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Preface
This is the fourth and final book in what I am calling the Reversible Series. If you have read the first three stories, you will by now be familiar with the concept: A cutting edge company has developed a series of injections which will transform male subjects into very real females. Once they are women, each makes a decision to remain female. In each of those novels, I chose to begin the story before the protagonist became in need of money and discovered BioFem as a way out of their struggles. Five men signed up for the information session. We have already learned the fates of the first four men. In this story, I skip the lead-in that occurs before that meeting. I will dig back into Alex’s past in great detail as the story moves forward. This story is also different in other ways that will be revealed shortly. I hope you enjoy this variation on the theme.
We begin on that same fateful Tuesday night in a BioFem conference room with a desperate girl seeking a miracle.




Chapter One
Alexis sat in the back of the room trying to avoid the notice of the other four people there. She’d signed the attendance form as ‘Alex Houston’ as she had all her life because that was the name her parents had given her when she was born and the doctors and her proud parents had looked between her legs and had proclaimed her a boy. Ten fingers. Ten toes, two balls, and a penis. Her dad had been so proud!
All her life she had felt betrayed by her own body because she didn’t agree with that decision and it haunted her till this day. She didn’t share the same anatomy as the other girls she knew. Instead, she had the horrible ‘boy things.’ She hated the boy things because they prevented her from doing the girl things she so badly wanted to do. Her body had further betrayed her when she hit puberty and the boy things got larger and covered in ugly hair. It was awful, and Alexis was miserable.
Her father was a Colorado rancher but they didn’t own enough land for them to survive on just the proceeds of their ranch. To supplement their income, her dad purchased the local auction barn from her grandfather and he sold cattle in lots for the other ranchers around their town of Greeley. He’d move and sell herds when they needed new stock for their ranches. He bought them when they were ready for the packing plants on the other end of town. In Greeley, you either worked the ranch, or you work the plants.
Alexis was her father’s son. As such, she got to follow him to work and she learned about horses and cattle and how to work their ranch and she helped out at the auction barn. She tolerated this because her dad had his hands full and needed her help. Besides, horses were one of the few things they both loved. Horses are much smarter than many people understand and they are incredibly in-tune with their rider. Alexis could coax their horses to do things they wouldn’t do for her father. Maybe they could sense the gentle Alexis inside the developing teen body of Alex. 
Meanwhile, her female friends were making cookies with their moms and riding their bikes to school. Alexis was expected to play with the boys and to work outside with her dad. She felt betrayed by her doctors who couldn’t see who she was on the inside. She felt betrayed by her parents who refused to listen when she cried at night, alone in her room without anyone willing to understand why.
She was now twenty-four and despite letting her hair grow long and trying to keep herself desperately thin through salads and diet pills, she still fought a thin beard and looked like a young man. If she was right about this meeting—and she prayed she was right; maybe that could change.
Alexis snuck another peek around the room. When she’d signed in, the receptionist, Julie, had said there would be five men here tonight. With the arrival of the final two guys, there were now five. Through the hair hanging in front of her eyes in light brown curtains, Alexis noticed that one of the two guys seemed to have been in a fight. His face looked like hell. Alexis worked as a nurse and suddenly realized that she knew him. She’d taken a shift in the emergency ward and Nick had come in after a man had punched him while driving an Uber, or Lyft. She’d been there when the police interviewed him about what happened. She slid a little lower in her chair, hoping he’d not recognize her. The other men in the room sat apart from each other so it was unlikely they knew each other like these two did.
She hoped they would get the meeting started soon. She opened the brochure they had been given as they entered. It was a typical company fluff piece touting the pharmaceutical products and patents that made BioFem one of the fastest rising companies in the Fortune 100. That was fine but Alexis was here for a different reason. For several years now, the transgender boards on the internet had been buzzing about rumors that BioFem had been conducting research on gender reassignment. She had been watching closely for the last two years and she was positive that she’d been able to identify two men who she believed had been transformed into women—anatomically correct women without surgery. If she was right, and the company was conducting drug studies to test their product, Alexis wanted to be part of that study.
She’d seen BioFem ads for research subjects online and she’d identified a pattern. The sex change studies paid outrageous amounts of money as drug studies went. Thousands of dollars each month were advertised. Alexis had seen a new ad go up a week before and she’d signed up for this information session, hoping that she was correct. Now, she prayed she was right.
She had been praying for a miracle for as long as she could remember. From the first day of pre-school when she wanted to play with the other little girls in the sandbox outside, and they told her to go play with the boys. It wasn’t the first day she had known she was a girl. It was merely the first day she had learned that other people wouldn’t let her be who she was. Maybe today would change that. She opened her eyes when someone started speaking.
A man with dark hair had stepped to the front of the room. “Gentlemen, for the last few years, we have been developing therapies for gender dysphoria and sexual reassignment. It is in this area we wish to study with your help. Before you ask, we assure you that if you choose to join our study, any changes you experience can be completely reversed. Anything that concerns you can be undone at the completion of your participation.” Alexis was right! This was the study.
The speaker looked at all of them. Nobody got up to leave. He continued. “We will expect you to participate for an entire year. The study will take approximately six months with another six reversing your progress, should you choose to do so. Are there any questions?” There were none at that time.
He then spent several minutes talking about growth and sales and new markets. Alexis listened politely. She let his greeting to the ‘gentlemen’ slide; maybe this would be her last time being assigned a gender she couldn’t stand. No, that was wrong. She loved men. She wanted nothing more than to be held by one; loved by one, but she wasn’t gay and didn’t wish to be with a man in this body. She was a straight female trapped in the body of a man. She craved affection but had never been in a relationship that could provide her any comfort or love.
The Vice President introduced a doctor and yielded the floor to her. She walked to the center of the room and stepped to the lectern. “Gentlemen, thank you for your interest in our research. We will be asking an extraordinary commitment from anyone agreeing to join this study. For your commitment, we will be offering you an extraordinary amount of money. We will need your full cooperation for the entire year. We are going to do things to you that very few men will ever experience but when we are done, all of the things we have done can be fully reversed. Nothing is permanent.”
The doctor entertained a round of questions and Alexis tried to listen, but she was too excited to pay full attention. If she could be selected, they would make her a girl and she would say “fuck all” to reversing anything. This was it. It was her chance.




Chapter Two
The staff invited them all into an adjacent hallway where there were several examination rooms. Alexis lagged behind so she wouldn’t encounter Nick. Very few people at work were aware of her status, and though Nick only represented a distant connection, she thought it best to not be recognized by someone from work. She was shown into Exam Room number 2 where she was asked to undress to her underwear and to wait. She sat, alone and in her underpants for more than 45 minutes. Occasionally, a nurse poked her head in to see if she was okay. Once, she asked if ‘he’d’ like a bottle of water. She said she would.
She’d managed to drink most of the bottle and needed to use the bathroom before there came a knock and the doctor peeked inside. “Hi, Alex. Can we come in,” she asked.
Alexis looked up and said, “Of course, I’m ready.”
The doctor introduced herself, “Hi, Alex. I’m Dr. Cooper. I’m going to invite my associate inside as well. Her name is Margaret. Is that okay?”
Alexis wondered if this was normal. The doctor seemed to be acting hesitantly. “Sure. That’s fine.”
The doctor leaned back and knocked twice on the wooden door. It opened and another woman, presumedly Margaret, entered the room. Dr. Cooper spoke first, “Alex, as you know from the introduction, we are experimenting with a medical protocol that will cause a male to become female. In our screening questionnaire, you selected a few choices that we’d like to verify, if you don’t mind?”
Alexis became worried. She was here. They couldn’t make her leave now, could they? “Um, okay? I guess?”
“There’s no need to worry. We just want to verify your answers. It is why we saved you for last. I think we have some things to talk about.”
Alexis felt herself grimace and she squirmed uncomfortably in her chair. “You’re making me really nervous.” Her male voice went up a little. “I really want to participate.”
The doctor nodded, “I noticed in your responses that you listed yourself as straight, but you also chose that you have a preference for men. Were those answers accurate?”
Alexis squirmed again, “Um…uh, yes, doctor.”
“I also notice that you choose to wear your hair long and you are wearing female underwear. Alex, are you transgender and female,” she asked?
Alexis was shocked that they had caught this in her response. She looked at the floor and answered, “Yes. I am.” Alexis nodded. “Is that a problem?”
The doctor looked up from her notes, “Alex, do you prefer to be called by another name,” she asked, smiling?
“I think of myself as Alexis. My parents named me Alex and I don’t want to disrespect their choice of names by calling myself something else.”
Margaret spoke up, “Do your parents know?”
Alexis nodded, “Yes. They don’t understand, but they know. Unfortunately, there wasn’t room on the ranch for an only son who preferred being the rancher’s daughter.”
“And how long have you known?”
“All my life. As long as I can remember,” she responded.
Margaret listened and then asked, “Do you feel your parents will support your decision to join our research study?”
Alexis pursed her lips in thought. When she spoke, it was with conviction. “They don’t know I’m here. I’m 24 and I don’t live with them anymore. This is my decision, regardless of having their approval. I have to do this. I just can’t go on like this much longer. I’m barely functional. I hate my job. The people there treat me like I’m a freak. They tease me about my hair. I barely have friends. If it weren’t for Jolie, I’d be completely alone.” Alexis was doing all she could to hold back her tears.
Margaret then asked, “And who is Jolie?”
Alexis smiled and responded, “She’s my best friend. She knows the real me. I met her in eighth grade. She saw me reading the same book she was. It was that silly vampire romance novel that was hot at the time. She didn’t ask why I was reading a girls’ book. We just started talking about it. As we talked, I realized that we were talking like two girls and I didn’t feel ashamed. We started hanging out after school and it was always comfortable; I felt safe.” Alexis’ face brightened. “When I found the guts to tell her, she simply said, ‘That explains everything.’ She gave me a big hug. She’s the first one to ever call me, Alexis.”
Dr. Cooper asked, “Is Jolie still in your life?”
Alexis nodded. “Yes. We’re roommates. She’s been helping me research BioFem; if the rumors are true...”
Margaret asked, “What rumors are those?”
Alexis took a deep breath, “For a couple of years, there have been rumors of a company using new methods to perform gender reassignment without surgery; methods that didn’t just make you look like a girl through surgery. We have dreamed of this day, desperately waiting for something to make me whole. We’ve been watching your ads, looking for an opportunity to join a study. Please let me join your study.” Alexis wiped a tear from her right eye.
“Alexis, Margaret and I need to speak for a moment. We’re going to go to my office for a few minutes. Do you mind waiting a little longer?”
Alexis laughed, “Doctor, I’m not leaving until you tell me whether or not I can be a girl. Take a month if you need to, but please... please tell me I can do this. I have to do this.”
Dr. Cooper watched tears streak down the young man’s face and her heart sank.
“We’ll be back in a few minutes.” They left, closing the door behind them.




Chapter Three
Alexis slumped down and crossed her legs in a typically manly stance and waited. She hated having a penis between her legs. While it was hers, it still prevented her from sitting in a manner she felt appropriate. She didn’t like to spread her legs. Girls didn’t do that and she always felt strange. Also unnatural was her height of six feet. Once she’d gone through puberty, her body had fought against her by becoming tall and lean with solid muscle. It created more dysphoria each time she saw him in the mirror.
Alex was medium-tall and fairly fit. His shoulders were strong from the years his parents put him in swim camps and from all of the work her dad had him do on his ranch. His hair was brown and worn long because Alexis liked it that way. His eyes were also brown. Alexis wished they were blue. His face was kept smooth by constant shaving and through the use of depilatory creams Alexis had purchased from Amazon. His ears, hidden by his long hair, were both pierced and currently filled with delicate sapphire studs. These were the only accoutrements that Alex was able to permit Alexis who would have worn a dress with heels if she could have her way.
There was a quiet knock on the door and the two clinicians returned. Dr. Cooper spoke first, “Alexis, I’m one who prefers to tell people the good news first, and I know you are worried. We are going to let you participate in our study.”
Alexis relaxed, letting go of the breath she’d been holding. “Oh, thank you!” Her emotions started climbing as a lifetime of pain was finally getting a release valve. Tears welled in her eyes.
The doctor continued, “Now, I’d like to explain why we needed to talk and this will require some of your help to pull this off.”
Alexis was quietly sobbing, but managed to respond, “Dr. Cooper, I’ll do anything you ask. Please fix me.” She wiped at her eyes and rubbed her hands on her smock. Her lip bounced in quiet sobs.
The doctor leaned towards her and touched her hand before she continued, “It’s okay, Alexis. We understand.” She squeezed her hand and then held it while she continued, “While our research is testing with transgender patients in mind, our study group has been entirely cis-gendered subjects. Our plans are to approach the FDA after this trial-year has completed and we have once more proven our treatment’s efficacy. Our technique isn’t limited to men who want to be women. We’ve perfected an ability to transform any human into a different version of themselves.” She looked at Margaret, who picked up the thought. Alexis continued to listen while her lower lip quivered as her tears continued to roll down her cheeks.
Margaret said, “There are members of our board who want to sell this procedure to anyone. It will be the ultimate makeover for rich people. If you don’t like your nose? A shot or two and you can have a new face. If you want bigger boobs? No problem. We do that, too. We are already under FDA consideration for vanity upgrades as an alternative to plastic surgery. We can do that all day long.”
Dr. Cooper interrupted at that point, “But, Alexis. Margaret and I are doing this research to help people in your situation, and if we move forward, you will be our first trans subject. Our board hasn’t approved our efforts, yet. We’re not going to tell them.” She smiled and gave Alexis a sly wink. “But we want to take some extra precautions with you.”
Alexis sat up straight and asked, “What kind of precautions?” Her voice was shaky. Margaret handed her another tissue.
Cooper continued, “The other four men in our study are cis. They are going to get our standard protocol and they will become the women we choose. Honestly, they are all going to become supermodels, as is the goal of our mostly-male board of directors. We want to work with you to help you become who you want to be, instead of who they want you to be. Transforming you into a blonde bimbo would make you female, but you could still experience the same dysphoria if we don’t match your pre-existing sense of self.”
Margaret spoke, “Alexis, we’re pretty sure that you already have a vision of who you are. We’d like to work with you to determine the outcome of our work. Rather than turn you into a random supermodel, you can guide our programming; design yourself as you see yourself. Does that make sense to you?”
Alexis continued crying; tears running down her cheeks. They were tears of joy. She nodded enthusiastically, wiping her eyes. “Doctor, I’m desperate. I would be willing to be the blonde bimbo if I can only have her body. Letting me choose is more than I could hope for. Yes. Yes, please!”
The two women looked at each other and smiled. “Wonderful,” exclaimed Dr. Cooper!  “We want you to be as close to your vision as we can create. If you select a design that skews toward the average, we’ll just claim that you didn’t respond to the therapy as strongly as other subjects.” She looked at Margaret who smiled and agreed with her. “Okay, here is our plan. Tonight, we will give you your first injection, just like the boys. This injection is designed to start softening your body in preparation for the transformations. You will begin to lose weight and your masculine physique will begin to transition toward feminine. There isn’t any specific programming built into the nanos of this shot. This shot lays the groundwork for the second shot which introduces specific programming for phenotypic traits; height, weight, hair color, eye color, boob size, butt size, etc. Understand?”
“Yes. I just want to begin. I’ve been waiting for this shot my entire life,” she said.
“We know you have, Alexis. We understand. Then,” continued Margaret, “we want you to come back tomorrow. We want you to sit with us as we look at our options and we want you to help determine what you will look like. We want to test if we can meet the expectations of the customer, and not those of our testosterone dripping board of directors.”
Dr. Cooper jumped in, “And then we want to monitor your progress a little more closely. Margaret is a psychologist who specializes in identity issues. We want to help you through this process and address the feelings and issues as they arise. We are assuming you are going to abandon the study at the 6-month mark when we offer to let you transition back, preferring to stay in your new body. Therefore, we want you in the body you select.”
Alexis was bouncing inside like a Yellow Labrador. All she could say was, “Thank you, both. This is everything I ever prayed for.”
Dr. Cooper leaned back and knocked on the door. Julie, the receptionist who had answered Alexis’ questions on the phone, entered the room with a sheaf of paperwork. “Alexis, we have some documents to sign. Please sign these as ‘Alex’ for now as that is your legal name. When the time is appropriate, we will help you make your real name your legal name.”
Alexis spent the next fifteen minutes with a pen in her hand, signing forms as Alex Matthew Houston. When she was done, Dr. Cooper opened a small refrigerator and removed a large hypodermic needle, filled with a brightly-colored solution.
“It all begins here, Alexis. In one month, you will be a woman. We hope she’s the woman of your dreams. Bend over and let me see your butt. I will admit that I think I’m almost as happy as you are to give you this!” A quick jab; a solid push; and cool liquid spread through her butt cheek. It was the best pain she had ever felt.
The doctor hugged her patient. “This is going to be good. I promise.”
“Thank you. Thank you, Doctor.”




Chapter Four
Alexis drove home. It was after nine and she was hungry. Mentally, she was all over the place. She was so happy, but she was also exhausted from the meltdown she had experienced in her relief. Now, she was a bit numb. She called Jolie from the car as she drove. “Can I pick anything up for you on the way home? I’m starving and I don’t want to cook.”
Jolie said, “Who cares about food? Was it the right study? Are you in?”
“I’ll tell you all about it when I get home. Are you sure you don’t want anything,” she asked Jolie?
She responded, “No, I already ate. Just get what you need but make it snappy, okay? I need to hear about your visit. Babe, you have to at least tell me if it is good news?”
“Okay, okay. Jolie, it’s good. They gave me the first injection. I just can’t talk about it now or I’ll start crying again. I’ll be home in thirty minutes.” She wanted to celebrate; she was so happy.
She stopped at a Thai carry-out place she liked and ordered her usual with a couple of egg rolls. While she waited, she went next door to the liquor store and bought a bottle of wine from the pre-chilled section to share with Jolie. When her food was ready a few minutes later, she got back in her RAV4 and drove home, parking behind Jolie’s Acura. Jolie was waiting for her in the driveway.
Jolie met her at the car door and wrapped her arms around her. “Oh, Allie.” Jolie bounced up and down on the balls of her feet. Her eyes looked wet in the light of the streetlight in front of their home.
Alexis nodded. “I’ll tell you about it inside while I eat, okay.”
Jolie held the door for her and followed her into the kitchen. Alexis opened the cupboard and grabbed a plate, placing it on the table along with the carry out boxes. She opened a drawer and pulled out a corkscrew for the wine. “Do you want a glass? I’m celebrating.”
Jolie ran to the sideboard and grabbed two wine glasses, “Hells yes!”
Alexis poured two big glasses and Jolie carried them to the kitchen table. Alexis sat and opened boxes, spooning curry over brown rice and biting into the first egg roll. “Do you want this one?” Jolie accepted the offered delicacy and stuffed it into her mouth.
“Come on, girl! Tell me!”
Alexis took a few bites and swallowed. As she ate, she talked Jolie through her evening, ending with the shot.
“So... it’s already started? Those things are in you right now,” she asked, staring at Alexis’ arm as if she could see the bots through her skin?
Alexis smiled, “Yes. I can’t feel anything, not yet. She said the first shot would lay the groundwork for the next couple shots. I go back tomorrow. They want me to help design what I’ll look like!”
Jolie was beaming. “Allie, that is even better than we hoped! You can truly become who you’ve always been. I’m so happy for you!”
“Thank you, Jolie. I don’t know what I’d do without your support. Sometimes, you’re the only reason I hang on. I mean that. Thank you.”
Jolie squeezed her hand. “I’ll always be here for you, Allie. Oh! I’m just so excited for you!” Her words spilled out of her mouth at double-speed.
Alexis finished her plate and boxed the remaining rice and curry into the same container for tomorrow. She liked letting the curry seep into the rice. It always made the leftovers even better than when they were fresh. She placed the container in the refrigerator.
She found Jolie in the bathroom, brushing her teeth for bed. As Jolie always did, she tried to carry on a full conversation with her toothbrush rattling in her mouth. “What time do you go in tomorrow?” Alexis heard, “Wad dime do oo go id tomada?”
“They want me there at nine,” Alexis responded.
“Are you excited?”
“Yes! And nervous. I don’t want to get my hopes too high and be let down, but it sure sounded like they could really do this. The doc kept talking about ‘when,’ not ‘if’.”
Jolie spit in the sink and wiped off her mouth. She turned and put her arms around Alexis and gave her best friend a huge hug. “Allie, I just know this is going to work. It has to. Nobody deserves a miracle more than you.”
“Thank you, Jolie... for everything. I don’t know what I’d ever do without you.”
Jolie squeezed a little harder, “You’ll never have to find out. I’m not going anywhere. I’ve waited eleven years to see the girl you are on your insides.”




Chapter Five
Alexis reported as requested by nine the next morning. She checked in with security and found a visitor badge waiting for her. The security guard pointed her to the elevator and told her to go on up. Julie met her at the elevator. “They wanted me to show you in here. Dr. Cooper will be ready in a few minutes. Can I get you something to drink?”
Alexis smiled, “Water will be just fine, if I could have some?”
“Of course. I’ll be right back with that.” Julie left. Alexis looked around the small room. It was a basic conference room with a modern-looking system and a large television on the wall, mirroring the system. A screensaver could be seen rolling around on both screens; company slide show. Julie returned with water and a large glass of ice.
“Thank you, Julie.”
Julie smiled, “You can have a seat. I saw Doc in the hallway. She’s on her way in. Alexis?”
Alexis looked up, “Yes?”
Julie looked nervous, but said, “The doctor told me what we are doing for you. I just want to say how happy I am for you. My sister is trans and I’m waiting for the first chance she has to follow you. You’re very brave. Good luck to you.” She left again.
Alexis was surprised by how good she felt just hearing that another human was going through her same struggles and that Julie’s sister might have her own reason to feel hope. She was so used to being alone.
As advertised, Dr. Cooper opened the door seconds after Julie walked out. “Good morning, Alexis. How did you sleep last night?”
“I didn’t sleep at all. I’m just too excited,” she replied.
Cooper laughed and sat down at the computer system, “Well, then we shouldn’t keep you waiting, should we?” She logged in and her screen appeared on the giant monitor. She opened a few applications, all of which required complicated login procedures and verifications to her smart watch. “Alexis, this is our control deck. It’s where we set the parameters the nanos will follow when guiding your development. All of the items on the left are attributes we can control with fairly decent accuracy. This is part of what we are testing during the trial that began last night. You are Subject 55, so I’m going to open that file and we can make adjustments to your model accordingly.” She hit a button on the screen. “Here is the current programming you were scheduled to receive.”
An image appeared on the display. It was a 3D rendering of a beautiful woman. She was blond with blue eyes, huge breasts and a very curvy body. She was everything Alexis didn’t want to be. “She’s beautiful, but she not what I’m hoping for.”
Cooper replied, “Don’t worry about her. Use her as a starting point. Bigger or smaller, shorter or taller, you tell me. I’ll make the modifications and we can see how you like it. Tell me what you’d like to see.”
Alexis was suddenly very nervous. These decisions seemed so final. What if she chose wrong? “Gosh, I don’t know. It’s not every day you get to decide who you are going to be for the rest of your life.”
“Yes. You are right. But this is why I want your help. Please don’t think of this as us trying to decide who you will be. Tell me who you are. All your life, you’ve had a vision of who you really are, not who you see in the mirror. I’d like you to close your eyes and picture her. Watch her go through her day. See her chatting with Jolie. See her driving a car. See her at work. Simply describe the woman you see. Don’t worry about what I’m doing. Just close your eyes and tell me, who is Alexis? What does she look like?”
Alexis leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes. She paused for several long moments before responding, “Okay. Alexis is smaller than Alex. A lot smaller. I think she’s about five-seven, maybe five-eight. No more. She’s thin but healthy. She’s not a waif but she isn’t plump.” Keys clicked and clacked as the doctor made adjustments. “Her hair is long like she’s been growing it out for a year or more. She likes to wear it long, letting it lay on her shoulders. It is long enough to come down to her upper arms.”
“Good. Is her hair straight or wavy? Curly,” Cooper asked?
“It’s straight. Very strait, maybe some wave when it’s wet. She doesn’t have bangs.” Alexis paused for a few more moments, thinking about her body. “She isn’t a supermodel, okay? People have stared at Alex his entire life, questioning who he is and why he looks the way he does. I don’t want to stand out. I want to be pretty, but not beautiful. I want breasts that are normal and healthy, not the focus of my body. I’d like a narrow waist and I’d like to look good in a pair of Levi’s. I’m hoping she has natural beauty but she is warm and approachable. She’s not intimidating at all. She looks like she’d be your best friend but still be a lovely bridesmaid, or bride.” Alexis trailed off, dreamily. The keyboard strokes continued. There was a very happy smile on her face. She started dreaming of her perfect man, standing next to her on her wedding day. It was a lovely dream.
Alexis sat quietly, relishing the dream until she realized the noises of the keyboard had stopped. She opened her eyes slowly and looked at the screen. She gasped in surprise. It was her! She was just as she had imagined. She stared at the image silently, letting happy tears stream down her face. “That’s me. When I look in the mirror, that’s who I expect to see. Instead, I see him.”
Dr. Cooper was silent for a long time. She seemed pleased that Alexis was so content. Finally, she asked, “I only have a few more questions. What color are her eyes?”
Alexis snapped out of her pleasant reverie. “Blue. Bright blue. I’ve always wanted blue eyes.”
“I assume you want straight teeth,” she asked?
Alexis nodded. “Yes, please.”
“Are the breasts as you described? They are B-Cups. This model is a perfect 34-B,” she said.
Nodding, Alexis said, “She’s perfect. If you can make me her, I’ll be the happiest girl you’ve ever met.”
Doctor Cooper saved her work and turned off the computer. “How do you feel?”
Alexis smiled, “I’m excited. How soon can we start?”
“The nanos are being programmed now. We’ll have them ready for your next booster in one week.” She pushed the keypad away. “Now, that takes care of the physical aspects. How well are you coping with the mental aspects of your gender? Margaret is on my team to help you through any issues that we can help you resolve related to your changing identity. I’d like to schedule some time this week for the two of you to talk. Can I do that?”
Alexis grew thoughtful and then said, “Do you mean issues with my family, work, and other people?”
The doctor smiled and nodded, “Yes. That is a decent list. You can talk about anything. This will be a major change. Just talking to a counselor about the actual change can be helpful, too.”
“Okay, then yes. I’d like to meet with her,” she answered.
They arranged a time for Alexis to meet with Margaret on Thursday.




