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REBORN

Man Magically Becomes Woman and Gets Pregnant

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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“Why don’t you quit that job and give up on the promotion? You’re so miserable selling insurance, Jeremy. You were so much happier when we were working at the drive-in together,” says Debra.

My friend means well, but she doesn’t understand what it’s like now that her husband pays all the bills while she stays home with the kids. We used to work as servers at a drive-in together. Then we became managers. We had a blast, but no man came to sweep me off my feet.

I’ve been waiting for my prince, but gay men don’t want me. All they see is the scar on my face and the two missing fingers on my left hand. I got caught in a fire. Woke up in the middle of the night to smoke. The fire door closed on my hand as I was trying to escape the apartment building. It was the most terrifying night of my life.

Not everyone made it alive. I was one of the lucky few. Lucky to have survived with my pinkie and ring finger gone. Not that I’ll need it since it’s likely I’ll never find a man to marry. They don’t want my scarred, oversized body.

“They’re about to promote me. I can’t give up now,” I say.

Debra picks up her chocolate croissant and takes a bite, nodding as she swallows. “Yeah, you said that last time, and what did they do? They respected you at the restaurant.”

“It’s not the same. Managing a restaurant is different than running an office, and I’ll be making more at the insurance agency.”

“What about that new guy? Orlando?”

I groan. Orlando has been gunning for the office manager job ever since he walked through the agency’s door six months ago. My blood boils every time I think about his handsome face and charismatic energy.

There’s a chance he’ll get the promotion, even though the owners promised it to me after they passed over me last time for someone who’d been there less time.

“Don’t say his name.”

Debra frowns. “People are cruel. Why not go somewhere they treat you with dignity? That’s all I’m saying.”

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to stay there if they give Orlando the promotion.”

“How are his sales?”

Her question is like a knife to the gut. “Decent,” I say through gritted teeth. Orlando passed me in sales last month by a few dollars and is on track to pass me by much more this month. It’ll probably be the nail in my coffin. At least there’s more to my life than my job.

“I see,” Debra says. She must see the truth written all over my face. She’s silent for a moment before mentioning her husband and some classes he’s been taking at the gym. “Are you still riding your bike?”

“Yeah, I’m going to the trails after this.”

“Be careful. I’ve heard people die on those.”

“We all die eventually,” I say. Off-road biking was something I started after my brush with death. It hasn’t made me skinny like I’d hoped when I began, but it gives me something better than a slim waist. Riding down those hills makes me feel alive. Feeling that wind in my hair is better than any promotion could ever be, and I’ll have to remember that when they pick Orlando over me to run the office.

Debra winces. “Don’t say that. I hate thinking about death. You can’t give up if they promote Orlando over you. Maybe you’re not meant to work in the insurance industry. Maybe you’re meant to do something else. Be someone else. Your story is inspiring. Why don’t you make money giving mountain biking classes?”

“It’s my hobby. I don’t want to make it my job.”

Debra shrugs and sips the last bit of her coffee. We never catch up as much as we used to, but I don’t blame her. She has two kids and a husband now. Their attention takes up most of her time, so I only smile when Debra stands and gathers her bag.

“This was fantastic. I love seeing you, Jeremy. Don’t give up.”

“I won’t,” I say.

Debra leans down to kiss me on the cheek, and then she’s out the door. I gather our dishes and take them to the tub by the trash can. I pull down the edges of my shirt to make sure nobody glimpses my skin and then leave.

***

The fresh air flowing past as I fly down the hillside makes me forget all my issues. I follow the trail, turning left and then the right, grinning like wild when my tires slide against the dirt. My heart races. It pounds in my chest, but this adrenaline keeps me going.

Holding on to these moments gets me through those times when someone makes a disparaging comment about my scars or looks at my missing fingers like they might get hurt by their absence.

I’m cruising down the hill, lost in a sense of wonder at nature’s beauty, when I hit a rock that sends me flying over my bike. I hit my shoulder and roll down the hill. Rocks and branches rough me up as I tumble. I don’t know where I’ll land, but I feel like it’s at death’s feet.

I’ve already escaped death once. Why should I get lucky I second time? I accept my fate and close my eyes, letting the hill take me where it may. Waiting for a rock to smash my skull and end everything, but it doesn’t happen.

Instead of dying, a pool of water catches me. I splash into it without the energy to swim. My eyes flutter as I keep sinking, yet magically, it feels like I can breathe in the water. I don’t know where I am or if this will be my end, but I’m too tired to fight the sleep overtaking my body.

I close my eyes and keep sinking deeper into the water, hoping someone will pull me to the surface before it’s too late.
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I wake up with no idea where I am, but I can tell it’s early morning by the dew on the grass and the lightness of the sky. I stir, realizing I’m no longer in the pool of water. Nor am I anywhere near the hills. They’re off in the distance while I’m on a plain.

Something is off about my body. It feels smaller. My heartbeat ticks up as I register the ridge of my chest and the fullness of my hair. It was thinning with a massive bald spot in the back, but it seems to have grown to my shoulders.

Panic overcomes me as I glance around, wishing for anyone to help me, but all I see are insects and birds. They ignore me as I dig my hands into the ground, trying to hold my slipping grip on reality.

Am I dreaming?

I ask myself the question, but the answer must be ‘no’. How can I be dreaming a scene with this much vivid detail? How can I feel the breeze? Touch the ground? Hear the birds and insects?

I move around and get to my hands and knees, and that’s when the truth hits me. There’s a clear absence between my legs. I reach between my thighs and gasp when I touch my flower. It has replaced what was there before, and I don’t know how to feel.

I’ve never been attracted to women, but I’ve always envied how easily they can approach men. How men approach them. Even Debra has a handsome husband who comes home every night. Provides for her. He loves her unconditionally, and nobody judges their relationship. People don’t see it as wrong. Debra and her husband are enjoying everything beautiful the world offers with none of the downsides.

My body is no longer the same. I’m still thick, but my curves are smoother. My breasts are large, and my ass is voluptuous. I don’t know how it’ll ever fit in a pair of jeans, but I desperately need some denim to cover my bare skin. Now that I’m more alert, I feel exposed, like anyone could come along to see me.

There’s nobody in sight, though. Maybe I walked from the woods to the plain while in a delirious state. I’ll have no idea. All I know is that I can’t stay here. Not without my phone. Water. Or anything else.

I run to the nearest tree and break off a branch with leaves. There is enough to give me a covering until I get to the woods. The mosquitoes attack the moment I step through the wall of trees. I watch the path, careful not to step on a rock or a stick, praying that nobody comes along before I can find something better to wear.

There are several trees with large leaves in the forest. I grab a few and tie them around my thick body with some thin branches. The makeshift outfit is barely staying up, but I hope it’s enough to get me home. The trail leads to my neighborhood, but it’s about a three-hour walk.

I trudge along, ignoring the few stares I get. Not that any of those assholes offer help. They just look at me with disgusted eyes, like they’ve never seen a woman without money. I could be a sex-trafficking victim, and they don’t even offer a sip of water.

The journey feels like the longest three hours of my life, but I finally make it to my neighborhood, which feels like the most dangerous part of the trip so far. These are my neighbors. People who know the old me. The man I used to be, and these same people will probably wonder why a woman with leaves wrapped around her body is trying to get inside.

I push away those dark thoughts. I have no ID. No phone. No money. My home is the only place I can go to get money that won’t require letting a man stick his member in one of my holes.

There’s a key hidden in the backyard. I run around and undo the latch on the side gate, rushing to the random flowerpot where I hid the key years ago. It’s still there, covered in dirt. I pick up the key and race to the backdoor. I feel strangely odd as I enter the key into the lock, like I’m breaking into my own house.

