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Chapter 1

When I was growing up, my parents taught me to be nice, a good person, and always do the right thing and told me that if I stuck to that philosophy, everything would always work out for the best.  What a load of shit!  The naked truth is that the world we live in can be pretty cruel and unjust, and just because you treat everyone with respect does not mean you’ll receive the same treatment in return.  Life is a cruel master; in reality, a mere spin of the roulette wheel determines how your time on Earth will unfold.  It will either put good things in your path that will bring you great joy or deliver circumstances that will cause you grief and misfortune and as much as we would like to think that we are in complete control of our destiny, that’s not always the case.  What is truly important is how we handle the adversities that life puts in our path, and that single decision will determine ninety-nine percent of our happiness.

That’s exactly what I chose to do after waking up one morning and discovering that overnight my DNA had been rewritten at the most fundamental level, effectively wiping out the person I had been physically for almost three decades.  In the blink of an eye, my masculinity had been erased, and as I looked in the mirror and saw the new me looking back, I was shocked to see a young woman instead of myself.

Yep, you heard me right, a girl.  A fully biological female right down to the last molecule of DNA, and on top of that, with all the working parts that go right along with it.  I think you get the picture.  As crazy as it sounds, it happened. And not just to me but to many others as well during that fateful week as guys all across the country woke up to find their world changed forever, 5012 of us in all.

The media, which had an absolute field day with the story, reported that the endemic-style incident was caused when two experiments in a genetic research laboratory were inadvertently exposed to one another.  One involved a project designed to help speed up hormone replacement therapy in trans women, which simultaneously enhanced their existing features to make them appear more feminine.  The other experiment dealt with the modification of grains, including wheat and rye, with the end goal being to increase global food supplies.

Supposedly, after the grains were exposed to the other experiment in the adjoining laboratory, they were planted, reached maturity, and were harvested.  Instead of being put through a standard rigorous testing process as they should have been, they were accidentally lost and ended up mixed in with the regular harvests.  Afterward, they were sold to a commercial food supplier, processed, and turned into flour.  The flour was then packaged and sold as an institutional product and distributed to universities, restaurants, prisons, and the military, to name a few.

Anyway, that’s what they said on the news, and to this day, I’m still not sure if I genuinely believe it.  As usual, the general population will never really know the truth because the government and its intelligence agencies, such as ACE (American Counterintelligence and Espionage), pass out information to the public on a need-to-know basis.  Then again, maybe I’m just a cynic and don’t have enough faith in humankind.

All 5,012 of us who were affected had several factors in common.  One, we’d all eaten food containing the contaminated flour.  I wasn’t sure where my exposure had occurred because I had eaten at several places that could have served the tainted product in the days leading up to my transition.  Two, we all had O-Negative blood, and three, every last one of us also had green eyes.  All of us who were changed had those factors in common, and we woke up one morning to find that our worlds had changed forever as we were now women.  Honest to goodness, fully functional biological females, and there was no going back.

In the weeks that followed, the cable news channels interviewed a non-stop stream of experts on the matter.  These gurus included the federal government, CDC, politicians, university-educated PhDs, and fundamentalist preachers who claimed it was all because the nation had turned its back on God, and this was his wrath.  Watching it made me sick to my stomach because not a single one of those assholes on TV had been changed into a girl and had no idea what it was like to be me but knew what was best for all of us who had been affected.

As usual, the media churned the story until they had milked every last ounce of interest from it and then moved on to the next topic, just as they always do.  The 5,000, the name given to us by the media, soon became back page news, and as far as I was concerned, that was okay because I was glad to be out of the spotlight.

I’m Laura Johnson, and this is my story.


Chapter 2

I was born Lawrence Wayne Johnson, and by the way, I always hated my first name.  The only thing I disliked more was being called Larry, so the one good thing I got out of the transition was a new name, and I picked Laura, which I considered a step up.

As far as the details regarding my childhood, you would find them quite dull, so I’m going to dispense with that part of my life and begin with what happened to me following my transition.

