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Chapter 1

The time was 6:32 a.m. when I stepped off the light rail and as my foot landed on the pavement I could feel the heat hitting me in the face almost instantly, not scorching at that time of day but noticeable to say the least.  It was a hot summer in Dallas that year, and from the way things were going the August heat was going to be more relentless than July’s and there was no relief in sight, save September, but that was a full month away.  Yep, 2070 was going to be a record breaking year for hot days, even for Texas.

Walking toward my office I noticed a variety of other pedestrians also headed to work, probably thinking the same thing I was, it was Friday, TGIF.  The air was thick as I walked, and I took a handkerchief from my pocket and placed it over my mouth to make the journey to my workplace just a little more bearable.

Pollution on Earth had gotten worse over the years and the overall temperature had increased causing life, especially in Metropolitan areas to be less than desirable.  It sure seemed like a pleasant prospect living in a small town where the air was much clearer, folks were friendly, and you could even see the stars at night.  The problem was that there were no jobs, or decent ones anyway, and forget health care as most small-town hospitals across the country were closed.  For the past twenty-five years the majority of young people had been moving to the cities after graduating high school and never returned to the communities where they were from, ultimately leaving most of rural America practically abandoned as well as financially decimated.

The city was the place to be if you wanted a job, however, jobs were competitive, and rents were high, and let’s not even talk about housing prices, that’s another story in itself.  In order to make more housing available to the masses entire suburbs were being replaced with apartments and condominiums erasing decades of single family home ownership from the American landscape. 

As I approached my office building I noticed a six foot tall electronic sign on the sidewalk promoting Eden, a class M planet now being colonized by mankind which was discovered about twelve years ago.  I stopped and stood there as a video played showing an attractive couple enjoying life in a perfectly planned city with lots of green grass and beautiful rivers flowing.  Ah, that would be the life, if only I could somehow figure out a way to move there where everything was new, beautiful, and it was an average temperature of sixty-eight degrees Fahrenheit year round and the air was clear and fresh.

The trip to get there was expensive but that was the least of one’s worries.  In order to be allowed to move there you had to have the money to buy real estate and be able to show you had sufficient income to support yourself.  Other exceptions included having a skill that was needed and you had a job waiting for when you arrived, you’re starting a business or you own one there already, or you’re traveling with your current or future spouse who falls into one of the above categories.

Sighing I walked into the building, greeted the security guard as I passed him, and headed toward the elevators.

As I stepped onto my floor, I scanned my card and I heard a click and promptly pulled the door open and headed toward my workstation.  Passing a sea of cubicles, I eventually arrived at mine where I would spend the next eight and a half hours of my life, including my lunch break.

Sitting down my co-worker Shayne popped into my cubicle and said, “Hey Justin, how’s it going?”

Turning my head and looking back over my shoulder at him I could see that he was dressed as usual wearing a t-shirt with some sort of 1980s rock band printed on it.  He was also sporting a pair of jeans that had so many holes in them that even the homeless probably wouldn’t wear them.

“Hey Shayne,” I replied while placing my backpack onto my desk before turning my workstation monitor on.

“Did you see that Eden commercial they put on the e-billboard downstairs?”

“I did.”

“Dude, that place looks awesome.  I sure wish I could live there?” he said.

“You’re not satisfied with living here on good ole Earth?”

“Are you kidding?  The temperature keeps rising, it’s totally hot as fuck, the pollution is worse by the day, crime is on the rise, resources are dwindling, rents and housing are out of control, and you ask me if I’m not satisfied?”

Laughing I said, “I feel you brother.”

Sitting down in the spare chair in my office he said, “Dude, we’ve got to figure out a way to get off this shithole planet and get to Eden.”

Parking myself in my desk chair I asked, “How are we going to get there?  You know the restrictions on traveling to Eden.”

“Why do there have to be so many restrictions?  We have the right to go there and work and live.”

“Look, I would love to go there too but I do understand where they are coming from.  They are trying to make sure that they don’t fuck up that class M planet like they did this one.”

“You and I are two bright good-looking guys in their mid-twenties, surely we’ve got one or more qualifications that would allow us to move there and live and work,” he said.

“Shayne, neither of us has the money to afford a one-way ticket to Eden, and even if we did, we would not be allowed to stay after our visitor card ran out.”

“Maybe I should go back to school and get a trade that’s on the skill shortage list, and then after I got some experience here, I could start applying for jobs there.”

Nodding my head I said, “That’s not a bad idea.  What do you think you would like to do if you were not working as a customer service representative here?”

“I’ve got several ideas.”

“Do tell.”

Looking upward and then back at me he said, “Okay nursing, I could be a nurse.  It’s a two-year degree.”

“I didn’t know you had an interest in that.”

“Not so much but that would enable me to go to school for two years, get a job, and hopefully with a couple of more years of experience I would be on my way within four years.”

Sitting there quietly for a few seconds afterward he said, “Four years?  When I say that it seems like such a long time.”

“Okay, what else if not nursing?”

“Oooo they need engineers really bad, I could think about that as well.”

“That’s a good career field, you would have about four to five years of school, and then after a couple of years of experience you could be on your way.”

“I just figured it up and that would take me six to seven years, that’s even worse,” he said disappointedly. 

We sat there silently for a moment when he finally said, “Well, I guess I’d better get back to work.  If you come up with any ideas as to how we can escape this place let me know.”

“You mean this job or this planet?” I asked.

Almost to the edge of the cubicle entrance he turned around and looked back at me and said, “Both!”


Chapter 2

Sitting in my apartment that night it was hard not to think about my conversation earlier that day with my co-worker Shayne, as the prospect of leaving Earth and starting a new life on Eden was appealing.  I felt the same way as he did and had racked my brain repeatedly, but there was no easy way to get there.  If I truly wanted to go, I would have to go to school and get a trade or skill, work at it for a couple of years and then try to get a job there.  Since I had no money to speak of I just couldn’t see any other way.

Still not ready to give up I sat with my tablet in hand and decided to do an online search and typed in How can I move to Eden?

A plethora of results came back quickly and I started to sift through them one by one with most of them being exactly what I was not looking for including what transport ship I could take, star charts for ship navigation, real estate ads for purchasing property there, and many more.  However, there was no ready solution, or not one that I needed anyway.

As I continued to scan the results there was one that caught my eye that said Wives/Partners Wanted on Eden.  Thinking that I might see some photos of attractive women I clicked and landed on the information page and began to read and found that there was not a demand for guys but there was a demand for women.  Apparently, there was a shortage of ladies on the new world and they were a hot commodity, however that did not help me any as I was a man, instant disqualification.

Suddenly a chat window popped up and I was greeted with the following words, “Welcome to Inter-Global Introductions.  How may I assist you today?” said a soothing female voice coming from the tablet’s speaker.

I was just about ready to close the window when I decided to talk to the virtual attendant instead.

“I would like to be a partner or husband for a rich and beautiful woman on Eden.  How do I apply?”

“Thank you for your interest.  However, at this time there are no requests for husbands.  Can I assist you with something else?”

Deciding I would be a smart ass I said, “Unless you can change me into a woman, I guess I have no further questions.”

After a brief pause the attendant came back and said, “We do have a gender reassignment grant program for qualified applicants.  Those selected will have a full DNA rewrite at no charge but must agree to become a wife to an Eden resident who is a client of this company.  Would you be interested in applying?”

I was caught off guard by the auto attendants’ statement as that was not the response I was expecting.

“Did you say you would do a gender reassignment on me using DNA rewrite technology at no charge as long as I would agree to become a wife to an Eden resident?  Did I get that right?”

“Thank you for asking.  Yes, that is correct, provided that they are a client of this company.  Other terms and conditions apply.  Would you be interested in applying to the program?”

“How long will you be offering this?” I asked.

“We have no plans to discontinue the offer into the foreseeable future.  Would you be interested in applying?” said the auto attendant.

I closed the chat window on my tablet and then placed it on the table.  I knew the technology and procedure existed and was available to those who could pay for it, but I would never have imagined that they were in such need that a gender reassignment was actually an option.

