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Chapter 1

“Daddy, I just got out of my doctor’s appointment, can I stop by and see you?” my daughter Robyn asked.

“Of course, I’m here at the house.  When will you be by?”

“I’ve got a couple of stops I need to make first so how about twenty, maybe thirty minutes?  Then again I need to swing by the store and pick up a few ….”

Cutting her off I chuckled and then said, “It’s okay sweetie, just run your errands and I will be here waiting on you, I’m not going anywhere.”

“Thanks, Daddy, you are the absolute best.  Love ya.”

“Love you too Robyn.”

“Okay, see you in a bit.”

Before I could respond it was obvious that she had clearly hung up on me because when you hear the end call tone that goes blurp, you know the conversation is over.  Setting the cell down on the table next to my recliner, I continued looking at the television that contained all the bad news of the day, which was in itself was depressing.  Switching off the set with my remote control I continued to lay there, reclined, now looking at the ceiling and occasionally glancing at the wood paneling on the walls.  Taking in the silence without the noise and haste of the boob tube, as I frequently called it, I hoped to clear my mind and enjoy a few minutes of solace before Robyn arrived.  As luck would have it my peace and tranquility were short-lived as my mind soon began to wander and I was suddenly overcome with a plethora of memories of days gone by.

My daughter Robyn, twenty years of age, had always been the light of my life. I loved her more than anything.  I’m not being partial but to this day she is still the sweetest and most beautiful young lady on the planet and is truly Daddy’s girl in every way.  The spitting image of her late mother, my daughter sported the same blonde hair and Mediterranean blue eyes, and every single time I looked at her it was impossible not to think of my former wife, the greatest love that I had ever known.  Jennifer passed away ten years ago from a rare autoimmune disorder that less than three hundred people worldwide have at any given time.  Even to this day there is little research done on the condition and there is no cure or treatment as it is cost-prohibitive because of the small number of individuals affected, so I understood the economics of it all.  However, that didn’t make me feel any better as I had been a witness as to how brutal the condition could be and how swiftly it could act since from the time of diagnosis until we lay her to rest only five months had passed.

Despite the fact that I was lonely and I missed her more than words could say, I was glad she was not alive as the disease had struck once again and this time my daughter Robyn had been given the same death sentence as her mother.  The doctor estimated that she probably had about a year to live which was more time than Jennifer had received.  However, I was still devastated at the thought of having my baby girl taken from me because once she was gone my entire family would be as well.

Robyn had just called me from the doctor’s office as she had gone in for her three-week check that morning.  The medical staff felt that by treating the condition early and monitoring her condition regularly that she would potentially have more time, maybe even longer than the twelve months that were projected.  The physician believed that the few treatments that had been developed over the past decade were not cures by any means but were steps in the right direction and I fully encouraged her to follow the doctor’s orders.  It was my goal that she hang on to every second given her and then fight and claw all the way to the end as I had faith that there was something ahead, if not a cure, a miracle.

I heard the doorbell ring and before I could get up Robyn was already in the house and as I rose to my feet she ran up and hugged me and said, “Hi Daddy.”

“Hey sweetheart.  You’re looking great and it seems like you’ve got a lot of energy today.”

“I feel wonderful and after my appointment today even better than wonderful.”

“That’s great, so I take it you had good news from the doc?”

“It was really good, let’s sit down and talk about it if you have a minute.”

“Sure,” I said as I plopped back down in my easy chair and she joined me in the other one opposite the small table that separated the two.

“Okay, the doctor said there is a new treatment that is waiting to be tested, however to date that’s exactly where it is, waiting.”

“How soon will it begin?”

“The hospital that developed the treatment, the one here actually, is waiting on someone to volunteer and that will be test subject number one.”

Leaning back and thinking I then asked, “Have you thought about it?  Okay, let me backtrack, is it dangerous?”

With a huge smile she said, “Okay, let me address the dangerous part first.  They don’t think it is super risky, but it has its share of risk just like anything else and they described it as minimal to moderate.”

“So, it is not something you would be scared to do?”

Shaking her head she said, “No.  And yes, I have thought about it and am not afraid, but there’s just one little detail I’ve not gotten to yet.”

“And what’s that sweetie?”

Bobbing her head from side to side she said, “Well, it’s sort of a two-part kind of deal?”

With a serious look on my face, I asked, “You mean like you will need to have two treatments?”

“Not exactly.”

“Well then perhaps you had better fill me in.”

“The new treatment that has been developed, if successful, will retrain the T-Cells in my body to stop attacking my body, as well as my immune system.  In order to do this a sampling of my misbehaving T-Cells, so to speak, will be taken and placed into a small osmotic container which will be placed into the body of a host for a couple of weeks.  While there they will be exposed to the new immune system which is different from their own as well as the normal interactions that occur in the host’s body, and in theory will begin to act as such.  Then at the end of the two weeks the contents of the container will be placed in me, and hopefully my immune system will return to normal.  The theory is that as the newly modified T-Cells will go to work in my body, and have a positive effect on the behavior of their misbehaving counterparts.  So, what do you think?”

“That sounds great sweetheart, and that does sound really promising.”

“Exactly what I was thinking.”

“Is the doctor going to find a compatible host for you?”

Shaking her head she said, “It’s up to me to find a host.”

“That seems strange Robyn. Do physicians normally give patients homework assignments like that?”

Chuckling she shook her head and said, “The host needs to be someone that shares genetic material which is similar to mine in addition to the exact same blood type.”

“And when you say similar genetic material you mean ….”

“A family member.”

It was pretty clear that the only person who met all the criteria was sitting in the same recliner that I was and at that point she definitely had my attention.

Leaning forward I asked, “So, I guess your plan is to recruit ….”

With a wrinkled forehead and a forced smile she said, “Hi Daddy!” and waved at me. 

“Baby did you ask the doc what the risk would be to me, provided that I agree to participate?”

“I did and he said it was minimal.”

Nodding I then asked, “If that is, I agreed, could the contents of the container, your T-Cells, swim out of the thing and into me?”

“No, the way it is designed your genetic material can swim through the membrane into it, but once it does it cannot leave.  It’s kind of a one-way trip.”

“What happens if the container ruptures and your cells escape into me?  Will I then get the disease as well?”

Shaking her head she said, “No, and I knew you were going to ask that.  Even if they did your immune system would see my genetic material as invaders and they would be killed off.  That’s the whole point of using the container system as I just described, so your body won’t destroy them, and so they can learn how to act normally.”

Knowing that this was most likely my baby girl’s best chance of survival I couldn’t say no.  Despite the fact that it was supposedly low risk I was sure there was still a hazard of some sort, but I was willing to take that gamble for Robyn, as I couldn’t bear to lose her.

“Well, what do you think?” she asked as he gazed at me with her big beautiful blue eyes.

“Whew, that’s sure a lot to take in and it still makes me feel a bit uncomfortable, if you know what I mean?”

“I do, as I would feel the same way.”

Leaning back in my recliner I exhaled and then looked at her and said, “Let’s set up an appointment with the doc.”

Throwing herself onto my lap she threw her arms around me and hugged me and then gave me a kiss on the cheek and said, “You’re the best Daddy.”

“Thank you, sweetie.”

“Oh, by the way, my roomie is moving in with her boyfriend at the end of the month, and the lease on the apartment I’m in just happens to be up at the same time.  I know it’s short notice but ….,” she then paused and looked at me with pitiful eyes, waiting on my response.

Smiling I asked, “Are you wanting to move back in?”

“Please?  It would really help me out and it would only be for a little while.  Once this treatment is done, and a success of course, I can get back out on my own.”

“Honey, you stay with me as long as you need, plus, I would love the company.”

“Thanks,” she said.

Jumping up out of the chair she said, “I’m going to call the doctor right away and see when we can get this scheduled.”

“Fine.  Just let me know so I can make sure I am covered at work.”

“You bet Daddy.”

At that point I was committed and I had no regrets as when you have a child in need you will do anything for them, and in my mind the consequences to me were irrelevant as I would do anything to save her.  Despite the fact that it was supposedly safe, I knew that nothing in life was completely risk-free, and I would find out soon enough what price needed to be paid to save my daughter, and would also realize that payment is often expensive.


Chapter 2

The osmotic container was implanted in my beer gut. Let’s rephrase that, pleasantly plump beer gut, that I had been required to shave prior to the procedure.  Despite the fact that I was a barber by trade I was not accustomed to trimming body hair, especially on one’s abdomen, in that case mine, but sometimes you’ve just got to take one for the team.  Anyway, the device was implanted just below and to the left of my belly button, and only a very small incision was required to insert it and once in place it inflated to approximately the size of a matchbox.  I did not actually know that firsthand by watching it expand but that’s what they told me, and that was good enough for me.

Despite the fact that my surgery was minimal day surgery the medical center’s policy required that the patient had to have a ride home, and since Robyn was busy and couldn’t get away from work my best buddy Ryan swung by the hospital and picked me up.  We had been best friends since seventh grade and our friendship had never waned as so many do, and we still got together regularly.  Whether it was a round of golf played badly, watching a game on TV while drinking a couple of beers and eating wings, or fishing, we enjoyed hanging out and always had a great time.

As the nurse wheeled me out of the hospital there he stood at 5’10”, brown hair and eyes, and as he saw me he grinned and opened the door of his pickup truck and said, “Your chariot awaits,” and bowed as a knight might do before royalty.

The RN and I could not help but chuckle as he was indeed funny and had always been the kind of guy that could bring a smile to your face, even when you were having the worst day of your life.  I could easily recall after my wife passed, him being there to help with anything and everything that I needed as that was truly a dark period for me, and he was a great friend indeed.

Pulling away from the hospital Ryan asked, “How do you feel Justin?”

“Pretty good, there wasn’t really too much to it.  I think the whole thing start to finish couldn’t have taken more than twenty minutes, maybe even a little less, however I was unconscious, but that’s what they told me.”

“Cool.  Does that mean you’re up for bowling Friday night?  My sister wants to know if we would be interested in double dating. She has this friend from work she wants to set me up with.”

“Is that right?”

“Yep.  She said her friend Melissa would like to get to know me better, but she’s a little bit shy about going on a blind date.  However, with the four of us double dating, that would be the perfect ice breaker, you know, kind of an easy-going environment.”

I knew exactly what his sister Sarah had in mind and that was Justin.  After she got divorced about five years ago I popped straight up on her radar and she had her sites clearly set on me, and this whole thing was obviously setup by her.  By fixing her brother up with a co-worker and saying her friend was shy and wanted to double date was a brilliant tactic on her part, as the goal was to use Ryan to get to me.  Don’t get me wrong, Sarah was a nice girl and pretty and I had known her for over twenty years, but she was man-hungry and I was obviously her next meal.  Every time I encountered her she always hit me with her bedroom eyes, pooched her lips out to make them look pouty, batted her eyelashes, and undid the top button of her blouse.  I was truly tempted by her as she was very attractive and the thought of having sex with her was very appealing to me.  However, Ryan and I were best friends and if I started down the relationship road with her, including possibly having sex just for sport, our friendship could be over as brothers are sometimes protective when it comes to their sisters.  Since I’d just had a medical procedure for my daughter with a life-threatening illness I had the perfect answer.

“I definitely appreciate the offer, but the doctor did tell me to take it easy for the next fourteen days and limit my physical activity, and I don’t want to mess this up.  If I got out there and started moving around too much, I might rupture the container they put inside me, which would not be good.  After all, this is for Robyn and her life is depending on it and I wouldn’t mess that up for anything.”

Nodding slightly, he said, “I see your point.  The weight of the bowling ball plus the movements that go along with throwing it were things that I didn’t even consider so you’d probably best not bowl.  You know I love Robyn like a daughter.”

“I know that dude.”

“So, bowling is out, as far as you throwing the ball anyway.  How about just going along and hanging out with us then?  If you feel like it that is?  You could keep score.  Hell, it’s better than sitting at home.”

Shaking my head I said, “You really want to get together with Sarah’s friend Melissa I see.”

Looking over at me he nodded once and then said, “Oh yeah!  She’s really hot Justin, you ought to see her.”

“So, you’ve already met her?”

“A couple of months back at a pool party.”

“I don’t remember you telling me that you went to a pool party.”

“Well, not exactly.  One Saturday afternoon I’d been over at Sarah’s house helping her put in a new garbage disposal, or should I say I was putting it in.  After a bit she said she needed to leave to go to a pool party and she had to go because it was a work thing.  Well, with me being the spectacular brother I am I told her that I would lock up and drop the keys off to her, just let me know the address where to bring them.  When I did the lady that answered the door, her boss, escorted me around back to the pool and there was Sarah talking to her co-worker Melissa, and that’s where I met her very briefly before leaving.”

“And that’s where you determined she was hot?”

“Oh man, her body was perfect.  You should have seen her standing there in that white bikini that just barely covered her ass with her hard nipples almost poking a hole through the top.  I thought I was going to come on the spot.”

“That probably wouldn’t have gone over too well,” I replied.

“Maybe not,” he said as he chuckled and then added, “So, what do you say?  Double date on Friday and you’ll be the scorekeeper?  I’ll buy all your drinks.  Please?”

“Ryan, I think you just want to get laid.”

Nodding he said, “And, if my good friend Justin can free up his Friday night calendar then I will be one step closer.”

Shit.  If I agreed, then I knew what I was in for as Sarah would be all over me like white on rice which was what I was attempting to avoid.  But then again, my friend Ryan needed some female companionship, and I felt that I should help him out.  I understood where he was coming from all too well as I’d had very few relationships since the passing of my late wife Jennifer, and I missed her so very much.  Occasionally I would get so lonely for her comfort that I would close my eyes and imagine that we were making slow, tender, passionate love and sometimes I would get so wrapped up in my personal fantasy that I could actually feel my flesh pressing against hers.  The greatest love of my life had been gone for a decade and I still struggled with moving on.

Finally, I was brought back to reality when Ryan asked, “So what do you say?”

After a long pause I asked, “And you said you’re buying all the drinks?”

He turned his head toward me briefly before turning his eyes back toward to road and said, “Justin, you’re the best.”


Chapter 3

Friday night after a couple of hours of keeping bowling scores I was exhausted. It is definitely not exciting work.  Aside from that, everyone else was pretty pooped as well and we decided to call it an evening a little after 9 p.m.  Being as I had consumed many fermented vegetable drinks I was definitely not fit to drive, which was okay as Sarah was ready, willing and able to give me a ride home.  She also arranged it where Ryan agreed to take Melissa back to her place, and if I hadn’t known better I would almost have thought that she had it planned that way on purpose (sarcasm).

As we pulled up in front of my house she put the car in park, killed the engine, and turned toward me.

“Justin I sure did have a good time tonight,” she said softly as she batted her eyelashes at me.

As I returned her gaze I couldn’t help but notice how pretty she was with her long dark hair and eyes, and her full pink lips, which she had touched up just before we left the bowling alley, were certainly inviting.  Since I’d had a few drinks, my inhibitions were lowered and at that moment I was actually entertaining the notion of boning Ryan’s sister, despite my best-laid plans and pardon me for using the word laid.

“Me too.  Thanks for driving me home,” I said.

Smiling she said, “Of course, it’s my pleasure,” she said and then opened her mouth briefly and then moistened her upper lip with her tongue and then added, “After all, it was certainly nice of you to come along, otherwise this double date wouldn’t have been possible.”

“Thanks Sarah.  Always glad to help out a friend.”

Briefly biting her lower lip she added, “Hopefully the two of them will hit it off.  I think they looked sweet together, and there’s nothing more I like seeing than two nice people getting together,” and then she smiled at me briefly before moistening her lips with her tongue.

I nodded and said, “Yeah, I think Ryan might like her.”

