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Chapter 1

“Just relax,” the pretty young woman said, and then she smiled at me briefly before stepping away for a few moments.  Upon returning I began to think how she was the stereotype of the beautiful nerdy female scientist who was wearing a white lab coat, had her hair up in a bun, and was sporting birth control glasses.  As I fantasized about her, she suddenly turns and looks at me, removes her spectacles, and pulls out a hairpin that releases her long dark hair, and after shaking her head it falls upon her shoulders.  She then nibbles on her glasses for just a moment before removing them from her mouth and then runs her tongue 360 degrees around her painted ruby red lips in a very sensuous fashion.  My fantasy is shattered and I suddenly land back in reality as a voice says, “Hello?”

“Huh?” I replied.

Smiling at me she said, “Okay, it’s just about time.  Are you ready?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, but let’s do it anyway.”

Almost out of nowhere a pretty blonde woman with gorgeous blue eyes enthusiastically asked, “How’s my star test subject doing?”

“Oh, hey Ms. Reed,” I replied.

“I’ve told you before, call me Christina.”

“Okay Christina, with that being the case you don’t have to call me Mr. Starr, using my first name is fine.”

“Very well India, and that’s a pretty cool name by the way, how are you feeling?”

“I’m doing pretty good except for the fact that I’m laying here in a supersized tricked-out casket getting ready to go into suspended animation.  Otherwise, I’m fine.”

“You’re not backing out on me, are you?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, I’m just complaining.”

“Why are you complaining?  Just think of all that money you’re going to get when you open your eyes and the project is complete.”

“I keep telling myself that.  I think I’m just nervous.”

“Perfectly understandable India.”

“That plus the fact that I’m laying here naked, which is slightly less than dignifying.  Plus, I’m cold,” I replied.

“I’m sorry, it’s all part of the process and is necessary, but it won’t be long because I think …..”

“Ms. Reed, we’re ready,” the young lab assistant said.

“Thank you, Marcy.  Ask and ye shall receive.  Here we go,” Christina said, “See you in a year.”

As the translucent door slowly began to close, sealing me in for the next twelve months, the last thing I could see was the young woman in the white lab coat and Christina Reed, CEO of Freeze-O-Genics, standing there smiling at me. 

Now for a little background because you’re probably wondering who is telling this story and how did I get into the self-imposed predicament I am describing.  India Starr’s the name, the one given to me by my parents upon my birth.  Mom and dad just happened to meet a few months following their graduations from different colleges.  According to them, it was a time of great joy, freedom, and spirituality and was the most wonderful time of their lives.  I’m sure it was true as they traveled throughout India that summer having sex and enjoying a wide variety of recreational drugs, which so many westerners frequently travel there to do.  That carefree summer just happened to result in them getting married and then choosing a name based on where it happened.  Ergo, India became my Christian name.  Needless to say, my father’s family name was Starr.  More than once I wondered if my parents assigned me with the name out of pure cruelty.  Perhaps being born had disrupted their carefree hippie lifestyle and they decided to punish me for the rest of my life by assigning me with the name India Starr, and if they had, then their plan was working. 

Then again, maybe they were just high at the time.  I could just envision a conversation between them where mom asked, “Hey big daddy, what are we going to call our baby?” and then passes the joint to him.

As he takes a toke he then holds it in for a few seconds before exhaling, and while high as a kite says, “I dunno, but whatever it is we need to pick something awesome because this kid is gonna do great things and is going to change the world.  Babe, listen, and stay with me on this, okay?” he says as he returns the joint to her.

“With ya, all the way my love,” my pregnant mother says as she takes a drag off the hand-rolled marijuana cigarette and then returns it to my father.

“Okay, babe, this baby of ours is going to be so fucking spectacular that, okay, wait, you know how the guy that gets to be president is awesome?”

“Yeah,” she replied.

“It’s going to be more awesome than that because he, or she, is going to change the world, and you know what so cool about that?  Huh?  Want to know?”

“What sweetie?” mom replies as she smiles at him lovingly.

“We made it.  You and me.”

“You’re right.  I knew there was something I loved about you.  Did I ever tell you that you’re the smartest man on Earth?”

Having an epiphany, he then says, “You just gave me the name babe.”

“I did?”

Nodding he said, “Yeah.  You said Earth.  That reminded me of a place on Earth, where we met, and that will be our baby’s name.”

“Yeah,” mom replied, “India.  We will call it India.  You know what else, I’ve got an idea for its last name.  As it was conceived on that warm summer night and I lay there naked with my legs hiked high into the air and you were pounding me relentlessly as I looked up into the night sky.  There, I saw a twinkling in the east and knew what last name our child should have.  Star.  It will be India Star.”

After hesitating dad said, “Babe, I think that’s a great idea but I just have to say one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“My last name already is Starr, remember?  But the r at the end is like times two?”

“Oh yeah.”

Perhaps I’m wrong but that’s the way I envisioned it happening anyway, even though there’s the possibility that the way it happened was a bit less dramatic.  They were good people and decent parents and as I lay there I thought of how much I missed my mother and father because I’d lost both of them about four years prior after they perished in an automobile accident.  When you’re an only child and an orphan to boot, even though you’re twenty-seven years old and an adult, you still feel very alone.  Sometimes you wonder why it happened to you and ask yourself what you’ve got to look forward to because you have no family to share things with, good or bad.  This makes you a bit of a risk-taker, or it did me anyway because if the experiment failed and I perished I wasn’t leaving anyone behind who would suffer as a result of my passing.

After a couple of years of bad relationships, low-paying jobs, and struggling financially I saw an online ad asking for volunteers for a groundbreaking new project, though it didn’t say exactly what it was.  I ended up going through an entire interview and testing process still not knowing what it was all about, just as so many others did as they were paying us just to show up.  I was selected as the perfect match based on a variety of factors which I’m sure included the fact that if something happened to me I had no family that would come back and file suit against the biotech startup, Freeze-O-Genics.  After they told me I was their first choice, they explained that the process would involve me being put into suspended animation, aka cryo-sleep, for one year, and at the end of that time, when I awoke, I would be given a check for $100,000.  That sounded pretty good to me because I wasn’t doing all that much anyway, plus, I would be able to get a fresh start with that money, something that was appealing and what I truly wanted and needed.

With the door to the cryo-chamber now fully in place the tomb in which I resided began to fill with white gas and as it did my eyelids became heavier and heavier until I could no longer keep them open and that’s the last thing I remember as India Starr, the boy born to two hippies who met during a warm summer, not too far from New Delhi.


Chapter 2

As I opened my eyes, I saw Christina and the young woman wearing the lab coat who had placed me in the cryo-sleep chamber, Marcy, looking down at me, and from what I could tell I was no longer in the crypt but on a much softer surface.  I was also much warmer than when I had last seen them and could tell that I was presently covered with several blankets which felt good against my flesh and they were quite comforting.

“India, can you hear me?” Christina asked.

Nodding slightly, I began to speak and as I did my voice crackled as I tried to say the word yes, which came out in a garbled and a high pitched tone.  It was clear that I had some sort of drainage, probably from being in the crypt and that was what had affected my speech.

“Okay good.”

Without using my voice I then mouthed, “How long?”

She replied, “It’s been three months.  We had to take you out early because we were getting some pretty strange readings and removed you from cryo-sleep for your safety.  At this point you appear to be,” she stopped talking and looked at her assistant who shrugged her shoulders slightly.  Christina then added, “In good health, from everything that we can tell.  Since we removed you from the chamber two days ago, we’ve monitored you closely and are not worried about your safety.”

The two of them once again looked at one another, each having a concerned look upon their faces, and after a few moments, Christina said, “India, I’m not going to bullshit you, not for one minute, even though you appear to be in good health something did happen during cryo-sleep.  This will come as a shock so I want you to be prepared, okay?”

I nodded and whispered, “If I’m in good health how bad can it be?”

The assistant then sat me up on the side of the bed and momentarily Christina rolled a full-length mirror right up in front of me.  As I caught sight of myself in the looking glass I was speechless, not knowing what to think or say.  In my place was a blonde-haired blue-eyed young woman in her mid-twenties and by the expression on her face, she was just as petrified as me.