Chapter Six
Over the next day, Alexis worked her normal shift at the hospital. She was on mids and reported at three and would work until eleven. It was a very busy day on her ward. She worked the post-surgical ward and she had four new patients transferred upstairs to her and they’d only sent one home. She loved being a nurse. She’d been one of two biologically male students in her class, but Alexis fit right in with her sisters in class. She even shared her gender identity with some of her closer friends. She hadn’t felt comfortable with her colleagues to let anyone know at work, so most didn’t know. Her friend, Carrie, did know but respected her privacy and kept her secrets. Alexis played the role of male R.N. and she was called whenever they needed a stronger nurse to help move a patient.
Alexis began noticing small changes to her body. Her scrub pants were feeling baggy and by the end of her shift, Carrie asked, “Lex, did you begin hormone treatments?”
“No. Why,” Alexis asked?
“Your face looks thinner. That’s all.”
Alexis smiled, “Maybe my diet is finally starting to work,” she laughed.
Carrie responded, “Yeah, maybe that’s it.”
Her shift supervisor asked her to stay on until midnight to cover for another nurse who’d be arriving late. She drove home, tired and ready for a shower. She hugged Jolie and went to her room without eating a snack before falling into her bed.
When she woke up and performed her morning rituals, she discovered that her beard had disappeared. Rubbing her face, she found it to be free of her daily stubble. She stepped on her scales and the digital readout showed she had lost six pounds. That was enough to have to tighten her belt a notch and her face appeared thinner. Drying and brushing her hair seemed to take a few minutes longer. Her hair seemed thicker and shinier. It wasn’t the same dull brown she was used to.
All of these changes, though small, couldn’t be accidental. They had to be the result of the shot she’d received just a day before. Alexis rarely did this, but just being included in this study was giving her more confidence. She pulled her hair back into a ponytail, revealing her earrings and enhancing her desire to be seen as a woman. She dressed in jeans and a tee and drove to her appointment with the counselor.
Once more, she signed into the security desk and was directed to Margaret’s waiting room. She picked up a magazine and sat down to read while she waited for the therapist. Alexis was nervous. Her parents had sent her to counseling when she was in high school, hoping that she might be convinced to accept her biology. The therapist had worked her through a lot of guided imagery where Alexis was supposed to imagine that her brain wasn’t in the wrong body. She spent months on different exercises that all came down to the same thing—they wanted her to “decide” to be different. It didn’t work. It couldn’t work. The therapy did have one positive outcome. Alexis came to firmly understand that the only thing that was “wrong” with her was her body. If she could change her body, her “issues” would mostly resolve themselves.
Alexis was startled by Margaret’s approach as she entered the waiting area and called her name. “Good morning, Alexis. Please follow me.” Alexis stood and set the magazine down on the table where she had found it. She hadn’t read a word, lost in her memories. “How are you feeling today?”
Alexis smiled and said, “I’m feeling pretty good. I’m already noticing small changes and I’m so happy I keep crying.”
Margaret held the door to her office open and waited for Alexis to step inside. “Please have a seat at the round table. I’ll sit with you, there.”
Alexis looked at the table set up. “I thought therapists didn’t like to put tables between them and patients.”
Margaret laughed politely, “Alexis, in most cases you are right. We also don’t like to give patients something to hide behind, but in this case, I am totally on your side and we are just going to facilitate your transition. You’d be surprised how well our patients have adjusted to their new bodies without any assistance, but you’ve been dealing with your transition for a very long time. I’d just like to learn more about you, Alexis. While you may have things we can discuss, I do not assume that we have anything that must be ‘fixed’. We both know the source of most of your issues today. You’re living in the wrong body. That part, we can fix very soon.” She waited for Alexis to sit and then joined her in another chair at the table. “In fact, you are already starting to look more feminine. How much weight have you lost since yesterday?”
“I’ve lost six pounds.”
“And I’ll bet you’ve lost four more since you weighed in this morning. Your face is thinner. Your skin seems smooth. You look like you’re nineteen again. Those nanos are amazing. I wish they’d give me some,” she laughed. “So, tell me your story. When did you know? How did your parents respond? Teachers? Friends?” Margaret sat back in her chair and waited patiently.
Alexis sat with her knees together and placed her hands in her lap. She noticed that her hands were growing slenderer; her fingers appeared more delicate. “The first time I remember feeling different was in daycare when I was probably three or four. The boys and girls were divided into two groups and I went to the girls' table. The teacher guided me over to the boys, but I snuck back. She made me move again. The girls were using scissors to cut out paper dolls. The boys were cutting out footballs. I cut out my football but then colored flowers onto it instead of brown leather.”
“I don’t think I knew anything was wrong at that point. I just knew that I wanted to cut out dolls instead of balls. I didn’t have a true concept of gender by then.”
Margaret nodded, “Can you recall the first time your parents could point to something unusual?”
Alexis laughed, “Oh, yeah! My first haircut. My hair was getting in my eyes and my mom took me to her stylist to have it cut. I remember walking in, seeing all the cool hair stations. I smelled all of the chemicals and saw all of the pretty women sitting in chairs and getting their nails done! I thought mommy had finally figured me out. Then, the scissors came out and they tried to make my hair short! I screamed like a holy terror. I ran and hid behind one of the stylists and just shook my hair and cried. They tried to bribe me with lollipops and candy. My mother begged me to come back to the chair. She kept asking me to be a ‘good boy’ and to please come back. She picked me up and I just screamed! I yelled, ‘I’m not a good boy! I’m a good girl!’”
“Well, that did it. Mom didn’t know how to react and she turned beet red with embarrassment. She marched me out of the salon. She took my lollipop away and threw it in the trash. We drove back to the ranch to tell my father.”
Margaret shook her head slowly, “That sounds like it was pretty traumatizing. What did your mother do when you got home?”
“Well, she told dad, of course. Then, we had a ‘man to man’ talk about not acting like a girl and that he’d cut my hair for me. Then he took me out to the barn and grabbed some electric sheers. That was even more traumatizing. My parents didn’t listen.” Alexis wiped a tear from her eyes with a tissue. “He gave me a crew cut with those sheep clipper things.”
Alexis took a deep breath and continued, “Then, I wanted a pink bike. They settled for red. I wanted a winter coat with flowers on it. They said no and I got a blue coat. There are so many times I wanted to be a girl and they just said I couldn’t.”
Margaret smiled. Alexis could tell that the smile contained a lot of empathy. “How is your relationship with them now? Have they come to terms with who you are?”
Alexis took a deep breath and released a big sigh, “Oh, we mostly don’t talk about it. They believe that I believe I’m a girl inside, but they still think I want attention. With all of the movement for LGBTQ rights and acceptance, they have come to realize that transgender people are a ‘thing’ but don’t want to believe that their son could be one. When I tell them that I like boys, they think I’m gay. They don’t understand that if I were my correct gender, I’d be straight.”
Margaret nodded agreement, “That can be difficult for their generation to understand. Let’s talk about your relationships. Do you date? Have you had partners?”
Alexis blushed and tears leaked from her eyes again. She shook her head. “No. I don’t seem to fit in anywhere. I want to date men because I fantasize about being with them, but I’m not gay and I have no interest in having gay sex. I almost tried it once, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it with him. I hate my body. I don’t want someone touching it. I certainly don’t want to have a guy I’m attracted to play with my junk.”
“Do you have anyone to share affection with,” asked Margaret?
“I have Jolie, my roommate. We hug, but we’re platonic girlfriends. We don’t have sex. I’m not lesbian and neither is she. My body works for her, but hers doesn’t work for me. The idea of having sex as a man is just gross!”
Margaret looked at Alexis and gave her a wan smile. She looked worried, “You poor thing. I’m so sorry. I can see how much this hurts you. I think I have enough information about your past. Let’s look to the future.”
Alexis smiled. “I’d like that. I’m so excited. I’m already seeing enough changes to know that it’s working. I feel like I’m looking forward to tomorrow for the first time in ages. It’s like Christmas when I was a kid. I want to go to sleep so that I can wake up and see if I got any new presents. I want to be a girl, so badly.”
Margaret took Alexis’ hand in hers across the table and squeezed it. “Alexis, I am truly happy for you. I’ll confess that our research leaves me with some concerns for the boys we turn into girls. I have no such concern for you. You are truly the first person I’m thrilled to see in this process, because Alexis... it works. We know what we are doing and you will become a girl. I can almost predict which day that will happen. And I swear to you, I’m going to be here to help you through any difficulty you have. I’ll facilitate meetings with your parents if you’d like. I’ll provide guidance on anything I can.”
Tears of joy streamed down Alexis’ cheeks again. She let them slide. She was too happy to care about them. Through sobs, she said, “Thank you! I finally have hope. I see the end of my pain and a new beginning.”
Margaret squeezed her hand again and let go. “Here’s how things will go from here. The shot you received yesterday begins the process. You’ll lose weight and start shrinking. You are tall. You will become smaller. I think Coop said she programmed you for five-seven and a half. That transformation will begin after your next shot. As you lose weight, the weight you keep will start to redistribute itself to your chest, thighs, and buttocks. Your hair and your nails will begin to grow rapidly. Even before next week when you receive the second shot, you will begin to look female. You might even pass for a girl in the correct clothing. Some subjects will start dressing as female. Given your natural desire, you may want to, also. Your body will adapt a more hour-glass shape. It is unusual to see a reduction in the male genitals until after the second shot. Likewise, while your breasts will probably be tender and you will feel some pre-development, you will begin to grow breast tissue in the second week of the program.”
Margaret paused when she noticed Alexis forming a question. “It really happens that fast?”
“Oh, yes. We don’t mess around. You will be fully female faster than you’d recover from any surgical procedures that would only make you look female.”
Alexis gaped in surprise, “And I’ll become truly female,” she asked?
“Honey, when you are done, there will be no one who will be able to tell that you are not a CIS-gendered female. Your own doctor will not know the difference. And before you ask, yes. You will be able to bear children if you choose.”
Alexis collapsed against the back of her chair and slumped toward the floor. “How?”
Margaret smiled again, “Like I said, we don’t mess around. This is what you’ve wanted since that first day of pre-school, Alexis. We’re giving you your greatest wish.”




Chapter Seven
Over the next several days, things progressed almost exactly as Margaret had promised. Alexis continued to shed weight faster than she could believe, despite being hungry all the time. Her scrubs were getting baggy and even the female underwear she liked to wear started to sag and slide down her hips. Jolie had purchased a package of underwear that were too large for herself and she offered them to Alexis just as her weight reached 140 pounds and her hips began to widen. The underwear fit, though they were tight in the front where her penis still hung. Alexis was getting shorter and now had to roll her waistband over a couple of times to shorten her scrubs.
Her breasts started to tingle and itch. She noticed that her nipples darkened a bit and she appeared a bit swollen. Her hair had grown at least three inches. Her voice rose from baritone to tenor. Jolie could barely contain her excitement. “This is really working... And it is crazy watching it happen!”
Alexis was more than excited, the whole idea that she was changing was both stimulating and arousing. Unfortunately, boys only have one tool that reacts to stimulation and arousal, so hers was hard. It was hard all the time and it was so painful. For someone who hated to even touch it, touching it seemed to be the only recourse.
She undressed and turned on the shower. It was amazing how much she had changed. Most of her body hair had just fallen off. She’d had to wash her sheets two times to get rid of all of the dark hair. Her chest was now hairless and her nipples were swollen even more, jutting out from her pectoral muscles by a mere half an inch; not enough to be called breasts, but possibly “buds.” Her arms had lost all muscle mass and were now very thin. Her ribcage seemed to have shrunk and her waist now tapered inward until it flared at her new hips. If not for the seven-inch erection, her body was looking rather girlish.
The water was warm so she stepped into the shower and let it flow through her hair. Her hair was growing longer and thicker and she loved it. Her face was changing. She could now pass as a girl. She closed her eyes and thought about her changes and how her image was finally going to conform to her identity. She pinched at her nipple, feeling the hardening flesh beneath the dark circle. She felt a twitch between her legs and tensed it to feel it pulse. She took it into her hand and wrapped her smaller fingers around its thickness. It really was as hard as she’d ever felt it. It was so weird. She imagined herself and what she hoped to look like in a couple of weeks, rubbing her breasts with her fingers and stroking her stupid boy thing with her left hand. Whenever she was forced to do this, she always used her left hand.
It took no time at all. She was so aroused that she only needed two minutes to cum; her body tensed and seized in the middle as she let herself explode, shooting it all over the wall of the shower stall.  It had been three months since she’d last indulged this need. Her erection started to resolve; her pain now gone. She lathered up and finished her shower. Her towel seemed much larger than usual as she was able to wrap it around herself with fabric to spare. With her towel around her waist, hiding her penis, it was easy to imagine that she didn’t have it. She was a girl.
Jolie loaned her a couple of tops and a pair of shorts. Alexis couldn’t keep her own clothes in place anymore. It felt wonderful to wear something feminine, even if it was only a tee cut for women. She’d always needed a belt to hold her pants in place and couldn’t quite make herself believe that her hips would hold the elastic in the correct place, covering her butt; but it did. She enjoyed walking around their house dressed like a girl. She even brushed her hair, parting it differently so it also looked feminine. She borrowed a different set of post earrings from Jolie; ones that she no longer wanted to hide.
On Tuesday, Alexis did her best to dress like a girl and left the house for the first time without dressing like Alex. She knew that she still didn’t look entirely like a girl—she was still too tall, she was built like a pencil, but she felt that her outward appearance matched the way she felt. That was enough. She drove into downtown Denver to the BioFem tower.
As she waited in the exterior office for her time with Dr. Cooper, Margaret happened through the room, “Alexis? Is that you,” she asked?
Alexis blushed and stood up to shake her hand, “Yes. It is!”
“Well, look at you already dressing like a girl! Good for you.”
She smiled, “I just couldn’t wait. I’ve been dressing like this at home and I wanted to go out. So, I did.” She was beaming.
Margaret looked her over with a clinical eye. “Yes. You are clearly looking more feminine. You’re here for your shot, right?”
Alexis looked toward the hallway with the exam rooms. “Yes. I’m just waiting for Dr. Cooper.”
“I promise you. In one week, you will no longer recognize yourself. Alex will be gone. You will be purely Alexis. Mark my words.”
Alexis smiled and rocked from side to side with excitement, “Oh, I so hope you are right!”
Margaret looked at her watch. “I’m late for a meeting so I have to run. Have you gotten your first payment yet?”
“Yes,” she replied.
“Go buy girl clothes. You are going to need them. Call me for an appointment. I want to talk to you by next week.”
Alexis nodded and replied that she would. A nurse stepped into the room, “Alexis?”
Alexis turned to look at her, “Yes, I’m Alexis.”
“Right this way, please. The doctor will see you now.”
In the exam room, the two women chatted for a few minutes about how Alexis was doing. Was she having any trouble? Had she received her first payment, yet? Finally, the doctor asked her to undress. She was asked to step onto the scales and she learned that she’d lost 46 pounds since getting her shot. She was measured at five-nine.
Alexis now had a little bit of breast as the puffiness had expanded to include some of her flesh. When she was a teen, the boys had called girls with little bitty titties, mosquito bites. She had mosquito bites. And she was proud of them because they were hers. Dr. Cooper palpated her new bites and said that she could feel breast tissue developing. It wasn’t simply fat. It was breast.
The doctor said, “Okay, I need you to pull down your panties, Alexis. I need to see if anything’s going on here.” Alexis pulled her shorts down and exposed her partially erect member. “How about we give you a shot and I make that go away for you? Would you like that?”
Alexis replied immediately, “I’ve never wanted anything more than I want that shot.”
The doctor turned to a small refrigerator under the counter and opened the door. She withdrew a small plastic tray marked, Sub 55. “After our design session last week, we produced this course of injections for you. The changes you have experienced so far were to begin the process of making you a generic female. Today, we start building the girl you designed. Are you ready?”
Alexis started crying. She sobbed with joy, trying to sniff back her tears enough to speak. She couldn’t manage it. She simply nodded enthusiastically and continued to be wracked with convulsive sobs. Her chin was quivering with strain as she tried to get herself under control. Cooper set the syringe down and drew her into a hug. “I know, baby. I know. Let it out. It’s almost over.” She stroked her hair and patted her back as she continued to hug her patient. Alexis fought to get her breathing under control. “That’s it. Feel your heartbeat and try to quiet it by slowing your breaths. You can do it.” As Alexis stopped trembling, she gave a good sniff and wiped her wrist across her eyes to clear her tears. Her smile was fighting against all of her tears.
“Thank you, Dr. Cooper. I want this to be over so bad. Please, I’ll try to control my emotions. Give me that shot.” She turned and exposed her left butt cheek. The doctor wiped it with a cold prep wipe and then jabbed the large syringe into the muscle of her butt. She depressed the plunger and then withdrew the needle, breaking it in the sharps container.
“There! It’s done. You won’t get another shot for two weeks. By that time? All of Alex will be history. You will be Alexis. Call Margaret if you want to talk. Call me if you have any medical concerns.” She stepped close and kissed Alexis on the cheek. “I’m really looking forward to meeting you for the first time, Alexis. The first time your beautiful inside can be seen on the outside. This is why I do this research. Make an appointment for two weeks when you see Julie. Go buy some girlie clothes, kid. Show me who you are next time I see you.”
Alexis wiped more tears away with a tissue. She was back in control of her crying. “Thank you, doctor. Thank you.”
The doctor squeezed her arm as she walked out. “Get dressed and go see Julie.”
Alexis made her next appointment and walked to her car. This was it. She knew it was going to happen. Her car was alone in the parking deck. Nobody was around to see. She opened the door and sat in the driver’s seat. She locked the doors and finished the cry that she had started upstairs. Twenty-four years of frustration and pain drained from her body as she allowed herself to feel everything that was welled up inside her. All of the bullying. All of the misunderstandings. All of the stupid laws that fucked up politicians had passed to try to legislate her out of existence. All of the name-calling and taunts. All of her times in the wrong bathroom, forced to hide from the men in the room. All of it flowed down her face and onto her lavender tee shirt. She cried herself out and dried her face. “Good thing you aren’t wearing makeup, Alexis.” She drove home.




Chapter Eight
Jolie was waiting when she got home. “How did it go,” she asked?
Alexis smiled, “It was great. I can’t believe this isn’t a dream. It’s really happening.”
Jolie hugged her. This time, she didn’t cry. She didn’t have anything left. She was happy; excited to see how she would change with the new regimen added to her injections. “They let me design what I’ll look like. The shot I got today has nano tech that will program my body to become the girl I created. I should start seeing changes start by tomorrow.”
Jolie looked excited, “So, tell me! Who’d you pick? I know! Giselle? No! Wait, Heidi Klum!” She bounced up and down. “Oh, just tell me!”
“I didn’t go for a supermodel. I don’t want that. Well, I guess if I had to pick someone close, I’d pick Cindy Crawford early in her career. I asked for long, dark brown hair. Blue eyes. I want to be five-seven-ish. Medium build with modest boobs and an ass that looks good in jeans. I’m tired of being looked at. I want to be an average pretty girl with a healthy body. It sounds like the other guys in the program are going to be turned into super-sexy bimbos. I want to be the girl I am when I dream. I just want to be the cute girl next door.
Jolie gave her a lopsided smile as she thought about it. “I guess I get it. I can see why you’d want that.”
“Do you know what I want right now,” asked Alexis?
“No.”
“I want a big glass of wine and some stupid television. Then I want to go to sleep. I cried for nearly an hour today and I’m absolutely exhausted.”
“Why were you crying?” Jolie always got concerned when Alexis was unhappy, afraid that it wouldn’t be enough to free her of her problems.
Alexis gave Jolie a hug, “Because I’m finally happy, Jo. I’m finally going to get my wish. You’ve always been here for me, but you just can’t know the full relief this is for me. I’m crying for things I couldn’t control twenty years ago. It’s over, Jo. I’m almost free.”
The girls got their wine and watched the first three episodes of Yellowstone. Jolie asked, “Okay. Which one of the Dutton boys do you take home?”
Alexis responded, “Oh, me? Kayce all day long!”
Jolie laughed, “Only the day, huh?”
Alexis threw her pillow at her. “Well, I’d want to stare into those eyes all day. But I could find a way to stare at something else all night! Now you go!”
Jolie bit her lip and thought about her choice. “You know. I think I skip the Duttons. I’d go with Rip. He’s a hunk and a half!”
Alexis pointed at the screen. “You know what? I think I figured out who my body model might have been.”
Jolie sat up straight. “Who!”
“Well, the 3D model they helped me create looked a bit like that barrel racer, Mia. What’s the actress’ name? Eden Brolin. Yeah, Eden Brolin.”
Jolie looked up, trying to picture her. “Switch to an ep she’s in!”
Alexis took the remote and chose another episode. It was the one where Mia fucks Jimmy in the hospital. She skipped ahead until Eden was on the screen. “See? She’s pretty, but not supermodel stuff. Kind of like her. I think I picked a different face, but she looks good, right?”
Jolie smiled. “I see what you mean. You’re right. You can’t go wrong with her—total girl next door vibe!”
Alexis tossed the remote to Jolie. “I’m beat. I’m going to bed. See you in the morning.”
“Good night, barrel racer.”
Alexis laughed and walked down the hall to her bedroom.
After scrubbing her face of all the salt from her tears, Alexis put on a big tee shirt leftover from Alex and climbed into bed. She stared at the ceiling for a few minutes, wondering when the changes would begin. She rolled onto her side and tucked her knees up toward her stomach and fell asleep within minutes. Her exhaustion wasn’t entirely organic. The nanobots were waking up and moving her into a protective slumber while they moved into body.
The newly injected nanobots had spent the day touring her body and acclimating to their surroundings. Like little architects surveying an old home in need of a remodel, they checked their blueprints to get their bearings; deciding that they had lots to do so they started changing things to make things match their blueprints. The bots flowed through her bloodstream, jumping off where they recognized that changes needed to be made, and getting to work.
Meanwhile, Alexis slept. Morning came. She continued to sleep. Jolie peeked in at her, dying to see if she was changing yet. She could only see her hair, but she could tell that it had changed color. It was now a deep brown. She couldn’t tell that it was now long enough to reach her upper arms, just as designed. Jolie left her to sleep and went to work for the day.
Under the covers, Alexis was undergoing a total renovation; changing everywhere. The nanos took one look at her breasts and went to work. She’d have a couple of nice surprises when she woke up. The same happened with her butt, and new construction started there, as well. Her height was reduced to specifications and a team began the remodeling of her nose, chin, and ears. Still others flowed into her eyes and started painting the room blue.
Some found her endocrine system and they twisted the hormonal tap for testosterone to off and turned up the family of estrogens. Her thyroid was modified and reprogrammed. 
Unlike the other four subjects of this study, who would transform over a longer period of time, Dr. Cooper, in consultation with the therapist, Margaret, had determined that the faster they could resolve Alexis’ gender, the sooner she could become healthy and happy. She would sleep peacefully through the majority of her transformation.
Dr. Cooper had contacted Jolie and explained that Alexis was perfectly safe. She would wake up in approximately two days in her new body. Jolie was to leave her to her rest, and sleeping beauty would awake when she was ready.
There would have been pain as her teeth were modified to a proper size for her new face. Nanos acted like Novocain to protect her from waking up in pain. Internally, the little builders concentrated en masse’ in Alexis’ abdomen and commenced some serous rearranging of flesh.
Spurred on by the massive production of some new hormones, her testicles dissolved and the gonadal cells were carried upwards into her lower abdomen where they reformed as ovaries, which promptly started replicating eggs. Her body reabsorbed her unwanted phallus and a new vaginal opening appeared, forming the complicated female structure of labia vagina, and clitoris.  This work progressed faster than ever before, but still took a full day of work.
Jolie peeked in on her friend when she returned home. Alexis was laying in the same position as she had been that morning, but now, the blanket that covered her couldn’t disguise the shape of the woman laying beneath the thin flannel. Jolie inhaled sharply in surprise at how dramatic this process was. Sucking in her breath, she also inhaled some saliva and that made her choke. She tried to suppress her coughing but it still escaped her. Alexis stirred and she yawned.
She mumbled to herself, “Damn, I must have been tired.” Then she also gasped with surprise. “What happened to my voice,” she exclaimed. Days ago, she had changed from baritone to tenor. Now, she had become an alto and her voice sounded happy and melodic. She giggled, listening to herself. She kicked off her covers, exposing her bare legs and thigh. Jolie gasped again. Alexis rolled from her side to her back, looking over her shoulder to see who had gasped.
“Oh, hey Jolie! Did you hear how my voice has changed?”
Jolie looked at her roommate. Her dark hair framed a lovely face. Alexis no longer looked like Alex, at all. She scanned downward, taking in the swell of her breasts under her tee shirt. “Holy barrel racers, Batgirl! Your voice isn’t the only thing that changed, sweetheart. I need to stick a fork in you. You are done!”
Alexis’ thin eyebrows climbed up her forehead toward her dark hair. Her bright blue eyes widened and she looked at herself for the first time. “No fucking way. I slept through it! Fuck!” She rolled to the side of her bed and put her feet on the floor. She stood and ran into her adjoining bathroom to look in her mirror.
Jolie followed her and stopped inside the door, watching Alexis take in her visage for the first time. She smiled, exposing perfect white teeth. She poked at her face and stretched the skin around her new eyes. “Oh, wow. It’s really me!” She looked at Jolie in the mirror. “Did you know they were fixing me in one night?”
Jolie responded, “Well, they called me and told me not to wake you. They said you’d be fine and they wanted to complete your changes as fast as possible. But it hasn’t been one night, Allie. You’ve been out for two and a half days. I just got home from work on day three.”
Alexis grabbed the bottom of her shirt and stripped out of it. She’d gone to bed wearing only the shirt, so she was fully nude. She looked at her torso in the mirror and promptly cupped her new breasts. “Jolie! I have breasts! And they’re perfect. They are exactly what I hoped I’d have.” She looked down between her legs. She squealed like a little girl and grabbed her thighs, looking at her new vagina. Happy tears dripped from her cheeks. “It’s gone! It’s fucking gone!” She stood and tossed her hair out of the way, turning to look at her butt. “I have a butt! Jolie, it worked! I’m a girl! I’m finally a girl.” She turned, “Oh, shit. I really have to pee!” She threw herself into the toilet pocket and closed the door, dropping onto the seat. She squealed again as she sat on the seat and urine streamed into the bowl through her new body. She’d really done it.
She took some paper and dried herself before standing up to open the door. “I’m really a girl.” She smiled. “And, what did you mean by ‘barrel racer’?”
Jolie laughed, “I meant that you are every bit as pretty as that hot barrel racer on Yellowstone. You don’t look exactly like her, but you could stand in the same police lineup.” Jolie watched Alexis's smile, noticing that she now had dimples in her cheeks. “Do you know what? Your face looks more like Jamie’s girlfriend—the political consultant he gets pregnant? Her face is even prettier than Mia’s.” They’d thought of everything. “Allie, did it work? Is this who you were inside?”
“Jolie, this is exactly who I’ve always been on the inside.” She hugged her. Jolie was crying happy tears for her, too.
Jolie giggled, “Uh, Allie, as much as I like this little locker room thing we’ve got going, could you put on some clothes? I like feeling your new tits, but I’m not ready to take this relationship to that kind of level.”
Alexis laughed, “Oops. Sorry. I’m just so excited.”
Jolie laughed, “I can see that. Put on a towel or something. Hey! Now that I look at you again, I know who you look like, and I’m dead right on this one.”
Alexis turned around again, looking at her friend, “Who?”
Jolie stepped closer and looked at both sides of her face, “Anna Kendrick. You’re like a full-sized version of Anna Kendrick. That’s a great look. Part your hair just off-center like she does.”
Alexis rolled her eyes. No way am I that pretty.
Jolie laughed, “Roll your eyes again! I swear, you look exactly like her!” She paused, looking again at Alexis’ body, “But just her face! Your body is actually much nicer than hers. She’s only five-two or something. You’re tall and you’ve got... well... curves, and stuff.”
Alexis rolled her eyes again and walked back into her bedroom to grab another tee. It read, “Trans Rights=Human Rights.” It was one she got in college during the year she’d tried to be more honest with her friends. She pulled it over herself and then walked barefoot toward the kitchen. “I’m starving. Then I need to go shopping. Anything that Alex wore needs to go!”
Jolie followed Alexis through the house observing her in her new body. She was astonished at how naturally she adapted to what should have been strange enough to induce catatonia. It didn’t though. She watched as her friend opened a drawer, pulled out a hairband and stuck it in her mouth. She started gathering her mane of perfectly-straight hair into a ponytail. She held it with her fingers while pulling the band from between her teeth and then looping it around her hair twice before letting it fall into place. She shook her head, feeling the weight land on her back before smiling and carrying on making her breakfast.
Jolie marveled at Alexis’ new appearance. She looked nothing like Alex, and yet bore a family resemblance, as though she were simply his more beautiful sister. Her nose, while pretty and small, still resembled his. But it was the girl version. The thing that was most notable, though, was her smile. For the most part, Alex didn’t possess a smile. Alexis, it seemed, never stopped smiling; and damn she was cute when she smiled.
Alexis looked up from the egg she was cracking into a bowl and noticed Jolie staring at her. “What,” she asked?
Jolie sniffed and felt her emotions rise in her chest, “Oh, Allie! I’ve never seen you so happy!” She was sobbing now, “All those years, watching you in pain! I just... I just...”
Alexis wiped her hands on a wet towel and rushed to her best friend, “What?”
Jolie recaptured some control, “I just love you so much. I’m about to burst I’m so excited for you.” She sniffed hard, trying to clear her tear congested nose. “Are you happy? Are you?”
Alexis pulled Jolie into another hug, “Jo, I am. I truly am. But it is so strange because I don’t feel strange!”
“You don’t,” Jolie asked?
“I don’t! I feel like I woke on a weekday and it’s just another day. I feel like I’ve lived in this body my whole life. After twenty-four years of being utterly confused, there is simply no confusion. God! Do you have any idea what this means for others like me? There’s a cure for the confusion, now! There’s a cure for the pain. We can be whole!”
Jolie pressed her wet cheek against Allie’s, “Then it is a miracle.”
Alexis pressed her forehead against Jolie’s and look into her brown eyes, “Jolie, thank you for being my friend all these years. You know I don’t like talking about this, but I owe you my life, Jolie Lewis. Alex Houston would never have survived to find BioFem if you hadn’t been there to listen and support me, and I can’t wait to do all the things Alex couldn’t do with you. I love you, Jolie. Thank you.”
Tears leaked from Jolie’s eyes as she smiled brightly and then chuckled as she wiped them from her face. “Allie, I always knew you were special. I’m so happy the world will finally get to see who you are.” She sniffed. “I swear these are happy tears!”
Alexis squeezed her friend’s shoulder and returned to her bowl of eggs and tossed them into the waiting skillet. “Do you want some?”




Chapter Nine
Allie ate like she needed to make up for a three-day calorie deficit, which she did. She could feel hunger down to her cells and felt shaky like her blood sugar had been too low. She’d treated enough diabetics and hypoglycemics to recognize the symptom. She ate like a she’d just been rescued from a desert island, downing juice and helping herself to extra helpings of toast and jam. When she was done, she leaned back and pushed her stomach out from her flat abdomen like she was pregnant. “Wow! I’m full. I shouldn’t have eaten that much.” She patted her tummy and then relaxed, letting it fall back into place.
She tossed her dishes in their dishwasher and added soap. She started the wash cycle and went to her bedroom to shower three days of sweat from her body. Her sheets were funky from her transformation, so she yanked them off her bed and tossed them in the washer.
Once in the privacy of her shower, Alexis did take time to appraise her new body. Everything was where it belonged. Everything looked exactly as she had imagined it would look. Her breasts may have been a little bigger than she’d expected, but who would complain about that? Not her. She was a girl! She couldn’t wait to see her doctors again to show off her new body and clothes...and to thank them for their gifts.
Jolie drove them to the mall. Alexis was so excited to buy real girl things that she wouldn’t have to hide from her family or friends; not that she had many friends. She bought sets of scrubs for work. They shopped for everything and put a nice dent in the first BioFem payment she had received.
Alexis always hated going to malls, or public spaces in general because people always seemed to know she was different, somehow. She walked through the main entrance and immediately felt a difference. Nobody looked at her twice. Nobody did a double-take to see if she looked like a pretty boy or an ugly girl. Everyone just saw her and let her go. She almost cried with joy in the middle of the Denver Mall, blessed as she was now with the curse of being normal.
Jolie guided her through the basics and they spent a lot of time in dressing rooms, learning her sizes for jeans, dresses, shoes, tops, underthings, and skirts. She wanted them all.
The girls bought so much, they had to stow two trips worth of bags in Jolie’s car because they just couldn’t carry them all and still shop. They spent time at the makeup counters where one of the clerks paused while helping Alexis select a color of eye shadow, “Has anyone ever told you you look like that girl from Pitch Perfect?”
Alexis looked at Jolie and rolled her eyes. The clerk’s jaw dropped and she shrieked, “Oh my gosh! You really do!”
Alexis blushed and said, “Thank you.”
They ate lunch and enjoyed a glass of wine. In all the time the girls had known each other, this was their first time out as girls and they made the most of it. Alexis had rarely had as much fun and she hadn’t even gotten around to shopping for shoes… yet.
When they drove home and she started putting things away, she’d put a serious dent in her available closet space, and her new credit cards. Now, each day when she would wake up, she’d be able to dress as a girl. And that meant she was finally free.
Alexis spent a few weeks working with Margaret, getting all of her feelings under control and discussing her plans for the future. One of those potential plans was a job offer from BioFem to help start their new transgender affirmation services. Who better to help guide others through the process than the first transgender woman in history to experience the process? Alexis was giving the discussions some serious thought.
The last major item on her agenda was her reunion with her family. She had moved to Denver to put some distance between them and to allow her to figure out who she was. That issue had now been resolved in the best way possible, and as her gender identity was the only thing creating distance from those she loved, she strongly wished to reconcile herself with the two people she loved most in the world.