As I lay in bed that night, I was having trouble sleeping for some reason, maybe it was the spicy chicken wings that I’d had for dinner, as it sure felt like something was clucking in my stomach.

Looking up at the ceiling I started thinking about what the auto attendant had told me earlier that evening and thinking about the possibilities.  Imagine, being able to go to Eden and not having to spend a dime out of pocket.  However, I’d never considered becoming a woman before as being a guy had totally been working for me to date, with the exception of my current lack of a girlfriend, but I’m not complaining. 

The DNA rewrite technology that could convert a man to a woman or the other way around was now a couple of decades old and was not cheap yet not expensive either.  The way that it worked was that it used nanobots to change you from what you were to what you wanted to become.  If you became a man, it would rewrite your DNA and make you the height you would have been if you’d been born a man.  It would also make you more muscular and hairier, delete your breasts and internal female parts and build you a penis.  If you were a man becoming a woman your height would shrink by several inches, you would get breasts, ovaries, a vagina, and so on. 

Continuing to think about it I asked myself if I could tolerate being in a relationship with a man, after all, I’d never dated or had sex with one or even thought about it, at all.  What would it be like when my future husband wanted to have sex with me?  Would he be pawing all over me all the time trying to get in my panties?  Also, would I like being several inches shorter and having breasts?  And periods!  Oh my God, bleeding for a week each month and being a total bitch to everyone around me.  And kids, what if he wanted to have children?  The thought of pushing a baby out of my vagina and the extreme pain that accompanied it was not appealing in the least. 

Deciding to change my thought process and focus on the positive aspects calmed me down a bit and let me think logically versus emotionally.  First, I would be able to live on a lush new world with planned communities, where it is safe, the air is fresh, and I could start a new life.  Second, after I got married, I would be eligible for employment on Eden, and after two years I would be a permanent citizen.  So, if I got married, stuck it out for a couple of years and then got divorced I could still stay.  Or, if I got pregnant and had a child who was born there, then I’m automatically a citizen.  Okay, some of this stuff was sounding better and better, with one drawback, I would be a woman.

Continuing to think I asked myself, okay, if I was a woman would my life really be all that different?  Could I get used to being feminine and handle everything that goes along with it?  It was a big decision as it was a one-way process, and there was no going back.


Chapter 3

The sun peeking through my window woke me up about 9:45 a.m. and as I opened my eyes and looked up the first thing I saw was the ceiling fan whirling with its usual slight wobble.  I had reported this to the apartment complex office multiple times requesting that they have the maintenance man take a look at it but to date it had apparently not been a priority.

Rolling out of bed I headed to the kitchen where I made myself a cup of coffee and sat down on the couch in the living room and as I did I noticed my tablet lying on the coffee table where I left it last night.  The moment I saw it I remembered the night before where I’d discovered that there was a way I could go to the new world right now, provided that I was okay with being changed into a woman.

After getting showered and dressed I decided to head down to the grocery store and pick up a few items to get me through the next week.  Mid-day Saturday was not a terrible time to do grocery shopping but there were plenty of folks in the store, which was not uncommon as it seemed that there always plenty of folks everywhere, one of the reasons I would love to move off world.  After putting all my items into the grocery cart, I eventually made my way to the front of the store where I put my purchases into my reusable bags and then walked out of the main door.  Walking through the scanners I heard a ding on the handheld device in my pocket which meant I had just paid for my groceries.  It sure was convenient shopping this way and I could not imagine life any other way. 

When I was young, I remembered my parents telling me about going to the store and waiting in line for a cashier to do what was called checking you out.  Apparently in the old days someone had to manually scan your purchases, then they told you how much the bill was, and you paid them with cash, credit, or what they used to call a check.  Cash or checks had not been used in years and all payments were now electronic, and personally that suited me just fine as I could not imagine the inconvenience of having to use paper currency. 

I had many fond memories of my parents and the things that they would tell me about life in the old days and I loved to hear their stories, unfortunately I would hear no more tales as they were killed five years ago while on vacation in Paris.  While at the airport taking off to come home a religious extremist used a handheld rocket launcher and took down the aircraft they were on, and when that happened a little part of me died because at that moment, I knew that I was truly all alone.  Dad was an only child whose folks had immigrated to the U.S. and mom was an orphan, so I had no family to speak of anymore.

Upon returning home I put my groceries away and then settled down on my couch and tried to do some reading with my e-reader, but after about fifteen minutes I found myself reading the same paragraph over and over and decided to give it up and try and do something else, as my mind was just not in to reading.  I could not help but thinking about being able to go to escape this place and starting a new life on Eden, and now that seemed closer than ever, but the price would be high, as I would be giving up my life here, such as it was.  Continuing to think about it I came to the realization that I had no family, was not currently in a relationship, and I just existed versus really living.

I picked up my tablet and surfed on over to Inter-Global Introductions and almost instantly a chat window popped up and I was greeted by the words, “Welcome to Inter-Global Introductions.  How can I assist you today?” said the same soothing female voice I was greeted by last night.

“Umm, hi.  I wanted to find out more information on applying to your program.  I’m actually a guy but I understand that you have a program where you will do a gender reassignment at no charge making one eligible to be a potential spouse to an Eden resident.  Can you help?” I asked nervously.

There was a brief pause before the auto attendant began to speak and she said, “Please click on the blinking form in the right-hand corner of your screen to apply for the gender reassignment program.  Applicants who are selected for the next phase of the process will be notified electronically.  Thank you for choosing Inter-Global Introductions.”

I tapped the object in the top right corner of my tablet screen that looked like a piece of paper and the next thing I knew a form popped up and the document started asking me questions over the speaker including name, address, and so on.  It was a pretty lengthy process and seemed to go on forever, but then again when you’re paying for a guy to have a genetic rewrite and turn them into a woman, you’re going to have to be a little picky who you select. 

So, I did it.  I applied to the program and now just needed to await my results.  If I didn’t get selected then oh well, that was okay. In the event I was chosen, I could always chicken out if they called me.

It seemed the afternoon passed pretty quickly after that and the next thing I knew it was coming up on dinner time, and as I looked at the wall clock it said 6:30 p.m.  Staying home and eating by myself did not sound like all that much fun and I was thinking about calling Shayne and seeing if he wanted to do something when all of a sudden, I noticed that my tablet beeping and that I had an incoming message.  As I picked it up I noticed the called id said Inter-Global Introductions, and the word Verified was right next to the company name which meant it was not a fake call from a telemarketer or scammer. 

Pressing the accept button I said, “Hello.”

“Justin?” said a male voice.

“This is Justin,” I said.

“Mike here at Inter-Global Introductions, how are you this evening?”

Somewhat surprised I said, “Good, thanks.”

“Hey, I just wanted to let you know that we received your application for the gender reassignment grant program, and it looks good.  We would like to invite you in for the next step in the process if you are up for it.”

“Sure.  When would you like me to come in?”

“Do you work during the week, Monday through Friday?”

“I do.”

“We could see you tomorrow at 9 a.m. if you’re free.  The process will take several hours as it includes an in-person interview, psychological test, and a physical.”

Still surprised at how rapidly they had responded I hesitated before saying, “That would be great.  Where do I go for the appointment?”

“We are in Irving, but I will send a message to your device with the address.”

“Great.  I’ve got to say that you guys sure did respond fast as I just filled out the application a few hours ago, plus I thought I was supposed to be notified electronically,” I said.

“We work hard to fulfill our client’s needs and the demand for wives is high and finding quality applicants is difficult, so we don’t waste any time.”

“Wow, I had no idea.”

“If you don’t have any further questions, we look forward to seeing you tomorrow at 9 a.m. at our Irving office.”

“Cool.  See you then.”

“Okay thanks Justin and look forward to seeing you in the morning.  Oh, and by the way, please don’t eat or drink anything after midnight except water.  That’s for the physical.”

“Got it.”

“See you tomorrow.  Goodbye.”

“Bye.”

