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Chapter 1

It was about fifteen minutes past sunset and by my estimation, I had about forty-five minutes left before the last remnants of light would be completely gone and it would be pitch black.  Normally that would have been fine but because I was in the middle of the woods, as well as alone, caused me to be slightly less than comfortable with the situation.  When hiking, I customarily planned my trip well to ensure that I was out of the forest and back at my car long before sunset; but that day was different for several reasons.  One, I had run across a cool looking cave and had decided to explore it, which didn’t take too long because it was tiny, but I did find a couple of arrowheads which caused me to spend additional time searching for more.  Two, I had lost my handheld GPS and I was backtracking looking for it.  Even though I didn’t have it and could easily have found my way out of the woods, as I had hiked in them multiple times, I was not ready to leave it behind because it was a nice device and fairly state of that art that had set me back about $400.

At long last I found it, lying on the ground next to a downed tree; and as I picked it up and illuminated the screen, I was glad to see that it was working because now I was almost out of light.  It would definitely ensure that I returned to my vehicle safely even though I was confident in my ability to navigate my way back to my vehicle.

As I walked back to the car, I was really wishing that I had just stayed home and hadn’t come out alone as I had that day.  However, after no one in my online hiking group responded when I asked if anyone was up for going out, this left me with three choices: sit at the house, find something to do around town, or go hiking by myself, and I had clearly chosen the latter.  The impending darkness had made me slightly anxious, and who wouldn’t be because when you’re walking through the woods alone at night there are a variety of dangers that could prevent you from returning home.  These include wild animals such as bears, wild hogs, mountain lions, and snakes to name a few and I don’t have to explain how badly an encounter with any of them could play out as it’s all too obvious.  Another possibility was falling and breaking a leg and if that happened your only option would be to try and crawl out of the forest.  That, however, was better than laying there and waiting on help, which might never come, and you sure couldn’t call for help because there was no cell service.  Lastly was getting lost, because it’s very easy to get turned around in the woods as everything looks alike and you could end up walking forever, potentially even traveling around in circles.

Fortunately, I was an experienced hiker and had traversed the same territory before and by my estimates I would be back at my car in less than half an hour; and with each step I felt more and more confident that I was going to make it without incident.  However, I had no idea what lay ahead as it was something that one could never have planned for, or even envisioned.

I was walking through a moderately wooded area and was now using my flashlight to see ahead because the remaining light was almost completely gone.  Luckily, the moon above was providing some additional illumination, though minimal, and a few moonbeams were making their way through the overhead canopy which was not all that dense, and I was grateful.

After hearing a cracking sound, which could be nothing other than someone stepping on tree branches, I stopped cold in my tracks and turned off my flashlight for good measure, because that could only mean one thing.  Either something or someone was nearby, and I was betting it wasn’t a person, and that’s what got my attention. The last thing I wanted was an encounter with a wild animal in the dark woods as the forest was their back yard so to speak and they would definitely have home field advantage.

Out of nowhere, I suddenly noticed four illuminated figures about seventy-five feet ahead running through the forest, crossing from right to left directly in front of me and as they ran, they would occasionally turn and look behind them, as though someone was following them.  As I observed them closer, I noted they were about four feet tall and had large hairless heads and black oval eyes, and it was clear they were not of this world but were aliens.  Based on what I had seen in documentaries on television they appeared to be Greys, a term given to them because of the color of their skin.  Up to that point I’d never given much credence to the existence of extraterrestrials, but that had all changed in an instant.

What could best be described as a whooshing sound broke the silence of the forest and scared the shit out of me, even worse than I already was. At that exact instance I saw a blue streak of light come out of nowhere and hit the Grey bringing up the rear and then bounced off. Suddenly, the alien was hit again by three more rays almost simultaneously and the energy bubble surrounding it collapsed and it fell to the ground.  As this happened, its comrades sought cover behind some of the larger trees and at that point, I decided that probably wasn’t a bad idea and dropped to the ground and hid behind a fallen pine.  Peeking over the top, I could now see who had been shooting, another group of Greys who were clearly not on good terms with the first party.  Taking cover behind several downed oaks they then opened fire on the remaining three with their handheld ray guns and were laying down heavy fire, pinning them down.

The first bunch kept their cool and stayed put the entire time they were being fired upon, which was good because they were clearly outnumbered as the group pursing them consisted of ten Greys.  After two minutes of laying down an intense salvo on the first group they finally stopped their barrage, and in the time that followed neither party moved an inch, and the only sounds were those of an owl hooting in the distance.

Suddenly three members of the pursuing party began moving forward and amazingly enough the first group was doing nothing, which surprised me as I thought they would open fire.  As I thought about it, I realized they were not about to budge as they realized their pursuers were trying to draw them out into the open so they could finish them off. 

Continuing to advance they were soon approaching the corpse of the Grey they had shot minutes before, but just as they were passing by it the body exploded, creating a giant fireball.  It was clear that the first group had somehow set a booby trap, which they had detonated manually at just the right moment.

With the fireball fully ablaze, the three Greys then did something unexpected, they didn’t continue running forward but turned to the left and were now running toward me.  As they approached the tree behind which I was hiding I panicked, because I knew they would end up stepping on me as they jumped over it and as I stood up in front of them, they stopped cold in their tracks.  I had clearly surprised them.  The next thing I knew I heard the high pitch sound of weapons fire as it was clear that the other group of Greys had regained their composure from the explosion and were in hot pursuit.  The three aliens standing in front of me with ray guns in hand fell to the ground one by one as they were hit from behind.  Suddenly, I saw a single blue streak heading directly toward me and I knew what it was, weapon fire, and I thought the worst, and that was the last thing I remembered about the incident in the woods.


Chapter 2

As I opened my eyes and looked up, I saw bright light all around and nothing else and had no idea where I was at that moment.  All that I knew was that I was lying flat and on a very uncomfortable surface at that which was cold and felt like steel.  Attempting to sit up, I quickly discovered that my arms and legs were strapped down, and I could not move.  Suddenly the faces of two Greys were hovering over me and as I caught sight of them, I was definitely surprised, not to mention scared to death.

The next thing I knew I could hear one of them speaking to me in a very soft tone, which sounded neither male or female, and as I looked at the two beings neither of their mouths were moving.  This could only mean one thing, that they were communicating with me telepathically.

“Do not be afraid.  You are safe.”

I nodded and then verbally speaking to them said, “Where am ….,” and subsequently stopped speaking as a high-pitched voice emanated from my mouth, catching me completely off guard.

“You are aboard our craft.  It was necessary.”

Deciding to give my voice another try, I asked, “What’s wrong with my voice?” and was still shocked as I finished my sentence because I sounded like a female.

“It is functioning normally,” it replied.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, it is not, I sound like a human female.”

“You are now a human female, and your voice if functioning correctly.  As I said before it was necessary.”

“What?  I was a human male.  And you’re telling me that I’m now a woman?”

“While attempting to apprehend several dissidents you were accidentally hit by weapons fire from one of our disruptors and your body was damaged beyond repair.  Therefore, it was necessary to bring you to our craft where we took a sample of your genetic code, what your species refers to as DNA, and we also downloaded your consciousness to our computer.  We then inserted your genetic material into a human female clone that we had onboard, and in a matter of hours created a new body for you and then downloaded your thoughts into it.  I can read your thought transmissions and apologize as we did not have a male clone in inventory to return you to your original form, for which we once again apologize.  We assure you it was not our intention to harm you in any way as we want nothing more than to protect all humans.”

It was right, it was reading my thoughts and knew the next questions I was going to ask which in a way was kind of spooky and sort of cool in another.

“So, you’re telling me that going forward I will no longer be a man but a woman?  And there’s no way to fix it so I can be a guy again?” I asked semi-frantically.

“Yes, your new biological state will be that of the female of the species, and you should have a long and healthy life.  The body will enable you to function as a normal human female and is even capable of reproduction should you so choose.  Once again, we apologize that we disrupted your life force and have done our best to make amends and to use one your phrases, we wish you well,” and as it finished speaking everything went black.

**********

As I opened my eyes I looked up and caught sight of the trees towering over me and the tint of the sky indicated that it was no longer night but morning and just prior to daybreak; however, the sun was not up yet.  Sitting up, I surveyed the forest around me and could see that I was alone and not a one of my little friends were anywhere in sight.  As I stood, I took a quick survey of my surroundings and confirmed that I was in a clearing and as I glanced downward, I noticed that the visitors had gathered all my personal belongings into a neat little pile.  There at my feet was my backpack, flashlight, and GPS right in front of me.

I suddenly became aware of something tickling the sides of my face and as I felt to see what it was, I found hair. As I took the locks into my fingers and pulled them forward, I could see that it was long medium brown hair.  Shit!  That’s right, the Greys had accidentally killed me.  I then remembered the details of my experience aboard their ship where they described what had happened including how they had engineered a new body for me, which was female, and then placed my consciousness in it.

As I checked out my apparel it was clear that my clothes were somewhat baggy, including my pants, so I tightened my belt as far as I could, all the way to the last hole in the loop.  My trousers now looked quite goofy with the beltline all bunched up but at least they weren’t going anywhere.  As a result, I wouldn’t be winning any fashion contests in the near future, but that was okay as my number one goal was to simply make it back to the car.

Picking my GPS up from the ground, I immediately noticed another change to my body.  It was clear that my hand was also smaller since the device felt larger than normal as it rested in my palm.  Pressing the appropriate button on the front of the device, designed to guide me back to my starting point, I began walking in the direction of my car.  From what I could tell it was going to take me about twenty minutes to reach it, indicating that the aliens had dropped me off very close to where they had first found me.  Though I was a bit curious there was no way I was going back to the scene of the incident and felt it was in my best interest to hightail it out of the woods since enough damage had already been done.

As I walked through the forest, I began thinking about my new condition and in my wildest dreams I couldn’t imagine how I was going to possibly explain what had happened.  As I continued to think about it, I realized that I couldn’t tell any portion of it to anyone at all, for a variety of reasons.  One, who was going to believe me?  If I had a young woman turn up at my doorstep stating that she had previously been a dude and had been converted by little grey men, I certainly wouldn’t have believed her.  Two, even if I was able to convince someone that it was me what would happen next?  The government would pick me, take me to a secret base in the Nevada desert and question me about the aliens that I had met in the woods.  Most likely this would include them poking and prodding me until they figured out how to reverse engineer the process since it would be a useful tool for the military and intelligence community to have in their bag of tricks.  Maybe I would hold off telling anyone for the moment as there would be plenty of time later should I decide to share it at all.

I then began to think about my new life and how it would never be the same I was a different person now.  It didn’t matter that I was still the same inside, the issue was that I was not on the outside.  You may get bonus points if you’re a nice person and that’s always a plus, but the fact remained, people are judged on their appearance and I was now a girl, and I was curious to see what I looked like.  Once I got back to my vehicle I would know because I could use the car mirrors and my smartphone to see the new me.  Hopefully I would be pretty versus homely.  Not that I wanted to be attractive so I could pick up guys or anything, but who wants to be so ugly they must tie a bone around their neck to get the dog to play with them?

The sun was just peeking over the horizon twenty-three minutes later as I arrived at the parking area where I had left my car.  As I stepped foot onto the asphalt, I felt a sense of relief because I was finally out of the woods and back to civilization, well sort of anyway as I still had a good drive back to town, but at least it was an improvement.  I could see that the car lot was empty except for my vehicle.  Digging my keys out of my bag, I opened the door, threw my backpack on the passenger seat, and climbed inside. I looked in the rearview mirror but could only see a little bit of my face.  I then opened the center console, took out my cell phone and pressed the button on the side, and the screen lit up almost instantly.  I had quite a few missed texts as well as many emails, but my first order of business was to see what the new me looked like. I started the device’s camera, switched to selfie mode, and waited with bated breath for the screen to reverse.

As the new Brook, that’s my name by the way, came into focus, I caught sight of a lovely young woman in her mid to late twenties with medium brown hair, beautiful green eyes, and full pouty lips; and as I shot her a slight smile, she returned it.  Not bad I thought to myself, I was an attractive woman, and that was better than the alternative.

Adjusting the seat and the mirrors to accommodate the couple of inches of height that I had lost as well as my shorter arms and legs, I then started the car and headed toward home.  As I drove, I watched my speed carefully because the last thing I wanted was to get pulled over because the photo on my driver’s license did not match the new me.  The prospect of getting taken into custody was not an attractive one as there was no way I could possibly explain how I was driving a car that did not belong to me.  I attempted to reassure myself that everything was going to be okay and that I just needed to calm down and relax, and before I knew it, I would be home, and in my mind the sooner the better.