Finally deciding that I had to try and say something I blurted out, “So this is what happened while I was asleep?  Oh my God, I’ve also got a high-pitched voice like a woman as well.  What the hell Christina?  What the hell?  How did this happen?”

“When we opened the container a couple of days ago, we were just as surprised as you are now, and equally as frightened, and the last thing we expected to see was a young woman in your place.”

“Christina, there’s no way that you could have been as scared as I am now right now because I’m the one with the problem, not you.  Tonight, when you go home you return as yourself.  As for me, I go as a girl.  I certainly hope you’ve got some sort of a plan to change me back because if you don’t, I’ll keep you wrapped up in litigation as long as you live.  I don’t care what all those disclaimers that I signed said.”

In a calm voice, she said, “Let’s just try and stay calm.”

“Fuck you!” I said loudly, “I have no intention of staying calm and you wouldn’t either if you had gone to sleep as a guy and wake up as a woman.  You’ve stolen my life Christina and taken away the only thing I had left which was my identity.  Do you even realize that?  Fuck, you don’t care, you’re just standing there trying to figure a way out of this.  You’re more concerned about getting sued and the bad press than me, just like everyone else, greedy and out for themselves.  You will continue getting rich while stupid son-of-a-bitches like me end up taking it in the ass.”

Sitting down next to me she said, “I’m not going to patronize you or insult your intelligence, because there’s no way that I could possibly imagine what you’re going through right now, and I’m not going to pretend that I do.  Not even for a second.  However, there’s one thing that I can guarantee, that you’re not alone and that we are going to be with you every step of the way, and I promise you that, isn’t that right Marcy?”

The young woman in the white lab coat smiled and said, “Yes.  You can count on that India because you’re not alone in this at all and won’t be for a minute.  I promise.”

Feeling a tad calmer, I asked, “Do you think it’s possible to change me back?”

Christina said, “We don’t even really know how you got changed in the first place.  The only thing we can surmise is that the compounds we use in the cryo-freezing process somehow rewrote your DNA, essentially removing your X chromosome and replacing it with a Y.  Believe it or not, you’ve got the same blood type, fingerprints, and even your appendix is gone, which you had removed many years ago.  It was a good thing that you were cavity-free because if you’d had fillings they would have popped out when your teeth shrunk to their new reduced size.  Answering your question, no, and I’m sorry, there doesn’t appear to be a way back.”

After a long silence, I asked, “The project didn’t last a year.  Do I still get my money?”

Smiling at me Christina said, “You fulfilled your end of the bargain and get the full $100,000.”

“Cool.  I guess that’s something, but now that I’m a young blonde with $100,000, where do I go?  What do I do?  This has kind of disrupted how I envisioned my future unfolding.  You know what I mean?”

“Maybe I can help.  Exactly what were you planning to do?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “I dunno, maybe going to school and getting a degree to some kind of skill, starting a business, overall, just getting a fresh start because the last few years have been tough financially.”

“Your future may be a whole lot brighter than you think,” Christina replied.

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve got to hear this one.  How’s that?”

Nodding she said, “For one, you’re the first human to ever be completely changed into a member of the opposite sex.  Do you know what that means?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “I dunno, I’m like a circus freak and I do the talk show circuit?  Be on the front of tabloids that everyone sees as they are buying their groceries?  Like that?”

Shaking her head she said, “Oh no, much more.  We’ve discovered a way to treat gender dysphoria such as the world has never seen, and you are living proof that it can be done successfully.  You’ll be an inspiration to the trans community that there is hope for those suffering from being born into the wrong body, a hero.  If it’s of any help you’ll also probably make lots of money, especially as you endorse the process for our company.”

“You’ll pay me for that?  Just to tell people about how great my life is as a result of being changed into a woman?”

“Cash and stock okay?  Maybe even a position at the company as well?”

Enthusiastically I said, “Rock and roll baby!” and as I finished my words Marcy and Christina both laughed.

“That’s the spirit,” Christina said.

“When do I start?” I asked.

“Not for a bit because we’re going to have to take this one step at a time, but that’s okay because we’ve got a lot of work to do before we get to that point, and here’s how we are going to handle it.”


Chapter 3

The way Christina explained it, the company just couldn’t come out and announce what had happened to me during my stay in the cryo-chamber for several reasons; and after finishing hearing what she had to say it all made sense and was best for all parties, including me.  First, the company IPO was about two months away and that needed to be successful at all costs.  Since the whole point of Freeze-O-Genics was suspended animation technology, the worst thing you could come out on say was, Oh, by the way, can’t say it does much in that regard but it’ll turn you into a woman.  That in itself could cause everyone to think that the cryonics process was unsafe and could crater the IPO and the stock price, provided that it had launched, so it had to be handled carefully.  Christina said that she needed a little time to figure out how she was going to spin this to be a win-win for all.  According to what I was seeing, it was going to need a whole lot of spinning because even if the cryonics process could suspend one’s aging, it might be considered by some to be a bust if it had the side effect of turning a guy into a girl.  Christina said she would come up with some sort of a plan to make it all work and I decided that was good enough for me.  After all, what could I do at that point in my life? It beat working at a taco stand which is what I did part-time while attending high school as well as college, and I hated it.  All I could do was go along for the ride as I wanted to get paid and partake of all future opportunities that might arise from my misfortune.

For the time being, they had resealed the chamber that the male version of myself had been in and had secured the room and no one was answering any questions from investors or the press about how the project was going.  Armed security had also been assigned to protect the entrance and the only people allowed in or out were Marcy and Christina.  Even the key scientist who built and designed the cryo-chamber and its associated systems were prohibited from entering.

Christina had the company lawyers file paperwork with the court and they legally changed my sex.  This would not be an issue as there wasn’t anyone on Earth who would ever put two and two together and figure out that the guy in the refrigerator had been transformed into a girl, plus my identity was a closely guarded secret that only a handful of people knew.  Now that I was a female, I was okay having India as my Christian name and it seemed much more fitting, more so than when I was a boy growing up.  The ration of shit I received was incredible, and the number of fights I ended up in was too numerous to count.  It was almost like that old country music song where the guy talks about a little boy being named Sue by his father to make him tough.  In my case, it was because of two hippies who’d had too much weed, as well as additional mood-altering substances that affected their judgment.  I digress.  Anyway, back to the topic at hand.  I agreed that it was also a good idea to go ahead and get the paperwork done early so when the day came when I made my debut as India, the female, everything would be in place as I moved forward with my new life as a woman in the public eye.

It was also important that I kind of keep out of the way and not tell anyone about what had happened to me as my future, as well as the company’s reputation, depended on it.  According to Christina, when the time was right, somewhere down the road, they would announce to the world that a breakthrough, which would help trans individuals all over the globe, was at hand.  That’s when I would step up and show the planet the new India Starr.  Formerly a male, and now fully a woman, down to the last atom.

As I said stated earlier they wanted to keep me out of the way so they had me move in with Christina’s right-hand girl.  That way they could also keep an eye on me as well which was all too obvious by the way they decided to let Marcy work from home, and the entire time I didn’t see her doing any actual work per se but did figure out that her role was to be my babysitter.  I was perfectly fine with this because considering what had happened I was glad to have someone around, plus I enjoyed her company. 

During the time I spent with her, she taught me how to live and act like a woman, which was necessary, as that would be my station in life going forward.  Over the next two weeks Marcy taught me everything about being a girl, well almost, but everything that was teachable anyway, which included multiple shopping trips, because let’s face it, I didn’t own a stitch of female clothing.  We also visited hair and nail salons as well as a spa because according to Marcy every girl needed a little pampering.  All of these activities were bankrolled by Christina who wanted to make sure that I was happy. 

Marcy devoted tons of time to giving me personal instruction on being a girl and there was a lot more to it than I envisioned possible.  Putting on makeup, accessorizing, coordinating your wardrobe each day before getting dressed, walking in heels, mannerisms, speech, and etiquette were some of the topics covered.  Never in my life would I ever have thought that ladies put so much work into just being a female every day, but it was true and I was now one of them.