Chapter Ten
Alexis had now been living as her true self for more than a month. It was time to tear the Band-Aid off the old family wounds and introduce herself to her parents again. She’d gone more than four months without calling them. An occasional email was all they had to know their son was alive. She emailed because they would never believe her new voice.
Her life was going great. After letters to her Denver Health hospital director explaining the circumstances of her transformation from their Alex to Alexis, and with a legal name change and documentation to update her gender, the hospital security office took new pictures for her staff badge and she was able to resume her schedule. Being able to use the correct restrooms made her smile every time.
Her first shift felt strange—being in the same place; doing the same things, but in a new body and with a different identity. She wasn’t nearly as strong as she’d been before her transformation and lifting patients was more difficult. She had to work with a partner nurse, but that gave her a chance to make friends with her teammates.
Alex had mostly been ignored by her colleagues, but Alexis was now back in her scrubs and making friends and chatting with her nursing buddies. She had so much energy. She loved caring for her patients and helping their families figure out how to best care for their loved one. For the first time in her career, Alexis was receiving thank you letters from happy families. Her genuine smile was permanently fixed on her happy face and her energy showed itself in her work. People were noticing her; even some of the doctors.
Around her shifts at the hospital, she’d been attending sessions with Margaret several times each week, developing strategies for how to conduct the reunion with her family, but in the end, she decided that inviting her mom and dad to meet with her BioFem team in their offices would be best. They had the ability to explain her miracle and she could have Margaret and Dr. Cooper there to support her and to help answer their questions.
They made the arrangements and had invited Mr. and Mrs. Houston to meet with them in one of the rooms BioFem used for focus groups. It was a typical conference room, but one of the walls was equipped with one-way mirrors. The plan was for her doctors to meet with her parents and explain what they had done while Alexis watched from the observation room. Depending on how the conversation went, she could enter the room when everyone was ready.
Alexis met with her team half an hour before the Houstons were to arrive. She was understandably nervous but more confident than she had expected she would be. Having her gender correctly affirmed had given her confidence a huge boost and she started to emerge from the protective shell she had created around her body.
The phone in the conference room beeped. Margaret picked it up without speaking. She hung up the receiver. “Are you ready? They’re in the lobby. Julie is escorting them up.”
Alexis took a deep breath and nodded silently. She let out her breath and faced Margaret, taking her hands to hold. “Thank you for all of your help. I’m glad you are here.”
Margaret squeezed her hand and smiled. “You’ve got this, kiddo. I know you do. And, I love that dress. You look amazing.”
Alexis let go and turned to leave the room. She did look amazing. She had selected a sleeveless denim dress. It had buttons from her collar to her hem. She left the top buttons open, showing just a hint of cleavage, but enough that there was the promise of there being more to see. The dress followed her new shape perfectly. The skirt was long enough to cover her knees, so the bottom four buttons were undone to allow her to walk. It also allowed her to show off her legs and her cute cowboy boots. They had a modest heel bringing her height to about five-ten; taller than her mom, but a few inches shorter than her dad. To set off the denim, she’d tied a red kerchief around her neck like a bandana. She thought the outfit was appropriate to Denver’s western tradition and her time growing up on their ranch.
Alexis had brushed her hair out long and straight, pulling it back and securing it with a silver hair clip that was fashioned after a rodeo belt buckle. Jolie had helped her with her makeup and Alexis felt positively beautiful.
She took her place in the observation room and waited. Distantly, she heard an elevator ding and heard the doors slide open. “Right this way, please, Mr. and Mrs. Houston.” There was movement in the hallway and then Alexis watched her mother enter the room, followed by her father, and Julie. Julie invited them to be seated and offered everyone drinks from the beverage table in the corner of the room. Her parents each accepted a glass of water poured from a crystal decanter.
Alexis heard the pop of a microphone as it was activated and listened as the parties all shook hands and introduced themselves. They sat and arranged their glasses on the table in front of them. Dr. Cooper started the discussion, “Mr. and Mrs. Houston, may I call you Gary and Carol?” They both agreed and the doctor continued, “Gary, Carol, we invited you here today to talk with you about your son, Alex. I know you haven’t heard from him in a while and we want to explain why and then give you a chance to see him.” She paused to smile and waited to see if the Houstons wanted to say anything. They looked at one another but remained silent.
“First, I want to tell you a little bit about what we do here at BioFem, in particular, some research we have perfected. BioFem is on the cutting edge of research into cellular genetics and nanotechnology, or nano-genetics. We have chosen to devote our expertise in the area of gender research. As you are aware, for most of her life, your daughter, Alexis has felt strongly that she has been living in the wrong body. I believe she has spoken with you about this?”
The Houstons looked at each other. Her father spoke, “Yes, he’s claimed that before. We didn’t like to entertain it. We hoped he’d grow out of it.”
Dr. Cooper nodded, “I understand. Here at BioFem, we take the idea that children can be born with incorrect gender seriously. We have studied thousands of people, all of whom have consistently held to the belief that they are the wrong sex. These people experience a tragic blow to their confidence and ability to interact with others, all stemming from knowing that nobody can see who they are. Alexis is one of these subjects.”
Her father interrupted, “Wait. You mean you believe all of that? Girls trapped in boy’s bodies?”
The doctor nodded silently, “Yes, Gary. We do. In fact, Alexis is one of the most drastic cases we have encountered. Her level of disassociation from her own body has caused her to live her life without comfort or friends. Imagine with me how difficult it would be if each time you looked in the mirror, you expected to see you, but instead you saw a girl in blond pigtails staring back at you. Alexis experienced this each and every time she looked in a mirror. Did you ever notice that she didn’t have any mirrors in your home?”
Carol spoke then, “Well, yes, but we just thought Alex didn’t like his looks. He talked about it, but...maybe there were...” her voice trailed off.
Cooper waited to see if she’d continue. When she didn’t, she picked up her dialog. “BioFem takes these claims very seriously and we’ve focused our work on correcting the mistakes that nature forced on these children. We can offer them a solution. Your daughter volunteered to participate in one such study and we’re here today because we’d like to introduce you to your child once more. This time, though, she wants you to see her as she has imagined herself for 23 years.” Cooper looked toward the mirrored wall, “Alexis, would you care to join us, please?”
Alexis took a deep breath and moved to the door. She could see her parents turn toward the door in anticipation. She let out her breath as she left her observation room and walked next door. She gripped the conference room door handle. She took a deep breath and fixed a Anna Kendrick smile on her face before she opened the door and stepped inside.
She looked to her parents for their reaction. Both of them looked confused. There was a very pregnant pause in the room as everyone held their breath. Finally, Alexis broke the silence, “Hi, Mom, Dad, it’s me.” She framed her face with her arms, as though presenting her own face at a trade show.
Her dad looked at Dr. Cooper. The doctor nodded once and smiled, looking back at Alexis. “Nah, this isn’t him! Look at her! I’ve seen the people who get sex changes. They do not look like this!”
Alexis knew this was coming. She’d tried to prepare herself, but she felt her eyes welling with tears again. “Daddy, it’s really me. I didn’t get a sex change. This is different. I’m really a woman! The doctor reprogrammed my body. This is me in the correct body.”
Her dad shook his head, “This is some kind of sick joke. I don’t know what you people are trying to prove here. Come on, Carol.”
Alexis reached for her father’s hand and dropped to her knees, begging. “Daddy! Please! It’s really me!” She was full-on crying again. “Daddy, remember when I was four and I wanted the pink bike with the basket on the front? It was me! I was the little girl asking for that bike. You gave me a blue one and I cried and never really rode it. I was afraid to ride a boy's bike.”
She turned toward her mother, “Mom. When you took me to get my hair cut and I threw a fit and we had to leave?” Alexis tugged at her long hair. “This is the hair I didn’t want to cut. And daddy, when you cut my hair with those terrible clippers? You took this away from me.” She watched her mother’s eyes widen. “Mom. The white coat with the flowers and the pink Eskimo trim? I was the little girl crying to have that coat!” She looked back to her father, “My first day of pre-school. I wanted to play with the other girls. That was me.” Alexis was sobbing in desperation. “Daddy, this is me! I was trapped in Alex’s body, crying to be free; to be seen.” She was still on her knees. She threw herself forward into child’s pose. “...to be loved for being me.” She cried. Her face almost on the floor.
Her dad looked at his wife. “Carol, are you believing this?”
Her mom’s lips were so tight they were just a thin line on her face. She gave a small nod, “Of course, I am, Gary. She’s been telling us this her entire life. She even sat us down at the kitchen table one night and tried to explain. I can’t imagine how brave she had to be to tell us that. And we were awful! You called it a phase.” Alexis’ mother dropped to her knees next to her daughter and tried to help her up. “It clearly wasn’t a phase, was it baby? I’ve always had a daughter?” She started to cry. “And we insisted she be our son!” She broke down and reached for her, pulling her into a hug. “Alexis. Alexis, baby, I’m so sorry! We didn’t understand. All this time, I had this beautiful daughter and I refused to see her. I’m so goddamn sorry!” She was sobbing. She cupped her daughter’s face in her hands and looked into her eyes. “My god! You’re so pretty. Is this really you?”
Alexis was sobbing, too. She really hoped she could stop doing that soon, “It is, mom. Dr. Cooper asked me to describe the person I have always seen in my dreams—the person I expect to see in the mirror. Mother, it’s a miracle. When I see myself, I’m not confused anymore. I don't hate mirrors anymore. I don’t hate me anymore.”
Carol spoke, “And you were in there all this time? Gary! Get over here and apologize to your little girl. She’s coming home with us and I have 24 years of things I need to do with my daughter, so that starts right now.” Her mom cupped her face again and gave her a kiss on her lips. “Do you know why I know this is really you? You look just like my Aunt Sally, when she was your age. She was the prettiest one of all your grandmother’s sisters. You have her cheeks and her nose. You have the ‘Morgan nose!’ You even have her eyes. I don’t know how these doctors could do that if you weren’t already in there.”
Her dad moved closer and looked at her; thinking. “When I took you hunting for the first time, what did we hunt and what gun did you have?”
Alexis laughed through her tears, snorting a little, “Will this convince you, daddy? Is that what it will take?”
He chuckled, “It will help.”
“We went out to Uncle Scott’s farm outside of Boulder. We hunted squirrels. I had a Mossberg .410 and you used your Marlin .22 with a scope. I think it was called a Golden Mountie? It had that brass cocking thingy.”
It was his turn to laugh, “A brass cocking thingy? Who taught you to shoot, girl?”
“You did, Daddy. If I remember, you got two squirrels and I was,” she imitated her father’s deep voice, “too much of a pussy to pull the trigger.”
She watched him remember and his face changed with recognition. He teared up. “I did say that, didn’t I? I’m really sorry about the clippers, honey. I just thought you were being pig-headed.”
Alexis smiled, “Hi, daddy. I’m Alexis Marie Houston. I’m your daughter.” She held out her hand to shake.
He didn’t take it. Instead, he pulled her into a strong hug, “Marie, huh? I guess Matthew doesn’t work anymore. I’m sorry, Alexis. I really am. Can you ever forgive us for not listening to you?”
“If you can forgive me for being a moody little bitch all the time,” Alexis joked! “Daddy, if I could go back and begin life as your little girl? I think I would still want to do all those things with you. I know I would have been a lot better company. I loved working with you while you worked the ranch. I was just in the wrong skin and clothes.”
He stepped back and held her hands, looking her over. “You really are a beautiful woman, Alexis. This is truly a miracle. And, I’ll admit that I heard you but never wanted to believe you. Your mom and I only had one child, and you were my son. I got too tied up in worrying about my name living on. You were my one shot and I put too much importance on that. The same thing would have happened if you had been gay and not wanting to marry a woman. That’s on me. I’m sorry.”
Alexis’ lips tightened as she thought about it. “If it makes you feel any better, Alex was never going to marry a woman. I’ve always been straight.” She laughed. “Think about that one on the way home!”
He did look confused. She tried to break the tension, “But, I can still give you grandchildren. I hope to, someday. I can have babies when I’m ready.”
Margaret spoke up. She’d sat quietly through the whole meeting. “I’d like to add a couple of things to this story, if I can. Do you all mind taking your seats again, please?” They found their seats. “I just want to comment on what I’ve observed since I first met Alexis. I’m a Ph.D. Psychologist, and I’ve been meeting with Alexis since we first identified her as being transgendered. At our first meeting, Alexis was still in the body of Alex. She was clinically depressed. She was quiet, withdrawn, scared, and to speak in non-clinical terms, she was downright miserable.
“Typically, with trans kids, they present as confused and questioning. They know they don’t feel right. Some of them can verbalize it. Others present with some characteristic symptoms or traits. Sometimes, they’ll be dressed in black to reflect their mood. They’ll wear Emo/Goth gear so they can have an excuse to dress with some female items and to wear makeup. Alexis had let her hair grow and she was wearing some earrings, but she was almost completely alone and she was struggling.
“When we got permission to include her in our study, the dam broke. I’d never seen someone more relieved that her pain might end. She cried so hard I went home and cried for her for more than an hour. I’d also never met a trans kid who had such a clear understanding of who she was inside. I tell you this because I truly believe that if we had not found her, she would have killed herself. I’ve never wanted someone to receive this treatment more than I did for Alexis. The miracle is that she sought us out. We haven’t published our research yet, but she found us.”
She looked around the room. Gary and Carol were crying. Carol had taken Alexis’ hand and was squeezing it tightly. “That’s the bad news. The good news is that since completing treatment, she’s fully recovered. It was as if a missing puzzle piece had snapped into place, completing her picture. She woke up from her transformation, got something to eat because she was starving, and then went shopping for female clothes! She’s no longer confused. She’s really quite a remarkable woman.”
The Houstons both squeezed their daughter. Now that they were together, they couldn’t sit close enough to her.
Margaret continued, “She’s so remarkable, in fact, that I’m hoping to create a new position here with our team. I’m working out the details to present to her by next week, but I’m hoping she will join us to work with others like her. We are expecting FDA approval soon, and we expect to be very busy providing this same service for others. Who could be better to work with us?”
Alexis beamed with delight. “Oh, my! You got the funding you wanted...”
Dr. Cooper smiled and added, “Don’t worry. We’ll pay the rest of your research contract. We can talk about that later. Now, I expect you all have more to discuss. I happen to have this $500 gift card to the Stockyards Bar and Grill. I’d like to give it to you to pay for a nice dinner together. I’ve made reservations for four at six. Allie, I thought you might like to have Jolie meet you there.”
Mrs. Houston gasped and smiled, “Oh! How is Jolie? I hope she can join us! I want to thank her, too. Somehow, I think she’s the only one who wanted to believe our daughter. Am I right?”
Alexis nodded. “I wouldn’t be here without her. I owe her my life.”
Her mom broke down, “I wish you could say that about me! Honey, I could have lost you!”
Alexis took her mom by the hand, “Mom. I don’t blame you guys. I can’t tell you that things didn’t hurt, because they did. But I don’t blame you. You did your best!” She shifted in her chair to face her mom while looking at her dad, “And look, if you’d have let me start my transition, I wouldn’t have been able to do this. This is so much better than all of that surgery. And I feel so good! I’m so happy now. I want to be your daughter. I want to make up for lost time. I want to be the family we should have been. But I won’t cry about the past—not anymore. I’m Alexis Marie Houston and I’m your daughter. Today is all we have. Years and years of todays.”




Chapter Eleven
They met at the Stockyards a little before six. Alexis and her parents drove in separate cars. As she drove, Alexis thought about the meeting and the conversation her parents must be having as they drove to the restaurant. They seemed to be accepting the news. Her father had been resistant to believing her, but he’d come around in the end. She hoped they weren’t arguing about her. She already felt terrible about the pain she’d caused them.
Nobody has been able to identify the cause of transgender kids. It wasn’t something her parents had done. It wasn’t something that Alexis had done. Why did she feel guilty? The only thing she could own was how she had behaved while she suffered. That, she could feel sorry about.
She wouldn’t cry. She’d been doing enough crying. The past was the past and while she wasn’t going to shy away from it, she didn’t wish to dwell upon it, either. Her future was now a happy thought. She’d focus on that. She could only apologize to her parents so much.
She found the restaurant. Actually, she’d followed her dad’s car since he spent enough time there. She parked next to them and waited while her dad opened the car door for her mother. That was a good sign. If they’d been arguing, he would have stalked off for the front door and she’d have been left to open her own door. Alexis gave them hugs like she hadn’t seen them in months, and then took their hands to walk inside together. They didn’t talk, but Alexis smiled like she’d just won a million dollars.
The Stockyards was a massive restaurant complex and “meet market.” Located between the edge of the city and the far edge of cow country, it was where all the city girls hoping to ride a cowboy came to try to meet any cowboy silly enough to hang out at the Stockyards Bar and Grille. It was also where some of the biggest cattlemen on the front range came to finalize whatever deal they’d been working all day at the actual livestock markets before heading home with the day’s winnings. And, you know... city girls.
Mr. Houston held the door open for his daughter, and then his wife. Jolie was waiting for them inside the front door. She rose from the bench she’d been on and rushed to meet her best friend, hugging her tightly. She looked behind Allie and saw Alexis’ parents following her inside. She whispered in her ear, “How did it go?”
Alexis smiled. “It was tough at first, but they came around. We’re good. Or, at least we will be. I’m going home with them for the weekend to catch up and talk some things out. You can come, if you want.”
Jolie smiled, and laughed. “Thanks, but no. I think you and your mom need some alone time. I’ll go home with you another time. Besides, my parents would shoot me if I spent more time with your parents than them.”
Their table would be ready in about fifteen minutes, so the hostess showed them to the bar where they could wait. The bar was full of people. Many were standing around tall tables; one boot propped on a low rail while they sipped their drinks and yelled across the small table at their colleagues. A Darius Rucker song filled the room from overhead speakers, causing people to shout. Alexis could pick out all of the city girls mingling among the city boys. Most of the cattlemen were occupied with business and paid little attention to their designer outfits.
They found a table where they could stand and Mr. Houston said he’d buy for everyone. Alexis asked for a Manhattan. In her western denim dress and her new boots, she felt right at home with all of the string ties and gingham prints popular with the Denver cattle crowd. The difference between her and the city girls was that ‘Alex’ had grown up riding horses and doing ranch work for her father. She’d actually cleaned shit from her boots too many times to count. She’d hated it, but she knew the work; she knew real cowboys.
She had grown up on a small ranch on the edge of Greeley. They always had around ten horses, mostly for riding, but also for breeding. Her dad was known for selling good, solid quarter horses. They wouldn’t win any competitions, but they had good temperaments and were dependable mounts. They sold cattle of their own. Mr. Houston’s real job was trading livestock, so this was his crowd. In fact, they’d only just received their drinks when a man in a white Resistol hat approached him and stuck out his hand.
“Gary Houston! How ‘ya doing,” he asked, smiling with a lot of teeth.
Her dad shook the man’s hand and said, “Good, Brad. How are you? Did you unload that herd you had up last week?”
Brad nodded, “Yeah. Didn’t get what I wanted for ‘em, but it was close enough.” Brad looked at their group. When he saw Mrs. Houston, he winked at her dad, “And who’s this little filly? Must be your daughter, right?”
Mr. Houston laughed, “Oh, Brad, you know Carol.”
Brad shook Alexis’ mother’s hand. “Mrs. Houston, pleased to see you again.”
Her mom smiled at the man and said, “Brad, it’s good to see you, too.”
Mr. Houston smiled in the direction of Alexis, “You might not know our daughter, though.” He gestured toward Alexis, and Brad turned to face her. “Brad Cole, this is my one and only child, Alexis. And this is her best friend, Jolie Lewis.”
Brad’s eyes grew wide, “My, oh my! Gary Houston, where have you been hiding this one? She’s cute as a bug!” He looked Alexis over and added, “And a cowgirl, no less!”
Alexis had already started examining Brad Cole. She couldn’t help noticing that he had this sexy Keith Urban look going on. His sandy hair was split into two sets of long bangs. His hair was long enough to touch his shirt collar. He looked enough like the country star that Alexis was surprised when he spoke with a Colorado accent. His smile seemed quick and she just wanted to melt looking at him. She laughed, her bright blue eyes catching the lights as her head tilted back. She held out her hand to shake, but Brad took it and pressed her fingers to his mouth in a kiss. “It is my pleasure to meet you, Miss Houston.” Brad looked at Jolie and tipped his hat, “Miss Lewis, the same.”
Brad spoke to Mr. Houston, but continued to look into Alexis’ eyes, “Gary, you folks look like your celebratin’ somthin’. Let me pay for your next round and I’ll leave you to it. Call me next week. I have a bull I need to unload.” He stepped to walk toward the bar, but then turned back to Alexis. He took off his hat, revealing how much his hair really was styled like Keith Urban, “Miss Houston, at the risk of your father puttin’ a hole in my back for askin,’ may I have your phone number so that I might ask you out sometime soon?”
Alexis was shocked. She looked nervously at her father. She’d never expected this to happen—not so soon! Her dad winked at her.
“It’s okay, sweetie. If he gets out of line, I know where he lives. We can dispose of his body easy enough.”
Brad gave a hearty laugh, “Well! There ‘ya have it. What do you say? Will you help me live dangerously?”
Alexis dug in her leather purse for a pen. “Let me see your hand, Brad.” He held it out for her and she wrote her number on the back. She drew a small happy face after her cell number. “I’m visiting mom and dad this weekend. Call me next week?”
Brad smiled and put his hat back on, “Okay, then! You folks enjoy your evening. Miss Houston, until then...”
He walked away. Alexis watched. She looked at Jolie and they both burst out laughing. Alexis took a big sip of her drink. Mr. Houston startled with surprise. He reached into his back pocket and pulled out the table pager he’d been given. It was buzzing and flashing with red lights. “Looks like our table’s ready. Let’s go.”
They met the hostess in the lobby and she escorted them to a table in the center of the large dining room. There were already baskets of rolls and a cornbread skillet on the table. Alexis took a seat between her mom and dad. Jolie took the seat across from her. She picked up a basket and offered her father a roll. He made a selection and she selected a rye dinner roll that looked good. She handed the basket to her mother. Alexis looked at her dad, “So, Daddy, what do I need to know about Brad Cole?”
Her dad laughed, “Let’s see. He’s about 30. Went to school up at Fort Collins like you. His family’s had a ranch about half-way between here and home. He’s got about ten thousand acres and a lot of old money. He’s smart as a whip and runs a good operation. He sells a lot of beef to Monfort’s.”
“Thanks for his resume. I was wondering if he’s a nice guy? Do you trust him with your favorite daughter?” She giggled and batted her eyes, looking across the table at Jolie.
Her dad smiled, “He’s never been married. I’ve known him long enough to see him with two steady women. I think he dated each of them for about a year or so. One moved back East to care for her dad. I’m not sure why he broke up with the other. I think they are still friends, though. He seems to treat ‘em with respect. He’s got a sharp sense of humor and he takes a couple of months off each year to travel. He’s a nature photographer and likes to take photo trips to exotic places. You’d probably like him, kiddo. And, like I said. I can bury him out on Route 4.”
Her mom laughed, “Gary! Knock it off. Alexis hasn’t dated before, so do you think he’d be good for her first date?”
He replied, “You saw how he treated her in the bar. He’d treat her like she’s our daughter! He’ll respect her.”
Their server came to the table and asked if he could refresh their drinks. Alexis asked to switch to a house Pinot Grigio. That is what she and Jolie drank at home, so Jolie ordered one, also. They chatted and laughed while they waited for their drinks. The girls looked over the menu. Her dad leaned over and asked, “You aren’t going to do something embarrassing like ordering fish or something vegan, are you Alexis?”
“No, daddy. I still like the beef you sell. I’m not going to put you out of work by ordering seafood.” She kissed him on the cheek. “And the cows are vegan. That’s good enough for me.”
They chatted and enjoyed their dinner. Her parents wanted to know how she’d gotten involved with BioFem and asked a lot of questions about the miraculous process that could so completely transform her body and spirit. Alexis didn’t know much more than she’d been told about the nanobots and rDNA work. She thought it was called, crisper, or something. She knew it was an acronym.
After hearing Margaret talk about Jolie’s role in keeping their daughter safe, the Houstons found a new appreciation for her. They knew that she’d been Alex’s only friend, but not how supportive she had been of Alexis. Her dad said, “Jolie, we can never repay your kindness. You’re now part of this family and if you ever need anything in our power to provide, it is yours for the asking.”
“Thank you, Mr. Houston. I’m happy you can see the girl who’s been my best friend for so long. She’s always been in there. I’m just grateful I could see what others didn’t.”
“And, Jolie, we’re all adults now. Please call me, Gary.”
“Yes, Mr. Houston. Gary.”
“That’s better.”
Alexis kept sneaking glances around the restaurant and bar, hoping to see Brad again. Maybe she could excuse herself to use the restroom and sneak another peek at the bar. He was handsome and she felt strange stirrings inside as she allowed her imagination to explore the possibilities of being on a date with a handsome rancher, even if he was a friend of her dad’s.
After she had finished her small steak and baked potato, Alexis excused herself. From the door to the Ladies room, she could see Mr. Cole standing at a table talking and laughing with three other men. She ducked into the bar and walked over to his table.
Brad Cole caught the movement of a denim dress in the corner of his eye and turned to find Alexis standing there. “Well, if it isn’t Miss Houston! Can I get you another drink?”
Alexis was nervous. She smiled and twisted up her courage. “Hi, Mr. Cole. I decided that I’d like to have you ask me out on that date, I mean, if you’re still interested?”
He turned to give her his full attention. The three men at his table whooped and hollered about him being so lucky. He waved his hand and they stopped.
“Pay no attention to these idiots. Of course, I’m still interested. You’re a beautiful woman from a good family. I’d be nuts if I weren’t interested.”
Alexis looked at her boots for a second and then bit her lip and nodded, “So, about that date?”
His mouth twitched in a smile, “Do you ride?”
“We’ve had horses all my life. Sure, I ride.”
He smiled, “I figured you couldn’t be Gary’s kid without knowing how to sit a horse. How would you like to take a ride with me? I’ve got a gelding I need to break in a bit more. I’ll take him. You can ride my horse. We can ride out to the river and shoot the sunset. I’m a photographer and the weather’s supposed to be perfect for some big sky sunset photography. We can pack some food and get a nice ride in and get to know each other. How’s that sound?”
Alexis looked at her boots again and then responded, “That sounds very nice. When?”
“Oh! Sorry. If I’ve learned anything it’s that I shouldn’t keep a beautiful woman waiting. Tomorrow night, if you’re free, that is?”
“I was going to spend the weekend with my folks, but...they’ll understand. I’m free. You’ve got my number. Please send me the directions.” Without thinking, she leaned in quickly and kissed him on the cheek. She stepped back, giggling at what she’d just done. “See you tomorrow?”
He smiled nearly as wide as his hat. “See you tomorrow, Miss Houston.” He touched his cheek where she had kissed him. “I will see you tomorrow.”
Alexis spun and walked out of the bar, forgetting that she actually did need to use the restroom, and returned to their table.
Her mom smiled and looked at her with a knowing smile. “Well, how was Brad Cole?”
Alexis felt her face flush with color and quickly plucked a remaining crouton from her salad, “Mother, I have no idea what you are talking about.”
Her mom gave a wry smile and a satisfied, “Uh huh. When are you seeing him?”
Alexis puffed her cheeks and huffed out a loud sigh of breath, “Tomorrow night. We’re going to take a ride. I’m sorry. I was going to spend the weekend with you. I think I’ll need to go back to Denver where my clothes are.”
Her dad nodded. He didn’t seem upset. He asked, “Do you want me to drop Sundown off at his ranch for you? She’s still a good mare to ride.”
“No, daddy. He’s going to let me take his. He needs to work a new gelding. I’ll probably have to chase him down if his horse bolts.”
“Okay. But if you want your horse, just say so.”
Her peach pie arrived for dessert so she forked into it trying to avoid more questions. Jolie kicked her under the table and Alexis looked up. Jolie mouthed, “Good one!” Alexis rolled her eyes and then, realizing that Jolie was seeing Anna Kendrick, she shook her head and took another bite of pie.