After the initial shock of finding myself changed into a woman that fateful morning, I was absolutely beside myself and didn’t know what to do, so I called the phone number shown on the television, which the government provided to the networks so those such as myself could phone in for assistance.  Though it was not a requirement to do so, it was a good move for me anyway because I was about half-crazed from the incident and needed help badly.  After I hung up the phone, the government picked me up within twenty-four hours and took me to a hotel they had temporarily taken over.  Once there, I met dozens of others who, just like me, had woken up and looked in the mirror one morning to find that their life had been changed forever.

During the four weeks I spent there, I met many other girls who, just like me, had decided to pick up the phone and get help because they didn’t know what to do.  Some were single, others had been living with girlfriends, and many were married.  Many of the latter had been informed by their spouse that being married to a woman wasn’t what they had signed up for, and they were sorry but thought it would be best if their former husband sought romantic opportunities elsewhere.  These girls were heartbroken that the love of their life had decided to discard them for something entirely beyond their control, several after being married to their spouses for decades.

Over that month, I received training in a wide variety of subjects, the most essential was mental health counseling, and when all was said and done, I fully agreed.  According to one of the therapists I worked with, addressing the psychological component first was paramount because it was like the foundation of a house; if it was solid, you were set up for success.  If not, it didn’t stand a chance and would soon collapse into a pile of rubble.  Being willing to accept the fact that you were now a woman and that your life as a man was over was the key to building a successful life going forward.  On the other hand, if you were unable to embrace your new reality, you were destined for failure.  In essence, it amounted to being reprogrammed.

During my time at the training center, I noticed that most gay guys that turned into women seemed to handle it the best, and many were ecstatic about their accidental transformation.  Many of them said that they had always wanted to be a woman, and their dream had now come true, and after a lifetime, they had finally been freed from the prisons where they had been incarcerated for decades.  For those who found joy in the experience, I was glad for them because it was better than the alternative of being miserable, depressed, and suicidal, as a number of the girls were.

One of the things they taught us was that there was no shame in being a woman, which many of those affected suffered from and believed as a result of the transition that they had become inferior.  This false belief had been instilled in many of them when they were children when their parents told them what their roles as men would be, and this was hard to shake.  The counselors emphasized that being granted the gift of womanhood was the most wonderful thing that could be bestowed upon an individual and was a gift from God.  After all, could men bear children?  Could they use their sexual energy for persuasion like a woman could?  No on both counts!  By the time you completed the gender therapy, you were convinced that it was far better to be a member of the fairer sex than a big hairy knuckle-dragging guy, and besides, it was way more fun being a girl.

When the four weeks were over, I emerged from the training program as the new me, a woman, and I was excited about what lay ahead.  With a new identity in hand, which included an updated passport, driver’s license, and even a birth certificate, I was ready to start my new life as Laura Johnson.   

Just before my time at the training center ended, I received a message from my lifelong friend Connor Brown asking if he could do anything to help me.  After high school, the two of us went on active duty and enlisted in the Army, hoping we could travel the world together, meet new people, kill them, have our way with their women, and plunder their villages.  (Attempted humor, probably not funny).  Unfortunately, outside of basic training, we were never stationed together but stayed in touch all the while, and when our four years ended, we both returned to Madisonville.  He said he had heard through the grapevine what had happened to me and told me if there was anything he could do to just let him know, and I decided to take him up on his offer.

I told him that I was petrified at the prospect of returning to my apartment as the new me, a woman, and a member of The 5,000, and without blinking an eye, he immediately moved me into the spare bedroom of his house.  The timing couldn’t have been better, as his daughter Sophia had just left the day before and would spend the next month with her grandparents in Kentucky.

I never set foot in my apartment again because I was worried about my safety, fearing that it might be dangerous for me to return to my home.  After all, I was one of The 5,000.  Extremist groups had worked hard at demonizing us, and a lot of fear had been generated regarding us, and some thought the solution was getting rid of every last one of us.  Connor knew this and graciously took me in. He also arranged to store all of my personal possessions until I could figure out what I would do and where I would live.

