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To my readers, always


Shocking Delights

(15,200 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

John Brooks, a doctor of science, sat at a lonely round table in the break room of the lab where he worked. He flipped through a magazine, reading an article about a local Coloradan cowboy who was blazing a trail with new irrigation methods on his farm. His name was William Primmer, and he was saving more water than most others. He was also a rancher and sold organic meats along with organic fruits and vegetables. John would love to learn more about his processes, but he had problems of his own and only had twenty-five minutes to break for lunch.

There was one bite left of his sandwich and a paragraph to read of the article. John finished both, closed his magazine, and recycled his trash according to the pictures on the buckets. His boss, Freddie, was a major stickler and went through the recycling to make sure the employees sorted their trash correctly.

John left the break room to head back to the lab where he was working on a top-secret project. The lab he worked at wasn’t disclosed on a map as more than government-owned land. It wasn’t far from the town of Eastcliff, Colorado. The townspeople knew of the laboratory’s presence, but few in the nation had heard of the groundbreaking work John and his coworkers did.

The hallways were empty as John walked through them. He never used to come on the weekends before the divorce, but now work was the only thing that occupied his time. John had two daughters, Joana and Carolina, who had chosen their mother over him, even though she was the one who cheated on him and left for another man. It broke John’s heart every time he thought about how Lisa destroyed his happiness.

Work didn’t satisfy him in the same way as coming home to his daughters and Lisa did. He never complained if she cooked or ordered dinner. He didn’t criticize the way she did laundry. John might have been boring, but he thought they were on the same page. Lisa had hobbies, girlfriends, and never had to stress over money. John did everything he could to make sure she had what she needed, but it wasn’t enough to keep her. Robert had her heart now, and John only had his work to keep him going.

John was working on a machine that could morph DNA. They wanted to see if they could use it to prevent cancer, but there were many other functions a DNA-morphing machine could perform. The implications were limitless. If the technology got into the wrong hands, terrible deeds could ensue. John didn’t know how ethical his work was, but he had nothing else in his life. He had no hobbies, no friends, and no family since Lisa pitted his daughters against him.

There were problems with the machine, and John spent morning to night thinking about how to fix them. He tinkered with the machine and code behind it for the next several hours. They were testing the machine with digital simulations and certain small animals. Once John got the machine working, he would be able to enlist humans for trials, but the more John worked on the machine, the less he thought it would perform its desired function.

At best, they could alter DNA to possibly prevent cancer. At worst, they would create an instrument to make hybrid humans.

John crossed his arms on his desk and placed his head in the center. His eyes grew heavy as his head rolled to one side, sleep taking him. John thrust out his arm minutes into his nap, changing the code as he hit the keys. He stirred and woke up, cursing when he saw his computer screen. John went through the code, editing it as best he could, but he missed a new line that wouldn’t send out an ‘error’ message. He left a line of code that would change him forever.

John grabbed his tools and got on the floor in front of the machine. He opened it to check one last thing. John took a thin tool from his collection to move delicate wires. He stuck the tweezer-like instrument into the machine, and it shocked him. He tried to release his hand but couldn’t as waves of electricity ran through his body.

John let out a breath and fell backward to the ground, his eyes closing as his body tried to recover from the electrocution. He was breathing but too weak to lift himself from the floor. He passed out.

Moments later, John stirred with closed eyes. He felt a tingle but thought he was dreaming. He thought he was floating through the heavens. John’s body changed over the next several minutes, growing smaller and curvier. He wasn’t aware of his body and felt zero pain.

His thin blonde hair grew out to a thick mane of gold. His flat chest became large and round, and his waist thin. The wrinkles on his face vanished. His legs shortened, and his ass stuck out more. The clothes he was wearing became much too big, but John never once opened his eyes or noticed the change. He stayed on the floor between dreamland and reality.

♦

Two hours later, John’s eyes fluttered open. He was still alone in the lab, but the sun had shifted. It wouldn’t take long before the night fell. John needed to get home. He lived thirty minutes from the laboratory in Eastcliff. John stirred to pick himself up off the floor, noticing a difference in his body for the first time.

His hands pressing against the ground were smaller than what he remembered, and his arms were shorter. He didn’t even fit in the shirt he was wearing. John kicked out his legs, and they had changed too. His heart raced in his chest as he pushed himself to his knees and tried to stand. He had to hold up his pants, and his small hands freaked him out.

He breathed faster as he tried to calm himself, but each thought led him down a darker path than the one before it. John told himself to calm down as he walked across the lab, looking each way to make sure nobody else was there. The coast was clear, so he stepped into the hallway and ran to the men’s restroom, not yet knowing how feminine he looked. How much of a woman he was.

John fell over himself in the hallway, trying to run in the pants he now had to hold by the waistline. He panted as he ran, aware of the heaviness of his chest. His big breasts had no bra to hold them, but he hadn’t yet admitted to himself what happened. How could it be possible? He never expected the machine to morph his chromosomes in such a way, and he was panicking.

John threw open the bathroom door, stumbling into the men’s bathroom. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and couldn’t believe his eyes. He touched his face, amazed at how youthful it looked. His wrinkles had disappeared, and he looked much closer to thirty than fifty.

The hair on his head had changed. The baldness he used to hide was no longer a problem. John ran his fingers through the thick locks and stared at himself for several beats before remembering he was in the men’s bathroom of a secret government laboratory. He had to get out of there before someone found him without proper identification. He could call his bosses later, but security would put him in holding if they found him in a woman’s body with John’s badge.

John ran to a room where they kept lab coats. He stripped down to the boxers that barely stayed around his waist and put on a lab coat. He folded the other clothes under his arm and ran to the lab where he had the bag he’d brought. John threw his things into the bag, tossed a cover over the machine after ripping wires from it so it wouldn’t work, and grabbed his car keys. John’s long blonde hair helped cover his face as he walked through the hallways with a bent head to the garage.

There was a tunnel that led to a country road that led to the highway. John made it through every checkpoint without bringing attention to him. Luckily, it was much easier to leave the laboratory than enter it.

John’s racing heart slowed as he drove away from the lab. He was driving a hardtop convertible he bought after the divorce. It was the first of a string of purchases that fed John’s mid-life crisis. After a year of reckless spending, he thought he had overcome the worst of it, but there were times John thought he could fall over the deep end; turning into a woman wasn’t helping.

John needed something to relax his shaking body, so he put the top down to let the breeze hit his face. It calmed him for a second until the cool late-summer wind made his nipples hard. His breasts were impossible to ignore. He tried his best to overlook his new body and focus on the road, the dick between his legs notably absent when he squeezed them together.

What the fuck did you do? John had dark thoughts running through his mind.

He caught glimpses of himself in the rear-view mirror. A beautiful woman looked back at him each time. He wouldn’t mind seeing his reflection on the street, but he didn’t want to see it in the mirror. He was no longer the man he had always been, and it was torturing John’s mental state.

Miles of country roads led to Eastcliff. It was a town of thirty thousand. John had lived in Eastcliff since graduating with his doctoral degree, and he never missed the city life. Denver was only ninety minutes from them. Lisa used to take the kids on the weekends. John never learned of her day trips while the kids were at school until it was too late. Their daughters had since gone off to college in Boulder, and Lisa moved to Denver with Robert.

John stayed in the house where they raised their kids. Every day reminded him of the life he used to have. It was painful, but John never wanted to leave Eastcliff. He knew which restaurants he liked and where to get everything he needed. John had paid off his house. There was no reason to leave.

A stoplight halted John. He was wearing nothing more than the lab coat and boxers, so his hard nipples poked through the white fabric. A man younger than his former self but older than his current one pulled up next to him and gazed directly at John’s nipples. John wrapped a hand around his chest to cover himself, making a disgusted face at the man next to him.

He rolled down his window. It would take John too long to put the top up to ignore him. “Hey sexy, what’s your name?”

“Fuck off,” John said and put up his middle finger, but the sound of his voice shook him to the core. He no longer sounded like a man. The light turned green. John slammed his foot on the gas, racing away from the man who’d stared at his nipples.

John pulled into his driveway without bothering to open the garage. He ran to the side door, rushing to open it before a neighbor spotted him and started gossip about him having a new woman. John got inside within seconds, slamming the door shut behind him.

As John’s pounding heart slowed, he pushed himself off the door. He went to his living room and closed the curtains. He fell to the sofa, his breasts bouncing with the movement. John closed his eyes and prayed it was all a dream, but when he opened his eyes three minutes later, nothing had changed.