Sitting there on my couch I could not believe it, I’d wanted to move to Eden and had simply filled out an application and the ball was rolling.  Okay, the ball was potentially rolling toward me being a female, but it was moving nonetheless.  Hey I might not even get selected, but then again I might, and despite the fact I had not totally warmed up to the prospect of being a girl I was getting warmer to the idea especially considering that I might be living off world and not here.


Chapter 4

I pushed my apartment door open and headed straight for the refrigerator since it was 3 p.m. and I had not eaten all day.  Sunday had been a grueling day at Inter-Global’s testing facility as I was subjected to a wide range of personal interviews with three different individuals, a battery of psychological tests, as well as a full physical that consisted of every test known to mankind.  They drew blood, put me on a treadmill, did a full body scan and examined every square inch of inch of me, and then prodded every crevice imaginable, including a prostate exam.  I thought that part was totally unnecessary, especially if they were going to be turning me into a woman.

My refrigerator was well stocked thanks to my trip to the grocery store the day before, so I pulled out some lunch meat and threw together a couple of sandwiches.  I woofed them down quickly in an attempt to satisfy the malnutrition that I was experiencing and even consumed a bag of generic cheesy puffs or whatever they were called for good measure.

The doorbell rang right about the time I was heading for the kitchen sink to wash the cheese dust off my fingers, so I headed toward the front door and opened it trying not to get cheesy residue on the handle.  Swinging open the door I could see my co-worker Shayne looking like his usual self, only more poorly dressed than usual, probably because it was the weekend.

“What’s up scro?” he said as he walked in and headed toward the couch.

“I’m just finishing up lunch, let me wash my hands”, I said heading toward the kitchen.

“I was trying to call you all day to see if you wanted to do something.  Never heard back so I thought I would come over and make sure you were alive.”

“Sorry about that, I was out all day,” I said as I washed my hands.

“Out on a hot date?”

“Hardly.”

I dried off my hands with a kitchen towel, threw it on the kitchen counter and returned to the living room where I sat down in a chair next to the couch.

“I’m going to tell you something, but you are totally sworn to secrecy, okay?”

“Totally,” he said.

“You know how we are always talking about how cool it would be to live on Eden?”

“Yep.”

“There is a company called Inter-Global Introductions that recruits wives for residents on Eden.  There’s such a shortage of women that they will do a gender reassignment on a guy if he agrees to ….”

“I know what you’re talking about, if he agrees to become a mail order bride.”

“A what?” I asked.

“It’s an old school term used from the cowboy days, the 1800s, I think.  Anyway, men and women would place personal ads in newspapers or magazines and then write to one another with the idea of eventually getting married, hence, mail order bride.  Anyway, sorry as you were saying.”

Slightly agitated I continued, “If he agrees to become a wife to an Eden resident, they will do it for free, a DNA rewrite.”

“I think I’ve heard of that, there must be a real shortage.  Are you working for them on your days off or something?”

“No, this is the part where you are sworn to secrecy.  I’m an applicant.”

“Oh, so you’ve applied to become a husband if there’s a woman on Eden looking for one.  That’s cool, and that’s nothing to be embarrassed about, but I didn’t think they really needed guys.  If that’s the case I may apply myself.  Wouldn’t it be cool if we could both be mail order husbands?”

“No, they don’t need any guys.”

With his eyes now wide open he gasped and asked, “Dude, you, you, have applied to ….”

“Yes, I have.”

“Justin, you’ve applied to become a woman.  I can’t believe it.”

“That is the part I want you to keep secret,” I said.

“Are you crazy?”

“You know how we are always talking about wanting to move to Eden?  I decided to put my money where my mouth is, I saw a potential opportunity and took it.  Less talking, more doing.”

“Yeah but do you think you would be happy being a girl?”

“If I get accepted to the program and agree to move forward, I will find out real quick won’t I?”

“There’s so much to being a woman, have you thought about the prospect of having a man lying on top of you having sex with you?”

Nodding I said, “Before I applied that did cross my mind.  Maybe not at the top of my list of my things to do but you know how it is, sex is only for a couple of minutes and then it’s done.  I can live with anything for a couple of minutes a few times a week for the pleasure of living on Eden.”

“Well what about kids?  What if you get pregnant?  How do you feel about pushing something the size of a watermelon through your cooter?  Damn dude that would hurt like a mother fucker.”

“I will cross that bridge when I get to it, in the interim I will be on the pill.”

“And what about dressing in women’s clothes?  Are you prepared to do that?”

“Shayne, I would be a full genetic female, it would be normal to wear women’s clothes.  It’s not like I would be a cross dresser of some sort.”

Looking up at the ceiling and then back down he nodded and said, “Good point, I can’t argue with that.  Shit, are you sure you want to do this?  It’s a life changing event, and they say with a DNA rewrite it is a one-way process, there is no going back.”

“I’ve thought about all that and if selected I am going to consider doing it.  After all, even if I was a wife and potentially a mother I would be on Eden and imagine all the opportunities I would have.  God just think of the fresh air, green grass, trees, flowing rivers, can you imagine?”

We sat there silently for a bit when he finally said, “You know, it may not be something that I would do, but if it works out for you and you’re happy then that’s all that matters.”

“Thanks man,” I said.

“I may talk a big game about wanting to live off world, but I guess when it comes down to it I’m just all talk.”

“Don’t say that.”

“It’s true Justin. I’ve never been very good on follow through with anything.  That’s why I will probably always be trapped here on this shithole planet for all of eternity.  If I’d gone to school after high school and gotten a real trade or skill and taken an apprenticeship or joined the military, I could be living a better life, here or off world.”

He sat there looking down at the floor and then said, “If you want it, I hope you get it, and I’ve got to say that you’ve got more balls than me.”

“Well, maybe not for long.”

He raised his head and looked at me and after a few seconds we both broke into laughter and he said, “Come on.”

“Where are we going?”

“Let’s go have a beer, it’s on me.”

Grabbing my backpack, we started to walk out the door and I said, “Shayne, you’re a good man.”

“So are you, well, for now anyway.”


Chapter 5

Almost a full week had passed and it was Friday and the digital clock on the wall read 4:59 p.m.  I had just finished up a customer service call when it rolled on to 5:00 p.m. and our phone lines automatically cut off allowing no more inbound calls.  Taking my headset off and laying it down on my desk I then logged out of my workstation and started to gather my personal belongings, I had just zipped up my backpack when Shayne bounced in.

“One more down guy.  Ready for the weekend?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I said.

“Hey, I gotta cruise but I’ll holler at you later.  Maybe we can get together or something.”

“Sounds good,” I said, and as I completed my sentence he vanished from sight.

Getting ready to stand up I suddenly noticed my tablet was dinging and I sat back down and pulled it out of my backpack and noticed an incoming message from Inter-Global Introductions.  It had been a full week and I was wondering if they were going to contact me, however, I guess that moment had arrived.  I pressed the button and the next thing I knew I saw Mike, the man who had initially contacted me about the interview.

“Hi,” I said.

“Justin, Mike here from Inter-Global.  Good Friday afternoon.  Am I catching you at an okay time?”

“You bet.  I was just getting ready to leave my office and take the light rail home and you caught me at the most opportune time.”

“Hey super.  Justin just wanted to let you know that you’ve been accepted to the program.  We looked at your application and screening all week, as well as many others, and we think you would be a good candidate for the GS program and are ready to offer you a spot right now.  Will you agree to accept?”

Holy cow!  I thought to myself, I can’t believe this is happening, and all so quickly.  This is huge, really huge, and the answer I give to him right now will affect my entire life from this day going forward.  If I say no, I will probably never get to Eden as I just don’t have the skills or anything else to get there on my own.  If I do say yes then I will be committing to a gender swap, will be converted to a female, and my life will never be the same.  However, I will have the opportunity to get a fresh start and a new life on a planet that is practically paradise.  Am I ready to become a woman and have a man kissing me and laying on top of my heaving until he gets a nut and potentially having his children?  Is Justin ready to become feminine and wear girly clothes, paint his or should I say her nails, wear heels, carry a purse, wax his vagina and so forth?  This is it!  This is really it! 