I arrived at my apartment complex at 6:49 a.m. and since it was early morning all was quiet and as I surveyed the area there wasn’t a soul in sight.  Parking my car, I then grabbed my backpack, closed the door, and started walking down the sidewalk toward the building where I resided.  As I arrived at the staircase, I quickly ascended the flight of steps before me and upon reaching the top put my key in the door lock, turned it, and entered my home and I was pretty sure no one saw me.

Flicking on the lights, the place looked exactly as it had when I’d left it just after lunch the day before and everything looked to be normal with one exception, me.  I had no idea how I was going to restart my life and not a clue as to where I should begin, but I did know one thing, that I was exhausted, and I was not going to be able to figure out anything at all until I got some sleep. So, I took off my jacket, removed my shoes, which were way too big, lay down on the couch, pulled a blanket over me and closed my eyes. 

As I lay there thinking about the gravity of the situation, a thousand thoughts were running through my head, none of which were beneficial or helpful, but that was okay and before I knew it, I was fast asleep.  


Chapter 3

After a six-hour nap, I awoke and as I looked up at the ceiling realized that I was at my apartment and thought of how good it was to be home. After a few seconds, my memories of the night before came flooding back.  I was back at my place, but as a young woman.

I didn’t have a game plan as to how I was going to handle this situation, but I did know that I was hungry and without proper sustenance I wasn’t going to accomplish anything, so I headed off to the kitchen where I surveyed the contents of my refrigerator as well the cabinets.  Being the master chef that I was, I put together a mini feast in no time consisting of a grill cheese sandwich with bacon as well as a bowl of piping hot ramen soup to which I had added bits of chopped up green onion which added a nice finishing touch.

Since I hadn’t had a shower in almost a full day, I felt grungy.  Then again was it all in my head?  After all I was in a brand-new body and maybe the aliens had given it a bath before handing me the keys and sending me on my way.

It didn’t matter because I felt like having one anyway, so I started the water and got undressed, and as I stood there looking at myself naked in the bathroom mirror, the feeling was eerie.  Until you’ve stepped in front of a looking glass and see a stranger instead of yourself there’s no way one can possibly know how it feels.  However, she appeared to have a kind face and was pretty and was someone I would have enjoyed asking out, if hadn’t just become her.  As I took my hands and placed them under my full breasts, I squeezed them slightly and then taking my middle fingers I ever so gently stroked my nipples, and the sensation was incredible.  Female boobs were definitely more sensitive than the ones I had previously had as a guy.

Deciding that I had better stop playing with my newfound titties, as there would be plenty of time for that later, I stopped into the shower and began to bathe.  I found washing my long hair took a little more work than I was used to because I had traditionally kept my hair short.  As I bathed, I eventually reached my privates and as I lathered them up, I explored myself for the first time, and initially I was a bit disturbed as I noticed that my original factory equipment was missing.  However, as I let my fingers do the walking, they soon arrived at my new port of entry, so to speak, and as I test drove my new replacement parts I was quite pleased with the way my new body handled.  The sensation I experienced was a massive turn on and when all was said and done, I began to think that I might actually be able to get used to being a girl, well, in that department anyway.

After drying off I combed out my hair and then took a blow dryer to it and upon finishing I looked at myself in the mirror.  Then bobbing my head from left to right I thought, not bad.

What to wear I thought.  All of my stuff would be way too big because I had lost several inches in height, as well as a good bit of body mass and was much smaller than before.  Remembering that a previous girlfriend of mine had left a few clothes behind before she broke up with me a year and a half prior, I headed off to my bedroom and looked in the bottom dresser drawer where I had stored them.  There I found a thong and sports bra as well as a pair of black yoga pants.  Would they fit?  As I tried them on, I was shocked as everything seemed to fit perfectly and I loved the way the yoga pants were so snug against my body but suspected that wouldn’t have been the case if I had still had my male equipment.

Then, examining myself in the full-length mirror I noticed how shapely I was as I had an almost perfect hourglass figure.  Turning to the side I noticed that my backside had changed as well and was much more pronounced, as well as rounder than it had been when I was a guy.  That was fine with me because during my previous life I had always been ass versus a boob man, and I was satisfied with the outcome as my derriere was very nice.

Trying on a pair of my flip flops it was clear that they were too large, and walking would be difficult but not impossible.  Searching through my closet one more time, I had the good fortune to find a pair of sandals that my ex-girlfriend had also left behind and as I tried them on, I was pleased because they fit quite well.  Slipping them off, I then returned to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror, looking at my full head of hair.  Though beautiful it was still kind of annoying because it was quite long.  I then took a rubber band which I doubled over and then put my hair into a ponytail and afterward was much more comfortable.

Learning to live and act as a woman was going to take some work and I truly needed some help, but I didn’t feel I could call just anyone and talk to them about what had happened because who in their right mind would believe me?  Hell, I didn’t believe it myself and I was the one it happened to.  What I needed was someone who was close to me, an individual who would hear me out and not run away screaming when I told them what had happened.  A person who was open minded and would believe that I was shot by aliens in the forest and subsequently given a female body, and someone who I could trust.

Piece of cake, right?

Sitting down on the couch, I closed my eyes and thought of everyone that I knew and only one person came to mind that might fit the bill.  My older sister Chloe.  She seemed like the logical choice and as far as the criteria I had laid out regarding who the best person would be to share my big secret with, there would be no one better.

How do I approach this, I thought to myself?  Call?  Text?  After making contact, then what?  How do I handle it from that point on?  Texting her I asked, Hey sis, how’s it going?

Several minutes later I received a reply, Brook, good to hear from you.  Whatcha been up to?

Oh, this and that.  Hey, I was wondering, when you have a few minutes could you swing by my place?  I really need to talk to you.

I would be glad to, she replied, Everything okay?

Why do you ask?

Because you typically don’t ask me for anything.  You’re not sick with that virus that’s been going around are you?

Sis, I can assure you that a run of the mill virus is the least of my worries, and it’s not what I would classify as a health issue, and as I looked down my boobs I then added, I think in the grand scheme of things I’m fairly healthy.  However, I do need your assistance, or guidance, so whenever you’re free please stop by.  It would be greatly appreciated.

I’m out and about right now but can stop by in about forty-five minutes if that works for you.

Look forward to seeing you then Chloe.

Cool, she replied

Knowing that she was coming over I straightened up the living room a bit so the place would look presentable.  It wasn’t a total pig farm as it was but considering what I was getting ready to pitch at her I thought every little thing I could do to make the place more comfortable couldn’t hurt. I also decided to light a couple of candles as well because the smell of my lunch was still lingering in the air. 

All I could do at that point was wait on her arrival and as I sat there, I mentally rehearsed exactly what I was going to say.  What I had planned to tell her sounded good and hopefully I wouldn’t forget it after she arrived and sound like a bird brain.

Thirty-six minutes later the sound of the doorbell broke the silence and I got off the couch, walked across the room and opened the door and there stood my sister Chloe.  As I caught sight of her it was obvious that the two of us favored one another a great deal, especially now that I was her sister as our hair, features, build and eyes almost made us look like twins.

Caught off guard, she asked, “Oh, uh, hi.  I’m here to see Brook.”

“Oh, yes, please come in,” I said, and she entered the apartment. I added, “Please have a seat.  Can I get you anything to drink?”

“Maybe a glass of water,” she replied.

“Sure,” I said and then popped into the kitchen returning with a bottle of water which I handed to her before sitting down in the chair next to the couch.

“By the way, I’m Chloe, Brook’s sister, which I’m sure you already know.”

Shaking hands I said, “Great to meet you Chloe,” and then scooched back into my chair.

“I take it you’re a friend of my brother?” she asked and then smiled at me warmly.

I nodded and said, “Let’s just say it’s complicated?”

She chuckled and said, “Ah, yes, well sometimes that happens in relationships.”

After a few moments she asked, “Is Brook in the bathroom?”

Bobbing my head from side to side, I said, “Brook will be along shortly.”

“By the way, I didn’t catch your name.”

“Brook.”

“Brook?  Just like my brother?”

“Exact spelling and everything.”

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “What are the odds?”

After a long pause, I said, “Chloe I have something I need to talk to you about, and it’s very important that you keep an open mind as I talk to you.”

A perplexed look came over her face and she said, “Ooookay.”

“All I ask is to please hear me out until the end and not run out of the apartment screaming thinking I am completely mad, and in the end it will all make sense.”

At that point I could see that she was alarmed and who wouldn’t be as any reasonable human being would instantly think that I was a grade A first class nut job, and most likely they would be scared for their lives.

“Chloe this is going to be hard to take in but here goes.”

For the next several minutes, I began to tell the tale of how I went hiking in the forest, lost my GPS, encountered the aliens, went aboard their ship, got turned into a woman, stumbled through the woods back to my car, and then returned home.

The expression on her face said it all, she didn’t believe me, and what rational person would have?  Anyone with an ounce of sense would have been alarmed and the way her eyes were darting from point to point in the room it was clear that she was trying to plan a quick escape and was looking for the best route to the door.

“At this point Chloe I’m sure you think I’m a nut job and don’t blame you.  Hell, it happened to me, and I can hardly believe it myself.”

Nodding slightly, she said, “So, you’re my brother Brook?”

“Yes.”

“And, just to make sure I’m understanding the story correctly, Brook, you were changed into a female by aliens you met in the forest?”

“Look sis, I know it sounds unbelievable, but it is quite true.”

After a brief pause, I added, “Haven’t you noticed how much the two of us look alike?  It’s because we are related and share the same DNA.  Do you see what I’m talking about?”

As she examined me, she nodded slightly and said, “I have to admit, we do kind of bear a very strong resemblance, not like identical twins but I see what you are saying.”

Before she decided to make a dash for the door I said, “There’s only one way for me to prove what I’m saying.  Ask me a question.  As a matter of fact, ask me any number of questions that you wish.  Things that only your brother would know the answer to, as that’s the only way that I can validate my story.  If at the end you don’t think it’s me, or should I say your brother Brook, you can call the police and report that a crazy bitch is in his apartment, and you don’t know where he is.  Fair enough?”

She nodded and said, “Agreed.  Now, after we are done, if you are not Brook I’m going to walk out of here and if you try and stop me, as I suspect you are going to kill me, I’m going to scream as loud as I can and fight you all the way.  Do you understand me?”

“I completely agree.”

“Then let’s get started, Brook.  Question one.”

For the next several minutes she asked me question after question that only Brook would know the answer to, from family history to personal experiences the two of us shared throughout our lives and I answered each one successfully.

“It is quite uncanny how you seem to know the answer to all of my questions,” she said with an agitated look on her face.  “However, perhaps my brother trained you well and this is all part of a big practical joke, on me.”

“Chloe, as far as the battery of questions that you’ve just asked, that would be a lot of information for someone to memorize.”

“I’ll agree with that.”

“And besides, was I ever a big prankster?”

Sitting there, just glaring at me she replied, “As a matter of fact no, Brook was not.”

“If there were ever any practical jokes played it was usually you that was fucking with me.  Remember?”

Nodding slightly, she said, “Yeah, I do.”

“And even though you were a bitch to me, I still kept your secrets.  Remember?”

Looking dead at me she said, “Okay baby brother, tell me one of the secrets that you kept.”

“I don’t have anything too interesting to tell, apart from that time that you had your friend Jessica over to spend the night.  As I recall it was quite a special evening and you even commandeered a bottle of mom’s favorite white wine.  After a couple of glasses of Chardonnay, or was it Sauvignon Blanc?  Anyway, the two of you embarked on an intimate evening of discovery, where you shared the love that only two young women could know as you explored one another’s young, firm, naked bodies ….”

Cutting in she said, “Stop, stop, we’d had a couple of drinks and the evening kind of took on a life of its own, not something I had planned but it happened, okay?  If I had it to do over again, I would have made sure that the bathroom door that connected our two rooms was locked, and as it was just cracked you were able to see everything.  The two of us, unknowingly, put on quite a show for you that night.”

“And sis, it was absolutely beautiful watching the two of you pleasure ….”

“Okay Brook, stop, and yes, I do believe you at this point, and let’s end the conversation about my girl-on-girl encounter here and now, okay?  You know it was the alcohol and a one-time thing, and the two of us simply got a little carried away.”

“Sorry for bringing that up, but if I hadn’t you never would have believed it was me.  And let me add that you have nothing to be ashamed of, from what I saw it was a ….”

Cutting in, she said, “Yep, it’s you.  So, Brook, it’s hard to believe that it is really you in there.”

“I’m afraid so, and it happened just like I said, as bizarre as it sounds.”

“It must be pretty scary waking up in another body, and as the opposite sex.”

“Terrifying is a more appropriate word.  Anyway, after I got back here, I was exhausted and took a nap, ate a bite, showered, and then called you.”

“Where did you get those clothes?  Wait, I forgot, you’re a part-time crossdresser.”

“Are you taking a dig at me because I brought up that story about you and Jessica?”

“That’s very perceptive!” she replied.