Nodding she said, “I’m sure.  He’s had a thing for her ever since he saw her in a bikini at my boss’s pool party.  You should have seen him, I practically had to roll his tongue back up and put it in his mouth.”

We laughed at her comment and then sat there quietly before she said, “Justin, you’ve got the greatest smile.”

“Thanks Sarah.”

This was the kind of situation that I had been trying to avoid but here it was.  Under normal circumstances I would have been able to have used my mental faculties and walked away but being as I’d had one too many drinks it was hard.  And yes, I’m talking about the situation as well as my member.  That’s the funny thing about alcohol, it causes you to do things you normally would not, or does it cause you do to things that you really want to do and you don’t have the balls to until you’ve got a couple of drinks down?

I have no idea how it happened but all of a sudden the words, “Would you like to come in for a few?” fell out of my mouth, and I knew that I was not exercising good judgment.

A smile came across her face and she said, “I would love to.”

Walking up the sidewalk Sarah grabbed onto my arm claiming that it was dark and she could not see well but I knew it was simply an excuse to get close to me.  Latching on, she snuggled right up against me and I was pretty sure that she had no intention of letting go. A divorced woman in her 30s is like a dog with a bone, they’re not going to unclench their teeth under any circumstances.

Stepping into my humble abode, we entered the living room and as we did she scanned the room and then looking at a photo on the bookcase said, “Hey, this is Robyn.”

Nodding I said, “That’s her graduating as an LVN last month.”

“She is so pretty in her nurses’ uniform,” she said before looking at me and saying, “I hope this is not inappropriate to say but she looks so much like Jennifer.”

I looked down briefly and then said, “It’s okay, she is the spitting image of Jennifer.”

“That’s cool her becoming a nurse.  You must be very proud.”

“I am.  She started out as a nursing assistant right after high school and then started working on her LVN in her spare time and the hospital helped her pay for it.  She says she is planning on continuing her education and one day eventually becoming a Nurse Practitioner,” and then I paused before adding, “I certainly hope that happens.”

Stepping over to me she said, “Ryan told me what’s going on and I am so sorry to hear about her illness Justin, I truly am.  He also told me about the experimental procedure you guys are trying.”

Nodding I said, “Yeah, that’s why I was delegated to scorekeeping tonight.”

“And I think that was a good decision because she is more important than anything,” and as she finished her words, she took my hands into hers. 

As I looked down at her, she said, “Justin this is going to work and she’s going to be okay.  You just have to believe.  We are going to pray and believe that she is going to be cured.”

Smiling at her I said, “Thanks Sarah.”

Pausing for a moment she looked down and then back up at me and said, “You’re certainly a good-looking man Justin,” then glancing off to the side briefly she continued, “I’m going to admit something to you and will probably embarrass myself, but you know all those years ago when we were kids growing up?”

“Of course.”

“It seemed like you were always over at our house and it was just like you were a member of the family, you know?”

Chuckling I said, “Yeah that’s right, and Ryan was always over at my house too.”

“You guys were like brothers, and still kind of are.  Anyway, here goes.  When we were in high school, I had the biggest crush on you, like you probably wouldn’t even believe.”

I already knew that and had for twenty-plus years so actually she was not telling me anything new.  However, there’s nothing wrong with being polite to someone, and when you’re entertaining having sex with them courtesy counts.

“Really?” I replied naively.

“You didn’t know?”

Rolling my head from side to side a couple of times I said, “Well,” and then paused a bit before adding, “I thought you might have liked me a little bit.”

I was totally lying as I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that for the past two decades she would have had my baby at the drop of a hat.  Even when she was married.  Well, I think.

“Let me tell you, it was pretty bad.  I was one lovesick young girl, and I was just dying for you to ask me out.”

Shrugging my shoulders and raising my eyebrows I said, “Sarah.  Sometimes, timing is everything.”

Chuckling briefly, she said, “It’s true.  When you are a young man or woman, you often feel awkward toward the opposite sex and feel embarrassed about letting someone know how you feel about them.  You know?”

I nodded.

She then stepped over to me and only inches away she looked up and said, “But as you get older you realize that life is short, too short as a matter of fact, and if you have feelings for someone you should let them know.”

Looking into her eyes I could tell by her gaze that she was ready to give herself to me, heart, mind, and soul.  Taking my right hand, I cupped the back of her head and gently stroked her hair and as I did she began to inch even closer to me and before I knew it our lips were pressed together and our arms wrapped around one another.

Sarah quickly opened her mouth and in no time our tongues were swirling together like there was no tomorrow.  By the way she ran her hands through my hair feverishly as well as the passion she showed as she kissed me made it clear that she was not holding back, and the two decades of pent-up desire she’d had for me no longer needed to be suppressed.

After a couple of more minutes of making out her hand moved to the front of my jeans and she quickly found my member and began to massage it through my pants causing me to breathe more heavily than I already was.

“Like that?”

I nodded and said, “Uh-huh,” in a tone that more resembled moaning than that of the English language.

Unbuttoning my jeans, she pulled my pants and underwear down together in one slow swoop and I was immediately set free, and as she set eyes upon what she had just unleashed she smiled and took me in her hand.

“Your wife was definitely a lucky woman Justin,” and she licked her lips and kissed me once again.

“There’s something I’ve been fantasizing about doing to you for a long time,” she said and then backed me up against my recliner before telling me to sit down.

Getting on her knees she slid in between my legs and began to tease me with her tongue and by the way that she worked it, it was clear that she was talented.  All I could do was moan gently as she pleasured me, and I loved every second of the absolutely fantastic sensation she was delivering.

Sarah then began to pleasure me as I had never been in my life.  Moving her head up and down my tip was rubbing against the roof of her mouth and simultaneously she was somehow able to pleasure me with her tongue at the same time.  The feeling was absolutely incredible and was so intense that I was mildly grunting, but she didn’t seem to care and just kept on working it.

Sitting there in my recliner I could feel the buildup coming and knew that ecstasy was not far away and the intensity was going to be out of this world when it finally arrived.  At that point I was regretting not getting together with my best friend’s sister twenty years earlier as it was clear that she had a lot to offer.  It seemed that I had clearly missed out on two decades worth of orgasms that were beyond belief and the experience was so phenomenal that my head, the thinking one, could have exploded.

Ever heard the expression, The Best Laid Plans of Mice and Men?

Pardon the part regarding laid.

The moment was completely shattered, like taking a hammer to a huge looking glass, when all of a sudden I heard, “Daddy, are you home?”

As I turned my head to the left I saw my daughter Robyn walking through the doorway and just as suddenly she stopped speaking, her jaw dropped, the two of us made temporary eye contact, and she did a complete one hundred and eighty-degree turn and was gone in a flash.

Sarah immediately rose off of my manhood and caught a glimpse of Robyn as she was exiting and looked at me in horror, and if it had been physically possible her jaw would actually have been on the floor itself.  At that point I am sure that my manhood probably shrank to microscopic proportions within seconds as I was so shocked and embarrassed I could barely speak or even think.

Sarah stood up and I did so as well, rapidly pulling my clothing up, and covering my privates.

“Justin, I am so embarrassed, I could just die,” she said in an exhausted tone.

“Oh my God Sarah, me and you both,” I said as I exhaled in an exasperated tone.

After a few seconds she said, “Justin, I think I should probably head on home.”

Now securing my pants by latching my belt buckle in place I responded, “Let me walk you out.”

Grabbing her handbag, she headed toward the door and I followed her, barely catching up with her as she reached the driver’s side of her car.

With a somber look on her face she looked at me and asked, “Justin, I didn’t know that your daughter was at home.  Oh my God, I am humiliated beyond belief.”

“Sarah, I am so sorry, I didn’t know either, please let me explain….”

“Explain?  I’ve got to hear this one.”

“Several weeks back she said that her roommate was moving out and that her lease was also up and wondered if she could move back in with me until her medical treatments were complete.  I said sure.  I had no idea, until moments ago, that she had started the process.  Sarah, I can’t apologize enough.”

“Like I said, I am embarrassed beyond belief.  Justin, she will never respect me again and that’s very disappointing as I really like you.  I told you earlier how I feel.  Oh my God, I just can’t believe this.”

We looked up as we heard the screen door open and close and Robyn walked down the sidewalk toward us and before we knew it was standing in front of us.

“Daddy, Sarah, I wanted to say that I am so sorry.”

We stood there saying nothing, our eyes looking downward most of the time as we were embarrassed, making it difficult to engage in conversation.  Hey, when your daughter just caught you getting a blowjob, it’s hard to know what to say.  Pardon the pun on the hard part.

“Robyn,” said Sarah, “I just can’t apologize enough, and I had no intention of disrespecting you or your home in any way.”

“Daddy,” Robyn said, “Will you give the two of us a sec, please?”

I nodded and walked up to the front porch where I took a seat on the swing and from a distance watched the two of them converse, not being able to hear a word of what they said.

Finally, Robyn walked back up the sidewalk, Sarah right behind her, and my baby girl smiled and entered the house.  Joining me on the swing Sarah sat right beside me and took my arm.

“Did you have a good conversation?”

Sarah nodded and said, “Your daughter is an absolutely wonderful young woman.  After feeling as humiliated as I was,” she paused and then teared up before taking a hanky out of her pocket and blowing her nose she continued, “She told me not to worry about it or be embarrassed.”

“She did?”

Nodding she said, “She said that the fault was hers and she should have told you that she was moving back in today, and she definitely was not expecting you to be on a date in the living room as you’ve not dated in years.”

“Really?”

Chuckling she added, “She couldn’t apologize enough for walking in on us and between the two of apologizing back and forth it was quite humorous.”

After a long pause I said, “She’s great.”

After a few moments of silence, she said, “Well, I’d better get going, and you’ve got to get up for work in the morning.”

Nodding I said, “Yeah, the life of a barber.  We don’t get a lot of days off.  Especially when you’re the boss.”

I ended up walking Sarah to her car, where we stood there awkwardly before I finally said, “I had a good time tonight.”

We both chuckled before she asked, “Even though we got busted by your daughter while I was giving you a blowjob?”

Smiling at her I said, “Yeah.”

Looking up at me she asked, “Despite the fact that I never finished, what did you think?”

“Honest?”

She nodded.

“It was extraordinary!”

She laughed and then said, “Good.  You know, I really do like you Justin.”

“I like you too.”

After looking at the ground she returned her eyes to meet mine and said, “One of these days, if I ever get the courage to show my face around your daughter, maybe we will try it again.”

She then gave me a peck on the lips and got in her car.  After starting the engine, she blew me a kiss and began to drive away.  Standing there I watched her car grow distant until she made a right turn and vanished from sight.

Returning to the house it was time to face the music.  Despite the fact that she had been nice to Sarah, I had no idea what Robyn was going to say to me.

As I walked in the door she was sitting in the living room, clearly waiting on me and I took a seat in my recliner next to her.  After a few moments I finally said, “Robyn, I sure am sorry that happened.”

“Dad, it’s okay.  I should have told you that I was moving back in before today, definitely before just a few minutes ago, that’s for sure.  In so many ways this is my fault.”

After sitting a silence for a few moments she asked, “Have you been seeing her long?”

“Sarah?  No, she gave me a ride home tonight and one thing led to another and you know the rest of the story.”

“How many drinks did you have?”

Rolling my head from side to side I said, “Well, just a few.”

“So you were buzzed?”

Looking up and then back down, I said, “Let’s say I was feeling no ….”

“You were buzzed.  That would explain it.  You’ve told me for a long time that she had a thing for you, and you’ve avoided her because she’s your best friend’s sister, but I guess after a few drinks those inhibitions kind of fall to the wayside.”

“You’re not going to tell anybody about this are you?”

Shaking her head, she said, “I think we’d better keep this in-house Dad.  No need to embarrass anyone, as what would it do for my reputation around town if I went around telling everyone what I caught you doing?”

“Okay, good.”

“Despite the fact that it will probably be burned into my memory for all of eternity and I will most likely end up needing therapy, I like her and think she’s nice.”

“Even after what you just saw, you still like her?”

“Dad, this isn’t the dark ages it’s modern times.  Besides, you guys weren’t doing anything that everyone else doesn’t do in a relationship, that’s perfectly normal.  The only difference was that I walked in on it.  You’ve not dated in years and as strange as this may sound, in a way, I was glad to see you having a little female companionship.”

“She really likes me and would like to go out with me again sometime, after she gets the nerve to show her face in front of you again, her words, not mine.”

“Dad, if you like her I think you should really get to know her and see where it goes.”

“You do?”

Nodding she said, “Listen to me, there’s no guarantee that this treatment will be successful and if not it’s just a matter of time and I don’t ….”

“Robyn, I don’t want to hear you talking like that.”

Raising her voice slightly she continued, “Be for real Daddy, we don’t know how this is going to turn out and we both know it.  Now, I’m not ready to give up if this doesn’t work and I’m going to go down fighting, you can count on that.  But in the event I don’t make it, the last thing I want is for you to be alone and unhappy.  Since mom passed away ten years ago you’ve been alone, and can you really sit there and tell me that’s the way you want it and that you don’t want someone special in your life?”

After a long pause I said, “I will admit, every once in a while I think that it sure would be nice to have someone to come home to after a long day.”

“See.  You’re a good man and need a nice person to share your life with, and that applies whether I make it or not,” and then she smiled at me and added, “I love you so much Daddy.  Will you promise me that?  That one way or another you’re going to end this misery and are not going to live a lonely miserable existence for the rest of your life?”

After a few seconds I asked, “How about I promise to work on it?

“Deal.” and we shook hands and then she gave me a big hug before telling me good night and heading off down the hallway to her bedroom.

She was correct. I had spent a lot of years by myself and still struggled to move on as I had never been able to stop grieving after the loss of Jennifer.  Maybe she was right.  Perhaps it was time that I moved on to the next chapter in my life and opened the doorway to new possibilities.  Yes, that’s exactly what I was going to do.  However, before I started, I was going to finish incubating this container that was implanted in me, and hopefully, no, definitely, cure my baby girl Robyn in the process.  After that maybe I could think about meeting someone special.  Part of me was thinking about Sarah as she really was a nice girl, but another part of me was telling me, once again, that she was my best friend’s sister and to steer clear because if something happened mine and Ryan’s friendship could suffer.  It was late and I didn’t have to make a decision on anything there and then, as there was still plenty of time to think about my options. 

As I turned off the living room light and started down the hall, I couldn’t help but think about the entire evening as it was the most excitement I’d had in some time.  However, I was not very proud of the fact that I’d been busted by my daughter while receiving fellatio, but with time hopefully she would forget all about it.  If not and she decided to tell everyone in town I’d be forced to sell off everything I own and relocate to another state after changing my name and having plastic surgery, and along with me would be Sarah since she would be in the same predicament. 

Since none of that was going to happen, well most likely not anyway, I brushed my teeth, crawled into bed and immediately turned off the bedside lamp as morning would soon arrive and I needed to get some sleep.


Chapter 4

As I woke up in the recovery room a beautiful brunette with long curly hair dressed in dark blue scrubs asked, “How are you feeling?”

My first response would normally have been better now that I’ve seen you, but with the way the world works in this day and time I figured I had better not.  Otherwise, every major cable news channel would be waiting on me at my house asking me how long I had been harassing this poor nurse.  I would then be taken into custody and subsequently sued for an extraordinary amount after serving a lengthy prison term.  Maybe that’s a bit dramatic but despite the fact she was cute, and I did want to flirt with her I decided to say, “Oh, what time is it?”

Looking at her watch she said, “It’s 8:30 a.m.”

Then continuing she said, “Oh, I’m also supposed to tell you that your daughter is now receiving the contents of the osmotic container via IV and she should be done fairly soon.”

