looked at the two of us and smiled before greeting Olivia.

“Olivia, how are you?” he asked.

Barely lukewarm she said, “Good to see you Boris, thanks for coming over.”

Extending his hand to me he said, “Hello, I’m Boris, it is good to meeting you, I mean meet you.”

Shaking I said, “Good to see you again.”

With a puzzled look on his face he asked, “We have met before?”

“That’s Parker, remember Parker?” Olivia said.

Wide eyed he could barely speak but finally uttered, “Parker, you have become woman.”

“Thanks to your concoction Boris,” Olivia said.

In a remorseful tone he said, “Parker, Olivia, I am so sorry and I did not meaning for this to happen, I know you can never forgive me for this and I wish I could fix, but I don’t know how.”

“As you can see Boris, my sister is now a woman,” Olivia said.

“I can see.  Parker, is transformation complete?  I mean, fully you are woman?”

I nodded and said, “I am a fully functional female in every way Boris.”

“In every way?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, in every way.”

“Are you doing okay?” he asked.

“I’m doing as well as any guy in my position could be doing.  Strike that, I should probably have said any girl in my position.  Wait, what’s the slang for that?  I think it’s girl spelled G-U-R-L in my case.”

“Well, for being woman you certainly are beautiful one,” he said and then smiled.

At this point Olivia and I just stood there looking at him as though we were going to kill him, and that probably wasn’t far from the truth.

“Parker, Olivia, as I said I am sorry.  Is there anything I can do to make this up to you?  Anything at all?”

**********

Three days later I heard the doorbell ring and before I could rise to my feet Olivia promptly said, “I’ll get it.”

Assuming my previous position on the living room sofa I continued making constructive use of my time by surfing the net on my tablet, but in reality I just wasting time and looking at general BS, which I was apparently a master craftsman at doing.  Correction, craftswoman.

Looking up sis was walking into the living room and right behind her was Boris.

“Look who is here,” Olivia said cheerfully before offering Boris a seat.

After sitting down, he opened an envelope and pulled out the contents and then said, “I have exactly what you asked for,” and then handed the materials to Olivia.

Looking at the first item she said, “Very nice Boris, you certainly got this done fast,” and then handed it to me.

Examining it I saw my new driver’s license which contained my new photograph as well as my new height, weight, and sex.  Then Olivia showed me the other document which was my birth certificate that now showed that I had been born a female versus a male.

“Looks good, and you did all the stuff we talked about?” Olivia asked.

Nodding he said, “Da, I told you about connections to Eastern European Syndicate and they fix to where you have no problems Parker,” he said as he looked at me.  “They access driver’s license database and update your information there as well, so no problem when you go to renew.  Also, they fix birth certificates in state computer database as well, so if anyone check or you have to order new copy no problem.”

“Thanks for taking care of this Boris, it’s really going to help me get settled into my new life,” I said.

“Da, it is least I can do,” and then he rose to his feet, and Olivia and I did as well.

Looking at Olivia he asked, “So, Olivia, you will not call FBI on me for fetuses?”

Shaking her head, she replied, “No Boris, all is well.”

He was referencing a conversation she’d had with him three days ago where she’d threatened to call the FBI on him for transporting as well as possessing fetuses if he didn’t take care of getting my new identity setup, and at his cost.  Olivia really does know how to play hardball when she needs to.

“And I can take fetuses with me?”

“Please do and take the rest of your stuff as well.”

“Thank you, and I have brought pickup truck to take all equipment away,” he replied.

“We’ll even help you load everything up,” I said.

“Oh, and do you have cooler I can borrow?” he asked


Chapter 10

I had been a female for ten days and with my new driver’s license and birth certificate in hand I felt that I was truly unstoppable and that there was nothing that I couldn’t do and I felt the first order of business was to start thinking about what I wanted to do with the rest of my life.

Clearly, I was not going to be going back to my old job for two reasons, one they would never believe it was me and would clearly not allow a crazy bitch claiming she used to be me to return.  Hell, I could hardly believe it myself.  Two, I was kind of tired of working there anyway, plus, you never feel the same about a place after you lose your genitalia and subsequently get transformed into a woman.  If it sounded like I was complaining I was not, I was just commenting.