It was a Friday morning and I had gotten up that day, taken a shower, put on my makeup, had breakfast, and was watching a little television when Marcy walked into the room with Christina who said, “Hey girl, how’s it going?”

Standing up, I hugged her and said, “Good.  Being called a girl is taking a bit of getting used to but I’m getting there.”

“Well, you look great, and Marcy tells me you’re doing fantastic and falling right into the role of being one of us.”

“I appreciate that.  It is a bit of a challenge, but I think I am making progress.”

“How would you like to make even more progress?”

“What do you have in mind?” I asked.

“There’s a charity gala I’m going to tonight and I was wondering if you would like to go with me?”

“A pretty lady like you doesn’t have a date?”

Marcy and Christina then exchanged glances before she turned back toward me and said, “If you say yes then I will.”

Taken back a bit by her response I replied, “Oh, I didn’t know that you, umm, umm, ….”

“Batted for the other team?”

“Well, yes.  I guess I’m a bit surprised.”

“Lots of people say that.  Yes, anyway, it’s true.  I know this is last minute and would love for you to go with me, but if you would rather not or have other plans I understand,” she said.

My plans for the evening included hanging out with Marcy, not that there was anything wrong with her, but ordering pizza and wings and streaming a movie was as good as it was going to get.  The more I thought about it the more inviting it sounded.

“Are you sure it will be okay for me to be out in public?  After all, aren’t we trying to keep me a secret?”

“We are trying to keep you a secret but one, for now, nobody knows what happened to you.  Two, when the day comes and we announce what happened to you in the cryo-chamber showing the world the breakthrough we’ve made in biotechnology it would also be nice to demonstrate that you’ve been living successfully as a woman for quite some time ….”

“And you will have footage of me attending a public event right by your side as I’m sure the press will be there, and it will be recorded?”

“Exactly India.  You are one smart lady,” she said.

“Thank you.  You know, it does sound kind of fun.  However, I don’t have a thing to wear and ….”

“Marcy will take you out and get you an evening gown, a bag, and heels.  If you’re going with me I want you to have the very best.”

Shrugging my shoulders I asked, “What time do you want me there?  Oh, and should I eat first?”

“My limo will pick you up at 6:30, and dinner and drinks will be served at the event.  Marcy, will you please take India shopping this afternoon?  Oh, and put her in something elegant but don’t go overboard, and she should look sexy, but not slutty.”

“Will do,” Marcy replied before looking at me and asking, “Ready to go shopping?  Again?”

“I’m not sure.”

“But why?”

“Elegant but not overboard?  Sexy but not slutty?  I’ve sure got a lot to learn about being a girl.”


Chapter 4

As the limo pulled up in front of the Madisonville Convention Center, Christina stepped out of the car first and she was truly lovely in her beautiful black evening gown that had the sexiest slit right up the side which showed off her pretty legs.  I, on the other hand, was sporting a sparkly navy blue off the shoulders frock that hit about halfway to my knees.  When we were shopping I asked Marcy if it was a bit too short and she said no that I had great little legs and I shouldn’t be afraid to show them off. 

There were several members of the local press as well as multiple online media types recording material for their internet video channel when we both disembarked from the car, and from all the attention I almost felt like a celebrity attending a Hollywood premiere. 

As we began walking toward the main door one of the reporters began asking Christina how things were going at Freeze-O-Genics and she began talking to them in very general terms being careful not to say too much or little.  As I stood there by her side waiting patiently, I suddenly noticed a scruffy-looking man of about forty years of age emerging from the crowd, and as he did, he just stood there looking at Christina.  It appeared that he’d not shaven in days and as I observed him I could see the look on his face was one of pure anger and his eyes were dead cold.  He began walking toward us and the next thing I knew he had a gun in his hand.  At that point, he had my full attention, and it was clear that he meant business, whatever it was.  Still advancing in our direction, it was clear that he was coming for Christina and he would reach her within the next couple of seconds, and I had no time to call for help.  By now my date had seen him approaching as well and out of fear she began trying to escape but was blocked with no place to go.  By all appearances, an onlooker might have thought that she was hiding behind me though that was not the case.  Grabbing the microphone out of the reporter’s hand, I lifted it high into the air and in one powerful downward sweeping motion hit the across the wrist causing the gun to fall to the ground and then with one swift kick in the nuts, I brought him to the ground.

At that point, law enforcement was on the scene and every guy that had a concealed handgun permit had his weapon out which included a couple of the ladies as well.  He was quickly in custody and the cops hauled him away to jail.

“Christiana, who was that guy?” I whispered.

“I went out with his wife for a while, and apparently he’s the jealous type.”

“Don’t you know you can’t go out with married people?  Even if they are women who are married to a guy?”

“It was a stupid mistake, just plain idiotic.  Trust me, I know it all too well, and will never do it again.”

Now with her microphone back in hand the reporter, along with several others gathered around and asked, “Ms. Reed, who is this young woman you’re with tonight who saved the day?”

“Oh, this is my date.”

“And, Ms. Reed, why did you step behind her as you did?  Was it out of fear and you were trying to shield yourself from the gunfire?  Isn’t that a bit cowardly?  Especially with your date?” the reporter asked, which caused several people standing around us to laugh.

Knowing that she was getting ready to look like a coward and a fool, she glanced at me and said, “I’ve got something that I need to tell you, this isn’t only my date, but this beautiful young woman is on duty because she’s also my bodyguard for the evening.”

After a long pause, she looked back at me and asked, “Isn’t that right?” and whispered in my ear, “I’ll give you an extra $20,000, tonight.  Just say it’s true.”

That’s a heck of a deal, I thought.  $20,000 just for saying I was her bodyguard.  Okay, it was clear that she was trying to save face, but on the other hand, I was looking to save money, and that would bump my bank account up to $120,000, so I said, “Yes, it’s true, I’m not just her date but also a personal bodyguard this evening.

“And you’re a professional bodyguard Miss ….?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, that’s right.”

“And you typically provide service to high profile individuals such as Ms. Reed?”

“Oh yes, all the time.”

“And what’s your name?  Miss ….?” the reporter asked.

“Starr.  India Starr, personal bodyguard to executives, the elite, and the stars.”


Chapter 5

Recalling the conversation we’d had after we had returned to Marcy’s house that same evening, I remembered how Christina had asked me, “Personal bodyguard to executives, the elite, and the stars?  Why did you say that?”

“I don’t know, it just kind of flowed out, based on the way the conversation was going.  When they asked me if I was a professional bodyguard I had to say yes, right?”

Nodding she said, “Yea, you kinda did, especially after I said you were my bodyguard.”

“And when they asked if I provide service to high profiles individuals such as yourself, should I have said no?”

“You answered right India and if there are any repercussions I deserve them because I was the one that ran the risk of taking you out in public and any consequences, providing there are any, should fall on me,” she said and then sat there in the chair with a frown on her face.

“Why so sad?  After all, you did you a good deed tonight by wanting to take me out for a nice evening, and I know you did that out of kindness because of everything that happened to me, right?”

“I did, but you’re also very beautiful and I wanted to be seen with you on my arm, which was probably a bit selfish and self-serving on my part.”

“Water under the bridge Christina,” I said and then hugged her.

“You’re the best, and I will get you that check tomorrow.”

“Christina that’s not necessary ….”

Shaking her head she said, “A deal is a deal.”

In the days that followed Marcy kept me well out of sight at her house, but I was all over the news as channel after channel showed the footage where I disarmed the man who was trying to attack Christina by removing the gun from his hand with a microphone and then kicked him in his manhood to immobilize him.  Apparently, the few words I’d said to the reporters that evening had also gotten a lot of mileage as in the coming days I heard a variety of reporters on TV and online channels say things such as:

India Starr, the personal bodyguard to Christina Reed, disarmed a man with a gun who was preparing to shoot her last night.

Celebrity bodyguard, India Starr, saved the day at a charity fundraiser in Madisonville last night proving that her reputation precedes her as she’s not only beautiful but equally as lethal if you cross her.

Sources tell us that CEO Christina Reed has been dating bodyguard to the stars, India Starr, who ended up saving her life at the very last second as an armed man ….