Chapter Two

John had made herbal tea the night before after hours of screaming and cursing at the air. The tea relaxed him enough to put him asleep until the break of dawn. He stirred as the first drops of sunlight entered the room, hopeful he would be a man again, but he wasn’t.

After a night of tossing and turning, John smelled ripe and needed a shower. He was still wearing the boxers he had from the day before but nothing else. His breasts were heavy on his chest. As incredible as they looked, he wished they were smaller and lighter.

John hadn’t had the courage to take off his boxers the previous night. He didn’t want to confirm what he already knew, but he could no longer avoid the inevitable. John pushed on the waistline of his boxers, moving them off his ass. He closed his eyes as they came to where he used to have a dick and dropped them to the floor.

When he opened his eyes, his penis was no longer. A gorgeous vagina had replaced it. His vagina looked brand new and untouched. He moved his fingers down to brush his labia. He quivered at the touch, twisting his legs together and staring at himself in the mirror. He untwisted his legs to stare at his womanhood, taking in his feminine body for the first time with a relaxed heart.

His bosses would have to know about what happened to him, and the transformation wasn’t ideal, but he was years younger than he’d been the day before. It was as though he had another chance at youth. If the technology he’d created could be used for age reversal, it would be worth billions or more.

John had yet to find the line of code that changed him forever, but he knew something had gone awry with his experiment. John turned on the water and stepped into his shower. Hot droplets pounded against his skin as he lathered himself with men’s body wash; it was all he had.

He cleaned his snatch, slipping a finger into his hole to see how it felt. It wasn’t as exciting as he thought it’d have been. It felt a lot better to put pressure against his pussy lips, which he did on accident as he cleaned himself. He realized how much he had to learn about pleasuring a woman. John wondered if Robert made love better to Lisa than he ever had.

John got out of the shower and dried himself with a towel. He was more curious about his new body as each second passed. He had spent years married to a woman and had two daughters, but John never considered what it would be like to live life as a woman.

Morning sun drifted into John’s bedroom as he sat on the edge of his bed. Much of his house hadn’t been redecorated since the divorce, which his therapist said wasn’t healthy. The things from his past had never bothered him, but that day was different. He hated the furniture Lisa had picked. He went to the closet to escape her design and search through his clothes for anything that might fit.

John found a lightweight sweater and sweatpants. Nothing else hid his nipples or stayed around his waist. All of his jeans were too big, and they looked terrible with a belt. John needed to get to the mall fast, and he needed a ton of help.

The mall was bustling that Sunday morning. John walked with a slow gait, nervous everyone could tell he had transformed into a woman. He found his way to a department store. He needed a bra but was so nervous to search for one he circled around the lingerie department four times before a friendly looking woman with purple hair and a nose ring approached him. “Do you need help?” she asked. She was wearing a name tag that read ‘Becca’.

John knew he looked too old to be shopping for his first bra, so he told Becca he had recently gotten his breasts redone and needed help finding new bras.

“I can’t see them well, but they look perky. Mind taking off that sweater?”

“I’m not wearing anything beneath it,” John said and blushed. “In all honestly, I need a whole new wardrobe.”

Becca clapped and put her arm around John’s shoulder. “You met the right person,” she said. Becca was wearing all black, but her outfit was still super cute. John wasn’t a fan of all-black clothes and told Becca he wanted something lighter. “Don’t you worry. Let’s measure your chest first and try to get you a bra before we move on to the clothes,” she said.

“Good idea,” John said and followed Becca to a private area so she could measure around his chest. She picked out a few bras for John to try. He took them to the dressing room, staring at it like a foreign object. He only knew how to take off bras, and putting one on seemed like an impossible task. John tried his best until he was nearly to tears.

Becca knocked on the dressing-room door to ask how John was doing. He felt like a fool but needed her help. She laughed and said it wasn’t a problem, telling John he would be surprised by how many women struggled with bras. John blushed as he dropped his arms, exposing his breasts to let Becca help.

“You’re a pro.” John said as Becca fastened the bra.

She chuckled and said, “it’s my job. What do you think? How does it fit?” Becca adjusted the straps a touch, and John couldn’t believe how much the bra helped support his breasts. They’d been heavy on his chest since he woke up on the laboratory floor, but now they didn’t hurt his back and looked even perkier and bigger than before.

“It feels outstanding. I can’t believe I was walking around without one,” said John.

“Did you want to try more?”

John didn’t know how long he would stay a woman, but he figured it wouldn’t hurt to have a few extra bras. He told Becca he would like to try more, so she brought him some. He paid for three and wore one he had bought as they went to the dress section. John needed panties but didn’t want to embarrass himself more in front of Becca. He was wearing a pair of white briefs that hardly fit his new waistline.

“You said you don’t like black, right?”

“Right,” said John. The feminine sound leaving his mouth still shocked him, but he was getting used to hearing it. “Pick out stuff you think will make me look cute.”

“Wouldn’t you be sexy in anything?” Becca asked with a twinkle in her eye. Normally, John would be attracted to a woman like her, but he didn’t feel much of anything. Becca was gorgeous, but he wasn’t sure he would want to have sex with her, which would have seemed crazy to him even a day ago.

John shrugged, “I don’t know, but the bra you picked out is making me feel sexier already.” John put his hands on his hips and rocked them from side to side.

Becca asked about John’s budget. He didn’t want to spend thousands of dollars, but he could afford to part with a few hundred. Becca pulled outfits from clearance and others from new arrivals she thought would look great on John. Becca didn’t know John was a middle-aged man under his twenty-something female exterior. “Try these on,” Becca said, pausing. “What’s your name?”

John hadn’t thought to come up with a name. He bit his bottom lip as Becca’s smile dropped to a concerned frown. “Andrea,” he said. The name came to him out of nowhere, but he would stick to it. There was no use confusing himself more than necessary. “I’m guessing yours is Becca,” John said and pointed at the name tag.

“That’s right, Andrea. Nice to meet you,” Becca said with a nervous chuckle. “I need to get better about asking someone’s name before I measure their chest.”

“I don’t mind,” said John. It was jarring hearing Becca call him ‘Andrea’, but he would have to get used to it along with his changed body. John still hoped he could find a way back, but his reality wasn’t as bad as he first thought. Women saw him as one of them, and he was feeling more womanly as the day progressed. “So, should I try these on?” John asked and lifted the garments Becca had picked for him.

“Yes. Don’t forget to show me!”

John nodded and followed Becca to a dressing room. She told him she would be in the section next to it folding clothes while she waited. John tried on a miniskirt Becca had picked out, but its shortness made him self-conscious. He took it off without showing her, much too afraid to step out of the dressing room. It didn’t help he was still wearing the large sweater.

He took it off, and his breasts stared at him in the mirror. The bra supported them and relieved his back. It pushed his boobs together and made him lose focus until Becca knocked on the door. “Everything okay? Do the clothes fit?”

“Yeah, you grabbed the right sizes,” John said. The skirt’s issue wasn’t its size but its length. John picked up a denim shirt dress that went halfway down to his knees. “I like this one,” John said and stepped out of the dressing room to show Becca how the denim dress fit him.

“That’s gorgeous,” she said and clapped. She took John’s hand and twirled him in a circle. “It fits you perfectly, and your chest looks incredible. I love that cleavage.”

“You don’t think it’s too much?”

“Not at all,” Becca said. “No wasting time. Show me the others.”

John went back into the dressing room to try on an array of women’s clothing. He liked some, hated others. Becca loved a red contour dress John wasn’t yet ready to wear, but he added it to the purchase. He had changed into a pair of jeans that made his ass look fat and fabulous with a short-sleeve blouse that gave him more control over how much cleavage he wanted to share. “You’ve been an incredible help, but I need one more thing,” John said and looked down at his feet. He was wearing his men’s shoes, and they were much too large.

“Anything to help you,” Becca said and smiled. “Did I mention how stunning you are without makeup? I hate how much makeup girls wear all the time. I wish more would go natural like you. What else did you need?”

“You’re too kind, Becca. I don’t know where I would be without you,” said John. He had been terrified of coming to the mall. Becca made it a pleasant experience. If there wasn’t a baseline of terror in John’s mind, he might even have enjoyed himself. “Becca, can you hook me up with some shoes?”

Becca giggled and led John to the shoe department. He thought about getting women’s tennis shoes, but he wanted something bolder. All the options overwhelmed him, and heels had never looked more beautiful. “Are there any heels that are easy to walk in? I’m feeling adventurous,” said John.

“How about some kitten heels? We have a ton,” said Becca.

“What are kitten heels?” John said as his eyes glazed over the endless options for shoes in the department store.