Chapter Twelve
Alexis woke up the next day in a panic. Had she really arranged a date with a man? She’d never been on any date, let alone one with a man who made her feel funny inside. She remembered Brad from around the auctions. Alex had never been interesting enough that Brad would have sought him out as a friend, and he was several years older than she’d been at that time, though he’d always been a good-looking boy. That had been during the time when Alexis was discovering her sexuality but was hindered by her male body and too confused by everything to admit she might have been attracted to him. Today, Alexis still didn’t know much about him.
Of all the things she had bought to fill her closet, she hadn’t purchased any clothing suitable for riding, so she got cleaned up, ate some breakfast, and drove to the Rockmount store. Her dad always shopped for their gear there.
The store was just as she remembered. Much of the outer walls were covered in boots of all kinds. She headed for the section marked, “Cowgirls” and started poking through a rack of jeans. She heard a woman say, “I’m going to guess you are going to be a six medium. Am I right?”
Alexis looked up to find a store employee looking at her with raised eyebrows. She was decked out in full western wear with the yoked cowboy shirt with pearl buttons and a denim skirt with boots. Alexis pulled a pair of Wrangler 6M jeans off the rack and looked at them. “Yes, I think so. I’ll try these on.”
The employee moved closer, “Wait. Turn around.” Alexis turned. “Girl, you’ve got a nice butt on you.” She moved some jeans on the rack until she found another pair. “These have a touch of Spandex in them. They’ll get the boys riled up. Here.” She handed them to Alexis.
“Thank you,” she responded. Alexis thought through what she would need for the ride. It was fall and the evenings were getting chilly, especially out in the outer ranches. “Uh, can you point me to your coats? I’m riding tonight and I don’t have a something warm to ride in.”
“Are you wanting a coat for one ride, or do you think you’ll be makin’ a habit of this?”
Alexis thought about it, “Well, my dad trades livestock for all the ranchers, so I’ll probably need something that I can wear for a while.”
“Is that so? Who’s your daddy,” she asked?
“Houston. Gary Houston.”
“Oh, sure. I know Gary. I don’t recall him having any daughters though. What’s your name?”
Alexis grew nervous. She didn’t remember this person so she didn’t think she’d know ‘Alex’ but how well did she know her dad? “I’m Alexis.”
The clerk looked puzzled, “Well, that sounds about right. I thought Gary had a son about your age. Maybe I got confused. Where are you riding? Is it going to be in the plains or the hills?”
“Uh, do you know the Cole Ranch? I’m riding out there.”
She smiled, “Oh, heck yeah. Everybody knows the Triple-C! It’s gonna be windy, so you’ll need a decent coat. Hey, you aren’t going riding with Brad, are you?”
Alexis smiled, “Yes. He said we’d be riding out to the river to photograph the hills at sunset.”
“Ah, so it’s a date, huh? Oh, sugar, you’ll like Brad. That’s a good man, there. And he’s hot enough to start a girl’s fire, ain’t he?” She looked Alexis over again, taking in her shape. Alexis refrained from rolling her eyes again. “You look like a good woman. How old are you, sweetie?”
Alexis giggled, “Are you Mr. Cole’s dating service? I’m twenty-four.”
“And you bein’ Gary’s daughter, you’ve been around ranches all your life, haven’t you?”
Alexis nodded, “Yes, ma’am.”
The clerk nodded approvingly, “Yep. You are a good woman. You come from good people. Brad’s gonna like you.”
Doris, the clerk’s name was Doris, took her over to the working wear section. “I’ve got a good Carhartt jacket over here I think will work for you. It’s cut for a woman with a good figure and you’ve definitely got that.” She took a coat down from a wall hook. “Here we are... “
Alexis set the jeans on a chair and put the coat on, shrugging her shoulders to make the coat adjust to her arms. She felt her breasts stick out fully for a moment and saw Doris’ eyes widen. “Yes, you definitely have a good figure.”
Alexis felt herself blush, “Oh, stop!
Doris cocked her head sideways and looked up at Alexis, “Girl! Why don’t I remember you! Pretty gal like you? Growing up in ranch land? Daughter of the fella who runs the sales barn? Hell, girl! You’d have been the talk of the front range since the day you blossomed! Those cowboys would’a had their eyes on you since you were twelve.” Doris whistled like she was calling in hogs, “Bill! C’mere!”
Another clerk, Alexis assumed he was Bill, looked up and started walking toward them. When he was close enough, Doris said, “Bill, do you remember Gary Houston havin’ a good lookin’ daughter?”
Bill looked at Alexis. She suddenly wanted to hide in the dressing room and she looked to see where the front door was. “No. I think I remember him havin’ a son, though. Kind of a tall, scrawny kid. Kept his hair long. Why? This his daughter?”
“She says she is.”
Alexis was panicking. “Uh, Doris, I’d like to get these please. I’ll just take them up front.” She turned and walked as fast as she could for the front of the store. Her damned eyes were spilling tears again. She shouldn’t have come to this store. There were 200 ranch stores around Denver and she had to come to the one where everyone would know her family. Damn it!
She tore off the coat and tossed it on the counter. She dropped the jeans down and fumbled for her credit card. Fortunately, BioFem had given her cards in her new name. She tapped her foot while waiting for the total and tapped her phone against the reader to pay. She heard the happy “ding” indicating her payment had been accepted and grabbed the bag, heading for the parking lot at a near trot.
She should have gone to Walmart.
She got in her SUV and started driving. She punched the steering wheel, ‘Damn it!” She accidentally hit the mic button on the wheel and Siri asked what she wanted to do. “Oh, fuck it! Call daddy.” She wiped her eyes with her hand and grabbed the wheel again.
Gary Houston answered on the second ring. “Daddy?”
“Alexis, what’s wrong? Are you okay?”
“No. I mean, yes. I haven’t been hurt or anything. Daddy, I screwed up!” She sobbed.
“Honey, are you driving? Pull over. I don’t want you getting hurt.” She signaled and turned into the parking lot of a feed store. Her dad waited.
“Okay, daddy, I’ve stopped.”
“Good. Tell me about it.” He waited. Alexis sniffed.
“Daddy, I went into Rockmount to get some clothes for my ride with Mr. Cole. I was talking with the clerk about my date and she started asking me who I was and where we were riding. She learned that I was your daughter and she didn’t remember you having a daughter, so she starts asking me all these questions and, and, and (sob) and she calls over another clerk and asked him about you. He remembered Alex but no daughter. I didn’t know what to do!”
“Yeah, that must have been Doris. She’s worked there since you were born. Always stickin’ her nose in. I’m sorry, kiddo. That must have been scary for you.”
“I bolted like a scared colt, daddy. I paid for my things and I hadn’t even tried them on.”
Her dad paused too long for her comfort, “Honey, I think you had to know this would happen sooner or later. Did that Margaret help you with a plan for what to do?”
Alexis stopped crying. “You’re right. She said I could call her. Thank you, Daddy! Mmuh!” She finished with a kiss noise and hung up.
“Siri, call Margaret Hill.” The phone rang several times.
“Hello. You’ve reached the voicemail for Margaret Hill. I’m not available at the moment as I’m probably with a client. Please leave a message and I’ll return your call during my callback hours of 10:00 AM and 3:00 PM. If you are a patient calling with a life-threatening emergency, please call my answering service at (720)…" Alexis waited to leave a message at the beep.
“Margaret, this is Alexis Houston. I’m going on a date tonight and he knows my family. It’s possible he’s going to learn about Alex. Can you call me please? Thank you.” She punched the button to disconnect the call.
There were three other western stores on her way home. She chose one she’d never heard of and went inside to get the remaining things she wanted. She’d be careful not to invite too much conversation. She bought a comfortable pair of Lady Roper boots; the work kind, not the snazzy dress boots. She bought herself a very nice felt Stetson with a low bucket and added a silver and turquoise chain to wear as a hat band. The store had some small matching earrings and a necklace. She bought them all to jazz up her cowgirl clothes. She spent nearly six bills preparing for her first date and she still hadn’t showered.




Chapter Thirteen
Alexis kept her phone with her as she got ready for her date with Brad Cole. She’d just finished shaving her legs and had wrapped herself in a big fluffy towel when her phone beeped. Brad had sent his address and suggested they meet up around four o’clock. She thumbed a message back, “I can’t wait! Very excited!”
She started drying her hair. She’d completed just a few strokes when Brad texted her again, “Miss H., if you’re that excited, come out whenever you like. I’ll be here.”
“Shit!” She’d planned for a four o’clock arrival. She turned the blower up to high and hot and started working the brush as fast as she could go.
Jolie peeked in. “I can’t believe you have a date already.”
Alexis looked at her friend in the mirror, “I know! And he just invited me out early. Now I’m hustling. Would you pull that red top out with the blue denim shirt with the tail that knots? Could you, please?”
Twenty minutes later, with her hair dried, she put on her navy-blue bra and panties. The miracle bra did its miracle and she smiled at how nice she looked.  These have to be bigger than B-cups. She picked up her new jeans and prayed that Doris was even better at sizing up women than she was at scaring the poop out of them. She put her legs in and started pulling them up her thighs. They were just about right; a little tight, but the Spandex worked as she stretched them over her ass. She didn’t need a belt but she looped one through for appearances. She looked over her shoulder into her mirror. “Very nice.”
She pulled the red tank top on and pulled it down over her stomach. It took on the shape of her breasts and bared a healthy measure of top-boob. Probably C-cups. She put on the blue cotton button-down she’d purchased last week and tied the shirt tails together at her belt-line. She put on her turquoise jewelry set and spritzed on some perfume. She pulled her hair back into her silver clip and put on her hat.
Jolie said, “Well, howdy pahdnah! Girl, you look so good! Did you pick all of this out yourself?”
“Mostly, yes.”
“I love those jeans. I wish my ass looked that good in cowgirl jeans.” Jolie danced, wiggling her ass.
“Ha, ha! Your ass looks fine.”
Jolie laughed, “It’s about time you noticed! Jeez. What’s a girl gotta do?” They laughed.
Alexis asked, “What do you think, lipstick or gloss?”
“Gloss. You don’t want to be touching up your lips in the hills. Gloss doesn’t matter if you get it on your teeth or your chin.”
“Thanks! Well, I’m going to go. It will take over an hour to get there and he said to come early. I’ll probably be about twenty minutes early. That’s not too early, is it?
Jolie looked up, “Twenty? Nah. That’s fine.”
“Wish me luck!” Alexis grabbed her new coat and a bottle of water, hitting the road at nearly two-thirty.  She headed out on the State 85. Brad’s ranch was on the other side of Keanesburg where the land as more like Kansas than Colorado. She was disappointed she hadn’t heard from Margaret, but it wasn’t quite three, yet. Maybe she had other calls to make.
She was ten minutes from the Triple-C when her phone rang with a call from Margaret. She put her on the car speakers. “Hey, Lex! What’s up. So, you have a date?”
“Yes! And there’s a chance he may learn about Alex. What do I do?”
Margaret thought for a moment, “Well... tell him. Start with childhood. Tell him you’ve always been a girl and you recently found a way to fix it. My advice is that you don’t string him along. The earlier the better. That way, if he runs, he runs before you get hurt and you will know he’s not your guy.”
Alexis listened, mentally taking notes. “You’re probably right. Thank you, Margaret.”
“You’re welcome, Lex. And Lex? I hope he doesn’t run.”
“Thank you, Margaret. I’ll let you know.”
“Bye!” The line clicked dead and her music started playing again.
Alexis realized that she’d been driving past pastureland for the last fifteen minutes. The land was bordered by an elegant four-rail white fence with wooden posts. The fence was beautifully maintained and appeared freshly-painted. There was an Angus herd grazing beyond the fence. There must have been 400 head. She’d been tracking along the fence for miles. Every mile or so, a sign denoting the land as the Triple-Creek welcomed visitors but made it clear the land was private.
Alexis kept driving, marveling at the size of the ranch. Despite her father’s business relationship with the ranch, she’d never been here. Five minutes later, there was a wide gap in the fence on the right side of the highway, with a fully-paved road heading out into the huge ranch. Ahead of the entrance road, the fence continued as far as she could see. She turned into the entrance of the Triple-C.




Chapter Fourteen
Once inside the entrance, Alexis encountered an iron gate with a security box. She slowed and stopped next to the box before the closed gate. She pushed a red button on the box.
“Good afternoon. Welcome to the Triple-Creek. Please state your business.
Alexis cleared her throat and said, “Uh. My name is Alexis Houston. I’m here to see Mr. Cole?”
The voice responded, “Welcome, Ms. Houston. Please proceed through the gate and drive until you find the main ranch. You can’t miss us. Thank you.”
Alexis waved at the box. She assumed there had to be a camera. “Thank you!” The iron gate divided into two halves and started to swing open.
Alexis still had to drive another half mile before she could see the house and outbuildings of the cattle and horse ranch. The white fence continued on either side of the long drive. She drove over rolling hills and even a pond that had a small fishing pier on the bank toward the house. A walking path traced up the hill in the direction she was driving. The land nearest the road was planted with alfalfa. It was lush and green though it would soon start to dry for bailing. In this state, the land looked like rolling grassy lawn. An adjacent field had 40-50 horses grazing inside.
As she drove over a hill, she caught her first glance of the ranch house. The home was a large two-story mansion. The lower section was built like a lodge cabin and the upper story was painted pine. A porch wrapped around at least two sides of the house. A second-story deck looked over the circular drive that curved in past the barns and to the front of the house.
The ranch house and buildings all shared a huge parking lot that looked like the lot at the auction barn on a Saturday. There were flatbed trucks for hauling hay bales. There were horse and cattle trailers. There was even a big Kenworth semi-tractor parked between barns. Finally, there were four big Dodge dually super trucks, all painted black with the ranch logo on the doors and tailgates. Alexis was reminded of Yellowstone. She parked her RAV4 in a gap between two big ranch trucks and turned down the Keith Urban she was listening to. Cowboys were moving cows between two corrals. All of the trucks had a logo on the doors—three squiggly blue lines representing creeks. Three Cs for the name of the ranch. It was a tasteful logo for a ranch. Probably, it was a unique cattle brand, too. Then she saw the actual brand on the back hips of the heifers in the stock coral. It was much simpler: “3–C”.
The areas near the barns were a series of corrals. One of them had a young bull in it. Mr. Cole had told her father he had one to sell. Tied to a stock rail by the parking area were two beautiful horses. They were already saddled and waiting. One was a lovely sorrel and the other a chestnut with lovely white markings.  There was a rifle in a saddle scabbard tied to the chestnut. She thought that must be Brad’s horse. The tack and saddles on each horse were some of the finest Alexis had ever seen. She was walking to greet the horses when she heard Brad’s voice, “Well, Miss Houston! Aren’t you the perfect picture of a cowgirl!”
She turned as he walked out of the barn he’d been in and approached her. He took off his hat and held it against his broad chest. “Welcome to the Triple Creek. While you're here, you run the ranch. Anything I have is yours for the asking.” He stepped in and kissed her cheek. “I didn’t get to do that back at the Stockyards and it’s been bugging me ever since. Wow, you smell nice!”
A cowboy rode up to the rail and swung himself off his black horse, tossing the reins around the rail. He was tall and was decked out in leather chaps over his faded jeans. “All set, Brad. We’ve got your gear set up on the east bank. Good afternoon, Miss Houston. Welcome to the Triple-C.” He tipped his hat with his right hand.
Brad spoke, “Alexis Houston, meet Chet Stewart. Do you watch Yellowstone?”
Alexis laughed, “It’s my favorite show. I never miss it.”
Brad chuckled, “Thought you might. Think of Chet as my Rip Wheeler. He’s my foreman and he runs the ranch hands. Though, he ain’t killed nobody for me, yet.”
Chet smiled and laughed in a deep baritone, “Well, sir. The day’s still young. There’s time.” Chet touched his hat again, “Ma’am. Anything you need, let me know.” He gave a big smile and walked into the barn.
Alexis watched Chet leave and then started thinking about her conversation with Margaret. Should she tell Brad now? She didn’t want to tell him during their ride in case he wanted her to leave.
“Uh, Miss Houston?” Brad had been trying to get her attention. “You look like you’re thinkin’ about something important. Do you need a moment?”
Alexis looked up in surprise, “No. I’m, wait. Mr. Cole, I do need some of your time before we ride together. Is there someplace we can sit and talk?”
He smiled, “Sure, there is. Follow me.” He led her around the barn until they reached a grassy hillside beyond the barn. There was a small gazebo set at the edge of a narrow creek. “This is Littlefoot Creek. It’s the first of the three creeks on the Triple-C. Have a seat.” He guided her to take the seat with the best view of the creek. Wildflowers would grow along the banks in summer, but they were gone to seed now. They were still pretty. He sat opposite her. “You definitely look like a girl with something on her mind. I hope you haven’t heard something bad about me that you need me to get off my chest.”
Alexis laughed, “No, sir. It’s not you. It’s me. I was in the Rockmount this morning getting some things for our date, and I did meet someone who knows you. Doris?”
“I do know Doris. Nosy old bat is what she is. She called me right after you left the store. She told me you had some secret I ought to watch out for. Said you ran out like your boots was on fire. I didn’t pay her any attention until you decided you wanted to tell me about it.” He smiled, “Miss Houston, can I call you Alexis?”
“Of course, I wish you would. I’m not usually so formal. May I call you Brad?”
“Same. I just like to be polite, especially with the prettiest girl I’ve seen in these parts. And, Alexis, before you say anything, let me say this: I’m quite sure that we both have our secrets. If you decide yours is none of my business, I’m willing to simply forgive your past and focus on today.”
Alexis smiled. “Thank you, Brad. You are very kind. I still feel I need to share this one, though. This could change your opinion of me.”
He smiled, “Okay, then. So... Doris?”
“Yes, Doris.” She proceeded to tell the story of what had happened in the store and about her “brother,” Alex.
She took a deep breath. “Now, we come to the hard part.” She looked at the water running past them in the creek, wishing she could just float downstream with the cottonwood seeds. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly before beginning her story, “When I was born, I was a typical little girl. I liked wildflowers. I would have loved playing by your creek. I liked to play with dolls. My favorite color was pink, and I loved my grandma’s peanut butter cookies. I liked pretty dresses and patent leather shoes. The problem was, my name was Alex and everybody insisted that I was a little boy. I lived my entire life as a little girl with long brown hair and pigtails, trapped inside the body of a boy I never recognized as me. Every time I looked in a mirror, I expected to see pretty miss Alexis. Instead, I saw stupid boy, Alex.”
She started to cry. Brad handed her a handkerchief. “Thank you, Brad. My dad wanted me to do all of the things you want a son to do. He took me hunting and fishing. We had some horses so I learned to work a farm and to ride. He took me to work at the auction barn. I was on the swim team. All the while, though, Alexis was crying inside of Alex, afraid to tell anybody about her secret pain.
“One day in eighth grade, I met my friend, Jolie. She was with me last night at the Stockyards. We became friends and I trusted her enough to share Alexis with her. I prayed she wouldn’t run away. I was alone and starving for a friend. I was lucky. She understood and we became even better friends, now that she had a girlfriend to share books with. We graduated high school in Greeley and I went to Ft. Collins to study nursing. Jolie came with me and we lived across the hall from each other. At CU, I did have a few more friends who knew about me, but Jolie was always my best girlfriend.
“We graduated and got a house in Denver, where we were away from all the folks who knew Alex. I had a friend, but I was still miserable. You can probably see where this is going.”
Brad was quiet for a moment. “Alexis, I look at you and find this almost unbelievable. I’ll admit that. It’s not that I don’t believe you. It’s just that you are so clearly a girl. Can we skip ahead to the part of this fairy tale where you kiss your frog and turn into this beautiful princess? I’m dying to hear that part of the story.”
Alexis laughed. “You aren’t too far off, Mr. Cole! I desperately wanted a sex change. I was a transgender girl, stuck in Alex’s male body. To make it worse, I was attracted to men, but I wasn’t gay. I was a woman desperate for the affections of a man, but without the desire to be in a gay relationship. I’ll be honest, Brad. There were so many times I wanted to head to the edge of town and toss myself in front of an eastbound train. I was desperate and hurting.
“Rumors started flying around the trans community about a company in Denver doing research that could change men into women. No surgery. Simply make them women. Jolie and I started trying to find them and we finally identified the company as BioFem from some of their early patents. Each time they posted a new call for subjects, Jolie would call and try to gain information about the new study. Finally, we thought we’d found it. I registered and went to an interest meeting. I was selected and allowed to participate, receiving a series of shots. The shots rewrote my DNA and used programmed nanobots to change my body from male to female. The doctors let me make the selections of how I would look. I programmed this body because inside Alex, I knew this is what I always looked like.”
She wiped more tears from her eyes. “Brad. Mr. Cole. I’ve never, in my entire life, been a boy. My body was a mistake. BioFem fixed that and now my body is correct. And, it is so correct that I menstruate and I can have babies. It is a gold-plated miracle. Four months ago, I still looked like Alex. Today, I’m Gary Houston’s daughter; the one nobody ever knew about. The one Doris probably told you all about when she called.”
Brad was silent for a couple of minutes as he looked out across his ranch. Alexis sat in quiet desperation, praying that he wouldn’t run. She was on the verge of asking him what he was thinking. Maybe she should just avoid it all and get back her car. She could cry all the way back to Denver.
Finally, he said, “Man! That is a story! Miss Houston? Do you still feel like going for a ride to see the sunset? I’ve got two horses saddled and waiting to drink from a river. I’ve got a nice picnic set up. I hope you like cold chicken. I might start a fire if you want to heat it up...”
Alexis interrupted, “Brad? Are you okay with what I just told you?”
He turned around and opened his arms, “Come here, Alexis, please?”
She walked over to him and he put his arms around her. Her heart caught in her throat as she fell into his arms and let him embrace her. She seemed to fit perfectly in his arms.
Brad kissed her head and said, “Sweetheart, I’ve never wanted to give a girl a hug so bad in my life. I am so glad you cared enough about me to share that story. It usually takes a while to know a girl enough to trust her. I feel like we skipped ahead several dates with one story. I’m very sorry about Doris. I wish she hadn’t stuck her nose where it didn’t belong, forcing you to tell me sooner than you had planned.” He hugged her more tightly. “Now? I want to know even more about you. If you survived all of that, you are a special brand of strong woman. I just hope I can be worthy of someone like you, Alexis.”
He looked her in the eyes and took her face in his rough hands. He kissed her on the mouth. He held the kiss for a couple of heartbeats, and then released her. He leaned in again and this time she met his lips and they both kissed. They kissed for more than a full minute. Alexis’ body started to flare with heat in ways she’d never known. Surprised, she pulled away, though gently. Her eyes stayed closed for several seconds as she just smiled, savoring her first real kiss as a woman. She knew she wasn’t ready for whatever that heat meant. Not yet. She opened her eyes.
“Alexis, that kiss told me everything I needed to know about you.”
She looked confused, “Why? How?”
He laughed, “Well, darling, it’s like this. I have a confession to make. I have always been a boy and I am an expert in identifying a fully-erect male hard-on. And you just gave me one.” He laughed heartily and started walking back toward the horses. “I’m gonna need a few more minutes before I climb on that gelding, or he’s going turn me into one, too.”
Alexis shook her head and blushed, smiling her cute new smile. Brad liked that smile. She followed Brad back toward the horses. She caught up to him and took his hand.
She said, “Doris was right about one thing. You are a good man, Mr. Cole.” She stood on her tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. “Now you owe me another one!” She ran for the horses.




Chapter Fifteen
Alexis greeted her horse and watched as Brad stepped into a barn for a minute. She looked at her phone and saw a text from Jolie, “Good luck, Allie. I hope you have a great date with your cowboy.” She tucked her phone in her purse and then placed her purse within one of the saddlebags. She checked the draw on her saddle and adjusted the stirrups for her legs. Brad was good. She thought she needed one punch-hole more in the length. She swung herself into the saddle and tested the stirrups. She was wrong. She climbed down and put them back where they were. She unhitched the horse and tossed the reins back, climbing on once more. She stood up and tested the saddle again. It was perfect.
She clicked her tongue and pulled the reins to turn the horse. She nudged him in the slats and trotted Brad’s horse across the parking area. She turned him and galloped back. He had a smooth gate. There was an oil barrel at the other end of the parking area. She turned the horse and rode hard for the barrel, pulling him up in time to make the tight turn. She pushed him harder and stood up to lean forward over his neck, racing for the far end of the lot. Brad stood and watched as she pulled him to a stop in front of him.
Brad was shaking his head and smiling at her. “Well, I’ll be damned! You do know how to ride a horse.”
“Yes, I told you daddy taught me.”
“Yes, you did. Most girls say they can ride and then you might as well saddle a giraffe for all they know about horses. You can spend all day watching them go backwards, if you can even get ‘em in the saddle. I think that horse is actually smiling!”
Alexis gave the steed a good pat on the neck. He was barely breathing hard. “He’s a good horse. I’ve missed riding a good horse.”
Brad, chuckled and said, “Yep, he’s going to love you. Do you need to use the loo before we head out?”
She breathed a sigh of relief. “Yes, I would. Can you hold his reins for me? What’s his name?”
He took the reins from her as she swung down, “I call him, Sergeant. He’s a leader among horses, so he gets the stripes.” Alexis opened the saddlebag to grab her purse.
“That’s a strong name. I like it,” she said. “He’s almost as handsome as you are.” She put her arms around him and gave him a hug, “If I forget to tell you later, I had a really good time on our date and I’d really like to see you again.” She kissed him again. “You smell nice, too.” She walked into the barn. Brad watched the stitching on her pockets swish up and down with her ass as she walked away. He shook his head. Dayum! He hoped he’d never make Miss Houston mad, but he surely did like watching her walk away.
Alexis walked down the center of the barn and found the “loo.” It was like a clean public restroom, reminding her of the restrooms at the Rockies stadium. There were several stalls and even hot air hand dryers. She finished and washed her hands. As she dried them, she realized she had forgotten to buy gloves.
She walked back to Brad and Sergeant and was just about to ask him to loan her a pair when he handed her a pair of nice Lamont work gloves. “I saw you didn’t have a pair. I grabbed those. I hope you don’t mind. They belonged to Cindy, my ex.”
“That’s very thoughtful of you. Thank you. I won’t tell her if you won’t.” She tucked her purse away and swung herself into the saddle again. “Um. Did you take care of that issue you were having?”
“Mostly. It will be gone in a few minutes, I’m sure.” He mounted his horse and the horse immediately tried to throw him off. A few good bucks and some pulling of the reins got him under control. He rode the horse over to where Alexis was watching from a safe distance on Sergeant. “Yep!” He faked a high falsetto. “Gone now.” He slapped his leg and laughed. “Do you know how to rope?”
“Some. It’s been a while. I haven’t tried it since, well, you know.”
“I trust you’ll figure it out if needed. I’m going to let you take this rope. If I get bucked, I need you to snag him. All the pastures are fenced so he can’t really get away. I don’t want to risk him running and turning an ankle. Do you think you can?”
She smiled, “Like you said, I’ll figure it out if I need to.”
He nodded, “I bet you will. Did you ever run the buckets?”
She giggled, “Do you mean barrel race? No. Remember. That’s a girls’ sport. I couldn’t compete.”
He nodded, “That’s a real shame. From what I just watched; you’d have been a natural.”
“Thanks, Mr. Cole. Brad.” She backed Sarge up to make room for Brad to turn his horse. “Lead the way, good sir.”
“Yes, ma’am.” He turned the gelding toward an open pasture and he set off at a trot.
Alexis followed, feeling Sergeant’s rhythm and matching her movements to avoid bouncing too hard. As she followed Brad, she realized that cowgirls weren’t immune to watching a nice ass ride a horse.
Brad rode the horse well. Aside from an occasional errant head turn, the new gelding was behaving. Brad had a good touch with horses and he never had to treat the horse with any harsh corrections. They rode an easy gallop through the first two pastures, Brad climbing off to open the gates for her. Her father had always taught her to walk a horse through a gate. She dismounted to do so each time. After he closed the second gate, he asked, “Darling, would you care to move to a faster gallop? I need to see how he does.”
Confirming that Brad had closed the gate, Alexis said, “I thought you’d never ask!” She spurred her horse with her boot heels and they took off, racing across the next rolling hills. Sergeant ran like he’d been waiting for her to ask. She heard Brad curse something at her and when she turned around, he was charging after her, big-assed grin on his face. She laughed and pulled Sarge back a little to let him catch up.
When he did, he motioned for her to stop, so she gave a good, “Whoa,” and Sarge came to a stop. “I really like your horse. He’s amazing.”
“Well, he sure seems to like you. He enjoys having a little less weight on his back. He’s used to me. That’s like swinging a baseball bat with weights on it. Riding with you has to feel like he’s carrying a little bit of nothing.” He rode his horse in a slow turn until he came back and he was facing her, their horses touching. “Yep. He seems to like you a lot.” He rested the reins in his lap and pushed his hat up with a finger. “I’m starting to think that I do, too.” He tipped his hat back and leaned in to kiss her again. “Hey, Miss Houston. If I forget to tell you later, I had a really good time and I’d like to see you again.”
She laughed, “Shut up and kiss me, cowboy.”
He smiled, “Yes, ma’am. I’ll do that.” They leaned together and their lips met. They kissed for a minute or so. Brad looked to the west. “Sun’s going to be down in about an hour. We’d better do some riding if we want to see it set.”
Alexis did the math and realized how big this ranch had to be if they couldn’t ride across it in another hour. “Hey, Brad? What was your plan for the night if I couldn’t ride like this?”
“I didn’t really have a Plan B. We’d have probably ordered a pizza and sat on the back porch. A total snooze. I’m sure glad you can ride!” He clucked and the gelding started trotting away.
This time, she waited for him to lead before she galloped after him. It really felt good to be back in a saddle; helped greatly by the plumbing she now lacked. The new plumbing was being massaged as her horse rocked back and forth. They’d sped up into a cantor and the horses were bounding forward at a controlled break-neck pace—close to full speed for quarter horses like these. They came to a second creek and stopped to let their horses drink and catch their breath. Alexis climbed down and tied the reins to an Aspen branch.
“Is the stream fresh,” she asked.
“This is one of the first stops after the glacier. Yes, I drink here all the time,” he answered.
Alexis took her Carhartt coat off and stretched her body. She bent to stretch out her back and then twisted her hips to loosen her thighs. “I haven’t ridden in so long! My dad got tired of my dour moods and never wanted to ride with me. Sometimes, I’d want to be alone, so I’d saddle Sundown and ride out onto our land, but we don’t have enough for a proper ride like this. This is wonderful. You’re so fortunate to have all this space.”
He smiled, thinking about how perfect this girl was. She was fun! She was smart. Brutally honest. Trusting him with her history had to have been so hard for her. He was astonished that she seemed so stable. He feared he wouldn’t have been able to survive on the ranch if he’d been in the same situation. He admired her. Sure, he’d been momentarily thrown by the idea that she’d once been Alex, but the way she described it, having a new body was like getting a new pair of glasses. She was still the same. She just felt better about herself. That took real strength.
He knew another thing. The first guy she met who could get past her history, might just have a real woman in his life. He looked at Alexis as she stooped to drink from the creek. If there was an ounce of man left in that body, it certainly wasn’t anywhere he could see. He decided he’d be the first guy. He wanted to see if there was a future with her. He tied up his horse and bent to get a drink, himself. The water was cold and clear. He got a drink and then splashed water at her. It startled her and he got to see what she looked like angry. As he thought: she was cute as hell.
She scrunched up her face and smacked the water with her right hand, sending water back at him. She threw her head back and laughed. If she was cute when she was angry, she was beautiful when she laughed.
Alexis stood up and dried her arms and wiped her mouth. She rubbed Sarge’s muzzle and he pressed his face into her hand.
“He likes you. He likes how you handle him. You’re horse-smart. He trusts you. He’s a good judge of character. I trust you, too.”
She kept scratching the horse and looked at Brad. “You do?”
“Of course, I do. In fact-” He paused, making a decision. “I’m going to give you that horse. He’s now your ride, anytime you want him.”
“Brad, you can’t do that! We just met. You can’t give me your best horse.”
“Well, it’s done. Besides, I’m not putting Gary Houston’s only daughter on anything but my best horse. He’s yours, Lex. I’ll stable him for you or you can keep him on your ranch. You decide.”
“He belongs at the Triple-C. He can stay here. I’ll just have to find a good reason to come visit him. Are you hiring ranch hands? Do you need a good nurse?” She laughed harder than he’d seen her laugh. That smile was melting his heart.
He hooked his finger in the corner of his mouth and pulled like he was a hooked trout.
She walked to him and spread her boots to stand outside of his. She put her arms around his neck and laced her fingers behind his head. “Were you hoping I’d come see you, Mr. Cole? You didn’t have to give me your horse.” She kissed him and whispered, “All you had to do was ask.” They kissed again.
Alexis let the kiss end and bit her lower lip, while nodding her head and backing up. “Is this really our first date? I feel like we’ve kissed a lot more than normal. Am I wrong?”
Brad grinned, “You’re not wrong, but something about you just has to be kissed.”
Alexis smiled. “I feel it, too. You’re like a pair of boots I’ve been wearing long enough to get comfortable. Weird. We’d better ride. Sounds like we’ve still got a way to go. We’re going to miss that sunset. That would be a shame after this nice ride.”
He moved to the left side of his horse and stepped up. We’ve got time. A good gallop should make it.”
They mounted up and galloped away from the coming sunset. The ranch spread out across the plains. They rode up and down rolling hills just tall enough to prevent her from seeing ahead to the river. They galloped straight to the east. On the downslopes, the hills cast shadows that made the temperature drop. Alexis was thankful for her new coat. At one point, they had to ride through a stand of trees, single-file. The sunlight on the Aspens was stunning. Alexis caught Brad taking her picture with his iPhone and turned over her shoulder to give him a big smile. He laughed and said, “Gosh, you’re pretty in this light.” She blushed and turned to ride on.
They crested a final hill and the river was below them. Alexis could see a tent set up near the river. The light in the river valley was golden and the sun was reflecting off the water, bouncing light into the trees beyond the river. She brought Sarge to a stop and just looked at the beauty.
Brad stopped next to her, “Just in time. Let’s go. The river is shallow enough to cross. Our camp is on the other side.” They galloped down the hill and pulled the horses up at the edge of the water. She found a spot on the bank that was the crossing point and nudged Sarge down the slope into the water. He didn’t flinch at all, crossing to the other side. She leaned forward and nudged him again and he lunged up the other bank. She guided the horse to a hitching rail and slid off her horse. She looked back toward the sunset. They still had some time.
Brad jumped down and started opening a set of Zero Halliburton Camera Cases. “Can you set up a tripod? There’s one in that other case.”
Alexis looked in the saddlebag and found a long lead. She hitched it to Sergeant’s bridle and tied the lead to the post. He’d have room to graze. There were horse buckets full of water next to the rail. She bent over the case to find the tripod. She extended the legs and set them wide, positioning it near Brad. “Thank you, Lex. Hey, the light is perfect. How’d you like to model for me?”
He snapped a lens into place. “Here, just stand over here.” He guided her into place by the river. “Put your right hand on the crown of your hat like you are going to take it off. Look at the ground about fifteen feet in front of you and smile.” He stepped back ten feet or so and put his camera to his eye. He smiled and started clicking off images. “Oh, that is perfect! Now, take off the hat and hold it at your side, down here. Turn to me.” He put a flash on the camera and snapped more images. “Now, a few more. Sit on the ground with your feet pointing upstream and bend your knees up. Put the hat back on and look halfway to the sun, maybe at the peak of that hill over there.”
She did as he instructed. More clicks. “You are going to love these! Now, bear with me.” He mounted the camera on the tripod and aimed it at Alexis. He focused on her and then stepped into the shot. “Take off your coat.” He helped her out of the jacket and took his off. He turned her to face him and tipped the rims of their hats back. He put his hands on her hips and she put hers on his. He pushed a button on a remote and images started clicking off. He bent down and kissed her. She smiled and then kissed him. “Now turn and point at the camera with your left hand.” He turned and pointed with his right. Several more images rattled away. “One more. Stand with your back to the camera and look at it over your right shoulder.” He fluffed her hair a bit to create some flying hair strands in the wind. “Good!”
Brad started pulling the gear apart and browsed through the images on the view screen. He smiled. “Here. Look at these.” He handed her the camera and showed her the buttons to move through the images. She looked beautiful in the light. She looked like a beautiful cowgirl.
“You’re really good.” She got to the images when they kissed. Tears started running down her cheeks. She started crying.
“Alexis, what is it?” He turned her to him and hugged her. She held the camera at her side and gave him a one-armed hug. “Lex? What’s wrong?”
“Brad, I look so happy. I’m not used to seeing myself happy in pictures, and these are beautiful. I have been so unhappy for so long that seeing myself so joyful just makes me feel all of the relief at once. It’s a lot for me to process. Now, weren’t you going to shoot that sunset?”
“Alexis, I’ve seen a bunch of sunsets. Ain’t none of them as pretty as your smile. I already got the images I came for.”