Nobody seems to notice me as I slip inside. The air inside smells stale, like I haven’t been home in days. I race around opening windows while searching for any clues about what might have happened to me. Any clues to tell me why in the world I woke up in a woman’s body.

There’s nothing obvious, but three days have passed since I went bike riding when I check the date on my computer. I race around, but my phone isn’t here. Neither is my wallet. I can’t find anything I had with me the day I went tumbling down the small mountain.

I turn on the television, and by chance, they’re talking about me on the news. Seeing my picture on the screen steals my attention. I sit on the couch, looking at the TV with wide eyes.

The search for Jeremy Summers continues. Authorities assume he died during the crash, but they have yet to find his body. Only his possessions. It’s a mystery that deepens with every turned leaf. More on this story after the break.

The program cuts to commercials. My heart leaps. I want to jump through the screen and beg them for more information, but have they not given me everything I need?

People are assuming Jeremy, me, has died. They’ll never believe it if I tell the truth, either. If they find me here, they’ll assume I killed Jeremy to rob his house. They’ll lock me up and convict me of murder before they believe I landed in a bath of water and woke up as a woman.

My mind races as I consider my options. There aren’t many, so I run upstairs. I shower as quickly as I can, put on some sweatpants, a t-shirt, and pull my hair back into a bun with a rubber band.

I love my new feminine look. I have light brown hair, hazel eyes, and a thick hourglass figure. There are a few rolls on my stomach, but I feel a million times more comfortable in my body than I did as Jeremy. There’s something so sexy about my feminine frame.

I have to pull myself away from the mirror, remembering that the cops could show up at any point and would have every reason to arrest me.

There’s a duffel bag in my old closet. I stuff it with unisex clothes, some cash I have stuffed in a fireproof safe, and enough dry food to get me through a few days. As much as I’d love to stay at this house, I can’t.

I take a deep breath and step back outside, feeling like the world is suddenly much more dangerous than it’d been. I lock the door and put the key back in its hiding spot. The house looms over me. I stare at it for a moment before sneaking out to the sidewalk.

There’s nothing I can do now except survive. Whatever life I had as Jeremy is gone. They’re looking for his dead body and won’t believe me if I told them the truth. I take a deep breath, and then I run as far away from the house as I can.
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Public transportation in the city is terrible. I’m waiting for a bus, feeling like I might die of boredom as I stand on the sidewalk. It never comes on time. The weather is terrible. I’m under a covering, but rain splashes my shoes. Too bad I don’t have a choice.

Life as a woman isn’t easy. A few weeks have passed since I ran away from my old house with nothing except what I had in a duffel bag.

I’ve been sleeping at a motel with weekly rates for the past three weeks, trying my best to figure out this womanhood thing. Blood trickled down my thighs last week, but a friendly woman at the pharmacy counter talked me down from a ledge. She helped me buy pads and told me how to use them with the most curious eyes I’d ever seen.

I don’t blame her. To the outside world, I’m a woman in her early thirties who comes off as she’s been stashed away in a cave for years. I’ve come a long way since waking up in that field, though. Now I have pads, cute clothes, and some makeup to doll up my face.

Being a woman isn’t all that bad now that I’m getting the hang of it. The news stories about my disappearance have basically stopped. They’ve given up looking for my body and assume I’m dead.

Today is my rebirth. I have an appointment with a shady guy on the other side of town if the bus will ever show. He promises to have legit documents. I’ve been waiting for over a week, but he said his connection at the government office has finally delivered all the papers I’ll need to assume a new identity.

The bus arrives ten minutes later than scheduled, but I smile at the bus driver. What has he done to deserve any hostility? I take a seat by the window, wondering what my new name will be.

I arrive forty minutes later than I would have if I had a car, but what can I do? Nobody asked me questions when I checked in at the motel, and I’ve kept to myself since, only going to the store to buy snacks to get me through the day.

I went to the Chinese buffet once after shopping for clothes, but it was an uncomfortable experience. People stared at me. I felt like they could see right through me, like they knew I’d only just become a woman a few weeks ago.

People on the bus do the same, stealing glances of me. I wonder if I’ve done my makeup poorly, even though I precisely followed the instructions from the online tutorials I’d found. I shaved my legs and even bought girly perfume.

Everything looked fine to me when I checked myself in the mirror, but the lighting at the motel is so terrible. Who’s to say I did well?

I get off when my GPS says I’ve arrived, immediately wishing I had thought twice about this plan. Dilapidated buildings line the street. There are two cars with cinderblocks holding them off the ground. I hold the bottom of my dress, feeling so out of place as I walk along the cracked sidewalk to a house that looks like it could star in a horror film.

“Save me,” I say to myself as I climb the first step. I squeal when the concrete crumbles under my heel.

A man down the street notices me. His attention doesn’t leave me after he spots me, making me feel exposed and afraid. I go between watching him and the steps as I climb to the door. Heels are no joke, and I wonder if I would have garnered less attention by dressing less feminine. I don’t have to leave the house like one of the online girls for every trip.

A man with a scruffy beard and thin arms answers the door. A gust of stale cigarette smoke smacks me in the face.

“You the girl coming for the ID?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Do you have them?”

“Only if you got the cash.”

I glance down the street, and the other man is still watching me, so I don’t take the cash out of my purse. I worry he won’t be gone by the time I have to come out to catch the next bus, which could take forever to arrive in this city.

“Don’t worry. I do,” I say and tap my bag. “Do you mind if we do this inside?”

The man narrows his eyes. “You a cop?”

“No, but your creepy neighbor is watching us.”

“He ain’t no snitch, but I can’t say the same about you. Come around to the backyard if you don’t want people seeing us.”

The man slams the door in my face. I swallow a breath, not wanting to go anywhere near his backyard, but I don’t have a choice if I want my papers. The other guy down the street hasn’t gotten any closer, so I tell myself he’s harmless, even though nothing in this rundown neighborhood looks safe.

My heels dig into the yard as I make my way along the side of the man’s house. He’s waiting in a plastic lawn chair when I turn the corner. He has an official-looking folder in his hand.

“Why you look so scared?”

I swallow a breath and try to fix my face, but I doubt there’s much hope. I’m terrified down to my bones. “These past few weeks have been the longest of my life.”

“Why’s that, sugar? You running from a man who’s been beating on you?”

My body flushes at the genuine concern in this stranger’s voice. I’ve been so afraid that he might hurt me, and he’s been worried that a man is coming after me.

“No, it’s not that. Is that who you normally help? Battered women?”

“I try not to ask many questions, but I’ve seen some bruised-up girls calling me for ID. You have on a lot of makeup. Figured it was to cover up your black and blue,” he says with a shrug.

“No, it’s more complicated than that.”

He nods curtly. “Don’t got to tell me more than that, Miss. Give me the money, and you can be on your way with a new identity.”

“What’s my new name? Do you know?”

“You’ll be Amy Gold, according to the documents I have.”

“Amy Gold?”

“That’s right. So, the money?”

I gasp and open my bag, pulling out a grand in hundreds. “Sorry, here you go.”

“And here you go.” The man passes me the folder with all the papers. I take it and open them, amazed by how official they all look. They are exactly like the ones I had as Jeremy, except now I’m a pretty girl named Amy Gold, and I’m ready to introduce myself to the world.

Much to my relief, the man down the street is leaning into a car talking to someone else when I leave the backyard. I walk as fast as I can to the corner, and then I run in my heels to the bus stop, feeling like the luckiest girl in the world because a bus is pulling up right when I get there.

I get on the bus with a wild smile. “Hi, I’m Amy.”

The bus driver looks at me like I’ve lost my mind, but then she offers a warm smile. “Nice to meet you, Amy. Please take a seat.”

I grab my ticket and take a seat, finally feeling like everything might turn out okay since turning into a woman.
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“Ms. Gold?”