Laughter erupted from Becca. She placed her hand on the table and shook her head as she tried to calm herself, John cheeks turning a bright red. “Forgive me, Andrea, but what planet are you from? How can a woman as beautiful as you not know what kitten heels are?”

John shrugged. “I’m a scientist, and fashion has never been my forte. My husband left me though, and I need a change.”

Becca’s laughter ceased as she stood straight. “I’m sorry about your husband, Andrea. It’s just, you look like a model, so it’s shocking you don’t know what kitten heels are. They have a short heel. Think like secretaries back in the day.”

“Right, I know those,” John said. His tone rose with enthusiasm as he put a picture with the word. “I could manage those, I hope.”

“I’ll give you my discount on these. Get two for the price of one,” said Becca.

“You don’t have to do that,” John said. He had more than enough money stashed away, but Becca insisted. She told him she did it for her best friends and family all the time. John shrugged and accepted. They picked out one pair of nude kitten heels, a black pair, and women’s tennis shoes, just in case. John hugged Becca, and she gave him her number on a store card. “Thanks for all your help, Becca. I’ll call.”

John’s nude kitten heels clicked on the store floor as he walked toward the door. He had much to learn about being a woman, but Becca shared in a couple hours what would take him years to learn on his own. He wanted to call her to hang out when she wasn’t working, but there was someone else he had to call first. Now that John had passable clothing, he could no longer put off calling his bosses to tell them what happened.


Chapter Three

John spent the afternoon after his shopping trip cleaning around the house. He didn’t want to tell his bosses what happened with his project. They would chastise him with harsh words and yell at him for going to the laboratory on the weekend without formal permission when nobody else was there. Cleaning calmed his nerves, but it only did so much.

Shopping with Becca had been a break from his reality. It had eased his anxiety while he was at the mall, but the nerves hit him the second he walked into his house and remembered the life he’d been living for the past forty-plus years.

John knew scientists vanished when their projects did too much damage. It didn’t happen often, but John had been around long enough to wonder what happened to some coworkers he never saw or heard from again after they quit.

It was late in the afternoon when John sat on his sofa to call his bosses. He decided to tell Beatrice first because she was more compassionate than Freddie. Freddie only saw deadlines, rules, and the bottom line. John took a deep breath before calling Beatrice. She answered on the second ring.

“John, you never call on Sunday. What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Beatrice, something happened.”

“Is that you, John? You sound different,” she said.

John couldn’t control his voice, and he had no idea how he’d ever be able to change back, but Beatrice had to know so they could avoid the problem in the future. “I was at the lab yesterday messing around with my machine.”

“What did it do to you?” Beatrice’s voice was laced with concern. John missed a beat, and she yelled his name.

“Sorry, Beatrice. I don’t know what to say.”

“Start by telling me everything that happened.”

John took a deep breath before going into the story of how he’d fallen asleep at the computer, had to edit the code, and went to switch wires when he got electrocuted. She gasped when he told her he’d woken up as a woman. “It’s crazy, Beatrice, but it happened. I took my project offline.”

“Smart move,” she said. Beatrice didn’t speak for several moments. “I’m going to get Freddie on the line. This is unprecedented.”

“So was the technology,” said John. He had lost himself in his work, blind to its ethical and moral implications, out of a selfishness to distract himself from the pain of his divorce. His family had left him, and building a DNA-morphing machine was how he’d filled the lost time. “We shouldn’t have been building that. What were we thinking, Beatrice?”

“Don’t talk like that,” she said. The phone was ringing in their ears. Freddie answered. “There’s an emergency, Freddie.”

He groaned. “What now?”

“It’s John. He’s, uh, different,” Beatrice said. “Better yet, we shouldn’t be having this conversation over the phone. Can you two meet me at the lab in one hour?”

“This better be worth it,” Freddie said and hung up before John said a word.

“I’ll be there,” he said. “I’m sorry for the inconvenience, Beatrice.”

“Don’t worry, John. We’ll figure it out. I believe in your research and don’t want you to regret what you were doing no matter what happens.”

Easy for you to say, crossed John’s mind, but he didn’t say it to Beatrice. He instead asked if she could pick him up because there was no way they’d let him into the lab with his old identification. Beatrice cursed and called Freddie to tell him to meet them at a truck-stop diner a few exits past the town.

♦

John drove himself to the diner with his top down. He had changed into the denim shirt dress with a black leather jacket over that and the women’s tennis shoes. The kitten heels were fine for walking, but he didn’t want to wear them to the diner.

Beatrice and Freddie were waiting at a booth in the back corner, speaking to the waiter as though they’d just arrived. There were a few other patrons in the building, but nobody was sitting close to the table Beatrice and Freddie had taken. They stared at John in disbelief as he approached them.

Their eyes didn’t yet recognize John. He looked like a twenty-something blonde bombshell without makeup instead of a divorced forty-something man with thinning blonde hair. He held his shoulders high as he crossed the dining room.

“Sorry, may we help you?” said Beatrice.

“It’s me, Beatrice,” he said.

“How does she know your name?” Freddie asked Beatrice, but she was too busy covering her mouth with one hand and shaking her head. Freddie hadn’t stayed on the phone long enough to hear John’s feminine voice.

“That’s John, Freddie,” said Beatrice. “His machine turned him into a woman.”

John sat at the table. It somehow relaxed him seeing others as shocked as he was when he first saw his new face in the mirror at the lab. “I wish it weren’t true, but I can’t go to the past. Unless there’s a time machine in the works you aren’t telling us about,” said John. They spoke in hushed voices so nobody heard what they were saying.

Beatrice shook her head. “No time machine. Your device would have been one of the most revolutionary breakthroughs in technology in years. It is. Look at you,” she said. She covered her mouth as her voice had climbed high enough to draw attention from a staff member.

Freddie glared at her. “Tell me everything, John.” John whispered the story to Freddie, cutting himself off each time their server came over to check on them. They decided to share a couple of appetizers and a slice of pie with decaf coffees. “Do you know how serious this is, John?”

“Yes,” he said. “That doesn’t change the fact that it happened, and it’s in the past. How will you help me from here?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “How does it feel?”

“Different,” John said, noticing Freddie’s eyes were focused on his bosom.

“We will do everything we can to help, John, but it’s probably best if you don’t come to work until we can figure out what’s happening. We will have to talk to our bosses. People above us will have to decide what we do.”

“I understand,” said John. He was afraid of the unknown and how this accident would change the course of his life. His path had been as clear as a sunny day, but now it was a murky blizzard.

“Until then, you can’t say a word to anyone. Not your family, friends, nobody,” said Freddie. He stared at John, his eyes flickering to John’s chest every few seconds.

“I won’t say a word,” said John. “But I can’t wait forever for an answer. My life has already been so crazy, and nothing serious has happened. What about my ID? What if I get pulled over? My insurance? I had to tell someone my name was ‘Andrea’ today,” John said in a rushed whisper. The panic was swelling within him all over again.

“We’ll take care of everything, John,” said Beatrice.

“Call him, Andrea. It’s better for our cover. Nobody can know about this, Andrea. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” John said and bowed his head. Beatrice gazed at him with concern dripping from her eyes. Freddie looked like he wanted to wrap his hands around John’s neck or bury his head in John’s bosom; his expression changing by the second. “You have my word, but please don’t take forever to get me answers.”

“We won’t,” said Beatrice.

“Stay low, and think about where you’d like to live if the government makes you relocate.”

Beatrice hit Freddie on the shoulder. “We will try to figure out a solution, first. Don’t say things like that, Freddie.”

“Prepare for the worst, hope for the best. You’d be a fool to do otherwise,” said Freddie.

John knew Freddie was right, but the truth overwhelmed him. He’d lost himself at the mall with Becca, but their conversation was too real. The atmosphere of a seedy truck-stop diner didn’t help settle John’s nerves. “Do you mind if I leave? You have my number.”

“If anyone asks, you’re John’s cousin and house sitting while he is on a project out of town. If we can’t find an antidote in a reasonable amount of time, you will have to move. We will get you paperwork as soon as we speak with our bosses in the morning, but lie low until them. Texts only with people who know you well. No voice calls,” Freddie said.

He rattled off more rules he wanted John to follow until John put up his hand and told him he wouldn’t do anything stupid. “I have to leave. I can’t handle this,” John said and got up from his seat. They didn’t stop him as he raced toward the door to leave.

The air outside was colder as the sun had fallen. John took a deep breath. He glanced over his shoulder at Beatrice and Freddie, but all he saw was his own feminine reflection in the restaurant’s window. John sighed, got in his car, and drove home.