Chapter Sixteen
Alexis held Brad’s hand and turned to look at the tent. “So, it’s nearly dark. You set up a tent. Were we planning to ride home in the dark or was it your plan to convince me to spend the night out here?”
He smiled. “I’m willing to do either. Sarge knows how to get home. As good as you ride, we can make it in the dark with no troubles. Or, we’ve got sleeping bags and cots in the tent. You have your own sleeping bag. I’ll be a perfect gentleman.”
Alexis went to the door of the tent and looked inside. “It’s nice.” She gave him a coy wink. “What if I’d like you to be a little less than a perfect gentleman?” She took off her hat and tossed it inside the tent. She pulled off the denim shirt and tossed it inside, as well. She was down to her red tank and jeans. Brad whistled.
“Wow! In this light, you look radiant.” He grabbed his camera and fired a few more shots.
Alexis pulled off her boots and set them next to the door of the tent. “Put that camera down, please.” She released her belt buckle and let the buckle hang as she unbuttoned her jeans and started wiggling the tight jeans over her ass and down her legs. Brad watched her clumsy striptease with a big grin on his face. “Am I going to need to put my boots back on to come over there, or are you going to join me inside the tent?”
He smiled, “Put your boots on. I want to light the fire. Then, I’ll follow that cute ass anywhere you want me to go.”
Alexis put her feet back in her boots and walked over to where Brad was stacking wood inside a fire ring. “Do you have any idea how cute you are like this? I love the boots and underwear look on you.” He pulled out a plastic bottle of lighter fluid and squirted the flammable liquid all over the stacked wood. “I’d do this the old-fashioned way to impress you with my manly skills, but just now, I’m in a bit of a hurry. There’s this crazy cowgirl in my camp and I need to see what she wants.” He lit a match and tossed it on the wood. There was a huge, “Ba-whoosh!” as the wood ignited in a small mushroom cloud. He pulled off his jacket and tossed it near the tent.
Alexis met him as he walked toward the tent and blocked his path. She wrapped her arms around him and looked into his eyes, “You look pretty good in this light, too, cowboy. Kiss me.” He removed his hat and leaned into kiss her. They began slowly but their passions began growing and soon his hands were on her body and she was pulling at his shirt. She pulled at his belly to untuck the shirt and then began working at the buttons. They continued kissing, not wanting to break that intimacy. She freed the last button and pulled the shirt aside to get at his chest. He shrugged his arms and then pulled the shirt off. The firelight revealed that Brad had a lot of tattoos on his arms and chest. “You have tattoos,” she whispered and she started tracing some of the work with her fingers.
“Does that surprise you,” he asked?
“You’ve been nothing but surprises today.” She looked at his arm and touched one of the larger images. “I’ve never really cared for them, but on you, I like them. They’re kinda sexy.”
He chuckled and smiled brightly, “Then feel free to explore them all you want, Lex. Do you have any?”
She laughed and spun in the light, “Not much room to hide them in this outfit, is there?” She landed back in his arms. “No. I don’t have any.” She sucked her bottom lip and traced a swirl of ink on his left arm. “As much as yours are turning me on, I might like one, though. Would that turn you on?”
He grinned, “Babe, right now, I can’t tell the difference between me being turned on by you, or the idea of some cool ink on your naked body. But I am in the fully-on position. Maybe we need to explore each other and find a good spot for one...”
They kissed again. Lex let her hands roam over his body, feeling the muscles that had been hidden under his shirt with his tattoos. Brad had the lean muscles of a man who’d worked outside all his life; tight skin over muscles like steel cables.
He paused their kiss and took her hand. He whispered, “You’re okay with this? You don’t have to do this? I’m not pressuring you, right?”
“I’ve wanted to feel this forever. You’re a good man, Mr. Cole. Please, touch me. But be gentle? I’ve never been with anyone before. I have lots to learn.” She ran her fingernails through the thick hair on his chest. They started kissing again. This time, though, he let his hands explore her body. Starting with her hips, he held her waist and kissed her passionately. His fingers slid to her ass and he started squeezing her with strong hands. He groaned.
 “Oh, sweetheart, is that pesky man hard-on back?” She pressed herself against him, grinding herself on his erection. He was very hard. She squeezed his butt and rubbed his jeans. “Take those off. Please.”
He kicked his boots off and pulled off his jeans. She could see the shape of his erection in the firelight. He returned to kissing her and started letting his hands rove over her breasts. She gasped as he squeezed her roughly through her shirt and bra. She could sense his hunger for her. Nobody had ever wanted her like this. She wanted to feel his skin on hers. She stripped out of her tank and then his hands were under her bra, squeezing her and rubbing her nipples. She was squealing with glee and desire to feel him even more.
She slid her right hand down his belly until she contacted his rigid cock, bulging through his underwear as hard as he could be. The first couple of inches were stretched beyond his elastic. She rubbed the flesh and squeezed him gently. She’d never enjoyed having her own but she wanted to enjoy this one. She wanted it bad. He groaned again and then helped her remove her bra. He picked her up like she weighed nothing, wrapping his arms under her butt. His mouth was on her breasts and he was licking at her cherry-red nipples; making them hard like buttons. The chill air was making them even harder. All she could do from above him was to rub her hands through his thick hair and caress his strong face. She did, combing his hair in circles as he continued to lick her excited breasts. Each time she let his hair fall, it landed back on the proper side of his center part. It fell back where it should be—not where she put it. She giggled and tried again. He put her down and she returned to playing with his cock while she kissed his chest and then his lips.
“Brad, I want you. I want to feel you in me. I want to feel your hard cock press its way into me. I’ve never had a man before. I want you.” She felt his hands grip her panties and then they were around her ankles. She struggled to get her boots through her panties, but managed it after a few moments.
He was on his knees as he pulled her panties free. He gripped her by the ass and pressed his face between her thighs, kissing and licking at her through the little pubic hair she’d not shaved this afternoon.
“Oh! My!” She squealed. She’d never imagined what that would feel like. She’d barely had time to explore down there, herself. He ate at her with hunger. She leaned back against the horse rail and spread her legs a little wider. Brad dove into her a little deeper, pressing his tongue into her now-dripping folds. He squeezed her ass and rubbed her pussy with his thumbs. Alexis let her fingers pull at his hair and to grip his head, pulling him upward to her clitoris.  “Oo-oh, fuck! Oh, Brad! Don’t stop. Oh, God!”
Alexis had been feeling the heat inside her build into a bonfire. Brad sucked at her clit one too many times and she screamed in surprise and glee as she felt her first orgasm. She was panting like she’d just run up the hill above their camp. “Oh, Brad! Oh, God!” She patted the side of his face and pulled him to stand. “Who-ooh, oh, my!” She kissed him and tasted herself on his mouth. “I want you so bad!” She pulled his underwear down and played with his dick, pulling at him and trying to press him between her legs.
He gripped his own cock and held it at the base. Alexis was wet and struggling to help him push it into her vagina. She was in a hurry but fumbling. “Shhh. We’ve got all night, Lex. Let me help.” He pressed the tip to her lips and rubbed it through her wet folds. The head entered her by an inch and then she wrapped her legs around him as her body slid onto his thick shaft. She started thrusting himself into her slowly and repeatedly. She moaned with each of his movements as her pussy swallowed all of him with each move of his hips. “Oh, Brad!” She rode his cock like a bull rider; bucking up and down with his movements.
Brad slowed and pulled himself free. The firelight threw a shadow of his erection on the wall of the tent as he walked over to Sarge and pulled a bedroll from behind the saddle. He tossed the blanket onto the ground several feet from the fire. He sat on the blanket and guided her onto his lap. She used her fingers to part her vaginal lips as she sat on his cock and slid down between his knees and started riding him. Her boobs pressed tightly against his chest and he put his face between them.
Alexis bounced on his cock and started moaning harder and louder as she lifted herself up and then let herself drop on him. Pressure started to build inside her belly once more. If felt amazing as she started to squeeze him with each insertion. She’d never felt a cock before tonight. She wiggled around because it felt good inside her. She gripped him around his back, pressing her breasts into his chest once more. All of the stimulation worked to a crescendo and Alexis started convulsing on his dick as she came for a second time. She tossed her hair back and looked at the sky. Stars were starting to appear in the midnight blue tapestry of the Colorado sky. Her orgasm flooded through her in waves and having Brad inside her was amazing. She kept fucking him until she watched his face while he filled her with his cum.
Brad spoke, “My god, darling, you are amazing. It’s never that good the first time two people knock their boots together!”
“Thank you, Brad. Thank you for being so good to me. I...”
“Shhh, girl. People tend to say things in these moments they question once this glow wears off. Did you enjoy yourself?”
“I did. I really did. Can we do it again? I mean, if you want to?”
“Damn, girl! Why wouldn’t I want to? The second time is always even better. Do you want to stay out here by the fire, or would you like to move into the tent,” he asked. He was still sliding his hands across her lower back and butt.
He kissed her and then smiled, stopping to say something, “I want to say something once, and then I’ll never say it again. That company, that helped you fix your Alex issue? They did some outstanding work. Nobody in the world would ever know you haven’t been your daddy’s little girl since the day you were born. And from this second on? That’s the only way I’ll ever treat you.”
She beamed; her smile as happy as he’d seen it yet today. “How did I get so lucky to meet the only perfect man in the world on my first try?”
“You do have some amazing luck, but baby, I’m the lucky one,” he whispered. He kissed her again. “Let’s move into the tent. It’s going to start cooling off out here. We’ll test that second time theory and then I’ll make you some dinner.”
Alexis jumped up. She was only wearing her Ropers. The fire lit her body, casting half of her in the bright glare and the other into shadows. Brad, still the photographer, saw all of her beauty in the golden light and wished he could take that image. He closed his eyes and promised he’d remember her like this the rest of his life. He was already hoping that she’d spend that life with him.
He shook his head at his good fortune and followed her into the tent.
They made love another time, laying on bed rolls on the floor of the tent. They took their time. Alexis wanted to explore Brad’s body and she took more time to look at the tattoos on his arms. He asked, “Do you really like them?”
She kept tracing a particular swirl with her index finger, “I’ve never paid much attention to them, before. I didn’t think I’d find them so... so hot! But on you... I really like them. Why did you select them? Do they have particular meaning?”
He went silent for a moment as he thought about her question, then responded, “You know, some of them do have meaning. I got my first when my granddad died. I wanted to remember him so I went and got some ink done. My dad hated it, but I was nineteen and didn’t much care if he approved, or not. I got another when I lost a buddy in Afghanistan. He was my roommate in college and he died while I was workin’ the ranch. But after that, I sort of had the bug for ink. I started getting them because I liked the way they looked and there was a lot more whim than meaning. Now, I don’t need much of an excuse to add one.” He went thoughtful, again. “For something so permanent, there ought to be more care taken in my selections.”
Lex leaned forward and kissed a tattoo inked below his collarbone. She kissed it gently and laid her cheek against it, looking at his mouth. He bent to kiss her and helped pull her closer so he could kiss her more deeply. As happens with new lovers, it took nothing to rev their passions into another round of passionate sex. This time went fast and hard and Alexis held on, waiting to feel Brad come with her. As they caught their breath and held one another, Alexis said, “That settles it for me. I want one. I want you to help me pick something.”
He touched her chin gently, lifting her face so he could see her eyes, “Do you have something you want to commemorate?”
She smiled, “I want something permanent to remember the day I became a woman. If that isn’t a major milestone in my life, nothing I do will be. And, it will help me remember tonight, too. You helped me through a new milestone, too. Thank you.”
“Oh, girl. I think you’ll have a few days left to remember ahead of you.”
“Maybe some more with you...”
“Maybe so.” He smiled, “Maybe so.”
They broke into the cooler and fed each other cold chicken while they sat near the fire sharing a blanket. They also shared a bottle of wine, talking and laughing until it became impossible to keep their hands off of each other and they hurried back into the tent.




Chapter Seventeen
Alexis had never known this kind of happiness. After her night with Brad, she was no blushing virgin anymore. She’d fallen asleep in his arms and had awakened in the same position with his hand cupping her right breast. His other hand held tight at the V of her waist and hip. What she wouldn’t give to wake up like this every day. Something about him just felt right.
After a spooning quickie when they woke up, she left the tent to relieve herself, only slipping on her boots to protect her feet. She trusted they were too remote to worry about anyone but Brad seeing her hike nude into the bushes. She regretted not grabbing more clothes the moment she was already committed. She followed the creek downstream and walked behind a juniper; stopping short as she rounded the bush. A small herd of deer was drinking from the creek; the buck looked up at her. He was big; eight points or more. Alexis shivered in the morning chill and rubbed her hands together for warmth. She cupped her cold chest as she waited to see how the buck would react. Maybe if she’d been wearing clothes, he would have considered her more dangerous and run. Maybe he knew she wouldn’t be giving chase to his herd wearing nothing but those boots. Instead, he put his head down and grazed at some grass at his feet. Alexis crouched and peed. She stood up, gave the buck a smile and did a happy little dance, and hurried back to their tent.
As she dove back inside the tent; her teeth were chattering. Brad said, “Girl, what in hell were you thinking?”
Her teeth continued to vibrate as she said, “I needed to pee. There’s a herd of mule deer down river. The buck watched me squat. You might want to kill him for looking at your girl like that.”
He grabbed his camera and stalked downstream. He came back. “They’re gone. They’d seen you naked. Must have decided their lives were complete.”
“You’ve seen me naked. Is your life complete now,” she asked, winking at him?
He chuckled, “Not complete, but I’m a lot happier for having seen you naked, I’ll say that for sure!” He handed her the underwear set she had worn the day before.
They dressed. Brad made them a quick breakfast. They saddled their horses. Brad had remembered to remove their saddles and had pulled off their tack, buck naked. Her cowboy! He laughed and told Alexis that in all his life, he’d never removed saddles like that before.
They took their time riding back. She was in no rush and Brad told her that Chet would have the ranch moving already, saying it was good to be the boss. They talked about anything and everything. At one point, they had even touched on the possibility of their future together. Alexis was already seeing that future each time she looked into his eyes and watched him smile. She’d never been on a date but she’d read about them a lot. Even in romance novels, they never went like this.
They were riding up a steep knoll when they started to hear hooves and whistling. Cows were mooing and running. Dust filled the air in the sun. Cowboys. Brad told her that his boys were moving a herd to another pasture and they were going to have to ride through that same pasture to get home.
Alexis thought about putting her denim shirt back on, but the sun was up and she didn’t want to be too warm. Sergeant’s body was so warm, she was already sweating. They crested the hill and she got to see a working ranch in action for the first time since she had been a teen. Seven cowboys had a herd of about 100 head of Black Angus cows moving in a near-perfect line, crossing the pasture in front of them. She and Brad stopped to watch them work for several minutes.
Chet saw them at the top of the hill. He shouted something to one of his hands and then trotted over to them. “Good morning, boss. Ma’am.” Lex wondered how much Chet knew or suspected about their night by the river, but other than a wry smile, he kept his thoughts to himself.
“How’s that gelding? Did he settle down on your ride?”
Brad leaned forward and rubbed the neck of his horse and gave him a couple of firm pats. “He’s doing good. We had a couple of moments that we had to negotiate, but we came to terms.”
Chet turned to Alexis, “And Miss Houston, how was your ride? Did Sarge treat you alright?”
Alexis smiled and leaned forward to give the horse a good hug. “I’ve never been on a better horse. He was a perfect gentleman for the entire ride. He did everything I wanted him to, or were you talking about the horse?” She smiled and raised her eyebrows.
Brad and Chet started laughing. Chet was still chuckling when he said, “I like this one, boss. She might be a keeper.”
Brad smiled and nodded, “Oh, I have a good feeling about this one, Chet. And, I’m giving her that horse. Sarge is now her ride. I’ll pick another. The boys keep him on the same routine, but the Sergeant now reports to Miss Houston.”
Chet didn’t even blink in surprise. He nodded and gave his boss a little smile, “You got it, boss. I can already tell that horse is happy with her. We’ll take good care of him, ma’am.”
Alexis smiled at Chet, “Thank you, Mr. Stewart.”
“You can call me Chet, ma’am. It looks like you may be the lady of the ranch, so call me Chet.”
She thanked him, “And you can call me…” Chet cut her off.
“And I can call you Miss Houston. Thank you, ma’am.” He smiled. “Just tether those boys at the bunkhouse. I’ll have one of the boys groom ‘em for you.”
Alexis asked, “Chet, may I groom him? I’d like to get to know him a little better and I’ve always thought a good grooming was the best way to thank my horse for a good ride.”
Chet smiled and looked at Brad, “Yep. I like this one, boss. Don’t fuck this up.” He turned his horse and galloped back. A calf had broken free of the herd. Chet charged him down and used his horse to dance the calf back into line.
Lex looked at Brad, “That’s a good cowboy, there. He knows his work.”
“He’s a good cowboy and a good friend. He’s worked for my family since we were in high school. He knows everything that happens on this ranch. I trust him with my life. And just like that horse, he knows people. He likes you, Lex.”
“Gosh. Brad, I’m starting to feel like a little fish who’s gotten herself in to a fast-moving stream. I’ve been with you for fifteen hours and I already feel like I’m being swept into the current. Chet’s already calling me the lady of the ranch? I have never had a better day than today, but can we see how tomorrow goes before I’m being given keys to the barn?”
Brad moved his horse close to her. He leaned forward until their hats were touching. “Lex, Chet is just happy to see me happy. I’ve never given a horse to a woman before and I guess that has meaning on a ranch, especially when the horse is the pride of the operation. Sarge is still a stallion and he earns more than any of our other horses. And, yes. That has significance, even for me. But seeing how happy you are on that horse? And, seeing him respond to you? He’s already in love with you. He’d jump off a cliff if you asked him to do it. Truth is, he isn’t my horse anymore.” He gestured across the field. “Let’s get back. Ride behind the herd and we’ll cut across this pasture.”
Alexis worried that she’d ruined things. “Brad, wait, please.”
He stopped and turned back.
Alexis stroked at the horse’s mane, nervously, “Brad, last night by the fire, you told me to be cautious about saying things in the afterglow that I might not mean after it was gone, and, you were right. I was on the verge of telling you that I love you. Well, the glow is gone and I’m still just reeling at this rush of feelings I have for you. For a girl who’s never known love, this is really scary. I don’t want it to end, but it scares the piss out of me. I’m suddenly living a dream I had as a girl and I don’t know if it’s real or if I just haven’t woken up, yet.”
Brad gave her a smile like one of those Rip would give Beth Dutton. It only made things worse as it was so endearing. “Lex, you’re right. I’m sorry. The only commitment I have a right to is that I hope we have another date. I’ll move forward at any pace you like. Believe it or not, I feel the same way. When we met in the bar, I was hypnotized. I was lost, thinking about you, Miss Houston. We spent two minutes together and I was already dreaming of you. When you walked to my table and asked to set up our first date, my heart about jumped out of my mouth. I was holding my breath. Those ranchers I was with? They were just as smitten. They all wanted to know how I got to be the lucky one. I’m still asking myself that question. All of those boys know your dad. They easily could have been the one and I’d be the one suckin’ hind teat.”
“I asked Chet to set up our camp because it felt right. I let you ride that horse because it felt right. I spent the night making love with you because, my goodness you felt right! I’m scared, too, Lexi. I’ve never had a woman fall into my life and just snap into place like a magnet. I’ve dated ten women in my life. Two of them were gals I really liked and found myself in a relationship. I never felt this with them.”
“Lex, when I fell asleep last night, I dreamed about us. I suddenly feared that our entire night had just been a dream and I woke up. Feeling your skin curled in my arms gave me a calm I haven’t felt before, and I hugged you closer; afraid you’d disappear in the morning mist. You didn’t wake up, but you snuggled deeper into my arms. I just hugged you tight, smiling at my good luck.”
They were still close enough that each time their horses moved, her hat slipped around on her head. She exhaled. “I already miss those arms. I’ve never felt so safe. I slept like a baby.” She gave him that little smile he loved. “It seems like we both fell in that river Mr. Cole. My swim coach always told me that if we ever fell into a river, we shouldn’t fight the current. We should swim with it until we found a spot to come ashore.
He smiled and looked into her eyes, “It seems that we’re both trying to fight the current. If we’re both in the river together, let’s trust each other and try to land in a good place.”
She pressed close enough to kiss him. He grinned. “Does this mean we’re a couple?”
“I believe it does. It seems wrong to question destiny. Let’s see where this thing lands.” She spurred her prized horse into a trot and rode across the pasture.




