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Chapter 1

When I was a kid growing up, my parents raised me by a particular set of values just as many of yours did I’m sure.  My folks told me that the right thing to do was to go to school, get good grades, go to college, land a job with a large employer and set up a retirement account and/or pension, save money, get married to a nice girl, buy a house, have a family, then send my kids to college, and eventually retire.  I spent so many years of my life under the impression that if I did all the right things, as I just described, that my life would turn out perfect.  How could I believe anything else as that was what I was taught?  Sound familiar?  Did your mom and dad tell you the same?  I already know your response and the answer is yes.  Anyway, one morning, not too long ago, I found out that life sometimes has its own agenda and your plans can easily be derailed by what fate it has in store for you. This is my story.

As many men all across the U.S. woke up over the stretch of that week, it was a seven-day period like no other in history and by the time all was said and done 5,012 gentlemen from east to west and north to south had become ladies, in every sense of the word.  The fact that such a thing could occur wasn’t even imaginable but had happened, and there was no denying it.

On TV and in the news, it was described as an endemic style incident caused by an accident in a genetic research laboratory where two separate experiments were inadvertently exposed to one another.  Of these one involved a project designed to help speed up hormone replacement therapy in trans women which at the same time enhanced their existing features to make them appear more feminine, and was supposedly groundbreaking, though strictly experimental.  The other, being worked on in an adjoining laboratory, dealt with the modification of grains to produce more robust wheat and rye harvests, hoping to increase food supplies globally.

Supposedly, after the grains were exposed to the other experiment they were planted, reached maturity, and harvested.  Instead of being run through a rigorous testing process, as all genetically modified grains are, they were accidentally lost and mixed in with regular harvests and then sold to a commercial food supplier, were processed, and were turned into flour.  From there the flour was packaged and sold as institutional product and distributed to universities, restaurants, prisons, and the military to name a few. 

That’s the story, or that’s what the news said anyway, and I wasn’t sure if I fully bought their story and feel the same to this day.  The world will probably really never know the truth as the government and their agencies such as ACE (American Counterintelligence and Espionage) seem to have a way of manipulating and controlling information, then again, maybe I’m wrong and put too much stock in potential conspiracies.

No matter what the real truth was the fact remained that I just happened to fall into the group that it affected. One, I had consumed bread containing the substance which I am pretty sure was at an airport restaurant where I stopped for a quick bite to eat one day.  Two, I had O-Negative blood, and three, I also had green eyes.  All 5,012 of us who were changed had those factors in common as we all woke up one morning to find that our world and life had changed forever as we were now women.  Yep, honest to goodness fully functional biological females with all the bells and whistles, so to speak, and there was no going back.

For weeks afterward, the talking heads on the major networks seemed to be interviewing a continuous stream of experts including those from the government such as the CDC, politicians, university-educated PhDs, as well as fundamentalist preachers who claimed this was a result of the nation turning its back on God and this was part of its punishment.  I didn’t know what they were talking about, but I was a good Catholic who had always played by all the rules, as I mentioned earlier, and had been faithful to the church.  For the life of me, I couldn’t imagine that the wrath of heaven could possibly apply to me.  Anyway, the news kept on covering it over and over and over until they burned it out and milked every ounce of advertising revenue possible and then moved on to their next item of interest, whatever that was.

This is my story of the aftermath that occurred in my personal life following my change and of how I worked to pick up the pieces afterward in an attempt to rebuild a new life for myself.


Chapter 2

I will forego the details following my transition early that Friday morning because they are inconsequential as similar incidents, where men had been changed into women, had been in the news for several days prior.  All I can say is that when my wife Amy woke up next to a strange woman early that morning she was only moderately in shock versus severely, and I didn’t have to spend an eternity trying to validate my identity to her with a series of personal questions that only the two of us might know the answers to as the media had prepared the country with the onslaught of like stories. 

The first two nights after I had changed, she went and stayed with her friend Nicole. Amy was pretty freaked out and I couldn’t blame her, as I suspect I would have been as well.  Despite the fact that I was her husband and was the same person inside (I meant my mind because if you got right down to it, I was not as I now had ovaries and a vagina, all of which were inside) in so many ways I was not.  She said that she knew I was in there, but she couldn’t help herself because when she looked at me all she could see was a strange woman.  I couldn’t fault her for that because I was having the same issue every time that I looked in the mirror.  Anyway, she asked me to just give her a little time and she would be back in a couple of days, which I understood because if she had been changed into a guy I might have felt the same way.  However, it was hard for me too because it was all new to me, and as far as I was concerned my body had been stolen and I was scared to death.  I remember being in the house alone those two nights, horrified at what had happened to me wondering what fate lay ahead of me as my entire life had been whisked away.  The uncertainty of my future was probably the spookiest part of all.

So, what was my Mrs. to do with her new wife?  She was now married to a lady who was 5’4”, with blonde hair and green eyes.  I was exactly the same as before except my hair was longer and my features were softer, oh, and I was a woman. 

Despite the fact that my newfound situation was forced upon me, I had to admit that I was attractive for a woman of forty-four years of age and was glad of that because it was better than the alternative of being an ugly girl.  As a side note, every one of us, all 5,012 men, turned into a girl who was the same age that they had been as a man and not into hot young bimbos, as the process was clearly not a fountain of youth. 

Upon returning from her friend Nicole’s after a couple of nights, she told me that I was still her husband Brian and we shouldn’t do anything rash as it was still my home.  I felt this was good because over the years I had made plenty of payments on the place.  However, she said she didn’t feel comfortable sleeping with me as by all physical appearances I was not her husband and was a woman, which meant girl-on-girl action with her was probably out.

We immediately prepped the guest bedroom for my use as that would be where I was staying for the foreseeable future, or until I got changed back, whichever came first.  After tidying the room up and moving out the excess consumer goods being stored in it to the garage, I was all set.  Now, all that I needed to do was to put my own finishing touches on it, like maybe getting a TV, which was at the top of my priority list.  Oh, that and clothes, as I had been wearing stuff that Amy had loaned me for the past two days. 

Personally, I didn’t see what the big deal was and wondered why I couldn’t keep using her stuff, but she disagreed and thought it was important that I have a few articles of my own.  Part of that included wearing her unmentionables so I got that as I would probably have felt that same way even if they had been washed.  It’s just the thought, you know, that Willy and the boys had been there so I’m sure the same applied as she was probably not digging wearing stuff where Cooter had been a houseguest in her undergarment department.

With living arrangements out of the way, it was coming up on the lunch hour, and Amy and I were standing in the living room talking about planning an afternoon shopping trip to procure my new wardrobe.  Suddenly the door opened and in bounced my twenty-one-year-old daughter Alexis and my son Tyler right behind her, and she walked up in front of me, stopped, dropped her bag, and stood there and looked at me.

“Daddy?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “It’s me, sweetie.”

She smiled warmly, took a couple of steps toward me, gave me a great big hug, and then stepped back with her hands still on my shoulders and said, “Oh daddy, I heard what happened, how are you holding up?”

“I’m hanging in there baby, just one day at a time.”

Taking another step back she looked at me and said, “You know, you kind of resemble the female members of your side of the family, don’t you think?”

I had been thinking the same thing as I did sort of look like my sister and especially my mother when she was younger in a roundabout kind of way, but that’s not totally uncommon and I think they call it genes and they carry downward in a family line.

Nodding I said, “Yes Alexis, I do believe you’re right.”

“And they were all pretty women, just as you are,” and as she finished speaking a look of horror came to her face and she said, “Oh my God, I hope that didn’t come out as offensive as that was the last thing I was trying to do.  I know you have this new female body and that you are trapped in it, but by no means am I saying that you are required to live life as and identify as a woman and my remark about being pretty may have come across that I was painting you as such.  I want you to know that’s not the case and you have the freedom to do what you wish as well as be who and what you desire to be.”

Alexis was majoring in social work at college and was also just about as liberal as they come and if I said she was a liberal Democrat that description might be a little light because she was pretty hard left, so much that the Soviets might have fired her is it was a few decades earlier.  She was always so very concerned about being PC and not being offensive, and sometimes to the point where it might get on one’s nerves, especially mine.

Chuckling at her I said, “Not to worry, and after all, I am a woman, for the moment anyway so let’s go with that, and don’t worry about all the politically correct stuff because I’m not at all concerned about it, okay?”

She nodded and said, “Okay.”

My son Tyler stepped up and said, “Hey dad.”

I smiled, nodded at him, and said, “Hey.  How’s it going at school?”

Still keeping his distance, he had a somewhat stoic look on his face and finally squinted his eyes and turned his head slightly to the right before responding and said, “Good,” and continued to stand there looking at me.  His expression reminded me of how one’s face would probably appear if they had just seen a spaceship land in their backyard and an alien was walking down the ramp toward them.

“Tyler, why don’t you give dad or hug?  Or at least shake his hand?” Alexis asked him in an agitated tone.

“It’s okay honey, he doesn’t have to,” I said.

Still just standing there I asked him, “So, everything’s been going good at school?”

Nodding he still stood there still looking at me strangely not saying a word.  I figured he was probably freaked out and maybe even scared that if he made contact with me or touched me in any way that he too would befall the strange fate that I had, as the news still wasn’t doing anything to calm the public’s fears and there was a lot of misinformation out there and the social media posts didn’t help either.  One of the scariest parts of all of it was that there were so many people buying into the bullshit like it was real or something and the major networks were doing nothing to help.  One example I clearly recalled was a video on social media that someone had made, and it contained an overweight man with a gray beard wearing a stained red t-shirt sitting behind the steering wheel of his car.  He began talking and said that the president was getting ready to declare martial law as a result of this as it was an attempt by a foreign power to take over the country, and if this wasn’t done the nation would fall.  This man said the reason he knew about this was that he was a pastor and preached prophecy to his congregation.  Expanding upon this he explained that he had access to classified information which he just happened to get from those in his sphere of influence including defense contractors who attended his church.  After finishing his video I didn’t know how much stock I put in his claim.  However, there was one thing that I was sure of which was based on the size of his belly I was positive that he was incredibly well networked at his local Global House of Waffles.  Of that, I had absolutely no doubt as he was clearly a heavy hitter there and knew all the staff on a first-name basis.

Amy then walked up to her brother and gave him a hug, which he returned, and then she said to him, “Tyler, it will be okay to at least shake hands with your dad.”

“It’s okay Amy, if he feels uncomfortable …., it’s alright.”

Alexis then went up to him and hugged him and started rubbing her face against his and said, “I just touched dad and now I’m rubbing it all over you,” and he quickly pushed her away and said, “Stop dude.”

Alexis and Amy stood there laughing uproariously and I had to admit that it was kind of funny the way that she had worked hard to get him riled up.

He then stepped up to me and offered his hand and we shook.  Standing there he said, “Dad, I can’t believe it’s really you in there.”

“If you think this is difficult, try and imagine how I feel.”

“Yeah, I bet it’s pretty fucked up.”

“Language,” his mother said sternly in a less than pleased tone, “Please show your father some respect.”

Without saying a word, I nodded and then looked around to make sure that no one was watching and then mouthed, “Yeah, it’s fucked up dude,” and as I completed my silent words he chuckled.

“Have you kids had lunch yet?” Amy asked.

“No, and I’m starved,” Tyler announced.