Chapter Four

Beatrice stopped by John’s house with new identification one afternoon. They had listed his name as ‘Andrea’ and used photos he had taken of himself against a plain white wall. Holding his new driver’s license shocked him every time. The documentation made everything feel more real, like he would never experience life as a man again.

Some afternoons, he cried for hours. Others, he looked at his pussy in a mirror. He watched videos online to understand subjects he never explored: fashion, hairstyles, makeup, and how to deal with a period.

He was sitting at his kitchen table eating a bowl of cereal when blood first appeared in his panties. He spent that entire day researching everything he could about his monthly flow and how to deal with it. John went out and bought his first pads that day, and now he was prepared for whenever his period came again.

Three weeks had passed since the dinner at the truck-stop diner when John got news about his future. Beatrice and Freddy called in the morning and said they would see him in the afternoon. They knocked on his door minutes before they said they would, but John was ready for them. He’d spent more time cleaning over those three weeks than he had in his entire life.

“Welcome,” said John. He was wearing a black tennis dress with no shoes or stockings. Short skirts and minidresses no longer intimidated John as he grew more comfortable with his new body. “Anything to drink?”

“Water is fine,” said Beatrice. Freddie grunted, looking like he was in a rush.

John led them to the kitchen and told them to sit at the table. He filled waters for them, sitting at the table with his own glass when he finished. “What did you find out?”

“It’s not good, John,” said Beatrice.

Freddie shook his head when John moved his eyes from Beatrice to him. “She’s right, John. We’ve tried everything we could, but we think it would be too risky to change you back now. We looked over your code and the machine and think we know what might have happened, but our bosses don’t want to risk changing you again since you’re healthy now.”

“Can’t I make that choice for myself?” said John.

Beatrice nodded. “They said you could, but you would have to waive all liabilities. We aren’t recommending you try because we’ve tested it on a pair of lab mice, and the results were… disastrous. The first transformations went well, but we’ve found their old forms are impossible to restore.”

John had feared their answer would strip the hope from his heart. He felt bare, exposed, and out of control. He could try to change himself back to how he was, but was it worth the risk of ruining the beautiful body he had now? “I see,” he said. John pulled his legs to his chest and wrapped his arms around them.

“I’m sorry, John,” said Freddie. It was the first time John had seen Freddie look compassionate since he met the man. “We tried everything we could think of in the lab, but nothing worked.”

“Does this mean I have to move?”

Beatrice nodded. “You don’t have to leave Eastcliff, but you have to leave this house and neighborhood at least. It would take too much work keeping up the story.”

“And my kids?” he asked.

Both Beatrice and Freddie went silent, glancing at each other as though neither of them wanted to say what was coming. Freddie sighed and spoke, “Our bosses would prefer if you told them you had always wanted to become a woman and took advantage of state-of-the-art government technology.”

“Wouldn’t the truth be easier?”

“You can tell them the truth, but you all would have to sign a nondisclosure agreement with extreme consequences if broken,” said Freddie. “The lie will save you a lot of grief.”

John put his head in his hand, pushing his fingers into his mane of golden hair. He still didn’t wear makeup, so the tears running down his face ruined nothing. He had always wanted to become a scientist but never thought it would lead to this. “Can I think about it?”

“One night,” said Freddie. “They want an answer in the morning. Either way, we’ll have to put this house on the market and find you a new place.”

“Okay,” said John. Freddie and Beatrice told John how sorry they were for him, but he didn’t want to hear it. His head pounded at any thought that came through it. He didn’t want to think about anything, so he showed Freddie and Beatrice the door. He went to his kitchen after they left and poured himself a tequila, but he knew alcohol wasn’t what he wanted the second it touched his lips.

John left the tequila bottle on the counter and grabbed his keys to go outside for a walk. He lived in a part of town with ample sidewalks and lush foliage. It wasn’t far from the historic downtown area with old buildings and cute shops. There was a main strip in a different part of town with national chains where most people shopped, but John loved walking around downtown to clear his head.

He found his way to a cafe on the main strip with a cozy atmosphere. He ordered a hot chocolate with extra whipped cream, aware the voice hitting his ears would never change. The breasts he had would never flatten to his old chest. John sat by the window with his hot chocolate, spooning whipped cream off the top as he thought how his life would change. He didn’t know what to tell his daughters, but he hated the idea of lying to them. He glanced down at his smaller hands and feminine frame, wishing he could turn back the clock to the morning before he went to the lab.

If John could do it over, he would have gone fishing. He would have taken a hike in the mountains outside of Eastcliff. John would have done anything if he could have another chance, but his hope was fading.

John sat in the cafe for an hour, watching the occasional person pass the window. He loved Eastcliff and didn’t want to leave, but maybe it would be easier to start over. They could find a way to give him credit for his studies, even if he had to tell people his name was ‘Andrea’. He could work as a science teacher or in a private lab. The possibilities were endless, but John’s lack of control over the situation depressed him.

There was nothing left in his mug but the stains of chocolate syrup. He picked up his mug and placed it with the dirty dishes. There was a board with fliers by the door. He stopped to read them, as he was looking for anything to distract him from the reality of his situation. It wouldn’t be long before he had to move, adopt a transformed identity, and accept his life as ‘Andrea’.

One flier stood out to John. He pulled out his cell phone and took a picture. William Primmer, the innovative farmer, was visiting that cafe in Eastcliff to give a talk about how to apply his methods to a home garden. Water conservation was a big deal in Colorado, so John was positive the cafe would be packed. No matter what happened, John told himself he would return to the cafe to see William speak.

♦

John’s life changed in drastic ways over the next week. He was sitting with Beatrice in his new living room, going over some details. He was still in Eastcliff but on the other side of downtown in the upstairs unit of a converted single family. Beatrice and Freddie found him a real estate agent to put his house on the market after several classified conversations. The real estate agent didn’t know his history, but there was a lot of paperwork to transfer the deed. John’s house was now owned by ‘Andrea Brooks’.

They let him keep old last name since he agreed to tell people he was trans and had revolutionary surgeries to change his body. Panic stopped hitting John as the truth settled. He had to accept who’d he become, and it could have been worse. What was so terrible about getting to start over as a twenty-something blonde bombshell?

“You’ve been an incredible help,” said John.

“I wish this hadn’t happened to you,” said Beatrice. “Your house will sell, and you can put this behind you.”

“I hope so,” he said. John had decided to tell his daughters he’d always wanted to become a woman and had access to experimental technology that worked wonders not yet imaginable to most. They believed his story and were supportive. They lived in Boulder but had come to Eastcliff the night before John moved to his new apartment to have dinner and celebrate John’s transition. His bosses still preferred he moved to avoid endless questions from long-time neighbors. “I’m glad my daughters accepted me. That’s all that matters.”

“They’re amazing girls,” said Beatrice. She knew Lisa and his kids. The lab wasn’t as big a secret as the work they did inside of it, so they had work events for employees and their families. John couldn’t return to the lab because his project was still under inspection in a different government laboratory.

It would take years before they cleared his device or him, and John didn’t want to wait around for them. He wanted to move on with his life and get a normal job that didn’t require special clearances or questionable science. “Thanks for saying that, Beatrice. I’ll miss you at the lab.”

“We’ll be in touch,” she said and patted John on the leg.

“I don’t know how long I’ll stay in Eastcliff, but I’ll let you know before I move, if I do.”

Beatrice nodded once with her lips spread into a soft smile. “I’m just a call away.”

John nodded. Beatrice told him she needed to get home and stood. He walked her to the door, where they chatted a moment longer. John lingered in the door frame of his new apartment as Beatrice climbed down the stairs. John waited on the small porch outside his front door as Beatrice got in her car. She waved before starting the engine and pulling away.

The weather had cooled over the past month, and the days were growing shorter. The leaves could change and fall fast in Colorado, and John couldn’t wait to watch them. If he blinked, he might miss it.

On the other side of town, William Primmer entered the cafe in Eastcliff. He lived thirty miles southeast of Eastcliff. It wasn’t a far drive for him, but he had only been to the town a few times in his life. He spent most of his time driving to Denver, and there was another highway that went from where he lived to the city without passing Eastcliff.

“Follow me,” the manager of the cafe said to William before he got stopped by waiting fans. The manager took William to a room in the back where he could prepare. William requested a watermelon Italian soda when the manager offered a drink. “Coming right away,” he said and went back to the front.

William saw the people who’d been waiting standing at the counter and staring directly at him. Sometimes he couldn’t believe how excited people were to meet him. He found it flattering, but it still jarred him every time. He didn’t think of himself as different than anyone else when he got up to look at himself in the mirror every morning.