“Sorry.  Anyway, so here I sit, a female, and you seemed like the best person to call and at this point I definitely need the guidance of a big sister because the big question on my mind is well, where do I start?  What do I do?  After all, I have absolutely no experience being a young woman, and I know that goes without saying. Chloe, I am scared to death.”

“Anyone in their right mind would be under these circumstances, and I am as well.”

“You are?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, I’m horrified, just sitting next to you. I am hoping that you you’re not going to mutate into an alien and change me into a man, because I kind of like being a girl.  No offense.”

Shaking my head slightly, I said, “None taken.  So, what do you think we should do?”

Leaning back, she said, “Dude, is there really anything that can be done?  After all, they told you that they gave you the only body they had in stock, so I think returning to the woods, finding them actually there and asking for a replacement is not realistic.”

“Should we call the federal government?”

“Please.  You would be classified as a nut job immediately.”

“What if I told them about my encounter with the aliens in the woods?  All the conspiracy theory documentaries I’ve watched on UFO’s say that the U.S. Government knows all about them, and if that’s true they would probably know I was telling the truth.  What do you think?”

Shaking her head she said, “Let’s say for half a second that’s true, okay?”

I looked at her and nodded.

“Do you really think if the feds believe you, they will be able to change you back?  Secondly, do you really want them picking you up?”

Scratching my chin I said, “When you put it that way sis, it really seems like that’s not such a good idea.”

“Yep.”

“It also seems like it might be in my best interest to tell absolutely no one at all.”

“You’re a pretty smart girl Brook.  Brighter than the average bear.  Now look, it’s going to be best if we don’t mention this to one single soul, friend, family, or acquaintance.  At this point your life is already turned upside down and there won’t be any benefit at all in telling anyone.  Disclosing what happened could actually disrupt your life worse than it already has been, and in my opinion that’s the last thing you need.  Don’t you agree?”

Nodding I said, “I knew there was a reason I called you.  You’re cool, calm, collected and very logical.  So, since we’ve determined that there’s nothing that can be done to reverse the process, by aliens or the government, where do I go from here?”

“Brook, I think the only logical thing for you to do is to prepare to get on with your life.  Unless you see an alternative?”

She was right. There was no alternative, so shrugging my shoulders I said, “I completely agree.  But once again, where do I start?”

“First, you do have several things going for you already that will make this easier.  One, your name is Brook, so you don’t need to entertain doing any sort of a name change of any sort if you don’t want, because Brook will fit you just fine.”

All my life I’d had the name Brook, which I’d hated, but considering that I had transformed into a female it now seemed like a perfect fit for the new me and I was going to run with it.  After all Brook Blessing seemed like a cute name for an attractive young woman, and I liked it!

“I hated mom and dad for giving me that name but now, I think I’m glad they did name me Brook.  Cool.”

“Next, you work from home, and haven’t even met a lot of your customers in person and I’ll bet you’ve talked to very few of them on the phone.  That’s good.  You don’t have to worry about explaining why you no longer look like a guy, as email and text messaging will help shield your transformation,” she said.

It was true.  Upon graduating from college with a B.S. in Computer Science, I’d taken a job with a large bank as a computer programmer.  After a few years, I was totally burnt out from working long hours, politics, and toxic work environments and left corporate America to go work for myself.  There seemed to be plenty of online work available and it paid well, enough for me anyway, and I loved being able to pick the jobs that I wanted to do.  I was a little bit of a programming mutt and did a little bit of just about everything including coding, databases, and even a little bit of web development.  It was much better than working for the man, except for the fact that I no longer had rockstar health insurance, something most people don’t realize until they leave their big employer.  It is sad but true.

Essentially, I had become a digital nomad, with one exception, I hadn’t done it globally, and had stayed in the good ole U.S.A., in the town where I had lived my entire life.  I had been tempted to run off and live in an exotic destination of some sort such as Spain or Thailand, or for that matter anywhere.  Even Omaha, Nebraska sounded more exciting.  Despite the fact that I had dreamed of living and working internationally, I had never done anything to make it happen as it seemed like so much work putting everything together.  Then again, the town I lived in wasn’t so bad because lots of people from all over the U.S. wanted to live in Madisonville, which was driving real estate prices ever upward.  As I thought about it, I realized that the old saying was true and that the grass is always greener somewhere else.

“Stand up,” she said, and as I rose to my feet she sat there and examined me and added, “You’re pretty close to what you were before in height.  How tall were you before?”

“Five foot seven.”

“Hmmm.  You look right about my height, five foot four, so that’s good too.”

“Why?”

“The day will come when you have to update your driver’s license as well as other official government records, and the fewer differences between the old and new you, the better.”

“I hadn’t even though of that.”

“You’re clearly going to be living as a young woman going forward and we need to get you up and running as one, so let’s start with clothing, because you have nothing to wear aside from what you’ve got on, and certainly can’t wear any of your guy clothes.”

As I looked downward at my yoga pants and sports bra my gaze returned to her and I nodded briefly before replying, “You’ve got a point.” 

“Not to worry, let’s head over to my place and see what we can find in my closet.  It appears that we are right about the same size and I’m certain that we can put together a mini-wardrobe for you that will get you down the road until you’re ready to buy your own.”

“Buy my own?  Like my own clothes?  How many will I need?”

Nodding she added, “Brook, as you progress and become more comfortable in your role as a girl you will develop a taste for what you like and will develop your own style, just as all young women do, and I can’t wait to see the kind of girl you eventually become.”

“The kind of girl I become?”

“Sure.  You may become a girly girl that just loves clothes and fashion and might even be a little high maintenance.  Then again you might develop into a nerdy girl that’s smart and doesn’t worry a lot about having every hair in place when she gets ready in the morning and does not obsess a lot about fashion and …..”  She then stopped and added, “And as I stand here looking at the expression on your face, I can tell that you have no idea what I’m talking about.”

Shaking my head I said, “No, but with those two examples I think I’m getting the idea.”

“Those are just a couple of examples and there are a lot of variations in between but as you move along you will see what I’m talking about as you as you settle into being the new you.  In the end, it’s what makes you happy as well as comfortable.  Come on, let’s head over to my place and see what kind of wardrobe we can put together.”

“Great,” I said unenthusiastically.”

“Don’t be like that, it’s going to be fun, and you may be surprised just how much fun you have.”


Chapter 4

Chloe was the best sister a girl could possibly have, something I had never known prior to my transition.  She was insistent that I have a more than adequate supply of feminine apparel and said it was paramount in my journey to womanhood.  Just as we suspected, the two of us were exactly the same size and in every category.  This included bras, panties, slacks, dresses, and even shoes.  Anyway, I walked away with quite a bounty including a few undergarments, nightgowns, several tops, two pair of tight jeans, and a few dresses which she said I could keep permanently because she hadn’t worn them in years.  Personally, I thought they looked just fine, despite the fact that I had never worn a dress.  She also gave me several pair of shoes which I noticed didn’t even put a dent in her footwear inventory.

After hooking me up with the clothes, we sat down in front of a mirror and she showed me how to do makeup, something I was clearly unfamiliar with.  Once we were done, she had me wash it off and then required that I reapply it myself from start to finish.  I didn’t do as great a job as she did, but when all was said and done, my craftsmanship or should I say craftswomanship (Is that even a word?), didn’t look half bad.  One thing I had noticed was that makeup sure did pick up a girl’s appearance and easily lifted a gal’s looks from average to drop dead gorgeous with just a little bit of work.  This was something I’d never really thought of as a guy but now that I was living as a lady, I was seeing it firsthand.

Sis also gave me a few additional lessons, including but not limited to, fashion coordination, which is self-explanatory, as well as mannerisms, something you never think about as a guy.  However, I did learn a few things about what was proper and what was not including the fact that ladies don’t sit around with their legs open in social situations but keep their knees together.  I also learned that when you pick something up you squat and don’t just bend over as that is also improper.  The list of nuances was actually quite long and there’s no need in me going into all of them because you get the drift.  There was a whole lot more to being a girl than I’d ever suspected.

As she drove me back home, we stopped and had a mani and a pedi, the first I’d had of either, but when all was said and done, I had ten pinkies and tootsies all painted my favorite color, black.  As I looked at my newly polished fingers and toes, I was quite pleased and had to admit that a little color went a long way, and I loved the way I looked!  Chloe said the color was acceptable, but she wished I had gone with something a little softer because after all I was now a member of the fairer sex, but I told her to give me time as I was just getting started.  What I didn’t tell her was how much I had truly loved being pampered at the nail salon as they had massaged my legs and arms and had turned my plain old digits into works of art.  Heck, I could get used to this in a hurry, I thought to myself.  Plus, strangely enough, there was something else, the entire experience had made me feel pretty, and I liked it, but I wasn’t ready to admit it to Chloe, not yet anyway.

In the days that followed, I tried to come up with a rational explanation of how I went from being Brook Blessing, a dude, to a biological female, and after spending extraordinary amounts of time thinking about it, I kept coming up with the same answer over and over.  Nothing. 

However, I wasn’t ready to give up because I knew there was an answer, I just hadn’t thought of it yet.  What I needed to do was to be more creative and not allow my thinking to fall within the restrictive confines that are programmed into us by our parents as well as the narrow-minded school system, which we are taught is the be all and end all of global civilization.  Even though I hate the phrase Think outside the box, because those words are just so overused, that’s exactly what I needed to do.

The problem was that on paper, or should I say in every database known to mankind, or the U.S. Government anyway, as well as the state I lived in, Brook Blessing was a male, who was 5’7” and that needed to be changed to where he was now a she and was 5’4”, and there had to be a way to pull it off.  Until I did, I would never be able to live life to its fullest.  Oh sure, I could get by for a bit but what would I do when the day came where I needed to update my driver’s license, and while on that subject what if I was out for a Sunday afternoon cruise and got pulled over?  That would be difficult to explain.  International travel would definitely be out because I looked quite different than the photo on my passport.  There was also work.  Oh sure, I did tons of stuff without ever talking to people or even meeting them, but what if I was bidding on a job that required a background check or a security clearance, which would necessitate that they meet me in person?  I wanted to be a legal member of society and my country because I wouldn’t be able to stay below the radar forever and the sooner I came up with a solution the better.

As I went to bed one night, I slept for a few hours and then had to get up to pee.  While sitting on the toilet I thought of how I’d recently watched a documentary which told the story of how a man had decided to transition which included multiple surgeries in the quest to become a woman.  I then thought of how I had become one without even asking, quickly and easily at no cost and it was pain free to boot and there was no messy surgery.  That’s when it hit me.  I knew exactly how I was going to pull it off.

Super excited, I didn’t even go back to bed but got on my computer and started researching the possibilities immediately.  I knew if I was persistent and looked hard enough and left no stone unturned that I would find exactly what I was looking for!  Finally, after a couple of days I had everything that I needed and invited Chloe over and showed her what I’d come up with.  Brilliant was the one word she used to describe my plan and she was certain that I would be able to pull it off.

Two weeks later after a ton of preparation, not to mention work, I was ready to erase Brook the guy and replace him with his female counterpart, me, and I had everything in hand that I needed.

First stop.  The District Clerk’s office.  Upon filing my name change paperwork I was told that I had everything in order and that open docket just happened to be in session and if I had time, I could take everything up to Courtroom F to see the judge.  Wow, I thought, that was fast.  Normally one must file their paperwork and then wait until there is an open session court and go at that day and time.  I asked Chloe, who was accompanying me, if she had time and she said it was not a problem and would go with me because this was important, and she wanted to support me.

Arriving at the courtroom, I handed my paperwork to the attendant and then the two of us took a seat in the back and waited while the judge finished up with a family law case already in process regarding child custody.  From what I saw, it appeared that it wasn’t going so well as the divorced couple began arguing about their child.  The judge then raised his voice and banged his gavel and said, order in my courtroom, which seemed to calm them down.

After a few more minutes and a lot of drama from the formerly married couple, the judge settled their dispute.  Then my name was called, Brook Blessing, and I took one last look at Chloe who mouthed, you’re going to do fine, and I then walked down the center aisle of the courtroom and approached the bench.

The judge appeared to be a man of about sixty years of age, had gray curly hair and a matching beard.  By all appearances he was friendly, but I already knew not to cross him based on what I had seen with the earlier case.  Scanning the paperwork he said, “Please raise your right hand,” and I did.

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?” he asked.

“I do your honor, and I promise,” I replied nervously.

Chuckling he said, “So, your name is Brook Blessing?”

“Yes, your honor.”

“And, hmmm, let’s see, what are you changing?” he asked as he flipped through the documents.

“My sex, your honor.”

Looking at me, he tiled his head and examined me closely and asked, “So, it says you’re a male at present.”

“That is correct your honor.”

“And you wish to change your sex to female?”