I’m sitting in a lobby full of applicants, but I have a fake resume and three burner phones for each ‘reference’ listed. This job is mine.

“Here.” I stand and extend my hand toward the interviewing manager. I’m wearing a white dress that stops halfway down my thighs. The manager notices my legs, which are heightened with a pair of white strappy heels. My jewelry is colorful. Artisanal works that I found at a garage sale.

I barely have any of the cash left that I took from my old house, which I found out my parents have listed for sale, so I can’t lose this opportunity. This job is mine. It has to be.

“Please, have a seat.”

I sit across from the manager, mindlessly pushing my chest together with my arms. I hope he doesn’t notice that I’m doing it on purpose, but his eyes are on my rack. It’s amazing how easily distracted men are by a pair of breasts.

“Thank you for giving me this chance,” I say in my new girly voice. I woke up with it, and it’s as high as a helium-filled balloon. “I just moved to the city and would love to work for this outstanding company.”

“What do you know about running a restaurant?”

“I ran a high-volume drive-in for years. It was a remarkable experience, but then I took time off to bike across Canada.”

“You biked across Canada?”

“Yes,” I say with a giggle. “I know it doesn’t look like it with these curves, but I did.”

The man blushes, shaking his head. “You’re far from fat if that’s what you’re trying to say. Women look best with a little meat on their bones.”

I grin, loving how this man is clearly attracted to me. He clears his throat and picks up a stack of papers on his desk.

“Right, so Ms. Gold.”

“Please, call me Amy.”

“What do you know about opening a restaurant, Amy? We’re a fast-growing local chain, and we need a manager who’ll steer the ship in the right direction. Those first reviews and customer experiences will be some of the most important.”

I uncross and cross my legs to give myself a moment. Too bad there’s a desk between us, or Mr. Manager would have gotten a show.

“You’re right. I’ve never opened a store. The drive-in was established when I got there, but our sales grew under my leadership. We became the best store of the three the owners had after being the worst.”

The manger’s eyes light up at my story. It’s a true one, but those were Jeremy’s accomplishments. Maybe I’ll tell my old friends and family the truth one day, but it’s too soon. I have to establish Amy’s life, my life, first.

“That’s impressive, Amy. Don’t tell anyone, but you’re my favorite interviewee so far. You’re so poised and polished compared to what I usually see. The final decision isn’t up to me, but I’ll certainly put in a good word for you with the higher ups.”

I beam, flashing the manager all my pearly white teeth. I tussle my hair and let it fall down my back as I pretend not to notice him watching my swaying breasts.

“It’s so hot in here. Will they fix the air conditioning before they open the store?”

“Yes, they’re working on it now. Don’t worry.”

I rest my hands in my lap, looking the manager in the eye. “So, you’ll call me with some good news?”

“I hope so,” he says.

“Me too. I’d better get going. Talk soon.”

He waves lazily, bringing a smile to my face. If only he weren’t going to be my future coworker. My new body is craving a man, and the desire only grows as time passes.

***

It’s my second day on the new job as a store manager. It’s been a long few weeks of corporate training classes, but I’ve survived. Becoming Amy has been a blessing in disguise. They don’t see a lonely man when they look at me, and I feel much more social than I ever did as Jeremey.

Two other women were training with me: Mary and Carol. Mary will be my assistant manager at the store, and Carol is taking over another store that the company is opening, but it’s all the way on the other side of town, and I don’t yet have a car.

They almost didn’t give me the job when they found out about my lack of transportation, but the motel is around the corner from the restaurant, so they’re willing to give me a chance.

It’s a fast-casual chain with porcelain dishes and metal utensils. It’s only one step up from fast-food, but I feel right at home when I walk through the doors. There’s routine, procedures, and everything I need to be successful if I just follow the rules.

All the staff and I are standing in a circle minutes before the doors open. I clap my hands and stare at them with a wide smile on my face, feeling femininity flowing through my veins.

There’s a handsome man who works in the kitchen. Early twenties. Muscles for days. I have to catch myself from looking at him for too long because a strange feeling within me awakens every time I do.

“Yesterday was our first day, and you all did amazing. Outstanding. All of my bosses were so proud, and we’re going to make them even prouder today. On five,” I say before counting. We holler the store’s name after ‘one’. The handsome man’s deep voice excites my loins.

The morning flies by, and I don’t see him until he’s standing right in front of me. I nearly drop his bowl of soup to the floor when our eyes lock.

“Orlando,” I say.

He lifts his eyebrow. “Yes, do I know you?”

I shake my head, remembering that I’m no longer in Jeremy’s body. He’s dead to the world. I’m Amy now.

“Oh, I’m sorry for sounding so familiar. Here’s your order,” I say with a smile as I set the bowl on a napkin-lined plate.

“Thanks,” he says. There’s still a curiosity in his eye, but he takes the food and disappears.

My heart races as I get out the next few orders. Then I disappear to my office in the back. I stare at the wall of video feeds until I see Orlando. He’s spooning soup into his mouth, unaware that I’m watching him. He has his phone in his hand, scrolling through it as he eats.

I wonder if they’ve given him the promotion to office manager already. It’s been nearly two months since I fell down the hill and woke up as a woman. The world has to move on from my death eventually, and Orlando was the most obvious choice for the position after me.

I race from my office to the bathroom, staying out of Orlando’s sight. I’ve only been in the store a few days but have already engrained the store’s layout into my head.

There are a few others in the bathroom when I enter. They look at me as though I’m an authority figure, and then I see my nametag in the mirror, reminding me of the woman I’ve become. Seeing Orlando nearly transported me to my old body and my old life. The one where I was working in the same office for years without a promotion and few raises.

I wash my hands and try to shake myself from the past. It doesn’t matter that Orlando probably got the job. It doesn’t matter that I’m back working at a restaurant. I can make a new life. A life that suits me, as my old friend Debra suggested.

I miss her and everyone from my past, but they can’t know I’m still alive. Not yet. Maybe never. I have to live for myself without worrying what others will think for once in my life, and I can finally do that as Amy in a way I never could as Jeremy.

People are still watching me when I grab a paper towel to dry my hands. I ignore them as I toss my soiled paper towel into the trash and step back out into the restaurant, feeling like I can take over the world, until Orlando notices me and walks my way.

I panic on the inside but smile and remind myself that I’m the store manager. “Hello, sir. How was your meal? Is there anything else I can get you?”

Orlando lets his gaze drift up and down my body, as though he’s undressing me with his eyes. I bite my bottom lip, waiting for it to end.

“There is something you can get for me, actually.”

“What’s that, sir? Dessert? We have the most delicious slices of cheesecake.”

Orlando smirks and licks his lips. “I can think of something much more delicious than cheesecake for dessert, but it’s probably not on the menu.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re referring to, sir.”

“You don’t?”

Playing dumb doesn’t work. Orlando’s gaze does something to my new body it never could to the old one. My center ignites into a fire, and there’s a strange dampness between my thighs. I want to squeeze my legs together, but I’m afraid Orlando would notice.

“If you don’t mind, I have to get back to work.”

Orlando steps in my way when I try to get back to the counter. I huff. He’s honestly so sexy and masculine that it confuses me. I’ve always known that he’s handsome, but the spark in his eye never had an effect on me.

Not until now.

Orlando drops his eyes. “Amy,” he says while reading my nametag. “You already know I’m Orlando. Why don’t we get a drink sometime?”

“I’m not interested,” I say.

“You’re lying.”

I swallow, wishing he weren’t telling the truth. His voice. His smell. Everything about him is driving me wild, but he’s the man who was after my promotion. He’s the man who was destroying my life when I was Jeremy. There’s no way I can go out with him. It’d go against everything I’ve been promising myself since getting my new identity.

I want a man who’ll treat me right, like Debra’s husband. I want a man who’ll help me forget my past. The scars on my face. The missing fingers on my left hand. I’ve been given a second chance, and I can’t ruin it by giving Orlando my time.