The manager returned with his Italian soda, asking if William needed anything else. William declined and tried to calm his nerves. He had a prepared speech and wouldn’t deviate from it until he took questions at the end. Once a woman had asked how big his dick was, but she was escorted out of the building. Most people only asked about their gardens. Other women had given him their numbers, but William didn’t want a woman who looked at him with stars in her eyes.

“You ready?” the manager asked half an hour later, popping into the office. “We have a packed house out there.”

“Three minutes?” asked William.

“Sure, come out when you’re ready.”

William nodded and threw back the rest of his watermelon Italian soda. He had done this presentation dozens of times but always felt nervous before introducing himself. Taking questions was his favorite. Getting there could make him sweat, but he would get through it as he had every time before.

The crowd cheered when William emerged from the office. He smiled and waved at them as he went to the spot in the middle of the cafe the staff had cleared for him. There was a microphone, and his slide show was being projected on the wall.

John had a seat at the back of the cafe. He watched as William went through his steps to save and recycle water on his farm. William had dark hair and a charming smile. John loved the way he chuckled as he presented. Since his transformation, John had noticed a change in his sexual desires. He found women less appealing, and some men made him weak in the knees. William was one of them.

Their eyes met halfway through the presentation. William stopped speaking when John stole his attention. William only missed half a beat, but it was enough for John to notice. He was wearing a pencil skirt with a short slit up the side and a blouse tucked into that. William’s eyes met John’s every time they swept the room. Or his gaze dropped down to John’s exposed thigh.

William finished his presentation and turned to questions. John listened to William’s intelligent answers and would apply the techniques he was learning to his garden, if he ever had one again. John didn’t hate his new apartment, but it didn’t compare to what he had before having to assume a new identity.

People lined up to take a picture with William or get his autograph, but John had no interest. William’s eyes were on John when he waved and stood to leave. William was sexy, but John didn’t know if he was ready to explore relations with a man. As much as his body craved it, feeling attracted to a man confused the person he’d been before his DNA changed. There was no harm in looking, but John didn’t want more than that for now.

William jumped up from where he was and chased after John. John was standing on the sidewalk outside the store when he heard William call after him. “Hey, where are you going?”

John smiled, turning to William. He couldn’t believe the man had chased after him. The cold wind blew John’s blonde hair as he stood there facing William. Up close, William had seductive green eyes that looked like they had specks of gold. “I was going home,” John said and laughed. “I enjoyed your presentation.”

Everyone was watching them through the window, but William didn’t care. He had never felt such a strong reaction just looking at a woman. He would have regretted tonight forever if he didn’t take a chance. “What’s your name?”

“Andrea,” said John. “I’m guessing yours is William, unless that’s some type of alias.”

“It’s not. I promise,” said William.

“I think your fans are waiting for you,” John said and glanced at the window, pushing strands of his blonde hair behind his ear as he did. They turned to face the crowd watching them. The people inside averted their eyes, but it was clear they were watching William talk to the pretty blonde woman. “You should get inside.”

“You’re right, but call me. I want to see you again,” William said and pulled out his wallet to give John a business card.

John took the card but had no plans on calling William. “You must give a woman in every town one of these.”

“It probably seems that way, but I don’t. There’s something about you,” William said and stared into John’s eyes, making him feel like putty. Making him hot between his thighs. Damn, John had never felt more turned on since becoming a woman. “Call me. Please,” William said and backed away.

“I’ll do my best,” John said with a smirk. He felt butterflies as William grinned at him, turning to enter the cafe. John turned on his heels and walked to his apartment on the other side of downtown from where he used to live.


Chapter Five

People said time healed all wounds, but John wasn’t sure if he would ever grow into his new body. He was lying in bed and staring at the ceiling, deciding if he wanted to get out of bed.

He woke up some nights in a sweat, grabbing his breasts to see if it had all been a dream. It never was. He had a new phone number, a new apartment, and a different view of the city. His life had changed in more ways than he could count, and the truth of his situation overwhelmed him.

His daughters knew he had become a woman, but that had involved lying. The day would come when he had to lie to the rest of his family, but the girls promised to keep it to themselves until he was ready to share his transformation with others. The only person he talked to aside from Beatrice, Freddie, and his daughters was Becca from the mall. They texted sometimes but had yet to hang out because of scheduling conflicts. She was busy with work, and John had to combat the waves of panic that came over him when he sat with his thoughts for too long.

It was several days after John met William, and he hadn’t been able to get the farmer off his mind. John had spent his life attracted to women, but there was something about William John couldn’t resist. The way his eyes had twinkled when he came outside the cafe to stop John on the street.

John rolled over in his bed, not yet certain he wanted to leave the comfort of his sheets. It was a warm day in fall, and the sun looked as golden as the hair on John’s head, but going outside meant changing. It meant showering and touching the body John had not yet come to accept.

The golden sunshine gave John the energy he needed to throw the covers from his body and climb out of the bed. It took several minutes to work himself up to it, but he found his way to the shower. He stripped naked, staring at himself in the mirror. He was still young and beautiful, but dark circles had appeared under his eyes after a stressful week where John found it next to impossible to sleep.

You can do this, John.

John gave himself a motivational speech as he stared at his reflection in the mirror. He was naked, and his breasts hung on his chest. As sexy as a bra made his bosom look, they were a pain to wear for hours at a time. He didn’t care that his boobs hung a little lower without one because it was a million times more comfortable than a loose wire poking at his skin.

Some days, John missed his flat chest. Others, he missed his dick. It wasn’t the biggest in the world, but it was his. He had made two children with the dick that no longer existed. He reached down and touched his vagina, curious if it could produce children.

John shook his head and took a deep breath to shake away the negative thoughts flowing through his mind. He got in the shower, reminding himself of the positives in his life. His daughters still loved him, he was alive, his body looked younger, and a sexy man had stopped to give John his phone number. William thought John was Andrea, but everyone John met from that point forward would think he was Andrea.

John lathered himself with soap as he thought about what Beatrice last told him. She had people working on his experiment, but they still weren’t hopeful. They told John he would be better off accepting his new life as Andrea, unless he wanted to try an extremely high-risk reverse transformation. John didn’t have the courage.

He dried himself off and went to his bedroom to put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. He wore white cotton panties under those. John had purchased one of those packs that had seven for each day of the week. He bought a few other panties, but his heart broke a little each time he checked out with lingerie. It was as though he’d been robbed of his life.

John ate a quick breakfast of fruit and microwaved oatmeal. He pulled out William’s business card when he couldn’t think of anything else to do. If he went on another walk, he would have a breakdown in public. Everyone looked at him as though he had always been a woman, and it drove him crazy. He could go to the places he frequented before, and they would see Andrea; not John.

The phone rang in John’s ear as he called William. He needed a distraction and couldn’t think of anything else. Becca was busy at work, and his daughters were too busy for him every day except for major holidays. Beatrice and Freddie only wanted to hear from John if he had an emergency. They had already set him up with new identification, bank accounts, and the apartment. “Hello, who is this?”

“It’s me,” said John, his voice light and sweet.

“Andrea? Is that you?”

John blushed to himself because William asked as though he’d been waiting for John’s call. Andrea’s call. “Yes, it’s me. What are you doing today? Did you want to hang out?”

“Uh,” William said before a pause that made John worry he had misjudged William’s interest. “I would love to see you, but I was just about to leave the house to go paddle boarding.”

“Don’t worry about it,” said John, sidestepping the rejection. “Now you have my number. Call me when you’re free.”

“Wait, don’t hang up. Did you want to meet me at the lake? We could grab a bite to eat afterward,” he said.

“I don’t know how to paddle board,” said John.

William chuckled, sounding as sexy as John remembered. He didn’t know what it was about William, but he wanted to do things with him John never thought he’d want to do with another man. “I’ll teach you everything you need to know. What do you say? Meet me at the lake?”

“What should I wear?” said John. He had on jeans but didn’t think those were appropriate for the water. “Isn’t it too cold to paddle board?”

“The weather is great today, and the water hasn’t turned cold yet. Come on, it’ll be fun.”

“Fine,” said John. If he didn’t want to stay in the water, he could always get out. William told him what he could wear and where to meet him. John hurried to change, pack a bag, and rush out of the house. Hanging out with William was the perfect distraction to clear the misty blues clouding John’s mind.