“You’re always starved,” Alexis said.

“Don’t they feed you kids at college?” I asked.

“They feed us fine dad, the issue is that your son is a bottomless pit that can’t be filled,” Alexis said.

“As I recall, Midwestern Central State had a pretty good cafeteria?” I asked.

“And they still do, except for the fact that your son eats half of the gross national product of a small country, which could be used to save millions of starving children globally,” Alexis added.

“Okay, enough of that,” Amy added, “How about we go out for lunch?  Then for those who are interested, we are taking your dad out shopping. He needs some new clothes as none of his old ones fit, plus he needs some threads that fit his new persona a little better given his current circumstances, don’t you think Brian?”

“Well, you are correct regarding the part about none of my clothes fitting.  The part about my new threads fitting my new circumstances…., I don’t know. I’m going to be hard-pressed to get too girly with all this, so don’t be surprised.  Finally, since you prefer that I have my own apparel versus sharing yours, I guess that’s the way it is.”

“Dad,” Alexis said, “Girls need their own stuff, and now that you are one of us, whether temporarily or long term, you need your own wardrobe.  It’s kind of a cultural or social thing with us ladies, which you will learn more about as time goes on.”

“Provided that I end up staying this way?”

Nodding Alexis said, “Of course, that goes without saying.  But right now, the important thing is to get you up and running as a girl so you can be successful given your new situation.”

“That will be fine my dear, and by the way, I am not offended that you called me a girl,” and as I completed my sentence, I could see a pissed off look come across her face because I think she was under the impression that I was making fun of her.  And I was.


Chapter 3

Lunch was great, and I could have sworn it was some of the best food I’d ever had, but then again it truly was the first decent meal I’d had since my transition.  During my time at the house alone, after Amy had departed to stay with Nicole for a few days, I had pretty much been putting together whatever I could find in the refrigerator or cupboard with the limited culinary skills that I possessed.  Fortunately, there was a thing called delivery which had also helped supplement my then-given condition and supplied me with such delicacies as pizza and wings, which I was truly glad to get.  However, since I was now a female I suspected that was something I would have to watch if I didn’t want my hips blowing up too big as I did have a cute figure.  The last thing I wanted was to develop thighs the size of a hippopotamus, I said to myself as I devoured my fatty food.  Oh well, what the hell, I said to myself as I finished the last slice of pizza that evening as I sat home alone.  Yep, I will start tomorrow!

Afterward, it was onto the mall for some serious shopping and the prospect of it seemed more like a chore than anything.  Don’t get me wrong I don’t hate shopping but it’s not at the top of my list of favorite things to do as there are so many other activities that are truly a lot more fun.  Over the years I had always dressed well but hadn’t made a big deal out of it as when I needed something I went to the store, purchased item, returned home.  A simple process really compared to the mindset where one goes shopping, buys sales items whether they need them or not, continues shopping in an attempt to procure more consumer goods, on sale, well, I think you see what I mean.

Amy and Alexis were the leaders on this project, and I was doing what I was told, mainly because I had no idea what I needed as this was the first time I had ever been a member of the opposite sex, not counting that time in college, well, never mind.  Seriously, I knew there were elements of being a female that I knew nothing about, and I was going to need help and when you need to learn about something you know nothing about, and fast, you use a professional.  And clearly, since I needed help existing and functioning as a woman I was fortunate to have two experts at my disposal.

First stop was the beauty salon where I got my hair styled.  Personally, I thought it was just fine but the girls had other ideas and that was that.  Then it was time for a Mani and a Pedi where I had my nails painted in a shade of blue-green which was supposed to be a great spring and summer color according to the girls anyway.  When complete I did have to admit that it had livened up my otherwise plain nails, though I would have never have admitted it as the macho side of me wasn’t ready to do that, just yet.  From there it was onto the makeup counter where the ladies and the staff on duty helped select the shades of war paint that they claimed would be best for my skin tone and I learned something as I didn’t know that was even a thing.  Incredible!

It wasn’t over yet as we hadn’t even bought any clothes, which was the reason we were out in the first place as Amy didn’t like me in her panties, or should I say wearing them?  It was a non-stop drop until you shop kind of afternoon as we went from store to store where Amy and Alexis outfitted me with accessories, dresses, slacks, tops, bras, panties, shoes, and a couple of handbags as well.  It’s highly possible there was some other stuff but don’t hold me to it as it was all a blur with so much stuff going on in such a short period of time.  Ah, the good old days, when I was a guy, life and shopping had been so much simpler, but no need to complain, right?

As we finished our shopping experience I was outfitted in a purple floral print dress, perfect for the warm weather we’d been having along with a gold cross necklace, earrings, a couple of bracelets and finally a pair of flat sandals, which was good because I wasn’t ready for heels.  The ladies had definitely fixed me up and I was a girly girl in every sense of the word and even had on makeup. 

While walking, for some reason, it popped into my mind that now that I was a woman, I would probably be totally gay, which I could not help, and I was sure that my parents would not approve of me living such a lifestyle.  Thinking back into my past, I remembered how my parents were not very LGBT friendly, and the question in my mind was, would they have approved of me being a lesbian despite the fact that I used to be a man?  Or would they tell me I needed to switch over because that was the morally right thing to do?  Thank the Lord they were no longer living.  Did I just say that?  Personally, I had always chosen to live a certain way but I also respected the rights of others to live as they chose, kind of a live and let live attitude, but I had also always believed that we were all equal and no one deserved any special rights either.

Walking toward the mall exit all four of us had our hands full as it appeared we had enough stuff to outfit an armored division, provided they needed women’s clothes, as we were carrying many shopping bags, all loaded with my new stuff.  Amy and Alexis were slightly ahead of Tyler and I who were walking side by side several steps behind them and it seemed that I was having to walk faster than I regularly did to keep up.  Then I remembered that the legs that shipped standard with my new body were shorter, and going forward my strides would not carry me as far, just part of my new normal that I would need to get used to.  Feeling Tyler’s eyes on me I looked over at him as his gawking at me was a bit disturbing so I finally asked, “Hey, what’s up, something wrong?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Dad, I can’t believe it’s really you in there.”

“Didn’t you say that earlier?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “Maybe I did.  But now that you’ve got on nice clothes and are all fixed up, you, well ….” And he stopped.

“I what?”

“This may sound weird but you’re pretty hot dad.  You’re even prettier than mom.”

Looking ahead I noticed that Amy had not turned around, which was good, as the last thing I wanted was for his comment to hurt her feelings as she might not take a comment like that well.  At present things had calmed down, Amy was back home, the kids were visiting and I just wanted everything to stay cool and calm.  All I wanted for the moment was to get my feet on the ground, with my newly painted toes, and move forward with life, and the last thing I needed was to be in competition with my wife over who was hottest as a result of Tyler’s stupidity.

Whispering to him I said, “Yeah, well, please don’t repeat that in front of your mom, okay?”

He nodded and then after a few seconds he said, “Dad if any of my friends see what you look like they’re going to say you’re a MILF.”

Turning and looking at him I’m sure I had a confused look on my face as I repeated, “MILF?  What’s that?  Did I understand that correctly?  Is that spelled M-I-L-F?”

Before he could respond Amy and Alexis stopped and turned toward us and my wife said, “Hey, it is about 6:30, how do you feel about stopping and having dinner before we head home?”

“Sounds good to me,” I said ecstatically.

“Any preference?” she asked.

“Hmmm.  Let me think,” I said as I looked upward at the ceiling for a few moments before my gaze returned to her.  “I’m in the mood for something warm, something filling?  Maybe steak, or pork chops, even seafood.  I’m sorry, I know that’s kind of a wide range.”

“How about The ChopHouse?” she asked.

“The ChopHouse?”

“Why not?  They’ve got everything you just mentioned, and more.”

“Isn’t that kind of expensive?” I replied

“Nothing’s too good for my wife,” she said with a slight chuckle before smiling at me and then turned and began walking toward the mall exit, Tyler and I following right behind her and Alexis.


Chapter 4

The ChopHouse was a unique restaurant in the sense that it was on the eighth floor of an office building versus a standalone location as so many dining establishments typically are.  However, it did overlook the city of Four Points business district on one side and the Point River on the other and was a perfect place for a couple to celebrate their anniversary or other special occasion because of the romantic setting.

Overlooking Point River, one could see the picturesque sidewalk running the length of the body of water which was well lit with a long row of antique street lamps, and from the dining room, one could watch people of all ages strolling up and down it enjoying the evening.  The restaurant was renowned for its food and people came from all over just to dine there as their cuisine was considered some of the best in the state.  Most recently, they’d had the good fortune of hiring Chef Jemil who they had stolen away from a five-star restaurant in San Francisco and was internationally respected as he was somewhat of a celebrity in culinary circles.  His resume included the fact that he had published a number of cookbooks and was no stranger to cable television cooking shows which were too numerous to mention and had prepared many a meal for celebrities as well as heads of state. 

After being seated by the hostess, a very pretty young blonde that couldn’t have been more than nineteen years of age, and to boot was very disinterested in her position but was polite nonetheless, we had the pleasure of meeting our server.  Chloe was very professional and knew her stuff and was also well versed on the entire menu including the wine list and recommended the perfect glass of red which she thought would go perfect with my meal.  After ordering she quickly returned with our beverages so we settled back, chatted about our day and waited patiently.

It couldn’t have been five minutes later that a man of about my age or maybe a couple of years older was suddenly standing in front of our table and he was smiling at us proudly displaying a full set of pearly white teeth, and for a moment I could have sworn that one of them sparkled like a star.  Clearly, the wine must have been affecting me because that was not possible, but, the question still lingering in my mind was where did he come from because it was like he appeared out of thin air.  Could he have beamed in?

Examining him I could see that he was well dressed and was wearing a black suit with a pocket square that had little penguins on it as well as a well starched white shirt and no tie.  As I scanned him, I could not help but notice his piercing blue eyes which were a brilliant shade of Mediterranean ocean as I’d never seen that particular tint before.  I also thought it interesting that for someone his age he didn’t have a spot of gray in his full head of dark brown hair, but I figured he just had good genetics as some people are just lucky that way.

“Good evening, just wanted to check and make sure that we’re taking care of you this evening,” he said as he scanned the table with his gaze finally stopping at me.

His attention shifted to Amy as she said, “Oh yes, we are, thank you,” and then he turned back toward me and said, “Good, please let me know if you need anything at all.  By the way, I’m Jeff,” and shook hands with all four of us at the table with me being the last and as we finished I said, “Good to meet you sir.”

Chuckling he said, “Please call me Jeff, Miss ….?”

“Oh, just call me, ….”

Shit, I thought to myself, what should I tell him my name is because once I say Brian his head is going to turn sideways like a cocker spaniel being shown something that freaks them out.  Why hadn’t I thought ahead because I should have known that something like that might happen?  I definitely didn’t want to get into a socially awkward conversation and respond by saying, Oh, I’m Brian.  Unusual name you say?  Ha, ha, ha, it’s because I used to be a man.  What?  Don’t be ridiculous, I don’t have a penis!  On top of not wanting to broadcast it the government had also told us to keep our condition quiet lest it be to our immediate family and only, but only, true and trusted friends.  As I previously mentioned, there were conspiracy and religious nuts jobs out there that claimed that we were Satan’s spawn and stated that a great cleansing was necessary to purify the country.  Some had even made death threats saying that the world would not be safe until we were eradicated from its surface as we were all abominations, and it was the will of God that we be removed and they would do whatever it took to ensure that.