“I really have to get back to work, Orlando. We hope to see you for lunch again.”

“Don’t go. Here, take my card. Give me a call.” Orlando pulls out his wallet and hands me a business card, which squashes any doubts I’ve had about his promotion. The card tells me he’s the office manager at the insurance agency.

“Bye, Orlando.”

“I’ll be thinking about you.”
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The restaurant has been open for two weeks, and I finally have a day to myself. I’m sitting in the motel, searching for apartments online, but everything seems so expensive. Not only will I have to pay rent, but I’ll have to put down a deposit and buy furniture. The entire ordeal just makes me lock my phone and roll over.

I pick up the remote and turn on the TV. There’s a cooking show on, and the guest host looks strikingly similar to Orlando. I hate how easily he comes to my mind these days. All it takes is a glance of a taller man with broad shoulders and dirty blonde hair to make me wish he were here to touch me.

I’ve fantasized about Orlando’s lips against mine more times than I’ll ever admit. I dream about him holding me in those thick arms of his as he carries me to a bed before ravishing me. Ruffling the petals of my flower for the first time.

He’s been by the restaurant for lunch. He’s always friendly. Never pushy, even though I can tell he’s disappointed I haven’t called.

I’ve been waiting for another man to come sweep me off my feet, but it has yet to happen. Countless men pass through the restaurant. They check me out at the store, but none of them stir my desire quite like Orlando.

My phone rings as I’m watching the show. I don’t recognize the number, but I answer it in case there’s a problem at the restaurant. They can call me at any time, and it’s my job to fix the problems.

“Amy Gold speaking. How may I help you?”

“Hey, it’s me.”

My heart sinks as Orlando’s voice hits my ear, but I play dumb. “I’m sorry, but who is this?”

“It’s Orlando. From the café,” he says.

“It’s more restaurant than café, but hello. Can I help you with something? How did you get my number?”

“I’m not going to say who, but one of the ladies on your staff gave me this number. She has seen how we’ve been talking. Everyone knows you want me, Amy, and I want you. Why can’t we go on a date and give this a shot?”

I play with the ends of my hair, checking them for split ends, but there are none.

“Amy, are you there? What do you say? Can I take you on a date? I’m not a cheap guy. We’ll eat somewhere nice. I’m sure a lady like you has a pretty dress to wear.”

I have several after scouring every garage sale and thrift store I could find along the bus route.

“You’re right. A dress isn’t the problem, but who says I want to go out with you, Orlando? I’m not interested in a player.”

“You think I’d still be trying this hard if I were a player?”

“Maybe you like to hit it and quit it. One conquest to the next.”

“You’re breaking my balls, Amy. What do I have to do to get you to agree to a date with me?”

“I don’t know. Drop to your knees and beg?”

“I almost did that the last time we talked at the café, but then you’d have every ounce of my dignity in your hands.”

“Why me, Orlando?”

“I don’t know. There’s something about you I find captivating, like the universe is telling me not to give up on this.”

“That’s the sappiest shit I’ve ever heard, but whatever, why not? You’ll have to come pick me up, though. I don’t have a car.”

“No problem. When should we go out? Are you free tonight?”

I glance at the alarm clock by the bed. I don’t have to work until lunchtime tomorrow, so there’s no reason to rush out the door in the morning.

“Fine, but I expect to be home by nine o’clock. No funny business.”

“Can we make it ten o’clock, and I’ll promise not to start any funny business? I’ll pick you up by seven. Dinner might take a little longer than two hours if things go well.”

The charm in Orlando’s voice has my center doing flips. I hate how handsome he sounds over the phone. I hate how much I want to throw my legs into the air and yell at him to plow me, but our date can’t end like that. We’ll have the best kiss, and then I’ll never call him again. He won’t know it’s payback for him stealing my job, but I’ll know, and that’s enough.

“Fine, ten o’clock, but not a minute after.”

“Awesome,” Orlando hollers. “Text me your address. I’ll pick you up at seven.”
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There are only fifteen minutes until seven o’clock, and I’m wondering what in the world I was thinking by agreeing to a date with Orlando. He’ll judge me when he pulls into the motel parking lot. He’ll probably take one look at the place, turn around, and leave.

What point is there to putting on this strapless red dress and clear heels? Why should I doll up my face for half an hour when all I really want is to crush Orlando’s spirits? I’ve curled my hair, spritzed my wrists with perfume, and put on my best pieces of jewelry, which I’ve found for cheap.

I hate myself for trying so hard. Why do I even care about Orlando anymore? There are so many other men out there who’d want me, and all I can think about is my old life. All I can think about is getting revenge against a man who thinks his competition has died.

I ignore my doubts and remind myself of my goal to kiss Orlando and leave him hanging. Leave him wishing he could have me but never giving myself to him.

There are two purses laying on the bed. I couldn’t decide, but suddenly the small black one seems perfect. It’s boxy with a long chain. I stuff my new ID, cash, and some other essentials into it.

Orlando knocks five minutes before seven, but I’m ready. My tiny room is clean. My clothes are stuffed into my one dresser. The television is off, and the bed is made. I turn on every light to give the room some life, even though it still looks a little dim.

“Orlando,” I holler when I swing open the door. “You’re early.”

“Five minutes,” he says. “I didn’t know you lived in a motel.”

I smile and say nothing, waving for Orlando to step inside. He glances around the room but doesn’t comment on anything else. He turns to me and places his hand on my side.

“You look incredible, Amy.”

It’s like I’m seeing a different side of Orlando. This isn’t the same man who worked a few feet away from me. This isn’t the same man I competed with at meetings. He’s gentler. His eyes are warmer.

“Thanks,” I say. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

“Don’t feel bad about living here, Amy. I don’t care, and I’m sure you have a good reason.”

Orlando is speaking into my ear. His hot breath brushes my skin, making hairs across my body stand at attention. He has no idea what I’ve been through, but that doesn’t matter. I’ll give him one date and then move on with my life.

“You ready?” I ask without responding to his comment.

“After you,” he says and gestures toward the door.

I step outside. He follows and closes the door, which locks automatically. I recognize Orlando’s car from when we worked together. Luckily, it’s the only one right outside my door.

“Is this you?” I ask innocently.

“Yep. Let’s go. I’m starving,” he says.
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I cover my mouth as laughter radiates from my lips. We’re that table, and I hate it, but Orlando makes me laugh with everything he says. He’s so much different than I remember. I can’t even fathom why I hated this man so much when he’s making me so happy right now.

“You didn’t,” I say. “He could have drowned.”

Orlando’s telling me a story about how he threw his drunk friend into the pool at a party in college.

“You would have agreed with me had you been there.”

“Maybe,” I say.

Orlando falls silent a moment, staring at me with eyes far too intense for my liking. He reaches across the table and laces his fingers with mine.

“I’m having a good time tonight, Amy.”

It kills me how much I’ve been enjoying myself, but there’s no reason to lie. “Me too.”

“Few girls keep my attention, but there’s something about you that’s been driving me wild ever since you said my name at the café.”

“How many times do I have to tell you it’s more of a restaurant than a café?”

“You guys serve soup and salad and coffee. Can you blame me for calling it a café?”

“I suppose you can call it a café, but I still don’t believe you that you don’t chase after other girls. There’s no way I’m the only one you want.”

Orlando gives me the most serious look anyone has ever given me. “You’re the only one, Amy. If you don’t want me, I’ll survive, but I’ll never be the same.”

“Should we order dessert?” I ask. “It’s almost ten o’clock, and you promised.”

“Are you going to share what you order?”

“Only if we use two spoons.”

“Deal. You pick,” says Orlando. He passes me the dessert menu. I decide on the chocolate cake before telling our server. Orlando suggests we order glasses of dessert wine, and I can’t help but agree.