Now, all of this went through my mind in about three to four seconds, despite the fact that it seemed like a much longer period of time.

“Justin?  Are you there?”

“Um, sorry Mike, I’m still here.  As you were saying?”

“I know it is a big decision and I’m sure you’ve already thought this out, but we are making you an offer, you have been approved for the program.  Are you ready to accept at this time?”

At that second, for some reason, I had a moment of clarity that told me it was the right thing to do, and all reservations I might have had were instantly washed away and I said, “Mike, I’m thrilled to accept and am looking forward to the transition process as well as starting a new life with my future spouse on Eden.”

“Justin, I’m glad to hear you say that and know you are going to be a good fit and knew that the second that you walked through the door.”

“Thanks Mike.”

“Okay, as usual I’m working weekends and as I recall you are often off on Saturdays and Sundays?” he asked.

“That’s right Mike.”

“Cool, can you come out of my office tomorrow or Sunday and I can walk you through the process and tell you what to expect and go over the timeline as well?  I can see you tomorrow at 1:00 p.m. if you are free.”

“See you then Mike, and thanks.”

“No, thank you, and by the way, start thinking of your new name, as most guys don’t want to marry a lady named Justin.”

Laughing I said, “I’ll do it, and I will see you tomorrow.”

Our call terminated and I threw my tablet in my backpack and started walking out of my work area headed toward the elevator.  As I rode downward toward the ground floor, I started to think about how something was finally coming together in my life, maybe not exactly as I might have envisioned but I was finally moving toward one of my goals.


Chapter 6

It was exactly two weeks later on a Friday afternoon as I finished cleaning out my desk at work, and as I loaded the last of my stuff into a box my old friend Shayne came barreling through my cubicle opening.

Sitting down in my chair he looked at the box on my desk and said, “Well, I guess this is it, huh?”

Nodding I said, “Yeah, this is it.”

“You gave your two weeks’ notice and everything.”

“Yeah, I thought I might as well do it right you know, try and stay in good habits and all.”

“That’s probably a good idea,” he said.

Sitting there silently for a few seconds he asked, “When do you leave?”

“What happens is I report on Tuesday and they start the DNA rewrite, I will be put to sleep, and then placed in a tank for a week while the transition takes place.  So, when I emerge seven days later, I will be a female.”

“Wow,” he said.

“Then I will be put through a two to three-week course, it depends on how well I do, where I will be taught to live and act as a woman.  They will teach me everything you always wanted to know but were afraid to ask about being a girl from clothes to mannerisms, makeup, walking in heels, etiquette, birth control, feminine hygiene, you name it they teach it.”

“Oh man, I wonder what you will look like when they’re done with you,” he said.

“They already know within two percent of how I will appear.  Want to see their estimation?”

“Sure.”

Taking my tablet, I pulled up the photos their computer had generated using my DNA as a template and handed it to him.  “Here are several shots of what I will look like, just tap on them and they will blow up.”

Handing it to him he began to look at the photos and after seeing the first one he turned the tablet toward me showing the one from the stomach up where I had long dark hair, my usual brown eyes, and medium sized breasts.

“You’re going to look like this?”

“That’s what they tell me.”

“Oh man, you’re going to look hot bro.  Here’s another one where you’re wearing a dress and oh dude, you’ve got some killer legs.”

“You know I really have to admit, if I’m going to be a female I might as well be a pretty one, don’t you think?”

“Fuck yeah, it’s better than being an ugly one.  Are they going to be able to get your hair long like that?  Where it’s halfway down your back?”

“Yep they sure are, it is included in the gender transformation process.”

Continuing to look at the photos he looked at me sheepishly and said, “I don’t want you to take offense, okay, but I want to tell you something.”

I nodded.

“If you’re going to look like this, and you were staying here, I would so fuck you.”

We both burst into laughter and I said, “Not a problem, I’ll just take that as a compliment.”

“That’s the way I meant it,” he said.

“By the way, we could get together this weekend and hang out if you want, it will probably be some time before I see you again, because after girl school I will immediately be on a transport headed to Eden.”

“How about I come over tomorrow afternoon, we could hang and then maybe do something.”

“That would be great, and besides I’ve still got a few things to get rid of including housewares and furniture, if you are in the market for any that is.”

“Cool.  Then I’ll see you sometime tomorrow afternoon.  I’ll message you when I’m on the way.”

“See you then dude.”


Chapter 7

As I awoke I looked up and could see the white acoustic tiles of the drop ceiling overhead, and as I lay there I recalled the last thing that I remembered was being in a bed wearing a simple hospital gown and being put to sleep.  As I breathed in I felt there was a weight on my chest and slowly moving my hands up over the white garment I was wearing I could feel there were now breasts sitting on my chest where there were none before.

“How do you feel?”

Turning my head to my right to find to source of the voice I saw an attractive female in her mid-forties with dark eyes and long blonde hair in a ponytail smiling at me.

“I’m Dr. Cindy Spiva.”

“Hi,” I said with a surprised look on my face after I spoke.

I could tell she was a bit amused by my response.

“Surprised by your new voice?”

I nodded.

“I can’t tell you the number of times I’ve seen that happen, and I’m sure it’s a little bit of a surprise hearing your new female voice and not your deeper masculine one.”

“You can say that again,” I said, and then I started laughing and she joined in with me.

“Gosh doc, I even laugh like a girl,” I said.

“Welcome to the club young lady.  I’ll think you’ll find it’s not so bad being one of us, and you may actually like it.”

Propping myself up on my elbows I asked, “So, I sound okay, how did I turn out?”

“You turned out just like our projections, you’re a petite little thing at 5’1 ½ and you’re just as cute as can be.  Here, let me raise you up.”

She took the controls and raised the back of the bed to where I was sitting up and then handed me a large mirror and asked, “Well, what do you think?”

Looking at myself in the mirror I was pleased that I looked exactly like in my computer generated photographs, minus the makeup of course.  I smiled and noticed that I turned out well and was a very pretty woman with long dark hair in her mid-twenties.

“I’m very pleased.  You did good work.”

Shaking her head, she said, “I didn’t do much, it was all based on your DNA, so you can thank your lucky genes for that.  You certainly are cute.  Have you thought of a name?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, gave it to them when I checked in.  I will be going by Juliet from this day forward.”

“That’s a beautiful name, are you a fan of Shakespeare by chance?”

“A little bit but that’s not the reason, my deceased mother was Juliet, and I’m taking it in honor of her, and that her name and legacy will live on.”

I smiled at her warmly and she said, “Juliet, you’re going to make some man a great wife on Eden and he will be lucky to have you.”

“Thanks, I appreciate you saying that.”

“Are you scared?  Excited?”

“Yes, on both counts like you wouldn’t believe,” and as I finished my sentence we both chuckled together.

“We’re going to do everything we can to get you ready, so you’ll be a smash success when you get there.”

“Thanks Dr. Spiva, I’m going to need all the help I can get.”

Over the next three weeks I got the education of a lifetime that should probably have been called Girl 101.  My personal instructor was Hilda who is a well-dressed brunette of about forty, was friendly but still kept her distance from me at the same time.  She was assigned to me exclusively and taught me everything about being a member of the fairer sex, well as much as possible as some of it would have to be learned on the job.  The instruction I received would have looked something like this if it had been a college course:

Clothes 101

Accessories 101

Shoes & Walking 101

Hair 101

Etiquette and Mannerisms 101

Speaking and Language 101

Makeup and Nails 101

Feminine Topics 101

The last one included feminine hygiene, which I knew nothing about, and also covered birth control, shaving, and waxing.

Toward the end of the course Hilda began showing me photographs of gentlemen that I would be introduced to at parties on Eden and she even supplied their bios telling me their entire life story.  There was a wide range of professional men that included business owners, physicians and engineers to name just a few.

Sitting there I asked, “Hilda, this company has spent an absolute fortune on me with the transition, the education you’ve given me, not to mention the transportation to Eden and putting me up there until I’m matched.  Do they really make that much money?”