♦

William was waiting for John to arrive, sitting in the bed of his pickup truck with his feet dangling over the edge. The sun was shinning, and the leaves had barely changed colors. John pulled up about ten minutes after William had arrived, looking incredible. He was wearing a tight t-shirt that hugged his breasts and short shorts he could use to swim in case he fell in the water.

John stepped out of his car, the wind catching his blonde hair. There was an autumn chill to the breeze, but the sun kissed him with warmth. “You made it,” William said and hopped off the bed of his pickup.

“I did,” John said and pushed his hair over one shoulder. William brought out John’s femininity in a way nobody else could. Being around William made him feel normal in his body, as though becoming a woman had been a gift and not a curse. “You promise I won’t get wet?”

John looked into William’s eyes, feeling more submissive than he ever had in his life. He wanted to fall into William’s arms. He wanted to lie with him in the back of William’s pickup, kissing and touching. There were a million things John could have done with William, but he wanted to paddle board. “I’ll try my best to make sure you don’t get wet. At least you’re wearing the correct clothing,” William said.

John had to buy sandals with a strap on his drive to the lake, which had made him a few minutes late, but William didn’t seem to mind. William gave John the extra paddle board and a paddle. He struggled to hold the paddle board because of its massive size. They walked to the edge of the water where they could walk in and stand on their boards. John stepped forward, but William told him to wait.

“I have some stuff to teach you before we get in the water,” he said. John nodded along as William went through the technical details of balancing by making his legs like a triangle. William showed John how to perform different strokes to move forward, slow down, or turn the paddle board. It was a lot of information for John to take in, but he was feeling confident he could figure it out once they got on the water. “You ready?”

“I guess,” said John. “I think I’m going to fall.”

“You might,” he said. “But the sun is shining, and it’s getting hotter. We have to take advantage of the day before the weather turns cold on us.”

John knew William was right, but he’d never been an adventurous guy. William was brining out a side of John he didn’t know he had. Although all William had to do was flash his seductive smile, and John would probably do whatever he asked.

They stepped into the water, and William showed John how to stand on his board. They paddled away from the shore, and John screamed in his feminine voice, filled with delight that he could manage to get out to the middle of the lake without falling. The sunshine sparkled against the gentle waves, lifting John’s spirits higher than they’d been in weeks.

William glanced at John, mesmerized by the curves of his body. Andrea’s body. She was gorgeous, and seeing her on a paddle board on the lake made her even sexier. To William, John was a woman he wanted to know better. A woman he wanted to love.

John noticed William staring at him, which caused him to rock and shake. He screamed, unable to catch himself before falling into the water. When he came up, William was floating on his paddle board a few feet away. William told John how to climb back on the paddle board, but the coldness in the breeze became too intense now that John was wet. “Do you mind if we head back to shore?”

William shook his head. “Not at all.” They went back to the shore. John wrapped a towel around his body when they got to his car. William wrapped his arms around John from behind, pressing his hips into John’s back. “Thanks for doing this with me.”

“You’re welcome,” John said, melting at William’s touch. He could feel the outline of William’s dick pressing into his back. It was soft but twitching. John couldn’t believe how much his body wanted it. The sensations shook him to his core and made him step away from William.

“What’s wrong?” said William. There was a desire in William’s eyes that gave John pause.

John shook his head, his voice soft and feminine when he spoke. “It’s nothing, William. I haven’t been with anyone since my divorce, and…”

“Don’t say another word, Andrea. I understand. I shouldn’t have put my arms around you like that.”

“No, William, it’s okay. I liked it, but sometimes it’s hard for me to accept that I need to move on from my past.” The words had truth to them, even if John felt he was lying to William; like he was hiding a part of himself he could never reveal. “Are you hungry? I could eat something,” John said to change the subject.

“Yeah, there’s a restaurant not far from here with amazing farm-to-table food. I’ll text you the address.”

“I’d love that,” John said and stepped forward, putting his hand on William’s chest. His body moved on its own. He looked up at William, and William down at him. They kissed. They lingered in the parking lot as their kiss deepened, as though they couldn’t leave each other to drive down the road for lunch. Minutes turned into quarters of an hour before John laughed and said, “I guess we should head to the restaurant, shouldn’t we?”

“That’d be a good idea,” William said, pushing down on the erection trying to escape his trunks. “Pull up the directions before we go.”

John felt warm and tingly as he reached for his phone, which was sitting next to him in the bed of the truck. William took John’s phone and typed in the directions, passing it back to him when he finished. “I’ll see you there?” William asked.

“Yeah,” said John. William walked John to his car, opening the door before John slid inside. He looked at William and batted his lashes, desperate for another kiss. William bent down to give John what he wanted, as though he’d read his mind.

It killed John not telling William the truth, but he had to put that behind him. John was no longer John; he was Andrea. “I’ll see you there, Andrea.”

“You too, William,” Andrea said and put on her seatbelt, looking into the rear-view mirror for the first time and accepting who she had become.


Chapter Six

Andrea felt her life as John slipping away, but it was okay. She learned to cope with the waves of anxiety that roared within her. She was growing every day, and her relationship with William helped.

A month had passed since they went paddle boarding, and they saw each other at least three times a week. He had driven to Eastcliff more times than she could count. It was easier to meet there since she lived so close to restaurants and places they could walk. William lived on a farm miles from any town.

Becca: I wish we could hang out, but someone quit today. I have to cover their shift.

Andrea deflated when she read the message. She and Becca had finally carved out a time to get together for coffee, but she canceled. Andrea spent most of her free time decorating her apartment, reading blogs online about how to be a woman, and exercising to keep her body fit. Andrea used to exercise in her old life, but she’d found a new love for the activity.

Andrea: Don’t worry, Becca. I’m buying you lunch or dinner when you have time.

Becca: You mean when you have the time. Don’t you spend all your time with William?

Andrea had told Becca about her romance with William. She didn’t have anyone else she could turn to with the information. Beatrice and Freddie didn’t care who she dated. They only cared that Andrea kept the secret to herself. As long as she told nobody about her experiement, Andrea would have a monthly check hit her bank account with more than enough money to pay her bills.

The bosses above Beatrice and Freddie recommended that Andrea became a science tutor or teacher because they didn’t want her working in a private laboratory. In some ways, she felt like the government owned her, but at least they were taking care of her.

Andrea: We spend some time together, but that doesn’t mean I can’t make time to hang out with you!

Becca: You could always come to the mall, and we could shop.

Andrea: I’ll take you up on that one day, but I’ve been breaking the bank with online purchases.

Becca: Your purchases will put me out of a job! But I have to go, talk to you soon.

Andrea: I promise I’ll come to the store! Talk soon.

Andrea placed her phone upside down on the table. She was sitting at her small kitchen table, looking out the window with a view of the side yard. Andrea scrolled through her phone until she got to William’s name. She thought of calling him, but they already had plans for the following day. She was going to his farm for the first time and couldn’t wait to see it.

The following day came. Andrea had spent the evening cleaning after Becca canceled. William called Andrea in the morning to see if she still planned on coming. Andrea smiled every time she heard his voice, loving how its register hit her ears. “I’m leaving the house in five minutes. Is that okay?”

“Yes,” he said. “I can’t wait to see you.”

Over the past month, Andrea had learned that William was thirty-two, and he wanted kids to teach how to farm. He wanted to marry and grow old with a woman, and he hoped that woman was Andrea. William thought she was a twenty-seven-year-old blonde bombshell. The government had determined her physical age since the transformation was twenty-seven, so all of her documents reflected that. Andrea didn’t have the heart to tell him she didn’t know if she could have children or not.

Andrea drove to William’s farm. He had a gate with a no-trespassing sign at the entrance. He was waiting there with the gate open for her. She loved how he went out of his way to make her comfortable, or to make sure she had everything she needed. William went around to the driver’s side, and Andrea rolled down the window. “You look beautiful,” William said, kissing Andrea on the lips.

Her center stirred as she got a whiff of William’s aftershave. She loved when he smelled of its pine scent. She bit her bottom lip as she lowered herself to the seat, feeling intoxicated by William’s presence. “Thank you,” she said. “Are you going to lead the way back to your house?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Follow me.”

Andrea watched as he walked away. William’s broad shoulders and muscular behind stole her attention. He was manlier than Andrea had ever been, and she wanted every part of his rugged masculinity for herself.

♦

“Your farm is incredible. I don’t know how you have time to manage it all,” Andrea said as they pulled to a stop in front of the house. It was made of logs but looked more grand than any cabin Andrea had ever seen. “When did you start the farm?”