I’d always been told that life’s too short not to work at something that you enjoy, and to date I had done a lot of working at things that were not all that much fun.  However, going forward, I was determined that all of that was going to change, as it was time for some serious exploration, and I needed to get busy evaluating my career options. 

Anyway, I was still staying with sis and hanging out at her house. I was trying to help around the house with some chores.  Since she’d been nice enough to let me stay with her that was the least I could do, so while she was at work I’d take care of all the housework, which she said she appreciated.  She had even jokingly told me I was going to make someone a great wife, which I found less than humorous but laughed anyway.  I’d been at her place for two full weeks now and hoped that I was not wearing out my welcome.  I knew that at some point in the future I would have to return to my own apartment and did not look forward to it, as the thought of being a single female and living alone was not appealing.  Why?  I did not know, as I’d always been comfortable living alone as a guy, but now there was something, something that I couldn’t put my finger on that made it seem far less attractive.

That afternoon I was bouncing around the house barefoot in a beige paisley print dress which I’d bought on my last shopping trip.  It hit about halfway to my knees, was very comfortable to wear and was cute.  Surprisingly, I’d recently discovered that wearing frocks was surprisingly a lot more comfortable than pants, especially when it was warm outside, something I’d clearly not known as a guy.  Plus, there was something about wearing them that totally took me by surprise. When I would don one and look at myself in a full length mirror the feeling was beyond belief.  Standing there, seeing myself looking back, smiling, I felt a sense of empowerment like I’d never experienced before, and I’d never felt so confident in my life.  Wearing a pretty dress made me feel beautiful, and the strangest part of all was that it felt so right.

It was about 4:45 p.m. and my phone buzzed and looking at the message I could see that it was sis, and she said she’d be home in about thirty minutes.  I texted back and told her that I was going to cook dinner and would get started on it and would see her soon. 

For supper I was going to put together something light, well, light in comparison to the way I used to eat anyway.  Since taking my new form I definitely consumed less, plus I wanted to be careful as I had a sexy little figure and wanted to keep it that way.  Prepping up a couple of salads I then put them back in the refrigerator to keep them chilled.  I then filled up a pot with water and set it on the stove and also located a saucepan which I would need as well.  My plan was to do something simple that night and I figured angel hair pasta with an alfredo sauce would be tasty and simple. Considering that I was still perfecting my cooking skills, it was good training.

The doorbell rang and I promptly walked to the front of the house to answer it, and as I pulled the door open did, I get a surprise.  There in front of me was mom and dad.

Looking at each other as though they were surprised by me opening the door and not Olivia, dad then turned back toward me, smiled, and asked, “Excuse me, is Olivia here?”

You can imagine that at this point I was dumbfounded and had no idea how to respond, as they weren’t supposed to be returning home for three months, and here they were standing in front of me.  I had known that at some point they would be back, and I would need to tell them what had happened to me, but now?  I hadn’t even had a chance to practice as to how I would break it to them that their son was now their daughter. 

Smiling I said, “I’m sorry, she’ll be back in a few minutes, can I help you with something?”

“We are her parents,” mom said.

Faking like I was surprised I said, “Oh yes, I remember seeing a photo of you.  I am so sorry, won’t you please come in?”

Mom and dad entered, and I escorted them to the living room and then asked, “Won’t you have a seat?  Can I get you anything to drink?”

“Some water would be nice,” mom said, and then dad added, “Make that two please.”

“Of course, I’ll be right back,” I said.

Before I could turn around and head toward the kitchen dad asked, “Are you a friend of Olivia?”

“Oh yes, I’m staying with her for a bit, while …., my apartment is being renovated,” and at that point I quickly made my way to the kitchen where I texted Olivia.

Me: Guess who just arrived?  Mom and dad!

Olivia: What?  They’re not due back for three more months.  Why are they home early?

Me: I don’t know but they are in the living room.  I told them you would be here shortly

Olivia: Do they know that you are you?  Did you tell them?