“You sure know how to charm a lady.”

“My father taught me well. Not every woman I date gets this treatment, though. You’re special.”

“If you say so.”

The server arrives with our cake. Two spoons. Orlando picks up his and pushes it into the cake. I wait for him to act like a major cheese ball and feed me the cake, but he doesn’t. He eats the bite and gushes at how it tastes.

“You have to try that. Their buttercream frosting is otherworldly.”

I take a bite. It’s delicious. We eat our cake, Orlando pays the bill, and then we’re on our way.

The tension between us increases at each stoplight. Orlando takes my hand a few times. I can’t resist putting my hand on his leg. The air has cooled off now that it’s later. We have the windows down. His sunroof is open, and the moon shines brightly in the sky.

I have never had a date this romantic in my life. When I was a man, I never did all those extra little things Orlando did. I didn’t hold the door open. Grab a girl’s hand. I never rubbed my thumb against a woman’s exposed shoulder. Not like Orlando. His touch is electrifying. I hate that I’ll never have it again, but I must go through with my plan.

“Here we are,” I say when we pull into the motel’s parking lot.

“I had an incredible time tonight,” Orlando says.

“Walk me to the door?”

Orlando throws open his door and races to my side of the car to help me. I take his hand and step outside, acting like one of those fabulous women I’ve seen in movies, feeling like there’s a red carpet at my feet. Orlando smiles as he pulls me to a standing position. I throw myself against his body, acting like I’ve lost my balance.

“Oops,” I say. “Thanks for catching me.”

“I’ll catch you whenever you need.”

I run my fingertips around Orlando’s body, setting them gently on his chest. A breeze sweeps past us as we stand under the buzzing light, insects fluttering around it in the darkness.

“You got me home on time with a few minutes to spare.”

“I’m a man of my word,” Orlando says.

His deep voice makes my knees shake. I’ve never felt this attracted to anyone in my life. I only fall deeper into my well of confusion when his hand brushes my shoulder while he stares into my eyes, making me wish he would strip me naked and throw me onto the hood of his car.

“Maybe we could spend the few minutes we have until ten inside,” I say and glance at my room’s door.

“Are you sure? I wouldn’t want you doing anything you aren’t comfortable with,” Orlando says.

I don’t want to argue, so I grab Orlando’s hand and pull him through the doorway. Orlando has his hands on me the entire time as I fumble to close the door behind us. He’s behind me, kissing my neck. The room is dark. Nothing illuminates the space except the parking lot lights streaming in through the half-closed blinds.

“You’re so beautiful, Amy. You’re all I think about when I’m at work. It’s so hard getting through the day when all I want is to kiss you like this,” Orlando says and presses his lips into my neck. I feel his hardness press into my backside through the dress.

I promised myself the date wouldn’t end in sex, but it’s the only logical conclusion. It’ll be a onetime thing. Orlando will show me what it’s like to have sex as a woman, and then I’ll move on with my life. I convince myself it’s the perfect plan as Orlando kisses everywhere on my body his lips can reach.

My nipples vibrate as they harden beneath my bra. My panties feel wet as Orlando’s touch makes my womanhood gush. I hate how much differently I see Orlando now that I’m Amy. I hate how much I love his lips against my skin. How much I want him to ravish me.

Just as quickly as Orlando began, he stops. He takes a step away from me, throwing up his hands.

“I’m sorry, Amy. You make me lose all control. I should get going before we do something we regret. I want another date with you. Not a one-night stand.”

My legs shake as I glance toward the door. My body is begging me not to let Orlando leave. I need him to slide his manhood into me to show me what my body has been craving.

“Don’t leave,” I say.

“If I stay, we’ll pass a line we can’t cross again.”

“I don’t care. All that was talk earlier. I want you,” I say and throw my arms on Orlando’s shoulders. His hands instinctively land on my sides. He presses his nose to my neck and takes a breath, acting like he’s never smelled anything better.

“Promise it won’t be the end if we go all the way?”

“I promise,” I say in a breath.

Orlando changes in an instant. He unzips my dress and pushes it to the floor. His touch is gentle. Passionate. It transports me to a world where evil doesn’t exist. Orlando wraps me with his love as he strips me naked, swiftly undressing himself at the same time.

I ignore the thoughts about him having done this before. Orlando is with me, and he’s staring at me like nothing else matters, like he’s never even seen another woman.

We’re naked on the bed seconds later. Orlando’s bare cock presses against my body as he kisses along my naked frame. I haven’t yet seen his dick because I can barely see anything through the overwhelming sensations of his lips pressing against me.

“I don’t have a condom. Do you?” Orlando asks.

A darkness overcomes me. This can’t end because we don’t have a condom. I’m too undone. Too stimulated. Plus, I used to be a man, so it must not be possible for me to get pregnant.

“I’m clean and can’t get pregnant,” I say.

“Are you on birth control?”

Orlando’s cock is sticky and warm against my leg. I’m so wet for it I could fill a pool, so I barely even think about it when the lie slips from my lips.

“Yes,” I say.

“Awesome. I’m clean too but will pull out. Fuck, that sounds so trashy. This is more than just sex for me, Amy. I want you to know that.”

Even if Orlando’s lying to keep me in bed, I don’t care. If he were anyone else, I’d consider letting this happen again, but Orlando has to be a one-night stand.

“It’s more than sex for me too,” I say.

Orlando nods and goes back to kissing me. Everything feels right in the world. I moan and twist as Orlando gets closer and closer to my womanhood with his lips, teasing my body and mind simultaneously. A river runs between my legs. It puddles up around my ass and flows between my cheeks. All I want is for Orlando to sink into my wet lips.

He surprises me by kissing them instead. I gasp, but Orlando doesn’t stop. He glides his tongue along my slickness. I pant as the pressure in my center increases sixfold. Orlando wraps his arms around my thighs and dives deeper into my warmth.

I scream as his tongue threatens to bring me to an orgasm. One stronger than any I’d ever felt as a man. Orlando moves his mouth to my clit and flicks it with his tongue, and I’ve never felt anything so intense.

“Fuck,” I holler in a high-pitched voice. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“Cum, baby. It won’t be your first time tonight.” Orlando’s hot breath is on my pussy as he talks, and all I want is to kiss his slippery lips as he slides into my folds.

I push my fingers into Orlando’s hair. He goes back to eating his treat between my legs. I can’t hold on another second. I can’t stop this dam from breaking.

People all over the motel can probably hear it when I scream as an orgasm rips through me. Orlando doesn’t stop though. He holds his mouth against my pussy until I’m begging for him to stop, but then he surprises me again by sinking his dick into my swollen, accepting opening.

“Holy fuck, you’re tight.” Orlando hollers as he sinks deeper into my pussy.

He’s spreading my walls to the point that it makes my eyes water, but it’s an incredible feeling. Having him inside me. Having our bodies connected in this act of love. Orlando loses himself as he slides in and out of my hole, which I feel expanding within me to accommodate his member.

Orlando kisses me with his wet lips as he thrusts in and out of my hole, making my fantasies come true. I have my legs wrapped around his back. His hands are in my hair as he humps, whispering sexy things into my ear. Telling me I’m beautiful. Telling me he never wants to fuck another pussy in his life.

I feel the second orgasm coming minutes later. It’s like a gust of wind, catching me off guard. I holler into Orlando’s ear, but he seems to know what’s happening. He reaches between my legs and touches my clit, which sends me over the edge.

Orlando lifts himself as he thrusts. No protection between us. “Fuck,” he says. “Fuck, you’re a virgin.” He’s so distracted that he doesn’t pull out as his body shakes and thrashes. I feel his pulsating cock within me.

We’re cumming together, and I only want his cum to sink deeper, so I pull him close with my legs.