A man with slightly gray hair wearing scrubs and a medical jacket then walked up beside the bed and asked, “Hey, Justin, I see you’re awake.”

Nodding I said, “Yeah, and I hear that Robyn is now getting the contents of what I’ve been baking inside my gut for the past two weeks.”

Chuckling he said, “That’s right, and over the next couple of weeks, hopefully, we will begin to see the results.  We are indeed hopeful that this will work.”

“Me too doc, as she’s all that I’ve got.  You already know how this illness took her mother from me, and this has just got to work.”

Patting me on the shoulder he said, “I’ve been saying lots of prayers.”

“I do appreciate that doc.”

“There is something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What’s that?”

“The osmotic container.  When we took it out it appeared that it may have been leaking.”

“Leaking doc?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, it appeared there was a tiny hole and I suspect it hadn’t been there for long.”

At that point I’m sure I had a horrified look on my face as I felt slightly alarmed.

“So doc, is there any danger to me as a result of that?”

Shaking his head he said, “I don’t think so, and I truly don’t believe you’re going to get what she has if that’s what you’re asking as her condition is a genetic one from her mom’s side of the family and not yours.”

“That’s good to hear.”

“I thought you would say that.  Anyway, we’ve already taken the contents of the container and are administering it to Robyn, and from everything was saw there was sufficient volume in it.  It’s always possible that when it ruptured some of your unfiltered bodily fluids seeped into it rendering it ineffective or less effective.  However, at this point I’m extremely optimistic and believe we should stay on the course we are on.  We will monitor her condition over the next two to three weeks and look for signs of improvement, and if effective, we can use it to treat people with her affliction all over the world.”

Shaking his hand, I said, “Thanks doc, I appreciate it.”

“It’s a slow morning and we have a light patient load here in recovery right now so go ahead and snooze for a few more minutes since Robyn will be with us for just a bit longer.  Then whenever you’re ready, you can get dressed and get out of here.  Do you and Robyn have a ride?”

“Sure do doc. My friend’s coming to get us.”

“Take care and I’ll be talking to you,” and he turned and exited the room.

Closing my eyes I prayed and asked God to let this work, and told him that I would do anything at all to save my baby’s life.  I said to the almighty that if there was something I needed to do to make that happen to give me a sign and I would do it, and I would sacrifice anything at all, even my life, if that was what it took as I just couldn’t bear to lose her.  Then drifting off I had the strangest dream in which I saw a light, but I could not make out the figure within it.  From the light I heard a soft female voice telling me that Robyn was going to be okay and she would be getting a new lease on life just as I asked.  She then told me that I would be given a new life as well, as the one I had been living was over and had been for a long time and would soon be a thing of the past.  The angelic voice then added that the heartbreak and loneliness I had been living with for so long would soon be replaced with companionship, fulfillment, joy and love.  She then finished by adding that sometimes gifts that bring us joy come wrapped as packages that we did not expect to receive, as that is often necessary to bring us the things in life that complete us.

Wanting to respond to the voice coming from the light I asked, “Who are you, an angel?”

The next thing I knew I woke up and standing there beside my bed was Robyn smiling at me who said, “An angel?  Daddy, it’s me, Robyn.  Ready to go home?”

I was returned to the temporary room that had been assigned to me when I had first arrived at the hospital. I got dressed and was subsequently loaded into a wheelchair which Robyn began to push down the corridor toward the entrance where Ryan was supposed to pick us up.  As I rolled down the hall it was hard not to think of the vision, or should I say dream that I had experienced in the recovery room earlier.  I was encouraged by the part about my daughter making a full recovery, that was for sure, but I was disturbed concerning the portion about my life being over because that was definitely an attention-getter.  What the hell did that mean? That I was already dead or that was my fate?  What the voice said about having a wonderful life headed my way also sounded great, but the mysterious words about things coming wrapped as packages we did not expect to receive was strange to say the least.  It was definitely mysterious but I wasn’t freaking out.  After all, it was just a dream, and anyone who’d just been given drugs to knock them out for surgery as I had was potentially subject to having a voyage to trip out city, so I was chalking it up to that.

As we sat in front of the hospital, I saw Ryan’s vehicle coming down the street and sitting next to him was none other than Sarah, his sister.  I could see that her embarrassment from ten days earlier had now faded away and she had climbed back in the saddle unashamedly and was ready to get on with business, and I was clearly the business.

“Hey Daddy, look, it’s Sarah. She must have decided to have come along with Ryan.”

“Sure, looks that way pumpkin.”

Leaning down and speaking softly she said, “I think she likes you.”

“We definitely can’t rule it out darlin’.”


Chapter 5

After our hospital visit, all we could do was wait and we did so patiently.  The days almost seemed to fly by and the next thing we knew three weeks had elapsed and it was time for Robyn’s first doctor’s visit since the procedure.  I wanted to go with her but couldn’t get away from the shop as the girl that normally worked with me, Tamara, had scheduled part of the day off to take care of some personal business.

It was a quiet afternoon at the shop and Ryan had just left as he had been in the area and swung by to visit with me for a few minutes.  He had previously shared with me that after our big bowling date just over four weeks ago that he took Melissa home and she seemed pretty receptive.  So much so that they sat in front of her house in his truck and made out for at least thirty minutes, so Ryan was pretty sure that she was interested in him.  However, since that night he had attempted to get in touch with her a number of times and she was not returning his messages, and needless to say he was somewhat blue as he really liked her, a lot.

After he departed the place was empty and from one standpoint, I was disappointed as when there are no customers sitting in the chairs there is no cash flow.  On the other, I was feeling a little sluggish so I sat down in my barber chair hoping the feeling would pass.  For the past few days, I had been having a variety of strange symptoms that I could not explain including irritability, moodiness, and a sore chest, and it almost seemed like my breasts were slightly larger than normal, which was impossible.  I was also perplexed as to why my body hair was thinner as it seemed to be falling out, and I knew I wasn’t imagining it as it was all over the bathroom floor as well as my bed. 

In addition, it also seemed that my clothes were not fitting me as well. This surprised me as I had not been trying to lose weight, plus the fraternal ring that I normally wore seemed to keep falling off and I ended up putting it in my pocket so I wouldn’t lose it.

Pulling the shop door open Robyn entered and looked around and asked, “Slow day, huh?”

“Yep, sure looks that way.”

Walking over she gave me a great big hug and then looked at me and said, “You’re not going to believe this, Daddy, it’s working.”

“What?” I exclaimed.

Nodding she said, “Yes, the treatment appears to be working and my body’s immune system appears to be on course to returning to normal.”

“Sweetheart that is great, I am so happy.”

“The doctor said we will need to keep monitoring me for some time because I’m not out of the woods yet but I’m definitely on the way, at least for now, and I have you to thank.  If it hadn’t been for you none of this would be possible.”

“I would do anything for you Robyn, you know that.”

Standing there smiling at me I was once again struck at how she was clearly the mirror image of her mother and just as beautiful, not to mention sweet and kindhearted, and I could not help but think how much I wished Jennifer could be here with us now.

“Dad, you’re looking a little tired, are you okay?”

“I’ve been a little under the weather the past few days.”

“Tell me about it.”

Since she was an LVN, I was hoping that she might be able to shed some light as to what was going on with me, so I described my symptoms to her thinking this might be something she was familiar with.  If she knew it could save me a trip to the doctor, thereby saving me a few bucks in the process as physician visits had certainly gotten expensive over the years, provided you can find someone that will take your insurance.

“Hmmm.  I have no idea Daddy.  Do you feel so bad that you think you need to go to the doctor?  If so, I’ll be glad to take you.”

Shaking my head gently I said, “No, it’s probably just meanness, and I’m sure if I can just get a little more rest, I will be fine.”

With a concerned look on her face she said, “If you say so, but I’m going to be keeping an eye on you.  You’re the only dad I’ve got and I’m definitely going to take care of you.”

“I appreciate that.”

“What time will Tamara be back?”

Looking at the clock on the wall I then returned my gaze to Robyn and said, “She should be back any minute.”

“When she gets back, I want you to go home.  I’ll be there waiting and will make you something to eat and then we’re going to put you to bed so you can get some rest.”

“I can’t go home this early, what if we have a rush.”

“Dad, yes you can, you’re really not looking well, plus you have kind of a look about you that I can’t put my finger on.  It’s almost like you’re frail, no not frail.  Hmmm, let me think, what word am I looking for?  Yes, Daddy, it’s almost like you’re smaller in stature, which is impossible, as you’re way too young to be shrinking as an elderly man might as he ages.”

“Robyn, I was almost thinking the exact same thing, as it seems that my clothes are slightly too big for me.  What on earth could cause this?”

Shaking her head she said, “I have no idea, but let’s start with you heading home and getting some rest.  See ya there,” and she kissed me on the cheek.

Opening the door she looked back at me and said, “Hey, I’m serious, I want to see you at the house shortly, just as soon as Tamara gets back.”

Saluting I said, “Yes ma’am.”


Chapter 6

As I walked through the front door of the house Robyn was on the phone with Tamara who was manning the shop. She asked her if she could open the next morning since I would probably be coming in late as I hadn’t been feeling so hot that day.  She told her that she had it covered, and it was not a problem at all.

After a quick bite to eat, courtesy of my daughter, I headed off to bed at her insistence despite the fact that I wasn’t tired, and it was only 5:43 p.m. according to the clock on my cell phone.  Not being able to sleep I watched TV on my tablet for a few minutes versus laying in the bed looking up at the ceiling, as there’s nothing worse than tossing and turning.  After a few minutes of watching one of my favorite programs, I began to become drowsy and before I knew it, I was out like a light.

The next morning as I awoke, I was startled and as I took a deep breath I sat up in bed and put my hand on my chest, and from the sensation it was as though I was scared to death, but I didn’t know why.

The morning light was peeping through the curtains as well as around the blinds leading me to wonder what time it was and as I looked at the clock on my bedside table I could see that it was 9:03 a.m.  Initially I was alarmed that I would be late for work because we opened the shop at 10:00 a.m. I would need to get ready quickly.  Then I remembered that Robyn had made arrangements with Tamara to open for me that morning which was a great relief, as I had plenty of time and didn’t need to worry about rushing at all.

Suddenly there was a knock on the door and before I could respond I could hear the door handle turning. The next thing I knew, Robyn had peeked her head inside and she asked, “Daddy, how are you feeling?  I brought you a cup of coffee.”

As her eyes scanned the room and she finally set eyes on me sitting up in the bed the expression on her face changed from happy to alarmed and I heard her say, “What the ffffff?” as Robyn almost never cursed and that was about as close as she ever got to swearing.

She then pushed my door all the way open and stood there looking at me as though she were pissed off and for the life of me, I couldn’t understand why as I clearly hadn’t done anything wrong.

Staring to speak I said, “Robyn ….” And I stopped as soon as I heard the feminine voice emanating from my mouth.

“Where’s my dad?” she asked.  “Is he in the bathroom?  Daddy, are you in the bathroom?” Robyn announced loudly.

Trying to speak once again I said, “Robyn, something has happened to my voice,” as I was still highly alarmed at the way my voice had changed.

Looking at me agitated she said, “Sounds fine to me,” and then she circled around the bed and entered the bathroom turning on the lights and looking around before returning to the bedroom.

In a much calmer tone she asked, “I don’t mean to be rude but where’s my dad miss, and who are you?  His girlfriend?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, I’m not his girlfriend.  Robyn, please listen to me, there’s something strange going on.”

“I think you and I are both in agreement on that.  Did Daddy already slip out of here and go to work?  He’s supposed to be resting, and since you are wearing the shirt he was sleeping in I have to ask how much sleep he truly got.  Apparently, he’s feeling better than I thought and obviously I’ve been worrying about him being alone for nothing as he seems to have that well in hand.”

Noticing that I had long dark hair resting on my shoulders I took a few locks in my fingers and held it up to my face and examined it and became even more alarmed and asked, “So, you referred to me as miss a moment ago?”

“Why wouldn’t I?  You’re a woman.”

Throwing the covers back I jumped out of bed and as I started to walk across the floor my sleep pants began to fall down and I promptly pulled them back up with my right hand and held onto them until I arrived in front of the mirror. 

Standing there looking at my reflection I was in shock as there had clearly been a transformation of some sort overnight, and in place of the old Justin was now a beautiful woman in her mid to late thirties with long dark hair and brown eyes.  As she looked back at me it was clear that she was just as shocked at her appearance as I was and strangely enough her facial expressions seemed to match mine exactly, which pretty much confirmed my suspicions.  As I placed my hand on my chest, I noted that it was no longer flat and that two mounds had apparently erupted overnight and I was now in possession of two nice-sized breasts.  Placing my hands on top of them I was amazed at how soft they felt beneath my palms, and I truly wanted to reach up underneath my shirt and fully check them out.  However, I figured with my daughter in the room I probably shouldn’t, as there would be time later. 

“Miss you seem kind of lost or something.  Can you tell me where my dad is?  And by the way, who are you?  You being here, especially without my dad is very atypical of something my dad would do, so please tell me something.”

Turning and looking at her I said, “If I told you I don’t think you would believe me, because I don’t even believe it myself.”

With a puzzled look on her face she said, “Has something happened to my dad?”

Rolling my head from side to side I then said, “In a manner of speaking.”

A horrified look came across her face and she asked, “Tell me, is he hurt?  Have you kidnapped him?  If anything happens to him, you can be sure that I will ….”

“Robyn, it’s okay.  Can we sit down in the kitchen and have some coffee and I promise to explain everything.  Then if you are not satisfied at the end of the conversation you can throw me out, call the police or whatever.”


Chapter 7

Robyn and I sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee and I started my story by explaining to her that I was actually her father and overnight some sort of transformation had taken place and that was the reason I was now a 5’4” brunette.  Like any sane person, she did not believe me because no one in their right mind would as I didn’t even think it was true myself, but there I was.  I then told her to ask me any series of questions that only her father would know the answers to, hoping that would prove who I was, thus verifying my story, so she began. 

After about five minutes of questions regarding family, friends, and our life it was clear that I knew all the answers, but she was still not convinced.  She suspected that perhaps I had studied up on Justin in preparation for a Q&A session such as the one being performed and continued quizzing me. 

Another five minutes later she told me that it was strange that I still knew all the answers to everything she asked and examined my ears looking for mini headphones.  In her opinion someone was surely providing me with answers as there was no possible way, I could know all of that information or be her father, there was just no way according to her. 

It was now fifteen minutes since she had originally started her grueling examination and I could see that she was now starting to believe that it was a possibility, as she no longer appeared as agitated with me as she had earlier.  There were also few questions left to test me with as they had all been asked and I had passed with flying colors as I knew all the answers.

Standing up I pulled up my shirt and showed her the scar where the container had been implanted and removed and said, “What about this?”

“That’s pretty convincing,” and after a few moments said, “You know, I’m actually beginning to think that’s you in there Daddy.”

“Sweetie I’ve answered all your questions and if you’re not satisfied there’s nothing more I can do, but trust me, it’s me in here.  I don’t know how it happened, but it did.  Your father is now a woman.”

“Shit, a thought just occurred to me, and this is the final question, and I think only you could know this.  After surgery what did the doctor come in recovery and tell you, and it’s not something about me.”

Sitting there I said, “Let’s see, I woke up and asked what time it was, and almost immediately the doctor came in and told me everything was fine, and he wasn’t worried that the container had leaked.  Oh fu….”

“Oh my God, Daddy, it really is you in there.”

“Robyn, did the container leaking into me cause this?  The doc said it was nothing to worry about and that I would be okay.  He didn’t say that the side effects included the risk of becoming a busty brunette.  Robyn, what are we going to do?”