Me: Are you kidding?  When I opened the door and saw them, I went into shock and didn’t know what to say.  I told them that I’m your friend and am staying here while my apartment is being renovated

Olivia: People don’t typically stay other places while their apartment is being remodeled, they either wait until the person moves out at the end of the lease or the complex usually finds them a space elsewhere on the property

Me: They won’t know

Olivia: Are you forgetting that dad owns several rental properties?

Me: Look, I’m not perfect at all this, just get on back here as soon as you can

Olivia: I’m turning down the street now, I’ll see you in a minute

Putting my phone down I filled up a couple of glasses with ice and water and returned to the living room and handed them their beverages, and as I did, they both thanked me.

“I just texted Olivia and she will be here momentarily,” I said cheerfully.

“Thank you very much,” dad said, and then he added, “Oh, I’m Kirby, and this is Marinda.”

“It is so good to meet you,” I said as I shook hands with them.

“And you are?” Mom asked.

“Parker.”

They looked at each other and chuckled and then mom said, “Did you know that we have a son named Parker?”

With a surprised look I then asked, “Really?”

Nodding dad said, “Yes, he lives here in town.  Have you met him?”

“I can’t say that I have had the pleasure,” I replied.

“You mean Olivia hasn’t mentioned him?” mom asked.

Tapping my forefinger against my chin I said, “Now that you bring it up, I think she did mention it.  Silly me, I can’t believe I forgot that.”

Looking at me intently dad said, “You know, you and Olivia look a lot alike.”

“Oh really?” I asked naively.

“It’s true, your height, build, features, if I didn’t know better, I would say that the two of you were either sisters or somehow related,” he said.

At that point Olivia walked in from the kitchen and entered the living room and walked over to mom and dad where they hugged and exchanged greetings. 

“So, what are you two doing back?  I didn’t expect to see you for three more months,” Olivia asked.

“Neither were we.  There were terrorist groups that had setup camp close to the area where our group was operating from, and the country’s government advised us to leave for our own safety, and well, here we are.”

“Well it is so good to see the two of you,” she said, and then turned to me and said, “Thank you for entertaining my parents.”  Then turning back toward dad, she asked, “Has she been taking good care of you?”

“Yes, excellent care.  Before you walked in, I was just commenting how much the two of you resemble one another.  It’s uncanny, almost like you’re sisters.”

Olivia and I then looked at one another and I said, “We get that all the time.”

“Yes,” Olivia said, “Just a coincidence though.  By the way, have you had dinner yet?”

“No,” Dad said.

“Why don’t you stay and have dinner with us?” Olivia asked.

After our parents exchanged glances and both shrugged their shoulders mom finally said, “Sounds good to me.”

“Oh, Olivia,” Dad said, “What about inviting Parker over?  Would that be okay?”

“I’m already here,” I said, and then everyone in the room laughed at my comment.

Hesitating Olivia then said to dad, “Well, I’m not sure what his schedule is like.  He might be working.”

Looking at mom I saw that she now had her phone up to her ear and said, “Let’s see if he answers.”

Olivia and I looked at one another wide-eyed and I immediately made a mad dash for the kitchen as I was determined to get to the phone before it started ringing.  The last thing I wanted was for mom to hear the line ringing through her mobile with the device going off in the other room.  As I entered the kitchen, I picked it up off the countertop as it rang the first time, and promptly silenced it and set it to vibrate.

As I returned to the living room, I heard mom speaking into the phone saying, “Parker, this is mom.  Your dad and I are back in town and wanted to know if you could come over to Olivia’s for dinner.  Please call me.  Love you.”

After hanging up she put the device back in her purse and said, “I left a message.  That was very strange.”

“What’s that?” Dad asked.

“The voicemail was that of a female.  It said something like this is Parker’s phone, please leave a message,” Mom responded.

“Oh mom, that’s nothing.  It was probably recorded by his latest girlfriend or something,” Olivia said.

“Well, I’m going to head for the kitchen so I can get dinner started, because it’s not going to make itself now is it?” I said.

“Do you need any help?” Mom asked.

“No thank you. I’ve got it completely under control.  Why don’t the three of you visit and I’ll take care of everything.” I replied, and then walked out of the room.