It felt like I was sitting there in silence for an eternity, even though it was only a couple of seconds, but, before I could respond my daughter Alexia looked at me and asked, “Brianna, was your wine good?  If it is, I might like to order a glass for myself.”

Whew!

“Yes, as a matter of fact it was,” I replied, I said elatedly, as her quick thinking had definitely saved the day as I now knew my name, well, or at least the one I was going to respond with anyway.

Turning back toward him I chuckled and said, “I guess you know my name now, I’m Brianna.”

“Well, it’s certainly nice to meet you Brianna, and that’s a very pretty name.”

“Thank you, that’s very nice of you to say,” I said as I smiled and looked straight at him, and his gaze was clearly fixed on yours truly.

Looking at Alexis he said, “Miss, I’ll have Chloe bring you a glass of the same wine Brianna is having, and once again if you all need anything at all please let us know, and it was so nice meeting all of you and thanks for coming in,” and as he finished speaking he looked at me and shot me a warm ear to ear smile before turning and walking away.

“Alexis you are a lifesaver, and by the way, that was brilliant how you came up with that variation on my name so quickly.”

“Nothing to it dad.  After I first heard you were affected by the endemic, that was the first thing that came to mind.  It just kind of popped into my head.  What do you think?  Are you going to go with that as your new name or pick another one?”

“I’ve not decided.”

The government had announced that the full name change process would be covered at no fee as a result of the incident and that those affected could select any name that they wished as they started their new life.  However, it was all so new that I hadn’t had time to mentally process it.

Everyone sat there smiling at me and after a few moments I asked, “What?”

“It was clear that he was a little bit taken with you,” Amy said and then chuckled.

“Really?  What makes you say that?”

“Are you kidding daddy?  He had it bad for you?” Alexis added.

Looking at my son I asked, “What do you think?”

Nodding he said, “Yeah dude, for sure.  Like I said earlier, you’re pretty hot for an older woman dad.”

“And as I recall, when we were at the mall you also said I was a M-I-L-F?  Whatever that is?” and I then scanned the table and threw both of my hands out to the side and raised my eyebrows.

Everyone at the table chuckled and Amy asked, “Brian, I mean Brianna, excuse me, have you never heard that phrase before?”

Looking around at everyone I shook my head.

Then looking at Tyler a stern look came across Amy’s face and she said, “Young man, don’t use inappropriate terms like that in front of the family as that’s offensive.”

With a look of shame, he looked down and said, “Sorry mom.”

“Look it up on your phone Daddy,” Alexis said.

Taking my cell out of my handbag I type in the letters and was shocked at what came up and as I viewed the findings I turned toward Tyler and said, “Your mother is right, you need to learn some respect for ….,” and then I stopped myself.  Why?  Because I was about to say the word women and I wasn’t quite sure that I was ready to refer to myself using that term.  Finally, I finished by saying, “Well, you just need to learn respect because …., that’s just not cool, like your mom said.”

“Sorry dad,” he said and then continued playing on his cell phone after a few brief moments of guilt in his voice which I was sure were not all that heartfelt.

“Brian, Brianna, you know who that man was?” Amy asked.

Shaking my head I then looked at her and shrugged my shoulders and she added, “Dr. Jeffrey James, he’s the owner of this place.”

“Really?  Between working here and practicing medicine I bet he stays busy.” I replied.

Nodding she said, “He owns the restaurant, and I’m pretty sure he does not actually work here as he probably has management staff that runs the place for him day-to-day.  I am also sure that he occasionally pops in to check on the place as any good owner would do and this is a random visitation and we were just fortunate to have been able to have met him.”

“How do you know that?” Alexis asked.

“Our local newspaper Point to Point did a story on him and the restaurant not too long ago, and I just happened to catch the article.”

“Wow, maybe you’ll land a doctor for your new husband dad,” Tyler said.

Looking at him as though I was about to kill him, and that wasn’t far from the truth at that moment in time I asked, “Are you trying to be funny?”

With a sheepish look he said, “Sorry, I was trying to be funny.  That’s apparently not helping.”

“And besides,” Amy replied, “Brianna here is still technically married to me.”

“Now that Dad is a woman, are you going to stay married to him, I mean her, Mom?” Tyler asked.

“Tyler, you are such an asshole,” Alexis said.

“Language,” Amy said, “But you are right Alexis, he is, and young man that was totally uncalled for.”

“Sorry mom, I was just asking.”

Shaking her head Amy said, “Well don’t, let’s just all settle down and relax and take this one day at a time and try and enjoy our evening out.”

There was silence after the conversation finished and we continued to sit there waiting on our food to arrive, and as we did it was hard for me not to think of the content of the discussion that had just occurred.  The looming question that had been brought up which everyone was thinking but no one was saying, did Amy and I have a future together, and it was truly the elephant in the room.  She hadn’t asked me to move out of the house but had moved me across the house and I had accepted that and what I truly wanted most of all was to be able to stay with her.  We had two decades of history together, as well as kids, plus I loved her and felt comfortable with her and prior to a few days ago it had been part of my long-range plans to grow old with her.  However, all I could do was hang in there and see how it played out as the ball was truly in her court and after enough time had passed she would be the one that would determine the fate of our relationship.  I was powerless and could do nothing but wait for the inevitable as it would all come down to how accepting she could be of having a woman for her wife, and I had no clue what was going on in her head, but I would find out soon enough.


Chapter 5

After the kids went back to school the following week, Amy and I settled into our new routine which still included sleeping in separate bedrooms, as we had been doing since my transition, which also meant no intimacy.  Since becoming the new me it had not been a subject that I had truly thought a great deal about because when it first happened, I was in shock, and immediately afterward the kids were home for a week, but then with everything calmed down I began to ponder it.  While alone in my bedroom a couple of times I had begun to explore my new body and discovered that being a female was quite different than what I had been accustomed to as I now had no external appendage.  With that being the case, I had to use a bit of trial and error to get the hang of utilizing my new equipment to its fullest and it certainly was different.  When you’re a guy you’ve got one thing that needs to be worked on and that’s it, but as a lady, you have your womanhood to stimulate, while at the same time are feeling a need to be filled up inside as that excites you even more.  On top of that, I found that my nipples were very sensitive and that playing with them really revved me and actually helped me put me over the top and climax as I pleasured myself.  Though I had never been a woman before, as you already know, I found that touching myself as I had those few times was actually quite fun and left me with a feeling of fulfillment that was way different than in my past life.

Amy worked as an insurance agent for an agency that was approximately five minutes from home. She would typically leave the house about 8:25 a.m. each morning and return around 5:35 each afternoon as she had done for many years.  She had done well and had built up a nice book of business over the course of time and typically sold a lot of property and casualty coverage, aka, automotive & homeowners.  Her customers always seemed to love her, which was apparent by the number of referrals she received from them, and because of this her number of clients had increased exponentially over the years resulting in a very nice income stream, which she truly deserved as she did a great job.

When Amy departed the house each morning I had the place to myself just as I’d had for many years as I was a self-employed tech guy, sorry, girl at that point, and had worked from home for almost a decade.  A refugee of corporate America who had grown tired of the bullshit and politics I left in search of a better life and had started my own company to escape the drama and save myself from an ulcer.  Most of what I did was contract computer programming as well as some web stuff, mainly back end including some database work, thought my specialty was writing code.  I could do just about anything but preferred to stay in my lane, so to speak.  Over time I had built up a nice book of business since I worked hard and delivered quality work which goes a long way as when people know they can count on you they keep coming back.

Considering my newfound circumstances, I was truly glad that I didn’t have to report to work in a traditional office environment each day as that would have been less than comfortable as many would have been less than receptive.  So many people were still scared of The 5,000 and with all the hype out there we were just as scared of them, if not more.

Anyway, the fact that I was self-employed was a blessing at that point as I never had contact with my clients outside of email and texting, which was perfect as those I worked for had no idea what had happened to me thereby enabling me to keep on doing what I had been and no one was the wiser. 

Over the next couple of weeks, I made the decision to go with the name Brianna which was for two reasons.  One it was close to my old name, Brian, and in the general scheme of things, it seemed like it would just be easier making the leap from boy to girl using that as it would make changing documents such as my driver’s license and passport, etc, easier.  Two it sounded like a great name for a girl and was actually very pretty and since I was a member of that club it made sense to take advantage of my new femininity to the fullest.  With that being said I started the process and before I knew it my name was officially Brianna, and they even gave me an updated birth certificate to reflect it as well.

Amy continued to educate me on the fine art of being a woman as I still had so much to learn including mannerisms and etiquette, how to dress, putting on makeup properly, accessorizing, as well as a variety of other topics.  One of the most embarrassing parts was learning about feminine hygiene, despite the fact that it was extremely necessary, as Aunt Flo did arrive regularly each month and you had to be ready for her visit.  During her stay, you would grow weary of her and would be damn ready for her to leave when that day came as they say after three days company as well as fish stink, and it was even more unpleasant after seven.  I won’t say anything else as it will sound like I was complaining but she was a messy house guest and it seemed like you were constantly cleaning up after her as well, but I will stop there.  Anyway, I was clearly a fully functional biological female who was fertile and had not gone through the change despite my age, though my wife Amy was already in the early stages.

It had been three months since my change and the two of us were floating along nicely and despite the fact that we were sleeping separately I was very comfortable with our arrangement, and I was grateful to Amy as she had been very supportive and had gone above and beyond the call of duty.  I felt more fortunate than most in my situation as some of the wives who had suddenly found that their husbands were now girls had divorced their spouse immediately as they simply could not deal with the change.  The more stories that surfaced in the news regarding that particular topic made me feel extremely uncomfortable and in the back of my mind, I had a sense of dread as I feared that day would eventually come for me too, which leads me to the next chapter in my story.

Amy and I had just finished dinner and afterward, we cleaned up the kitchen together and as I dried the last dish she asked me to come and sit down in the living room as she wanted to talk to me, and I knew it was serious as she had seemed a little preoccupied since arriving home earlier.  After you’ve lived with someone for two decades you get to know them pretty well and can tell when they’ve got something on their mind, especially when it’s a topic they are dreading to talk to you about.

After settling into our seats in the living area Amy took a deep breath and said, “Whew.  Okay here goes.”

The fact that she had breathed deeply and made the statement that she had filled me with dread as I feared what was coming.  I knew I couldn’t change fate so I smiled warmly and said, “Amy, just relax, whatever it is, I promise, it will be okay.”

Nodding she said, “Brian, I mean Brianna ….”

We both chuckled and I said, “Brianna, let’s go with that as that will be my name going forward so let’s run with it.  If you want just call me Brie, like the cheese.”

“This is so hard for me to say.  When you and I married over twenty years ago we took vows that said for better for worse, in sickness and in health, remember that?”

Nodding once I said, “I do, pardon the pun.”

Smiling at my remark she continued, “When I said those words I meant them, I truly did, but the one thing I wasn’t counting on was ending up being married to a woman, and Brie, as hard as this is to say, that wasn’t what I signed up for,” and as she finished I could see her eyes filling up with water.