Orlando pulls out of me a few seconds later when our bodies relax. There’s blood all over the base of his dick. I didn’t even notice that he popped my cherry or that I even had one, but I don’t care.

“You’re a virgin? How old are you?”

“Thirty,” I say and grab the sheet.

Orlando lunges toward me. He wraps his arms around me. “Don’t frown, baby. I didn’t mean to make you upset. It’s just surprising. Not what I expected.”

“I’ve done stuff before. I just haven’t gone all the way,” I say in a defensive tone.

“You’re on birth control though?”

I cast my eyes to the side, suddenly afraid to tell the lie. Suddenly afraid that my body might be able to carry a baby, but how could that be possible when I only became a woman a couple of months ago?

“Yeah,” I say in a weak whisper.

“Do you mind if I stay the night?”

I shake my head. “You can stay.” It’ll be the last time we’ll ever sleep together, I tell myself. It’ll be the last time I ever answer one of Orlando’s phone calls.

“Okay. Let’s shower and go to sleep.”

I nod and let Orlando grab my hand, leading me toward the bathroom. He turns on the water until it’s a friendly temperature, and then we step into the stream. He gently washes me with a bar of soap I bought at the store when I tired of the rough hotel brand.

Orlando’s dick is still hard and delicious looking, but I’ll have to find another man. Another dick. One who doesn’t remind me of my past. Maybe it’s time to move cities, or at least move to the other side of the city. Anything to escape my past.

We dry off after the shower and climb into bed. Orlando holds me, and it’s nice, but it can’t be forever.
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“Amy, could you take this to table five?” a server asks me.

“Sure,” I say and take the plate. I walk across the room, and a sickness comes over me. A wetness coats my mouth. I don’t know what’s been going on, but these past few days have been horrible for my stomach. I ignore the pains as I run the plate to table five.

Then I rush to the bathroom, throw open a stall door, and vomit. My body tingles. My nipples feel strange. I grab a piece of tissue paper to dry my mouth, and a woman appears behind me.

“Do you need any help, dear?”

She has a high, sympathetic voice. I glance over my shoulder and shake my head. “Thank you, but I’m okay.”

“Have you been to the doctor yet?”

“It’s just a stomach bug. It’ll disappear in a few days.”

The woman throws her head back with a light laugh. “My angel. You don’t have a stomach bug. You’re pregnant. I got five of my own, but only one is still at home. It’s a shame how quickly they grow up.”

Terror floods my body. “What? I’m not pregnant.”

“I found my daughter just like you about two years ago, and she has a baby boy now. You want me to run to the store for a test? I saw you working, but I know how to keep a secret.”

The world spins around me. Several weeks have gone by since I slept with Orlando. I took a pregnancy test a week after we had sex, and it came back negative, so I thought I was in the clear, even though I have yet to get my period again. How is this even possible? Why does being a girl have to be so difficult? I can’t help but cry.

The woman enters the open stall and drops to her knees. She wraps her arms around my shoulders. “It’ll be all right. Women have been having babies for ages. You aren’t alone.”

This strange woman stroking my hair only makes me cry harder. How can a moment that felt so invigorating and alive lead to this? How can my first time make me pregnant? Am I cursed?

“What’s your name?” I ask through the tears.

“I’m Lindsey. I saw you working earlier, looking all managerial. Can you take a break? We’ll run to the store, and I’ll stay with you while you take a test. What do you say?”

“Yeah, I’ll tell the other manager Mary that an emergency came up,” I say.

Lindsey nods and waits for me in the parking lot while I tell Mary. My eyes are red when I approach Mary, so she has no problem sending me off without questions. I appreciate her more than anyone at that moment. Suddenly, I feel like the world is a cold, lonely place. How can I get pregnant after one time? Why with Orlando?

I’m crying again when I walk outside. Lindsey opens her car door for me. I thank her and sit, feeling numb inside. Lindsey drives us to the nearest pharmacy. She suggests a test for me to buy, but I can’t bring myself to take it to the counter. I give her a twenty. She pays for me. I’m so emotional when she returns that I hug her.

“Come on. You don’t have to fear. You’re a smart lady with a decent job. Do you know who the father is?” Lindsey asks in a nervous voice, like I might not know the answer.

“I do, but I can’t have his baby. Not him.”

“Does he hit you?”

“No,” I say.

“Does he have a job? Can he help you raise this child?”

“We haven’t even taken the test yet. There’s still a chance I might not be pregnant.”

“You’re right,” Lindsey says with a soft smile. “Let’s take the test before we jump to any conclusions.”

We’re in the bathroom of pharmacy. Lindsey opens the stall door for me, and I step inside. She hands me the pregnancy test she just bought. I take it and swallow and wipe a tear from my eye as I open the box. Lindsey talks to me through the door about all the pregnancy tests she’s taken and how much their accuracy has changed during her lifetime.

“Please, can you be quiet for a second?”

I hate sounding like a bitch, but this is the single most overwhelming experience of my life. I hold the pregnancy test in my shaking hand. Lindsey chats about the hot weather as I urinate on the stick, praying it’ll give me a negative result.

“Now we just have to wait,” Lindsey says after I flush the toilet.

I open the stall door and step out. “I can’t look at this,” I say and set in on the counter, so happy that we’re in a bathroom with a lock. A couple people have tried the doorknob to get inside, but I don’t care.

Lindsey rubs my back. It doesn’t take long for the pregnancy test to change, forever altering my life. Tears fall from my eyes as I stare at the positive result.

Lindsey hugs me, squeezing me slightly. “I’ll give you my number, and we’ll get through this. You can do this, Amy. Don’t let a baby stop you from seeing the beauty in life. This man who got you pregnant might not be your first choice, but he sounds like an okay guy, and I’ll kick his ass if he tries to run. You understand?”

I laugh through the tears and nod against Lindsey’s chest. “Fuck, I really didn’t think I could get pregnant.”

“Maybe this baby is a miracle in disguise,” says Lindsey.

“I don’t know but thank you for getting me through this. Shit, I wasn’t expecting to be pregnant when I felt sick, but it all makes sense now.”

“Let’s get you back to work, but don’t forget you can call me anytime, okay?” Lindsey says.

I nod, feeling like I might have a new friend in this cold, lonely world.
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My phone vibrates as I walk back from the dining room, feeling much more like myself now that I have a handle on this morning sickness. Yoga, meditation, prenatal vitamins, and fruit smoothies have all been helping. At least until I pull out my phone when I get back to my office and see the message waiting for me.

Lindsey: Have you told the father yet?

My heart drops. It’s been over two weeks since I took the test, and Orlando still doesn’t know. I’ve been going on about my life working at the restaurant, sticking my head in the sand like there isn’t something growing within me. It’s still early, but my body feels more alive than it ever has.

My fingers hover over the phone’s screen. Lindsey has been nothing but kind, albeit a little suffocating. Sending me countless articles about motherhood and pregnancy. I appreciate how much she cares since my own parents don’t even know that I’m still alive or that I’ve become a woman.

Me: No, I haven’t. I will soon.

Lindsey: Don’t wait, dear. These situations have a way of turning ugly if you wait too long.

A worker comes in my office, distracting me from my phone. It’s a welcome break, but it’s not one that lasts long enough. Lindsey’s message is back to staring at me seconds later. I grab my phone, imagining how Orlando might react when I tell him that I’m pregnant with his child.

Me: I’ll tell him. I promise.

Lindsey: It’s your life, dear. I’m sorry for being so insistent. I should mind my business.

Me: No, you’ve been amazing, Lindsey. I appreciate you.

She replies with a heart. I close her message and open Orlando’s feed. There are over a dozen missed messages. He tried and tried to get me to go out with him after our night together for about a week, but then it was silence. No more calls or messages. I almost miss seeing his name on my phone.