The four weeks I spent with him was exactly what I needed in order to transition into my new life, and he did everything he could to make me feel as welcome as possible.  They say you find out who your friends are when the chips are down, and that statement couldn’t be truer as I had been a girl who was down on her luck, and he was there to pick me up and make sure that I had everything that I needed.

During that month, I learned firsthand what it was like being a woman in the real world versus one at a hotel commandeered by the federal government, and Connor did everything he could to help me, whether I liked it or not.  For example, I would often want to stay home in the evening and on weekends versus going out as I was still a bit skittish and uncomfortable in public.  My old friend kept telling me that we needed to get out and go places so I could interact with others, and until I did so, I would never be comfortable or successful in my new role as a woman.

If I hadn’t known better, I would have thought he was spending every waking minute thinking of ways to keep me on the go, out of the house, and interacting with others when possible because it seemed that we were out doing something on a daily basis.  Whether it was grocery shopping, walking around the mall, seeing a movie, going to church, or even an election night party, where I was clearly the only Republican there, he kept me busy.

One Saturday morning, Connor told me we were going out to dinner that night and would leave the house at about 6:45 p.m. I asked him what the name of the place was called, and he said it was a relatively new restaurant and it was called The ChopHouse.  He also said the original was in Four Points, and this one was pretty new as they had decided to open a location in Madisonville.  I was familiar with the restaurant and knew it was a first-class establishment and that I would need to look my best if we were dining there.

The first thing that ran through my mind was what to wear, and after looking through the clothes, I had accumulated thus far, I decided I didn’t have a thing appropriate for the occasion.  When I told Connor I needed to go shopping for a new dress, an ear-to-ear smile came to his face, and he agreed to be my chauffeur and companion for the afternoon.

**********

As the two of us sat there at our table that evening, we looked out of the restaurant’s large glass windows, and the view of Lake Madisonville was quite lovely until the sun finally set, and we could see it no longer, but it had been nice while it lasted.

“Thank you so much for taking me to dinner, especially here.  This place is awesome,” I said.

Smiling at me, he said, “Glad to do it.  After all, it’s part of your ongoing education,” and as he finished speaking, we chuckled at his comment.

“Of which you’ve done a great job.  Without you pushing me to get out there and live life, I wouldn’t be where I am today.  Confident and feeling a whole lot better about the new me.  Did I ever tell you that you should have stayed on active duty and been a Drill Sergeant?”

He chuckled briefly and replied, “Yes, every day since you moved in with me.”

“Have I?” I said and then giggled.

“By the way, you sure do look nice this evening,” he said.

Smiling at him, I said, “Thank you very much.”

For our date that night, I had donned a little black dress that I had picked up at the mall and chose a pair of peep toe mules that showed my freshly painted dark purple toes.  I also put on a pendant necklace and a pair of large gold hoop earrings, which I thought completed my outfit quite nicely.

“By the way, I’ll sure miss you when you move out next week.  Are you sure you’re going to be okay?

Nodding, I said, “I will be fine.  Besides, I need to spread my wings and fly at some point, don’t I?”

Shrugging his shoulders slightly, he said, “I suppose.”

“Of course I do. Plus, let’s not forget, your daughter will be back a couple of days after I leave, and how would it look to her if you had a strange woman living in the house?  What kind of message would that send to her?”

“I guess you’re right.”

“I bet you’ll be glad to see her.”

Nodding, he said, “I sure will.”

“With her spending a month with her grandparents in Kentucky, the timing couldn’t have been better when you offered me a place to stay, which is greatly appreciated, and something I will never forget.  Connor, you’re a lifesaver, and you’ve done the biggest favor anyone could have done for an old friend, and I appreciate it.  I owe you and if you ever need anything, just ask.”

Shaking his head, he said, “That's what friends are for, so no, you don't owe me."

Nodding, I said, "Yes, I do."

We went back and forth on the topic several times, with me saying that I owed him and Connor claiming I did not.  Finally, I said, "Okay, why don't we leave it like this?  If you ever need anything, just ask, and I'm not saying another word, so please don’t argue with me."

“Okay, it’s settled; you don’t owe me,” he replied and then gave me a warm smile.

Rolling my eyes upward, I shook my head and said, “I’m not saying another word.”