Getting a little emotional myself as my days of being rough and tough were coming to an end as my newfound hormones had softened me up over the past few months I nodded and then eked out, “I know where you are going with this.”

“Oh Brie, this is so hard for me to say because it was part of my plan to stay married to you forever, but I just never expected, well, this!”

“That makes two of us.”

We sat there in silence for a few moments before I finally asked, “Even though I’ve got a pretty good idea of what’s on your mind, tell me, what do you want to do?  Are you wanting to split up?”

Now crying she nodded and said, “Yes, and it is so hard and I’m just dying inside having to tell you because it’s extremely unfair to you as you didn’t ask for any of this, and I know that you’ve suffered more than me, I get that.  I’m such a selfish bitch telling you this at a time like this because you’re going through so much yourself. But I just can’t go on because despite the fact that it’s you, your body is that of a stranger.  Brie, I just can’t see myself in a relationship with a woman for the rest of my life because I’ve never rolled that way and I am so sorry.”

After she finished speaking, we sat quietly for a bit before I asked, “So you want a divorce I take it?”

Still looking down she nodded, all the while weeping, unable to raise her head and look me in the eyes as she felt a lot of shame at what she was asking.  On one hand I was a little bitter at her as this was a tough time in my life, absolutely the worst, and she was splitting up with me.  Then again, on the other she had given it three months which was more than many had done in their newfound situation, plus it was true, this wasn’t what she signed up for, of that there was no doubt.

“Amy, it’s okay,” and I moved over to the couch where she was sitting and sat down beside her and continued, “Hey, you know what?  I don’t want you staying with me just because you feel you have to, and I mean that.”

Finally looking up, she stopped sobbing and asked, “Really?”

Smiling at her I said, “Yeah really.  You can’t stay with someone if you’re really unhappy doing so as that’s not really fair to you.”

“You’re taking this a lot better than I thought you would,” she said softly.

“What can I say, I’m the best husband, and wife, you’ve ever had.”

We chuckled at my comment and she replied, “It’s true, you really are.”

“Just because you don’t want to be married to me doesn’t mean that we will be completely out of each other’s lives as we’ve still got two kids together and when they get married we’ll be sitting together at church, and will probably be the prettiest two women in their forties there.  What was it that Tyler called me?  MILF?”

She laughed and said, “You are so funny.  Which was one of the reasons I married you.”

“Really?  I thought it was because I had a great personality as well as a huge …., oh, I guess I don’t have that anymore,” and as I finished my words she broke into laughter and I did as well.

I’d always worked hard to make her laugh because when she did she was more beautiful than ever.  As I sat there looking at her with her long shoulder-length chestnut hair and brown eyes which were so dark they were almost black I was reminded of how much I truly loved and adored her and felt sad as to what was about to happen.

Continuing I said, “Even though we won’t be living together who says we can’t be pals, as I’ll still need plenty of help, plus some friends, as all my old ones are a little weirded out about hanging out with me, ya know?”

“That’s more than fair.  Brie, you may not be my spouse any longer, but you will still be my family, and I mean that.”

Smiling at her I said, “I know this has been hard on you too, and I appreciate the way that you’ve hung in there with me so far.”

Reaching over she gave me a hug, which was the most affection I had received from her since my transition, and as she squeezed me it felt so good, and the way she held me, and I her, during those few moments made the thought of not living with her even more difficult.  However, I had no choice as it was what it was, and with our final embrace, I knew that my life with her was probably over and I needed to face reality.


Chapter 6

The next morning we called our family attorney of many years and sat down with them the day after and hammered out a divorce and property settlement agreement that would be fair for both as the worst thing you can do is get an attorney, your spouse hires theirs, and a full-blown war ensues.  By the time the smoke clears everyone has lost, with the exception of the ambulance-chasing son-of-a-bitches that have wrecked this country and turned it into the pile of shit that it is.  With that, I digress.  Anyway, our agreement included that we would split up our entire estate, fifty-fifty, taking into account that the house was paid for in full, our retirement accounts, savings accounts, the estimated value of possessions in the house, and the cars.  In the end, I signed over my portion of the house to Amy, and she wrote me a check for my fair share of the estate.  It was the most amicable divorce ever done on planet earth and with that, I had a huge bank account and was set.  On top of that, I had received a large amount of stimulus money from the government as part of an act designed to help those like me who had been displaced as a result of their transitioning.  Depending on one’s circumstances Uncle Sam was providing the affected with cash, housing assistance and even free college in an attempt to assist those who were truly starting over.

With the divorce final sixty days later I quickly located my new bachelorette pad and moved into a cozy apartment that was absolutely perfect for a single girl like me.  Amy was more than generous as she assisted me in getting my new abode up and running and even helped me shop for furniture as well as everything else that I needed.  When completed, my new 1 bedroom 1 bath residence was super cute and decorated specifically for my tastes and by the looks of the place, it truly appeared that I was developing a taste for things feminine as it was obvious by looking at it that no man lived there.  Little did they know.

The complex itself was nice and quiet, and I had excellent neighbors who were respectful and did not party all night. It was almost like heaven had found the place for me and being that I was a person that liked solitude, I was in hog heaven.

It wasn’t two weeks later that I had a knock on my door one Saturday afternoon at about 4:45 p.m. and as I opened it there stood my ex, Amy, along with her longtime friend Nicole, who she had stayed with briefly right after my change.  Looking at them they were both dressed in cute dresses, and heels, had their hair done, and were clearly ready for an evening out and I asked, “Hey girls, what’s up?”

Nicole said, “Hey Brie, we just thought we would see what you were doing?” she said in a very relaxed tone which made me suspect that she had already had a couple of drinks.  I had known her for many years and it was clear that she had a slight buzz going on.

“Amy?”  I asked, “Are you going out?”

“We were thinking about it, and wondered that now, since you were a single gal on her own if you would like to go out for dinner and drinks with the girls?” and as she finished speaking, she smiled warmly at me, and then added, “Unless you have other plans that is?  I know I’ve not seen you in about two weeks but thought to myself, hey we need to get this girl out of her apartment as it’s the weekend.  What do you say?”

I was somewhat taken back as the love of my life, who couldn’t divorce me fast enough, was now wanting to socialize and party with me, and the only thing I could think was, WTF dude?

“Well, yes, I don’t have any plans and it does sound kind of fun. I’ve not done anything the past two weeks that even remotely approaches that level of fun.  Sure.  What do you have in mind?”

“Okay, how about we go out for dinner and drinks at The ChopHouse?  First, we will go to the bar, and then we will get a table and do dinner and have a long evening, just us girls?  What do you say?” Amy asked.

“You ladies have a seat and give me a few minutes and I will get ready,” I said, as I disappeared into my bedroom to make myself beautiful, so to speak, as this was my first evening on the town as a female.  A few minutes ago I would never have envisioned having a girl’s night out but was now truly excited at the prospect of getting out of the house, but at the same time was confused as the woman who couldn’t get away from me fast enough was now wanting to party with me.

**********

Returning to The ChopHouse where I had last had dinner with Amy and the kids about five and half months prior, we sat down at the bar and ordered a variety of drinks including martinis and glasses of wine.  From there we would move onto our table where we would order dinner and have a long evening visiting, which sounded like a great deal of fun.

While sitting at the bar the three of us had a wonderful time.  It was my first girl’s night out in my life and I was having way more fun than I envisioned I would, and maybe, just maybe, there were a few more upsides to being a female than I thought.  Our bartender took great care of us and after a drink or two, I was feeling no pain, which seemed strange.  After further examination, I realized that my reduced height as well as body mass was a contributing factor as essentially there was a whole lot less of me, causing me to be affected by the alcohol at a much greater rate.  Finally, just as we were talking about tabbing out so we could move to our table in the dining room, much to my amazement Dr. Jefferey James, the owner of the establishment who I had met previously, practically popped up beside me.  It was almost like a jack in the box coming out of nowhere and I jerked mildly as I noticed his unexpected presence as he had truly surprised me.

“Brianna?” he asked with an ear-to-ear smile.

“Yes, that’s right,” I replied.

“I met you a number of months back, I don’t know if you remember me but I’m ….”

Cutting him off I said, “Dr. Jefferey James, good to see you again,” and I extended my hand.

“Hey that’s right, but I don’t recall telling you anything besides my name being Jeff.”

Looking upward and then back at him I then said, “Mmmm, a little birdie told me,” and the two of us chuckled at my comment.

“Your little birdie is definitely doing their homework, but just call me Jeff.”

“I will if you promise to just call me Brianna.”

“I can guarantee that.”

I was clearly feeling somewhat lightheaded from the alcohol that I had consumed which also resulted in me being a bit playful with him, which we were both enjoying.  I wasn’t stupid and knew that he was digging on me a little bit and thought I would just go along for the ride.  After all, he seemed like a nice enough guy and what would it hurt?

“So, Dr. James ….”

“Brianna, didn’t I tell you to call me Jeff?”

“My apologies, you did.”

Looking at him I then said, “I forgot what I was going to say,” and we both laughed.

“It’s okay.  Anyway, welcome back, always glad to have you at The ChopHouse.  Who are your friends?” he asked glancing over at the girls.

Extending her hand, “I’m Nicole, a friend of these girls.”

Amy then shook with him and introduced herself as well before he asked, “So, you’re three friends out for dinner?”

“That’s right.”

“Well thanks for coming in, and don’t hesitate to let us know if you need anything at all.  It was good meeting you ladies,” and then looking at me he smiled warmly and took my hand and said, “And Brianna, it was so nice getting to see you again.”

“Great seeing you again too Jeff.”

Turning back toward the girls they were both sitting there with shit-eating grins on their faces, and before I could say a word the hostess approached and told us that our table was ready, so we paid up and headed for the dining room.

After getting settled in at our table, we looked at the menu and decided to skip appetizers and went straight for our entrees, and then sat there surveying our surrounding while we waited.  It wasn’t long before Amy looked at me and smiled and I knew what was coming next.

“Well Brie, it looks like the good doctor is taking quite a shine to you,” and she chuckled.

“I just knew you were going to say something like that,” and I shook my head with a slightly annoyed look on my face.

“Some girls have all the luck.  I’ve been single for years and am still looking for Mr. Right, hell, I’d settle for Mr. Right Now.  You’ve been a woman for less than six months and you’ve got a rich doctor, and a handsome one at that who even owns his own restaurant and is pawing all over you,” Nicole said.

“Nicole, I would hardly say he was pawing all over me, friendly maybe, perhaps even very friendly, but it wasn’t like he was groping me or anything,” I replied.

“Yes Brie, perhaps, but it was the way he was looking at you, and his tone, as well as the way he kept gazing into your eyes.  Why can’t shit like that happen to me?  He could grope me any day of the week, for that matter any night of the week as well,” Nicole said in a frustrated tone.

“Don’t be so envious Nicole, do you think if the good doctor knew that Brie used to have a penis that he would still be as interested?” and as she finished speaking we all broke into laughter.

“I’ll have to remember that when there are guys hitting on me that I’m not interested in.  I will just say, there’s something I need to tell you, I was born with a penis, and see how they like that.”

“Some guys would be totally okay with that, as they’re just looking for a place to put it in,” Amy added, and we all chuckled.