I hit the call button at the top of the screen before I lose my nerve. Someone walks into the office as the phone rings. I hold up my finger. There’s always something to do as a store manager, but this is more important.

“Amy, hey.” Orlando says in an excited tone when he answers. “I thought something might have happened to you, but then I saw your car in the café’s parking lot, so I figured you—”

“Orlando,” I say to cut off his not-taking-a-breath explanation.

“Sorry,” he says. “I’ve been missing you.”

Heat flashes across my body. I hate that I’m pregnant and that we must have this conversation.

“Orlando, can you meet me later? We need to talk.”

“Oh, no. That doesn’t sound good. Did you give me something?”

“I’ll tell you everything. Over drinks,” I say, assuming the mention of alcohol will throw him off my pregnant scent. “Can you meet at seven?”

“Yeah. You sound stressed. Did something happen?”

“I’ll send you the address of where to meet me. I’m busy at the restaurant. Talk later.”

“Bye,” he says.

I say nothing and end the call, waving the employee at my door forward to help with her needs.

***

A short-sleeve light blue wrap dress flows to my sandal-clad feet as I step onto a patio, searching for Orlando. He’s impossible to miss with his sandy hair and manly aura. Women all around the restaurant are staring at him, no matter if they have a date or not, but Orlando notices me.

My breasts sway when I wave at him, nearly forgetting the news I have to tell him. When I see him, I’m back at the motel. He’s inside of my swollen womanhood, giving me the most intense pleasure of my life. My nails are digging into his manly back. His balls as slapping against my wet sex.

“Amy,” Orlando says as he wraps his arms around me. I keep my eyes open as he hugs me, watching the jealous women. “You look amazing.”

The outline of Orlando’s rod is unmistakable beneath his pants as he takes a step away from me. I ignore the women staring with slack jaws. They can look all they want, but Orlando only has eyes for me. I was so worried about my old life before that I couldn’t see how remarkable it was that Orlando had fallen into my new life, as though he were meant to love me.

“So do you, Orlando. I’m sorry for ignoring all those calls,” I say.

“You’re here now. That’s all that matters.”

Orlando’s eyes sparkle as he stares at me. Maybe it’s the stringed lights above us. Maybe it’s the flowery foliage. I don’t know what overcomes me, but I throw my arms around Orlando’s neck and give him the most passionate kiss I’d ever given anyone.

I’m not going back to being a man. My old life is over, so I let it go. Orlando doesn’t see me as Jeremy. He doesn’t see me as anyone but Amy. The truth will always linger in the back of my mind, but does it really have to surface?

Orlando’s grinning like a fool when I break the kiss. He slides his hands down to my backside and pulls me so close that I feel his erection pressing into me.

“Damn, that was a good kiss.”

“There’ll be plenty more of those, but only after I tell you something. Can we sit?” I ask and gesture toward the table.

Orlando chuckles. “Yeah. We’ve been putting on quite the show, haven’t we?”

“I want all those bitches to know you’re mine.”

“You don’t have to worry, Amy. I only have eyes for you. Should we order a drink? You want wine? A cocktail?”

I bite my lip. “Actually, I’ll stick with water. It seems I’m pregnant.”

Orlando’s eyes widen, and he spits the water from his mouth. He coughs and chokes. I rush around to the other side of the table to slap his back, even though I know it hardly helps. Orlando waves me away after a second, catching his breath.

“You’re pregnant?” he asks. “You told me you were on birth control.”

I sigh and return to my chair. “I didn’t think I could get pregnant because it was my first time.”

Orlando glances around the room until he sees a server. He waves the man over to order a double whiskey on the rocks. I fold my hands in my lap, dropping my head. Shame fills me. I never in a million years thought I would get pregnant having sex with Orlando, but I should have known better.

The universe plays cruel games.

“Here you are,” the server says as he sets the whiskey on the table. He looks like he’s about to say something else until he looks us in the eye. “Oh, I’ll be back.”

Orlando picks up his whiskey and throws back half of it, not even wincing when he sets the glass back on the table.

“You’re pregnant? Amy, look at me.”

I lift my eyes. He looks crazed, but I’m not afraid in his presence. There’s something soft behind the shock, as though this is exactly what he’s always wanted.

“Can you forgive me? I really didn’t know.”

Orlando drinks the rest of his whiskey in another swallow. “I’m shocked, but damn, Amy. You were a virgin and now this. Am I the luckiest fucking man in the world or what?” Orlando starts to laugh cry, and I’m no longer sure what’s happening.

“You aren’t angry?”

“I’ll only be angry if you leave me for another man. Amy, it’s you and me. Do you understand that? I will do everything I can to take care of you and that baby. If you want to work, fine, but you don’t have to lift a finger outside the house if you don’t want. Amy, promise me you won’t leave me. Promise me we can give this family thing a shot.”

I reach across the table and grab Orlando’s hand, so happy he’ll accept the pregnancy and me, but my past life lingers faintly in the background. He’ll want to know about my past the longer we’re together. My parents. My family. I’ll need their support with a baby on the way, but those are problems for another day.

“Don’t worry, Orlando. I promise. Thank you for being so understanding.”

“Thank you for being the most amazing woman in the world.” Orlando stands and rushes around the table, dropping to one knee. He wraps his hands around mind. “I won’t let you down. I’ll be the best boyfriend and father to this child you could ever imagine.”

“Get off the floor. People are staring,” I hiss at Orlando as I wipe a tear from my eye. He gets up and kisses me, making me forget all about the crowd of people hooting and hollering around us.
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“All right, moms. Welcome to our first class. Let’s meet all our first-time mothers. Raise your hands,” the instructor says.

I raise my hand at the same time that a woman comes running into the room. “Sorry I’m late,” she hollers.

“It’s okay, Debra. Take a seat.”

I stare at my old friend as she runs across the room, already showing. Debra waves at the class as she finds a spot in our circle.

“Debra is pregnant with her third child, so she can answer any questions if you all have them.”

Everyone waves at Debra, including me. She glances at each of us, and I hate it when she doesn’t recognize me. I hate that my old best friend can’t even tell who I am. It reminds me of the lies hiding beneath my womanly exterior.

Orlando has moved me into his apartment since he couldn’t stand me living in the motel, but I still can’t bring myself to tell him that I used to be Jeremey. That he used to know me. That I never died. I so desperately want to share my story with someone, but who’d believe me?

“All right, ladies. Let’s start some yoga. All these moves should help loosen up those birthing canals for when you’re ready to give birth,” Melanie, the instructor, says.

We get into position and move through the stretches. Yoga has been getting hard to do at home, so this class has been great to teach me some stretches that are easier with my growing belly. I still can’t believe it when I wake up and look in the mirror. I can stand there and touch my rounding stomach for hours.

The yoga class passes. I’m feeling much more relaxed and loose by the end. Ready for Orlando to slide into me to loosen me some more. We’ve been having lots of wild sex since I moved into his apartment. It’s been the most exciting time of my life, but I feel like I don’t even have any friends to share it with.

Debra is walking out of the locker room. I can’t help but call after her. “How are Mark and the kids doing?”

Debra turns to me and gives me a curious look. “How do you know my husband’s name?”

“About that, Debra Morris. Do you mind if we get a quick cup of tea?”

“You know my last name too? Are you serving me with papers?”

“No, it’s nothing like that. I promise. I can explain everything over a cup of tea.”

“Fine, but I only have thirty minutes.”

“That’s all I need.”

***

Debra still hasn’t closed her mouth after learning the truth. I’ve told her everything, and I’ve never felt lighter. She knows how I fell down the hill into a pond that doesn’t exist. She knows that I lived off cash until I got the job at the restaurant. I’ve told her everything and can finally take a breath, relaxing into my seat as I sip my cup of tea.

“Wait, so now you’re pregnant? With Orlando’s baby? How is that even possible?”