Shaking her head, she said, “I don’t know, they didn’t cover this in LVN school, or either I missed that day.”

“I told you that you should have gone straight for an RN versus LVN,” I replied, attempting to insert a little humor into the situation.

With a slightly annoyed look on her face she said, “I’m willing to bet they don’t cover this exact subject in RN training either.”

I had been sitting there drinking coffee for some time, at least twenty minutes or more, and needed to go to the bathroom so I said, “I think this java is passing on through me, so to use a phrase that only the ladies do, I think I need to go to the little girls’ room.”

“Then go, you know where the toilets are, you’ve lived here since I was one-year-old Dad.”

Hesitating for a moment I then said, “Will you come with me?”

“You want me to come with you to pee?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Well, you don’t have to watch me but come along and be close by as I’ve never urinated as a female before.  Oh my God, I know that sounds strange.”

Chuckling she said, “Let’s go,” and we headed down to the hall bath where I entered and closed the door most of the way, leaving a small crack. 

I dropped my pants which were already falling off, and as I looked down it was clear that I had lost my manhood and in its place was nothing but a hairy patch and nothing else. 

“Damn it,” I exclaimed.

“Everything okay in there?”

“Fine honey.”

Knowing that my days of standing up and going to the bathroom were long over I sat down, and as soon as I did, I let go, which was quite a relief.

Calling out to her through the door I said, “I don’t know why I had to go so badly. I can usually hold it longer.”

“I think you’re forgetting something.  You clearly have a smaller bladder now, meaning that you will have to go to the bathroom more often when you drink diuretics like coffee, tea or alcohol or lots of water.”

“Hadn’t thought of that, but thanks.  Hopefully this will be short term and I can soon go back to normal as Justin.”

She did not respond to my statement and I understood why, as neither of us knew my fate going forward and it was always possible that my then condition might be irreversible.

“Okay, I’m done, but I think I need to wipe.  What’s the best way to handle this?”

I could tell she was amused as she spoke, “Yes Daddy, girls wipe after they pee.  Get a couple of squares and dry yourself off.”

Taking some toilet paper, I followed her instructions which essentially amounted to me patting myself dry.  I then rose up, pulled up my pants and washed my hands, and once again looked at myself in the mirror.

Opening the door, I stepped out into the hallway and stood there in front of her, my right hand holding a fist full of material, my sleep pants, which otherwise would have fallen to the ground as they were now several sizes too large.

Looking at me she said, “Those pants are clearly too big for you as you’ve lost quite a bit of mass.”

“Clearly,” I responded

Examining me from top to bottom she said, “Hmmm, come with me,” and I obediently followed her down the hall and we ended up in her bedroom where she began to look through her closet.

“Robyn, what are you looking for?”

“We’ve got to find you something to wear,” she said.

“From your closet?”

Stopping and looking at me she smiled and said, “Yes.  Where else should we look?”

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down I replied, “Well surely I’ve got something in my room?”

“Really?” she asked, “You’ve got to be kidding?  Daddy you’ve clearly lost at least seventy pounds from what you originally weighed and are about seven inches shorter, and there’s no way you can wear a stitch of your clothing unless you want to wear your bathrobe.  The sensible thing to do is to get you into some clothes that halfway fit you, given your circumstances.”

Finally, she stopped shuffling through her closet and suddenly a smile came to her face as she produced a dark purple dress that she held up in front of herself and asked, “What do you think?”

“Hmmm, I think it will look great on you.”

Shaking her head, she said, “Oh, no, no, no.  This is for your Daddy.”

“Sweetie, are you suggesting that I wear a dress, like a dress that a woman wears?”

“What else are you going to wear?  You don’t have any clothes in your wardrobe that will even fit you.”

“Robyn, I will, well, look gay.”

“Dad, you might be perceived as gay or a crossdresser if you were a man.  But you’re not, you’re a woman, well, now anyway, and this is clothing frequently worn by girls, so what’s the big deal?”

“Robyn, I may now be a woman, but that’s over the top.”

“Daddy, stop being so hardheaded and try this on.  You have to wear something, and besides this is a size 6 and from my estimation, it will be a perfect fit.  Isn’t it cool that you and I can both fit into the same dress size?”

“Robyn it’s like a dream come true that my daughter and I both wear the size dress.”

Standing there looking intently at me she then added, “I also think we are probably about the same bra size as well, right about a 34C.  I’ll give you one to try on so we can make sure,” and she then opened her dresser and took a lilac-colored bra out and placed it on the bed.  Seconds later she reached back inside and produced a purple thong which she held up before placing it on top of the brassiere.

“You want me to wear that, where I have a string running up my rear end?”

“Sorry but I don’t have any briefs or bikinis as I’m a thong girl all the way.  I guess you could go commando as they say, at least until we can get to the store.”

“Damn it Robyn. Are you playing dress-up with me or something?  I’m your dad and you should have more respect than that.  This is just not cool.”

“Daddy, you know I love you, right?”

Pausing for a few moments I said nothing and just stood there sulking looking down at the floor.  After a bit she came over and said, “Daddy, I would never force you to do anything that you didn’t want to do, and you know that, or at least I hope you do.”

I still stood there silently with my gaze fixed on the carpet beneath my feet.

“I know this must be hard and I’m not going to pretend that I understand where you are coming from on this and I definitely don’t know how you are feeling but I do know one thing, I’m going to back off.”

She then lay the dress down on the bed, looked at me and said, “Daddy, you can take this at your own pace.  I’m here to help you as much or as little as you want, so I’m not going to say a word going forward.  You know where to find me when and if you need me, okay?”

She then kissed me on the cheek and walked out of the room and turned right as she exited, clearly heading toward the kitchen.

As I stood there alone, I thought about what she had just said and realized every last word she had spoken was true, and that I had nothing to wear as my entire wardrobe was pretty much worthless at that point.  Looking in the mirror it was clear this was my new reality, at least until some sort of solution could be obtained if that was even possible.  Then looking at the garments on the bed I thought of how Robyn was trying hard to help me as that was simply what she did as she loved helping people.  She had always been that way and that was one of the reasons she had decided to go into nursing, because she enjoyed helping and caring for others in need. 

Feeling like a jackass I pulled her bedroom door closed, leaving it cracked, and then took off my t-shirt and sleep pants and threw them on the bed.  Stepping into the thong I gently raised it until I pulled it in to place, and as I looked at myself in the mirror I then twirled around and examined the way it ran up the crack in my ass.  I wasn’t sure that I liked the way it felt between my cheeks but I did have to admit that I looked sexy wearing it.  Then taking the bra I slipped my arms through the loops and my breasts into the cups but then noticed that I had a problem, that I couldn’t latch the hooks in the back.  I was sure that most women were able to easily perform this function, but I was not quite there, yet, so I did the next best thing.  Taking it I put it on in reverse and hooked it at the front and then spun it around and slipped my arms through the straps and then popped my breasts into the cups.

Then taking the dress I slipped it over my head and it fell into place almost perfectly. As I looked at myself in the looking glass I smiled and said, “Not bad.” Continuing my visual observation I nodded and realized that I was quite pretty, and though the thought of considering myself as pretty seemed strange it was undeniable.

Taking the hairbrush off Robyn’s bedside table I brushed my hair as it was kind of a mess and somewhat tangled.  After finishing I checked out my styling job and said, “Not bad,” as I truly had a head full of beautiful dark brown hair.

Looking at myself in the mirror I had to admit that this definitely beat the heck out of wearing my oversized t-shirt and sleep pants as I could now walk around the house without having to hang onto my clothes to keep them from falling down. 

As I left the bedroom and walked down the hall I soon entered the kitchen and sitting there at the table was Robyn.  When she caught sight of me she stood up and walked over to me and gave me a hug and said, “You look absolutely beautiful,” then stopped and said, “Daddy I didn’t mean to be offensive by calling you beautiful.”

I laughed briefly and then said, “No offense taken, and your right sweetheart, I have to admit that I am kind of cute, for a girl that is.”

Chuckling momentarily, she then added, “As well as modest.”

I then took my thumb and touched it to my tongue briefly before placing it on my rear end and subsequently made a sizzling sound and we both began to laugh.

“I’m so glad to see you in better spirits Daddy.”

“Thanks baby, and by the way, I’m sorry I acted so badly earlier.  You were trying to help me, and I was acting like an ass.”

“It’s okay, I can’t say for sure how I would act if I’d been turned into a man, so forget it.”

“So, the next question is, where do I go from here?  Should we call the doctor and see if he can squeeze me in?”

“Considering what’s happened I think he should move heaven and earth to get you in, now!  I’ll call and set up an appointment.”


Chapter 8

The visit to see the physician, Dr. Pemberton, was somewhat complex as he did not believe that there was any way that I could have been changed into a woman as a result of the container leaking. It was just not possible according to him.  Convincing him that the brunette sitting on his exam room table was really Robyn’s dad, was running along the same lines as earlier when I had to spend over fifteen minutes trying to persuade my daughter that her daddy was now a girl. 

He asked me and Robyn why we were playing this prank on him and in his opinion, it was not funny, and also wanted to know why, given the serious nature of Robyn’s illness, we thought this was amusing.  He said in all his years of practice he had never had anyone attempt to play such a juvenile and utterly ridiculous joke on him of this magnitude.  Then he added that he thought it might be best if Robyn found another physician going forward as he wanted to interact with patients who were serious about their care, and she was clearly not.

Getting ready to walk out of the room I said, “Hey, you son of a bitch, you stop right there.”

Looking at me he said, “Lady you’ve got a lot of guts talking to me that way, especially after the two of you pulled this.”

“For one, you’re going to keep on seeing about Robyn as she’s all that I’ve got, and I want to make that clear right now, and if you don’t, I’ll sue you until the fucking cows come home because if I lose her I’ve got nothing,” and then tears began to roll down my face and I began to sob.

Standing there his expression changed as he looked at me and he said, “That’s what her dad said to me after I removed the container, she’s all that I’ve got.”

After staring at me for a bit he said, “I’m probably insane for even entertaining this but in a way she resembles your dad Robyn.”

“It really is him, I promise,” she said, now crying as well.

“On the day I removed the container I told you something before I walked out of the room, what was that?”

“That it had been a slow morning and there were not many patients in recovery and to go ahead and snooze for a few more minutes.”

“That’s right.”

After a long pause he said, “I must be out of my mind for even considering this is a possibility but ….”

“I’ll be right back,” he said and then left the room.

“Dad, it almost seems like he believes us.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, it does.”

After a few minutes he came back into the room with a laptop computer which he set on the counter and then opened.  Then looking at me he asked, “When you checked into the hospital at admissions they required you to scan your thumbs, do you remember?”

“Yes, I do.”

Showing us two fingerprints on the screen of his computer he then took a scanner out of his pocket which he plugged into the PC’s USB port and then said, “The moment of truth.  Place your right thumb on this pad.”

Jumping off the exam room table I stepped over and put my thumb on the scanner and momentarily a blue light began moving from the top down where it stopped at the bottom.

“Now the other,” he said and I put my left thumb on it and the process repeated, and when finished he said, “Go ahead and have a seat.

Sitting there for a couple of minutes he said, “The moment of truth,” and he turned the laptop where we could see the screen and there before us were the fingerprints I had just given him alongside the original set.

Taking my new fingerprint scan he dragged them from their resting position on the screen and dropped them over the originals and then with the click of another button their size adjusted, covering the originals.

“Well doc?”

Looking at me he said, “They are an exact match.  Your current prints are smaller because you have smaller fingers, but they are an exact match.  Oh my God Justin, it really is you.”

“I’m glad you finally believe me doc.”

“Robyn, Justin, I am so sorry I didn’t believe you at first, I really am.”

“Hell, I wouldn’t have believed me either.”

“Doctor Pemberton, what are we going to do?  Can you change Daddy back?”

“Robyn, I don’t know exactly how he got changed in the first place, so I’m definitely not going to be able to make any promises,” he said.

“Do you have any theories at all?” I asked.

Shaking his head he said, “I’m going to have to think about this and call you.  Before I let you go tell me how you feel.  Do you have any symptoms I should know about?  Lightheadedness, dizziness, shortness of breath, anything?”

“I’ve never felt better.  I don’t feel ill, I’ve got great energy, there’s just one problem doc.  I’m a female.”

Nodding he said, “I can see that.  Okay, Robyn, I’m going to ask you to stay with him until I figure out why this happened because as of right now I have no idea.  On the way out stop by the lab, they’ll be waiting on you.  They are going to draw some blood so I can run some tests.  Also, here is my cell phone number,” he said and scribbled his phone number on the back of one of his business cards.  “If you’re not feeling well call me immediately okay?”

“Okay, we will,” I said.


Chapter 9

After finishing up at the doctor’s office the two of us got in the car and started toward home, and after arriving I decided to sit on the back porch and have a beer as there was little else I could do.  I didn’t want to sit on the front porch as neighbors would walk over and start asking questions about who I was and I wasn’t in the mood for conversation.  Being that I couldn’t go to work either, doctors’ orders, I decided to sit out back and drown my sorrows in a can of brew.

A few minutes later Robyn joined me and sat in the chair next to mine and as we sat there looking at the back yard which I had mowed two days earlier.  The landscaping was actually quite boring and for the most part was just plain grass, but I had thought about trying to add some personality to it by adding a gazebo or a stone walkway but had never gotten around to it for one reason or another.  However, I was definitely not in the mood at the moment as I was depressed and wondered what my fate would be and if it was even possible to return to normal.

“I’m so sorry for all of this Daddy, this is really my fault.”

“Don’t say that baby.”

“Well, it’s true. In your quest to save me you’re now messed up and I feel just awful, and this is my doing,” and placing her head in her hands she began to cry.

Placing my hand on her back I said, “No, don’t say that, it’s not true.”

“It is,” she replied.

“Hey, I want to tell you something so listen to me okay?’

Still sniffling she nodded.

“When I agreed to the procedure my goal was to save you, no matter what the cost, and I would have given my life so you could have had yours.”

After a few moments of silence she asked, “Even if the cost was you getting turned into a woman?”

“That’s right.”

“And if we can’t find a way to change you back?  What then?  Daddy I love you and don’t want you to hate me if you go through the rest of your life as Justyne versus Justin.”

I chuckled and said, “One I would never hate you under any circumstances, so get that out of your head right now.  I’m a big boy, well now a big girl and I knew there was a risk.  Two, I think it’s funny how you called me Justyne.”

We both laughed at my comment and she then said, “Thanks Daddy.”

The next morning Robyn called into the shop once again and asked Tamara to cover and she said that she would.  She asked if I was okay and Robyn reassured her that I was just a little under the weather at the moment, which was clearly a gross exaggeration.

With another full day of nothing ahead I popped a beer and went out on the back porch once again to pass the time and no sooner had my ass hit the seat when Robyn came out and sat down beside me.

“Having a beer, huh?”

“Yep.”

“Going to sit here and drink beer all day?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “I might.  I’ve got nowhere to be today.”

Suddenly the doorbell rang and Robyn said, “I’ll get it,” and went inside, and moments later she returned and said, “Daddy, it’s Doctor Pemberton,” and they stepped out onto the porch.

“Hey doc, want a beer?” I asked.

“I appreciate the offer but no, I just wanted to stop by and visit with the two of you for just a moment if that’s okay.”

“Have a seat,” I said, and as he sat down in the chair next to me Robyn sat down on the top concrete stair which led out to the yard.

“So, what have you found out?” Robyn asked.

“I don’t have all the answers by any means but do believe that your change was triggered by the osmotic container leak that occurred.”

Nodding I said, “I don’t have a medical degree, but I was already pretty sure of that already doc, but go on.”