Looking dead at me, he then leaned forward and motioned for me to come closer to the bench and I slowly edged up until I was only a couple of inches away.  Lowering his voice, he asked, “If this is not too personal of a question ….”

“Nothing’s too personal your honor.  Please ask.”

“You used to be a man?”

“Yes, your honor.”

“Did they, you know, do everything?”

“They did your honor.”

“Wow.  They did one heck of a job.  By looking at you I would never have known you weren’t born a female.”

“Thank you, your honor,” I said merrily and smiled

“And I see the surgery was performed by a Dr. John Smith in Snow Springs, Colorado earlier this year?”

“That is correct your honor.”

“I see the appropriate documentation is in order where you had the surgery.  Have we confirmed it with the clinic,” the judge asked as he looked at the young woman who was clearly his assistant.

“No, your honor,” she replied and then began walking toward the bench where he handed her several documents.

“You honor if I might say something,” I added.

He nodded.

“Dr. Smith died of a heart attack about four months back.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.  Well, I’m sure they have your records.  All we have to do is called and confirm your procedure and you’re good to go.”

“About two months ago, the clinic was destroyed by a fire and all the records were lost.  Fortunately, they gave me some of my surgical records right after my procedure, the ones I shared with you today.  Otherwise, I would have had nothing as everything burned up your honor.”

“What are the odds of that?” he asked, “Do you think there were any computer records?”

“I don’t know your honor, but I’m sure you probably need to call the Snow Springs Sheriff to validate everything, including my story.”

Motioning the clerk to come back to the bench he asked her for the documents he had given her earlier, which she promptly returned.  He then took a long hard look at me and began writing and a few moments later handed me the packet and said, “I wish you well Miss Brook Blessing.”

Smiling ear to ear I said, “Thank you, your honor.”

After returning to the District Clerk’s office, we waited in a short line for a few minutes before being waited on.  Upon reviewing the packet, I was given an official copy of the document changing my sex from male to female.

As soon as we exited the courthouse and started down the sidewalk, Chloe said, “I can’t believe it.  That worked perfectly.  Just like you planned.  I don’t know how on Earth you came up with that, but it was brilliant.”

“Thanks sis.  Nothing to it.”

“Nothing to it?  Finding a physician that did sex change operations, who had recently died, and all the patient records had been destroyed at the facility where the work was done?  Where did you even come up with that idea?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “It’s amazing what you can come up with when you have no options and you wake up and go to the bathroom in the middle of the night, and you think of a documentary you’ve just seen on cable TV about a guy that just had an actual sex change operation.”

“And that’s where you got the idea?”

Nodding, I said, “Chloe, right out of nowhere the concept jut hit me, like a ton of bricks falling out of the sky.  After coming up with the concept, I found everything I needed, the surgeon and the facility.  Then all I needed were the documents showing that I had the surgery, right?”

“Right.”

“After finding online reviews from his patients the rest was easy as their email addresses gave me a place to start.  Then all I had to do was hack their emails which also gave me access to their file backups and after enough digging through e-files I found where one of them had stored all the paperwork from their sex change operation giving me everything that I needed.  At that point I simply doctored the paperwork by erasing their name and putting mine instead.”

“Brook, I don’t want to know anything else.”

“Fine.”

With a smug look on her face she then said, “Sounds like you had everything covered.”

“Thanks.”

“Except one thing, how are you going to explain that you’ve lost three inches in height to the DMV and anybody else that asks?” and she then shot me an insincere smile.

I stopped walking and looked dead at her and said, “Didn’t you know?”

“Know what?”

“That the patient whose records I used had been diagnosed with a very mild case of osteoporosis, and do you know what happens when ….”

Cutting me off, she said, “Of all the luck, only you.  That can easily explain the height change.”

“Yes, and over the next few days I will be updating my passport, as well as my social security card, and when I visit the DMV all I have to do is show them my medical records, if the whole height issue even comes up.”

“Oh my God, I just thought of something,” she said frantically.

“What?”

“Your fingerprints, they’re already on file.  How are you going to get around that?”

Chuckling I said, “Remember when you wanted me to get my concealed permit and I went and got my prints taken?”

Nodding she said, “Yeah, and you never bothered with going to get your permit.”

“I pulled the card out the other day and compared my original prints to the ones I have now.  Guess what?”

Shrugging her shoulders, I then replied, “Exact match.”

Snapping her fingers she added, “Blood type.  What about that?”

Nodding, I said, “Stopped by the blood bank and asked them to do a quick test and guess what?”

“Exact match!”

I closed my eyes briefly and nodded ever so slightly.

“Dude, your little green friends thought of everything.”

“Grey actually, but you’re right.  It looks like I’m all set to get on with my life as Miss Brook Blessing.”


Chapter 5

In the months that followed, Chloe and I spent more time together than we had our entire life and she quickly became my new best friend.  It seemed that we were always doing something, whether it was having coffee, dinner, going shopping, or even having a girl’s night in or out, we always had a good time.  She told me more than once that she truly enjoyed having a new sister and wished I had been born as such in the first place, and the fact that I had arrived as a boy caused the two of us to miss out on a lot of good years together.  I then apologized and told her I got here as fast as I could, and we would then laugh at our exchange.

Fortunately, sis was there for me anytime I had question or needed advice and I appreciated it because unlike most girls, I hadn’t had the advantage of growing up as a biological female with societal and familial role models.  A young lady would typically have sixteen to eighteen years of living as a member of the fairer sex to learn what she needed to, but I was not so fortunate.  In my case it was the ultimate in on-the-job training and between sis and I, we packed my Bachelor’s in womanhood into a mere three months and according to her I was doing great.

I was amazed at how easily I fell into my new role as a woman and quickly adapted to the everyday nuances associated with it and before long, I had concluded that being a girl was fun and I absolutely loved it. As goofy as it sounds, I enjoyed waking up each day knowing I was going to get to spend it as a lady.

Very soon I discovered that I adored all things feminine and in short order my apartment had morphed from a tasteless bachelor’s pad to the cutest little bachelorette flat you had ever seen as I had redecorated it to my new taste.  This included painting it, which sis and I did, as well as new curtains, pictures, and a floral print comforter to name a few of the updates.  When all was said and done, I was happy and felt that my home was now truly reflective of the new me.

This was not limited to interior decorating but to fashion as well, and just as my sister had predicted I developed my own unique style, which was that of a girly girl, the last thing I ever imagined being, but it was where I landed, and it seemed very natural and was where I was happy as well as comfortable. 

My personal preference, as I just mentioned, included what I preferred to wear, and there was nothing I loved more than wearing a pretty dress and I always made sure that I wore cute shoes as well.  Also, let’s not forget that a girl always needs the proper handbag as it needs to match her outfit, otherwise, she shouldn’t even leave the house.  Perhaps that sounds a bit vain, but it was my preference and additionally I always, repeat always, had makeup on when I left my apartment because I always wanted to look my best.

When I was out and about, shopping, running errands, etc., I soon observed that men were checking me out from time to time.  Initially a little taken aback, I soon remembered that they were guys, and I was a young woman, and their reaction was quite natural.  When I asked Chloe about it, her response was that if I didn’t like it to lose the makeup and sexy clothing and try and look plainer and that would more than likely throw them off the scent, so to speak.  I appreciated her counsel but, in the end, decided against it because on some level, I actually liked it and got a little bit of a charge out of the attention and had no plans to stop looking cute in the near future.

I also had an additional conversation with her about some strange feelings that I had been experiencing regarding members of the opposite sex and figured that an older sister was the best place to start.  Just as I had shared with her how men had been looking at me with their hungry eyes recently, I sought counsel with her in reference to another topic which unsettled me slightly.  An attraction to men. 

As we talked about my dilemma, I told her that after my transition I had initially envisioned being a lifelong lesbian, which she found somewhat amusing.  I also told her that what I really wished for was the company of a man even though I had never even kissed one and I couldn’t explain it but every cell in my body was telling me that was what I needed, and not just intimately, though that was part of it.   

I told her that on a physical level, a yearning had developed while from a mental standpoint it felt wrong, and I had never felt so conflicted in my life and truly didn’t know what I should do.

Her advice was nothing more than common sense because she had always been a very practical person and I expected nothing less.  She said that my DNA had been rewritten all the way down to the sub-atomic level and that biologically I was a young woman.  Additionally, she shared that on a mental plane I still had the mind of a young man and was trying to live as one in the body of a female, and that wasn’t going to work.  Chloe told me that I was going to have to let that go, otherwise I would live in conflict for the rest of my life as I was a young woman and my biology was screaming at me to do what it was designed for, to be with a male.  As we concluded, she encouraged me to discard the programming I had received growing up and go with what felt right versus what I thought was the way things should be, and if I viewed it that way and didn’t look back, I would probably be alright.  After she put it in those terms, I felt a lot better, and things seemed clearer, and I gave her a big hug.

What she told me was true and it was up to me to end the internal battle which only made sense because I was no longer that individual and could never be again.  I had to release the past and let it go, otherwise I would never be able to move forward, and that was exactly what I did.


Chapter 6

There’s an old saying, you’ll find love when you’re not looking for it and/or least expecting it, and that’s exactly what happened to me.

I was doing my weekly shopping at the supermarket and was following my usual route through the store, starting down the right side of the store, weaving my way up and down the aisles until I reached the left side and would then head for the self-checkout.

Anyway, to make a long story short; scratch that, it won’t be all that short.  I was perusing the coffee section trying to decide what I might be in the mood for that week.  Typically, I drank a mid-range java, but I was in the mood for something different and wanted a variety that was flavored.  Perhaps caramel or hazelnut, maybe even pecan.  Before I knew it, a handsome gentleman of about thirty years of age came walking down the aisle and just before he reached me, he stopped, turned, and began perusing the coffee section as well.  He was 6’0”, medium build, and had dirty blonde hair.  As he caught sight of me, he smiled and when he did it was impossible not to notice his striking blue eyes.

Smiling back at him, I then returned my gaze to the coffee and continued to scan the bags of java before me.  However, I was dying to turn and look at him as he was gorgeous, but the last thing in the world I wanted was to seem too forward, though I wasn’t sure why because I had never worried a lot about that as a man.

Picking up one of the small bags of coffee, I examined it and then turned it over and attempted to read the back, but I was truly distracted with him standing right there next to me and could not concentrate.

“Do you know much about coffee?” he asked and as I turned, he smiled warmly.

Shrugging slightly, I said, “I don’t know but I do know one thing, that I like to drink it,” and we both chuckled.

Holding up a bag, he said, “Yeah, me too.  This sounds silly but a friend of mine told me that when buying coffee that I should look for fair trade beans.  He says that ensures that the farmers who grow and produce it are treated fairly and not take advantage of by multi-national corporations, something I had never thought about before.  Is that something you look for when buying coffee?”

“What I normally drink is this,” and I then set the bag I was holding down on the shelf and picked up a can of ground coffee and showed it to him and said, “I’m pretty sure it’s not fair trade but it’s cheap and gets the job done,” and we both laughed.

I then added, “I am however looking for a nice bag of flavored coffee and have to admit that I’m not very socially responsible, or as much as I should be and don’t typically look for the fair-trade seal, but perhaps I should be because everyone deserves a living wage.”

“By the pricing, it looks like paying people enough to live on can elevate the price as well,” he added.

Looking at the price on the shelf where he’d taken the bag from which he was currently holding I replied, “I see what you mean.”

We stood there silently for about another minute and continued to look at our respective varieties of coffee and very soon he said, “There’s so much so pick from.  Hmmm.  Well, I guess I’ll just go with the Columbians,” as he held up a gold bag in his hand.  He finally added, “Good talking to you,” and began to walk away.

God he was cute and had struck up a conversation with me which I could have kept in play and had not, as I had run out of things to talk about.  Damn it!  Why didn’t I say something, because now he was walking away, and I might never see him again. 

Deciding I needed to say something, anything, the following fell out of my mouth, “Columbians,” and as he turned around and looked at me, I added, “Good people.”

Raising his eyebrows, which caused his forehead to wrinkle, he nodded gently and said, “Have a good day,” and turned and continued walking down the aisle.

Oh my God Brook, what the hell is wrong with you, I thought to myself, Columbians?  Good people?  Could you have said anything more stupid?  At that moment, I told myself that I no longer had anything to worry about because I was absolutely positive that the guy I’d just met now thought I was a complete idiot. 

At that moment, I decided that the last thing I wanted to do was look at coffee and as I checked my shopping list on my phone, I saw that I now had everything that I had come for, with one exception.  After what had happened, I decided to make a quick stop in the wine section as I needed to self-medicate so I wrote myself a prescription for a bottle of Merlot aged in whiskey barrels, one to two glasses daily until finished.