India Starr is the most in-demand bodyguard in the country right now and is so successful it’s all word of mouth. We are told that you have to know someone who knows someone to even hire her, that’s how popular she is. 

If you’re looking to hire India Starr as your personal bodyguard then good luck.  There’s absolutely nothing on the internet about her and there’s no phone listing either, but you don’t need a website or phone when you’re the best and only work for the global elite.

It was a perfect example of how something had clearly gotten out of hand and blown way out of proportion, and it had happened to me, a guy turned into a girl, who was trying to stay off the radar at all costs for a variety of reasons.  Hopefully, it would soon blow over and the media would forget about me as that’s what would be best for everyone involved.

It was exactly seven days since I had saved Christina’s life and I decided to break protocol and stepped onto the front porch of the house.  As I inhaled, the fresh air felt good as it filled my lungs, which was not uncommon after being locked inside for the past week which I had done to stay out of sight.  The next thing I knew I saw several individuals coming up the sidewalk, two women and one man.  There standing in front of me was a Hispanic female with light brown hair and eyes in her early thirties, a white guy, also in his early thirties sporting brown hair and eyes, and an African American woman in her mid-twenties who was pretty, but appeared a bit geeky.

“Ms. Starr?” the man asked.

How in the hell had they found me?  I’d done a great job of staying out of sight, so there’s absolutely no way that anyone could have tracked me down.  They were probably members of the press and looking to score an interview.

Edging toward the door I said, “Sorry, no interviews at this time.”

“We don’t want an interview we just want to talk to you because we need your help,” he said.

By this time Marcy was standing behind me and I turned to her and asked, “What do I do?”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “I dunno, they don’t want an interview, and if they don’t want to hire you to protect them what’s the harm?”

Looking at the man I asked, “And you’re not wanting to hire me as your bodyguard?”

Shaking his head he said, “No ma’am.”

“Just exactly who are you people?” I asked.

Pointing to the Hispanic woman he said, “This is Kristin Juarez, the other young lady with us is Alyssa Harris and I’m Jeffrey Coleman, but please call me Jeff,” and I shook hands with each of them and he finally said, “We’re bodyguards, just like you and need your help, and if you can spare a minute it would mean a lot.”

**********

The five of us sat at the kitchen table and I listened to them tell me about their security firm that provided personal protection for the wealthy including executives, politicians, and even celebrities.  They told me about their company and said they were all very well trained and highly qualified.  Jeff was a former Green Beret, Kristin had spent time as an agent for ACE (American Counter-Intelligence and Espionage), and Alyssa was a crackerjack computer nerd and knew just about everything there was to know about technology.  Their problem wasn’t that they didn’t do good work, because they did, but where they needed help was with marketing as none of them were top-notch salespeople and they were looking for someone that could help them with that. 

Since I was all the rage, supposedly as the world’s greatest bodyguard, they asked if I would help them boost their profile and sell them a franchise as that would be a win-win for all parties.  Marcy and I then looked at one another and at that moment I just knew that I couldn’t lie to them and asked them if they would keep a secret if I told them and they guaranteed that they would.  I then explained to them how it was all one big misunderstanding, and I was not a bodyguard at all, and described how the whole thing got out of hand after I disarmed the assailant at the gala.  From there the whole thing spun completely out of control and by accident India Starr had become the world's most famous bodyguard.

At that moment, no one really knew what to say and for a few moments they all had a disappointed look upon their faces but just as suddenly Alyssa says, “So what.”

“So what?” Kristin responds.

“Yeah, look, as far as the world knows India is the world’s best bodyguard, right?  Why don’t we run with it and make her the figurehead of the company,” Alyssa asked?

“Me?  In charge of a bodyguard agency?  I don’t know the first thing about guarding people, or security for that matter,” I replied.

Jeff then added, “You know, it might just work.  Look India, I get you’re not a bodyguard, what’s important at this moment is that the world believes you are, and in a major way.  Why don’t we make you a full partner and just like Alyssa said, you’ll be the figurehead and spokesperson?  All you have to do is be the face of the company.”

“Gosh guys, I’m just not sure.  It sounds dangerous.”

“Look,” Kristin said, “We’ll do all the bodyguard stuff, and like we said you’re simply the figurehead as well as the marketing rep for the company.  You won’t have to carry a gun unless you just want to, and you’ll never be in any real danger as Jeff and I will do all the hazardous stuff.  It doesn’t get any better than that.”

“Plus,” Alyssa added, “With you at the top and all the notoriety you will bring we will all make lots of money and will even give you an expense account for entertaining clients.  We might even be able to provide a company car.  A nice little European sports job?  After the money starts rolling in of course.”

“You guys have definitely got my attention.  I’m not saying yes at this point but I’m not saying no.  Hypothetically, what would we call this new firm, if, and that’s a big if, I agreed.”

“What would you like to call it?” Alyssa asked, and as she finished speaking her other two associates nodded and confirmed that they were open to hearing India’s ideas.

“Okay, it needs to sound cool,” I replied.

“Yes, and maybe with your name in it too,” Marcy said.

The other three gave her a mildly disapproving look and she then responded by saying, “Only because she’s the draw, and is getting all the attention from the media, which is exactly what your company needs right now.”

The three of them then nodded and agreed that wasn’t such a bad idea after all.  For the next few minutes we kicked around a variety of company names and brainstormed a large variety of potential brands when at long last Alyssa said, “I’ve got it, how about India Starr Protection?”

Kristin responded by saying, “You’re such a computer nerd, that works out to I.S.P. and we are not an internet service provider.”

“I’ve got it, how about I.S.P.I?  India Starr Protection International,” I asked, “You know it sounds like I-SPY, which is kind of cool because it makes us sound like secret agents, well sort of anyway.  What do you guys think?”

“I.S.P.I.” Jeff said, “Just like you said, it sounds like I-SPY.  Cool, I dig it, however India Starr Protection International?  Right now, we’re only in the Madisonville market, so should we be insinuating that we are a global company?”

“I say let’s go with it,” Kristin said.

“Me too,” added Alyssa, “It gives us room for expansion and also makes us sound larger than we are.”

“I agree,” said Marcy, and then everyone turned and looked at me.

“Well, India?  It’s up to you.  We’re even ready to put your name on the company.  Are you in?” asked Jeff.

The doorbell rang and Marcy jumped up and said, “Let me see who that is,” and walked out of the kitchen.

As I sat there pondering upon their offer I thought about the agreement I’d made with Christina, where I would eventually be her company’s spokesperson and employee, possibly making lots of money, but until that happened I was truly on the sidelines.  It was also true that everything she had promised me was truly contingent on her being able to pull off the IPO, make the suspended animation process not appear like a failure, and prove that it worked.  Since my transformation, I’d had time to do a little thinking and this seemed problematic.  So did the part where she would have to frame the story about me being turned into a woman where it was not the biggest biotechnological accident in recorded history.  However, she was a smart lady and had raised a significant amount of money from investors to get her company started, and she knew how to work people to get what she wanted, that was obvious.  However, at the moment I was technically a free agent, and as long as I didn’t tell anyone that I used to be a guy, I was still sticking to the agreement she and I had made.

With that being said, I decided to hedge my bets because, in the end, a girl has to look out for herself. After all, no one else is going to, so I said, “I will need a company cell phone and business cards, and if you can round up a company car that would be awesome.”

“We will see what we can do, and as soon as possible,” Alyssa said.

All three of the group stood up and then they each shook my hand with Jeff being the last who said, “Welcome to the team.”

Looking at the three of them I said, “And let me welcome you to India Starr Protection International!” and everyone chuckled.

Peeking her head in the kitchen Marcy asked, “India, could I see you for a moment please?”

Nodding at her, I then said, “Hey guys, go ahead and have a seat, I’ll be right back,” and I headed into the living room to see what Marcy needed.  There I saw Christina sitting on the couch and it looked like she had been crying so I asked, “What’s wrong?”

“Somehow there was a leak and word got out that the cryonics experiment got aborted mid-stream.  I don’t know who in the company let the cat out of the bag because there was such a small number of people that knew about it, but at this point, it doesn’t even matter.  Also, the IPO is off.”