“The problem that I had with the whole thing was that the container leak itself should not have been an issue, and any seepage that occurred should have not had an effect on you in any way.  Then as I began to dig deeper, I found out information that was not disclosed to me by the lab team, which is why I believe you are sitting here as you are.”

“Go on doc,” I said as I took a slurp from my beer can, which was probably not very ladylike, but then again, I didn’t care as I was not trying to impress him.

“The osmotic container with Robyn’s T-cells was designed to keep the contents not only intact but stable as well and they were floating in a special medium which enabled them to survive while in Justin’s body.

It was also necessary for the solution they were in to contain commonalities of the environment from which they came, so the fluid also contained female hormones.”

“And that’s what changed me?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “No, they themselves were not an issue.  The problem was that the female hormones could not have existed in the container for two weeks, as they would have become diluted, resulting in the T-cells dying.  Estrogen and progesterone are constantly replenished in women’s bodies, and unfortunately, Justin’s body had no way to produce these, and since there was no way to add a fresh supply every few days an alternative was developed.”

“What kind of alternative?” Robyn asked.

“One which I think explains, well, this situation,” he said as he looked at me.  “A biotech firm in Russia recently developed an experimental hormone accelerant ….”

Cutting him off I added, “Wait, don’t tell me, and this was used in the container?” which was clearly in a sarcastic tone, also accompanied by a scowl on my face which I was sure delighted all present.

Nodding he said, “Yes Justin, it was, and I had no idea.  Anyway, the hormone accelerant, which is totally experimental, is able to one, stabilize existing hormones and prevent them from degrading, at least significantly, and two, causes them to replicate.  According to the team this was the perfect solution as it not only kept the estrogen and progesterone supply stable in the container but it was also able to cause the hormones to reproduce, ensuring sufficient hormonal volume was maintained.  My top technician theorizes that after the breach occurred, that’s where it all started.  She believes that once the accelerant entered your body and saw that there was insufficient estrogen as well as progesterone that it went to work in a major way and ramped up your supply of female hormones.  The accelerant also saw that your chromosomes were not in alignment with those of a female and began to rewrite them as well changing them from XY to XX ….”

“Changing dad from a boy to a girl, right?”

Looking at the two of us he then looked at me and said, “Yes, I’m afraid that’s exactly what it means, and Justin, I am so sorry.  I’m not making any excuses, but I just didn’t know all of this was going on behind the scenes, and you have every right to hate me.”

I sat there silently looking at the ground and then bent over with my head down.

“Justin, if there is anything I can do,” he said.

“Doctor, is there potentially a way to reverse this?” Robyn asked.

“Robyn, you as a nurse have had basic biology, and I don’t know if you remember or not but DNA is self-replicating which means ….”

“Thank you, Dr. Pemberton. I do recall what that means.”

“What does it mean?” I asked as I raised my head.

Shaking her head Robyn said, “Daddy, it means it can’t be undone.”

“This is permanent?” I asked as I looked at him.

Closing his eyes, he just barely shook his head and then glanced at me briefly before looking down.  He then stood and said, “Perhaps it is best if I go.”

As he pulled the door to the house open, he looked at me and said, “Hey, if there’s anything, I mean anything that you need at all ….”

The way I was not making eye contact with him was a clear signal that I did not want to speak to him, and he got that.  “I’ll see myself out,” and the door closed behind him.

Robyn joined me in the chair next to mine and we sat there for some time in silence, doing nothing but looking at the yard and listening to the wind whistle through the trees in the field behind us.


Chapter 10

A couple of hours later I was still sitting on the back porch but no longer drinking beer.  It seemed that I was not able to consume as much as I normally did which I attributed to the fact that I had a smaller stomach.  On top of that, it was clear that I was not able to hold my liquor, so to speak, as very little seemed to get me really lit up, which was obviously another drawback of the new body I was in.  It just didn’t have the tolerance of my old one.  Lastly, my small bladder meant that I had to visit the little girl’s room more frequently, interrupting my drinking as well as my bad mood also cutting into the time I was spending feeling sorry for myself.  Finally, I decided to stop my alcohol abuse for the day as it was way too complicated.

Robyn had gone out to do some grocery shopping and had offered me the opportunity to go with her, but I decided to stay home, as I simply wasn’t in the mood to do anything.  Popping some ramen in the microwave, I quickly put together a fast and inexpensive meal and then sat down at the kitchen table and had my lunch.  As I finished up I was surprised that it almost seemed like enough food to fill me up, which was a far cry from normal as it usually wasn’t enough.

Just as I was about to get up from the table Robyn came home and with her was Ryan, and as they entered the kitchen they each had grocery bags in hand which they sat down on the counter.

“Hey, how’s it going,” he asked and then sat down in a chair directly across from me.

“Ryan was nice enough to help me carry the groceries in,” she said.

After a few moments Robyn said, “Daddy, I told Ryan what happened.  After I left here earlier, I asked him to meet me at the grocery store and told him everything as I figured you could use a friend.”

“Thanks, Robyn,” I said and then smiled.

Looking at me Ryan said, “So,”

“Yes?”

Following an extended silence, he asked, “How do you feel?”

“I’m hanging in there buddy.”

I was sure a female calling him buddy had a strange sound to it, but he didn’t react at all and acted like it was normal.

“Dude, so that’s really you in there?”

Nodding I said, “I’m afraid so.”

“So, what’s it like?  If that’s not a rude question.”

Pausing I thought for a moment and then said, “It’s hard to describe and it’s impossible to have a frame of reference.  However, imagine that you are reduced in height half a foot, you’ve suddenly got weight on your chest you didn’t before, and you have to squat to pee.  On top of that when you speak you have a high-pitched voice.  Does that help?”

Scratching his head he said, “You’re right it’s hard to relate but I hear you brother, or should I say sister?  Oops, maybe I shouldn’t have said that.”

All of a sudden, I started to laugh and as I did I began to feel much better, as my old buddy always seemed to bring a smile to my face.

“It’s okay, not an issue at all.”

“So, Robyn tells me that this is permanent?”

Nodding I said, “Yep, that’s what the doc says.”

“Shit dude, are you going to sue over this?”

Shaking my head I said, “I don’t know, and I’m not even sure that I’ve got a case.  When I agreed to participate, they had me sign a boatload of forms releasing them from all liability for anything even remotely connected with the procedure.  I may talk to a lawyer and see what my options are but I’m not terribly hopeful.”

“This is just unreal Justin.  Oh, by the way, are you going to continue to go by Justin?”

Robyn and I looked at one another and I then looked at Ryan and said, “I don’t know, haven’t given it any thought yet as I’ve only been a girl since yesterday morning, but, Justin does seem kind of strange for a girl doesn’t it?”

“Yea, especially for a girl like you.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, you’re a nice-looking girl dude, you’re pretty, and pretty girls don’t typically go by Justin, if you know what I mean.”

Thinking about what he’d just said I concluded that he was right as the name Justin with the body I was in, well, just wasn’t a good match.

“I guess I’m going to have to think about it.”

“Daddy, I’ve got an idea.”

“What’s the sweetheart?”

“How about Justyne?  It’s a very pretty name and looking at you, I think it’s a perfect match, and needless to say, it’s very close to Justin.”

“Dude, I like it,” Ryan added.

Sitting there I smiled and said, “You know what, I do too, so Justyne it is going forward,” and I chuckled.

“Great decision Daddy.”

Looking over at Ryan I said, “Hey I definitely appreciate you coming by man, it means a lot man.”

“Anything for an old friend.”

“So, this is pretty weird for you I’m sure, sitting here with me and I’m now a female.”

“I’ll say one thing; your looks sure have improved.”

“If I was a guy I would kick your ass,” I replied and then smiled.

After a few moments I said, “Hey, like I was saying, I know this is weird, and you may feel uncomfortable being around me and who could blame you?  If it’s just too bizarre I understand because this is an unusual situation.  However, if you’re okay with it I would like to continue to be friends, if you can see past, well this,” I said as I waved my hands in front of myself in a downward sweeping motion.

Looking at me seriously he said, “You’re not getting off that easy mister, or should I say, missy?  We’ve been friends for over twenty years, and you just don’t throw something like that away.  You may have breasts and a vagina but you’re still the same old Justin inside, I mean Justyne, well, you know what I mean.  Anyway, we’re still friends just like always, you’re just now a friend of mine that wears dresses, but we’ve all got our little oddities.”

Chuckling I said, “That means a lot dude.”

“Hey maybe we can go and do something this weekend if you’re feeling up to it,” he said.

“Cool. That would be great.

“I’ve got to run but I’ll text you and we will figure it out,” he said as he stood and then walked to the entrance to the living room.  Turning he said, “Good seeing you Robyn and thanks for calling me.”

“Thanks, Ryan, you’re the best,” and she stepped over and gave him a hug.

“Oh, and I’ll see you later, Justyne, and he smiled before winking at me.

“Ha, ha,” I said.

“Just kidding bro, and oh, I do think Sarah is going to be disappointed as she was really warming up to you.”

“I suspect you are right.


Chapter 11

With Robyn accompanying me I returned to work the next day and filled Tamara in on what had happened, and she was in total disbelief, however, after a few probing questions she was finally convinced that it was me.  She and I decided it would be best not to tell our customers what had happened, well at least right away as some of them would be freaked out, so I resumed my duties as a female barber named Justyne.  Our cover story was that I was filling in temporarily while Justin was taking some time off as he was helping his daughter while she was undergoing medical treatments, and in a way that was sort of true.

Over the next few days, I settled into my new role as Justyne the barber, which was a little different than that of Justin for sure.  As a male barber my customers, who were almost exclusively men, always talked with me about subjects including news, weather, politics, and sports.  None of them had ever flirted with me, nor were they interested in the personal or the details of my life, at least not to the degree they had become as I was continually asked if I was married or had a boyfriend.  I asked Tamara, who was an attractive woman herself if this kind of behavior was common being a female barber, and she said it was not at all unusual and not to worry about, to just go with the flow.  She also said a little flirting now and then could also pay off at the cash register and she was absolutely correct as my tips more than doubled.  I found out quickly that being a girl wasn’t so bad after all and actually had a few advantages, especially in the financial department.

**********

As the week pressed on the weather had really warmed up and by the weekend and it was clearly evident as the temperatures just kept on rising.  Ryan texted me on Saturday morning and asked if I would like to go fishing on Sunday as the weather was supposed to be great. I said that sounded like fun and to count me in.  With that being said, we agreed that we would head out to South Point Lake bright and early and see what kind of trouble we could get into.  For almost twenty years that had been one of our favorite places to fish.

Ryan rolled up in front of my house early on Sunday morning at 6:45 a.m. and behind his pickup truck was his trusty two-seat fishing boat that many years earlier he had nicknamed Ole Unsinkable.  He had settled on that name because after a variety of maritime accidents it just kept on going.  These incidents included running the boat over a stump, which tore a hole in the bottom, being hit in the side by a ski boat, and there was even one time when he accidentally sideswiped the dock.  Did I mention that I was with him every time one of these events occurred onboard Ole Unsinkable?

Walking down the sidewalk from my front porch, I was wearing a yellow floral print sundress and flat sandals that Robyn had picked out for me.  She had assisted me as I had relatively little idea what to wear for a fishing trip, now that I was a girl and all.  As I walked toward the truck I had my tackle box, fishing poles, and cooler in hand which I placed in the back of the truck and then climbed into the cab, setting my purse and tote bag on the front seat.

“Good morning,” I said to him.

“And good morning to you,” he said and then smiled before adding, “Wow, I’ve got to say that I am surprised.”

“What do you mean?”

“I wasn’t expecting you to look, well, so feminine?”

Looking down and my dress I then looked at him and said, “It is what it is dude.  This is my new reality, I’m a woman.  A real honest to goodness girl, and I can’t help it.”

Then after a few seconds, I asked, “Cool?”

“Yeah, cool.  It’s just a little bit of an adjustment, but like I said, I’m cool,” and he put the truck in drive, and we headed down the road, destination, South Point Lake.

Once arriving at the lake, we put the boat in the water and then headed out to a place that Ryan and I had nicknamed Secret Cove, which was a little hideaway near the dam that was well shaded and not clearly visible from the rest of the lake.  No one was usually there as you had to know how to get to it, and since only a handful of the locals knew how to find the spot, sharing it with other fishermen was typically not a problem.

Pulling into the cove Ryan anchored the boat just offshore where there was still some shade from the larger trees which lined the edge of the lake.  Getting our fishing poles out we quickly baited our hooks and got our lines into the water and waited, which is the name of the game when it comes to fishing.

Despite the fact that I was wearing my straw hat, which was of the Panama jack variety, it was only so effective at keeping the sun off of me, as I was getting a little bit hot.  Robyn had warned me before I departed that the weather would be warm and encouraged me to wear a summer dress, which did help to keep me cooler compared to pants.  As the temperature kept rising I finally said to Ryan, “Dude it’s hot, I think I’m going to take this dress off.”

Raising his eyebrows he asked, “What?  You’re going to take your dress off?”

Shaking my head I said, “I’ve got my swimsuit on underneath.”

“Good idea, I’ve got mine on underneath these shorts too,” and he quickly took off his shorts, and then his shirt, which exposed his somewhat furry chest, which had a moderate amount of hair covering it.

Lifting my dress up I quickly discarded it and then said, “That’s better,” as the cool breeze of the cove washed over me.

Ryan sat there looking at me and I asked, “What’s wrong?”

Shaking the look off he said, “Oh, nothing.”

“Well, it must have been something otherwise you wouldn’t have had that expression on your face.”

Shrugging his eyebrows he said, “It’s just that I was expecting you to be wearing a swimsuit, not a red bikini.”

Looking down at my swimwear I then smiled at him and said, “Oh yeah.  I’m sure you were expecting boardshorts as that’s what I have typically worn on fishing trips, so I can totally see that you were not expecting your best bud to be wearing a two-piece bathing suit.”

Standing there in awkward silence for a few moments he then said, “Well, I’ll tell you one thing, you’re a lot nicer to look at now than when you were a guy,” and as he finished his words we chuckled.

Examining myself in my swim apparel I could not help but notice how my girls were just barely held in by my bikini top and my cleavage was on full display, while my firm rear end filled out my bottoms nicely.  As I thought about it I knew one thing was true, that I had been given a nice body and I had a great little figure to boot, and there was no denying that.

As I looked over at Ryan I noticed that he was staring at me, and after a few seconds he turned his head and looked back across the cove toward the shore.

Ryan was staring at me?  I couldn’t believe it, and on top of that I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.  He and I had been friends, like guy friends, buds, pals, for over two decades, and the thought of him checking me out, in that way caught me off guard.    Having been a man for all my life, up until recently anyway, I knew how men thought regarding the opposite sex.  When you’re gawking at a girl as he had been at me you are appreciating her physical attributes as you notice how beautiful she is, and frequently you would like to be romantic with her, having sex if possible.  If Ryan felt that way toward me I was definitely a little uncomfortable, because being with him in that kind of way, or any man for that matter, was a foreign concept and was not happening on this watch.

As the morning drug on I noticed him checking me out a number of times, always looking away when he saw he’d been caught, and I just kept brushing it off, acting like nothing had happened.  Finally, close to lunch time, I saw that he was checking me out again, and it was clear that he liked what he was seeing which was me in a bikini.  His awkward stares had disturbed me to the point where he either needed to stop, or I needed to go home, as I didn’t appreciate being looked up as though I were a piece of prime rib, ready to be consumed.  Just as I was getting ready to call him on the carpet and give him what for I stopped myself, remembering what it was like when I was a man and all those times when I had probably stared at women making them feel uncomfortable as well, even though that was never my intention.  No, I wasn’t going to say anything to him, as I’d been exactly where he was, and besides, it wasn’t his fault, I was the one taunting him by wearing my bikini.  Needless to say he was my best friend in the world and at that point I needed all the friends I could get, and I wasn’t going to embarrass or alienate him.