Nodding she said, “Are you kidding?  This is a big money business and a lonely man will pay dearly for a wife.  Imagine, he’s out working, alone on Eden, there’s a shortage of women, and he’s lonely for female companionship.”

Looking at me she said, “You’re pretty and you’ll go quickly, a lot of these guys are going to want you.”

“Since I’ve always been a male, do you have any suggestions?”

“Yes, when you go to the parties make sure you’re the one that tries to pick the man and don’t let them pick you, there’s a reason for that.”

“And that is?”

“The aggressive and arrogant ones may not be as good a husband to you as the guys that are a little more bashful, and since you very well may spend the rest of your life with the man you want it to be enjoyable versus miserable.  After all, you’ve been a guy and have way less tolerance for assholes then those of us who are born females.  I’m going to give you some material to study on the trip that will help you quickly determine their personality types when you meet them in person.”

“That would be great.’

“Also, study the bios of these guys as much as you can so you will know who you are talking to and that will give you an edge.  You also want to select someone that you are compatible with versus a guy you have absolutely nothing in common with.”

“You’ve been great Hilda; do you tell all the girls this?”

“No, only the ones that have transitioned over because your mindset is different and you need the extra tutoring.  When does your transport leave?”

“7:00 p.m. tomorrow night.”

“You’re going to do great.  Just do what I said, and you will be fine.  I wish you luck.”


Chapter 8

New London, the name of the city we were destined for on Eden was named for the old city in England by the mission commander of the spacecraft that discovered the planet.  What else were they going to call it, New York?  Naaah!  Besides, New London sounded pretty cool.

The transport I was on was on final approach to the spaceport where we would be landing, and I was glad the weeklong trip would soon be over.  The trip could have been longer but thank goodness for StarDrive technology which allowed ships to travel faster than light, shaving countless years off of space travel.  As I looked out the window of my cabin, I could see everything they had been saying was true, Eden was truly a lush green paradise with countless forests, green grass, flowing rivers and majestic waterfalls.  I had finally arrived at the place I’d been dreaming about for so long.

On the trip out I had met two other girls, Rachelle and Linda, who were also going to Eden as brides, courtesy of Inter-Global Introductions.  We had become friends during the weeklong trip and that truly helped to pass the time.  Whether they were born female or had transitioned like myself I did not know, however hanging out with them had been good practice as far as socializing with other women, and I was getting the hang of being one of the girls.

After disembarking and making our way through customs, which was very strict by the way, we exited into the main terminal where we were greeted by a brunette woman of about forty.  Apparently, she had all of our photos on a tablet and was able to identify us quickly letting the facial recognition software do most of the work, pointing us out to her one by one.  She said she would be escorting us to the hotel and conference center as soon as the rest of her girls got finished in the customs area.  Eventually two other women exited, she greeted them, and we were on our way.  Making our way to the public transportation system we got on what appeared to be a monorail and were on our way.

After exiting the spaceport terminal the large windows of the car we were traveling in were suddenly illuminated with sunlight, initially it was very bright but after a few moments my eyes adjusted.  As I looked out of the glass, I could see that I was surrounded by lush green grass and trees while the sky overhead was the most beautiful shade of blue that I had ever seen.  Looking into the distance I could see the city of New London where our train would eventually arrive.

Making a number of stops en route we eventually arrived at Uptown Station, where the five of us and our conductress got off and began to walk toward the hotel.  With the exception of our guide the rest of us were pulling one or more suitcases on wheels behind us, most likely representing the sum of our earthly possessions which we were bringing along to help start our new life.

Walking into the hotel lobby our leader bypassed the front desk and headed toward the elevators and the five of us followed obediently.  We waited a moment, got onboard and started out on our upward journey.  The elevator moved swiftly as it ascended and the floors flashed by quickly until our car stopped at our destination which was lit up on the display panel, floor 35.

Stepping off onto our floor we turned to the left and walked a short distance down the hall until we reached a small conference room where we entered.  As we did there was a young girl sitting behind a table that smiled at us briefly and then handed a tablet to the woman who had led us here from the space port.

“By the way, in case I failed to introduce myself earlier I’m Janie, and I’m the onsite manager for Inter-Global here in New London,” she said rather curtly.

And she was right, she had not introduced herself earlier and knew it.  Bitch.  Oh my God, I was well on the way to becoming a girl, thinking another female who had just pissed me off was a bitch.  Good job Juliet.

“I’ll be handing out your room assignments shortly, this hotel will be your home until you are matched.  There is to be no partying, fighting, drug use, or general hell raising while here, otherwise your ass will be out of here and on the way back to earth, and that means you will owe us for bringing you out here.  Any questions?”

Linda asked, “Really?  Has that kind of stuff happened before?”

Shaking her head, she said, “You’d be surprised.  Anyway, let’s forget about that for the moment and talk about what you will be doing, as your number one goal here is to be matched up with an eligible bachelor.  You will be introduced to several men at a series of socials over the next two weeks.  Some will be familiar with you as they’ve already been given your profiles just as you were given theirs to study on the way out from Earth.  As you meet prospective gentlemen you will have the opportunity to go on a date with them, either with a group which we will arrange or alone with them in some cases.  All your dates must be coordinated with us, which is for your safety.  Remember, this is a strange new place and we don’t want anything happening to you, as we have a large investment in each and every one of you plus we want to see you succeed.”

Looking at her tablet she said, “It is currently 10 a.m. local time and your first social will be at 1 p.m.  There will be the five of you plus fifteen other ladies that are already here.  Meet here at 12:45 and we will take you down to the Starlight Ballroom as a group.  Questions?”

Crickets!  No one said anything and she then added, “There is a café on this floor that will feed you for free, just show them your room key card.  You are welcome to eat the food at the social but try and eat before the event if possible, it makes a better impression on the men if they don’t see you woofing down a bunch of food.”

We all laughed using our girly voices at her remark.

“Okay, let’s assign you girls your rooms and let you get settled in and see you here at 12:45.  Make yourselves pretty.”

I eventually got my key card and made my way to room 3550, which was an interior room and I had no view of the city.  I’m sure that Inter-Global had a deal with the hotel to use the interior rooms at a discounted rate since they were not as highly requested as the suites with a nice view.  My room was actually pretty nice, it was small, or cozy you might say, but had everything that one needed to be comfortable.  After napping for about an hour I got dressed and made my way down to the café which just happened to be called Outta This World, an appropriate name considering all factors.  Upon walking in I saw Rachelle who I had met on the transport on the way out and saw that she was sitting at a table alone.

Walking up I said, “Hey Rachelle.”

Looking up she smiled and said excitedly, “Hey Juliet, I was just having a bite, join me?”

“Thanks,” and I pulled out a chair and sat down.

Looking down at the table I could see that it had an electronic menu built into it and I began to look at the menu.

“What’s good here?” I asked.

“Since I’ve only eaten here one time, now, I can only comment on what I’m having now, which is the salad with chicken on top.  It’s not bad with the lemon vinaigrette dressing.”

Using the E-Menu I ordered my food and then scanned my key card and sat back and waited.

“So, are you ready for this afternoon?” she asked.

“As I’m going to be.  How about you?”

Nodding she said, “I’ve picked out a couple of guys that I think would be a good, hopefully there’s not too much competition for them.”

“Which ones?”

“There’s a Dr. Tom Smith, surgeon, who is pretty hot, and then there’s an attorney, Mike Bell, who’s cute as well.  What about you?”

Showing her the screen of my tablet I showed her the one men that I thought would fit my personality type perfectly.

Looking a little surprised she said, “He’s cute, a little nerdy looking but cute.  I guess you go for the brainy type?”

Nodding I said, “He owns his own engineering firm, is a computer and mathematical genius, and seems like a really nice guy from his photos and video.”

“He looks a little reserved and docile for me, I go for the more aggressive type.”

We sat there silently for a moment and then she looked at me and said, “I didn’t mean anything by that.”

I laughed and said, “It’s okay, we all like different types of guys.”

Then looking dead serious at her I said, “You stay away from my man.”