“You know Brie, it’s not like your trans or anything, you are an honest to goodness girl, all the way down to your DNA, and on top of that, you’re really pretty.  I seriously doubt you’ll have any trouble at all finding a man,” and then after a few moments a look came across her face when she realized that she may have said something inappropriate and added, “If that’s what you want.”

“Nice recovery Nicole,” Amy said.

At that point the question was what did I want?  I really hadn’t had a lot of time to even think about it as my entire life had been turned upside down twice in the past six months.  First when I was changed into a woman, and second when I became single and moved away from my home of many years.  Yes, it had been one heck of a rollercoaster ride and hopefully, it was over because I couldn’t take too much more and all I wanted was a little stability.  Okay, back to the question of what I wanted.  For twenty years I’d had the comfort of a spouse and a happy home and I truly missed it and the thought of recapturing that in some form was very appealing.  However, that involved getting out on the dating market and finding someone to spend the rest of my life with, but I hadn’t been on a date in two decades.  It seemed like so much trouble getting online, putting up a profile, setting up initial dates, making sure they had a job, a car, were not behind on child support, had no outstanding warrants, and were not psycho or weird.  Then again who was I to call someone weird as I had been a man and was now a girl and on top of that attracted to females.  It was definitely going to take a special lady who would be comfortable with the fact that I used to have a cock between my legs.

As far as dating men, I just didn’t know how I felt about that, however, the past few months I had begun to notice what I wouldn’t go so far as to call an attraction but a draw toward men and for some reason, they had almost started to seem somewhat inviting.  During my time as a male, I saw most dudes as hairy cave-dwelling knuckle draggers and never found them good-looking in any way, shape, or form, but for some reason my view of them had begun to change.

Responding to Nicole’s last comment I said, “Ya know, I’m still trying to figure all of this out and get my bearings as during the past six months I’ve had my entire world stripped away from me.  I just need a little time to reflect and think about what’s important to me going forward as when you’ve lost absolutely everything ….,” at that point I stopped talking and looked downward for a few moments as I was getting a bit misty.

Raising my eyes, I could see Amy’s gaze fixed upon me and as I looked at her closer I noted that her eyes were full of water as what I had said clearly touched her, as she knew exactly what I was talking about as first I had lost my identity, and secondly her.  She then looked downward for some time, unable to look me in the eye and I knew she felt guilty.  The look on her face said it all and it was clear that my words had struck a nerve, and she was sad that I was hurting, in part because of what she too had done.

After finishing dinner, I asked Amy and Nicole to wait for me as I had to run to the little girl’s room, a new term I had begun to use since my transition.  A strange term, I wondered why women used it as it seemed to indicate they were preparing to use facilities that were less than those an adult would normally utilize.  However, it was easier just to go along than question something that was an established norm and being that I had been fighting wars on many fronts I just decided to not start another conflict.

As I was walking out of the restroom, I looked straight across at the opposite door, which was the men’s room, and coincidentally my new friend Jeff was exiting it at the exact same moment as I was departing the ladies.  As we caught sight of one another I said, “Jeff, we meet again.”

“Yes, we do.  How was dinner?”

“Oh Jeff, everything was wonderful, and the food was spectacular.”

“What did you have?”

“The lamb chops and they were out of this world.”

“Good choice, that’s one of my favorite dishes as well.”

“Anyway, the meal was great, and I can’t say enough good stuff about the food and the service.”

“I’m really glad to hear that.”

After a brief pause, I said, “Anyway, thanks again,” and as I started to step away he said, “Brianna,” and as he finished his words I turned and looked at him.

“I hope I’m not being too forward, but I wanted to ask you a question, and I hope it’s not too personal.”

What could he be getting ready to ask me?  By the way, is it true you used to have a dick?  Surely not, there’s no way he could know.

“Go right ahead, and I will let you know if it is.  Or not!  Fair enough?”

“Fair enough.  Are you married?”

Shit, this guy doesn’t beat around the bush, but he’s apparently trying to on me, now that I have one.  It appeared that mine as well as Amy and Nicole’s initial impressions were correct as he was interested in me, that or he was taking an independent survey.

“No, I’m not.”

“And one more question, you’re not seeing anyone right now are you?”

As he stood there, mildly petrified waiting on my response I was flattered that he was getting ready to ask me out on a real full-fledged honest-to-goodness date, and as strange as it sounds I was almost a little excited as this was a real first for me.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I’m what you might call quite single.”

Smiling he asked, “With that being the case I was wondering if you might be interested in getting together sometime and maybe having lunch, or even dinner?”

Pointing down at the ground I asked, “Here?”

He laughed momentarily and then said, “We could if you like but we don’t have to.”

“I totally get that because in some ways, this is almost where you work.”

Looking upward momentarily his eyes then returned to me and he said, “In a way.  I’m not here very much as I have management that runs the place, and they do a much better job than I ever would.  It was actually a total fluke that you and I just happened to be here at the same time twice over the past six months, but then again, I’m glad we were.”

Okay, I was now officially being asked out, on a real date.  Not with a woman as I preferred but it was something to do and was better than sitting in my apartment alone, one more night by myself, plus it was also an opportunity to make a new friend as you can’t have too many of those.  I didn’t want to lead him on and waste his time but then again, I had no dating experience as a woman and this could essentially equate to being my training wheels so to speak.  Then again, what if he tried to kiss me, how would I feel about that?  Shit, what to do?

Finally, I said, “I would love to, but I want to make one thing clear, we are just going out as friends as I think you have to be friends before anything else, so it will be just that and then we can take it from there.  Can you respect that?”

Smiling he said, “I certainly can and feel the same way.”

“Great.  Maybe you can call or text me next week and we can set something up?” and I then gave him my number.

“Look forward to talking to you soon Brianna.”

“Same here, you take care Jeff,” and I turned and began walking toward the table where I had been sitting with the girls, which was on the far side of the restaurant.

Arriving at the table, I sat down and Amy said, “You were gone for a bit.”

Nodding I said, “Guess who I ran into on the way back?  Our good doctor friend.”

Leaning across the table Nicole said, “You didn’t!”

Nodding I said, “Yep, and he wants to go out with me.”

“What did you say?” Amy asked.

“I gave him my number and he’s going to give me a call next week.”

“Well congratulations, your first date.  Brie, you’ve done well,” Amy said with a half-smile on her face. 

I could tell by her expression that she was surprised, as well as not too happy, and I didn’t understand why as I’d given her exactly what she wanted.  One would have thought that she would have been thrilled shitless at the prospect of me dating and moving on as she had wanted to be free of me, and that’s exactly what she got.  Continuing to sit there with a sour look on her face I could tell that I had hit a nerve which in some ways made me happy as I was getting revenge upon her, but in other ways I wondered, did she still love me?  Was it possible this had caused her to rethink her position and she finally realized that she still had feelings for me?

Women!  They are so fickle! 


Chapter 7

Three days had passed when one day I suddenly received a text from Jeff asking if he could give me a call, and we subsequently set up a date to have dinner at Frank’s Lakeview Inn, which overlooked the beautiful blue waters of South Point Lake.  It was the perfect setting for my very first date ever as Brianna and even though I was going for the fun of it was very romantic.  As I looked downward, I could see the rectangular form of the docks lit up with pale white lighting as well as a number of small craft traveling across the water.  Continuing to look toward the horizon one couldn’t help but notice the twinkling city lights of Four Points and Center Point shining in the distance.

In anticipation of my first date, I had been almost giddy and Nicole had been good enough to stop by and help me get ready and was extremely enthusiastic.  I wasn’t sure who was more excited, me or her and at times it almost seemed as if she was going out with Jeff instead of me as she had the evening entirely planned out.  She had wanted to bring Amy with her but she was unavailable as once a month, the church that we had attended together for so many years made sandwiches for one of the local homeless shelters.  The program they ran was three months long and was designed to get people off the street and each morning when they left the shelter they gave them a sack lunch before they departed for the day to go to work or look for a job, etc.  It was a great cause we had supported for years.

For my date I was wearing a casual powder blue lace dress that actually looked somewhat dressy as well as elegant.  Despite the fact that it was classified otherwise it was super cute, for women’s clothing that is, and fell about halfway down between my knees and ankles.  Between the two of us, we decided I should wear a pair of tan high heel sandals, which was a great choice as when I looked at myself in the mirror I was thrilled at how I looked when I saw my reflection.  As I smiled, Nicole told me how pretty I was, which made me happy as it was important to me that I looked nice for my outing, and for reasons unknown I had also begun to think that I wanted to look attractive for Jeff.  Thinking about my newfound feelings I was unsettled as those kinds of thoughts had never been part of my DNA, but at the same time I was amazed that I felt no shame.  Continuing to ponder I shrugged off my thoughts and decided to embrace my femininity as there was apparently no going back and I might as well make the most of my new life and live it to its fullest as Brianna.

After sitting down, Jeff and I ordered a glass of wine and began to chat, and the more I got to know about him the more I liked him as he was a very interesting man.  About halfway into my second glass of wine I was really feeling comfortable with him, at a level I never suspected possible, and as I sat there gazing at him I began to think the unthinkable, that he was actually a very attractive man.  Initially, the old me reared its ugly head and I told myself that I needed to shut the fuck up as that was insane as I used to be a guy and in no way I was even remotely attracted to another dude.  No, just not happening.  But as I continued visiting with him one fact did remain, he was handsome and it was something that I was unable to ignore no matter how hard I tried.  After a couple of more minutes, I relaxed and told myself that it was okay to admire him as he was a really nice guy, plus I was a biological female and only had so much control when it came to the way my hormones were making me feel.  Yes, I would just sit there, not overthink everything and try and enjoy my dinner.  Unfortunately, something else happened that I never expected, and I soon began to feel a stirring in my nether regions.  Apparently sitting there looking across the table from Jeff, listening to him, feeling comfortable in his presence, as well as safe I realized that I was sexually attracted to him. 

What the hell I thought, you need to stop this!  But it was true as I really liked him and my new body’s biochemistry had something else in mind as I wanted him.  As my mind wandered away from Jeff I realized how turned on I had truly become and began to think of what it would be like to be intimate with him.  The more I sat there listening to his soothing voice it was hard not to think of what my body was calling for as I envisioned him lying on top of me, thrusting himself into me at full force, causing me to cry out with pleasure and pounding on me without mercy until I orgasmed loudly.

“Brianna?”

“Huh?” I replied.  I had apparently missed part of what he had been saying during my daydreaming episode, but what could I say?  Tell him the truth, that I had been sitting there thinking about him screwing the hell out of me, something which I could not readily confess as it would probably not be part of polite dinner conversation.

“Jeff, I’m sorry, I was momentarily distracted, please forgive me, as you were saying?”

“I was just saying that it seemed that we had been talking about me all evening and I wanted to find out more about you, as I know almost nothing.”

He speaketh the truth as all evening we had talked about him, where he was from, his college and medical school experience, his first marriage, Jeff’s decision to purchase the restaurant, and so forth.  I had been okay with that as it delayed talking about me, as I had a sordid past, well, just the part about how I used to be a guy and I assumed he might find it to be a bit of a turn-off.  To date, I hadn’t made up a story to share with him about what had happened to me, though I should have as I was sure he was wanting to know something about the woman sitting across from him.  It would have been easier if he had asked me prior to our date, hey you’re not one of those 5,000 guys that got turned into a girl are you?  If he had I could have said, sure, that’s not an issue is it?  Really?  It is?  What’s the deal as I no longer have a penis.  Oh, that doesn’t make any difference and you are still bothered by that?  Well, the fact that you’re bothered bothers me, and you know what?  That’s offensive!