Sitting down on the couch beside her I hugged her and said, “It’s okay honey.  Remember now, your technology changed me into a woman and as you said, that’s got to have some potential value now doesn’t it?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, somewhere down the line, but we’ve got tons of research to do before we can come out and say that we have a sex change machine as there’s an entire regulatory process we will have to go through.  There’s also the off chance that it was a fluke and that we won’t be able to recreate it.  Only time will tell.”

“Then we will just have to wait,” I said.

“I was counting on that IPO because the company is running out of money fast.  I’m also not going to be able to give you that job and the stock options I said I would, not for quite some time anyway, and I’m so sorry about that India,” and she began to cry.

Comforting her I said, “You know what?  It’s okay because I’ve got a brand-new job.”

“You’ve got a job?  I didn’t even know you were interviewing.”

“I do have a job, come with me,” and I took her by the hand and led her into the kitchen where I introduced her to Alyssa, Jeff, and Kristin.  I then told her about how they had tracked me down and the proposal they had offered me, to become the head of their bodyguard company, all because they’d seen how I had saved her life.

“So, these are my new co-workers, and our company is I.S.P.I.”

“I.S.P.I?”

Nodding I said, “Yep, India Starr Protection International.”

After a few moments she said, “Well guys, I might just have a job for you?”

Looking at Jeff, Alyssa and Kristin I said, “See guys, I’m already bringing in business.  Who needs help, Christina?”

“You’re looking at her.  That guy that tried to kill me, Mike Reynolds, they apparently forgot to read him his rights and he’s back out on the street.”

“Maybe he’s learned his lesson and won’t come after you again,” I said.

Taking out her cell phone and tapping the screen a few times she handed it to Alyssa who then said, “Apparently he sent her an email which says, Next time I won’t miss bitch, and even your beautiful friend and bodyguard, the great India Starr, won’t even be able to stop me.”

“Isn’t a threatening email like that a crime?  Can’t the police pick him up?” I asked.

“Yes,” Christina replied, “But now, they can’t find him.  He seems to have vanished into thin air.”

After a few moments of silence, Christina asked, “Well, are you guys available to help a damsel in distress?”

Jeff chimed in and said, “It’s $25,000 a day plus expenses.”

“Not a problem.  Sometimes you simply  have to pay for the best.”

Smiling at her Alyssa asked, “Cash, check or charge?”


Chapter 6

With a $100,000 retainer in place, required by company policy, we got to work making sure that Christina had round-the-clock protection from the man, Mike Reynolds, who had tried to take her life that fateful evening when I stopped him cold in his tracks and he was planning a second round of vengeance.

According to the background information that we had gathered, Mr. Reynolds and his spouse separated after Christina’s affair with his wife even though she wanted to stay with him, but he just couldn't get over it and was a mess.  This spilled over into his professional life, and before he knew it he was fired from his accounting job and had been unemployed for about two months.  Alyssa had accessed his credit card statements online, not legally of course, and had discovered over the past few months he’d taken an interest in weapons and had purchased several.  This included several handguns as well as a sniper rifle with a scope, and last but not least an AR-15.  Jeff and Kristin said it was also possible that he had purchased other items as well because there were also a couple of credit card charges to mercenary-type companies listed on his statement but there was no way of finding out what he’d bought and only time would tell.  That piece of information did not make me feel comfortable at all.

Christina needed to return to her workplace so she could try and pick up the pieces of her company, and her first order of business was to secure her office so she could get back to work.  The team took up positions where they could secure the floor where she worked with Kristin taking a position just outside her door and Jeff was stationed by the elevators.  Deciding that I should show my value too because after all, I was now a member of the team, I took a seat in the reception area of Christina’s office.  The team told me I would never be in any real danger because her stalker would never be able to get past Jeff and Kristin, but they did offer me a small handgun that I put in its accompanying shoulder holster, which in my opinion was a little bit uncomfortable.  They said the .32mm revolver would be perfect for someone like me who wouldn’t be used to the recoil of a high-powered weapon in the event I had to fire it, which they assured me would not happen.

Christina had been busy in her office all morning trying to get everything back on track in her organization, which included trying to figure out what had gone wrong with the cryonics project as well as reaching out to other investors to raise capital.  She was fiercely dedicated to the project and knew that it had promise, but she needed more time, as well as money, to make it happen and also didn’t want to die before having a chance to see it through, which was why we were there.

It was boring just sitting there and I did my best to amuse myself by flicking through a variety of magazines I found to pass the time, and then moved onto videos courtesy of my cell phone and after a bit became bored with those as well.  Eventually, I spied a book that dealt with thinking and growing rich, and deciding I was down for both I began to read it hoping it would make the clock tick faster.

About 3 p.m. Kristin said a delivery person was coming to the office and to let them in so I unlatched the door and a young woman entered with a vase of flowers which she said was for Christiana.  I took them from her and the delivery girl subsequently left and I immediately tapped on her door, opened it, and entered.

“Hey, looks like someone sent you some flowers,” I said.

Placing them on her desk she stood up and inhaled and said, “I just love the smell of roses,” and hovered over them.  A couple of seconds later the expression on her face changed and she said, “I wonder what that strange high pitch sound is, and it seems to be coming from the vase.”

Oh shit, I thought to myself!  There’s a bomb in the vase.

“Christina, get out of here right now, run,” and she took off, quickly exiting through her office door.

Knowing that we were ten floors up there was no time to evacuate or call the bomb squad either.  Kristin might have been able to diffuse it but mere seconds were remaining.  To this day I have no idea how I did it but I took the gun out of my holster and blasted a hole in the plate glass window causing it to shatter.  I then took the vase and its contents and threw them out the opening I had just created and immediately dropped to the ground and about two seconds later there was a loud explosion which shook the building and was quite deafening.

After a few moments, Kristin and Christina entered the office and rushed over to me, and asked, “Are you alright?”

Standing, I attempted to brush myself off and said, “I think so.”

“That was fast thinking,” Kristin said, “Blasting out the window and throwing the vase out.  Fortunately, he didn’t install a mercury switch detecting if the vase had been moved, otherwise, it would have blown up on the spot.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Beginners luck?”

“Oh India, if you hadn’t been here and realized what was in that vase I would have been killed,” Christina said.

As we looked at one another I said, “Well, I think we know at least one item he bought off of that mercenary website.  C-4.”

**********

I was downstairs and outside the building and it was quite a frenzy as there were fire trucks, police cars, ambulances, the media, and lots of onlookers who were held back by barriers that law enforcement had put in place just minutes prior.  Somehow, I had been nominated by the team to say a few words to the press and before I knew it, I was standing in front of a microphone, and the reporter holding it began to speak.

“This is Amy Smith with Channel 5 Eyewitness News reporting on the explosion that took place earlier in the corporate offices of Freeze-O-Genics and fortunately no one was injured.  We’ve been told that a bomb was found in the office of CEO Christina Reed and another attempt on her life was thwarted by professional bodyguard India Starr, who also saved her life quite recently at a charity fundraising event.  Ms. Starr, can you tell us what happened?”

“After identifying that there was a bomb we evacuated Ms. Reed from her office and took proper steps to remove the device. Fortunately, we were able to accomplish that in a timely manner and there were no injuries or loss of life,” I said.

Christina came rushing up to me and latched onto my arm and said, “She’s so modest, India Starr saved not only mine but the lives of others in the building as well.  If she hadn’t identified the bomb, told me to get out of the room, and then threw it out of the window it wouldn’t have been a pretty picture.  She’s a true hero.”

“She certainly sounds like a hero to me.  Ms. Starr do you have any leads on who is targeting Ms. Reed?”

Looking over at Jeff who was standing behind and to the left of the reporter, he shook his head ever so slightly and I replied, “As much as I would like to share any information I might have, I’m not able to comment at this time.”

“And final question for the both of you.  At the charity gala, Ms. Starr saved your life Ms. Reed and afterward comments were made by you that she was not only your bodyguard but your date as well.  Can you confirm that the two of you are dating or in a committed relationship right now because our viewers are wanting to know?”