After using the self-checkout, and subsequently proving to store personnel that I truly was old enough to buy alcohol by presenting my driver’s license, which I was now glad that I had updated, I headed toward the exit, but seconds before my arrival at the automatic doors I heard someone calling out, Miss, Miss, and I turned around.

Walking up to me was the gentleman I had met on the coffee aisle and as he approached me, he smiled at me warmly.  Shit!  What luck, I thought to myself.

“Oh, hi,” I replied nonchalantly.

“Hi.  I saw you ahead of me while checking out and just thought I would ask if you finally found some coffee?” he asked.

Taking my wine bottle out of my bag I held it up and shook my head and said, “This looked like a lot more fun than drinking coffee,” and we then laughed at my comment.

Nodding he said, “I agree.  Looks like you’re a red girl,” and I nodded.

“Good choice.”

After a long pause he extended his hand and said, “I’m Sean, Sean Foster.”

Shaking I said, “Good to meet you, I’m Brook.”

“Brook?  That’s a very pretty name, appropriate for its very pretty owner,” he replied.

“Stop!”  I said with a quick wave and then added, “Okay, go on,” and we both laughed.

“Live around here?” he asked.

“Not terribly far, what about you?”

“Sure do.  It’s the closest grocery store to my house so I normally shop here,” he replied.

Doing a scan of his ring finger, something I hadn’t done earlier, it looked like his was a free agent, so I was good to go.  Unless he was married and had removed it so he could pick up unsuspecting girls at the grocery store.  Cool it Brook!  You’re getting way ahead of yourself.  He’s not even asked you out yet.

Deciding I was going to feel him out a bit further, and I didn’t mean anything dirty by using that term, I then asked, “So, you like to cook?”

“Some, but it’s always hard cooking for one, you know what I mean?”

“I know exactly what you mean.  Why is it that it seems so difficult and that it’s always easier to cook for two?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he replied, “I don’t know.  One of the great mysteries of the universe.”

“What do you do professionally?  If that’s not too personal of a question,” I asked.

“Of course, it’s not. I’m a detective with MART, do you know what that is?”

“Let me think.  Oh, that’s Madisonville Area Rapid Transit.”

“That’s right,” he said.

“So, Sean, that’s interesting, MART needs detectives?  I don’t get that.  Then again, I know very little about law enforcement except for what I watch on TV, which is one hundred percent real.”

He laughed briefly and then added, “Brook, it is one hundred percent real,” and we both started laughing and as he finished, he said, “You know, you have the greatest laugh I’ve ever heard.”

“Oh?  How so?”

“I don’t know, it’s just so full of happiness and joy, which tells me a lot about you.”

After a brief pause, he said, “Ah, now let me answer your question.  In a city like Madisonville which has seven and half million people, our transit system has beat cops which patrol the public transportation systems itself.  Their work is real time and happens on the spot as they don’t follow up later but close their portion of the file and pass it to us.  That’s where we come in.  In the detective division, we would conduct an investigation if someone was assaulted, robbed, or God forbid killed, on one of the buses, the light rail system, or even at the airport which just happens to fall within our jurisdiction.  We would interview the victim, any witnesses, and work with local law enforcement to apprehend any bad guys, but in this day and time it could include girls as well.”

“I promise, I’m a good girl,” I said, then smiled at him and batted my eyelashes.”

“I can tell just by looking at you,” and we both chuckled.

“Being a detective sounds like interesting work.”

“Some days, but others are filled with mundane tasks and absolute boredom.  Kind of like most jobs.  What about you?”

“I’m a self-employed computer programmer, even though I do a bit of everything across the code writing spectrum.”

“Really?  Impressive.  I could tell you were smart.”

“Well thank you.  I bet you say that to all the girls.”

After a long pause he said, “Brook, I hope I’m not coming across as too forward being that we just met and all, but would you like to get together sometime for coffee or something?  Maybe even lunch or dinner if you would like.”

Yes!  I thought to myself, exactly what I was hoping for.  But then again, I don’t want to seem too eager because that’s bad as well and I don’t want to come across as too easy because if you are a guy might not respect you.  You have to at least play a little hard to get.

Bobbing my head slightly from side to side, I began speaking, “Well ….”

Cutting me off he said, “I’m really hoping you’re going to say yes because I’ve been rehearsing this speech in my head since I met you back in the coffee section and am trusting that I’m not going to get shot down in flames and suffer complete humiliation.”

Smiling at him from ear to ear, I said, “I would love to.”

“Really?” he asked as though he were totally surprised.

“Yes, why wouldn’t I?  You seem like a really nice guy.”

“You’re awfully trusting Brook.  You do realize that I’m a complete stranger.”

“Hmmm, perhaps you’re right.  Let me see your badge,” I asked with a serious look on my face.

He pulled his shield out of his pocket and I examined it and the identification card that was also in the wallet holding it and it truly appeared to be him.

“Okay.  You check out.  Besides, we have to trust our law enforcement officers, don’t we?”  I added.

“I guess we do, don’t we,” he replied.

After a long pause, while we stood there gazing into one another’s eyes and I then took my phone out of my purse and asked, “What’s your number?”

He gave it to me, and I sent him a text that said Brook Blessing and then said, “Give me a call or send me a text and let’s plan something.”

“Great.  Well, I’d better get going.  I promise to reach out to you over the next couple of days, okay?”

“Super.  I look forward to hearing from you Sean.”

“Talk to you later,” and he began walking toward the exit.  Suddenly, he turned and said to me, “Oh, and by the way,”

“Yes Sean?”

“Columbians, good people.”

We both laughed and I said, “What can I say?  Cute guys make me nervous.”

“Nice recovery.”

“Thanks Sean,” and I then walked over to him, stood on my tiptoes and gave him a kiss on the cheek and added, “Talk to ya soon.”


Chapter 7

Sean called me a couple of days later to ask me out and the following Friday he took me to a lovely little Italian restaurant in Madisonville called D’Angelo’s.  This was the first of many dates we would have and over the next couple of months the two of us had a whirlwind love affair.  It was just like every girl might dream of and was exactly like you might see in a movie or read about in a romance novel, and I was madly in love with Sean not to mention head over heels.  He was good looking, funny, charming and I just couldn’t get enough of him so when he proposed I accepted, and we were married three months to the day from our initial date.

I had always worried that the day would come when Sean would find the public record where I had gone before the judge to change my gender, which he found while we were dating and asked me point blank if that was me and if I had been a man.  Thinking quickly, I asked him what he thought and if I looked like I could previously have been a guy and he said he didn’t know.  Then I brought up how I had a period each month and asked if men who had transitioned typically had them.  He apologized for bringing the whole thing up and agreed I could not possibly have been a male who had made the switch.

When I moved in with Sean after our wedding, he gave me full license to do what I wanted as far as furnishings and decorations and said the place was not only his but mine as well and he wanted me to feel truly at home in every aspect.  He was so attentive and caring and couldn’t do enough to make me happy.

This also extended to the bedroom and there was nothing I enjoyed more than when we made love and he was obsessed with making sure that I was satisfied first, which was good because women sometimes take a little longer as it’s just the way we are engineered.  Because he took such good care of me, I did the same with him and made sure he had everything he wanted or needed as I loved him and wanted to keep his satisfied.

Sean and I had been living together as husband and wife for about four months and all was going great, or so I thought.  Suddenly I began to see changes in him, barely noticeable at first, but as time went on, they became more and more obvious and all in the way that he treated me, and it felt as though he was angry at me much of the time.

When I would ask if I had said or done something to upset him, he would deny it and would just say that he’d had a hard day at work and that he was sorry; but before I knew it, he was picking on me once again.  His criticisms of me ranged from me wearing too much makeup to sporting clothes that were apparently too revealing. On more than one occasion he asked if I was trying to look like a whore and attract men and asked if I was seeing anyone.  I told him that was not the case at all and the reason I fixed myself up as I did was because I wanted to look nice for him and it was my wish for him to find me attractive.

I had no idea where it was coming from, but I knew one thing, I didn’t like it and felt very uncomfortable as his personality had done a complete one eighty from when I had met him seven months prior.  I felt like I was living in a Jekyll and Hyde type of scenario.

Eventually, his anger became fully unleashed and turned physical, which was the last thing I was expecting.  Never in a million years would I have imagined the warm and wonderful man who I had fallen in love with would ever raise a hand to me, but it was true and over the next few months I learned things about my husband Sean Foster I never thought possible.

The first incident occurred one night when he walked into the utility room where I was doing laundry and wrapped his arms around me and began kissing my neck.  I then turned, kissed him, and told him I was almost finished hanging the laundry and afterward I was all his and to wait for me in the bedroom and I would be along very shortly.  Having been a man myself in a previous life I knew how they ticked and understood how important sex was to them.  I felt this provided me with insight that all females did not have and knew what most wives didn’t, that their husband needed to be take care of and I believed it was a wife’s place to make sure her partner was satisfied and to never deny them.  Two minutes hadn’t elapsed and all of a sudden, I heard him screaming at the top of his lungs.

“Brook, where the fuck are you?”

His use of language toward me was alarming, a far cry from the gentleman I had fallen in love with as he had never cursed at me until recently, right about the time his behavior changed

“One second baby,” I called out, “I promise, I’ll be right there,” and I continued putting the laundry on hangers trying to hurry because he was apparently upset.

One minute hadn’t elapsed when he stormed into the utility room in his boxers and he took the laundry I was holding in my hand, threw it on the floor, and said, “I said now bitch,” and punched me in the face causing me to bounce against the dryer and eventually landing on the floor.  I immediately started crying for two reasons, one, it hurt, and two, I was broken hearted and couldn’t believe how my husband had brutally socked me in the face.

Afterward, he apologized repeatedly swearing that it would never happen again and asked me to please keep it a secret so he wouldn’t get in trouble at work.  Since he is in law enforcement, that type of behavior would not be looked upon favorably and he could easily be ejected from his job as a result.  I agreed and for the next ten days covered my injury with makeup hoping that what he was telling me was true, that it was an isolated incident and would never happen again.

Being the optimist that I was, I felt that all was well and that our relationship was on course and the worst was behind us.  However about three weeks later I would discover otherwise. 

As we sat watching a cable news television program conclude one evening Sean began to make comments about the liberal left and their agenda using very colorful language.  I just sat there listening and didn’t say a word because I didn’t care one way or the other and didn’t get involved with political conversations. 

Finally, he asked, “Brook, you’ve been awfully quiet, what do you think?”

I was very content and feeling very unconfrontational and replied, “Sweetie, I think the world is a crazy place and there’s probably not much I can do about it.”

With a disgusted look on his face, he said, “That may be the case, but what do you think about it?  Surely, you’ve got an opinion, and I want to hear it.”

It was clear he was passionate about the story we had just watched and despite the fact that I did not share the same view the last thing I wanted to do was get into it with him because I was very happy with the peace we’d had over the last few weeks.

“Baby, politics is such a touchy subject and in the grand scheme of things I don’t even care, do we really have to talk about this?”

Raising the tone of his voice, he said, “Yes, we do.  I want to know where you stand on this?”

“But why Sean?”

With a look of contempt on his face her glared at me with disgust and replied, “I want to see what kind of person I’m married to.  That’s why.”

At that moment I was truly alarmed and knew this situation was about to escalate and not in a favorable direction.  What do I do?  If I respond and tell him what I actually think that’s not going to turn out well at all so I might as well tell him what he wants to hear and perhaps that will settle everything down and keep our household running smoothly.  It sure beat the alternative.

“I didn’t realize my opinion on this was that important to you sweetie,” I replied.

“It damn sure is and I want to hear it and right God damn fucking now.”

I obviously wasn’t going to get out of the conversation until I responded so I said, “Okay.  If you want to know what I think then I agree with you, we should take a harder line against those who don’t come into the country legally.”

After a long pause, he turned his head slightly sideways and asked, “Why didn’t you just say that?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “I don’t know, I’m just not very political I suppose,” and stood up and started walking toward the kitchen and asked, “Want a cup of hot cocoa?”

I had only taken a few steps when he suddenly rose out of his recliner at warp speed and said, “You’re not just trying to patronize me are you?”

Before I could say or do anything he exclaimed, “You don’t really believe that and you’re just saying that you left wing cunt,” and before I knew it, he had pushed me hard and the next thing I knew I was off my feet and flying through the air.  Fortunately, the wall absorbed most of the impact and I was also lucky enough to land between two studs.  However, my body did leave an impression in the sheetrock as a result and thank goodness I suffered no physical damage, however my pride was once again crushed, and I couldn’t believe what Sean had done.  This was truly not the man I had fallen in love with.

Once again, Sean asked me to please promise not to say anything to anyone as it had been a one-time thing and he swore on his mother’s life it would never happen again and reiterated that it would end his career if I said a word.  Being the good wife that I was I agreed, once again taken in by his charm as well as the pleading he had doled out while weeping and saying he was sorry.  I did not know for sure that what I was seeing was crocodile tears but suspected they might be, but I held out hope he might be telling the truth even though the little voice inside me said to sleep with one eye open.