We both burst into laughter and she said, “Honey, he’s all yours, you won’t have any trouble from me.”

“Well, I guess it all depends if he likes me too,” I said.

“Are you kidding?  As pretty as you are?  He will be all over you.  Just walk up to him, bat your eyelashes and start singing the words Here Comes the Bride.”

My food eventually arrived, I ate my meal while talking with Rachelle, and she was right, the salad with chicken and lemon vinaigrette dressing was pretty good.  Looking at the clock we soon realized it was close to noon, so we headed back to our rooms and got ready for our first social, which was our next step in the husband hunting process.


Chapter 9

Standing in front of the full-length mirror in my room I took one last look at myself before heading out to my first social, and as conceited as it sounds I could not believe how pretty I was in my black pencil dress and heels.  My figure had definitely changed from none to hourglass with my transition and the DNA rewrite had also caused me to have a bit of a small bubble butt, which I theorized would make me popular with the opposite sex.  Taking a last look at myself I surmised that if I was a man, I would have trouble not picking me, but then again I was partial, right?  It was hard to believe, a short time ago I had been a man, and now I was the equivalent of a mail order bride on the hunt for a husband, which proves you never know what lies ahead of you in this life.

The hotel’s Starlight Ballroom was beautifully decorated in muted colors and soft furnishings and was the perfect place for the event I was attending.  The lights were not too bright but not dim either, setting the stage for my meeting with destiny, whatever that was to be.

Visiting with a couple of the other girls that had been there for a week or more we were told that Inter-Global, or should we say my new friend Janie, really starts to turn up the heat when you don’t pair off with one of the guys quickly.  It costs them money to keep you in the hotel and feed you, and that cuts into their profit margin so the sooner you find Mr. Right and get hitched or engaged, the happier they are.

We were standing around in small groups of about three to five as the clock hit 1:00 p.m. local time, and as it did the ballroom doors opened and a group of men, I counted 14, entered and started scanning the room.  By the looks in some of their eyes this was clearly a group who had been here some time, alone, and they were ready for some female companionship.  I could tell because, well, I used to be one of them.

Looking across the room I was hoping to find one or two of the guys whose profiles I reviewed on the way out from Earth.  One was the guys who I had talked about to Rachelle earlier, Weldon Taylor, an engineer, and the other was Pete Smolinsky who was a computer programmer.  Weldon was thirty-two, 5’10 medium build with blue eyes.  He was a nice-looking man but looked a little nerdy with the glasses he wore.  Pete was twenty-seven, 5’11, a little skinny, and had green eyes.  He was attractive but not as much as Weldon, however he seemed like he would be easy to get along with. 

I had taken the advice of Hilda, my Girl 101 instructor in selecting them as they both appeared to be non-dominating, nice, attractive, and I surmised they would treat me well, and I also figured that I would be the adored one in a relationship with them versus the other way around.  What does that mean?  If a woman picks a guy that is too good looking then he will most likely be the adored one and will probably get his way most of the time.  So, if I selected a guy where I was the looker then I could probably get whatever I wanted in the relationship most of the time.  However, one thing remained, I’d still never had sex with a man and was somewhat mortified at the prospect of having a man mounted on top of me pounding away.  At this point there was no need to worry about it as it was going to be a way of life and I’d better get used to it.  Maybe, just maybe, with time, I would even learn to enjoy it.

I started working my way towards the door slowly, trying not to seem too interested or aggressive, as that would classify me as a slut, all the while looking for Weldon, but I did not see him.  Great minds must think alike because several of the other girls were thinking the same thing as I was, edging toward the main entrance where the guys were, trying to lay claim to their preferred selections, before any of the other bitches stole their first choice.  Several of the guys walked up to the other girls and started talking to them but there were a number of the men who had moved off to the side, a little bashful about approaching the women in the room.  That was a feeling that I understood as so many men, especially young ones, are a little intimidated of the opposite sex, and often afraid to approach them for fear of rejection.  Holding my position while I scanned the group, I suddenly noticed that one of the guys wearing a suit and tie, was Weldon.  He sure looked different than his video and profile photos as he was all cleaned up and was not wearing those nerdy glasses.

Weldon was standing against the side wall, near the refreshment table, talking to a couple of the other men.  I decided that I was thirsty and made my forward and took one of the cups and filled it up with liquid refreshment from the punch bowl.  Turning around 180 degrees he was now in full view and only eight feet or so from me, and as I caught sight of him, he looked back at me. Now, where do I go from here? I thought to myself.

I shot him a big smile and as I did he broke off his conversation with his fellow wallflower and bashfully grinned back.  Mouthing the word hi at him he returned the same with a hi but did not move from his position on the wall.  I knew it was going to be up to me go get this moving, so I took a sip of the punch, made a face like it tasted bad and then looked at him and asked, “Have you tried the punch?”

He left his position on the wall and approached me and said, “No, I’ve not.”

“It kind of tastes funny,” I replied.

Taking a cup, he scooped up some punch and tried it and said, “Seems okay to me.”

“Seems strangely bitter, maybe my taste buds are off today, but thanks anyway.”

“Glad to help out.  Sometimes when you come out from Earth, it takes a while to get used to the local water.  Maybe that’s what you taste, the water in the punch.”

“Maybe that’s it.  Thanks for explaining that.  You are so nice.”

Extending my hand, I said, “I’m Juliet.”

Shaking my hand, he said, “Weldon, Weldon Taylor.”

“Great to meet you Weldon.”

“It’s good to meet you Juliet.”

“Have you been out here long?” I asked.

“About five years.”

“If you’ve been here that long you must like it.”

“Oh, I do, this place is truly paradise,” he said.

Smiling at him I said, “I guess that’s why they call it Eden.”

We chuckled together at my comment and he then said, “Yeah, and you know the place truly is, the most beautiful spot in the galaxy.”

We stood there for a few seconds and he asked, “So, your first time out to Eden?”

“Oh yes, just arrived this morning.”

“Really?”

“That’s right.”

“You must be exhausted.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Naaaa, I’m pretty resilient.”

We laughed and I then asked, “So, Weldon, is this your first social?  Or have you been to others?”

“First one, how about you?”

After he completed his sentence, we both laughed and he said, “That was stupid, of course it’s your first one, you just got here.  Forgive me Juliet.”

Touching his arm, I said, “It was not stupid Weldon, these kinds of situations are a little bit awkward to say the least, and everyone is a little nervous.”

“Thanks Juliet.  You don’t seem nervous at all,” he said.

“I just hide it well.”

Looking around the room and then back at me he asked, “Would you like to have a seat and talk more?  If you want that is, or we can stand.”

With an ear to ear smile I said, “I would love that.”

Over the next two hours we talked extensively I learned so much about him, finding out that his profile had only skimmed the surface and a much deeper man lay underneath his shy exterior.  As we chatted, I quickly figured out that we had a lot in common and he was really a lot of fun to be around, and the more we talked the more I knew that he was a possible match for yours truly.

It was approaching 3:30 p.m. local time, at which time the social ended.  He looked up at the clock and said, “Wow, I can’t believe this is almost over, the time has just flown by this afternoon.”

At that point there was a brief pause in our conversation, and I added, “You’re right, two and half hours passed quickly.”

Next thing we knew, our director, Janie had jumped up on the stage and began to speak.  “Hello ladies and gentlemen, the social will end in five minutes.  I want to thank everyone for attending this afternoon.  From what I could see some of you were making some really good connections and I could tell that romance was in the air,” and as she finished that statement several people chuckled lightly.

“Yes, it’s true, I did see some good chemistry between some of you, and you know who you are,” and as she completed her sentence everyone laughed.

Continuing she said, “We will be having a dinner this evening, as well as a walking tour, for those of you who wish to participate.  Thank you.”

After she finished, we sat there at the table in silence for a bit before he finally said, “Well, I guess it’s almost over.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, it certainly is.”

We both stood up and he said, “Well, I guess I’ll see you later.”

“That would be great,” I replied.