Christina said, “She was technically my date for the event, and for everyone who saw the footage of her in her evening dress that night she was nothing short of beautiful, but the answer to your question is, no, we are not exclusive.”

After a pause, Christina added, “But, I definitely wouldn’t be opposed because she’s quite a catch don’t you think?  Look how beautiful she is,” and as she finished her words everyone standing near chuckled.

“And Ms. Starr do you have anything to add?”

Talk about putting me on the spot.  It was clear that she had a bit of a thing for me, and I had known that since she had asked me to the charity gala as she had been giving me all the signs from the moment she’d picked me up in the limo.  She was a drop-dead gorgeous woman and I was attracted to her, of this there was no doubt and I definitely wouldn’t have been opposed to spending some quality time with her.  However, I needed to keep this situation professional and not give the appearance that I was employed by someone I was seeing as that might not look good for the company and with me being a full partner I had a vested interest and needed to respond accordingly.

“Ms. Reed is a beautiful and successful woman,” and I then turned and looked at her and said, “And I am flattered, extremely flattered, for those words and thank you,” and then turning back toward the camera said, “But at present, the number one thing on my mind is her well-being and my top priority is to keep her safe at all costs.”  

“The reporter said, “Well, you heard it here first on Channel 5 Eyewitness News, apparently India Starr, celebrity bodyguard, has saved the day once again.  However, this reporter is still wondering if there might be a little love in the air between these two.  Back to you Bob.”

I hadn’t given the reporter cause to believe that anything was going on between Christina and me but she’d gone ahead and insinuated it anyway.  A perfect example of why people hate the media because they take nothing and make it into something even when it doesn’t exist.

Deciding that the office wasn’t a safe place for Christina, or anyone else as long as she was present, we figured it would be best for all parties to move her to another location until Mike Reynolds was no longer a threat.  We didn’t know where he was and hadn’t been able to track him down and neither had law enforcement, so all we could do was wait.  One thing was certain and that was the fact that he would turn up, sooner or later, and we wanted to be ready to stop him from harming Christina and if at all possible apprehend him, once and for all.

We needed a safe house where Mr. Reynolds would never in his wildest dreams even think of looking for Christina and fortunately, Alyssa came to the rescue.  Her parents just happened to be away in Europe for an extended stay and she offered to let us use their place, which was nestled on the side of a hill overlooking scenic South Point Lake.  Their 5,000 square foot home was quite elegant and from the looks of it had cost a pretty penny as it had a spiral staircase, marble floors, and a gorgeous pool to boot.  It would definitely be a more comfortable place than a fleabag motel which the team told me they’d used more than once to protect someone during their career.

The entire crew was at the house as Jeff and Kristin were on guard at all times and Alyssa decided to come out and work from her parent’s home versus at the office, which made sense since a group of strangers had taken up residence in her mom and dad’s house.  They told me that I could go on home if I wanted but I decided to stay because the way I figured it we were working on a pretty important assignment and needed all hands on deck.

We prepared a nice dinner in the oversized kitchen and then Alyssa, Christina, Jeff, and I sat down and enjoyed the tasty morsels that Alyssa and Christina had created, which included salad, stuffed chicken breasts wrapped in bacon, and jalapeno cheese grits as a side dish.  When he finished his meal Jeff relieved Kristin, who was on lookout duty, so she could come inside and have a bite to eat as well.

About 9 p.m. Christina decided to go out back and swim for a few minutes and invited me to go with her.  Since Alyssa had told us in advance that her parents had a pool, we both threw our swimsuits in our bags before leaving home just in case we had the opportunity to do so.

I was standing by the table where I had just laid my towel and as I turned my head saw Christina walking across the patio toward me. I noticed that she was wearing a red bikini which she filled out nicely and was in great shape for a woman of thirty-five, and seven years my senior.  As I continued to scan her firm body I could feel my privates tingling, a sign that she was definitely turning me on.  After placing her towel on the table next to mine she smiled at me and took my hand and said, “Let’s go in together,” and we then both got into the shallow end of the pool at the same time and walked down the steps.  Upon entering, the water seemed a bit cool but after a minute or two we warmed up as our bodies adjusted to the H2O’s temperature.  Still holding hands, we walked a bit until we were up to our shoulders and then stopped and chatted.

“It’s a beautiful night,” I said as I looked up at the night sky.

“You’re right, just look at all those stars, absolutely gorgeous.  You know India, just standing here beneath this wonderful pincushion of twinkling lights filling the sky above just fills me with awe.”

Nodding I said, “It is pretty awesome isn’t it.”

“It truly is, and the light beams that we are seeing from all those stars above at this very moment have been traveling toward Earth, many for a very long time, years.”

Pointing upward she said, “See that star, it’s Sirius, it’s nine light-years away while over there is Betelgeuse which is much further at four hundred and thirty, and over there is Orion at fifteen hundred.  Isn’t it amazing that when that beam of light started its journey to Earth things were a lot more primitive than they are today and living was hard?  There was no such thing as the United States of America, antibiotics, jetliners, cell phones, or ….” Then looking over at me she said, “You’ll have to excuse me, I’m a bit of a science as well as a history buff, not to mention a romantic and get a bit carried away.  Sometimes I think it’s just so wonderful that we get to live in the world that we do with all the modern conveniences we have as well as the great lifestyle we enjoy, and often think that most people don’t appreciate the lives that they have.  Anyway, I’ll shut up now.”

“Christina, you don’t have to shut up, I love to hear you talk, and I do think what you just said was quite interesting about how those little beams of light in the night sky are just now completing extremely long journeys as they reach Earth.  Even more fascinating is that their journey doesn’t finish here, and they keep on traveling, perhaps toward another planet which is even further away from here and where there are two girls in a swimming pool having the exact same conversation.”

“Well India, I think you and I have something in common.”

“And what’s that?”

“We both love thinking about the big picture.  I am the CEO of Freeze-O-Genics and you as head of I.S.P.I. and by the way, if I didn’t congratulate you on your career success I am now,” she said.

“Thank you, and it wouldn’t have been possible if you hadn’t inadvertently turned me into a woman.”

“Sorry about that, and I know it’s quite a faux pas ….”

“A faux pas?”

“Okay, a major fuck up, and I know you’re a girl now but on the positive side of things you’re a drop-dead gorgeous, beautiful woman, and about the prettiest one I’ve ever seen if you don’t mind me saying so.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Well, I guess it’s better than the alternative.”

“And what’s that?” she asked.

“Being an ugly one,” and as I finished my words, we both chuckled.

After a few moments of silence, I said, “I do appreciate your words Christina and thank you for the compliment but ….”

Cutting me off she said, “I know what you’re going to say and India I didn’t mean to come on too strong by telling you how attractive you were so please forgive me, please?”

“Christina, I’m not offended.”

“You’re not?”

Shaking my head I said, “What I was going to say was, thank you for the compliment but I would also like to say that you are quite beautiful yourself.  Very much in fact, but I’m sure you have people tell you that all the time.”

After a brief pause, she said, “Not as much as you think and definitely not from the ones I want to hear it from.”

A few moments later she said, “I’ve got a question for you.”

“Shoot.”

“If you have feelings for someone, is it best to let them know that you are interested or keep them inside and wait on a sign from them first?”

Taking another look up at the night sky I then returned my eyes to hers and said, “I don’t think there’s anything at all wrong with letting someone know how you feel.  After all, when someone lets you know they care about you and are interested in you in a romantic kind of way that’s the highest compliment that one can receive.”

Smiling from ear to ear she said, “You know, I’ve never thought of it that way, but you’re right, it really is the most flattering thing one could do.”

Nodding I said, “Yes because when someone is interested in you in that special way they also want to be with you sexually, right?”

She nodded and said, “Of course.”

“And when you think about it, when someone offers themselves to another in that very intimate way they are essentially saying, I want nothing but to please you and I care for you so much that I’m giving myself to you, heart, mind, body, and soul, right here and now and I want nothing more than to fulfill your desires and for you to be happy.  That’s what I think anyway.”

“India, you have a special way of seeing things that I find remarkable, and I envy you.”