William pulled the garage door closed where he’d parked the four wheeler they’d been riding around the land. They were walking back to the house when William began the story of how he got into farming. He told Andrea he had received a substantial inheritance from his grandfather. William loved his grandfather but knew most of the money had been made harming the Earth, poor people, or both. “I wanted to give back when I got that money from him, so I started this organic farm. A lot of my profits are donated to poor children or conservation efforts. I have this beautiful house and an amazing life. The only thing missing is someone like you,” William said.

They were sitting in his kitchen. He was standing on one side of the island, and Andrea was sitting in a high-top chair on the other. She twisted strands of her blonde hair around one finger as she stared at William. “You don’t mean that,” she said. Andrea had the same feelings, but they were hard to admit. How could she be so in love with a man she had known for such little time?

“No pressure,” William said in a nervous chuckle. “But I want you to know you’re the only woman in my life.”

Andrea rubbed her hands along her thighs. “You know I’m not seeing anyone else, right?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I was thinking we could pan for gold today. Have you ever done that?”

Andrea laughed and looked at William as though he’d lost his mind. The leaves had changed and mostly fallen from the tress. It wasn’t freezing outside, but she thought it was far too cold to go panning for gold. “You’re kidding,” she said.

“Why would you think that? I’ve found a few nuggets since living here,” he said. William went panning for gold whenever he was bored since he had a stream on his property. “You won’t get very wet doing it. I promise,” he said.

“You said that when we went paddle boarding, and I remember getting soaked,” she said. William stared at her with lust-filled eyes. They had been dating over a month and hadn’t had sex. Andrea didn’t feel ready to give William her body. She had never made love as a woman, and the idea intimidated her. What if William’s dick hurt her? What if she couldn’t handle it? Just from their hugs, she knew he wasn’t small.

William walked around to her side of the island, wrapping his arms around her body. Andrea had become comfortable with his touch. She loved cuddling on the couch and watching TV at her apartment or walking hand in hand on the street, but the thought of having William sliding around in her hole terrified her. “If you get wet, I’ll dry you off. It’s warm today.”

“It’s warm for fall,” she said. William hugged her and whispered sweet nothings into her ear until she agreed to join him. They put their shoes back on, gathered what they needed, and took the four wheeler to William’s favorite spot along the stream to hunt for gold. There were many natural rock formations that caught particles as they traveled. “What do I need to do?”

“You can stand on land and pass me what I need. I’ll get wet for us,” he said. William took off his socks and rolled up his pants. The water didn’t come up very far past his ankles as he dug around the rocks and brought up earth from the bottom of the stream. Andrea took whatever he passed her, and what a delight it was she didn’t get wet their entire time panning for gold. “Doesn’t seem we’ll get lucky today,” he said after half an hour in the water.

“Are you cold?”

“A little bit,” he said and chuckled.

“Come here,” Andrea said and put out her arms. William climbed out of the water and fell into her open arms, hugging her tight. Andrea breathed in as she held William. “I love you,” she said into his chest.

William pulled back and held Andrea at an arm’s length. “You what?”

She looked into his green eyes dotted with specks of gold, “I love you.”

“I love you, Andrea,” he said. “More than you know.”

“I’m cold. Do you mind if we go back to your house?”

William shook his head. They got back on the four wheeler and took it to the house. He parked it in the garage before they went inside. William lit a fire in the fire place, opening two windows for a cross breeze. It was just cold enough the fire wouldn’t overwhelm them as long as the windows were open. “I love your house,” Andrea said as she sat on the sofa and watched William finish up with the fire.

He stood and walked over to her, sitting next to her on the couch. William wrapped his arm around her shoulder. “Could you see yourself living here?”

Andrea understood the hidden question. “Maybe,” she said. Imagining her life in the cabin with William was a bit more mental power than she wanted to use at the moment. Only two months ago, she wouldn’t have imagined such a future if her life depended on it. She would have yelled at someone for even suggesting such a thing; now with William’s arm around her, she couldn’t say no or yes to the idea.

“I know that’s moving fast, but like I said, you’re the only thing missing from my life,” William said. He turned to Andrea and kissed her, opening his mouth to push his tongue against hers as he had many times over the past month.

Andrea’s body opened for him. Her arms wrapped around his back, pulling him close to her. She needed him. She needed to feel more than his mouth against hers. Andrea wanted to take it to the next level. Her body moved faster than her mind as she pushed William against the couch and climbed above him, straddling his legs.

William’s hands held Andrea’s sides, staring into her grayish-blue eyes. He lifted one hand and pushed it through her blonde hair. “I love you, Andrea.”

“I love you too, William,” she said. Andrea leaned down to kiss William, her blonde hair falling into her face. He squeezed her ass as she rocked her hips inches above his hardening dick.

William lifted Andrea and sat her on the couch, snaking down her body until he was on his knees between her legs. He’d been dreaming of licking her sweet pussy since they met, but waiting a month had been no problem for him. “Do you mind if I…?” William asked and unhooked her jeans.

“If you what?”

“Have a taste. I bet you taste better than chocolate cake,” he said, staring at her crotch.

Andrea giggled but shook her head. “I don’t mind.”

William wasted no time pulling Andrea’s jeans off. She had gotten wet a few times from William’s touch, but it was nothing compared to what she was experiencing now. She was like a broken water fountain, but William was thirsty enough to drink every drop of what she gave. “Fuck, you’re wet,” he said. “You like when I lick your pussy?”

Andrea looked down at William, and his lips shined with her juices. Her body was in a state she’d never felt. If she didn’t concentrate, she was positive her brain would scramble to bits. “It’s incredible, William,” she said and threw her head back. William had one finger on Andrea’s clit, pushing her limits.

William moved his finger and put his mouth over her activated clit, and Andrea lost all control. She screamed and thrashed. William wrapped his arms around her legs to control her, moving his tongue down to her pussy and back, lapping up her nectar.

Andrea felt a pressure so intense she couldn’t put it into words. Her back arched, and everything went blank as her body tensed and released. She came for the first time as a woman. It was like a series of bombs exploding. Andrea’s body floated in another dimension before she came to in William’s living room. He was standing over her, and his dick was long and erect. “You wanna do me now?”

William moved his appendage closer to Andrea’s face. She wanted to part her lips. She wanted to return the favor, but his cock looked so big and thick. Its tip wet and sticky. Andrea shook her head and rolled away from William’s body. She pulled up her jeans and buttoned them, feeling terrible, but there was no way she could suck his dick. “What’s wrong?” William said and stood motionless as Andrea gathered her things to leave.

“It’s not you, it’s me,” Andrea said. She looked over her shoulder at William as she ran to the door. “I’m sorry.” His dick had gone limp, and he had the saddest face Andrea had ever seen. He stared at her with pleading eyes.

“You don’t have to do that. I was only asking,” he said, and reached down to pull up his pants.

“I can’t stay, William. I’m sorry,” Andrea said as she put her hand on the knob, feeling more like John than she had all week. He was awake within her, screaming at Andrea not to stick a cock in her mouth. Andrea turned without saying another word, got in her car, and pulled away.

William watched from the window, confused and hurt by her actions.


Chapter Seven

The next day would mark a week without hearing from William. Andrea tried to call or message him, but he wasn’t responding. She didn’t know how to explain her internal conflict without violating several nondisclosure contracts. Andrea regretted leaving William’s house. She should have stayed and talked. She should have done anything but leave without offering a better explanation.

Becca was meeting Andrea for lunch at the cafe where she’d met William. They had amazing croissants, and Andrea loved torturing herself. She had walked past the cafe several times since visiting the farm, reliving the night William chased after her. If she closed her eyes, she could see the specks of gold in his green eyes. She could imagine the feeling of his dark hair against her fingers.

Andrea took a deep breath as she stopped on the sidewalk where she’d spoken to William. It seemed darker than it had, even in the night. There was a cloud following her wherever she went. She didn’t know if it would ever disappear if William didn’t answer his phone. “There you are,” Becca said when Andrea stepped into the cafe. “I was getting worried.”

“Sorry,” said Andrea. “I was daydreaming while I walked over.”

“No worries,” she said. Becca hugged Andrea tight. They hadn’t seen each other since Andrea’s day of shopping. “How are you?”

If only Andrea could unload all of her problems on Becca, but that wasn’t possible. She told her she was doing okay, and Becca said the same. Andrea said she was paying, so they ordered lunch and grabbed a table by the window as they waited.

“Tell me everything about this William guy. I read an article about him online, and he seems like a major hunk,” said Becca.

He was. He was every woman’s fantasy, and Andrea had him until she blew it by leaving him naked and limp dicked. Andrea figured she had nothing to lose, so she told Becca everything from meeting William on the sidewalk outside the cafe to leaving him after having the best orgasm of her life. They had their food by the time Andrea finished telling her story. “He must be heartbroken,” said Becca.