Standing there awkwardly I knew he was wanting to see me again but was a little shy about asking, and I knew that he was a great potential partner for me and did not want to let him get away, and once again, like at the punch bowl, I was going to have to help this along.

“Well, bye,” he said, and started to turn slowly and I said, “Weldon.”

“Yes?”

“I had a really great time this afternoon.”

“Me too, I had a great time.  I’m sorry, I almost left without saying that.”

“It’s okay.  Like I said earlier, things like this are kind of awkward, don’t you think?”

Nodding he said, “Yeah, they really are.  Sometimes it’s kind of hard to know what to say.”

“I think when we were sitting at the table this afternoon you had plenty of things to say.”

“I guess I did, you’re naturally easy to talk to.”

“I feel the same way about you.”

Looking down at the floor and then back up at me he said, “I want to admit something to you Juliet, I’m sometimes a little shy around women.”

“Really?” I asked.  “You seem to be doing great.  You’re smart, a good conversationalist, well dressed, and have a lot going for you.”

“My sister who works with me at my company got me dressed for this, so I can’t take all the credit, but thanks.”

He did not know that was something he should not have admitted but I said, “Then my compliments to your sister, she has good taste in men’s clothing.”

“Well, maybe I’ll see you around, I mean at like another one of these.”

“Sooner rather than later I hope?”

“Yeah, that would be great.”

“When are you coming back to the next social?” I asked.

“I was planning on coming back tomorrow afternoon.”

Twirling my long dark hair with my thumb and forefinger I asked, “If you do will we have the chance to visit some more?”

His face lit up like you would not believe and he said, “Definitely, I would like that.  A lot!”

Starting to turn away and head toward the door he said, “Hey, I’ll look forward to seeing you tomorrow then.  Hopefully you won’t have met someone by then and you’ll still be free.”

Stopping dead in his tracks he said, “Juliet, if that sounded jerky, I apologize, I didn’t ….”

“I know, you didn’t mean anything by it, you told me you sometimes get a little nervous around girls.”

“Thanks for being so understanding.”

“You know how you hoped that I would not have met someone by the next social tomorrow and how you would like to see me again?”

He nodded.

“Remember what our director Janie said, there’s a dinner and tour of the city tonight.  There will be some couples who met here this afternoon, as well as all the unattached ladies, not to mention the guys here who did not meet someone this afternoon.  If you are free maybe we could go together, if you want that is.”

With an ear to ear grin he asked, “What time does it start?”


Chapter 10

We had dinner at a very nice restaurant in New London called Thames landing, clearly named after the river that runs through the original city of London, and Weldon and I ended up having a quiet table for two away from the group due to a lack of room at the main table.

The food was spectacular, my meal consisted of salad with tomatoes, all of which had been grown with seeds from back home as most of the vegetables were, as well as what could only be defined as an oversized shrimp almost the size of a lobster, which was native to the planet, followed by chocolate mousse, which needs no explanation.

After dinner we started our walking tour of the city which was good as I was stuffed and needed the exercise if I was going to keep my girlish figure for any length of time, and if I kept eating like I just had it was not going to last for long.  We walked for about an hour viewing all the sights of the city before we returned to the front of the restaurant where we had dined and the shuttle was supposed to pick us up and take us back to the hotel.  It was still a few minutes until our shuttle was due and we stood there patiently.

Spying a bench down the sidewalk I said, “Weldon, these mules are killing me, can we go over there and sit down?” pointing to the seat.

“Sure.”

As we started walking, I grabbed his arm and asked, “Can I hold onto you?  My feet are tired.”

“Of course.”

As we sat down, I slipped my feet out of my shoes and as my soles touched the sidewalk they felt so much better.

“Oh, that’s better, much better,” I said.

Sitting there I asked, “Can I ask you a question?  If it’s too personal, just say.”

Nodding he said, “Of course.”

“Why did you decide to use the service, the Inter-Global service?”

Looking at me strangely he asked, “You mean compared to one of the other ones?”

I shook my head and then he busted out laughing, and then I realized he was having a little bit of fun with me which I appreciated as I had not seen a lot of his fun-loving side to date.

With the back of my hand I hit his upper arm and said, “Silly, you know what I meant.”

“I know what you meant.  If I tell you why will you tell me?”

“Deal,” I said.

“You’ve heard there’s a shortage of women here?”

Nodding I said, “I have.”

“On top of that I’m usually pretty busy running my company, and don’t have a lot of time to date.”

“Okay, I get that.”

“I’ve been here five years, worked hard and done well, but at the end of the day I don’t have anyone to come to home to, and I don’t want to live the rest of my life alone.  It would be nice if I could meet the right girl, settle down, and who knows, maybe even have some kids.”

We sat there silently for a moment and after he mentioned having kids I thought about the prospect of having children, once again, and the pain of pushing something the size of a watermelon out of my vagina, which seemed designed to accommodate things the size of much smaller fruit in my opinion.

“Okay, what about you?”

“Honestly, I needed a change.  I was in a dead-end job, I did not attend school early on and gotten a degree or trade that would get me a good job, and on top of that I had no family.  I’d not been in a relationship for years and figured that maybe I could find a new life on Eden and potentially love if I met the right person.”

“You said you have no family?”

Nodding I said, “That’s right, my parents were both killed a number of years ago, and it’s just me.”

We sat there in silence for a bit and he said, “I can relate, my parents are both gone too, but I have a sister, who is also an engineer that works with me at the company, she is also my business partner.”

“What does she say about you using a matchmaking service?”

“Are you kidding?  She’s in favor of it.  She is married and has two kids and wants nieces and nephews and mentions it to me almost every day.  How do you feel about kids?”

Looking at him sitting there on the bench I really and truly noticed what a nice looking man he was, kind, warm, caring, and how much he was digging me of all people, and as he gazed at me I started to feel warmth that I never thought possible with a man.  Up to this point I had just been going through the motions, it was all technical, but now something had changed, and I was making a connection with him.

“Well, what about it?  How do you feel about kids?”

“I think you would be great to have kids with.”

We sat there silently for a moment and then I said, “Weldon, did that sound strange the way I phrased that?”

He laughed and said, “It’s okay, I know what you meant.”

Sitting there gazing into one another’s eyes I suddenly felt an overwhelming urge to kiss him, and hopefully he was feeling the same, and on top of that a tingling sensation was developing in my panties which was totally unexpected.  It was clear that I had just about made the transition to womanhood since a man was turning me on and I was dying to play tonsil hockey with him.  Leaning closer him I was trying to give him the signal that I was ready for some smooching, but he just wasn’t getting it.  I leaned over a little more and then took both my hands grabbed the lapels of his jacket and gently tried to pull him toward me.

“You sure are handsome this evening,” I said.

“Thanks.”

Edging up even closer to him I asked, “I hope I looked pretty tonight.  You know I like you and wanted to look nice for you.”

“Oh, you did, I mean do, you are beautiful Juliet.”

“Do you think so?”

Finally, I edged up to him where I was six inches away from his mouth and asked, “So, you think I’m pretty?”

“Oh God yes,” he said excitedly.

“Do you think I’m pretty enough to kiss?”

“Oh Juliet, you are and are definitely beautiful enough to kiss, any day of the week.”

I was right on top of this guy and could not figure out what was wrong with him.  Here I was a beautiful young woman, throwing myself at him, and he could not kiss me?  What was going on with this?  Was something wrong with me that I did not know about?

“Any day of the week?” I asked.

“Sorry, that sounded stupid, any day of the week?  I keep on saying goofy things.”

I finally backed off, released his lapels and moved back to my original seat, thinking this was going nowhere.  I really liked him but did not understand him.

“Weldon, I’m going to level with you, you’re a really nice guy and I like you a lot.”

“I like you too Juliet.”

“Do you?”

“I really do.”

“Prove it.”

“What?  How?”

“Kiss me,” I said as I slide over closer to him, “But only if you want to.”

With a serious look he leaned over and kissed me and to this day, I have to say, it was the most memorable, romantic, and gentle kiss I’ve ever know, because it was the first time I’d been kissed by a guy.  We smooched for some time before we finally broke lip contact. I then put my arms around his neck and said, “You do like me.”