Returning to the kitchen, I started prepping two more salads and started working on the pasta as well.  After a couple of minutes sis entered and headed for the wine rack where she took down a bottle of red and started working on opening it.

“Getting wine for mom and dad?”

“Yes, but this is for me, 14.5 percent alcohol content, apparently aged in bourbon barrels too.”

“Hey,” I said, “Before you go pour me a glass too, and make it a big one.”

“I think we both need something to calm our nerves,” she said.

“That’s a fact.”

“Sis, are you going to tell mom and dad what happened tonight?  I mean at some point, you’ll have to.”

With a wrinkled forehead I said, “I know, but it’s so hard.  You know, I thought I was going to have more time to rehearse, where I could ease them into it.”

“Parker, I don’t think there’s going to be an easy way to do this, and at some point, you’ll have to tell them, and the longer you drag this out the harder it’ll be.  Besides, how bad can it be?  It’s not like they’re going to disown you or anything, right?”

After a few moments I said, “Let’s just see how the evening goes, and if there’s a good opportunity where I can just kind of slide it in, I will.  How’s that?”

“We’ll see how that goes sis.  I can see it now, we’re having great dinner conversation, and someone brings up something like, oh, by the way, did you hear about the guy that got his pee pee cut off?  Or, hey guys, did you hear the news story about the man who hired a mad scientist and ended up a woman?  For the life of me I can’t see anything that will give you an opening coming up in casual dinner conversation.”

“Okay, okay, my plan’s not perfect, not by a long shot, but let’s just see how it goes, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, “And to encourage you I’ll open an extra bottle of wine and put it at your end of the table, because I suspect that you’ll need all the help you can get.”


Chapter 11

During dinner we had a variety of conversations including Q&A from mom and dad, and if I hadn’t known better, I would have thought they were intentionally trying to make me come out and admit who I was.  Problem points during dinner, for me anyway, included:

“Parker,” Dad asked, “So you said earlier that you were staying with Olivia because your apartment was being renovated?”

Fuck, Olivia was right, that was a stupid comment.  Not knowing how to respond I decided I would keep it simple and simply said, “Yes, that’s right.”

“Hmmm, that seems a little unusual, to move tenants out and then back in based on what I know about apartments,” he said.

Olivia cut in and said, “Turns out that they were going to move her into another apartment, but before she could move to the other building where the unit was located,” she then paused, and it was clear that she was trying to think of what to say and she finally added, “There was a fire, and the building burned to the ground, and there was no way that she could move in at that point.  Well, she’d already packed all her furniture and other stuff and versus unpacking it all she called and asked if she could stay with me.”

“A fire?  That’s terrible,” Mom said, “By the way, where was it?”

“Where was what?” I asked naively.

“The apartment, you know, where you lived and where the other building was that burned down?” Mom asked.

“It was in an area where there’s not a lot of development, just South of town, off ….,” drawing a blank I need to come up with a street name fast, and preferably one that did not exist, so I looked across the table and saw the wine bottle sitting there and I quickly repeated the name I’d just read, “Sauvignon Street.”

“Sauvignon?  I’m pretty familiar with the city and don’t recall that name.  Very strange,” Dad said.

“The reason for that is ….,” once again I hit a roadblock but quickly recovered, or so I thought and I said, “It’s a newer street, hasn’t been around all that long.”

“And the apartments are on that street?” Dad asked.

“That’s right!” I exclaimed.

“That means that the apartments are not that old then, and they are already remodeling them?” Dad asked.

Looking straight at Dad with a serious look on my face I said, “That’s exactly what I thought too, and when I asked that question they told me that they were upgrading the units to stay competitive.  Competitive I asked? And they said that was correct because there’s a whole lot of other apartment communities in the area and they want to attract quality tenants.”

“I thought you said there wasn’t a lot of development in the area?” Dad asked.

Once again I needed to come up with more bullshit to respond to his Gestapo tactics so I said, “Well, what I meant to say was on that street, there’s not a lot of development on Sauvignon itself.”

Nodding, Dad went back to eating for a couple of minutes before continuing his line of questioning once again.

“So,” Dad said, “How do the two of you know each other?”