“And that’s okay Jeff as I’ve been having such a good time sitting here finding out about you, well, I could sit here and listen to you all evening,” I replied.

“Let me say, Brianna, you are a great listener, and about the prettiest one that I’ve ever met, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

As he finished his words I smiled and simultaneously felt a sense of confidence rush through me and for the first time truly understood what it meant to receive a compliment as a woman and for some strange reason, it was like being hit with a drug as I had never felt better and actually felt unstoppable, as it was almost like I could conquer the world.

Waving my hand I said, “Oh, stop,” then after a moment leaned forward and said, “Don’t stop, keep going,” and we both burst into laughter.

As our laughter subsided, he said, “Brianna, you have the greatest laugh and the prettiest smile I’ve ever seen,” and then sat there looking into my eyes, just gazing adoringly at me.

Six months ago, I would never have entertained the thoughts I was having at that moment as I was soooo attracted to him and loved the way he looked, dressed, smiled, and complimented me.  Every fiber of my being was craving to please him, and maybe do the same for myself at the same time as he was just so dreamy.  That was it, in six months I had gone from dude to dudette, something I had never planned for in my wildest dreams but there it was, and despite all I didn’t regret it one little bit.

After getting through our meal I was once again grateful that I had escaped having to tell him anything about my past as I kept changing the subject back to him every time he tried to find out more about me and the details of my past.  However, I was just buying time as the truth always comes out, but this was my first date, and I liked him, and there wasn’t anything I couldn’t put off until later, kind of like the U.S. Government and the way they borrow and print money.

Finishing dinner, we took a walk on the long deck at the back of the restaurant that overlooked the lake and it was extremely romantic as it was lit up with low-level lighting that provided the perfect atmosphere for two people taking a stroll such as us.  As we stopped and stood there we leaned on the railing overlooking the lake and the horizon.  It was the perfect night as there was not a cloud in the sky and almost no light pollution and the sky looked like a pincushion of twinkling lights.

“It’s certainly a beautiful night,” he said. 

Nodding I said, “Yes it is.”

Looking down at me he smiled which I returned and the next thing I knew his head was moving toward mine and within moments our flesh touched and as it did I felt a burst of warmth travel throughout me from head to toe.  Taking my right hand, I put it on the side of his neck and subsequently opened my mouth of which he took my cue and in no time our tongues were playing tonsil hockey, and brother did he know how to work to work that puck.  Jeff was a great smoocher and actually better at making out than any woman I’d ever been with during my time as a man, not that you needed to know that, just saying.  His technique was quite passionate, and he really knew how to kiss and it was clear that he was aware of the exact buttons to push to get a girl revved up.  Whether he knew it or not, and I suspected he did, he was really turning me on.  I attributed it to the fact that he was a physician and I assumed that they had a book of secrets on the human body including, how to turn on a female patient and I couldn’t damn him for that because if I’d been a doctor I wouldn’t have shared it either.

Finally, after a couple of minutes of making out I was so turned on, I couldn’t stand it and I was dying to get laid.  I was so revved up that I could feel my thong becoming drenched which was not a problem as I was ready to rip it off and have him satisfy me right then and there but if we had they would probably have asked us to leave.

As we stopped kissing, we looked at one another and smiled and I said, “How about we head back to my place for coffee?” and then batted my eyelashes at him.

“Brianna, if I drink coffee this late, I won’t get a wink of sleep.”

“What makes you think you’re going to get any sleep?”


Chapter 8

Jeff and I headed back to my place and in short order, as a famous radio announcer used to say, now for the rest of the story.  After arriving at my apartment, we ended up in the sack post-haste as he found yours truly incredibly desirable and as my libido was through the roof and my body was screaming for satisfaction.  I couldn’t explain why, perhaps it was biochemistry or then again something subconscious that I had no control over, but in the end, it was the reason I so readily stripped off my panties and submitted myself to him.  Apparently, my days as a heterosexual male bound by strict religious upbringing and morality that prohibited me from having sex with men were over as it was clear that I was now a member of the fairer sex based on my actions that night.

As I woke up the next morning, I looked upward at the white ceiling and as I glanced to the right could see the light creeping through the window which indicated that the sun was up.  Looking over at Jeff he was sleeping peacefully and was emitting a very mild breathing type of snoring noise, which was ever so slight.  It was not actually a full snore which was good as that would have totally eliminated him as a potential mate as there’s nothing worse than sleeping with someone who snores like a freight train going through a tunnel.  If that had been the case, he would have been instantly disqualified from being a future contender for my hand, okay maybe not as I was not perfect myself given my circumstances.  With that being said maybe we could have worked it out and slept in separate bedrooms and I’m putting emphasis on the word sleep as we could visit anytime that we wished.  Wink, wink!

As he stirred and woke up, he looked at me and initially had a look of WTF am I as he was not in the usual place he woke up each morning.  Momentarily his face quickly changed to a smile as he caught sight of me which was sure was out of politeness as my hair was a mess and I had also forgotten to take my makeup off the night before, and it was all over my pillow. 

“Hey beautiful,” he said and then gave me a gentle kiss.

In turn, I smiled and put my arms around him and said, “Well hey yourself.  Did you sleep well?”

“I think you know the answer to that little lady.”

Looking up at the ceiling and then back at him I said, “Mmmm, you tell me.”

“I may not have gotten all the sleep I needed but for some reason I feel great, refreshed, and energized,” he said as he put his strong arms around me and then continued, “It’s so nice being here with you and I almost feel like I could take a little nap, despite the fact that I just woke up.”

“Sweetie why don’t you take a little snooze, and I will see you in a few minutes,” I said to him as I stroked his full head of hair.

As I lay there massaging his scalp, he quickly dozed off as the rhythm of his breathing told me he was asleep and as I looked at him lying there, resting peacefully, I thought about how rapidly my entire life had changed the past half year and how readily I had adapted to my new role as a girl.  Reflecting upon it, I was amazed at how comfortable I had become as Brianna and for reasons unknown to me I began to think the unthinkable, I could actually see myself spending my life with this man.  WTF dude?  Are you out of your mind I asked myself?  You are a guy!  Get a grip! 

There was a little voice in my head that was emanating ever so loudly that my vile thoughts needed to be put in their place as they were bullshit and also Anti-Christian.  Thinking back to my childhood I could recall the strict moral code that was so commonly reinforced in Father Joe’s weekly sermons at the Most Blessed Saints Catholic Church, where I grew up.  The lessons were less than forgiving as a man being with a man would destine me to eternal damnation and the last thing I wanted to do was would burn in hell until time itself eventually came to a stop.

As I continued thinking I began to think in-depth and thought to myself that there was no way in Heaven that the Father almighty would convert me to a lady and then impose moral rules upon me that would drive me to insanity.  Pondering upon it I just knew it could not be true as any deity that loved its children would never create an impossible situation for its children that ended up torturing them as I had been for the past six months and I was putting an end to it, right then and there.

Deciding I would climb out of bed I slipped on my purple floral chemise and matching robe and headed to the kitchen where I started the coffee pot and began to ramble through my cabinets and fridge to find some sustenance.  Perhaps, just perhaps, I could find something for him to eat which was only fair as I had emptied him of every last ounce of his energy, and other stuff, wink, wink.  Yes, it would only be fair if I could feed and reenergize him and get him to a state where he could continue with his day as a physician and a restauranteur, such as he was.

Entering the kitchen, Jeff walked in wearing nothing but his boxers which had little ponies on them and as I looked at him and smiled I said, “Good morning,” and as he glanced across the kitchen he caught sight of the coffee pot as it had just finished brewing about two or three mugs worth of java and its aroma filled the air.  With my culinary expertise, I had also prepared a couple of hash browns in my toaster oven not to mention almost a dozen pieces of bacon that I had microwaved, and we were now ready to eat.

“Brianna, this smells wonderful.  What kind of a feast have you prepared?”

Chuckling briefly, I looked at him standing there just as handsome as ever in his undies with a slight belly hanging over the top of them and for some reason found him incredibly appealing as well as attractive and for the life of me I could not tell you why.  But, maybe, it was because he absolutely adored me, which in the end was the most important attribute of all. 

“It’s just something I threw together to get a bit of food in our tummies and our day started.  I’m sure as a fancy restaurant owner you have had far finer,” and then looked at him briefly before I continued my duties as Chef.

Sitting down at the bar in my kitchen, the two of us had a very simple and romantic breakfast, and at the end of our multi-course meal returned to the bedroom and made love one last time where he gave it his all.  Ravaging my female body with all his might I was truly in heaven and just couldn’t get enough of him as he continued to pound me without mercy, and all the while begging him to fuck me relentlessly as I experienced climax after climax, each of which seemed to be even more magnificent than the last. 

On one level, I felt like a whore because of the way I had talked to him as we made love but on the other, I soon realized that I felt no shame as I didn’t ask to be made a woman.  With that being the case, I deserved all the rights and privileges of being a girl and it was my right to be satisfied and fulfilled as such.  The new role which I had unwillingly assumed did entitle me to enjoy living life to its fullest as a member of the fairer sex and I decided right then and there to cast off all inhibitions as it was my right to receive all the love and satisfaction due me unapologetically.

After an incredible lovemaking round, Jeff needed to get ready as he had a full day ahead of him so I showered with him and made sure he was clean, and even went down on him, relieving him one more time of any existing sexual tension before sending him on his way.

At the door, as I prepared to say goodbye to him standing there in my nightgown with wet hair and probably looking less than pristine as I said, “Jeff, I had a wonderful time.”

Smiling at me he replied, “Brianna, it was fantastic,” and after a slight hesitation he continued, “I have to tell you, I’ve never had a night like this in my life.”

With an inquisitive look on my face, I asked, “Really?”

Nodding slightly, he said, “Yes, it was almost like you knew exactly what I needed, as that was the most satisfying sex I think I’ve ever had in my life.  Are you psychic or something?”

Looking up and then straight back at him I gave him a gentle kiss, smiled and said, “Let’s just say that I have a special insight into what a man wants and needs.”

“There’s no doubt about that.  Anyway, I had a great time and I truly enjoyed our time together, however, it still seems that I barely know anything about you.”

“I already told you that I do I.T. consulting work from home, I’m divorced and have two grown kids.  Isn’t that the story with practically every middle-aged woman out there, which in itself is quite boring?  Anyway, you can find out the rest of the boring details about me later.”  Rolling my eyes upward for a moment I then returned my gaze to him and said, “Besides, you’re such an interesting man I was captivated hearing all about you, as I could just sit and listen to you talk for hours.”

“Okay, but next time I’ll try not to be the conversation hog and want to get to know the real Brianna, okay?”

Hmmm, I thought to myself, I was under the impression that he got to know me quite well last night and early this morning, in the biblical sense anyway.

“Okay,” I replied

Giving me a quick kiss on the lips he winked and said, “See ya later,” turned away and began walking down the sidewalk, and as his form faded into the distance I thought about what a nice man he was and what a great time that I’d had with him.  However, I dreaded what lay ahead because at some point I was going to have to tell him the truth, which was the fact that I used to be a man, and hopefully he would be forgiving that I hadn’t gotten around to disclosing that one small piece of information. 