“And I feel the same way about you.”

“Oh?”

Nodding I said, “Earlier you were talking about how mankind was still quite undeveloped when a beam of light from that particular star in the sky,” I said while pointing upward, “Began its journey toward Earth fifteen hundred years ago.  You have a childlike fascination with things that I admire, which is the reason that you’re so creative and can develop new technologies as you do, and last but not least is also why you’re the successful CEO that you are.”

Chuckling she said, “Provided this CEO can figure a way out of all this because I’ve got a cryo-chamber that turns those sleeping in it into the opposite sex.”

“Now, now, don’t be hard on yourself, what is it you said earlier?  A faux pas?”

Laughing she said, “Thanks, I needed that.”

A few moments later I said, “So when we started this conversation you asked me the question if you had feelings for someone should you let them know?”

“Yes, I did, and thank you for your answer.”

Rolling my eyes upward for a moment I then returned my gaze to her and asked, “Can I be nosey and ask if it was hypothetical or if there’s someone on your radar?  If it’s too personal of a question you don’t have to answer because after all, I am just your hired gun.”

Smiling at me she said, “Do you think I would ask someone who was merely a hired gun a personal question such as that one while I was with them in a dimly lit swimming pool at night?  I would like to think we are a bit more than that.”

“Thank you, that means a lot.”

“Answering your question India, let’s just say there is someone that I have my eye on.”

Nodding I said, “I’m sure it’s no one that I even know,” I replied and then smiled at her warmly and then added, “Have you decided if you are going to let them know?”

Moving closer to me she said, “I’ve been hoping I wouldn’t have to come out and say it and that they would take the hint.”

“Remember when we were outside your office building earlier today after the attempt on your life and the news reporter asked you a question to which you replied, no but I definitely wouldn’t be opposed because she’s quite a catch don’t you think?”

Nodding she said, “Yes I do.”

“Is that the person we are talking about Christina?” and I shot her a big smile.

After a long pause, she then looked down for a few moments before returning her gaze to me and then nodded and said, “Yes, and I’m scared to death.”

“But why?”

“You know how it is, if you reject me I’ll feel like a complete fool for admitting what I just said.  Plus, any time that you put your heart on the line you run the risk of having it broken, which is the worst feeling in the world.”

Moving a bit closer to her I said, “I know you like girls Christina, so I want to ask, you’re okay with the fact that I used to be a guy?  I would think that might be a turn-off because despite that I’m a fully biological female I have the mind of a man or used to anyway.”

Shaking her head she said, “Here’s what I like about you.  One, you’re beautiful, so much in fact that I can’t keep my eyes off of you.  Two, I don’t care that you used to be a guy and I find that to be a positive.”

“Really?” I asked.

Nodding she said, “Very often, many beautiful women who make the switch to our team often go back to the other side, so to speak, for a couple of reasons.  One, after they get over the trauma that made them think they might be happier with a female and they’ve had the experience as I’m going to call it, they often drift back to their old lifestyle of being with a man.  That’s because it is familiar and more comfortable for them in so many ways and seems like the perfectly natural thing to do.  You on the other hand like girls and if I’m correct and did before your transformation?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, very true.”

“Like I said, I find that a positive because you already know what you want, and it’s also programmed into your DNA, well it used to be anyway.  You see, I’m not going to have to worry about you having buyer’s remorse at some point and going back to your husband or boyfriend after you decide being with a female wasn’t what you really wanted after all.  A prime example of that is the reason that you are guarding me right now, Mike Reynolds’ wife,” and we chuckled as she finished speaking.

“Finally, India, I don’t know what it is but I’m just drawn to you and I’m sorry but I just can’t help myself.  I like everything about you including your smile and gorgeous eyes, and you’ve got the best personality.  Believe it or not, when I first met you, as a guy that is, I loved your personality and even thought about you as a romantic possibility, except for the fact that you were a guy, nothing personal.”

“None taken.”

“So, here I am before you my dearest India baring my soul, and I hope more than anything in the world it was not in vain and I like you more than you could know and I sincerely hope that maybe, just maybe, you feel the same way about me.”

There she stood before me waiting on a response and by the look on her face, I could tell she was on pins and needles.  I couldn’t help but think of how brave Christina was as she had shared how she felt and I was glad because I felt exactly the same about her.  Moving slowly toward her we finally met and as we did I pressed my flesh against hers and the touch of her lips against mine was warm and tender, more than I’d previously imagined.  After a few seconds, we opened our mouths and in no time our tongues were swirling, deeply and passionately as we stood there in the water holding each other.  I was so worked up that I could barely contain myself and there was nothing more in the world that I wanted than to be with her because she had ignited a flame inside me that burned and only she could extinguish it.  However, I knew that I needed to get this under control and fast as much as I didn’t want to.

After a couple of minutes, we finally broke our embrace and she said, “Oh India, that was nice.”

Breathing heavily I replied, “It certainly was.”

Smiling at me she asked, “Should we think about going upstairs?”

“Christina as much as I want to I don’t think that’s a good ….”

Cutting me off she said, “What’s wrong?  Did I come on too strong by telling you what I did?  If I did I’m sorry.”

Shaking my head I said, “No, it’s not like that at all, you’ve done nothing wrong.  Christina, I really do like you, and a lot, there’s just one little problem.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re our client and I’m on the job and you and I, doing this, interferes with our ability to protect you effectively and is distracting.  It’s a good distraction, but distracting nonetheless and is not a good idea.”

With a sad look on her face, she said, “So, the answer is still the same, I never had a shot at being with you, right?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, you’re wrong.  Listen to me, I’m digging you girl, like you wouldn’t believe, and a lot; and after us making out I’m totally on fire and could so easily go upstairs with you and make love all night, but I can’t while we are on the job, no matter how much I want.  However, if you can wait until Mike Reynolds is caught and you’re safe and our job is done I would love nothing more than to continue this and see where this goes, because Christina ….”

“Yes?”

“You’re not the only one with feelings because I have them too and want nothing more than to show you how deep they run and promise I will if you can wait until this is all over.”

Smiling at me she nodded and said, “What’s the old saying, good things come to those who wait?” and she then gave me another gentle kiss on the lips and then said, “Okay, I promise to wait for you, and I know in my heart of hearts that you are worth it.”

Nodding I said, “Thanks, and I feel the same way about you and I’m looking forward to that moment arriving.”

“Me too.”


Chapter 7

The next morning we headed back to Madisonville for a day trip as Christina had an appointment with her gynecologist for her annual wellness exam, something I would have to start doing in the future since I was now a woman.  As we arrived at the office, we left Jeff downstairs with the SUV, and Kristin and I escorted our client upstairs.  As for Alyssa, she’d gone back to the office where she was working, which included making sure our comms were operational so we could be in contact at all times.

After checking in at the reception desk, Christina and I had a seat in the waiting area while Kristin went out into the hallway to keep a lookout just in case psycho boy Mike Reynolds showed up.  I was sincerely hoping that a repeat of the previous day would not be in order because I really wasn’t in the mood to shoot out another window and then throw a bomb out of it to save the day. After all, I was so done with that.  Hopefully, all would be peaceful because I was simply supposed to be the company figurehead and not a bodyguard. 

The two of us sat there and played on our smartphones and also thumbed through a variety of magazines while waiting and before we knew it the nurse called her name.  Proceeding into the back I went into the exam room with her and sat there patiently while the nurse asked her a variety of questions about her breasts as well as her privates which she answered very openly even though I was present.  I assumed this was either because she viewed our relationship as professional or she was wanting me to know all her bits were in good order because after all, she had offered them up to me the night before, and with luck would be able to take her up on her proposal.  After a couple of minutes, she was given a gown to change into and was told that the doctor would be in momentarily and I stepped out of the room to give her a little privacy though I suspected she would have been okay with me staying. 