Olivia and I looked at one another waiting to see which one was going to speak first, and finally she said, “From college.  Don’t you remember me mentioning her?”

With a puzzled look on his face Dad said, “No, I can’t say that I do,” and he went back to feeding his face.

Then after hesitating for a few moments he asked, “What classes did you take together?”

Looking at dad Olivia then said, “We had several, I know that for a fact.  I think we had freshman English together and, uhm, I’m sure there were others.  I just can’t think of them right now.”

Then turning toward me Olivia asked, “Parker, you don’t happen to remember any of the other classes we had together do you?” and she then looked around and made sure that mom and dad couldn’t see her as she shook her head ever so slightly, telling me not to say anything.

Deciding I was going to be a smart ass I said, “Oh, there is one class that I do remember us taking, I think it was Genetic Engineering For Beginners,” and as I completed my sentence I had an ear to ear smile and then sis and I both burst into uncontrollable laughter.  Mom and dad just sat there looking at us as though we had lost our minds.

After calming down Olivia said, “Oh yes, that’s right, how could I have forgotten that one.  And, as I recall, you didn’t do too well in that class, did you?” causing us both to start laughing once again and as she finished she turned her head slightly to the right and a smug look came across her face.

In a sarcastic tone, I said, “You have such a good memory, however there is one thing that you don’t know.”

“And what is that?” she asked.

“After you dropped out to pursue your career as a real estate broker and you were no longer able to help me with my studies as you had been, I took on a Russian tutor.  He helped me the best that he could, but his science was flawed, which resulted in some rather unexpected results when it came to the lab portion of the course.  No matter, that’s all in the past and completely irrelevant at this point,” I said.

“Sorry I brought it up,” Dad said.

At another point during dinner mom asked, “So, Olivia, we never heard back from your brother.  When’s the last time you talked to him?  Is he doing okay?”

Giving me a quick glance she then returned her gaze to them and said, “I’ve been pretty busy and I’m sure that he has as well, and I can honestly say that I’ve not seen, your son, in almost two weeks.”

“Your son?” Mom asked, “That’s a funny way of putting it, don’t you think?”

Dad was now looking at sis as well, and I could tell that she was feeling the pressure so I added, “Oh that’s just an expression, and she probably picked that up from hanging around with me because I’m always saying stuff like that.”

“Parker, do you mind me asking where you’re from,” Dad asked.

Shit, I thought to myself, what’s with all these personal questions?  Does he really know that it’s me and he’s just taunting me?

“Oh, I’m just a local gu… girl.  Born and raised, right here.”

“Do you have family in the local area?” Dad then asked me.

When you continually have to generate lines of bullshit it becomes more and more of a challenge with each fabrication, and I was running out of material.  Standing up I said, “Will everyone please excuse me, I have to run to the little girls room?” and I exited into the kitchen, where I actually did use the adjoining bathroom, and then returned to the kitchen where I made my way back to the dining area.  I knew if I sat down that Dad would start grilling me again, so I said, “I’ll be glad to take your plate if you’re finished.” This resulted in me being able to steer clear of his interrogation as I then had the task of clearing off the table, so I subsequently returned to the kitchen and began to wash dishes.  Olivia joined me shortly thereafter to help me, and in a short amount of time we had the place all tidied up.

“Good job on dinner sis, as I’ve said before, you’re going to make someone a great wife,” she said.

“Ha fucking ha,” I replied, and then turned the kitchen sink spigot off which I’d been running for the last several minutes.

In the silence that followed we heard voices in the living room and we soon realized that it was not just mom and dad but there was someone else present as well.

Walking briskly into the living room we found our parents as well as Art sitting there chatting away, and as we entered, he stood up, turned toward us, and smiled.

“Hey Parker, how’s it going?” he asked.

“Good, what brings you by?” I said in a lukewarm tone.

Holding up a pair of sunglasses he said, “You left these in my car the other day, and I thought I would drop them by.”

Walking over to him he placed them in my hand, and I said, “Thank you.”

“Well, I don’t want to intrude so I’ll be on my way,” he said as he started to walk toward the front of the house.

“I’ll walk you to the door,” I said.