Nodding he said, “See, I told you.”

“Then how come earlier, when I was six inches away from you, wanting you to kiss me, you would not?”

“I once had a girl tell me that I kind of came on too strong, and ever since I’ve had trouble and don’t know what’s too strong and what’s not.”

Giving him a peck on the lips I said, “She was a total bitch.  Now that we’ve got that baggage out of the way….”

“We do,” and then he leaned over and kissed me again, and that time we French kissed, and for a shy nerd it sure seemed like he got the hang of it quickly, and the more we smooched the more turned on I was getting.

When we finally took a breather, we noticed the shuttle was pulling away, and I grabbed my shoes and purse and we began chasing it but it was too late.  Standing there as it faded out of sight I asked, “What are we going to do now?”

“I’ll get us ride back to the hotel,” he said.

“Darn it, I can’t believe we missed the shuttle.”

“I should have been paying closer attention,” he said.

Standing on my tiptoes I put my arms around his neck and said, “It’s possible that you were distracted,” and kissed him.

Putting his arms around me he said, “You do that quite well.”

“Distract you?”

“Yes.”

“Good, that’s the effect I was going for” I said just before we began to kiss once again, and as we stood there with the two moons above beaming their rays down upon us, it felt like we were the only two people in the universe.  At that moment, in his arms I felt for the first time in my life that I was truly complete, whole and knew what I was.  I was a woman, and this was my destiny, and since that day I’ve felt a peace in my heart mind and soul that has given me comfort like I’ve never know.


Chapter 11

After arriving back at the hotel Weldon and I walked into the lobby and took a table in the bar and we ordered two cups of coffee and began to chat about ourselves, our lives, and the evening that we’d had.

“Weldon, there’s something I have to tell you before we continue, and hopefully you won’t be mad at me, but I want to get this on the table in the event it is an issue, okay?”

“Sounds heavy.  Are you in trouble?”

“No, it’s nothing like that.”

“Stop right there,” he said.

Looking at him he continued and said, “Juliet, this may seem sudden, but I want to talk to you about something, something important.”

I nodded.

“I know you just got out here today, and we’ve only had two dates, but I really like you.”

Smiling at him and placing my hand on top of his I said, “Oh Weldon, I like you too, and very much.”

“That’s exactly how I feel, and I know this may seem sudden but, Juliet, you’re the girl for me, and I want you to be mine.”

The expression he was using was very old fashioned but for some reason I absolutely loved it, so I leaned over and hugged him and said, “I feel the same way.”

“Good, then why don’t we think about getting married?”

I’m sure I looked somewhat surprised at that moment and I was.  I was hoping marriage with him would be the end result in all of this but the same day?

“Let me tell you what I need to, and then we will see if you still want to marry me, okay?”

Nodding he said, “Okay, this doesn’t have anything to do with the DNA rewrite you had does it?”

With what I was sure was a shocked look on my face I asked, “How on Earth did you know that?”

“I have to admit something to you, before you even left Earth, I saw your profile.  They let clients, like me, see them before you even get on the ship.  The moment I saw your photo I knew you were the one so doing what any logical minded guy like me would do I ran a full background on you.”

“You did?”

He nodded.

“Weldon, in a way I kind of feel like my privacy has been invaded.”

Putting his hand on top of mine he said, “I get that, but like I said, when I saw your picture I wanted you to be mine more than anything, and not being very experienced with relationships I decided to run a background check to help protect me from making a bad decision, after all, I’m paying an insane amount of money to be matched.”

“So, you’ve known all along?”

He nodded.

“And you don’t care?  You accept me just as I am?”

“Juliet, I’m crazy about you and want you to be my bride.”

I began to cry, and he asked, “What’s wrong?  I said its okay.”

Trying to talk through my tears I said, “You know how we girls are, we’re pretty emotional at times like this.”

We both started to laugh and he said, “Juliet, one more thing, I’m so sorry about your parents and I know how it feels to lose your folks, you see, my mom and dad were on the same flight yours were on that sad day five years ago.”

“Oh my God, why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

“The memory is still painful to this day and I figured it would be for you as well, and I wanted to try and not mention it until later.”

Weldon held me as I cried, and as the tears flowed I was feeling a range of emotions including the loss of my parents as well as joy knowing how much he cared for me and the fact that he wanted to spend his life with me, which was the highest compliment of all.

“So, what do you say?  I promise I’ll try and be a good husband.”

Smiling at him I said, “I have absolutely no doubt that you would be a great husband.”

I leaned over and kissed him once again and he said, “I’m not trying to be pushy, and I’ll give you until tomorrow to think about it if you need it.  By the way, are you a good cook?”

Not wanting to lie I said, “You know what, when I follow the directions in the cookbook, it always turns out well.”

“I can’t ask more than that.”

Sitting there silently he said, “Well, I’d better get going, I’ve got to be at the office early and it’s getting late.  Will you let me know what your answer is when we meet at the social tomorrow?  If you’ll say yes, I promise to work every day to make you happy.”

“What did you say your sister’s name was?” I asked.

“I guess I never did say, it’s Esmerelda.”

“Will you tell her something for me?”

Looking at me strangely he laughed and said, “Sure.”

“Tell her I look forward to her being my sister-in-law, and ask her if she’ll be in my wedding?”

It took a second for it to sink in but he finally got it and his face lit up and he stood up and announced to everyone in the bar, “I’m getting married to this woman,” and pointed to me, “Drinks are on me.”

Everyone in the bar stood up and clapped and as I rose to my feet we kissed and I knew at that moment that I loved him, and had absolutely no doubt that he was mad about me as well.

Rachelle happened to be in the bar with a guy she had met earlier at the social and she rushed over to me and hugged me and said, “Congratulations.”

“Thanks.”

“Girl you sure do work fast, I’m nowhere close to getting married to the good doctor over there, if I’m lucky I may get a friendship ring by the end of the week, and even that’s doubtful.  What’s your secret?”

“Do you really want to know the secret?” I asked.

“I do, spill it.”

“Marry a nerd.”


Chapter 12

Rachelle did end up marrying a nerd after all.  She hooked up with Pete, a computer programmer who had originally been my number two choice, and he fell head over heels for her instantly.  Initially she was a little put off by him as she wanted a good-looking doctor or lawyer, but after she found out what kind of money he made she was able to overlook it.  Eventually she confessed to me that she liked the way he treated her, and last time we spoke she was trying to work on improving his wardrobe.

So, Weldon and I got married the following Saturday and it couldn’t have been a more perfect day, with the sun shining brightly as we said our nuptials on the beautiful green lawn of the hotel.  I was wearing a strapless wedding dress which was absolutely gorgeous, and Esmerelda was kind enough to loan me a pearl necklace which had belonged to her mother.  My new husband was absolutely dashing in his tux that afternoon and was the most handsome man I’d ever seen in my life and I was so proud to become his wife.  My heart was filled with more joy than I ever thought possible when I said I do and became his bride.

After getting married and taking a brief honeymoon to the country for a week, we returned home and got down to the business of daily living including cooking, and after some trial and error I’ve actually gotten quite good at it, or should I be honest and say that I’ve improved instead.  I would like to also add that during our honeymoon I got over any fears that I may previously have had about having sex with a man, so let’s just leave it at that.  Wink, wink.

I ended up getting a job at Weldon’s company and am being trained as an engineering assistant and it’s actually a lot of fun.  I’m also going to school part time and am studying engineering.  In my wildest dreams I never thought I would be able to have a great job like the one I’ve got, be going to school, living on Eden of all places, and be married to the love of my life, but here I am.  I’ve thought so many times about the conversations that my old friend Shayne and I had about moving here, and I know he must envy me.  I sincerely hope that one day he is able to fulfill his dream of being able to live here as well.

The one thing that I learned during my journey was that sometimes all you need to do is take the first step toward your dreams and the rest will fall in place.  I truly encourage you to do the same and hope that you too will find as much happiness as I have.

Love, Juliet.
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