Chapter Eighteen
As she was part of the way to Greeley, Alexis decided she’d drive home. She’d taken an hour to groom Sergeant, treating him with all the respect he commanded as the pride of Brad’s herd. He was a beautiful sorrel in color with a perfect white blaze on his nose. His mane was black, as was his tail. She hosed him down of their sweat and brushed out all of the dust from his coat.
Getting to know him, she checked his shoes and checked his mouth to make sure he wasn’t chewing his bridle. Brad gave the gelding to one of the ranch hands. He kissed her and said he’d leave her to her horse while he needed to make a few calls. He asked her to come up to the house before she drove out.
She put Sarge into his stall and gave him a sugar cube from her palm. He put his head down and let her put her forehead against his blaze. “You are a good boy, aren’t you. You’re a real lover.” She gave his neck a good scratch and walked up to the house.
She rang the bell and waited on the front porch for the door to open. She heard running and Brad pulled the door open. He stepped aside to let her step in. Alexis chuckled, “Oh, you don’t want me in your home! I’m a mess!” She stopped, just inside the door.
She peeked inside at the large entry room. She could tell the house was beautiful. “I don’t want this date to end, Brad. You’ve given me so much. I feel like a princess in a fairy tale; but one where the princess smells like a horse barn.”
“I do have a shower if you want to use it. I might even have some of Cindy’s duds around. They’d probably fit well enough to get you home.”
“Thank you, no. I’m going to visit my folks since I’m close. I’ll clean up there.”
“Do you have, uh, your clothes there? You could take a clean set to put on… so you don’t…”
“Brad, you’re so thoughtful. Thank you. I would like that. I’d be swimming in his old clothes.” She gave him a quick kiss. I’ll wait on the porch. I’m going to ruin your lovely home.” She turned and opened the door. She saw a porch swing and thought she couldn’t mess it up too badly. She sat.
Brad was gone for five minutes and returned with a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved V-neck tee. “There’s a pair of underwear in there, too. I don’t want to assume…”
“I’ll take them. Thanks.” She laughed. “I’d better go or I’ll never leave.”
“Honey, if that’s where the river is flowing, I’ll trust the river. Nobody here is gonna’ tell you to leave.”
She’d managed to kiss him goodbye. The road into Greeley was long and straight. That was good as her mind couldn’t handle any more curves. She was simply in awe of what had happened in the last twenty-four hours. She parked behind her mom’s car at their little ranch, and walked in the back door, carrying the bag of Cindy’s clothes.
“Mom? I’m home!” Alexis waited in the back hall, listening for a response. She heard the stairs thump with footsteps and knew her mom was coming downstairs. Alexis stepped into the kitchen. “Hi, mom.”
“Alexis, this is a nice surprise. How was your date with Mr. Cole?”
Alexis smiled shyly, and looked at her boots. “It was absolutely amazing.” Her mom crossed the kitchen to give her a hug.
“Girl, you smell like a cattle sale. Your dad’s going to be home soon. Why don’t you run upstairs and hose off. Shew! You can tell me about your date when you blow that stink off you.”
Lex stopped at the laundry room and stripped down to her undies. She emptied her pockets and tossed all of her clothes in the washer. She looked around and decided to risk it. She stripped off her bra and panties and tossed them inside with the rest of her things. She added soap and turned it on. She grabbed Cindy’s things and did the naked run up the stairs to her bedroom.
Daddy was home when she came downstairs and found him and her mom preparing dinner in the kitchen. His cowboy hat was on the table. She picked it up to hang on their rack above her new Stetson. Her dad looked at her and back to the pot he was drying. He did a double take and paused to look at her properly.
“Hey, Alexis. Gosh, you still take my breath away. I’m still bowled over by learning you were our daughter.”
He put the pot down and hugged her. “So your date worked out? Did you find a way to tell him?”
“I did, daddy. I told him as soon as I got to his ranch. He simply accepted me. We spent the night together in a tent by the Bigfoot River.”
Her dad grimaced and said, “You spent the night with him, he didn’t…”
She stopped him, “do anything I didn’t ask him to do. He was the perfect gentleman.” She looked at her mom and winked, “but I asked him four times and again at sunrise!” She giggled.
Her dad spluttered, “Jesus Christ, Alex! Alexis! I know you’ve been hiding in there all your life, but damn. This is new to me, son. Goddammit! Daughter!” He stopped himself. He paused and took a breath. “Alexis. You are my daughter, and I love you. I need to be eased into this a little more slowly, sweetheart.” He shook his head. “Shit! Can you do that for me, sugar? Do you think…do you think we can maybe have lunch and talk about something else before you break it to me that you’re already bedding down with one of my biggest customers?”
Alexis smiled, “I’m sorry, daddy. I’m just suddenly free and I’m so very happy. I went on a beautiful date with a wonderful man who treated me like a queen. I had the best ride of my life on the best horse I’ve ever ridden.”
“He didn’t let you ride that stallion, did he?”
Alexis so badly wanted to make the joke about riding two stallions last night, but decided against it. “He did. Sergeant. God he’s a beautiful horse.”
“He outta be! He’s worth about a million dollars.”
Alexis, who had just taken a bite of her mother’s mashed potatoes, choked and almost spit them across the table. “He’s what?”
“He’s worth about a million dollars, honey.” When Alexis didn’t say anything, he asked, “Why? You didn’t damage that horse, did you? Because there’s no…”
“Daddy, no! He was perfect. He is perfect. It’s just… Brad, I mean Mr. Cole… he gave me his horse. He said he’d never seen a rider and a horse synch up like we did. He was afraid that if he tried to ride him again, he’d get thrown. He told me that Sarge was mine. I could stable him here, or he’d stable him for me.”
Her dad shook his head. “Did he give you the horse before or after?”
“Before what? Oh! Daddy! Before. He gave him to me before we made love.”
Her dad shook his head again, “Honey, I thought we talked about that. I guess I asked. I’m sorry. That’s my fault. I won’t make that mistake again.”
“Well, that’s the biggest engagement ring I’ve ever heard of.”
“Daddy, we aren’t engaged. We definitely have something, though. We both felt it. We both recognized that we were moving way too fast and agreed to slow things down.”
“You’re sure you aren’t mistaken about that horse? I mean…”
“No. I’m not. I was there when he told Chet, I mean Mr. Stewart, that he was to care for him for me. He gave orders to keep his men exercising him and that he was to have him ready to ride or travel at my request.”
He grinned, “Well, I agree. Those were rather specific instructions to be a mistake, and that Chet Stewart’s about the best ranch foreman I know. That horse is in good hands. I think that likely, you are, too.”
He stood up and kissed her on the top of the head. “Just so you know, I sell that horse’s spunk for about $50,000 a squirt.”
“Daddy!”
Alexis’ phone beeped with a text, “Uh, darling, you might not want to leave Mr. Cole hanging. If he texts, don’t… what do they call it? Don’t ghost him, okay?”
“No. I would never. Love you, daddy!”
“Love you, too, Alexis.” He walked out the back door to get in his truck.
Brad had sent her a picture from last night. It was of her face as she looked into the sunset. She smiled, remembering the photo shoot, how she had felt so safe in his focus. Alexis ate a bite of her lunch and then looked at her mother. Her mother was silently staring a hole in her daughter. “What, mother?”
“I’m afraid you’ve fallen into deep water, here little girl. Brad Cole is a good man and your father’s biggest customer. I hope you know what you’re doing. If you make him an enemy, he could kill your father’s business with a single phone call.”
Alexis rolled her eyes, “Mom, he’s not like that. There is no way he’d ever do something that bad. He is the kindest, most generous human I’ve ever met. He listened to my story and simply accepted me. He said that for him, I’ve always been Alexis, and other than a few gentle questions, he accepted me. He held me. He loved me. We know we are moving too fast. We even said the same thing about having fallen in a fast-moving stream. We were moments away from pledging our love to each other but we stopped, mama. But I swear to you today, if that man had asked me to marry him this morning, I’d have said I would. I love him. He loves me.”
Her mother’s eyebrows climbed up her forehead. “Then, I’m happy for you, Allie. Don’t breathe a word of this to your father; not until you’ve courted a little more, okay? And baby, did that company give you birth control?”
Alexis blushed, “Yes, mother. I’m on the pill.”
“One more thing. I just want to tell you. You are a beautiful young woman. I’m proud of you. My heart was broken for more than twenty years. I knew you were a girl, honey. I just didn’t know what to do for you. There was nothing we could do so we did nothing, which I’m sure made things worse. I’m so happy that you found a way to grant my only wish for you. I wanted to give you this. I’m so sorry that I couldn’t.” She picked up her purse. “Can you clean up? I’m late for my hair appointment.”
Alexis smiled. “Of course, I can. Thank you, mother.”
They hugged, “You be good to that young man. He could be very good for you.”




Chapter Nineteen
Alexis had been seeing Brad for just over three months, and everything was going great. Their night in the mountains had been so much fun and the sex had been everything she had hoped for. It had only gotten better. He took her everywhere and she was meeting more ranchers than she had ever known. None of them could believe that she had escaped their notice long enough for Brad to snatch her up. They weren’t shy about telling him. Alexis had been raised around ranchers, so she was used to how they paid compliments by showing open jealousy, but after a lifetime of trying to hide from others, she was suddenly in the spotlight and trying to handle it.
Her newfound attention had become a central focus of her therapy sessions with Margaret. The doctors had given her the shot that would halt her development and cause the nanos to be flushed from her body. Before they’d gotten her development stopped, her “B and a half” cup size had become a firm C-cup. She hadn’t wanted her body to cause undue notice, but her fast-growing confidence made her forget about her initial concerns. She was a beautiful woman and she had beautiful curves.
Alexis seemed to be adapting to her new world. She and Jolie had staged a “purge fire” where all things that belonged to ‘Alex’ were burned in a pyre on the Triple-C. She’d collected all of his clothing, minus a few mementos her mother insisted keeping, and tossed it in a collection bin for Goodwill. Her trophies and medals, won in childhood swim meets, all went on the toxic fire.
She was spending more nights on the ranch than not. Brad had given her as much of his closet as she wished. She could stay a week without running out of clothing. She had “renegotiated” her deal for Sergeant. “I just can’t accept such a valuable horse, Brad. I’m content to be able to ride him when I wish.” She leaned close to him on the sofa and whispered, “And besides, if we keep swimming in this current, I can say he’s ‘our horse,’ anyway.” She did ask if he would help her select a new saddle.
He kissed her, “I’d be happy to, sweet thing.”
Brad, who was truly a brilliant photographer, had adorned his home with several of the images he’d made of her during their first sunset. The silhouettes were simply stunning and Alexis couldn’t believe that the happy cowgirl was she. Her favorite was one where she was kissing Brad. She loved it so much that she now insisted that if they walked past the photograph together, he was required to kiss her again.
She was now his favorite model and he frequently posed her in front of a random something, creating a picture she couldn’t see until he’d shared it with her after the shoot. She trusted his judgement and had even allowed him to photograph her in his bed as the morning sun lit the room. While she had been naked, none of his images stole her modesty; always covered enough by a sheet or blanket to imply how sexy she was without objectifying her.
She had ridden with him to the river two more times and they had stayed in the tent each time. On the most recent trip, he had asked if he could take some special pictures of her. Boots, underwear, and a checked flannel shirt unbuttoned to reveal her naked breasts. The shirt covered her nipples as he took her picture poking a cattle brand in the fire at night. He posed her in many ways. She didn’t do any nudes, but damn the final prints were sexy. Alexis hadn’t wanted to be a supermodel, but she was still a beautiful, confident woman who looked great in her man’s camera lens.
She was going riding so much that she now owned ten pairs of jeans and three pairs of boots. Chet had been correct. She was becoming the Lady of the Ranch, and all of the cowboys removed their hats and greeted her whenever she encountered them around the barns. She couldn’t walk sixty feet without hearing, “Miss Houston,” from all passing cowboys.
Jolie had also grown up around horses, so she accompanied Alexis on her rides whenever she could. The ranch hands seemed to be taking notice of her, too. Chet had declared Jolie off limits because he wanted peace in the bunkhouse. Besides, Jolie had met another ranch owner while with Alexis and she was hoping that she might have her own love story.




Chapter Twenty
On a Tuesday morning in their second month together, Alexis and Brad woke early. She’d been spending more time at his ranch as the couple grew even closer. They’d just made love as the sunrise lit his bedroom. Alexis stepped out of the shower and wrapped her fluffy towel around her chest and combed out her wet hair. She was admiring her new tattoo in the mirror. It was still a little red from having been recently inked. She and Brad had gone into town the previous weekend and they had selected a design for her left biceps that was similar to the one on his. They’d had so much fun. He tickled her while she squealed in excitement as the artist committed ink to skin.
Now, she would forever share this ink with him. Like his, hers was entirely hidden by any short-sleeve shirt. The bottom barely showed in her scrubs unless she reached over her head for something. It would only be visible when wearing a tank top or a bikini. While still in the chair, she said, “I already know what I want to put on my right arm.”
Brad asked, “Yeah? What’s that?”
“The names of your kids.”
He laughed, “That’s really nice of you, but don’t you think their mother should do that?”
She scowled at him, “Bradley Cole! I’m going to…”
“Well, if you’re that committed, I guess I could let you be their mom.”
“Deal.”
Brad was finishing up in the shower as Alexis glanced out a side window, “Brad, there’s a truck and horse trailer coming up the drive. Are you expecting new horses today?”
Brad stepped from the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist before walking to the window. “No. No new horses. Just one old man and his horse. That’s my dad.” He held the curtain back and looked back at her, “Do you have plans today, babe?”
“I was going to drive into town to see mom, but not until later. Why?”
“I have a feeling that my dad wants to go riding.” Brad’s lips were tight; not quite a smile.
Alexis noticed, “What’s that look for?”
Brad chuckled, “Let me clarify. I think he’s going to want to go riding with you.”
“Me? Why?” Alexis blushed. “Why would he...”
“He does this. He and ma moved a bit west once I took over the ranch, but this is still his ranch. Whenever I start getting close with a woman, he shows up and wants to go riding. Kind of his interview process. I didn’t know he was coming today or I would have warned you about this game.”
“It doesn’t sound like a game to me! It sounds terrifying. Uh, Brad, what do I do? Do I just get dressed or do I dress for riding?”
“It will go better if you act like you knew he was coming. I’ll radio Chet to have Sarge saddled with your new tack. You throw on your work jeans and those work Ropers you wear.”
Alexis pursed her lips. “What are you going to wear?”
“Oh, darling, I won’t be going. He wants to get a read on you. He likes to keep an eye on his fortunes. The good news is that he knows we’re getting serious or he wouldn’t be here making sure you aren’t some city-girl trying to get your hands on his ranch,” he replied.
“Shit. Now you’ve really got me nervous! Brad, can’t you tell him to go home?”
Brad gave her a hug. “No. Honey, it’s best we get this over with. You have nothing to fear. Just go out there and ride with him. He’ll see you’re the real deal.”
Alexis pulled her long hair back into a pony and started putting on her basic makeup. She didn’t wear much makeup when she was at the ranch, but she felt she needed to look a little better to meet Brad’s father. She took off her fluffy robe and pulled a sports bra out of the drawer she now kept; and stuffed her arms through, pulling it over her head and chest. It was snowing so she put on a red long underwear shirt and grabbed one of Brad’s flannel shirts. She pulled on a pair of jeans and ran downstairs.
The ranch cook had left fresh biscuits and sausage patties. Lex made a quick sandwich with a slice of cheese and started eating while she poured herself some juice. She heard Brad coming down the stairs and filled two coffee mugs, handing one to him as he walked into the kitchen.
“Thanks, sweets. You’re going to be fine, Lex. Just be you.”
His words didn’t seem to help. Alexis looked angry and let out a quiet scream. “I hate pop quizzes. Always have. I still hate it when the attending physician thinks he’s got to drop in and quiz the nurses.” She huffed. She slammed down her empty juice and drank about half the cup of coffee. “Well, are you going to come introduce us, at least?”
“Relax, babe. He’ll come to the door. Just breathe and eat your breakfast. Do you want part of this banana?”
She took it from him and broke a bite off with her fingers before tossing it into her mouth. She leaned in and gave him a kiss. She stuck her cold hand down the neck of his shirt and pressed it against his back. He jumped. “How are your hands so cold? You’re usually so warm!”
“They get that way when I’m nervous.”
“I hear him coming up the walk. Go grab your boots and I’ll let him in. He’ll have some breakfast and then he’ll invite you for a ride.”
She heard two loud raps on the door and then heard it open. A gruff voice yelled, “Comin’ in! Brad, you up?”
Brad stepped into the back hallway, “Hey, old man. Good to see you. Come on it. You want a biscuit?” The sound of solid boots drummed through the hallway into the kitchen. Alexis heard a chair slide back and heard Brad’s dad sit down.
“Thought I’d go for a ride today. You got time?”
Brad, playing his part in this play said, “Not today, pops. I’m meeting the vet this morning. We’re going to pleasure some horses.”
“Oh, that’s too bad. How about that girl you’re seeing? I hear she rides.”
“Lex? Yeah, she can ride, dad. Let me get her.” He stepped into the hallway, “That’s your cue.”
Alexis pouted her lip and then put on a big smile. She followed Brad into the kitchen. “Alexis Houston, I want you to meet my dad, Eldred Cole. Dad, this is my girlfriend, Alexis.”
Eldred Cole stood and took off his hat, “Alexis, good to meet you.” He extended his hand. Lex took it and shook it. They let go and then Alexis wrapped her arms around the man and gave him a big hug. He was clearly surprised by the movement but when Lex didn’t let go, he put his arms around her and returned the hug. He laughed and let go, “Well, that was a surprise. Do you hug everyone you meet like that?”
Lex took a step back, “No, sir. I just wanted to hug the man who raised my favorite human. Thank you for teaching him how to treat a lady and to be so kind.” She looked at Brad. “I see where he got his good looks!”
He winked and mouthed, “You’re good.” Then, he said out loud, “Well, Lex, Dad wanted to go for a ride. You were wanting to ride this morning. Do you want to let him show you his favorite parts of the ranch?”
She smiled, “I’d love that. If I won’t slow you down, Mr. Cole?”
“Hell, slow me down? Brad’s already told me you can outride me. Let’s go see if we can find some trouble.”
Lex smiled, “Okay, then. Have you had enough coffee? I had the boys saddle up Sarge, so I’m ready when you are, dad.”
“Dad, huh?” He gave a gruff smile, “I have a feeling I’m gonna’ like you. Let’s go.”
She grabbed her coat, gloves, and hat as they walked out the back door. Chet was standing at the hitching rail with Sergeant and a beautiful black horse for Mr. Cole. The black horse stood tall and straight and his coat shimmered like he’d been dipped in silver lacquer.
“Good morning, Mr. Stewart,” Alexis called to Chet!”
“Good morning, Miss Houston.” He looked at Brad’s dad, “Dred, I’ve got Major ready for you.”
Mr. Cole looked at Chet and tipped his hat, “Thanks, Chet. How’s your ma?”
“Good. Think she’s about to kill dad, though. That RV home isn’t big enough for two of them to get away from one another. They’re down in Arizona in that park they like.”
“That’s smart. Getting' out of the snow. Here I am making a horse wade through it.”
Chet handed Mr. Cole the reins, “Yep. We do some silly shit sometimes, sir. Have a good ride.” Chet led Sergeant over to Lex. He put his face in hers, “Listen. He ain’t the tough ol’ bird he tries to act like. You just relax and be the same gal that got the rest of this ranch wrapped around her finger. He’ll see what’s what.”
Lex kissed Chet on his cheek and whispered, “Thanks, Chet. I appreciate you.” She mounted her horse and tugged her gloves up to cover her wrists. She waited.
Mr. Cole climbed onto his horse and then looked at Chet, “Chet, what do you think of this one?”
Chet smiled and shook his head, “You’re asking me what I think of Miss Houston?”
“Yeah.”
Chet looked at Lex for a long moment and then looked Mr. Cole squarely in the eye. “Miss Houston’s a bit like trying to rope the wind, but she’s probably the finest woman to set foot on this ranch since your wife left it, sir.” He chuckled, “But don’t tell her I told you that.” He winked at Alexis.
Alexis smiled and felt a warm tear run down her cheek. “Yeah, never tell me that, Chet. You’ll melt my heart. Are you ready to ride, Mr. Cole?”
Eldred Cole adjusted his black cowboy hat, setting it against the wind, “Yeah. Let’s ride. See if you can keep up. Gee-ah!” he spurred his horse and he galloped through the gate into the first large pasture north of the house.
Lex turned her horse and followed. They rode north. Lex hadn’t been north, yet, so the land was unfamiliar. Their horses were riding through thick snow—some of it crusted with ice. It wasn’t easy going so they had to keep them in that difficult half-trot, half-cantor that horses use when lurching up hills. She had to lean with Sarge with most of his movements. Where the land allowed it, they rode two abreast so they could talk.
“So, you’re Gary Houston’s daughter?”
“Yes, sir. I am.”
“Used to be named, Alex, right?” He looked at Alexis like he could x-ray her.
Alexis didn’t think this conversation would happen so quickly. She was thinking about how to respond when Mr. Cole spoke again.
“You know, I remember you. From before. Your dad used to bring you to the auctions.” They were riding through a bit of forest. He pulled his horse to a stop. Alexis reined Sarge to a halt, too. “You always looked like you were mad to be there. You seem so different, now.”
Alexis nodded, “Yes. Now I’m a girl. Mr. Cole, I want you to know that I was going to tell you all of this. And, Brad knows everything. I’ve never hidden who I was from him. I told him on our first date; before even. I’ve never lied to your son. I won’t lie to you, sir.” She smiled, weakly, “But, I’m scared, sir. I’m falling in love with your son and I desperately want you to like me; to be given a chance.” Sarge raised his head. He wanted to keep moving. Lex rubbed his neck and calmed him.
Cole nodded, “I’m glad he knows everything. I don’t like secrets. I remember that you were always polite but clearly had other places to be. Did you like your father’s work?”
“I did, sir. I love horses. I always have. But I was focused on me. I was too miserable to be a part of what daddy was doing. I may have looked like Gary’s son, but inside... inside, a teen girl was in there crying. Mr. Cole, I have always been a girl. My body just didn’t know that. When I found my chance to correct my body, I took it. And, Mr. Cole, I don’t know your beliefs. I don’t know if you believe in God, or miracles, or science? But all my life I prayed to God for a miracle. I thought he gave up on me so I gave up on him. I was angry. How could He do that to me? How could He make a little girl so miserable, trapping her inside a stupid boy? All I’ve ever wanted was to be like the other girls.” Alexis realized that she wasn’t crying. She almost always cried when she talked about Alex. Maybe she was finally healing.
“Mr. Cole, it took twenty-four years, but I found my miracle. I didn’t have a sex change operation. If I had, I’d still be six feet tall. Science is perfecting the field of nanogenetics. My former body was torn down and rebuilt into my new body. And because my genetics were rebuilt, so was I. I’m now a perfectly healthy twenty-four-year-old girl. With your approval, and if my feelings for your son continue to grow, I hope to give you grandchildren, sir.”
Cole shook his head, “You can do that?”
“I can, sir. I will. That is, if you are willing to give me a chance.” She looked into his eyes. Now the tears came. “I love your son, sir. As strongly as I knew who I was as a child? I know who I want to be and who I want to be with. Brad is my new miracle. He’s able to love me.” Alexis sniffed and wiped her eyes with the back of her leather glove. “I hope you can, too.” Now she was crying again. She nudged her horse and he started walking through the trees.
She heard Mr. Cole call his horse into a trot, “Alexis, wait!” She heard a Jay squawk loudly and heard Major spook and rear. She heard the black horse charging. She hadn’t gone more than fifty feet. Why was he galloping his horse to catch her? She turned to look over her shoulder just as Mr. Cole started to yell, “Whoa! Whoa! Mage, whoa!”
The horse charged down the trail. Mr. Cole didn’t seem to be in control of him. Something had spooked him into running too fast for the confined woods. Alexis pulled Sarge to the left side of the trail, trying to make room for the oncoming horse. As they passed, Lex could see that Mr. Cole was losing his seat. He was going to fall off the right side of his stallion. She spurred Sarge hard and pulled her rope from her saddle. The black horse turned too sharply to the left and Mr. Cole fell, landing on his side at the base of a large tree. She couldn’t tell. He might have hit the tree. She didn’t see him move as she passed.
Sarge was galloping hard and gaining on the riderless horse. Lex didn’t have much room to swing her rope. Knowing she had barely enough loop to catch the bolting horse, she spun her rope hard around twice and threw it as hard and far as she could. Her rope found her target and it drew tight as she pulled against Major and wrapped the slack around her saddle horn. She pulled her own reins and slowed Sarge, making the black horse turn and slide to a stop. She slid off Sarge and her boots landed in the snow. She whistled and called the horse back to her, pulling fast to reel him in. Once he was under control, she tied her rope to an Aspen branch and then ran back to Brad’s father.
She dropped to her knees in the snow next to him. He wasn’t moving. She went into emergency nurse mode, checking his respiration and pulse. He was alive but unconscious. Blood was streaming down his face from a gash on his forehead. Lex ran back to her saddlebags and retrieved her first aid kit; tore open a gauze pad and pressed it to his cut. It wasn’t deep. Lex knew from experience that head wounds bleed like crazy, even if small. It was still seeping blood faster than it could clot. She tore open a clotting agent and protected his eyes while she poured the powder on the cut. She watched as the flow slowed to a trickle. A little more powder and it stopped. She checked him for other injuries. He didn’t appear to have any obvious breaks, but she was concerned for his neck. She rubbed her fist painfully into his chest, trying to force a pain response. She yelled, “Mr. Cole! Mr. Cole! Can you hear me? Eldred! Wake up!” He didn’t respond. Please wake up!
Alexis dug into the kit and found an ammonia gel. She broke it and held it under his nose. He inhaled the pungent smell and his head shook. She shoved it up his nose, forcing him to take a big whiff. His eyes opened. “Mr. Cole! You fell off your horse. You may have hit your head. I need you to try to open your eyes. Look at me, sir!”
He blinked a few times and shook his head, clearing the cobwebs. His steel-gray eyes opened slowly and he blinked away from the light.
“Mr. Cole, it’s Alexis. Did Brad tell you I’m a nurse?”
He spoke, “Yeah. He mentioned that.”
“Good. I need you to listen to me. I’ve seen you shake your head a little. Can you move your neck for me? Go slowly.”
He swiveled his head slowly from side to side. He moved it up and down.
“Good. Did you feel any pain while moving? Any grinding or tearing?”
“No.”
“Dad, do you know where you are,” she asked.
He looked at her like she was a little crazy, “Of course, I know where I am. North woods of the ranch.”
“Good, sir. Just checking. Do you remember what happened?”
“I feel like I fell off my horse,” he chuckled a little. The corner of his mouth twitched into a grin.
“Very good. Can you sit up for me?”
He leaned to his right and put his hand down, pushing himself into a seated position. Lex leaned him back against the big tree. She pulled a flashlight from her pocket and checked his pupillary response. They reacted normally. She put the light back in her pocket. She stood and walked to where his hat had fallen in the snow. She brushed it off and handed it to him. “Here, put this back on. We don’t want that body heat escaping.” She knelt down next to him again. “How are your arms and legs? Can you feel all of your fingers and toes? Do they move for you?”
He looked at his hands and then she watched as the tips of his boots moved a little. “Good, sir. Very good.” She stuck her hands out for him. “Squeeze my hands.” He did. “Good!”
He started to stand. “Where’s my horse. I need to get that horse. Do you have your phone? Let’s call Chet and have him get some men out here to find him.”
Alexis shook her head. “Sir, that won’t be necessary. I roped him. He's tied up over there. He’s safe.” She pointed and Cole looked ahead on the trail.
His eyes grew wide. “You roped that horse?”
Lex smiled, “Yes, sir. I did.”
He looked around the forest, “In here? With all these trees?”
Alexis just nodded.
“You roped a galloping horse in all of these trees and did it before he ran fifty feet?” He looked incredulous.
She shrugged her shoulders and gave a weak smile, “I did, sir. I saw you falling and knew he was going to bolt. I roped him right after you landed, then I came back for you.”
He looked up at the sky through the bare canopy branches and thought for several long seconds. Lex poured some water on a gauze pad to try to clean up his bloody face. He spoke slowly, “And then you came back and patched me up.” He nodded his head. “Gary Houston ought to be a proud man. He raised him one damned fine daughter. That’s some impressive work, kiddo.”
“Thank you, sir.” Alexis laughed. She looked up into his face and started dabbing at his face to clean him up. “My dad calls me kiddo, too.”
He smiled at her and his eyes were a little wet, “That’s good to know.” He nodded again, “Well, kiddo, you’ve earned my respect. Ordinarily, I’d still have questions after a long ride. You’ve shown me all I need to know. My son would be an idiot to let you get away.”
She smiled. “Thank you, sir. I’m not going anywhere. I love him and he’s so good to me.” She wet the gauze and cleaned him some more. He watched her face as she worked, She’s so pretty.
I hope my grandkids get those eyes.
She finished up, “That’s a bit better. Now, I think we should ride back if you can. I want to get you out of the cold before you can go into shock. Do you think you can ride? I can call Chet if you want? He can bring out a quad.”
“Lex, I’ve taken worse bumps than this. I can ride.” He started walking up the trail. He got the reins and pulled her rope off his horse. He silently checked her knot as he untied the horse. He nodded. “Your dad raised you right, even if you weren’t thrilled to be there. I always thought you were a good kid. I’m glad you found your miracle.” He turned his horse around and then stood right in front of Alexis. He squeezed her shoulder. “Today, sweetheart, you were mine. Thank you.” He put his foot in the stirrup and gave a few test-pulls before swinging himself up into his saddle. He seemed to be in pain, but got seated once more. He laid his hands and reins on the horse’s neck, waiting.
Alexis took her rope back and coiled it up, hanging it from her saddle again. The knees of her jeans were wet from snow and mud; kneeling to aid Mr. Cole. She tried to brush them off but they were wet and cold. She put her hand on Sergeant’s rump and moved around him to his left side so she could climb on, again. She looked around the trail to make sure she wasn’t leaving anything behind before they started riding their horses back down the trail at a slow walk. She pulled a ranch radio from her bags and keyed the mic for the ranch. When Chet answered, she gave a rundown on Brad’s dad.
“He’s not hurt too badly. He lost consciousness, though. We need to have him checked for concussion. Maybe a broken rib. I saw him wince as he got on his horse.”
Brad interrupted, “Lex, I’m on. Should I send a truck out?”
“Checking, Brad. Hang on please.” She looked at Mr. Cole, “How are you doing now that you’re riding? Are you in pain? Should they send a truck for you, dad?”
Cole shook his head. “Nah, no trucks. I want to ride back with you, darlin’. You’ll take good care of me.”
Lex smiled at him. “I will, sir.” She keyed the radio again, “No, Brad. He says he can ride. We’ll make it back on horse. We’re 20 minutes from the ranch but taking it slow. Keep the truck on standby.”
Chet’s voice broke in, “Copy that. We’ll meet you in the north pasture.”
Alexis could tell he was in pain but trying to tough it out. “So, tell me what Brad was like as a boy? He’s a few years older than me so I didn’t know him from school.”
He shared some stories about teaching his kids to ride and about watching Brad play baseball. She let him talk as it seemed to reduce his pain. He talked about Brad’s sister. Alexis hadn’t learned he had any siblings, yet. It seemed she’d traveled to Australia and had met a man there. She hadn’t returned.
Mr. Cole stopped his horse. Alexis followed and pulled Sarge to a halt. “I need to thank you, Lexi, for saving my horse. I’m just sure that if you hadn’t caught him, he’d have found a rock and broken a leg. I can’t bear the thought of having to shoot another horse, especially this one.”
She smiled. She reached for his hand and he extended his, “I’m just glad I was able to do it. I’ve never been that good at roping. I got lucky. I had one shot before he was gone. I can tell he’s special. He’s so beautiful. Strong.”
“He is. You should have seen him in his prime. He won almost every competition we put him in. He’s the reason Brad’s mother and I were able to buy some land to let Brad have the house,” he told her.
Lex chuckled, “Not another million-dollar horse. You guys are going to scare me off riding!”
He laughed, “Million, hell! Try ten.”
Alexis felt her face drop; stunned. “T-ten?”
“Yep! Almost ten million in prize money and stud fees. He built our horse operation at the 3-C’s. Honey, I don’t tell you this because I want to scare you. I tell you this because, well, it seems you may be part of the operation, now. I’m just grateful to you. I owe you a big one.”
Alexis nodded her head, “Thank you. Mr. Cole, there’s only one thing that I will ever ask of you.”
“What’s that? Name it.”
She smiled, “When I give you grandkids, I want you to spoil ‘em with your love and time. Take them fishing. Take them riding. Come to their Scout events. Come to their dance recitals. I want you around them so much they won’t have time to miss you when you’re away. Can you give me that?”
He laughed, and then winced in pain. He grimaced and coughed, “Lex, you drive a hard bargain by offering me the only thing I’ve ever wanted.” He smiled at her. “I’m glad you found each other. You marry my son and you’ve got a deal. Ah, shit!” He shifted in his saddle in pain. Sweat dripped from his forehead.
“Mr. Cole, you’re in pain! We need to get you back to the house. Can you still ride? Let me call for the quad.”
“No, Lex. We’re almost there. I’ll make it.”
As they crossed the final pasture, Chet and four ranch hands galloped out to meet them.
Mr. Cole yelled at them, “Chet, cancel the welcome wagon. I’m fine. Lex here has it all under control.”
Chet grinned. The toothpick in the corner of his mouth twitched a few times as he smiled. “She does, does she?” He turned his horse and rode up alongside Lex. He leaned in to talk to her privately, “That must have gone well. That man doesn’t like any of Brad’s girlfriends. Told you, you were special. Welcome to the Cole family, Miss Houston.” He smiled and galloped ahead to open the gate.
They rode back to the house. Brad was waiting. Alexis dismounted and tied Sarge to the rail.
“What’d you do, old man,” asked Brad, grinning?
“Fell off my fuckin’ horse, son.”
“Are you okay, dad? You didn’t hit your head?”
Mr. Cole laughed, “How would I know the difference?”
Brad walked to his father, “Seriously, dad. Are you okay?”
“Your fine little nurse took care of me. You’ll want to be hangin’ onto this one, son.”
Brad laughed, “You did hit your head, didn’t you dad? How many fingers am I holding up?”
His dad squinted his eyes, “Twenty-seven.”
Alexis stepped in the middle of their joking, “Brad, help me get him inside. He did lose consciousness. I was able to revive him but I’m still concerned. I want to check him over now that he’s not laying in the snow.” She motioned to Chet, “Chet, you know I like to groom him but could you have one of the boys do it for me this one time? I need to tend to Mr. Cole.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Chet tightened his lower lip and whistled. It was one of those whistles that could be heard halfway to Denver. His men all turned to look. “Jerry, see to these horses. Get’em cleaned up and fed. Put Major in one of the warmer stalls. Do it now.”
“Yes, sir, boss.” Jerry hustled over and took control of both horses. Alexis helped Mr. Cole down, making sure he was on his feet before releasing his arm.
“Mr. Cole, can I make you a cup of hot cocoa?” She held her arm out for him and he hooked his elbow in hers.”
“That sounds good, kiddo. If you’ll put some whiskey in it, I might let you make me two.”
She laughed and leaned her head against his shoulder as they walked, “Thanks for the ride, dad. I’m sorry you fell.”
“You do know how to win a man over, young lady.” He shook his head and laughed in a gruff bark, “Thanks for not leaving me to rot in the woods.”
“Now! Would I do that? I took an oath as a nurse, dad.” They both laughed and walked back into the house.
Brad and Chet looked at one another and shook their heads. Chet said, “Yep. Don’t fuck this up, buddy. Your dad already likes her more than he likes you.”
Brad punched his friend in the arm.
Chet laughed, “You know the rules. There’s no fightin’ on this ranch.”
“Thanks for the reminder, Rip.”