Time marched on and it wasn’t two weeks later when the third incident occurred.  After examining the household credit card bill, he asked me about a charge for pest control service as well as for the plumber who had fixed the garbage disposal.  He was not happy at all about the charge for $400 and I showed him the invoice which detailed the parts and labor and told him that’s what the man charged.  Sean then said he remembered coming home just as the guy was leaving and as he recalled he was a good-looking young guy and very well built.  He also said that he was one of those men who kind of made women swoon and before I knew it, he was asking me if I thought he was attractive.  I told him that the day he had been there to make the repair I had been preoccupied with work and had simply let him in and had then returned to my desk and hadn’t given it much though. 

The next thing I knew, he grabbed me by my shirt collar and was screaming at me, “You two timing bitch, you let him fuck you, didn’t you?”

“Sean no, I would never do anything like that, I love you and would never cheat on you.”

I suddenly felt the impact as he punched me in the gut and as I stepped back, I couldn’t breathe as he’d knocked the wind out of me, and I lowered myself to the floor.  He was so filled with rage he didn’t even check to see if I was okay and all he did was give me one last look of disgust and then walked away.  I eventually made my way off the floor to the couch where I sat and bawled asking myself what I had done to deserve this as I was in disbelief.

That night I decided not to join him in bed because the last thing I wanted to do was be anywhere near him.  For one thing, I was afraid of him and was scared as to what he might do next, and secondly, I was disgusted with him as what he had just done was inexcusable.  This man was a complete stranger and not the gentlemen that I had I married.

When I woke the next morning about 7:30 a.m. my belly was hurting and as I sat up on the couch, I saw a piece of paper folded with my name on it.  The note said: My dearest Brook, I am so sorry for what happened last night and I am begging you to please try and find it in your heart of hearts to forgive me.  If you do, I assure you one hundred percent nothing like that will ever happen again because you are the most precious thing on Earth, and I love you more than you know.  Please let me take you out to dinner tonight, anywhere you want, we will spare no expense as I want to try to make it up to you and show you that I’m not a complete scumbag asshole as you are probably thinking that I am and if you do, I would not blame you.  Text me.  Love you.  Sean.

Suddenly the pain in my belly intensified and I had never felt anything like it before and I cried out in pain as it was unbearable.  I knew something was really wrong and that I needed medical attention so I called my sister and asked her if she could take me to the hospital.

In the emergency room they said that I was having a miscarriage and rushed me to surgery and just as they figured they were correct, I had lost my baby.

After surgery I was moved to a private room and Chloe joined me.  She told me that she had reached out to Sean and briefed him on what had happened, and he said he would be there as soon as he could.  Sis and I then sat there and wept, disappointed, as I had lost my child, and she her future niece or nephew.  I was truly overcome with grief and a range of emotions I had never thought were possible all in one sitting as I was grief stricken from the loss of my child and angry beyond belief at Sean for what he had done and for a moment I was filled with a rage toward him I never thought possible.

Chloe told me that the physician said I had probably been about five or six weeks along and then asked me if I even knew that I was pregnant and I told her that I had not.  She then said it was a shame that I lost my baby because I seemed like such a healthy young woman.  At that point I told her everything, about how Sean had changed, practically overnight, and how over the past five weeks there had been three incidents, including the one that had put me in the hospital bed where I lay at that moment.

Chloe was the best person to discuss the subject with because she was a social worker and was employed by a non-profit whose services included helping women in abusive relationships.  Her first question was why I hadn’t fought back because until not long ago I was a guy and fully capable of taking care of myself.

I told her that since my transition I had lost the aggressive tendencies that I had been born with and was scared to fight back which I would readily have done as a guy.  Additionally, I shared that I was afraid and felt helpless as Sean was stronger than me and I was petrified that he might hurt me.  I also told her that after the first incident, I had become more and more uneasy around him and had gotten to the point where I’d felt like I was walking on eggshells.

“Oh my God Brook, I wish you would have told me about this from the start because it almost never gets any better and only escalates.”

“I know, but I kept taking what he said at face value and always believed what he said, that each incident would be the last one.”

“Brook, that can only happen once he agrees to get help.  Otherwise, it just continues and you’re his punching bag every time he’s had a bad day.”

“What am I going to do sis?  I really love this man and want to live with him.”

“After he socked you in the face, pushed you into a wall and punched you in the gut, killing your baby?”

“Oh, Chloe it was an accident he would never have done that on purpose.”

“Sis, they never do it on purpose and it’s always, oh, I’m sorry I didn’t mean to do that, and it’ll never happen again, and the forgiving spouse keeps on giving them one more chance over and over again.  However, with all those hall passes they eventually learn they can keep upping the level of abuse and get away with it.  The result is that one day the loving spouse ends up in the morgue and that’s the last thing I want to see happen to you.”

“My God Chloe, what happened to the man I married?  Why can’t he come back to me?”

With a somber look on her face, she squeezed my hand and said, “Do you want the truth?”

I closed my eyes and nodded.

“Because dear sister, he never existed.  People like that wear a mask in order to land a partner knowing that’s what they have to do because no one in their right mind would hook up with someone who was abusive.  That’s part of it, meet, charm, and marry, especially someone who’s kind and sweet.  I know this probably isn’t what you want to hear but it’s the truth and I’ve been doing this long enough to know the way it works.”

“This is like a nightmare Chloe, and I keep hoping that at some point I will wake up and everything will be okay.”

“You’re pretty optimistic sis and must love him a lot.  Look, this situation isn’t good and you’re not safe living with him and my personal advice is to come and stay with me until this gets sorted out because your safety comes first.”

We heard a tapping on the door and as it pushed open Sean came walking in wearing his uniform and rushed over to me and gave me a hug which I returned.

“Oh my God Brook I came as soon as I heard.  What happened?”

Tearing up, I said, “I was pregnant and lost our baby.  Oh Sean, I am so sorry.”

Hugging me he said, “Hey, it’s okay, it wasn’t your fault.”

“You’ve got that shit right,” Chloe said.

Sean looked at her and asked, “What do you mean?”

I was horrified at this point and for two reasons, one that the two of them were going to get into it and two that Sean would be mad at me for telling her what had happened.

“You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

Turning toward her, he said, “I think you need to stay out of mine and Brook’s business, do you understand me?”

“When it comes to my sister I will always be in her business, that never ends.  I want to make one thing perfectly clear Sean, if you ever lay one finger on my sister again, I will have you in your Captain’s office so fast it will make your head spin. The department doesn’t take too kindly to officers who beat their wives.  Last I heard they even like to put them in jail.”

“I’m not one bit afraid of you.  Call the department and tell them anything you want.”

“That should be the least of your worries.  If they won’t take action, then I will.  One more time Sean, one more, understand me?”

“Or what?”

“You touch one hair on her head, and I’ll take you out myself.  Got it?”

“Are you threatening a law enforcement officer?”

“You’re actually an asshole and shouldn’t be wearing that uniform or have that badge or gun in the first place and you being a law enforcement officer, that’s questionable.  However, answering your question the answer is no.  No threat, I’m making a guarantee mother fucker.  Cross the line and your ass is mine.  Understand dickhead?”

After a long pause Chloe said, “I’ll be waiting outside and will come back in when the stench has cleared out a bit,” and she then walked out the door.

As Sean looked at me, I was afraid of his response and said, “Oh Sean, I’m so sorry but there was no way for me not to tell her what had happened.  Please forgive me and her as well because she’s just mad.”

Taking my hand, he said, “Brook, never in a million years would I have hurt our child and I swear that to you.  This has been a real wakeup call and has shown me just how out of control I’ve been. I promise going forward nothing like this will ever happen again.  Can you ever forgive me?  Please?  If you don’t and I lose you, I don’t know what I will do because you’re everything to me.  Please?”

“Sean, I love you so much and want to make this work.  I do promise to forgive you, but I need to ask you one thing.”

“Anything.”

“After I get out of here, I want to go and stay with my sister because after what happened I think I need a little time to sort everything out.  Can you survive without me for a few days?  Maybe a week.  I really need this time Sean, and I think you know that I do.”

Giving me quick kiss on the lips he said, “Sure.  I don’t blame you.  I wouldn’t want to come straight back home either.  Oh, Brook, you must think I’m some sort of a maniac and I wouldn’t blame you because I haven’t been treating you right.  Go on and visit with Chloe and relax and chill out for as long as you want and call me when you’re ready to come home.  I promise I won’t even call and ask when you will be returning, you let me know.  In the meanwhile, I will get my act together, you’ll see.  Okay?”

I nodded and said, “I love you, Sean.”

“I love you too and thanks for giving me another chance.”

Despite the fact that he had apologized again, I knew deep down inside that Chloe was right and that was only a temporary reprieve.  As much as I had originally cared for him, I felt sad inside because the love I’d had for him was gone.  It was clear that his words were hollow, and he truly didn’t love me as he said he did because you don’t brutalize someone over and over when that’s true and you definitely don’t kill their unborn baby.


Chapter 8

After spending another night in the hospital, I was discharged, and Chloe stopped by and picked me up.  We swung by the house, and I picked up enough clothing to stay with her for a week as I was not in a hurry to return home, and who would be considering what I had been through the past five weeks.

Over the next couple of days Chloe told me that she had talked to some of her contacts at Madisonville Police Department and there was a little more to Sean Foster’s background than any of us knew.  He’d been reprimanded and put on final notice after roughing up one too many individuals whether on traffic stops or when responding to domestic complaints and according to her contact, he was lucky he hadn’t been fired.  With that hanging over his head he got busy and applied to Madisonville Area Rapid Transit where he had the good fortune of landing a position. 

Chloe’s friend also found out that Sean’s previous live in love interest, who he was engaged to, had been beaten up by him several times and had refused to press charges.  Apparently, he kept asking her to return home and she kept refusing and at one point he began threatening to kill her if she did not.  She ended up moving out of state and even did a name change to hide from him and for good reason, because he had vowed to track her down and finish her off if she did not come back to him.

Sis then shared with me that this kind of behavior was not uncommon with domestic abuse especially at the extreme end of the spectrum and she told me that’s where she thought he fell and that by staying with him my life would be at risk.  I asked her if it wasn’t also true that by not going back to him that my life would also be at risk and if I didn’t, he would eventually kill me.  She said yes and unfortunately that was a possibility, but I could live at the women’s shelter and a restraining order could be put in place and though not perfect that would provide some protection.

That certainly didn’t sound like a great alternative to me because if I tried to hide locally, he would eventually find me.  If I returned home, it would be a matter of time until the abuse started again and one day, he would take it a step too far and I might not survive.  The other alternative was to take off across the country, change my name, and start a new life, which was unappealing to me as I had just started one not long ago when my gender had been swapped.  It wasn’t fair that I even had to entertain the idea of doing anything at all because I had done nothing wrong; but somehow, I was the victim and there seemed to be little protection for me.

It was clear that either way I sliced it, life wasn’t going to be easy, and my options included being his prisoner and/or losing my life whether it was by his own hand or having to start fresh somewhere else which in a sense was a form of death.  With that I knew one thing, it was him or me, and it wasn’t going to be the latter.  I knew what I had to do, and it went against everything I had been taught about right and wrong while growing up but when the game has been rigged against you where there is no protection for the innocent, and everything is structured in favor of the wicked you have no choice.  With that being said, I knew there was only one thing to do, and it would be my secret as I could never tell a soul including my sister.  Over the next few days, I would begin planning my strategy because my life depended on it, and I knew it was something I had to do and there was no other option as there was but one way out.

**********

I told Chloe that I wanted to return home and the first thing she asked me was, “Have you lost your fucking mind?”

Telling her that I loved him and wasn’t ready to give up on our relationship I also told her that I felt Sean would be okay if he could simply learn anger management and get his temper under control.  She said she had her doubts about him agreeing to getting the help he needed but thought that was a better approach than me simply agreeing to go home and getting right back in the same situation.  I shared with her my reservations about bringing it up to him personally because he had a pretty big ego and wished there was someone who could have the discussion with him instead.  She then asked what I thought about her bringing it up and asked how he would react.  I told her to strike immediately while the iron was hot because he knew he had fucked up and was presently agreeable to almost anything.

She was quite surprised at how agreeable he was and promised to enroll in a course designed to help individuals like himself and thanked her for taking the time to introduce him to the resources he needed.  He claimed the hardest part was just getting started and asked if he could ever reach out to her if he needed additional assistance.  Afterward, Chloe told me that she still had her doubts but saw the first twinkling of hope during their meeting.