Leaning up against the wall out in the hallway I noticed a blonde nurse with a full head of hair entering the room where Christina was and she was moving at a pretty good clip.  As I began to observe her I noticed that she seemed a bit tall and as I looked at her hands I noticed that they seemed a bit hairy and her nails were cut quite short and as I looked down I saw that she had pretty large feet for a girl.  At that point, my Spidey sense was going crazy and I knew that she was either a big-boned girl or it was Mike Reynolds in drag, and although he shouldn’t have known where we were I knew I couldn’t take any chances.  Knowing that absolutely every second counted I pulled my gun out of my handbag and then dropped the bag on the floor and ran for the door.  On my comm, I said, “Red alert, I think Mike Reynolds just entered the exam room with Christina.”

Kristin’s voice came over the comm, and said, “I’m on the way,” and a second later Jeff said, “I’m on the way too.”

As I pushed the door open with my gun drawn, I saw him behind Christina, who was sitting on the exam table, and as Mr. Reynolds, a very unattractive drag queen by way, saw me he went for his gun which he was trying to hide in his bra, and as he raised it I knew he was planning to take her out right then and there.  Aiming for center mass I was ready to fire but all of a sudden I froze and could not move because I knew if I pulled the trigger I would be taking a life and even though he was a homicidal maniac and was going to kill her, I was paralyzed and all I could do was stand there and watch it in slow motion.  All of a sudden I heard multiple gunshots and I wasn’t sure what had happened, but I did see Mr. Mike Reynolds now had slugs in his chest which stopped him cold causing him to drop his gun, and momentarily he fell to the floor and as he did his wig came off.  It was over, and he was dead.  As I turned there was Kristin with her gun still in her hand who stepped up beside me and then asked, “Are you two okay?”

“Boy, am I glad to see you,” I said, “If you hadn’t shown up ….”

Putting her hand on my shoulder she said, “It’s hard, and being able to pull the trigger when you need to doesn’t come easy and takes years of training and experience to be able to do it, after all, you’re taking another life.  However, you did a good job.  At least you were able to pull your gun and aim at the bastard, and that’s pretty good.”

After another press conference where I was hailed as the world’s greatest personal bodyguard, we went back to the office where Christina got in my car and I drove her back to her house.  Kristin and Jeff followed, and once we got there, they did a complete security check before she entered to make sure Mike Reynolds hadn’t left any surprises for our client.  It was a good thing because he’d wired a bomb to her car which was set to explode when she got in and closed the door proving that you cannot be too careful when dealing with a nut job.

Jeff and Kristin left and I stayed behind with Christina. We sat down side by side at the bar in the kitchen and had a cup of coffee, and chatted.

“Well India, the job’s over, I guess this is it.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, and thank you for your business, and please feel free to use us for all your personal protection needs,” and as I finished speaking we both laughed at my comment.

“I can’t thank you enough, if it hadn’t been for you and your team I would have died, three times, but you were there to save me on every single occasion.”

Motioning like I was tipping my hat I said in a Texas accent, “All in a day’s work ma’am,” which caused her to laugh, and I then added, “I guess it was my destiny to end up where I did so I could protect you.”

“It sure seems that way,” she replied.

“So, Christina, what are your plans for the company?”

“We will see.  I can’t do anything with the cryonics experiment until I figure out why you were changed into a woman and I’m going to need to do extensive research on the cryo-gas for starters.  I also need to run a few tests on you as well and compare them to the ones I ran when you were a guy.  Anyway, there’s a lot of work to do before I will know anything at all.”

“And the part about you getting rich because you created the world’s first machine to change a guy into a girl?”

Shaking her head she said, “Way off, definitely on the back burner because at this point it’s more of a liability than anything and hopefully you won’t sue me.”

Smiling at her I said, “You know Christina I could but I won’t because what you did, well it changed my life for the better.  I was a guy who was down and out and after that mishap inadvertently became the world’s most popular bodyguard so for the moment, I’m going to thank you and would also like you and Marcy to keep the whole thing a secret if possible.  After all, it’s totally working for me and my new image as India Starr.”

Nodding at me she smiled and said, “I can do that and will make sure that Marcy does as well.  However, if get the whole trans thing figured out ….”

“You mean the Trans-O-Matic?”

She chuckled and said, “Yes, for lack of a better term.  Anyway, if I ever do, I may just ask you for a testimonial, if that’s okay.”

“As you said, that’s a long way off and let’s cross that bridge when we get to it.”

“Fair enough,” she said.

After a long pause, she said, “Last night in the pool you said once the assignment was finished we could see where our friendship goes, or were you just saying that to be polite?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, I meant it.  Every word, including the part that you weren’t the only one with feelings.”

“And you also said you would like to show me how deep they ran if I’m not mistaken?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “You’ve got a good memory, Ms. Reed.”

“Thank you, Ms. Starr.”

A few moments later our eyes locked and as they did we smiled at one another and our heads slowly began to move toward each other in what seemed like slow motion.  After what seemed like an eternity our lips finally met and it was the softest and most romantic kiss I had ever experienced.  Christina and I sat there with our flesh pressed together simply enjoying being with one another while holding each other gently just as we had both longed to do the evening before.

Our mouths soon opened and the next thing I knew our tongues were in a frenzy and as we continued kissing passionately I began to feel stirrings inside myself, ones that I’d never experienced, and just like the night before I felt as though I was on fire as my womanhood was calling for satisfaction.  With our hands now roaming over each other’s flesh, it was as clear that she was as stirred up as I was as her breathing was heavy and she was also moaning ever so slightly.

Finally breaking our embrace, she stood up and then took me by the hand and asked, “Why don’t we go upstairs and get into something more comfortable?”

“And what would that be?” I asked.

“My king-size bed with satin sheets.”

I smiled and then stood up and followed her upstairs until we reached her bedroom where I closed the door behind us.


Chapter 8

Flash forward!  It has now been a full year since I emerged from the cryo-chamber as a female and I’ve gotten into the groove of being a woman as well as my new life.

At I.S.P.I. our business is booming, and we are so busy that we’ve even hired another security associate as Jeff and Kristin are barely able to keep up with our workload.  On top of that, they even gave me a company vehicle, which is a little red sports car.  When they gave me the keys, I told them that I wish they hadn’t spent the money but hey, in the end, I decided to keep it because it’s good for my image.  Plus, who gives back a Vette.

I’m also still doing my thing as the figurehead of the company and anytime the cameras are rolling, or we have an appointment with a high-profile client I’m there, upfront and center.  After all, I am the face of the company and am the greatest bodyguard in the world, according to the press anyway.

Now, onto Christina.  She did get back to work on the cryogenics project and just completed a three-month experiment where a young man was put to sleep and awoke successfully, and not as a female and all tests showed he was perfectly healthy.  Additional research showed that the reason I was probably changed into a female was that the cryo-gas used in the experiment I participated in contained compounds with estrogenic properties.  Research has shown they can disrupt a man’s whole system by throwing his testosterone off balance and potentially causing female tendencies in extreme cases, including the development of breasts.  In my case the effects were devastating.  Anyway, after making sure the cryo-gas they were using contained no estrogenic compounds Christina felt it was safe to try again.  They are potentially planning to launch another IPO and I’ve told her I still want my share of the stock options she promised, which she has guaranteed that I will receive.

Now onto the romance part.  The two of us did move in together because she has quite a large house and more than enough space for both of us.  Plus, I could tell that Marcy was ready for me to leave. I had invaded her space for more than three days and you know the old saying regarding that.  Anyway, Christina and I have been living together happily and have decided to get married within the next six months and we are giddy with excitement about the prospect of spending the rest of our lives together.  Plus, we are the perfect fit because both of us are successful high-performance individuals that lead busy lives and when seeking a spouse you need one that can deal with that because it's not easy for regular folk who work nine to five jobs to put up with.

With that being said, that’s the end of my story and I’m engaged to the most wonderful girl in the world who is so incredibly beautiful that she takes my breath away, and I love her more than words can say, and additionally, I’m head of my own successful company, I.S.P.I.  However, it’s not exactly like they said when they recruited me and told me that I don’t have to carry a gun and would never be in any danger as it seems I’m always packing heat and am always in a hazardous situation of some sort.  But hey, as I said earlier, it beats working at a taco stand.

Check out Madison McCall’s other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com

Also, please visit Madison’s Goodreads Author Page At:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/17723194.Madison_McCall

Madison McCall’s Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks
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