Chapter Twenty-One
Brad invited Alexis’ parents to have dinner at the Triple-C several times. He also threw a party that celebrated the 75th anniversary of the ranch. Brad, and Alexis, had hosted 200 ranchers, friends, and family. He kept Alexis by his side for the entire affair, introducing her as his “very serious girlfriend,” and he fended off all the eligible women holding out hope for their chance to dance. Alexis accepted an offer to dance from Brad’s father. She had apparently won him over as he now insisted that she call him, ‘dad’ and introduced her as his ‘soon to be daughter-in-law.’
She’d further endeared herself to him when she noticed he was holding his ribs when he laughed. He’d broken a rib when he’d fallen and it was close to puncturing an organ. She insisted that Brad drive him into Greeley to have him treated. She sat with him in the back and held his hand, talking to him to distract him from the pain when the Range Rover hit a bump. The doctors said if it had gone untreated, he might have suffered serious damage. “I sure am glad we finally have a nurse in the family!”
The other meeting was a private dinner prepared by Brad’s regular cook. They had talked about Alexis as a child. Brad complimented her parents on her riding skills and her knowledge of a working ranch. Brad’s father told the story of how Alexis had roped his horse and then saved his life.
Alexis blushed, “Oh, daddy Cole, stop! If I hadn’t been there, you’d have found a way to crawl to your horse and just grit your way home!”
Mr. Houston commented, “I’m just happy to learn that she was paying attention. Back then, she didn’t seem interested, like most kids, I guess. After a while, I couldn’t ride with her anymore. She’d blast off and leave me so she could ride by herself. She was a natural, though. I only ever saw her lose her seat once and I fell off trying to help her stay on, too.”
Alexis laughed, “Daddy, it was a snake. Sundown got surprised and reared on me. I had to jump. You fell off trying to get her under control!” Everyone laughed at that revelation.
He smiled, “Well, girl, it was still the only time I saw you fall off.”
Gary’s mom was a little more reserved. She often sat quietly and observed. Alexis, usually a good judge of people, wasn’t sure where she stood with Mrs. Cole. She’d been pleased that Alexis had cared for her husband, but that act didn’t win her as many points as it had with Brad’s father.
Alexis was rediscovering her parents, though, and now that she was both an adult and in the correct body, she could enjoy many of the stories that had traumatized her when her name was Alex. Her parents had gained the insight of being able to see the events once more through her new blue eyes. Mild quantities of alcohol also helped.
Her parents seemed to love Brad. They’d only known him through business and encounters at the Farm and Fleet. They loved how much he doted on their daughter. If she was speaking, he just stared at her and listened. If asked to discuss his life, he never passed on a question, but always found a way to learn more about his cowgirl.
He’d now dined with them in their home on several weekends, including their family dinners on Sundays. That was a big deal. Her parents knew they were growing more and more serious with each passing day and as her constant companion, Brad was invited to attend her mom’s 50th birthday celebration.
Of course, they attended. They’d also invited his parents. This would be the first time both families were together at the same event.
Brad was in the kitchen with all the guys, mingling with common friends, so Alexis was sitting quietly in the family room, talking among all the women with Jolie and some of her mom’s friends. Mom saw her sitting on the hearth bench and remembered how she'd sit there for hours, strumming her guitar and humming the melody to her favorite songs. “Honey, do you still play your guitar?”
Alexis looked up from her thoughts and shook her head slowly. “Not really. It’s been in my closet upstairs if I remember right.”
“Oh, sweetie, why don’t you go up and get it? I love listening to you strum. Can you, please? Remember, it’s my birthday!”
“You’re shameless!” Alexis laughed with her as she got up and climbed the stairs to her bedroom. She retrieved her old Martin acoustic guitar. It had belonged to her grandfather and she cherished it. Her dad said it would cost two good horses to replace it. She didn’t want to know what it cost. She had always cared for it with respect. She carried the case downstairs and unboxed it near the fireplace, leaning the case against the wall as she had when she was young and learning to play. She sat down on the bench and checked the tuning, feeling her way to the correct pitch by memory and tuning strings against one another. She hadn’t held a guitar since she had transformed. Her hands felt small on the neck. She’d never had nails before, either.
She strummed a few chords and noodled around a bit, getting the feel for it again and adjusting how she pressed the frets to keep her nails off the strings. She found the first chord of an old song by Indigo Girls. It was a song she played during the time she was questioning how God could be so cruel to an innocent little girl, stuck in a body that wasn’t her own. She started playing it by memory and found herself humming the melody. Her voice was so much higher, now.
Her mom moved closer to listen. “That’s so pretty, Allie. What is it,” she asked?
“Indigo Girls. Secure Yourself.” She hummed some more. It felt good to play again and she found that her fingers were doing most of her work by feel. She didn’t realize that her humming had swelled into words and she was singing along, “Secure yourself to heaven, hold on tight the night has come… “
Alexis kept singing, her voice growing more and more confident as she sang. When she reached the chorus again, she was in full voice and the room had grown silent. All conversation had stopped as they turned to watch her sing. Everyone at the party had come into the family room to listen.
Alexis was lost in her playing and totally unaware that a crowd had formed, her hair hanging in her eyes as she watched her fingers do their work and strumming with her fingernails. “…Fasten up your earthly burdens, you have just begun.” She sang the final chorus and played the song to its close.
She smiled and looked up, tossing her dark hair behind her shoulders. She was shocked to find the room full of people quietly staring at her, mouths wide open. Someone started clapping and the entire room followed along in a round of robust applause. Brad was on his feet whistling and clapping loudly.
Her mom sat down next to her and put her arm around her. “My daughter sings like an angel! I had no idea.”
Alexis looked at her and whispered, “Neither did I.”
“Can you sing something else, baby?”
She thought about songs for a moment and then moved her fingers up the fretboard and picked out a few slow notes, opening a favorite song by Taylor Swift. She started strumming out a rhythmic beat in 4/4 time, and started singing, “I walked through the door with you, the air was cold. Something ‘bout it felt like home somehow. I left my scarf there in your sister’s house and you’ve still got it in your drawer even now…”
Brad walked over to sit next to her giving her room to play and listened. He said, “I love this song.”
Aware that people were watching her now, Alexis tried to look up more frequently as she moved through the verse. She strummed louder in the second verse and as she finished that verse she was strumming and tapping her guitar to pound out the beat as she launched in the power chorus,
“‘Cause there we are again in the middle of the night, we danced around the kitchen in the refrigerator light.” She suddenly realized Brad had joined her on the chorus and was singing a perfect harmony along with her high alto, just as Taylor had recorded it. There was some mid-song applause to recognize their short lover’s duet. She smiled brightly and shook her head in surprise as she continued the next lines alone; she stood up to strum her guitar louder and to belt out, “And maybe we got lost in translation. Maybe I asked for too much, but maybe his thing was a masterpiece ‘til you tore it all up...”
Alexis was having fun now. Brad stood up and faced her like they were on stage. She sang alone until Brad joined in again on the big climax. She loved his voice with hers. A happy tear slipped from her right eye as she realized then that she did truly love him. As strongly as she had known she hadn’t wanted to live as a boy, she now couldn’t imagine living her life without him.
She stood toe-to-toe with him as they sang the final duet and then she slowed the beat and quieted her playing as she closed the song with those slow mournful notes. Brad beamed at her. She could feel love in his smile.
This time there was no delay. All of her mother’s guests stood up and clapped for her. She set her guitar down and jumped up to hug Brad. She kissed him. He kissed her back. She lifted her left leg like girls did in the movies and they continued their kiss. The applause grew louder. Alexis’ mom nudged her dad in the ribs and leaned into his ear. “She’s going to marry him. Just wait.”
Gary Houston whispered back, “She could do a lot worse than Brad Cole. Have you seen the way he looks at her? He’s lost in her.”
“Look how happy she is. Lord, I wish she’d been a girl all her life. All that time, this amazing spirit was trapped...”
Gary said, “Now, Carol. We couldn’t have done this for her. Let’s just be happy she came back to us. We’ve got an amazing daughter, now.”
“And I think we’re about to get a son-in-law...”
“Why do you say that,” he asked?
“Mothers know things,” Carol responded. “Mothers know things.”
Alexis held Brad’s hand and took a bow. “Thank you, everyone. Mama just asked me to strum a little. I didn’t know I’d be doing a show!” She pulled at Brad’s hand and said, “I do have just one more I’d like to do for my mama on her birthday, but I need Brad to stay up here with me.” Alexis started to adjust the tuning on her Martin and moved a capo into place. She picked the strings with her fingernails. “This is a song by Carrie Underwood, and I haven’t played it before, but I think I can figure out the chords to make it work if you excuse some wrong notes. This is a song my mom used to listen to while working in the kitchen. It’s called, Mama’s Song.”
Carol Houston gasped loudly and elbowed her husband in the ribs. “Oh, Allie, don’t!”
“I have to, mom.” She started finger picking a series of chords, playing through the introduction before looking at her mom and singing, “This is for my mama…and for my Brad.”
“Mama, you taught me to do the right things
So now you have to let your baby fly
You've given me everything that I will need
To make it through this crazy thing called life
And I know you watched me grow up
And only want what's best for me
And I think I found the answer to your prayers”
Alexis turned and faced Brad, singing,
“And he is good, so good
He treats your little girl like a real man should
He is good, so good
He makes promises he keeps
No, he's never gonna leave
So don't you worry about me
Don't you worry about me…”
Alexis strummed chords a few more rounds, and then stopped. “That’s the only verse I remember.” The crowd waited to see the reaction from Carol and Brad. Alexis looked at her mom. Her mom was smiling, tears running down her face.
Carol asked, “Are you sure, honey?”
“I am, Mama. He’s good. He’s so good to me.”
Carol laughed, “I just told your father this would happen.” She looked at her husband, “Didn’t I, Gary?”
“You did.” Her father was beaming.
Alexis was crying happy tears, again. She turned to look at Brad and he wasn’t where she expected him to be. He was on the floor on one knee.
Brad looked up at her, “I planned to do this a little later tonight but I’m smart enough to recognize a perfect moment when I see one.”
“Brad! Stop screwing around! Are you?”
He reached into his pocket. He opened a small box and Alexis would swear the room got brighter from the glare off the huge stone. “Miss Alexis Marie Houston, you have shown me what love is. I now know what it means to have a piece of my heart running around in someone else’s body. You don’t just have a piece. You are my heart. I can’t live without you. Will you become my wife? Will you marry me?”
“Oh, Brad!” Alexis looked around the room. Her entire audience was smiling and sniffing back tears. Her dad had walked to stand behind her mom, “Daddy, does this man have your blessings to marry your daughter?”
“Baby, you’ve never needed my permission to do anything, but yes. He asked me a week ago. He’s not dead, so he has my blessing.” He laughed.
“Brad, the day I met you is the day I found my happiness. I can only carry your heart because you have mine! I will! I will marry you!” She almost fell in her rush to embrace him. They kissed. The room clapped for them again and everyone started talking about what they’d just witnessed. The room buzzed with happiness.
Brad finally showed her the ring. It was a huge. He took her hand and slipped it onto her finger, pushing past her knuckle with only slight difficulty. It fit her perfectly. She held it up to the room and everyone clapped for her once more.
Alexis’ face hurt from smiling so big. Her life was so rich. Only months ago, she had been as low as she was now high. She loved Brad and he loved her.
They were sitting together on the hearth once more. Alexis was holding out her hand, admiring her new engagement ring. She kissed Brad again. “Oh, I love it. I love you so much.” She giggled and became serious, “So... You’re a Taylor Swift fan, huh?”
He chuckled, “I’ve been known to throw down with some Taylor. That song’s one of my jams. You don’t want to be in my truck when that song comes on. It isn’t pretty, but it’s loud.”
“That’s not very manly. I might have to reconsider this thing.” They both laughed. “So much for our agreement.”
They’d agreed they wouldn’t speak the “L word” until they were ready.
“Not that I’m complaining, but it seems that you made a decision to end the moratorium on that word. You told my dad you loved me weeks ago.”
She grinned, “I’ve been lying to myself with this waiting game. Oh, Brad, I fell for you on our first ride. I knew that night that I’d spend my life with you.” She pressed her forehead to his, and said, “But Brad, I’m still new to this. Just like the song, you’re the first real thing I’ve ever known. I was so afraid to mess it up; to mess us up. But I’m not anymore.”
She started playing with her hair. He held her hand and brushed the hair away from her eyes. Softly, she said, “I looked at you while we were singing and how you just jumped in without any fear, and all of my fears went away in a heartbeat. I feel so safe with you, and you gave that to me. I love you, Brad. I love you with no fear. I feel I can do anything with you.”
“Alexis, I love you, too. Every day I discover another reason why. Today I learned you can sing my jam song. That was fun!” Brad squeezed her hand, “You really have a lovely voice. I had no idea you could sing like that.”
“I’ve never done it before. I’ve only ever hummed along. I’ve never been a singer,” she explained.
Brad shook his head, gently, “You are so talented. I can’t believe you were ever as shy as you claim. You looked so comfortable!”
“I’ve never been so happy, before.”
“Did you see your mother crying when you sang her song? I thought she was going to fall over! You sure know how to move an audience.”
“That song could only mean one thing. Were you really going to ask me tonight,” she asked him.
She chuckled, “Yes. I had the ring, didn’t I?”
“And you really asked Daddy last week? When,” she wanted to know?
“I asked him at the sales barn. Remember that bull I needed to sell? I used that as an excuse to drive into town. Chet usually just sends one of the wranglers. I rode along with Chet and pulled him aside after the sale.”
“How did he react,” she wanted to know?
“Like he said, he didn’t kill me.” He kissed her and laughed again. “He questioned how we were moving so fast. He was concerned about you just figuring out how to be you after your miracle. I said you were the most well-adjusted woman I’d ever met. I told him you were strong, funny, and that I would love you forever.”
Alexis had new tears leaking from her eyes. “Oh, Brad. I love you!”
“Your dad loves you, too, Lex. He’s really sorry about not listening when you were younger. He made it clear that I’m never to cause you any pain. He said that he’d caused you enough for one lifetime. I told him that no man could ever guarantee that, but I could guarantee that if you are ever in pain, I’ll be right there holding your hand.” He picked up her hand and kissed her fingers.
“I think there are some people waiting to congratulate us. Let’s go into the kitchen and give them a chance.”
He hugged her tightly, resting his chin on top of her head. She loved it when he did that. She pressed her right cheek on his chest and closed her eyes.
They kissed again and then she took his hand and they walked into the kitchen. “I need some water. My throat is dry from all that singing.”
Her mom came into the kitchen and gave her a quick hug. “That was beautiful, little girl. Congratulations, you two! It is the best birthday gift to see you so happy.”
Brad’s parents were waiting behind hers, Mr. Cole shook his son’s hand and then pulled Lex into a hug, “Congratulations, kiddo. Welcome to the Cole family.”
“Thanks, dad. You’ll remember our deal, right?”
“Try to stop me!”
Brad looked at his fiancé, “What deal?” Lex just smiled and winked at his dad.
Alexis’ mom turned to address the kitchen. “Everyone! Everyone! I want to thank you for coming to our home to celebrate the engagement of our daughter! For those of you who came thinking there would be a birthday party, you are all invited back to re-celebrate my 49th birthday next year. We had a bit of a mix-up on the cake. For some reason, the bakery wrote ‘Happy Birthday, Carol.’ It should read, Happy Engagement, Alexis and Brad! Come, dig in!”
Alexis was still kissing her future husband. Her mom tapped her on the shoulder and said, “Hey, kid. Get over here and dish out your engagement cake!”




Epilogue
On a summer evening in June, Brad and Alexis assembled their family and friends on the banks of the Bigfoot River at sunset. On this night, there was no plaid flannel. Alexis was radiant in her sleeveless white dress. The beaded dress bared her shoulders and was corseted to support her breasts with a concealed bra. The dress was short, just above her knees. On her feet were a brand-new pair of white Freestyle fashion boots with sequins and rhinestones adorning the leather above the ankles. She wore a white Stetson. Brad wore his new white Resistol and a black tuxedo.
Jolie stood up for Alexis as her Maid of Honor, and Chet stood up for Brad as best man. These friendships represented the longest friends they possessed. Many of the nurses Alexis worked with drove in from Denver to celebrate, as had Dr. Cooper and her team from BioFem. The party would go late so Alexis and Brad rented cabins for them to stay nearby.
Alexis and Brad had shared her story with their closest friends and family. Too many people knew the Houston family to escape notice of Alex’s disappearance. Of course, that meant that by now, much of her home town was buzzing with the rumors of how she’d popped into existence.
They said their vows at sunset as the magical light blanketed the valley and turned all it touched to gold. Brad arranged transport from the closest road, so the guests arrived by 20-person vans and didn’t have to ride horseback. Sarge and Goofball, the gelding from their first date, were tethered nearby.
Alexis had a permanent smile glued to her face. She was as happy as any bride had ever been on her wedding day.
They returned to the largest barn and held a reception dinner and dance with a band. Once the party started and the band had played several excellent covers of country party rockers, the lead singer stepped to the microphone, “Good evening, everyone. We’re The Post Turtles and we’d like to take a moment to congratulate Brad and Alexis Cole on their marriage today.” He raised a beer bottle to the dance floor where the couple was standing, watching. Cheers! Let’s have a round of applause for our happy couple!” Everyone clapped and cheered. Brad kissed his wife and the crowd grew even louder with hoot and hollers. “All right, all right. Save some of that for later! Now... ladies and gentlemen, I’ve been informed by the Maid of Honor that the bride is a bit of a singer, herself!” He pointed at Alexis from the stage. “Let’s see if a big round of applause might just coax Mrs. Cole up on stage to do a number with us?” Alexis started shaking her head, no. But the audience applauded loudly and cheered for her and she found her boots walking onto stage. She walked into the lights.
“Let’s welcome Alexis Cole to the stage, y’all.” Big applause once more. “Now... Mrs. Cole. I understand that your hubby is a bit of a Taylor Swift fan and that you know all the words to his favorite jam song. Well, I’ll tell you a secret. All these boys love to play that song but we just don’t have us a gal who can sing it.”
Alexis beamed. She stepped to the microphone that one of the band members had just placed next to the mic used by the lead singer. She looked into the crowd, “Jolie, I’m going to kill you!” She laughed. “Okay, then. I guess I’ll give this a try.” She turned around to look at the band. “Thank you, Rhett. You guys ready? This is for my husband, Brad.” The lead guitar played her intro and the singer pulled his Yamaha acoustic over his shoulder and started strumming the chords. Alexis gripped her mic in both hands and leaned into it, singing All Too Well when the band reached her first cue.
Singing with a full band behind her was electrifying. Just like the song, the band played softly and continued to build into bombastic choruses with guitars turned up loud and the drummer crashing away on his cymbals. Rhett moved to share Alexis’ microphone for the duet and backed off in time for her to pull the mic from its stand as she reached the “lost in translation” section. Alexis moved around the stage singing and pumping her fist in the air. As she sang the power verse, she bent her knees and leaned over toward the crowd and bounced up and down to the beat, “Maybe this thing was a masterpiece ‘til you tore it all up, Runnin’ scared, I was there, I remember it...”  She had never been so close to a drummer before. He was hitting his cymbals as hard as he could hit them. It was really loud and she moved away to find the bass guitar player. She bounced with him for four bars before moving to another player.
Alexis roamed the stage singing with each member of the band. They all leaned into her and she bounced along with the beat and sang, giving each member a brief turn to play with the bride. She returned to the front of the stage and placed the mic back in its stand before singing, “It was rare, I was there, I remember it All too Well.”
The lead guitarist closed down the song with the final five notes and the room exploded with applause and whistling. Alexis smiled and took a bow. She walked over to Rhett and put her arm around his back and they took another bow. She clapped and aimed her applause at each member of the band before returning to center stage with the lead singer.
Rhett took his mic from the stand and walked out front, “Okay. Okay. Where’s Jolie at? Jolie! Get your tail up here, girl!”
Jolie blushed and walked down to the front of the stage.
The singer looked at her, “Jolie, you said the bride could sing. You didn’t say a word about her being able to do THAT!” He turned to Alexis. “Girl! I feel like we just got punked! Somebody call Taylor Swift and make sure she still has her soul! Did anybody get that on video? Put that thing up on YouTube! Who knew she could do that?” He put his mic back in the stand.
Alexis stepped close to the singer, “Do you think I could do one more?”
He chuckled, “You got the bug, didn’t ya’?”
“That was a lot of fun, but I’d like to do a special song for my guests,” she said.
“Do you need the band?”
“Do they know this song,” she told him.
“Keith Urban? Of course, we know that one. You gonna’ play guitar?”
“If I can, yes. Can I borrow that acoustic over there?”
He walked over and picked it up, handing it over to Alexis. She found the capo stuck to the headstock and put it on the strings where she needed it.
Rhett went back to the band and told them what was happening. The band started strumming the chord progression to her song; just playing quietly as she and Rhett got set. He went back to the mic. “Folks, our bride says she has one more that she wants to share with you, and since we’re getting paid whether she sings or I sing? We’re gonna let her do her thing. Mrs. Cole, the stage is yours...”
Alexis sat on a stool in front of the mic stand and addressed the crowd, “You all are my family and my best friends. You all have learned about me; how I started this life as Alexander Houston. You now know that all my life, I’ve really been Alexis. About nine months ago, Alexis found her freedom and my life has been this amazing roller coaster of joy ever since. But for my entire life, Alex kept me trapped inside the boy most of you know. I hated him for keeping me down.”
“This is a song originally by Sarah Buxton and it’s about a girl who finds the strength to leave an abusive relationship. That was me. I was trapped in an abusive relationship with myself. You might know that Keith Urban did a great version of this song, and since my Bradley has always made me think of Keith, I’d like to sing this song about the boy who held me down to celebrate how happy I am to have a new boy who lets me do crazy shit like this... I’ve changed the words a little. This is for Alex, and this is Stupid Boy.” She looked to the band and as they shifted back to the starting chord, she strummed along taking over the rhythm on her guitar. She sang,



“Well she was precious, like a flower
She grew wild, wild but innocent
A perfect prayer in a desperate hour
I was everything beautiful but different
Stupid boy, you can't fence me in
Stupid boy, I’m like holdin' back the wind

You had my heart and soul right in your hands
And you stole my every dream and you crushed my plans
I never even knew I had a choice
And that's what happens when the only voice I hear is telling me I can't
Stupid boy
Stupid boy, oh

So, what made you think you could take my life
And just push it, push it around
I guess to build yourself up so high
You had to take me and break me down, oh

Well, I laid my heart and soul right in your hands
And you stole my every dream and you crushed my plans
I never even knew I had a choice
And that's what happens when the only voice I hear is telling me I can't
You stupid boy

Oh, you always had to be right
But now you lost the only thing that ever made you feel alive, oh ho
Yeah, yeah




Well, I laid my heart and soul right in your hands, yeah
And you stole my every dream and you crushed my plans, yes you did
I never even knew I had a choice
And that's what happens when the only voice I heard was telling me I can't
You stupid boy




Oh, I’ll never be the same old stupid boy, mm
It took a while for me to figure out I could run
But when I did, he was long gone, long gone”

Lex got up from her stool and held the guitar by its neck. Tears were flowing down her cheeks. She turned to hand the guitar back to the singer. “Thank you.” She looked at Rhett; his eyes were wet, too.
Rhett looked at his band and moved his hands like he was pulling on a piece of string, “stretch it out.” The band started playing the soft chord progression, repeating the same eight bars. The lead guitarist would add a gentle flourish now and then while Rhett addressed the crowd.
Rhett stepped to center stage. “I’ll be damned. She re-wrote that about her! That’s simply amazing. Folks, I gotta get me a beer after we finish this song. We’re gonna take five and be right back. We’re the Post Turtles and that, everyone, is Mrs. Alexis Cole, our new lead singer and a member of the Post Turtles anytime she wants to join us! One more hand for the outstanding talents of ALEXIS COLE!” Alexis walked off stage. Rhett addressed the crowd, “Now, before we go, me and the boys are gonna ramp this thing up the way the good Lord Urban intended! Let’s get loud and tear this mother down, alright!”