Jeff was such a great guy and I really liked him and wanted to see him again, as I knew it would be hard to meet another great man like him who had a great personality and a lot going for him.  Another thing that I hoped was that he didn’t take umbrage upon me as he had now slept with a woman that used to be a guy, which might piss him off.  The last thing I wanted was for him to punch me in the mouth as the swollen lips that you would get as a result of that would make it difficult to apply and wear lipstick effectively.

At that point, I began to regret not just telling him about my dilemma upfront and as a result, my decision had now created a situation that I was not looking forward to facing, despite the fact that I was going to have to at some point which was going to be sooner than later.


Chapter 9

That afternoon I dropped by Amy’s place, formerly our house, as she had asked me to stop by and tell her about my big date.  My ex-wife was now the closest thing I had in the world to a friend, and she was also my girlfriend.  Not in the romantic sense but the one where females are friends with each other, and I was grateful to have her as when you’re in my situation, acquaintances and friendships can be problematic.  I guess I could count her friend Nicole as my number two but then again, she would always be Amy’s friend first, but since I had such a shortage of chums I decided to go ahead and count her as well.

Deciding to be a bit posh that afternoon, Amy made coffee and used the fine china which had been in our formal cabinet forever, barely used and gathering dust just as everyone else’s does.  Sitting down in the living room and with our cups in hand, we settled in for some conversation about my big date, which she was dying to hear the details of.

“So, Brie, tell me all about it, and don’t leave out any of the details as inquiring minds want to know everything,” and then an impish grin came across her face as her eyes squinted.

I proceeded to tell her about our trip to Frank’s Lakeview Inn followed by the voyage back to my house and ultimately the journey where no man had gone before, on me anyway, since my transition. 

“Brie, you actually had sex with him?  I can’t believe it!” she exclaimed.

Turning my head slightly sideways I said, “You know, I don’t know what overcame me!  All my life I was attracted to women and after my transition figured that I would be a lifelong lesbian.  But, after some time passed the way I looked at life, love and men began to change, probably due to the fact that my biochemistry was affecting the way I thought.  It wasn’t something I asked for or even anticipated but was what was handed to me.”

“Well, I guess the key to adapting in this life is accepting change, and if anyone has been given that it’s you.  So, apparently, Jeff is a pretty open-minded guy being willing to jump in the sack with you considering all factors.”

“Well,” I said and then squinched my face.

Amy’s eyes widened as she asked, “Brie you didn’t?” and then sat there with her mouth partially hanging open as she waited on me to respond.  My reply was somewhat delayed because in a way it was almost like a parent had just called me out and I was horrified at responding because I was ashamed.  I knew I had not done the right thing and was not looking forward to what she was getting ready to say as the look on her face was one of disapproval.

“It all happened so fast,” I said.

Leaning forward she asked, “Are you telling me that he went to bed with you not knowing about your past?”

“That’s the part I’m trying not to tell you,” I said sheepishly.

“Oh my God, I can’t believe it.  You slept with him and didn’t give him a heads up as to what had happened to you.”

Rolling my head from side to side I added, “As far as the heads-up part, I probably didn’t do too bad of a job,” as I was referring to the fact that I performed oral sex on him, and then smiled before I nodded slightly.  She was not amused as she didn’t respond leading me to believe that she did not find my remark funny.

“I just have to ask you, why did you not tell him?”

“I really liked him, and he liked me, and I wanted so much to be friends with him, and as I sat there with him I felt myself drawn to him in a romantic kind of way and I began to desire him as a woman would want a man, and trust me that was totally unexpected.  Inside there was a little voice saying, you need to tell him the truth, but then there was another saying, if you tell him he may not want anything to do with you and considering that he is your first date ever you can’t let him slip away.  Then a voice said, just tell him, he may be open-minded and fully accepting of your situation and able to love and appreciate you for who you are, while another said, are you fucking kidding?  No guy wants to fuck you because you used to be a man and it will always be in the back of their mind that you used to have a dick, which would be a total turn-off.  Before I knew it yet another voice said, if you give him a good enough time and take him to the edge of ecstasy and back then he won’t care.  Afterward, like any man, all he will be thinking about is the absolute pleasure that you are capable of bringing to him as you are a drop-dead gorgeous middle-aged woman.”

Sitting there looking at me she said, “Wow, that’s a lot, I mean really a lot of stuff going on in your head.  Did all those conversations really happen inside your brain or are you just middle age crazy as a result of your transition?”

Rolling my eyes upward at the ceiling I then looked straight at her and said, “Yes.”

“Yes?  With that response I will assume it was both?”

I nodded and replied, “I must be having a mid-life crisis of some sort. I’ve truly been acting less responsibly than I normally would have.”

“Mmmm, there might be a bit of truth in that, but then again look at all you’ve been through.  In a way, I feel a bit bad as well as a little responsible as I haven’t made this any easier on you with my actions either.”

“You mean the way you wanted to split up?  Dude.  It was the way you felt at the time and I don’t condemn you for it, not at all, because at that moment that was what you were sure you wanted.  Am I right?”

“Well, yes, but I could have been more patient and waited a little longer until you had settled in more to your new life. I also should have helped guide you as you adapted to womanhood and assisted you in making responsible choices because let’s face it, you were pretty much on your own.”

“And doing the best that I could, I would like to add.”

Nodding she said, “I’m sure.  Oh, Brie, I was such a selfish bitch.”

I could see by the look on her face that she was truly regretting divorcing me and felt guilty about it as well which touched me.  As I thought back and considered the speed at which she wanted me out of the house, as well as the quick divorce which followed the last thing I expected, was to hear her call herself a selfish bitch.

“Hey,” I said, “You know how we just said that I’m doing the best that I can do?”

Sniffling she nodded.

“It’s the same with you. You’ve been doing the best that you can as well, so let’s stop dwelling on the past and look toward the future.  We may not be husband and wife any longer, but we do share two children together, and we are still friends, and if I simply know that you will be there to support me that will mean a lot.  Okay?”

Smiling she said, “Thanks, Brie.  You were a great husband and are a pretty good ex-wife.”

I chuckled and said, “Doing my best.  So, BFF, what strategy do you think I should take going forward with Jeff?”

“I think you and I have always lived by the motto of honesty is the best policy, which is a pretty good place to start, don’t you think?”

Nodding I said, “Yes.  I agree.  However, I have to tell you, the thought of telling him horrifies me, because what if he beats me up or something?”

“He’s not going to beat you up.”

“You know, I also kind of like him and would like to see him again, and I’m sure the moment that I tell him about my past he won’t want to see me again, and the prospect of that makes me feel bad.”

“Well, you know you can’t go on without telling him.”

“I know Amy, and you don’t know how much I regret not telling him before we climbed into bed together as that might have made a difference.”

“It will be fine, just do your best.”

We sat there silently for a few moments and then she said, “Want to know something?”

“What’s that?”

“In a way, kind of a roundabout one, I’m almost jealous.”

My eyes widened and I asked, “Really?  I can’t believe it.”

“It’s true.”

Remembering that she had freely admitted that she was a selfish bitch I asked, “Why?  Because you want Jeff for yourself, right, and it makes you mad seeing that I’ve got him?”

Shaking her head slightly she said, “No.  He’s a nice man and attractive but that’s not it at all.”

“Then it’s the fact that now that I’m with someone, which has shown you that someone else sees value in me, and that’s why you want me back.  Girl, you are a typical woman,” and then I gave her an impish smile. 

“Maybe a little bit, but it’s not just that.  Now that a little time has passed and I’ve gotten to know Brie I’ve found she’s a whole lot like Brian, the man I fell in love with and married, and has so much of his personality and is a wonderful person.”

“Just one disqualifying factor.”

With an inquisitive look on her face she asked, “And what’s that?”

“She doesn’t have a penis.”

As I finished my sentence, we both burst into laughter and after she finally recovered she said, “I have to admit, that would be a plus.”

“Sorry to disappoint but I’m not going to be able to fix that anytime in the near future,” I said.

After a few moments she said, “Well, I hope everything goes well with Jeff as it sounds like you really like him, and if that’s what you want, I sincerely hope it works out because after everything that’s happened to you, well, you deserve a little happiness.”

As I sat there reflecting upon what she had just said, I was touched as this was a different Amy than the one who had thrown me out on the street, one that was ready to get rid of her man turned woman, the one that was ready to get on with her life.  Okay, maybe that’s a bit dramatic, but not much.  Anyway, it was apparent that she’d had a change of heart and was struggling with her feelings as well as her emotions.  She was not the only one as I too now had a plethora of emotional confusion going on inside me and the primary stirring was that of Jeff, and as a result of our coupling, I felt more attracted to him than ever.  I knew the hazards that lay ahead as I disclosed my past to him but wanted to give it a shot as there was something about him that I was drawn to.  Was it the fact that I found him attractive?  Or was it the fact that he had been my first love as a girl and had brought me to physical, emotional, and spiritual fulfillment as such?  Anyway, I knew what I had to do which was find out if I had blown it or if there was potential for a relationship with Jeff and only time would tell.


Chapter 10

After I finished having coffee with Amy, I called Jeff and asked if he could meet me later as I wanted to chat with him, and agreed to meet at The ChopHouse.  After hanging up the phone I began to think about our conversation as there was something about the tone in his voice that indicated that something was wrong.  Was I being paranoid?  No matter.  With that, I prepared to meet him at the restaurant at 5:00 p.m. all the while my gut telling me that something was awry, and I would find out soon enough.

Showing up at the restaurant, the hostess escorted me to a table in the back corner which was far away from the other potential guests, as the place was practically empty as it was early, after all, who eats at 5:00 p.m.

Sitting down in front of Jeff he smiled and did not hug me or even shake hands with me. At that point, I knew something was off as my hackles were up and I felt a chill down my back as he was acting differently than the gentleman who had left my apartment earlier that morning enraptured by my charms.

As I looked at the table there were two glasses of water present, one for him and one for me, and there were also two coffee cups as well as a pot of java sitting there.  Jeff asked me if I would like something to drink and I thanked him and poured myself a cup of coffee.

“Jeff, I appreciate you meeting me,” I said.

“Of course,” he replied in a tone that was far less than affectionate than the one he had used earlier that morning as he departed my apartment, and as I looked at his expression it appeared that he was disgusted or displeased with me, causing me to think, the jigs up.

As I took a sip from the coffee cup I looked at him and said, “Okay, I’m going to shoot straight.”

“Okay,” he said in a very serious tone.

“You know how you keep asking about my past and I’ve provided a minimal number of details regarding that?”

He nodded.

“Jeff, there’s something I have to tell you, and that is ….”

Cutting in he asked, “Brianna, does this have anything to do with The 5,000?”

The expression, The 5,000, was what had been all over the news the past half a year, and referred to those like me who had been changed overnight into members of the fairer sex, against their wills.  At that point I thought, oh boy, I ‘ve been busted as it couldn’t be anything else and he had been told or had figured it out.

Closing my eyes, I asked, “Then you know?”

With a very somber look on his face, he closed his eyes momentarily before he said, “Oh Brianna, why couldn’t you have just told me?” and then looked down at the floor, not raising his head as his eyes were firmly fixed on the ground.  All I could guesstimate was that he felt either disgust or betrayal, or both.