Once returning home, Sean and I settled into our domestic routine rather quickly and he was very kind and loving to me, just like when we had first met.  As we would make love, I faked every bit of it and acted like I was enjoying it so I could satisfy his huge ego and keep things steady.  The man was disgusting and as he would enter me during sex it actually hurt, which I’m sure was more psychological than anything as I despised him and felt he was gross.

Sean had a twenty-gallon aquarium in the living room which contained a variety of domestic fish, all which you could readily purchase at any local pet store.  From day one he asked me never to touch it and if I saw something wrong to tell him and he would take care it.  I didn’t understand his obsession but agreed as it was his tank and his hobby.  In the weeks before the third incident where he’d belted me, he had expressed an interest in potentially buying a second aquarium and maybe adding fish to it that were a little more exotic, but nothing had ever happened as he was planning to do additional research and price new equipment.

Within a few days of my return Sean said he was thinking about getting the second tank for the living room and asked me what I thought.  I told him that I knew aquariums were something that he enjoyed and if he wanted another one to go for it.  After all, he worked hard and deserved to have anything and everything that he wanted. He then said I was the best wife ever and he appreciated how I always supported him no matter what.

Walking over to him, I gave him a kiss on the lips and said, “You know I want you to be happy sweetie and think that you should have anything that you want.”

“How did I get so lucky to get a girl like you?” he replied.

Shrugging my shoulders, I then put my arms around his neck and asked, “So how soon are you thinking about getting your additional tank?”

“I don’t know.  I was thinking about going to the fish store tomorrow and looking at their stuff and then maybe comparing it to what’s available online because maybe it’s cheaper to order it on the net and have it shipped instead.  To answer your questions maybe a week, two, three?  I don’t know.”

“If you go tomorrow, I’d be glad to ride with you.  They’ve always got such cool stuff at the fish store,” I said.

“Wouldn’t that be kind of boring for you?”

“You know it’s never boring being with you, and besides, if I did get bored, I could look around in some of the other stores in the shopping center.”


Chapter 9

The next morning, which was a Saturday, we ended up going to the fish store, as I called it, even though it was much more.  It had every kind of aquatic animal known to man as well as wide variety of tanks to hold the critters.  On top of that every kind of potential accessory one might need was also available not to mention fish food and some of it was even live.  Yuck.

After looking at what was available, Sean said he had a good idea as to what he wanted in the new tank and everything that he needed to go with it which included, gravel, accessories, lighting, etc.  He said that he planned to try and find it all online and have it shipped in instead so he could save a few bucks versus buying it there.

“Baby, how much do you think you can save by buying online?” I asked.

“A lot, probably about $100.”

Cracking a smile, I said, “You know what life is short, why don’t you let me buy it for you, right now?”

“What?  Are you kidding?  Why pay more?”

“Is the brand they have here better than what’s on the ‘net?”

Nodding, he said, “Yeah, what they have here is good stuff, no doubt about that.”

“I’ve got some mad money stashed away, plus you’ve got a birthday coming up, and if you want the tank and everything you need to go along with it, I will buy it for you right here and now.”

“Brook, I can’t let you do that.”

“Like I said sweetie, it’s yours if you want it; and besides you said its first-rate stuff, right?”

“Well, yeah, it’s the best.”

“Unless you stop me, I’m going to call the salesperson over here right now so you can tell them what you want.”

“Really Brook, we shouldn’t spend that much money.”

“We can’t take it with us.”

Giving me a big hug, he said, “God Brook, you’re the best and treat me like a prince.  Are you sure?”

I nodded and said, “I’m positive and as far as I’m concerned you deserve it.”

Upon returning home we unloaded the aquarium and its associated accessories from the car and Sean got to work setting everything up.  I asked him if he needed assistance and he told me he did not and that he had it under control.  That was good because I didn’t know the first thing about setting up an aquarium and getting it up and running, plus it gave him something to do and if he was busy that insured my safety.  This was important as he’d still not enrolled in any sort of counseling or anger management training, and I feared when the day would come where he would once again unleash his wrath upon me.  I knew it was not a matter of if but when if he didn’t get the required help but was sure he was not going to, just as Chloe suspected.

Sean spent the rest of the afternoon engrossed in setting up his new aquarium.  The next thing I knew I was feeling a little hungry and as I looked at the clock saw it was 6 p.m. and I knew it was clearly time to think about a meal together.

“Sean, I’m thinking about starting dinner, are you hungry?” I called out.

Walking into the kitchen, he said, “Hey, come check this out,” and I followed him back into the living room. 

“What do you think?” he asked as he waved his hand in front of his new fish tank.

Examining it, I saw that he had worked hard on it, and it looked really nice and appeared to be up and operating and said, “I just love it.  The rocks and plants look great, it’s almost like being on the bottom of the ocean floor.”

“Thanks baby.”

“Oh, and I think the pirate ship and treasure chest are a nice touch as well.  Kind of makes it fun, ya know?  Now all you need to do is get some fish to put in it.  Maybe you could go tomorrow.”

Shaking his head, he said, “This is a saltwater tank and I need to give it at least three days before I do anything at all because the environment needs to be just right and the water needs to be plenty warm, at least seventy-five degrees”

“Is that right?”

Nodding, he said, “It’s a little more complicated than a freshwater tank, like the other one, as there’s a lot more going on.  Didn’t you notice all the stuff I bought and how it was different from the other tank?”

Shaking my head, he then chuckled and said, “Of course not, I’ve always told you to leave the aquarium alone, my mistake.”

“And I will gladly continue to do so because you’re the expert.”

“Thanks.”

“Have you given any thought to what kind of fish you’re going to put in it?”

Nodding, he said, “I have.”

“Like what?”

“It’s a surprise.”

“A surprise?”

Nodding he said, “Yep.  I’ve decided to go with something a little exotic and I’m not going to tell you what it is, but you’ll find out soon enough.”

“What is it?  A shark?  Piranha?”

Laughing, he said, “No baby, neither of those but I do believe you will find it interesting.”

“I will just have to wait patiently,” I replied.


Chapter 10

The weekend passed and Sean returned to work and the next thing I knew it was Wednesday which meant the week was half over.  To date things had still been cool and calm and it was my wish that they stayed that way and as long as I was agreeable and kept my mouth shut, I knew the peace would last.

Wednesday was the same day that Sean came home carrying a small box which had the name of the aquarium store on it and when I asked what he had purchased he told me to be patient as I would be finding out what its contents were soon enough so I kept myself busy knowing I would find out shortly.

“Brook, are you ready to see that latest addition to our aquarium?” he called out.

“So now I get to see what you’ve been planning?” I replied.

Walking into the living room I stepped over to the aquarium and as I looked inside, I saw a small octopus which was about two inches in size sitting there dead center on the floor of the tank.  Examining it further I saw it was sort of a brownish color and had dark circles on it.

“It looks like some sort of an octopus,” I said.

“Not only that it’s a blue ring octopus.”

“I can’t say I’ve ever heard of it, but then again it’s definitely outside my area of expertise.”

“Brook it’s a pretty cool creature.  They come from the Pacific Ocean, more specifically between Japan and Australia.  Look closely and you will see it has little rings or circles.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, it does have little circles on it.”

“When threatened those little circles begin to look like blue rings, a sign that you’ve encroached on its territory, and it may strike.”

“You mean like bite?”

Nodding, he said, “Yes, and this is one little guy you wouldn’t want to get bitten by.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, these bad boys are deadly, and its bite is poisonous, one thousand times more potent than cyanide and contains enough poison to kill twenty-six adults, and there’s no known antidote to their venom.”

“Oh my God Sean.  That sounds scary.”

“Not to worry, he’s in there and we’re out here, and besides they’re naturally a very shy creature and prefer to hide in the shadows and avoid confrontation.”

Looking at him, I said, “He doesn’t have to worry about me, I have every intention of staying on his good side, he can count on that.”

He chuckled and said, “So aside from your husband bringing home a dangerous pet, what do you think of it?”

Nodding I said, “I think it’s pretty cool.  I’ll tell you one thing, if you have company over it’s definitely a conversation starter if you’re looking for something interesting to talk about.  Where did you come up with the idea if I might ask?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “You know how I like aquariums?”

I nodded.

“I guess somehow while thinking about getting a second one and doing web searches, as I have been for some time, the blue ringed octopus just popped up out of nowhere, and it seemed rather interesting, and poof, we have one of our very own.”

Still looking at the little guy, now moving around the tank I asked, “He’s in there all by himself.  Think he’s lonely?  Do we need to get him a girlfriend or some little fish friends?”

“I think you’re only supposed to keep one in a tank.  From what I understand they don’t play nicely together and would probably end up fighting it out to the death.”

“What about other fish then?”

“He would probably eat them.  I will be feeding him stuff I got from the store which I will be keeping in the freezer.”

“So, they have a particular diet they must follow?”

Nodding, he said, “Yes.  They like things like small crustaceans, shrimp, and crabs.”

“And you will be feeding him, and Sean that is not a question but a statement.”

He laughed and said, “Yes, and don’t touch the tank, at all.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice and be careful yourself and make sure that you don’t stick your hand in the tank.”

“If needed, I could stick my hand in the tank, that wouldn’t be a big deal.  Besides it would only be for a second, if I needed to.  I’m pretty fast and could pull it out before he could bite me.”

“It would probably be best if you don’t.”

“Start your smart phone and record me, okay?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I grabbed it off the end table and pointed it right at him and said, “Action.”

Pulling the lid back he put his hand into the tank and said, “See, no problem.  I’m quick, he could never reach me in time,” and then laughed.

“Sean sweetie, you’re scaring me.  That thing is deadly, and I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

Removing his arm, he then put the top back in place and then chuckled and said, “See, what did I tell you.”

I stopped recording, lay the smart phone down on the end table and then said, “I think you just about scared me to death,” and then placed my hand on my chest and added, “Oh my God, I think my heart is beating about a hundred miles a minute.”

“Relax baby, it’s all good,” and he then turned back toward the tank and continued to observe his new pet octopus swimming about.

“A lot of the time they don’t live very long.”

“What?  I asked.

“The blue ring octopus doesn’t live very long outside of its native habitat.  Statistically this little guy will probably live somewhere between a few weeks to a few months.  It’s a real transition them being whisked away from the warm and shallow Pacific waters where they thrive.  Anyway, we will enjoy him while we can.”

He continued to study the tank and the octopus and then said, “Look, he’s found a place to hide.”

I walked over and saw the little guy had squeezed in between a couple of rocks and said, “Wow, he sure can get into tight places.”

“Yep, and that’s why we have to keep the lid closed at all times because they can squeeze through the tiniest openings.”

“You can count on me; we certainly don’t want him loose in the house.  Anyway, how about I go start dinner?”

“Sounds good Brook.”

I had only taken a few steps when he added, “Maybe you’re right, perhaps it should have a friend or companion.”


Chapter 11

I was sitting on the living room couch crying when Chloe walked in, and she stepped to the side as the medics picked up the stretcher and then began walking toward the door.

“Brook, they’ve got his head covered up.  Is Sean…?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, he’s gone,” and then leaned over, put my face in my hands and continued to cry.

Sitting down beside me she put her arm around me and said, “On the phone you said something had happened with Sean and the first thing that came to mind was that he had hurt you again.”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, nothing like that.”

“My God Brook, what happened?”

Before I could respond, the detective from Madisonville Police Department, a young man in his late twenties wearing a black leather jacket said, “Excuse me, we think we have everything that we need and are going to leave now.  We will be returning the two blue rings to you after we’ve compared their toxin to the one in your husband’s system, which is just a formality.”

Still sniffling I said, “Okay, thank you.”

“Are you okay?” he asked.

Nodding, I said, “Fine.”

Cutting in, Chloe added, “Hello Detective, I’m her sister and will stay with her as long as necessary.”

Handing me his business card, he said, “If there’s anything you would like to add feel free to give us a call.  It’s very unfortunate and a little bizarre but not totally out of the norm for stuff like this to happen, especially when people fool around with things which they shouldn’t be, like exotic pets.  I hope I’m not speaking out of turn by saying that.”

“No, not at all,” I replied.

Then looking at me he said, “I understand that Sean used to be an officer with us, and we are always sad to lose one of our own.  I’m sorry for your loss Miss,” and headed out the door closing it behind him.

“Brook, are you okay to talk?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Can you tell me what in the hell is going on?  Apparently, your husband is dead and there are police cars as well as an ambulance out front, detectives looking the place over and I’m the only one that doesn’t know what’s going on.”

“Sorry, I guess you did kind of walk in on the tail end of it all.”

After a long pause, I asked, “Where do I start?”

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “At this point, maybe the beginning?”

“I guess that’s as good a place as any, so I will tell you exactly what I told the police.  Remember how I came home about two weeks ago?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Sean had been talking for some time about wanting a second aquarium for the living room and upon my arrival had mentioned it once again.  A few days later we went shopping for one at a local pet store and I got him a brand new one which I told him was an early birthday present.  Upon returning home he set it up and prepared the tank and a few days later added its new resident, something called a blue ringed octopus.”