Deciding I would turn this around and have a little fun I took the suntan lotion bottle out of my handbag and said, “Ryan, would you please put some of this on my back?” and handed him the tube, and I then turned my back toward him.

“You want me to put this on you?” he asked as though confused.

Chuckling I said, “Yes please, I don’t want to burn.”

I could tell my request was making him feel uncomfortable so I asked, “Ryan, can you do that?”

Sitting there, it seemed like he was in shock at my request so I said, “It’s okay, I understand, you don’t feel comfortable touching me, you still think of me as a man, it’s okay, don’t worry about it.”  I then took the tube from him and squirted some of its contents on my hand and slowly began to apply the lotion to my entire body.  Sitting there in front of him with the oil glistening on my skin I smiled and asked, “Are you sure you can’t put some on my back?”

Acting as though he was shrugging it off and trying to appear as cool he said, “Yeah, I can do that,” and I handed him the tube. 

As he began to apply it to my back, I lifted my long dark hair up so he could cover all of my back and as he finished I asked, “Oh, could you also put some on right here, just below my bikini bottoms?” and I smiled at him.  He slowly and gently rubbed the lotion onto my legs and as he did I was chuckling inside.  By the expression on his face, I could tell that he was embarrassed as well as uncomfortable as he applied the ointment on his old buddy, but I was having fun, secretly getting revenge for him staring at me earlier.

Turning around and taking the tube from him I said, “Thanks,” and just as I was getting ready to turn away and put the lotion in my purse I just happened to glance down and could not help but notice he had a hard-on.  He quickly turned one hundred and eighty degrees in an attempt to shield himself and I couldn’t blame him, because that’s kind of embarrassing for a guy.

I left him alone for several minutes and sat there tending to my fishing pole, acting like I was adjusting the line, in order to give him enough time to settle down where he could return to normal.  As I sat there thinking about the situation, I was amused at the way he had become turned on as he slathered tanning oil onto my body.  Earlier when he had been gawking at me I had become irritated by his stares, but now strangely enough I was not bothered by it at all and was actually flattered.

What was wrong with me?  I wasn’t gay, nor attracted to him, or men for that matter, as I had always found men to be disgusting creatures as well as vile ones.  I had always thought that if I had been born a woman, I would have turned out to be a raging lesbian, as there was no way I would ever have sex with a man.  And there I was?  Liking that fact that my best buddy had gotten a woody as a result of rubbing lotion on me?

By 1 p.m. we hadn’t caught anything at all and decided to pack it in for the day, so we headed on back to the boat dock.  Still wearing my swimsuit, I jumped out and scampered across the wooden planks and finally across the parking lot to Ryan’s truck which I backed down the ramp easing the trailer into the water without incident & Ryan just happened to get Ole Unsinkable loaded on the first attempt.  When you’re trying to get your boat out of the water and onto its carrier it will sometimes take a few tries, but not with Ryan as he seemed to have a knack for getting it done on the first try.  I then jumped back in the cab and pulled the boat out of the water and off to the side before putting it in park, and then helped Ryan transfer our stuff into the bed of the pickup.

A couple of men standing nearby had been watching me since we’d arrived at the dock and their eyes had followed me every step of the way, and I was sure the bikini was a contributing factor.  Suddenly, one of the guys in his early forties with graying hair and a matching goatee called out, “Hey little lady, you did a pretty good job of backing that truck down the ramp.”

“Thanks,” I said curtly.

His buddy, standing right next to him said, “She can back down my ramp anytime,” and the three of them began laughing uproariously.

I could tell that Ryan was pissed off by their comments as he said to me, “What a bunch of dicks, I ought to whip their asses.”

Their leader called out, “Hey, are you talking to us?”

“Damn right, you leave her alone,” he said.

“Ryan, let’s just go.”

“No, fuck them, nobody talks to you that way.”

Knowing that there were three of them and one of him, it wasn’t going to be much of a match and if I didn’t act fast, he was going to get his ass kicked so I jumped in the cab, started the truck and said, “Get in or I’m leaving you.”

Still steaming he jumped in the passenger side as he had figured out that I meant business because I was pulling away, and he clearly didn’t want to get left behind, especially to face those three Cretans.  As we pulled away, I could hear one of them say, “If my momma had looked like her I would never have left home,” and they all began laughing hysterically.

“Did you hear what those assholes just said?” he asked.

“Yes, I did, just forget about it.”

Sitting there looking forward he said, “Stop this vehicle so I can go back and kick their ass.”

“The beer is what’s making you mean Ryan, just settle down, it’s all over.”

“But you heard what they said, they disrespected you.”

“You mean the part where the guy said if I’d been his mother, he would never have left home?”

“Yeah.”

“You know what, if my mom had looked like I do, I might not have left home myself,” and we both laughed.

He then responded and said, “Yeah, me too.”

After a few seconds the expression on his face changed to one of horror as he thought about what he had just said and he turned toward me and said, “Hey, I didn’t mean anything by that.”

With a stern look I glanced over at him as though I were absolutely furious and said, “Ryan, oh my God!  I can’t believe you said that.”

Sitting there sheepishly he then said in a mild tone, “Sorry.”

Then smiling I said, “I’m just fucking with you,” and I started laughing.

With a relieved look on his face he said, “You really got me dude,” I thought you were totally pissed off at me.”

After making it back to town we stopped at Ryan’s house first and dropped off the boat and his fishing gear before heading back to my place.  As we pulled up in from of my house I said, “Hey dude, it was fun.  Thanks for driving and the use of your boat.”

“No problem.”

Turning and looking at him I asked, “So, what was it like being out with me as Justyne the girl, versus Justin the guy?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know, was it the same?  Or was it weird?  Just say, I can take it.”

“It was good, your personality is the same, you’re just in a different body, that’s all.”

Deciding I was going to see how he would react I asked, “A body wearing a bikini.”

Looking up while bobbing his head from side to side he said, “I do have to admit, that part was a little different from our usual expeditions.”

“So, you’re not scared off by me and my new,” Rolling my eyes up and then back down I then looked directly at him and concluded with, “Femininity?”

Smiling he said, “Like I said, it’s new, I’ll get used to it.”

“Cool,” I said as I grabbed my handbag and got out of the truck.

After getting my gear out of the back I walked around to the driver’s side window and said, “By the way, thanks.”

“For what?”

“Defending me, when those assholes started making remarks.”

“They shouldn’t have been talking to you that way, after all you’re a pretty lady, and should be respected as such.”

I turned my head slightly to the right and smiled at him as he finished his sentence, as I was flattered by what he had just said and I almost felt a little misty, as I was so touched by his words. 

As Ryan finished speaking the look on his face immediately afterward was one of astonishment, as it was obvious that he was far more surprised by what he had just said than I was.  Looking me dead in the eye he said, “Well, I don’t know if that came out exactly right, but I’m sure you know what I mean?”

This situation was getting more confusing by the moment as my emotions were in a state of turmoil.  On one hand I was flattered that Ryan was defending my honor as a woman, indicating that he viewed me not only as his old friend, a guy, but as a member of the fairer sex, maybe even one that he saw as something more.  Then, on the other, I was somewhat taken back as historically we had just been two guys who were friends, and anything beyond that was foreign to me.  I truly had to admit that the range of feelings I was experiencing was unsettling as I had never felt such an array of emotions in all my life. 

Not wanting to leave either of us uncomfortable as we parted I finally smiled at him and said, “Ryan, I do know what you mean and appreciate your sentiment.  You are truly a great guy as well as a friend, and as strange as this sounds a great fishing date,” and with that, I stood up on my tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek, and then stood back and waited on his reaction.

“Dude!” he exclaimed, as a look of astonishment came across his face.

Bursting into laughter I said, “Sorry, I just couldn’t resist doing that,” and I continued my outburst as he sat there looking at me for some time and eventually started to chuckle.

“Thanks again,” I said as I walked away and then headed up the sidewalk toward the front door.  Reaching the first step of the porch I turned around and looked back just as he was driving away and as I caught sight of him in the cab of the pickup he nodded once and gave me a wave.

As I entered the house I called out Robyn’s name and she did not answer, and I then remembered that she was working a shift at the hospital until 10 p.m. and I had the place to myself.  That was fine as over the past ten years I had grown accustomed to being alone and had actually learned to enjoy my own company.  Plus that would work out well for me as I had a few things to process from my fishing trip and the time I had spent with Ryan.  What was supposed to be a routine fishing trip for two old friends had turned into something more, and not just for me but for him as well, as the awkwardness that had surfaced raised questions not only about what was going on inside me but clearly him as well.


Chapter 12

The schedule that I had kept for many years was to close the shop on Sunday and Monday, that was mine and Tamara’s weekend so to speak, not to mention our sanity as you’ve got to have a little time off, right?

It was Monday morning about 8 a.m. and I was still thinking about the day before and my fishing trip with Ryan.  At that point I was calmer and decided that I just needed to stop overthinking everything and just go with the flow. Getting bent out of shape was not going to do anyone any good at all, specifically me.

Ryan called me about 8:30 and asked me if I was interested in playing golf at one of the local courses as he had two free passes to play eighteen holes.  Initially, I didn’t know what to say as I was still processing the events of the day before, but quickly told him yes and he said he would pick me up about 10:00 a.m.

Robyn had just gotten up and I told her my plans and she said she thought it was great that I was staying active and embracing my new life.  Telling her that I’d still not gotten to the store to buy anything but a few undergarments since my transition, I was wondering what I should wear. I’d been borrowing her wardrobe to stay up and running.

She loaned me the cutest golf dress which was navy blue on the bottom and had a floral print on the top portion and as I slipped it on I was excited at how well it looked and fit me.  She also loaned me a white sun visor as well as a pair of tennis shoes and at that point I was all set to play golf.

“Robyn, I really like this dress but want to ask you a question.”

“Sure, what is it?”

“Isn’t this, well, a little short?  Maybe a little revealing?”

Chuckling she said, “You look fine, and besides, if you’ve got it, flaunt it, I think someone once said.”

“Really?”

Nodding she said, “Sure, and besides Dad, you’ve got great little legs, better than most girls your age, so I wouldn’t worry about trying to hide them.”

Looking down and then back up I said, “Well, maybe your right.”

“Of course, I am.”

“Robyn, do you think you should keep calling me Dad?”

“You mean because you’re now a woman and it seems kind of strange?”

“Sort of.  I’m okay being called Dad, but in a way, it’s starting to sound a little odd, or is it just me?”

Smiling ear to ear she said, “Maybe just a little, but you know that deep within my heart of hearts you always will be my Daddy.  However, I aim to please so what would you feel most comfortable being called?”

Oh boy, I had brought the whole thing up and didn’t even have an answer as to how I wanted to be addressed.  The only thing that I knew for sure was that Daddy seemed a little bizarre, and maybe there was a better alternative as eventually Robyn and I would be in social situations and her calling me Dad in front of others would seem really weird.

Rubbing my chin I said, “I don’t know, how about Justyne?  The name I’m going by.”

Nodding she said, “That will work, Justyne will be just fine.”

After a few seconds she gave me a serious look and then said, “I know this may seem odd but how about Mom?”

I was speechless and stood there for at least twenty seconds trying to process what she had just said as I was a bit taken back.

“Mom?”

“Mom!  What’s wrong with that?”

“Robyn, your mother was a wonderful woman and was your mom, and I think that title should remain hers, don’t you?”

“Mom refers to a female parent, and you are exactly that, so what’s the problem?”

“Jennifer was your mom and we should never think of robbing her of that as that title was hers, and no one else’s.”

Smiling at me she placed her hand over the middle of her chest and said, “My mother, Jennifer, my mom, is right here and will live on through me as long as I remember her, and no one will ever take her place.  You are my parent, no longer my male parent but now one that is female, and I don’t think there’s anything wrong with you being my mom.  Besides, don’t you think she would love the fact that you, and not some woman that you married that is now my step-mother, but you of all people were able to step up and be my mom?  I think she would be honored, and besides, despite the fact that you’re my Daddy, this is kind of cool.”

With a perplexed look on my face I asked, “It is?  How is that?”

Chuckling she said, “You’ve been the greatest dad on Earth, there’s no doubt about that, but there are times when a girl needs her mother, a woman, and that’s something I’ve been missing over the years.  For the past ten years I’ve not had a female parent that I could talk to and confide in, and now that I do, I’m kind of excited about it as this opens up a new avenue in our relationship as we are now mother and daughter.  There are so many things we can now do together as girls that we couldn’t do as father and daughter, so, please consider being my mom as it would mean so much.  Please?”

Speechless for a few seconds I finally responded and said, “Robyn, this is all happening so quickly, and besides, I’ve been a female for barely a week.  Can you just give me a little processing time?”

Looking at me intently she nodded once and said, “Sure,” and she gave me a hug.

**********

It was a beautiful sunny day as Ryan and I hit the golf course. After checking in at the clubhouse, we picked up an electric cart which we desperately needed, otherwise it would have been a long walk as the place was huge.

I found that I was able to play adequately with the set of clubs I had always used; however, I had to adjust my grip since I was several inches shorter than normal, as I had changed in size but my irons and clubs had not.

As we traveled the course I could not help but notice how Ryan kept looking at my legs, and in so many ways it was like the day before when he had been gawking at me in my bikini.  By that point I was beginning to think the whole thing was cute and concluded that if he thought I was worth looking at then I should just run with it, as it was kind of flattering.  Ryan was a guy and couldn’t help himself, something I knew all too well, and I didn’t damn him because I knew he liked to look at women.  However, that was now the description of me, and what did concern me was that I was actually starting to like it.  As the day went on and I repeatedly observed him scanning my legs and rear end I couldn’t help but feel a charge inside each time he checked me out as I was excited by his glances which were giving me an incredible ego boost.

I couldn’t help but ask myself what the hell was wrong with me and why was I feeling this way because after all, he was a guy and my best friend.  It was clear that he had designs on me and I loved it but why?  Had I secretly been gay all my life and didn’t know it?  I didn’t think so. I wasn’t ready to have sex with him.  However, I was becoming disturbed by something else as well as I was starting to notice him in a different light than in all the years that I had known him.

Pulling up in front of my house at 2:12 p.m. that afternoon he put his vehicle in park, got out, took my golf clubs out of the bed of his truck, and even carried them up to the front porch when he sat them against the side of the house.

“Thanks for inviting me to play, it was fun.”

“Sure, glad to do it.  You played a fairly good game today.”

“For a girl?” and we both chuckled at my comment.

“I guess I’d better get going.”

“Okay, thanks again,” I said, and offered my hand and we shook.  That was exactly what we had always done as guys, but now it seemed a bit odd, as we were no longer two dudes, and our friendship was different.

“Ryan, come here,” I said as I stepped over to him, stood on my tiptoes, and gave him a big hug which he returned.

In those few seconds where I had my arms wrapped around him, I suddenly noticed something, an aroma.  Even though he had just finished playing eighteen holes of golf and was probably a little sweaty there was something about his scent that immediately caught my attention. It was irresistible, and I just couldn’t get enough of his musk.  This caused me to squeeze him even tighter, and in that moment I noticed something else, how good it felt being in his arms as I felt warm and secure.

As we broke our embrace he said, “Wow, that was some kind of hug.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “As guys, we always shook hands, but now that we’re not two men it seems ….”

“A little formal?  For two friends?  Well, kind of but not really.”

“Right, a hug seemed so much more appropriate with you being a guy and me being a girl.  Unless you’re bothered by that, then we can go back to shaking hands.”