The band ramped the tone up from her slow rendition and started imitating the Keith Urban version with wailing rock guitars. The audience clapped for Alexis as she stood and watched the band whip the room back up. They played for another four minutes and closed the solo with a cold stop, the guitarists jumping together to land on the last beat. They put down their guitars and walked off-stage, shaking hands.
Alexis couldn’t stop smiling. That had been so much fun! She shook the singer’s hand and left the stage to find Brad. He was standing where she had left him, shaking his head and smiling as wide as his big hat. “You continue to amaze me, Lexi. Is there anything you can’t do? You were magic up there!”
She grinned, “Did you like that?”
He said, “You just have no idea how good you are. I loved it. Thank you. I’ll never forget seeing you up there.” They kissed. “Lex, if I ever treat you like a stupid boy, I want you to let me know.
She pushed him on the shoulder, “Taylor Swift’s still not very manly, though.” She tried to keep from laughing. She was cute as she tried to keep from cracking a smile. It didn’t work. They laughed. “Let’s get another beer.”
The bar closed at two in the morning. As guests started to leave, the couple excused themselves to the main house and Brad carried her across the threshold and up the stairs to their bedroom. As he kicked off his boots, Alexis went into her new closet and came back to the bed holding a small box wrapped in pink and blue wrapping paper. She handed the box to Brad.
“What’s this, sweetie?”
“Open it.”
He tore into the paper and set it on the bed. Then, he opened the lid. Inside, were three plastic cases with pills in each one.
“Birth control pills? Why?”
Alexis sat closer to him and pressed her nose against his neck. “We wanted to start a family right away. I’m giving these to you because I don’t need them anymore. At least not until after we have our first baby.”
“Really, you want to start that quickly?”
“I really do. I stopped taking them after my last period. I’ve been clearing them from my system for almost a month. We’re taking a month for our honeymoon. It would make me so happy to be carrying your child when we come back to the ranch.”
“You always find a new way to surprise me. Are you sure you don’t want to go on the road with the Post Turtles?”
She pulled her dress down, squeezing it off her butt without unzipping it. Once again, she was nearly naked in see-through white lace panties and her boots. She shook her head, no. “Brad, that was a lot of fun but I have no desire to sing for anybody but our friends and family. I want to be a rancher’s wife and maybe do some more nursing.” She straddled him in his chair. “Hey, Cowboy. What do you say we start making some babies?”
“You don’t want more time,” he asked.
She kicked off her boots. “No. This house is too big. I want to fill it with little Coles. I want to teach’em to ride and sing them to sleep at night. That’s all I want. Time with you and our kids.”
Pictures taken of the bride onstage made the front page of the paper that week. Jolie had filmed her entire performance, as had other guests, and the videos were going viral. They had been reposted and shared nearly half a million times. The video started getting featured on local news programs and ultimately was shown on The Today Show when the views got pushed above two million. Alexis and Brad accepted their request to be interviewed. They were to appear on the Friday morning show.
Alexis called Dr. Cooper with an idea. Dr. Cooper convened a hasty meeting of their directors and the plan was approved. The couple was flown to New York on Wednesday afternoon and would be picked up at their hotel early Friday morning.
They were met outside their hotel on Friday morning well before sunrise and whisked to 30 Rock and the NBC studios. They were told they’d be sitting in a comfortable set with couches and host chairs. Alexis wore a cute denim skirt and a plaid shirt. She wore her favorite cowboy hat with her turquoise hat band. Brad wore a dark suit, string tie and his Resistol. Throughout the hour, the hosts teased their wedding video. Each time, the cameras would cut to the couple and they would smile. Once, they kissed.
Finally, at the :50-mark, the stage lights came on and Al Roker introduced their segment, “Now, on Today is our feel-good story of the day. Two weeks ago, Brad Cole and Alexis Houston from rural Denver celebrated their wedding day. During the reception, the bride, an amateur singer and prompted by her Maid of Honor, was invited to sing by the band playing their reception. The new Mrs. Cole joined the band on stage. And then this happened…”
The monitors came to life showing Alexis singing and working the crowd as she belted out the duet with Rhett, the lead singer for the Post Turtles. They took several cuts of her taking over the stage. Then, they displayed the end of the video where Rhett asked about being punked. When they returned to the studio camera, the hosts were seated on the sofas with the couple.
Al looked into the camera, “With us now are Brad and Alexis Cole. Alexis, you aren’t a professional singer, are you?”
Alexis smiled, shaking her head, “No, Mr. Roker. I’ve never been on stage before.”
“Have you ever performed before?”
“I sang the same song with Brad, my husband, at my mom’s birthday party. It was the night we got engaged.” Alexis squeezed Brad’s hand.
Hoda interjected, “Alexis, can I just say that you looked hot on that stage. Girl, you were fire! And that dress was so cute. Is that what brides are wearing in Denver?”
“Thank you, Hoda. I can’t really say what other brides are wearing. That dress made me feel as happy as I could be!”
Al, said, “And Brad, did you know your wife was so talented?”
Brad spoke for the first time, “Al, Alexis surprises me every day with something new. I had heard her sing, but I’d never suspected she could work a room from the stage. It’s why I love her so much. Every minute holds the real opportunity that I’m going to discover something new. You should see her ride a horse!”
Hoda, again. “Well, your video was of you singing with a local band called the Post Turtles. It’s now got over 50 million views and has been featured on over 30 local affiliates. You’re lighting up the internet. In fact, that song you sang is one of Taylor Swift’s. Did you see what she Tweeted this morning? Here…”
The monitor lit back up and Taylor Swift appeared. “Alexis and Brad, I want to congratulate you on your marriage. I’d also like to invite you to join me on stage next month when I play Denver. Good luck to you both.”
Brad and Alexis were suitably stunned for the cameras. Hoda spoke, “We are going to have more with Alexis and Brad in our third hour when we will air the entire video and get to know this amazing couple more when we come back with Jenna Bush Hager. We’re also going to play a second video from the reception that we’ve just been given where the bride makes a surprising announcement? I can’t wait. Stay with us here on Today.”
A stage manager yelled, “We’re out!”
The Today Show kept teasing more about the video through the second hour, which featured cooking and technology segments.
In the third hour Jenna and Hoda took over the hosting desk. They featured makeovers and the top ten baby names. In the second ten, they featured Brad and Alexis. They showed the whole video and questioned them again about how Alexis had ended up on stage.
Jenna gave them the next question, “Now, Alexis. I love your skirt. You are a very beautiful woman and your wedding dress was amazing. You gave our producers a video of a second song you performed that hasn’t been released and that you have an announcement that you want to make, do you care to share?”
Alexis looked into the camera. “Thank you, Jenna. Do you want to run the video? I sing Stupid Boy.”
“Okay, our producers are going to play the video. Do you want to tell us what we’ll be seeing?”
“Yes, with all of the attention that is suddenly on me, I want to come clean about something before a reporter digs it up and causes difficulties for my family.”
Jenna looked surprised. “Let me guess, you aren’t really an amateur!”
“No, Jenna. I am definitely an amateur. Let’s play the explanation I give the crowd. It will explain.”
The monitors aired her monologue while the band played the chord progressions. Onscreen, Alexis started explaining.”
They watched the first minute of the video. As Alexis explained about Alex, Hoda and Jenna started looking Alexis over. They didn’t find what they were looking for. The video stopped.
Alexis said, “I need let everyone know that when I was a child, I was a transgender female. My name was Alex. About nine months ago, I participated in a research trial by BioFem, Inc. of Denver. Using a combination of DNA splicing and nanotechnology, BioFem transformed my male body into my true female body. I met Brad after my transformation was complete.”
Jenna and Hoda were visibly stunned, “Uh, you are transsexual?”
“No. Not anymore. Their process is new and will soon be approved to help other transgendered patients. I am completely female. I’ve been tested by gynecologists, geneticists, and even the doctor who delivered me. All have declared that I am one very healthy cowgirl! I have a uterus and eggs. I had several periods before I missed my last one. Brad, my love. We’re pregnant!”
Hoda took a big swig of wine. “I find this almost too incredible to believe. I didn’t know this was even possible!”
Alexis spoke, “It is. I’m their very first transgender transformation. They’ve changed the sex of nearly 75 men to women, but I’m the first to receive the treatment to correct my assigned birth gender. BioFem will confirm my story. They have all the pictures they took. This is a miracle and represents the greatest hope the trans community has ever had for correcting our misaligned genders.”
Hoda sat in visible shock and listened to her earpiece. “We’re going to take a break, but I’ve just been asked to confirm that our couple can stay through the commercial. We’re going to cancel our next makeup segment to stay with this breaking story. We’ll be right back.”
Brad waited for the lights to go out, signaling they were off-air. “I’m glad you told me this morning before breaking that news to me like that. Are you doing okay, babe?”
Alexis took a deep breath and moved to hug him. “This is sooner than I wanted this to happen, but even at home people are asking where Alex went. I did know people. My parents had lots of friends who knew me. And then I had to go and blow up the internet. I’m sorry, Brad.”
“Hey, I’m here. Remember? You said you could live without fear because I’m by your side. I ain’t leavin’ you. I love you, cowgirl.”
Someone yelled, “We’re back in ten! Places!”
Hoda sat. “Brad, we’re going to our doctor and then to you when we come back.” Brad nodded and sat down next to Alexis again.
“Good morning, we’re back. If you are just tuning in we’re interviewing Alexis and Brad Cole of Denver, Colorado. If you haven’t seen Alexis perform her tribute to Taylor Swift online, you’re probably on life support. It all happened at their wedding reception and it is a performance you’ll never forget.” Hoda turned in her chair and another camera lit up. She turned to look into that camera. “Right before we went to break, Alexis confessed to us that she hasn’t always been the beautiful bride shown in the video. In fact, Alexis Houston was born as Alex Houston to her rural Colorado parents. Alexis is, or was, a transgender girl, born as a boy and forced to live as a boy her entire life.”
Jenna turned to the camera as they switched to her, “Hoda, our producers have reached out to BioFem for comment. They’re press agent has confirmed that everything Alexis had told us is accurate. She is the world’s first transgender reassignment procedure and that she is now fully-recovered. She is now indistinguishable from a cisgendered, or properly assigned, female. They prepared a short statement they are releasing that we are now airing in a Today Show exclusive.”
The monitors came to life and Alexis squealed, “Look, it’s Julie!”
The statement played, “Today, BioFem, Inc., is announcing that we have perfected a non-surgical means to correct the bodies of patients born as transgender, or in the wrong body; a body that does not match who they believe themselves to be internally. Alexis Houston Cole is one such patient. Alexis had been living as Alex for 24 years. If not for the strength of her character, Alexis may not have survived. Alexis participated in a two-month course of our new procedure. I was a member of the team who worked with her as she transformed. This...” Julie held up a piece of paper, “is my signed affidavit attesting that I knew ‘Alex’ before she became ‘Alexis.’ She is now a properly aligned woman and we, at BioFem, Inc., could not be prouder of her successful transition. We love you, Alexis. We believed you before. We love you now.” Julie gathered her papers and said, “Thank you. We will make our medical staff available to your questions in one hour when they will hold an additional press conference.” She stepped away from the microphone.
Hoda turned to Brad and Alexis, “Again, we are following the breaking news of a mind-blowing treatment for transgendered persons. That was BioFem spokesperson, Julie Marquis. She confirmed everything we’ve been learning here in the studio. Brad, can you hang on for another few minutes? We want to bring in our Chief Medical Correspondent, Dr. Nancy Snyderman. Nancy, you’ve been coming up to speed on this revelation. What are your thoughts?”
“Hoda, I’m frankly, stunned. This is nothing short of a medical miracle and represents the first true solution the medical community can offer for the pain of incorrect gender identity. All I can say is that I’m hoping to learn more about their work as quickly as I can. To have this option for some of my own patients? We’ve been praying for this, along with our patients. Back to you, Hoda. Jenna.”
Hoda spoke, “Thank you, Nancy. We turn now to Bradley Cole, husband of Alexis Houston Cole, the first woman to receive this landmark treatment. Brad, when did you learn of your wife’s history?”
Brad smiled, “Thank you, Hoda. It's good to be here. Alexis is the most amazing woman I have ever known. We met on the very night that Alexis introduced her true-self to her parents. They were celebrating their reunion and it was my pure dumb luck that I ran into her and her family at the restaurant. I know her parents from working my ranch. I met Alexis and it was love at first sight. We asked each other out and I invited her out to ride my prize stallion on my ranch.” There was a moment of chuckling, but Brad continued. “Alexis arrived at my ranch. She was beautiful, polite, and excited to do some riding. But first, she asked if she could talk to me. We went to a couple of chairs I keep next to our creek and she told me everything. To believe that she ever kept this secret from me would be a mistake. She explained everything at her very first opportunity. She is the most honest person I’ve ever known. It’s exactly why we are here this morning. Alexis lives with integrity and won’t have others assuming things about her or her family—a family that I am now so proud to be a member of.” He turned to Alexis, “I love you, cowgirl.”
Hoda replied, “That really is very touching. How did you react when she told you?”
“Hoda, it was a very private moment, but I gave her a huge hug and thanked her for trusting me. Then we went for a ride. The ride hasn’t ended yet. We’re married and we’re now expecting our first child. I hope this ride never ends.”
Jenna Bush Hager was crying. She sniffed and flapped her hands at her eyes as if she could dry her tears that way. “Oh, I just want to hug you! That’s a beautiful story.”
Hoda said, “It sure is. Thank you both for being here this morning to break this amazing news for all of our transgendered viewers. I’m told that Twitter is lighting up with hope. Thank you, Alexis, for sharing your story. We’ll carry that BioFem news conference live when it occurs. This has been an exclusive report brought to you by the Today Show, on NBC.”
“We’re out!”




Epilogue 2
Five Years Later
Alexis was now a mother of four, blissfully and beautifully four months pregnant with their next daughter. Brad had already given her two sons, and two daughters. She planned that Sarah, the one beginning to kick in her belly would be her last. She and the girls would outnumber the boys in the family by a score of four to three. As she had wanted, their home was a constant hive of activity as the children chased each other from room to room, echoing with their laughter. Their grandparents visited almost daily. She loved the energy of their happy children and she and Brad were free to venture into town knowing that their parents were with the kids.
Alexis slipped into the home office she shared with Brad and sat down at her computer, connecting to her 10:00 A.M. meeting with her BioFem colleagues. After her Today Show announcement, Alexis had accepted a position on Dr. Cooper’s transgender alignment team, assisting other patients through the procedures and connecting them with transition resources. She was able to do much of this work from home but usually commuted to Denver one-to-two days each week for in-person meetings with those entering the program.
BioFem had “sealed the deal” with Alexis by converting the remaining money she was to be paid for her study into a one-time award of stock shares. BioFem had tripled those shares. These shares had been awarded to her on the Thursday before she and Brad appeared on the Today Show. Share prices jumped immediately upon her announcement and the subsequent confirmation of the research by outside auditors. The value of those shares increased ten-fold in one day and had then split three for one. She and Brad now owned close to $10 million in BioFem stock. It was a very nice thank you for her willingness to become the face of their efforts. The Coles placed most of this money in trust for their children.
Her face now adorned company brochures and she was all over their web presence and social media. She appeared in corporate videos and her friendly face had been credited with reassuring close to 1000 patients who had now transitioned successfully to their true genders.
As expected, the market for the cosmetic line of biological upgrades was sold at a premium and those profits subsidized the transgender programs and BioFem was able to offer their full services to these patients at prices that while steep, were less than half of their true expense to the company. The company was in discussions with major insurance providers to negotiate coverage for the procedure on most insurance plans.
“Good morning, Margaret. How are you,” Lex asked as the Teams video call connected?
“Lex, I’m great. How’s the baby treating you?”
Alexis looked down at her stomach and rubbed the round ball that was now too large to conceal in one of her dresses. “Oh, she’s doing good. She keeps kicking my bladder like our old mule, but I know she’s healthy! She’s got good feet.”
Margaret laughed, “My second one was like that. I feel for you. I don’t know how you can keep delivering those cowboy babies and look like you do!”
“I guess I just have really good nano-genetics!”
“That you do! How’s that good man doing?”
Lex smiled again, “Best dad ever. Did I tell you that we’re buying the auction barn from daddy? We’re going to let him retire so he can play with his grand-babies. He feels like he needs to make up for my childhood, so we’re going to let him spend his days riding and fishing with the olders and spoiling the youngers.”
“That sounds like a wonderful plan.”
Alexis opened another window on her computer and reviewed the list of approved patients for today. “It looks like we have five new approvals for today?”
Margaret nodded, “Yes. Do you have time to call them today?”
“Of course! I can never let these people wait. I remember how anxious I was to learn if I could be treated. I’ll call them all as soon as we hang up.”
“Will you have time to schedule their design sessions for next week?”
“Yes. That’s the fun part! I’ll drive into the office for a few days next week to meet with all of them. How soon will you be able to schedule their first injection,” Alexis asked?
“Tell them to contact Julie and she’ll get them in right away.”
“Wonderful. I’ll do that. Will you be in the office next week?”
“Yes. I’ll be here. My sessions will begin right after you’ve worked out their design.”
Alexis smiled and reached for the disconnect icon, “Good. I’ll see you next week, Margaret. Bye.”
Alexis looked over the contact list and typed in the email address to open a Skype session. She listened as the music played while the connection was made. She adjusted her hair using her camera while she waited for the young man to pick up. The music stopped and he appeared on the screen. She smiled and greeted the young man, “Good morning, Ellen. My name is Alexis Cole. I’m the Director of Gender Affirmation Services with BioFem.”
Ellen lit up as she recognized Alexis, “Oh, my god! You’re Alexis Cole!”
Alexis smiled, “I am, yes.”
Ellen replied, “You’re my hero. You’re a hero to all of us.”
Alexis accepted the compliment, though she didn’t feel like anyone’s hero. She felt lucky. “Ellen, the only thing I’ve done to become a hero is exactly what I’m about to offer you. I’m calling with good news! BioFem is admitting you into the program. We’re going to affirm your female gender.”
Ellen started crying. She tried to talk but was all choked up. Her lip was quivering and her body visibly shook as she sobbed with relief; bobbing her head up and down as tears streamed down her face.
Alexis knew exactly how she felt, remembering how desperately she had wanted to hear this news, so she cut to the chase, “Ellen, baby. How soon can you get to Denver? Your pain is almost over. We’re going to make it better.”
The End












Afterword
A word from the author regarding her support for transgender youth...
I’ve come to the end of this four-book series. If you have read the entire “Reversible” series, you will know that this book differs from the other three works. I try to let my books write themselves, and largely, they have—especially those that come as easy as this one did. This idea came to me in the shower while I was still writing the third book. A week later, the first draft was complete.
Frequently, the erotic transformation is the central focus of my work; and turning men into sexy bimbos is fun and my sales indicate that I have found a market for my work. Thank you. You are the reason I keep trying to push myself. As the characters and doctors from the arc of the BioFem-trials developed, and I began to form more motivations for the research, I’ve struggled with using this fictionalized technology for the sole benefit of horny male executives. That was the main focus of the BimbOS series and I have no regrets. However, I have felt true sadness for the outcomes of my characters in Book Three. For the duration of my time that these characters live in my brain, I fall in love with them. I want to see them have a happy ending. I think you do, too.
I read a lot of “bimbo fiction” to help solidify ideas and to attempt to find something unique that hasn’t already been done elsewhere. A lot of this fiction is demoralizing to the women of the story. They are objectified as a means to sexually excite the reader; and nothing more. There’s nothing wrong with titillating the readers.
As I have now released a dozen works via Amazon Self-Publishing and have created a fairly large volume of work, I am striving to be different and to grow as a writer. You will notice that the page-count of my work is increasing as I become more skilled at building a world that surrounds the characters; larger than their bedroom or bathroom.
I want to use the transformations to excite my readers, but primarily as a means to drive the story.  I don’t want to leave my characters demoralized and used. And once this story took shape, I was convinced that I would never do something to harm Alexis. Alexis is too special. I am particularly concerned about how we, as authors in this genre, are skirting the issues of transgender individuals, like Alexis. It is for this reason that Alexis was only depicted in two sex scenes when my average is 8-10 per book. Alexis, you see, just isn’t that type of girl.
The characters in the Reversible series have all been average heterosexual males caught in a research study that changes them into women and once transformed, they don’t wish to return. All of them are fictional characters in a manufactured situation that enlightens the characters who then make an informed choice about remaining in their new bodies. I’ve alluded to the use of this fictitious research for helping transgendered persons align their bodies with their preferred gender. The four “men” who go through this trial in this four-book series did not suffer from the very real problems that transgender persons face in their lives. Michael loved becoming Michelle. Dan enjoyed his trip to become Dina. Nick and Trevor had a fun ride on their way to being Mindi and Mandi. They never had to face the confusion caused by receiving the wrong body at birth.
In this final book of the series, Alexis becomes the first trans-female to participate in the fabled study. The character of Dr. Cooper began to show some concern for Trevor and Nick as her board of directors pressured her into forcing their transformation to dumb sex toys. Despite my misgivings, I allowed that transformation to proceed because creating simultaneous character transformations was a writing challenge I wanted to take on.
In this final book, I let Dr. Cooper get some redemption. She gets to help Alexis reveal herself to her family and the world—not as a bimbo sex toy, but as a trans-woman with the opportunity to align her gender with her body. I set her story in the ranch-lands around my home in Boulder because I grew up with more ponies than any one girl should have[1]. Consequently, I know horses. I hope I have allowed her to transform with the respect I hold for transgender persons who have struggled with their body identities without the magical ability I created for this series.
I tried to explore some of the pain Alexis felt growing up in a world that insisted she was a boy named, Alex. These pains aren’t entirely imagined, because while I am not trans-, I believe I am also not entirely cis-, either. I have experienced too many dreams in my life where my entire dream plays out as my opposite for me to believe that I’m without my own issues of gender identity.
There were times, as I wrote a particular scene in Alexis’ journey, that I had to close the lid on my iPad/keyboard because I wasn’t prepared for the emotions that arose as I became her voice. As I said earlier, I fall in love with my characters. Her pain was too great for me to handle at that moment. However, there were also moments I cried for her joy. When Alexis finds her voice, both literally and figuratively, and sings for the first time, I was bawling. I was so happy for her!
But my emotions mean nothing. My pain is nothing—it is nothing when compared to the pain a child feels as they struggle with their place in the world, AND, they are forced to do so believing something is wrong with their assigned gender. Or worse, knowing in their soul who they are but being told they are wrong with no easy fix.
Throughout history, humans have developed a horrible pattern. One group of us decides that we are “the right ones” and we look down on “the wrong ones” or those who are not like us. We have a tragic history of unjustified and irrational hatred towards the “others.” In America, we have marginalized and degraded relationships with indigenous people, blacks, Irish, Italians, Asians, Jews, Mexicans, and Muslims. If they aren’t white and 50-years old, we have found a way to hate them. I sincerely apologize if I neglected to recognize your individual pain. It is not my intention to cause more. Additionally, we have maintained a constant drum-beat of hate and oppression against groups that cross all races and cultures: gays, lesbians, bisexuals, transgenders, transexuals, and those who are queer. Once more, my apologies if I left you out.
We have made progress among some of the oppressed. The “melting pot” of America has tempered the hate of foreign whites (Irish, Italian, …), and while we still have some major issues to resolve with blacks and Latinos, there has been progress. Gays and Lesbians can legally marry and can adopt children. These are landmark decisions and milestones on our way to equality for all. In all cases, we had to fight laws that made hate legal to un-do the terrible consequences of that hatred. Some of these racist, misogynistic, sexist, and blatantly hurtful laws have been on the books for over 100 years.
I raise these examples to argue a point that is critical to my book. The discriminations forced on each group has diminished over time as more public stigma has been placed upon the bearers of that hatred. We have stood up to fight for BLM. We have pushed back against the irrational hatred of Muslims in the post-9/11 world. We pushed back against the misguided hate of Asian persons in the aftermath of COVID-19. Those of us who fight for equality and equity in the face of this open hostility have tried to hold the line. We don’t want it to get worse in the face of White Nationalism and ignorant fear.
Unfortunately, the “new group” that is now on a list of “people we can legally hate,” is the transgender community. We fear what we do not understand. Gender Identity issues are hard to understand. However, in our irrational hatred and fear, there have been more laws enacted to oppress trans-rights than I can believe. I simply won’t accept that we haven’t learned the lessons of our parents. Or, maybe it’s still our parents who are the problem? We should not be creating new law that will have to rescinded before transgendered humans can attain their rights as humans. At this writing, it is 2022. For my entire life, we have been fighting for Civil Rights on behalf of enough oppressed groups that we must recognize that the solution to this will NEVER be to further restrict another human’s ability to exist.  Human Rights are not like your favorite skillet of cornbread. Giving someone else an equal piece doesn’t take any away from you. The skillet just grows larger for all of us.
I apologize if I’m crossing your political line and you feel you no longer wish to support me. I’m fine with that. If you believe in oppressing children, I’m fine with telling you to fuck off. I don’t want your money. I write because I have to—not because I will ever support myself on the proceeds. Go re-read that part of the bible where Jesus told you to love all of God’s children. She, God, didn’t specify which ones. Her word was to love all of them without exception. It is terrible that I must explain this to you. I’m an atheist. Why did I learn the lessons you haven’t?
I like to believe that my audience will find some agreement with me on this issue, given that you were attracted to reading a book that clearly stated it was a transgender experiment. If you sought out this experience and are also in the group fighting against trans-rights? I have a degree in Psychology that says you have some issues that need to be resolved, my friend.
I hope you are still reading. Here’s what I really came here to tell you:
I have decided that I’m going to donate most of the proceeds I receive from this book to aid the fight for trans-rights. I promised myself a new iPad from the Reversible series and anything I earn above that will be donated to groups fighting for the mental and physical safety of transgendered children and young adults. I am still researching which groups I will support, largely on your behalf. If you would like to suggest an organization; one that makes you cry as you write your check because it fills your heart with love to help them fight, perhaps for your own child—please write to me about their work at: ciera.carrera@gmail.com. I’d like to help them, too. For Alexis; and all those like her.
For the next Alexis. Wherever I might find you.
I’ll see you again on the first page of the next book.
--C.C.
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In this novel, I borrowed four songs I must credit. I tried to limit the word count to comply with fair usage standards. The first song:
Secure Yourself to Heaven, by Indigo Girls.  Copyright 1989, Sony Music Entertainment, Inc. Written by: AMY ELIZABETH RAY, EMILY ANN SALIERS
Lyrics © Universal Music Publishing Group. All rights belong to artists and their representatives.
The second song sung by Alexis and Brad: All Too Well, by Taylor Swift. Written by: Taylor Alison Swift, Elisabeth Wagner Rose.
Lyrics © Universal Music Publishing Group, Sony/ATV Music Publishing LLC, Warner Chappell Music, Inc. All rights belong to artists and their representatives.
The third song sung by Alexis: Mama’s Song, by Carrie Underwood.
Songwriters: Marti Frederiksen / Luke Robert Laird / Kara Dioguardi / Carrie Underwood
Mama's Song lyrics © Bug Music, Spirit One Music, Spirit Catalogue Holdings S.a.r.l., Sunshine Terrace Music, Round Hill Works, Art in the Fodder Music, Half of My Publishing, Carrie Okie Music, Universal Music Rights
The fourth song sung by Alexis and The Post Turtles, Stupid Boy. Keith Urban made it famous. Sara Buxton created it. Songwriters: Dave Berg / Deanna Bryant / Sarah Buxton
Stupid Boy lyrics © Songtrust Ave, Spirit Music Group, Universal Music Publishing Group. Lyrics edited for Alexis Cole by Ciera Carrera


In an effort to provide some authenticity to the locations and settings used in the story, some local businesses were used to lend credibility to the tale. Colorado residents may substitute their knowledge of these locations for my own. These locations were used fictionally and no effort was made to portray them as they exist today. Any inaccuracies were intentional and my own and were done so to facilitate the story.
The location of Brad’s ranch is not “halfway home to Greeley” from Denver. The location is northeast of the city and not directly north as presented in the story. Denver is a growing city and much of the ranch land that once existed has become part of the metropolis. Like our ranchers, I had to migrate the Triple-Creek off towards Kansas. All three creeks and rivers are fictional for the purpose of the story. Mule deer exist in abundance. They like to drink from streams. Those details are accurate.
The technologies on which I have based my fiction upon are nascent, but real. If, in the future, a BioFem creates a means to relieve the pain of trans-persons, their procedures will likely come from areas of this research. Anyone who has science at the university level will be aware that research trials on human subjects must pass the scrutiny of the IRRB, Institutional Research Review Board, formerly known as the “Human Subject Committee.” My research trials violated all aspects they are designed to protect. We call it fiction for a reason.
This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to any person, living or dead, is coincidental. Where I used real people or their music, I have done my best to credit their original works and to use them with all the respect I can give them. Special thanks to the members of The Today Show. Again, their likeness is their own. I made every attempt to treat them with respect and to use them in a manner consistent with their personalities. I make no claim on their registered copyrights. The songs used were chosen because the artist’s work had the power to make me cry when their words were given to Alexis.
 

 
[1] Four horses, nine ponies, two mule teams, two donkeys, and a goat. Never tell me I can’t shovel the shit. -C.C.
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Reversible (Series)
As Long as I Can Reverse This...: An Erotic Transgender Experiment
 
Michael is broke. He’s lost his job in marketing and he is hurting for cash. His former company is dragging his name through the mud, accusing him of stealing a colleague's work. Nobody will touch him. While applying for jobs, he encounters an offer from a large pharmaceutical company to participate in a new drug study. Desperate to pay his rent, Mike attends an interest meeting at BioFem. When he learns that the study pays twice as much as his old job, he volunteers to give it a try. Then, he learns that the researchers will be testing a drug to change his sex to female. The researchers promise the effects are reversible and safe. Desperate for cash, he agrees to do it, as long as they can reverse this.
Why Would I Reverse This?: An Erotic Transgender Experiment
 
Dan Murray is a college student in Denver. He's a business major and avid video gamer hard up for cash. His roommate suggests that Dan could earn decent cash volunteering for local drug studies. His roommate is currently enrolled in three for a company called, BioForce. Dan is intrigued, but can't remember the name of the company. He happens upon a glamorous ad for research participants for a company called BioFem. Assuming this is the right company, he agrees to participate in their research program, unwittingly becoming part of a program to transform men into women.
As his bodily traits begin to change, Dan's girlfriend is the first to notice and agrees to stand by him as he changes and becomes his guide as he becomes a beautiful college co-ed. Dana, it seems, is particularly sensitive to the research medications and experiences faster-than-normal transformation, and within hours of her fourth dose, she is on her knees in the dormitory doing a conga-line of college men as she takes them on two and four at a time.
An overnight internet sensation, Dana leaves school to capitalize on her fame, leaving her friends and her family behind.

Some Fun Before We Reverse This: An Erotic Transgender Experiment
 
The third title in the Reversible series, Some Fun Before We Reverse This, follows two roommates, Nick and Trevor, as they both agree to join the fated BioFem experiment that will transform them into women. Like Mike and Dan before them, their lives change when they attend the first orientation and receive their first dose.

Nick is a struggling Lyft driver, trying to make ends meet until he can find more permanent work. When an angry passenger hijacks his car and sends Nick to the hospital, Nick decides he is done. Attracted to a posting for the BioFem experiment, he decides to make the call to register.
Nick's roommate, Trevor works remotely as a programmer for a software company in another state. Tired of being JACM (Just Another Code Monkey), he agrees to join Nick and attend the orientation.
Knowing that they will reverse their sex changes after the study is done, the two men decide to experience all they can as women before they reverse their changes. Then, BioFem management gets involved and wants to throw a little change into the protocols.



cover.jpeg