Turning back and looking at mom and dad Art said, “Oh, Mr. and Mrs. Ward, I just wanted to say that you’ve got a couple of fine daughters, as Olivia and Parker are really first class girls,” and at that point I walked him to the door, opened it and he stepped outside and turned back toward me.  Even though I was totally pissed at what he’d just said, not because he’d done anything wrong except blow my cover, I still gave him a nice little kiss and told him I would call him later.

Returning to the living room mom and dad were now sitting down and so was Olivia, and as I walked in I could feel the tension in the air and I could tell that my parents had questions, so I took a seat as well.

“So, Olivia, if I might ask, why does that young man think that Parker is also our daughter?  If that’s not too personal of a question.”

“And for that matter, is there something going on with your brother?  That was a strange comment you made earlier when you said, your son,” Mom added.

“I’ll be right back,” I said, and after a quick trip to the kitchen I returned with my phone in hand.

“Olivia?” Dad repeated, still waiting on an answer.

“Well, Dad, it’s really difficult to know where to begin,” she said.

“Olivia,” I said, and then looked at her shaking my head, “Thanks sis but I think I’d better take it from here as I created this mess, and I’m the one that needs to clear this up.”

“Sis?” Dad asked.

“Sis?” Mom asked.

“Sis!” I said.

“Take your phone out and call Parker’s number,” I said to mom.

“Why?” she asked.

“Trust me,” I said.

After dialing the number my phone began to ring and I handed it to her and showed her the digital display which showed the phone number and said, “Mom.”

“You have our son’s phone?” she asked.

“Ever heard the expression, the greatest story ever told?” I asked.

“Of course,” Dad said.

“Mom, Dad, sit back, as I’ve quite a tale to tell.

**********

After finishing my story that evening and convincing mom and dad that it was true, which they never would have believed without Olivia confirming all of it, I was exhausted.  Sitting there between them I started to cry, and my parents did their best to console me as I bawled like a baby.  Since my transition I’d not really grieved at the loss of my old life and had kept it inside, so it was truly long overdue.

“I will admit, that’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard in my life, and it’s almost impossible to believe,” Dad said.

“And Dad you or Mom can’t tell anyone about this ever.  This has to remain a secret,” Olivia said.

“Why?” Mom asked.

“Honey,” Dad said, “If this were to get out, and people actually believed it a couple of things could happen, one the government would get involved and probably whisk Parker off to a laboratory somewhere to find out how it happened, and we might never see her again.  Another possibility is that he, I guess I mean she, would be hounded by the press and would never have any privacy or be able to live a normal life.”

Turning toward me Dad said, “Sweetie, you can count on us and we will keep it a secret.”

“That’s right,” Mom said.

“And if you need anything at all from your mother and me, just ask.  We’re going to make sure that you get through this,” Dad said.

“Thanks Dad, I appreciate that.  I am going to have rent coming up soon and do have the money to cover it, but at this point I no longer have income and am thinking of giving up my apartment.  Would it be okay if I moved in with you and mom until I figure out what I’m going to do with my life?”

Before Dad could respond Olivia said, “Parker, you’re staying right here with me until you get back on your feet, don’t even worry about it, sis.”

“Oh Olivia, that would be great, maybe I could pay you rent.”

Shaking her head, she said, “I already told you that you’re a great wife, so just keep on cooking, cleaning, and doing my laundry and that will be payment enough.  When and if you get back up and running, well, maybe we’ll talk about it then.  Sound good?”

“Thanks sis,” I said and then smiled at her.

Mom said, “Hon, I think we’d better think about heading home, it’s been a long day.”

“Yes it has,” Dad said, “Why don’t you order us a Suber?”

Getting on her phone mom busily worked away and finally said, “There, it’s on the way, and it looks like our driver will be here in seven minutes and his name is Boris.”

Olivia and I looked at each other and chuckled and Dad asked, “What?  Do you know the guy?  Is he a good driver?”

“He’s just fine,” I said.

“Should I tell him I know you?” Dad asked.

“No, and just make sure that you don’t bring up the topic of genetic engineering and you’ll be fine,” I said.