Shaking his head he said, “No, that’s cool, a hug is good.”

Standing there looking at him I couldn’t help but notice what a great smile he had, but then again, I had known him for two-plus decades so why was I just now noticing it?

“Thanks again,” I said as I opened the front door to the house and stepped inside.  As I stood there in the doorway watching him walk away, he suddenly turned around about halfway down the sidewalk and looked back at me.  Catching sight of me standing in front of the storm door he smiled and gave me one last wave which I returned before he got in his pickup and drove away.

All of a sudden, I heard a noise behind me and Robyn walked into the living room and asked, “Hey, how was your big golf date?”

Turning toward her, I asked, “Golf date?” in a somewhat agitated tone.

“Well, yes, for lack of a better term, what’s wrong with that?”

“Robyn, the word date refers to like, well, a date, like a romantic encounter, and I hope you know that Ryan and I are merely old friends, just like we’ve always been, and there’s nothing more to it than that.”

Smiling and raising her eyebrows she then turned her head slightly to the side and said, “I’m sorry, I definitely did not mean to offend.”

Now feeling like an asshole because of the way I had spoken to her I said, “Robyn, I apologize if I’m a little sensitive.  I’ve truly got a lot going on inside right now with this whole transition thing, and I may not be myself, so you’ll have to forgive me.”

“Are you kidding?  Of course, you’ve got a lot going on inside right now, and given your circumstances who wouldn’t.  My God, you’ve been transformed from my dad into my mom, and there’s not a soul on this planet who wouldn’t feel a little rattled if that had happened to them.”

In a calmer tone I said, “Thanks sweetie, you’re the best.”

“Thanks Justyne,” and she gave me a hug.

Looking at her standing there I asked, “What are you doing home?  Shouldn’t you be at work?”

“One of my co-workers asked to swap shifts with me today, and I’m picking up one of hers later in the week.”

“Oh, okay.”

“By the way, you do have the rest of the day off, if memory serves me correctly?”

I nodded and said, “That’s right.”

“Why don’t we go shopping?  Unless you’re too tired from golfing.”

“Shopping?  What do we need to shop for?”

“In case you are forgetting, you don’t have any clothes of your own.  Not that I’m selfish or anything, but at some point, you are going to need your own wardrobe.”

She was right, for almost a week I had been borrowing her stuff, and I could see why she was bringing it up as who wants someone constantly wearing their clothes, whether you’re a woman or a man.

“You know sweetie you are correct, maybe we should consider picking up a few things and assembling at least a minimal wardrobe for me.”

For the rest of the afternoon, Robyn and I hit the stores and began the process of creating my wardrobe.  Things that we selected for my new look included a couple of nightgowns, a bathrobe, several dresses, a couple of pairs of jeans that were so tight that it looked like I’d been poured into them, as well as some shoes including flat sandals, pumps, high heel mules and a pair of tennis shoes.  Robyn also thought I needed a couple of light sweaters, and I had to agree as sometimes it got a little chilly at the barbershop when I was cutting hair due to the fact that females are more sensitive to cold than men.  As I was looking at lingerie I decided to splurge and bought several thongs as well.  Right after my transition when Robyn loaned me one of hers, I didn’t care for it, not at first anyway.  However, as time went on, I really started liking it as it made me feel sexy, and I was dying to slip one on and recapture that experience again, maybe even on a daily basis. 

Finishing up our shopping we stopped and picked up some Chinese takeout and returned to the house where we watched television while we ate. I was super hungry since I hadn’t eaten much all day.  I could never get enough Asian cuisine as it was actually one of my favorites and I could easily eat it a couple of times a week.

After eating, Robyn faced a daunting task, which was painting my toenails, something that she described as a rite of passage.  I thought that was probably a bit dramatic but decided not to argue as I didn’t know one way or the other if it was or not.  At first, I said not only no but fuck no, but after some nagging I gave in and let her partake as she said it was a girl thing and something a mother and daughter should do together.  Initially, she wanted to use a shade of red, but after I protested the use of such a feminine color she agreed that we would use a dark blue, which I agreed to.

Finishing her paint job, I sat there in my recliner with my toes spread apart waiting on the polish to dry, which she said would be soon but still insisted that I stay still.

“So, Justyne, how are you and Ryan doing?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know, how are you guys doing?”

“Like in what way?  What are you getting at?”

“I was just asking how the two of you are doing as friends, that’s all.”

“About like normal, after all, we are just friends.”

“Okay cool.”

Sitting there in silence for a few moments I asked, “Robyn, you were getting at something, tell me.”

Turning toward me she said, “You guys have been friends forever, even before I came along, but that was as two guys.  I guess I was just curious that now that you were a woman and he was a man if there were any differences in your friendship.  It’s really none of my business and I would never pry, I’m just a concerned daughter who loves you,” and she gave me a smile.

After a friendly silence, I asked, “When we got back from golf today did you just happen to look outside after we drove up?”

Looking up at the ceiling and then back down she said, “Yes, but I wasn’t spying, I just happened to look out the window after I heard his truck pulling up.”

“And what else did you see?”

With a serious look on her face she said, “I definitely did not see when you gave him a big ole hug, so don’t even ask.”

We locked eyes and within a few seconds the two of us began to laugh at our exchange as the whole thing truly was funny, especially the part where she denied seeing anything.

Finally settling down I said, “Thanks for asking how it was going.  You know, I’m really working hard to process all this including my current friendship with Ryan and I appreciate you asking, but I’m not sure that I’m ready to talk about it right now if that’s okay.”

Smiling at me she said, “Of course, I’m here for you anytime you want to talk, and I mean that.  Even if it’s in the middle of the night feel free to wake me up as I am always here for you.”

“Thanks Robyn, and I’m sure that day will come.”

We continued sitting there in the living room while the TV played and I looked down at my feet and then asked, “How long do I have to sit like this?”

Looking down at my toes she said, “Give it ten more minutes just to be sure.”

“Tell me again, why am I doing this?”

“Because you’re a girl, and that’s something we do to pamper ourselves as well as make ourselves look more attractive to the opposite sex.”

When I was a guy, I never looked at a woman’s feet and determined if I liked her or not based on her toenails being painted, so where was she coming up with this stuff?  Maybe girls truly preferred guys that had a foot fetish of some sort.  That had to be it!  Plus, it would explain why there were so many nail places around, as it seemed there was one in every single strip center in town.

With an annoyed look on my face I asked, “Are you trying to make me look pretty so I can attract a guy?”

Shaking her head she said, “Justyne, you’re a pretty lady and I don’t think you’re going to have any trouble in that department.”

A pretty lady?  I knew I was a female and that I was attractive, but to date I hadn’t thought of myself in exactly those terms, and I definitely hadn’t given a lot of thought to the prospect of attracting a mate.  However, the reality of it all was sneaking up on me, and fast, as my outings with Ryan the past two days had shown me that since my change it was clear that our friendship was undergoing changes as well, just as Robyn had suspected.  I was dying to talk to her about my dates with Ryan and tell her what all had happened, not to mention the plethora of feelings that I was experiencing, all of which was eating me up inside.  Despite the fact that I was a female, deep down inside I still thought of myself as her father and my pride would not permit me to discuss it with her as I was embarrassed, as what man talks with his daughter about his jumbled emotions. 


Chapter 13

The following week at work was a busy one, more so than normal, as it seemed like our business had practically doubled, and we were working hard to keep up.  According to Tamara word was out that there was a pretty new barber, which was driving traffic to the shop like never before.  The influx of men wanting me to cut their hair did not come without a price as a number of them were definitely flirty and a few even asked me out, and I declined but thanked them for their interest.  Anyway, the money was great and the tips fantastic as Tamara and I were raking in the dough, and when I closed the shop at 4:00 p.m. on Saturday we were both beat and were truly looking forward to our two days off for some rest and relaxation.

Heading out to my car I attempted to start it but it was not turning over and was making a clicking sound every time I turned the ignition.  Thinking Tamara could give me a jump, I opened my door and stepped out of my vehicle, but it was too late as she had just executed a right turn onto Main Street.

I thought about calling Robyn but realized that she was working the swing shift, and I couldn’t call her away from work for that.  The next person that came to mind was my old friend Ryan, who I knew would be glad to help as all I needed to do was ask.

Because I had been so busy all week, I’d not reached out to Ryan to see what he was up to as all I could do when I got home each night was have a bite to eat and fall in bed, and then start the process over the next morning.  I’d not heard from him either, which was not unusual, as we would sometimes go a week or two without checking in with one another as one or both of us would get busy with work, life, or both. 

Sending him a text I told him that I’d just closed the shop and it appeared that my battery was dead, and I needed a jump and asked him if he was available to come and help me out.  Within two minutes he replied and said he was on the way and would be there in fifteen to twenty minutes, so I got back in the car and patiently waited for his arrival.

As I sat there waiting, I could not help but think about the previous weekend, and despite the fact that nothing actually happened between the two of us there had been a bit of awkwardness which I was sure that he had picked up on as well.  I truly wanted our friendship to remain as it had always been, but it appeared that the dynamics of me now being a woman had complicated things. I hoped that hadn’t ruined our twenty-plus years as buds.   

The clock read 4:22 p.m. as Ryan’s pickup pulled directly in front of my car, all ready to give me a jump, and I immediately pulled the latch, and as I did I saw the hood elevate slightly. 

“I appreciate you coming down, let me get my jumper cables,” I said as I started to walk toward my trunk.

“Don’t worry about it, mine are right here,” he said as he pulled his set out from behind his seat and began walking toward the front of his pickup where he raised his hood, and before I could elevate mine, he already had it open.

“Need any help hooking the cables up?”

Smiling at me he said, “I got it,” and proceeded to connect the cables between the two batteries.

Climbing back in his vehicle he stepped on the gas and revved up his engine and then motioned for me to start my car, so I got in, pressed the button, and it fired right up.

Walking toward the front of my car I started to reach under the hood to disconnect the cables when all of a sudden he said, “Don’t worry about it, I’ve got it,” and he unhooked them himself and rolled them up for storage.

“That battery is about four years old and is probably due to be replaced anyway, and I was lucky it lasted this long.  Thanks for your assistance, you’re a total lifesaver.  I feel bad that you wouldn’t let me help.”

“You are wearing a nice dress so there was no need for you to get your clothes dirty,” he said as he beamed at me.

Was this chivalry and was Ryan taking care of a poor damsel in distress?  Was I a helpless maiden that wasn’t able to take care of myself and I needed a big strong man?  Personally, I didn’t think it was all that big of a deal as I was merely wearing a casual dress, which was cute but not elegant.  Anyway, it wasn’t like I was wearing a sexy evening gown or anything.

“This?” I asked as I looked down at my dress and then back at him.

“Sure, no need you getting messy with you being dressed up and all.”

“I appreciate the sentiment so I guess I will just say thanks?” I replied.

“You’re welcome.  Any time,” he said and then smiled at me briefly before looking down at the ground, as he seemed bashful, and a little embarrassed.

Oh boy.  It was now very clear that mine and Ryan’s relationship was not what it had been originally, as he had never, ever, been embarrassed around me, nor blushed.  There was absolutely no doubt that he felt confusion as far as our friendship went, and let me tell you, I was right there with him.

We stood there silently for a bit and I finally said, “Well, thanks again, I guess I’d better get going.  I definitely owe you,” and I began to walk toward the driver side door of my car, and just before I opened it, I added, “Let me know when and I’ll buy you lunch.

Before I could open my door he said, “I know you just got off work and have probably had a pretty hard day, but you wouldn’t be interested in having dinner, would you?  Unless you’ve already got plans.”

He was right, it had been a long hard week and the last thing I wanted to do was go out to dinner.  What I really wanted was to go home, take a shower, order some food and have it delivered, and snuggle up in my recliner before finally drifting off to sleep for two days.  However, he had been nice enough to come down and help me out as I had been in a pinch with my dead battery, plus he had done all the work too and I was grateful.  But, there was something else, I was being asked out on a real honest-to-goodness date, and I didn’t know why but it excited me.  This was the first time I had ever been asked out on a date, well, as a girl anyway, could I really turn him down?  I was completely torn as I was exhausted and the last thing I wanted to do was get dressed up and go out.  However, I didn’t want to blow him off as I was still unsettled from my last two encounters with him and wanted to see how our friendship was going to end up playing out, and the uncertainty was killing me.

“Ryan, I do appreciate it and do want to go out but I’ve had a taxing week and ….”

Waving his hand he said, “It’s okay, I get it, especially with it being last minute and all.”

Stepping up to next to him I looked up and said, “No, let me finish.  As I was saying I would love to go out, but I’m totally beat, so I would like to offer an alternative.  How would you feel about us picking up some takeout, or having something delivered, and we could eat at my place?  It’s not like dining at a nice restaurant but it would give us a chance to get together and catch up, plus we would be at my place and we could kick back, relax, and be comfortable.  Plus, it’s cheaper drinking at home,” and as I finished, we both chuckled.

“Justin, I mean Justyne, if you’re sure you’re not too tired ….”

Cutting him off I said, “I’ve got to stop and get a new battery first, but I’ll see you at my place at 7 p.m.  Bring dinner and a bottle of wine, and I will see you then.”

As I opened the car door he asked, “Hey, what do you want to eat?”

“Surprise me, and oh, bring us a nice bottle of Pinot Noir or Cab, and I’ll see you then.”


Chapter 14

On the way home I stopped at an auto parts store where they tested my battery and confirmed that it was DOA and a very nice man that worked there installed one for me lickety-split and I was on my way.  I liked all the special treatment that I was getting as a girl and began to think that this whole female thing might not be so bad after all.

Getting home I ran the vacuum and then tidied the place up the best I could and then jumped in the shower as I felt dirty after a full day of cutting hair.  Afterward, I put on my makeup, did my hair, and slipped on one of my new dresses, a sleeveless berry-colored frock that had a floral print on the bottom.  Finally, it was accessory time and I decided to keep it simple with a couple of costume jewelry rings, a pendant necklace and a pair of diamond stud earrings.  Looking at myself in the mirror I thought to myself, perfect, I think Ryan will like what he sees, and then I thought, why am I worried about him?  As I pondered that question I came to the realization that I wasn’t getting prettied up for me but for him. Apparently, I really cared what he thought and wanted him to be pleased with the way that I looked.

Knowing he would be arriving soon I had no time to dwell on the way I was feeling as I still had a couple of things to do.  Putting a black tablecloth on top of the dining room table I then set it with a couple of pieces of nice china, silverware, and two wine glasses.  Then I took a pair of candles, lit them and placed them in the center between the place settings.

I had just blown out the match when the doorbell rang so I headed to the door, opened it, and standing there was Ryan holding several bags.

“Here let me help you I said,” as I took two of the bags from him and headed toward the kitchen.

Setting the bags down on the kitchen counter I began unpacking them and the first one, of course, contained wine.  Holding up one of the bottles I said, “Oh, I just love this wine Ryan, it’s so good.”

Placing his bags on the countertop he said, “Want me to open it?”

“That would be great.  You know I am capable of opening it, but since my transition, I’ve found that it’s harder to open wine bottles than when I was a guy.  Not impossible, just more difficult.”

As I had been talking, he had found the corkscrew, removed the cork and was standing there before me holding the bottle and asked, “Want a glass?”

“Yes please,” I said as I took the bottle from him and poured a drink into each of the glasses on the table.  I then gave him a glass and picked up the other one for myself and said, “To friends,” and we clicked glasses, and each took a drink.

“Thank you so much for picking all this up.”

“Well thank you for putting all this together, candles and all, pretty fancy.”

“Staying home can be just as intimate as going out, don’t you think?”