“Not sure that I’m familiar with those sis.”

“They’re pretty exotic and fairly small and if you look in that tank you might see one,” I said as I pointed toward the aquarium.

“It’s deadly if it bites you and I was actually quite shocked that he would buy such a thing.”

“How deadly is it?” she asked.

“The little guy is only a couple of inches long and it’s venom is one thousand times more potent than cyanide and can kill twenty-six men.”

“What the hell was he thinking even bring something like that into the house?”

“I don’t know Chloe, I honestly don’t.  Anyway, a couple of days ago he returned home at the end of the day….”

“On Monday?”

“Yes, after work, and he had another blue ring octopus that he added to the tank.  I asked him if that was wise as we didn’t want the two of them to get into it and kill each other as they’re a peculiar little critter.  He said it was okay and what he actually wanted to see was them getting into it and duking it out like predator against predator.”

“Oh my God Brook, that seems like a pretty cruel thing to do, setting it up where two very territorial animals are bound to kill one another.  How barbaric.  Did you say anything?”

“Are you kidding?  With Sean?”

“I see your point, he’s definitely a guy that you have to, I mean had to, and sorry about that by the way ….”

“Not a problem sis.”

Continuing she said, “Be careful saying anything that he might take offense to, which was a lot.”

“Exactly, so I said nothing.”

“Probably a smart move.”

“Anyway, when he got home tonight about 5:00 p.m., he had a rum and cola and then took a couple of those over-the-counter sleep aid pills and said he was going to nap for a bit before dinner as he was feeling tired.  For some reason he’d been having trouble sleeping the past week.  I told him, no problem, I would wake him up when dinner was ready.”

“It’s probably not too smart drinking alcohol and taking any sort of sleeping pill,” she said and then added, “But I know ….”

We then said in unison, “You can’t say anything to him.”

“About 7:00 p.m. he got up and said he felt fairly rested, and I told him his timing was perfect as dinner was only about twenty minutes away from being done and he then headed into the living room.  The next thing I knew he was hollering that the cleaning magnet on the back of the tank had fallen off and he removed the top and then stuck his hand down the back trying to find it so he could reattach it to the glass.”

“With those deadly things in there?”

I nodded, and said, “Yes, and I was scared to death and told him to take his hand out because I didn’t want him to get bitten.”

“Brook, that’s almost unbelievable that he would be that arrogant.”

Pulling out my smartphone, I showed her the clip I had taken a week before where he was sticking his hand in the tank and saying that he wasn’t afraid and was too fast for the octopus.

“Oh my God Brook, he really was nuts doing something like that.”

“Chloe he could be so arrogant at times, just like when he took a couple of sleeping pills tonight, instead of one as prescribed, written right on the side of the bottle.”

“Anyway, he kept fooling around running his hand along the bottom looking for the stupid magnet and the next thing I knew he was pulling his hand out and said that he thought he’d been bitten by one or both of them.  Running into the living room I looked at his hand and saw a couple of small, barely noticeable marks and told him to put some pants on and that time was of the essence.  We needed to get him to the hospital immediately and I would drive him.  He headed toward the bedroom to get his shoes and I went to the kitchen to turn the stove and oven off.

When I returned to the bedroom, he was sitting on the side of the bed claiming he was sick at his stomach and also said his visions was blurred and I told him that we needed to leave for the hospital immediately.  He said he as too sick to even move and that’s when I called 911 as it was clear he wasn’t even able to make it to the car.  Next thing I knew he was no longer sitting up and I didn’t know what to do and that’s when I called you.  Shortly after we spoke the ambulance arrived and pronounced him dead,” and I then began to sniffle, and sis once again put her arm around me attempting to console me.

“Brook, I am so sorry, I know you really loved him, despite all.”

“At this point there’s just nothing to say, I’m all alone.”

“Oh Brook, you are not, I’m always here for you, and don’t forget that.”

“Thanks sis.”


Chapter 12

After Sean’s passing, I stayed in the house for a couple of months and after doing a little work on it put it on the market and sold it.  I thought it was a good decision because I simply didn’t need two thousand square feet of single-family home to keep up with and take care of.  The place was also full of memories, which were none too pleasant, and if I had stayed there each and every room where I had been abused would have been a constant reminder of them.  I was truly glad to leave.

Upon closing the deal, I moved into a cozy condo which was the perfect place for a single girl like myself to call home.  It had an outside patio where I loved to sit and sip a glass of wine while I watched the sunset and patiently wait for the stars to come out.  I would often look up at the night sky and think of the visitors who I met in the woods that night and speculate which point of light in the sky they might have come from.  It is hard not to think of that fateful evening in the forest where my life was turned upside down forever.  I know their intentions were good, but they had no idea how much their decision would impact me, in ways neither they nor I could have imagined.

I don’t resent them for deciding to save me as it was better than the alternative of losing my life, but it did send me down an unexplored path that I would never have traveled otherwise.  The funny thing is that if I could go back in time, I wouldn’t change what happened, except my experience with Sean, because I truly love being a woman.  It’s a much more comfortable existence than being a guy and the societal expectations you’re raised with such as being a manly man, moving up in your career, making lots of money, getting a pretty wife, buying a big house, etc. are simply not there.  I feel like I can just be me and in so many ways I wish I had been born a girl in the first place and feel I should have been.  I think what I’m trying to say it that after I became a female it was like finally arriving home. 

I never wanted what happened with Sean to occur, God knows, and I was shocked that it did, and in my wildest dreams I would never have guessed he was the raging maniac he was.  However, after the third occurrence as well as the information that Chloe dug up from her friend as Madisonville P.D., it was clear I would never have the old Sean back as he never really existed.  If I continued living with him my new reality would be what I had recently experienced with him, and my future would be one where I lived in fear each and every day as that is the life of a victim of domestic violence.  The moment I truly realized there would be no happy ever after and that the terror would never end is when I hatched the plan I did.

The day at the hospital when I discovered that he had killed my baby, I was filled with a hatred as I had never felt before and knew right then and there that my relationship with him was over and he couldn’t be allowed to get away with what he’d done.  The words I spoke to Chloe while lying in the hospital bed where I said I still loved him, and it was an accident, and he didn’t mean to do it were bullshit, as that’s exactly what I wanted her to think, just as when he rushed into the room and asked me for forgiveness after killing our child.

When I got out of the hospital and went to stay with sis I began to think, that maybe, just maybe, I could leave him instead of getting revenge but after discovering that he had a long history of domestic abuse was when I knew I had no option but to execute the plan I’d already thought out and step one was telling Chloe that I loved him and wanted to go back to him.

Sean had been talking for some time about wanting to get a second aquarium and all I did was help him along.  When he was asleep or taking a shower, I would get on his smartphone and run additional searches about aquariums as well as the blue ring octopus and then deleted the search results in the browser history afterward.  When you do something like this it causes those exact subjects to start popping up everywhere from your social media account to your online videos to the ad banners in your email not to mention your news feed.  I did this over and over upon arriving home feeling confident he would take an interest in accelerating his purchase of an aquarium and secondly the blue ring octopus.

Where did I come up with the idea of the blue ring octopus?  That day at the hospital when I was moved from surgery to my room, the TV was playing and as I lay there waiting on Chloe to come up to the room, a documentary was playing on a science channel which just happened to discuss ocean life in the Pacific from Japan all the way down to Australia.  When they began to talk about the blue ring octopus and how deadly it was, it caught my attention, and I was fascinated at how something so small could be so deadly.

My hubby developed an interest in the blue ring octopus without saying a word and even kept it a secret from me, but I knew he was thinking about getting one because I put the idea in his head.  I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist buying one because it was deadly, just as he was.  When you’re dealing with a sick bastard like Sean you realize something rather quickly, that they like things that are just as dangerous as they are because on some level it’s almost like being with one of their own kind as strange as that sounds. 

There’s no doubt that Sean was dangerous, just like the octopus.  However, he was downright mean, and the octopus was not as the little guys are actually shy creatures and try to hide versus get into confrontations.  But they are deadly and can take care of themselves which they do very well by first lighting up their blue rings and then attacking only if necessary.  Sean on the other hand was outright vicious and attacked the defenseless where the blue rings do not.

When Sean brought up the idea about getting the aquarium, I was ready, willing, and able to go to the store with him and wanted to make sure he purchased it right then and there which was why I offered to buy it for him on the spot.  After putting the aquarium together that day, I knew this would accelerate his getting a blue ring octopus, which I confirmed when he went to bed that night when I saw a charge come through on his credit card.  I then got on his phone and saw an email from the pet store seeing he had purchased his new octopus and it even gave the estimated delivery date.

After getting his new pet a few days later and putting it in the tank I made sure that I made a comment about not sticking his hand in the tank, being pretty sure that he would do it just to try and be funny as only an asshole would do something like that, plus he was trying to scare me, and I really played it up.  The video I shot was paramount as well as it showed he would readily do something stupid like stick his hand in a tank that had the world’s most deadly octopus, as I would need that later.  That same evening was when I also mentioned twice about potentially putting other creatures in the tank as well and that got him thinking about it.  With a little more social engineering on his smartphone articles about putting blue rings in tanks with other aquatic life kept popping up, and the next thing I knew he was bringing another one home, he just couldn’t resist.  Then there were two of them, packing a combined punch of being 2,000 times more poisonous than cyanide and capable of killing fifty-two men.

I then began putting small amount of caffeine in his food, which was disturbing his sleep, causing him to buy the sleep aid pills, which he himself purchased at a local pharmacy.  When he asked if I could pick some up for him one morning, I told him I could not, making up a wide range of excuses why I would be busy all that day.  Reason being was that I wanted him to go into the drug store and have a conversation with the pharmacist about the best kind of sleeping pills to buy and then purchase and pay for them himself.  This would remove any and all doubt that I bought them and potentially used them in a manner other than I described to the police.

The night of Sean’s passing was a bit different that the one described to the police or Chloe and went more like this.  When he arrived at home, he said he was a bit tired, and I suggested he take a nap and he said he wasn’t that tired and didn’t want to mess up his sleep that night.  I then brought him a mixed drink, in which I had placed two sleep aid pills and a short while after drinking this drink, he went into the bedroom and said he was taking a nap and he was out cold.

Looking at the clock, it was now 7:00 p.m. and going into the laundry room I brought the bucket with the two blue rings that I had taken out of the tank shortly before Sean arrived home, went into the bedroom and gently lifted them out one at a time with a large plastic spoon and placed them on Sean’s hand as he slept.  They’re not often all that aggressive unless threatened, so I nudged them a little and as I watched them, I could tell that they had bitten him and as it is difficult to feel their bite Sean never felt a thing and his slumber was undisturbed.

I then put them back in the bucket and returned them to the aquarium and then took a couple of cups of water which I put in the bucket.  Afterward I pulled the exterior cleaning magnet off the back and the interior one fell to the floor of the aquarium and then I waited patiently.

Next thing I knew, Sean was calling out saying that something was wrong with him, and his stomach was upset, and his vision was hazy, and we needed to go to the hospital.  I told him to get dressed and I would take him.  When I went to the bedroom a few minutes later and I told him I was ready to go he said that he was too sick to move.  This was not totally unexpected as the poison was working on him quickly and he momentarily lost consciousness and fell flat on his back. 

I then took a sponge and dipped it in the water that was in the bucket and painted his arm with it.  This was so that when they did the autopsy there would be water from the saltwater aquarium on it, which would help to confirm my story stating that he had been bitten by the octopi while putting his arm in the tank.

Then I washed out the sponge, emptied out the bucket, rinsed it out, and put it back in the garage before calling 911 frantically telling them to come quickly as something was wrong with my husband.  Upon hanging up with them I called sis and asked her to come over as well. 

That my friend is how I made the world a better place that fateful evening, even though by global standards it was small, but in the end, I had removed a wicked individual.  Sean’s reign of terror was over.

I’m saddened as I think about the unborn child that I will never know.  My baby and I were cheated by Sean, it out of being born and living a full and joyful life, while I never knew the joy of raising and loving it as my own, all because of my late husband’s twisted personality.

You may think I’m an evil bitch, perhaps even a murderess and you can think what you like.  However, I did what I had to do to make sure justice was served as my baby’s killer didn’t deserve to walk around unpunished, and neither did the man who beat me so mercilessly and while we’re at it let’s not forget the women before me who he also terrorized.

My actions undoubtedly saved my own life as it was only a matter of time until he would have lashed out at me again and the day would have come when he went too far, and he would have taken my life.  It was him or me and God forgive me for thinking of myself first as I had no choice because there was only One Way Out, and I took it.
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Also, please visit Madison’s Goodreads Author Page At:

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

Madison McCall’s Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks
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