Chapter 12

Someone once said that time flies when you’re having fun, and despite the fact that I’ve been a girl for three months now it seems like it was just the other day that I blossomed into a woman.  Was it something that I asked for?  No.  However, it was something that I created by tampering with things that are best left alone, and I don’t blame anyone but myself, but, believe it or not, if I could go back in time I wouldn’t change a thing. 

First, on the career front, I got licensed as a real estate agent and now work with Olivia and do commercial leasing.  It’s not something that I would ever have envisioned doing in my wildest dreams, but hey, it beats working for a living.  So far, it’s been pretty interesting. I’ve learned about the different types of commercial real estate including industrial, retail, and office.  I’ve learned a lot and with Olivia’s help I think I’m going to be just fine.

Now onto the romance department, and let’s start with Olivia.  Remember Dr. Langley?  My attending physician at the beginning of this tale?  After I was transitioned, I broke off contact with him as well as the hospital as there was clearly no way to explain what had happened to me right?  And even if I had, would they have believed me?  After not showing up for my appointments he personally decided to try and find me and went to my apartment looking for me.  As I wasn’t there, he then looked up the emergency contact information in my file and found sis’s address and promptly stopped by, asking where I was and why I’d not been in to see him.  She told him that he didn’t need to worry about it as her brother had moved away, as he’d decided that he needed a fresh start in a new town where everyone didn’t know the gory details of what had happened to him.  Anyway, they ended up having coffee, which then resulted in a dinner date, and from what she said it was fantastic.  So far things seem to be progressing nicely and he is quite smitten with her.  It's so funny, every time he is over at the house, I can’t help but think, if he only knew who I really was.

Okay, now onto me and my love life, which I know you’re dying to hear about.  I know you remember Art, who I met at the real estate function that night, and I then played kissy face with that afternoon when he gave me a ride home from the coffee shop.  He and I have gotten fairly serious and I’m really crazy about him. He treats me like a princess, and he can’t do enough for me.  I feel absolutely the same way about him and want nothing more than to make him as happy as he makes me.  He’s always telling me how beautiful I am, and I tell him to stop, but I don’t really mean it as I love hearing it each and every time, he says it to me.  The way that he tells me how attractive I am means so much to me, as I always want him to think that I’m pretty, and according to what he tells me, that will never change.

We did end up making love for the first time after our third date and we enjoy doing it every chance that we get, and the experience is way different than what I was used to as a man, and I’m not just talking about the obvious physical part.  As a female sex always feels good, but I don’t orgasm every time, and that’s okay, not a statement a man would make, right?  When you’re a woman you view the act of sex differently than a man, as it’s not simply getting your rocks off and then turning on the TV, but a bonding between the two of you.  There’s also this incredible emotional connection that you had no idea existed and as a girl and you quickly tap into it, not to mention the fact that women want nothing more on Earth than to please their man.  You quickly discover that during sex as you’re lying there and he’s pounding you relentlessly, that the pleasure his loins scream for can only be found inside you when he releases himself and finally collapses from exhaustion.  There’s also this sense of power you will realize that you possess as a woman, as you own the one thing that every man wants, and he will do anything to get it.  Need I say more?

Circling back around to the subject of orgasms, my ability to climax seems to be based on a variety of factors including my overall mood, did Art get me warmed enough with foreplay before putting it in, and was he able to last long enough to get me across the finish line?  Don’t get me wrong, I love coming, and when I do the sensation is phenomenal.  Imagine a burst of pleasure that travels throughout your body from head to toe followed by a sweeping sense of warmth and emotional fulfillment that is inexplicable.  That’s what it’s like climaxing as a girl. 

In all my life I never thought it would be possible to be attracted to a man, and I sure hadn’t planned to fall in love with one, but I’ll tell you one thing, I’m happier now than I’ve ever been.  I’ve got a man who loves me, and I love him, I’m working with my sister and having fun in my new career, and I absolutely love my new life as a member of the fairer sex. 

As you travel through life, I sincerely hope that you too will find the joy that I have because it is out there, and if you seek it, you will find it.  However, I would also like to add, as in my case, that you may be going about your life and minding your own business, and it finds you.  Just sayin!

Love,

Parker
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