He raised his eyebrows slightly at my comment and then I realized the gravity of my statement as it was a little bit suggestive and sounded like I was potentially preparing for that type of evening.  So, he wouldn’t think I meant that exactly I added, “Well, you know what I mean, like a quiet, private setting.”

Nodding briefly he said, “Yes, that’s exactly what I thought.”

Scanning me from head to toe he said, “You look really nice this evening, Justyne.”

Smiling at him I felt really good inside as I had wanted to look nice for him and apparently it had worked, and he was happy with the result.

“Thank you, Ryan,” and I shot him a big smile.

“That’s a pretty dress, is it new?”

Chuckling I asked, “Are you kidding?”

“Stupid question, all your clothes are new, sorry about that.”

Shaking my head I said, “For all you knew I could have borrowed it from Robyn, right?  However, that’s fine, and thank you for the compliment.  I really do like this dress, and I just love the color.”

Looking down at my feet he said, “I see you painted your toes.”

“That was Robyn’s handiwork; she said it was something that I needed to do.”

“Well, they look good; the blue goes with your dress.”

I don’t think the blue really went with my dress but so be it, as he was trying to be complimentary.  It was interesting that he said he liked my pedi, as all the years I had dated women I had never complimented their toes.  Maybe there was another side to him that I knew nothing about, which was not surprising as I’d never dated him.  Anyway, Robyn was right, painting your toes was a good use of time and I had received compliments as a result which was cool because once you become a girl you can never receive too much flattery.

We decided to sit down and have dinner while it was still piping hot and it was so delicious.  Ryan had stopped off at a Chinese place and picked up one of my favorites, Mongolian beef and white rice, and it was super yummy.  For dessert, he had brought peanut butter pie that he had picked up at the grocery store on the way over, and the flavor was out of this world.  Having been pals for over two decades he knew exactly what I liked and I loved it.

After finishing we did a quick clean-up job in the kitchen and then retired to the living room, with the bottle of cabernet and glasses in hand, as there’s no need to let good wine go to waste.  My first inclination was to sit in my recliner which meant he would sit in the recliner next to me which was separated by a small coffee table.  Realizing if I did that, I wouldn’t be able to sit close to Ryan and chat with him on a more intimate basis, I sat down on the love seat and then patted the cushion next to mine inviting him to join me.

Suddenly it struck me that wanting him to sit next to me so we could have a more personal setting was a blatant indicator that there was a lot more going on inside me than I wished to admit. I wanted him next to me for two simple reasons, I liked his company as well as him.  Yep, it was true, and I admitted to myself, right then and there that over the past week or so the way I saw him had evolved beyond the friendship level and I had developed feelings for him, though I wasn’t exactly sure to what extent.  I definitely didn’t know how far I wanted to take it but the fact remained that there was undeniably something there.

As I sat there watching him, I was taken as to how cute he was standing there with a confused expression upon his face. He was clearly perplexed as to why I wanted him to sit right next to me.  I suspected that deep down inside he was experiencing the same range of emotions as I had been and was also equally struggling to process them.

“I promise not to bite, well, at least not too hard,” I said and then chuckled, and as I finished my sentence he began to chuckle as well and then sat down beside me with his wine glass in hand as well as the bottle which he sat on the floor next to him.

Sitting there quietly for a few moments I looked over at him and couldn’t help but notice how handsome he was, not to mention how piercing his eyes were, and on top of that he had a smile that was irresistible and I just loved his ear to ear grin.  Sitting there I continued to look at him as I was truly captivated by how handsome he was and just couldn’t get enough of him. 

“Ryan, that was a great dinner, and I appreciate you picking it up and bringing it over.  When I got off work I had absolutely no idea what I was going to do for my evening meal.  You really stepped in and saved the day, not only with my car but made sure I didn’t die of starvation either.”

“No problem.”

“And the pie was absolutely to die for.”

“Good, I’m glad.  That’s always been one of your favorites.”

“Ryan it is so sweet that you remembered that Mongolian beef with white rice and peanut butter pie were two of my favorites.  You are the best,” and I smiled at him.

Now holding up the wine bottle he looked at me and asked, “More?”

“Yes please,” I said holding out my glass.

Filling my glass about a third full I then nodded, and he stopped pouring.

“Perfect, thanks,” I said.

After a few moments of silence I said, “I really do like eating at nice restaurants but sometimes it’s also fun just having a delicious meal at home, you know?”

He nodded and said, “Especially when it’s with the right person.”

As he completed his words I smiled and said, “Exactly,” before looking downward briefly and then back up and into his eyes.  I was warmed by what he had said as I was feeling the same way. Hopefully, he meant it as I was taking it and not just as a friend.

“I know this whole thing has been hard you on Justin, I mean Justyne,” and we chuckled briefly as he corrected himself.

“I appreciate that as it truly has been very, ummm, what word am I looking for, challenging?”

Nodding he said, “Yea, challenging is probably even too tame a word for what you’ve been through.”

“I agree Ryan, very well put.”

“Anyway, I just wanted to say that you seem to be handling all of this extremely well, and this may sound funny, but you almost make it look easy.  If I were in your position, I’m not sure I would be able to deal with it as easily as you are.”

“Oh yeah?  Like how?”

“You’re working and living life and it doesn’t seem to be slowing you down.  Plus, it seems that you are falling right into being a girl and all.”

After completing his statement, he looked at me with a slightly worried expression as though he had just said something he shouldn’t have and added, “As far as what I said about you falling right into being a girl I didn’t mean anything negative by that, I just meant you seem to be handling it well and all.”

Deciding I would have a little fun with him I asked, “Okay, cool, but tell me, how am I falling into the role of being a girl and all, as you put it?”

I could tell he was more nervous than a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs as he struggled for the correct response.  Finally, he began to speak and said, “Well, for one thing you’re wearing women’s clothes, and you look really pretty wearing them just like that dress you have on now, and I would also like to say that you have really good taste.  You’ve also started wearing makeup, earrings, and painting your nails too, and you’ve got the prettiest long dark hair I’ve ever seen and it looks really nice on you.”

As he finished I sat there looking at him as though I were going to kill him, and by the expression on his face he was very worried about my impending reaction.  It was so cute the way that he was trying to say something complimentary about me and my situation and I appreciated it as it had been so very difficult.  With a very hostile look on my face I changed it to a smile and said, “I’m just screwing with you dude.”

His expression of worry then changed to a smile and we laughed about the whole thing, almost hysterically, eventually settling down and regaining our composure.

“Ryan, I’m sorry, I just couldn’t resist.”

“I’ve got to admit, you really had me going.”

“That was not my original intention, but the way you laid it out there, you made it so easy, and I thought I would have a little fun with you.”

I then looked over at him and said, “Ryan, all joking aside, all this has been difficult for me, and I appreciate what you said about the way I’ve so easily adapted to the situation, as I have really been trying.”

“Hey, and you’re doing a great job,” he said looking at me with his gorgeous puppy dog eyes.

“Thanks that means a lot as I’ve not felt that I’ve been doing such a great job and everything has been such a struggle.”

With a concerned look on his face he said, “Don’t feel that way, not for a second; I don’t think you’re giving yourself enough credit.”

“Thank you, Ryan.”

“Justyne, in what way are you struggling, if that’s okay to ask.”

“I think I’m adapting to the basics, kind of what you touched on such as clothes, oh, and let me add shoes as we girls are all about shoes, makeup, and so forth, that’s easy stuff.  However, the bigger struggle deals with my self-identity and how I perceive the way that I fit into society as a female and my interactions and relationships, if that even makes any sense.”

“I’m not sure that I completely understand, you seem to be doing great as far as I can see.”

Looking down and then back up at him I said, “Ryan, I’m no longer, well, the man I once was, and my role going forward is different and things are not as clearly defined for me as they originally were.  I guess what I’m trying to say or ask is where do I fit in?  I used to be a man and my traditional place in the universe was to be with a woman, but now I’m a girl and that’s upset the apple cart so to speak, if you know what I mean?”

Nodding he said, “Sure, and that must be hard, and if I understand you correctly, you’re having an identity crisis as to your sexuality?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I truly am, as I’m having new feelings that I’ve never experienced before and they are confusing, but all at the same time they just feel so right.”

“Justyne, just keep it simple.  What’s on your mind and what are you thinking?  What direction are you wanting to go in and what are your heart, mind and soul telling you to do?”

Looking straight into his eyes I said to myself, here goes nothing and then began to speak.

“Ryan, since this happened I’ve had a side of myself begin to surface that I never knew existed, and part of that has included me developing an attraction to the opposite sex.”

Nodding slightly, he asked, “You mean the opposite of what you are now?  Like a guy?”

“Yes.”

Leaning toward me he asked, “Would it be too personal of a question if I asked if these stirrings are just in general or they are for a specific individual?”

“I think you know the answer.”

We sat there silently not saying a word for at least a minute as what I’d just shared was pretty heavy, admitting that I had feelings for him.  However, I just couldn’t keep it inside any longer because I was about to burst and figured it was better to go ahead and find out where he stood and at least I would know.  When you lay it on the line as I did you never know what kind of a reaction you will get, and that’s the scariest part, especially the prospect of rejection.

“Justyne, I think you and I would both agree that since that day Robyn called me and asked me to come over and visit you, in your new state of being that things have not been the same.”

I nodded and said, “Ryan, you don’t know how badly I wanted them to stay as they were as I treasure all the years of friendship that we’ve had together, and as we spent more time together, I could see that we were still friends but everything was not exactly as it had always been.”

Looking down at the floor, he said, “Yea, I know.”

“Last weekend when we went fishing and golfing, we still had fun but there was awkwardness in the air that spoke louder than words.  Anyway, as the week progressed, and I had time to process it and I figured something out.”

“What’s that?”

Shaking my head, “That you and I can’t go on as friends, not like we were anyway.”

Ryan looked saddened by my words and I almost thought he was going to cry as he sat there staring at the floor.  Finally, as he looked up at me he said, “Justyne, I’m having a hard time understanding all this.  Just say it.”

“Damn it, Ryan, the person I have feelings for is you, alright?  You’re the one I’m talking about.  There, I’ve said it,” and as I finished my sentence he smiled and asked, “Me?”

“Yes!”

Taking my hand into his he said, “That’s great.”

“It is?”

“Yes!”

“Oh my God Ryan I am so glad to hear you say that.”

“Why were you worried about telling me?”

“Because all our lives we’ve been two guys who are friends, and because I’ve been a girl for less than two weeks I assumed that you would be freaked out at the prospect of being in a relationship with a girl who used to be a guy.  In my mind I perceived that you would think, ewwww, she used to have a dick, there’s no way I could have anything to do with her.”

He began laughing hysterically at that point and couldn’t stop as he clearly thought that was the funniest thing he’d ever heard.

“Justyne, I’ve been feeling the same about you as well, and like you, was confused about how to handle it.”

“Why?  You should know that you could tell me anything.”

“Look, with all that had happened to you I definitely didn’t want to rush you as I figured you had a lot to sort out if you know what I mean?”

“Oh Ryan, I’m so glad to hear you tell me this, when did you first know?  I mean really know that you liked me?  For more than you’re old fishing buddy that is?”

Taking my hand into his he said, “That day when Robyn called me and told me what happened, and I came over and sat with you on the back porch, I knew that we were still friends. That was never an issue.  Then that day we went out fishing is when I knew that things were different, but I still wasn’t scared off.  As you stood there wearing that red bikini I couldn’t help but think how beautiful you were, and you want to know something else?  I was having trouble keeping my eyes off you.”

“Really?” I asked, even though I already knew that from the way he stared at me that day.

Nodding he said, “That’s right, and the same thing the next day when we played golf and you wore that short dress.”

Smiling at him I put my arm through his and said, “Thanks Ryan, I’m glad you think I’m attractive.”

Turning toward him I asked, “Ryan, you don’t just like me because I’m a pretty girl?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Justyne, of course not.  Look, you and I have done something that few people get to do.”

“And what’s that?”

“Become friends first.  I know couples talk about it all the time about how you need to become friends first, as we’ve already done that and our relationship has held strong for over two decades and we still have a great time every time that we get together don’t we?”

“Yes, that’s right, we really do.  I see exactly what you are saying Ryan, and since we have that we have a firm foundation to build our future relationship upon.”

“Looking into my eyes he said, “And Justyne, I can think of no one I would rather build a foundation with than you.”

Putting my arms around his neck I said, “Ditto,” and then as we looked into one another’s eyes our lips came together and it was the softest, warmest, and most passionate kiss I could remember as there’s nothing like being in love with your best friend.


Chapter 15

It’s been six months since my transition from Justin to Justyne and the time sure has passed by quickly, as it almost seems like yesterday since I first woke up and discovered that I was not myself.

The process which turned me into a member of the fairer sex did result in Robyn making a full recovery as the process that was used completely cured her.  Not only that but it is now being used around the world on other patients with the same autoimmune disorder and is a great success.  Additional safeguards have been added to the part of the process where they put it in the host’s body to retrain the T-cells just to make sure what happened to me doesn’t happen to anyone else.  Anyway, Robyn finally moved out of the house and in with her new boyfriend Dr. Pemberton, who had been treating her condition.  Apparently, with the two of them working at the same place they just happened to bump into one another and well, the rest is history.

As far as my barbershop, the business just kept on booming, and as I analyzed the situation, I realized that if guys will line up for Tamara and me to cut their hair, there’s a lot more untapped potential that needs to be taken advantage of.  So, I added a couple of more chairs as well as some cute girls straight out of the local barber college to our staff and it was a good decision as business has been absolutely booming.

Ryan and I are still dating and it’s pretty serious and we have actually discussed tying the knot and making it permanent.  Having him in my life the last six months has completely changed my outlook on everything, and I now wake up in the morning excited about putting my feet on the floor versus dreading getting out of the bed and making it through one more day as I had for the last ten long years.  My life was renewed with Ryan in it and it is like a dream come true with everything falling into place. Despite the fact that I was now a girl, I was happy and at peace.  I would also like to add that Robyn has promised to help me get the wedding together and be my bridesmaid, when and if I get to that point

Remember the day I had the implant removed and I lay in the hospital bed snoozing and I had the vision where I was told that my heartbreak and loneliness would soon be replaced with companionship, fulfillment, joy, and love?  And that sometimes such gifts come wrapped as packages we did not plan to receive?  Every bit of that came to pass just as the voice in my dream had told me, and I was grateful.

I recently talked with Robyn about the dream and we both agreed that it was uncanny, and we knew that it could not be proven in any way, shape, or form.  However, as we talked she told me something she had never shared with me before.  Apparently, Jennifer, my late wife, and her mother had told her in her final days that the last thing she wanted was for me to live alone.  She knew that the two of us had one of those great loves that are rare to find and the wonderful life and memories we had shared might prevent me from successfully moving on after her passing.  Jennifer told Robyn that during our time together I had given her more joy than she had ever known and it would give her life meaning if mine was happy and fulfilled.  As we sat there she then posed a question, what if the female voice in the vision had been that of her mother’s letting me know everything was going to be alright with her and also letting me know that my pain and loneliness would soon be over?  Robyn also made a very good point about the part in my vision where I was told that sometimes gifts are wrapped as packages you are not looking for, and I was the living embodiment of that in every way.  The two of us agreed that we couldn’t prove any of it one way or another, and it was just coffee talk, but it was sure hard not to think about as the timing of the dream had been uncanny and the events that unfolded were right on!

I don’t regret the events that occurred, not one bit, because if they hadn’t, I wouldn’t have changed into a member of the opposite sex, fell in love with my best friend of over twenty years, and ended up expanding my marginal business.  However, these events were just fortunate happenstances compared to the mission I embarked upon over seven months ago which was Saving Robyn.

And in the process, I ended up getting a whole lot more.
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