“If I knew, I would bottle up whatever did this to me and sell it around the world for millions of dollars.”

“That’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard. Have you told Orlando?”

“As of right now, you’re the only one who knows.”

Debra frowns. She stands and comes to the other side of the table, taking the chair next to me. She throws her arms around me and hugs me tightly.

“I’m so sorry you’ve had to go through this alone, Jeremy.”

“Please, call me Amy. In a way, Jeremy has died, but his past is still mine to hold.”

Debra wipes tears from her eyes, but I feel strangely calm after telling her. I rub her leg.

“It’s okay. I’m at peace with what happened. Some part of me never felt right as Jeremy. I’m much happier now, and even better now that I’ve told you.”

Debra is still crying, but there’s a smile on her face. “I’m so happy, too. I have my friend back. Do you know how hard it was when I thought I lost you? Please don’t tell me you’re going out biking again.”

“Not with a baby in my belly,” I say.

“Oh, now we’re going to have babies at the same time. What about your scar? Your missing fingers?”

“They had disappeared when I woke up as a woman. It’s like I was given a chance to live the life I could have had before the fire. I only hope Orlando isn’t angry.”

“You’re going to tell him?”

“Do I have a choice? I want my parents back before I have this baby and telling him is the only way.”

“I’ll be here for you no matter what happens, Amy.”

“Thanks,” I say. “Enough about me. Tell me what I’ve missed. I can’t believe you’re pregnant again. You and Mark just don’t stop, do you?”

“Hey, you and Orlando are on baby one after being together once. You’re moving much faster than Mark and I did.”

I laugh. “Fair enough. I guess I’d better shut up before I jinx myself.”

Debra squeals. “Fuck, Amy! I love having you as a girlfriend! This is the best thing ever.” She grabs my hands. We stand and hold each other as we jump in place like excited girly girls.

“Oh, shit. Be careful. We’re holding precious cargo,” I say.

Debra snorts through a laugh. “Fuck, you’re right. We’re two pregnant old bitches.”

I pick up my water glass. “Cheers.”

“Cheers.”
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Orlando thrusts his raw manhood in and out of my dripping hole. My walls hug his member as he fucks me, holding my legs against his body. My nipples are hard. They’re leaking droplets of milk, but neither of us care as he rams me with his cock.

I pant and moan. “Oh, fuck. I’m getting close,” I say in a high voice.

Orlando runs his hand up and down my leg as he fucks me hard. His eyes are glossy. Sweat drips from his forehead. I rub his hard abs as he fills my pussy with his dick, getting me so hot and wet I scream.

“That’s right, sexy mama. Cum for daddy,” he says.

Orlando places his hand on my pussy just as I like, sending me over the edge. My walls squeeze around his member, milking him as he cums. His cock throbs as he empties his cream into me.

Orlando falls out of me a moment later, leaving me sleepy and satisfied. Orlando kisses me all over. Then he climbs out of bed and warms a washcloth under the sink. He comes back to bed to clean me off, paying special attention to my rounded belly.

“I love you, Amy. I want you to be my wife.”

It’s not the first time Orlando has said that he loves me since moving into his apartment, but we’ve been getting so serious recently. My past comes rushing back. I cough and roll away from Orlando, nearly falling out of the bed.

“Amy, what’s wrong? What was that? Are you sick? Is there something wrong with the baby?”

I’m six months along, but we have yet to find out the baby’s gender because we don’t care whether it’s a boy or girl. We know our baby is healthy, which is all that truly matters.

“No, it’s not the baby, Orlando. It’s me. There’s something I haven’t told you.”

“What?”

I sit up in bed and wrap the sheet around myself, praying Orlando won’t look at me differently after I tell him what I need.

“Promise you’ll keep an open mind?”

“I guess. Sure,” he says in a concerned tone, looking like he’s afraid I’ll crush his world.

“You’ll never believe this, but you’ve known me since before we met at the restaurant.” I sigh before telling Orlando everything from the accident until the night we had sex. “I thought the night was going to end with a kiss. Thought it’d feel good to deny you entry into my motel room, but you know what happened.”

Orlando reaches forward and touches me stomach. The baby kicks him. We stare at each other and smile. It isn’t the first time the baby has kicked when he touches my belly. What else really matters when our child is growing within me?

“I’m happy that night didn’t end with only a kiss, Amy. Shit, so you used to be Jeremy?”

“Yeah, but I’m much happier with my new life as Amy. I just want the people I love most back, and I want you. I’m sorry for hating you about the job.”

We’re naked in the bed, sitting with crossed legs. His dick has softened. My pussy isn’t anywhere near as wet as it just was. Orlando reaches forward and wraps his body around mine.

“Are you kidding me? I’m sorry the bosses wanted to promote me over you, but you can’t blame me for taking an opportunity when it comes my way, can you?”

“I can forgive you if you can forgive me.”

“You’re forgiven, Amy. Let’s tell your parents and anyone else you want. I can’t believe all that happened to you, but I’m glad it brought you to me. Amy, you make me happier than any job ever could.”

My chest warms. “I know. You’re totally different with me than you were at work. I thought it’d be so easy to resist you, but I can tell you really like me. Nobody has loved me like you, and I never want it to end.”

“It doesn’t have to, Amy. Let’s make tons of babies.”

Orlando pulls me to my back as he lies down. I smile and laugh. “Maybe a few more, but not too many.”

“We’ll see what happens,” he says.

I relax as Orlando wraps his body around me. All is right in the world when I’m in his arms, and nothing can break us now that he knows the truth. I don’t know what magical forces touched me, but I’m grateful they did. My current life is better than any I ever could have envisioned before tumbling down that hill.
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Five Years Later

“Myra, be nice to your brother Billy.”

Myra turns to us and pouts. She’s the eldest and never afraid to exert her power over her two younger siblings. She has another sibling on the way, and I’m a bit worried she’ll use them to wield an army against me one day, but at least dad will always be on my side.

“Hey, you heard your mother. Pick up that toy and help Billy. Don’t hurt him.”

Brittany is the second oldest, but she mostly keeps to herself. She’s playing with her dolls in the corner, watching the interaction. Billy is the youngest, but soon we’ll have another boy even younger than him. We’ve decided to name him Derek.

I touch my stomach. “This has to be the last one.”

“Why? You’re so sexy when you’re pregnant.”

“Stop it, Orlando. I’m serious. I’ve been pregnant more than not these past five years.”

“I love my babies growing inside you. Can’t we have one more before we stop?”

“You want five?” I ask in a shocked voice.

“Please?” He has a puppy-dog look on his face, pouting out his bottom lip. “Those hips are made for pushing out babies.”

I slap Orlando on the shoulder, shaking my head through a smile. “We’ll see, mister. You’ll be getting a snip after one of these days, though.”

“After baby five I’ll get snipped. Promise.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Crazy for you.”

I stare at Orlando. He leans in to kiss me, but Billy screaming breaks us apart. Myra is pulling his hair.

Orlando hops to his feet. His voice drops. “Myra, let go of your brother right now.”

She releases his hair and falls to her bottom, crying milliseconds later. Orlando scoops up Billy. “Oh, stop faking it, Myra. Go to your room.”

Myra stops crying and glares at us before stomping away. Brittany watches with a clueless expression.

“When are your parents coming to pick them up?” Orlando asks as he sits on the couch with Billy in his lap.

“This weekend,” I say with a chuckle. “It’ll be nice to have the house to ourselves.”

“Yes. That way the kids won’t interrupt me when I’m trying to kiss you,” Orlando says before planting a passionate kiss on my lips. It’s just as good as that night when we were standing outside the motel room.

I swore this fourth baby would be our last, but maybe having another one of Orlando’s kids wouldn’t be so bad.


THANK YOU FOR READING
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