“Jeff, I know I wasn’t completely forthright with you ….”

“Yes Brianna, that is absolutely true, you were not,” and then sat there looking across the table at me at though I were responsible for a crime against humanity.

Sitting there quietly I said, “At this point, I’m not going to try and roll out a big line of bullshit at you as it’s too late for that and the only thing I can say is I’m sorry that I was not upfront with you as I should have been.  There is absolutely no excuse, and I definitely don’t expect any forgiveness because what I did was wrong.  The one thing I ask is that you hear me out, and if at the end of that you are dissatisfied with the response you can tell me to leave and you will never hear from me again.”

As I sat there, I looked at him and begrudgingly he said, “Okay, I will give you that.”

“About half a year ago I had something happen to me that I never envisioned, I was changed into a girl, practically overnight, and in the days, weeks, and months that followed I struggled with my newfound situation as a member of the gentler sex and sought to find my way.  It became more difficult as my wife of two decades decided to part company with me and I was forced to find my way and forge a new path for myself.  Surprisingly I found that my biochemistry had changed too and unexpectedly I found myself noticing members of the opposite sex as attractive, which was totally unexpected, and then without warning one of them just happened to fall onto my radarscope, you.”

Looking down for a bit the then looked back up at me and said, “Go on.”

“Never in my wildest dreams did I plan that I would ever be attracted to a man, but then you came along, and the more I got to know you the more I liked you and I feared that if I told you I was one of The 5,000 that you would be disgusted with me for the obvious fact that I used to well, you know ….”

“Have a cock?”

Almost shocked at his response I sat there with my mouth hanging open as that was the last thing that I expected him to say.

Nodding briefly, I said, “Yes.”

“Brianna, I know you didn’t ask for what happened to you just as the other 5,000 guys did who were inadvertently changed, I really do get that.  However, I do feel a bit betrayed.  For God’s sake, why couldn’t you have just told me upfront?  If you had I might have been able to have processed it and even considered the possibility of us exploring the possibilities, but now I just don’t know as you’ve, well, lied to me, and if you would do it once you would probably lie to me twice, plus ….”

“You’re still bothered about the fact that I used to be a biological male?”

Looking down and then back up he said, “Well, yeah!  Maybe that means I’m not forward-thinking or anti-trans and if that’s the case so be it, but my main problem is that you just didn’t step up to the plate and tell me.  There’s no doubt that you are a beautiful woman, and I do know that you are a female in every sense of the word, right down to your DNA, but, well, I will stop there.”

We sat there silently for a moment and then I asked, “How did you know?”

“After I got back to my office this morning, I called my lawyer and told him that I had met a lady that I really liked, and when you’re a guy in my position you have to be careful and take safeguards, so, I asked him if he could run a background on you.  The results came back quick, that you were one of The 5,000.”

He had someone check me out and that information was readily available?  That was alarming as our identities were supposed to be confidential as well as protected.  Knowing that didn’t make me feel warm and fuzzy as it was pretty clear that anyone could find out who and where we were which made me uneasy.  There were many who saw us as a threat or an abomination and felt that we should be imprisoned, killed, or both, and the thought that someone could pick up the phone and find those of us who had undergone the change scared me to death.

“So, I guess in a way I could say the same thing, that you didn’t trust me either?”

After a bit of hesitation, he said, “I guess you could, it’s a matter of perspective.”

“Or who the bigger betrayer is?”

He chuckled and said, “Yeah, I guess so.”

Leaning forward I said, “Jeff, I want to lay it on the line with you, I really like you and have feelings for you as well, and I’m going to ask you this straight up and want you to give me an honest answer, okay?”

He nodded.

“With that being said, and all that has happened is there any possibility that you and I could be together? I would love for that to be the case as I feel we have such great chemistry, and I could truly see myself being with you.  However, as they say, the ball is in your court.”

After a long hesitation he finally replied, “Brianna, at this point ….,” and he stopped talking and looked downward, and I knew what his answer was.

I stood up and said, “Jeff I am so sorry and if I had it to do over again, I would have told you about my circumstances before we, well, you know, and I should have but at this point, there’s nothing I can do about it, as much as I wish I could wave a magic wand and turn back the hands of time.  But then again, even if I were able to, you probably couldn’t look me in the eye right now and tell me that would truly have made a difference.  I mean, for real?”

“Brianna, I’m not going to lie.  Even if we could turn back the hands of time and you told me upfront, well, I just don’t know.”

“Good night Jeff,” I said as I stood, smiled at him, and then turned and walked toward the front of the restaurant where the staff opened the double glass doors for me and as I exited.  I then stepped in front of the row of elevators after a few paces where I pressed the stainless steel button on the wall to call the elevator. 


Chapter 11

The next four weeks I sulked as I spent a lot of time sitting at home thinking about my relationship gone wrong, which in the end was all my fault because I had brought every bit of it on myself.  It was because I had been less than truthful and in the end had gotten what I deserved as being deceitful always has a way of biting one in the ass.

It was a Friday evening and Amy and I had set up a girl’s night at her house which I appreciated because I was still feeling poorly about Jeff, plus I was still getting my girl legs under me so to speak, and learning to live as a member of the fairest sex.  Despite the fact that I was doing well I was still learning the ropes.

Much to my surprise, Amy had prepared a nice dinner for us just as she had done in the old days when we had been husband and wife.  I had always loved her cooking as no one knew how to put together a meal like her.

After eating we sat down in the living room, a couple of glasses of wine in hand, and chatted, and I was caught off guard as she sat down on the couch right beside me versus across as since my transition, she had always kept her distance.  For some reason, she was clearly more comfortable with me that evening and as I thought about it I chalked it up to time passing and her being more accepting of my condition.

“So, girl, how have you been doing,” she asked sitting there with one leg tucked under her and as I looked at her I could not help but notice how pretty she was sitting there in her pale blue sleeveless dress smiling warmly at me.

“I’m coming along.”

“You’re feeling better?  I mean about Jeff and all?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I’ve come to terms with it and I’m just going to have to accept it, but that’s okay.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

Turning toward her, I added, “I’ve had something come up, which is quite unexpected.”

“What is that?”

“You know how I had sex with him that night?”

Her eyes widened and she said “Yes!”

“And you know how I was kind of new to all this being a girl stuff and my hormones were out of control and in your words I was middle age crazy.”

Laughing she said, “Remember that well.”

“Amy, I wasn’t on birth control.”

“Brie, my God.  Are you telling me that …?”

I nodded and said, “Yep, you’re going to be a stepmother, I think.  But then again since this is a new thing, I’m not sure there’s a familial term to use, yet.”

“Congratulations.  Are you excited?  Scared?”

“Yes, and yes.”

“You’ve had two glasses of wine, are you sure you should be drinking?”

“Oh shit, I didn’t even think of that.  Oh well, I’ll stop after this one I’m working on now.”

“So, Jeff knows?”

I nodded, and said, “I stopped and told him about it today.”

“And inquiring minds want to know, did that change his mind about wanting to get back with you?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No.  He said he just can’t as he still had a problem with the fact that I used to be Brian before I was Brianna.  Anyway, he said he will financially support the baby and will be in its life as little or as much as I see fit.  So, looks like I’m raising this baby alone or almost.  Yep, I’m going to find out firsthand what it’s like to be a single parent.”

Looking at me warmly she said, “Brie, there’s something I want to talk to you about, and please hear me all the way out before you say anything at all, okay?”

I nodded and said, “Sure,” extremely curious about what she had to say as I had no idea.

“After you got changed into, well, Brianna, I was so freaked out and had no idea what to do and I was scared to death of the stranger that was sleeping in the house with me.  Despite the fact, you were on the other side of the house and I was so tripped out I couldn’t get away from you fast enough, but I think you already know that.”

I nodded and said, “Mmmm, hmmm.”

“After you moved out and the house was empty was when I began to have regrets about what I had done.  As time went on and we began socializing, such as the time we went out with Nicole as well as the day you came over and told me you had slept with Jeff and Brie that was when I began to realize that you were the same person, just in a different form.  As that sunk in I began to regret my actions and realized that I had let the love of my life go out of my own selfishness and arrogance and was truly sorry for what I had done.  I think one of the biggest fears I’d had was that of potential intimacy as I was brought up being taught that was reserved for a man and a woman, and I still do but under these circumstances, surely, isn’t it okay considering what happened?  Maybe this was a test to see if our love could endure something like this?  Before you moved out, I thought about us being together and was petrified at the prospect of being intimate with a woman, I really was, but now that some time has passed and I realize that it’s you in that body, the person I married twenty years ago, I’m no longer afraid.”

“Oh Amy, really?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, and as weird as this sounds, I’ve even watched some adult materials on the internet, you know, where women were together.  At first, I was a little stunned but as I thought about being with you, even as a female I became turned on as I love you so much.  Brie, we’ve built a life together the past two decades and I don’t want to throw all that way.”

Then getting down on her knees on the carpet she took my hand in hers and asked, “Brie, will you marry me?”

My eyes began to fill with tears and with my voice crackling I asked, “Really?”

“There’s no one I would rather spend my life with than you because I love you so much and if you’re willing to give me another shot then let’s raise this baby as our own just as we raised Tyler and Alexis and build a life with our new family.  Oh God, I love you so much and want you back in this house with me.  And when I go to bed each night, I want to snuggle up next to you before I fall asleep.  I know a lot has happened and there’s been a lot of water under the bridge so to speak, but if you can find it in your heart to forgive me, I promise to love you every day for the rest of your life, or mine, whichever comes first.”

As she finished speaking, we chuckled and as I looked at her on the floor she continued looking at me with her big beautiful eyes waiting on my answer.  Gazing at her I knew she loved me with all her heart and at that moment I knew the same as I loved her just as much as she did me and I wanted to be with her for the rest of my life.

“If I say yes that means we will be a lesbian couple, are you okay with that?”

Bobbing her head from side to side she said, “I’ll deal with it.”

“And if I say yes you’ve got to promise me something else.”

“What’s that Brie?”

“As a lesbian couple, I want us to be lipstick lesbians, girly girls, as I can’t do the butch thing.  Simply put, I’m a girl, you’re a girl, both feminine, dresses, heels, the whole nine yards.”

Chuckling she said, “Brie, I’m glad you brought that up as I had been thinking the same thing.”

“And you’re sure you’re ready to make love to a female?  You’re positive?”

“Baby, as long as it’s you I won’t have a problem because I know it’s you in there and I love you, body, heart, mind, and soul.”

“Oh Amy, I love you so much and I would be honored to be your wife.  Yes, I will marry you, and thank you so much.  I can’t tell you how happy I am that you want me to be in your life again, but one more thing.”

“What’s that?”

“This time, I’m not letting you out of our marriage, as you’re mine forever.”

“And you’re mine, and thanks for giving me a second chance,” and as she sat back down on the couch next to me we kissed, slowly and passionately, and for some reason, it seemed more intimate or passionate than any kiss we’d ever had as husband and wife whether that was real or imagined.

However, there was one thing that I was absolutely certain of, and that it was good to be home and I knew in my heart that everything was going to be alright as I was back in my house with the one I loved.

By the way, we lived happily ever after.

Despite the fact that I was still just a wee bit of middle age crazy.

The End
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