“He won’t answer my calls,” she said. “I wish I could turn back time.”

“Do you want to call him on my phone?”

Andrea had never considered the possibility. “Do you think he’ll hate me for doing that?”

Becca shrugged. “You’re trying to apologize, and he’s being a bitch, if you ask me. This is why I prefer women. They almost always answer the phone, sometimes too much.”

Andrea laughed. Becca had told her she was bisexual but had a strong preference for women. She had an on-and-off girlfriend. They weren’t speaking at the moment, which was part of the reason Becca had time for lunch. “Can I use your phone?”

“Sure,” Becca said and passed Andrea her cell phone.

Andrea’s heart raced as she dialed William’s number. She couldn’t believe what she was doing as the phone rang in her ear. She almost hung up, but Becca stopped her. “Don’t do that,” she said.

Andrea nodded and waited. William answered the next ring. His familiar voice was music to her ears. “Hello, who is this?”

“Don’t hang up, William. It’s me.”

William groaned on his end. Andrea’s heart broke, but she was determined to win back her man. Losing William showed her how much she wanted him. It showed her she was ready to move on from her past and fully accept her future as a woman. “What do you want? From the way you left, I figured you never wanted to see me again.”

“That wasn’t right of me, William. Please give me another chance. Come over tonight. I’ll cook you dinner,” she said.

William was silent a while before saying, “fine. What time?”

“Seven?”

“I’ll be there,” William said and ended the call.

“What did he say?” asked Becca.

“He’s coming over tonight for dinner,” said Andrea.

Becca smiled and took her phone. “You should wear that contoured red dress you bought. He won’t be able to resist.”

“Great idea,” Andrea said and laughed. She changed the conversation. They chatted about fashion, celebrities, and anything but their relationships for the next thirty minutes. Andrea loved knowing she had a friend in Becca. She hugged her goodbye and stopped at the grocery store on the way home to pick up ingredients and a bottle of wine. She added some candles to her cart as well. She hoped it would be enough to win back William’s love because she needed him in her life.


Chapter Eight

Andrea roasted asparagus and potatoes. She used a skillet to cook steaks, finishing them in the oven. She made sure to buy organic ingredients. William was picky about what he put into his body. He knocked on the door seven minutes before she was expecting him, but her place was ready.

William didn’t kiss her when she opened the door and stepped into the apartment. He’d been there several times before, but he’d never arrived with such a negative attitude hanging over him. “Smells nice,” he said.

“Thanks,” Andrea said. She hadn’t been this nervous since she had to tell Beatrice and Freddie about her failed experiment. Andrea went on a spiel about how she’d bought organic ingredients, which William appreciated. “Would you like to eat?” she asked.

“Yeah, do you need any help?”

Andrea shook her head. Even when William was pissed, he could be a gentleman. They sat at her small table in the kitchen. William didn’t complain, but he didn’t say much. Andrea hated his silence more than anything. They were halfway through their meals when Andrea said, “I’m sorry about what happened.”

“Don’t mention it,” he said.

“No, really,” Andrea said and leaned forward to touch William’s arm. “It’s complicated. I wanted to make love, but I haven’t been with anyone since my ex-husband.”

“It’s okay, Andrea,” said William. For the first time since he’d arrived, there was a brightness in his expression. “I forgive you.” William took Andrea’s hand and squeezed it. His touch released all the tension she was holding. She could have cried at the relief she felt running through her body. “This dinner is amazing, and I can tell you mean what you say. My ego got the best of me. Don’t feel bad,” he said and lifted Andrea’s hand to his lips.

“I’ll try my best,” said Andrea. She rubbed William’s hand against her cheek, feeling much better than she had all week. A lot had happened to Andrea since transforming into a woman. Regardless of the pain she’d experienced, she knew William was the man for her. “Wanna watch something on TV?”

“You know it,” William said and took Andrea’s hand, leading her to the couch. They turned on a sitcom they both enjoyed, but Andrea didn’t stay focused on the television for long. She’d bought some condoms at the grocery store and planned on using them. Her pussy was already wet thinking about it.

Andrea slid off the sofa after they’d been sitting there a few minutes, getting to her knees between William’s legs. “You don’t have to,” he said.

“I want to,” she said. She reached her hands up to the waistline of his jeans, undoing them. He was already hard when Andrea pulled down his jeans and underwear, revealing his heavy, thick member. As afraid as Andrea had been the last time, she felt equally excited this time. She grabbed his dick by its base and moved her mouth to its tip, parting her lips. William watched as she closed her lips around his stiff rod, moaning as her spit wet his dick.

William leaned his head back as Andrea bobbed her head up and down his cock, taking as much as she could. She pushed her tongue against his rod as she did, loving how salty precum leaked from his tip into her mouth.

William curled his toes as his balls contracted, Andrea’s mouth moving up and down his dick. Her mouth felt incredible, but he wanted her pussy. William reached down and lifted Andrea up to the sofa. She was wearing a red contoured dress that had been driving William wild all night. He unzipped it and pulled it from her body. He unhooked her bra and slid off her panties, leaving her naked and exposed. “You’re so beautiful,” he said, kissing her body.

“As are you,” said Andrea. She moaned when he pressed his tongue against her pussy. She came more undone with his every lick. If he didn’t stop, she would cum before he fucked her. Andrea needed his dick. She told him she had bought condoms, and they were in the bag on the kitchen counter.

William took off his loose clothing and walked naked across the room. He found the condoms and rolled one over his dick, asking Andrea if she was sure. She nodded as he moved his head down her body to lick her pussy a few times until she begged him to fuck her. William lifted his body, wrapped his arms around Andrea’s legs, and pulled her to the edge of the couch. “Damn, that pussy looks good.”

“Be gentle,” she said.

He nodded and held his dick to guide the tip into her opening. Andrea moaned as his head pushed into her. She pushed her nails into his chest, and William encouraged her as he pushed deeper. “Fuck, you’re tight.”

Andrea moaned as her head rolled. William filled her. He felt incredible inside her. It was a euphoria Andrea never experienced as a man, and it reaffirmed everything she thought about her future. “Shit,” Andrea said, moaning as William thrust in and out of her. She told William how big his dick was and how much she loved it.

He told her it was nothing compared to her pussy. When he got close to cumming, he moved his hand down to her clit. Andrea hollered as the pressure became too much. “Cum with me,” William said, moving his dick in and out of Andrea as slowly as he could. He was seconds from exploding, and Andrea wasn’t far behind him.

“Shit, I’m about to…” Andrea began but couldn’t finish as her body convoluted. William moaned as her pussy vibrated around his dick, milking him for everything he had. They were sweaty and spent. William wrapped his arm around Andrea as his dick slid out of her. He got to his knees below her and rested his head against her thigh as she fell back on the sofa.

They put on their underwear a few minutes later and watched TV, but their undergarments came off again before they went to bed. In the meantime, Andrea snuggled under William’s arm. It was the best place she could think to be.


Epilogue

2 Years Later

Andrea glanced at the diamond ring that shined in the sunlight as she rubbed her swollen belly. It was nearly winter, but they had an all-season porch. It was a sunny day, and she needed all the sunlight she could get. Andrea was due in one month, and she was the talk of the world, but that wasn’t her fault.

She and William married the year before. She told him she was trans, which he accepted, but they never thought they would have a child. Andrea hadn’t told William about his daughters, but only because the math would have been impossible to explain. He knew everything now and forgave Andrea for hiding the truth. William was excited to have a baby boy. They planned on naming him Forrest.

They had run tests on Andrea and told her they didn’t think that she could get pregnant because women were born with their eggs, even though Andrea had a period. Regardless, she had started having unprotected sex with her husband. It was a surprise to everyone when she got pregnant, and it made people like William and her daughters question how she could have children if she had transitioned via surgery.

Everyone involved tried their best to keep the secret, but it was just too juicy to stay contained. Andrea didn’t mind. She had to quit her tutoring job for safety concerns, and there was some drama between citizens over potential secret government projects. In the meantime, she helped William on the farm and kept to herself. Her old lab had killed the project, and a transformation wasn’t likely to happen to anyone else. People would move on eventually, even if Andrea never could, but it didn’t matter.

Andrea had a beautiful farm, her man, and was carrying his child. Years had been added to her life. Her relationship was sweeter than chocolate milk. She had a million blessing to count, and Andrea couldn’t wait for Forrest to join her blissful life with William.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading Shocking Delights. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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