“Good.  Would you like another glass of wine?”


Chapter 3

As I looked at my kitchen wall calendar, I couldn’t believe it. I’d been a woman for a full six months.  Where had the time gone?  It seemed like it was only yesterday that I had woken up and discovered I was a female.  I guess time flies when you’re having fun.  That or you’ve been changed into a girl, right?

After spending a month at Connor’s, I moved into my new apartment and immediately set about turning it into my new home.  I wanted it to reflect the new me, Laura Johnson, in every way and began personalizing it to reflect my taste.  As far as I was concerned, my old life was gone, and I fully embraced the idea that I would live my life to the fullest as a woman. 

This included selling most of my furniture, which in my opinion, needed to go.  Not because there was anything wrong with it, but because it did look like stuff that belonged in a young bachelor’s apartment, and that chapter in my life was truly closed.  The proceeds from selling my old furniture were used to help refurnish my bachelorette pad and included a new sofa and loveseat, end tables and lamps, as well as a dining room and bedroom set.  I also bought some pretty curtains for every room in my apartment, and when all was said and done, my new home was absolutely perfect.

I did have to admit that the stimulus money that was provided to me, and all the other members of The 5,000, really helped me get on my feet.  Not only did the funds help me get into my new apartment and furnish it to my liking, but they also helped me purchase some badly needed clothing.  When you’ve lost seven inches of height and almost sixty pounds of weight, there’s no choice but to go shopping for a new wardrobe, which was exactly what I did.  I needed absolutely everything: clothes, shoes, handbags, and accessories of every type, and when all was said and done, I had a closet full of exactly what I needed to launch the new me.  I felt so fortunate to have such a nice collection of apparel and was super excited about being able to wear each garment in the very near future, and I’d certainly had plenty of fun buying everything, though I could not explain why.  As a guy, I’d never been big on shopping, so it must have been the girl in me who was responsible for my newfound interest.  It was clear that the feminine side of me had a unique personality that was growing by the day, and as I gave into it, I felt more comfortable and surer of myself than ever, including during my time as a man.

There was a lot of federal relief for members of The 5,000, including unemployment benefits, and if I had chosen, I wouldn’t have had to work for some time.  However, that just wasn’t part of my personality as I had always been someone who liked to stay busy, and the thought of sitting around doing nothing all day was very unappealing to me. 

After I got out of the Army, I got a degree in business and afterward went to work as an assistant grocery store manager for a large national chain, and before I knew it, I was The manager and was a bit surprised at my rapid rise through the ranks.  It was a prime example of what happens when you show up on time and work each day, which none of my co-workers were doing.  Anyway, the pay had been decent, but I honestly didn’t enjoy it.  Plus, the entire time I had worked there had felt like there just had to be something better and more fulfilling than what I was doing, as the work was dull, the hours long, and the employees a nightmare.  Did I mention that managing people suck ass?

Since I had the opportunity to leave all that behind, get a fresh start vocationally and pick absolutely anything that I wanted, as the job placement available to The 5,000 was excellent, I decided I would do just that.  After what I had gone through, I had decided that life was short and I should choose something a bit more interesting career-wise that didn’t require a minimum of eighty hours a week.  Maybe I could even do something where I could make a difference in people’s lives.  The placement service the government had in place was fantastic, and the next thing I knew, I was a vocational counselor for my state’s unemployment commission.  Part of my job was to help members of The 5,000 who needed job assistance because, after all, I had first-hand experience as I was one of them.  I was incredibly happy as I had a job helping others, some of them just like me, and I was sure I could make a difference.  Not only that, but as a state employee, my hours were Monday through Friday, 8:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m., and the benefits were incredible.  It seemed like there was a holiday of some sort constantly popping up, and the health insurance was excellent. Since I was now a girl, I needed to go to the doctor a little more than I had as a guy, as my new anatomy required a little more routine maintenance.

Much to my surprise, I had really gotten in the swing of being a girl and even had a couple of dates with guys.  Initially, I had assumed I would probably go out with women as that was what I had been used to, and it seemed perfectly natural.  However, as time marched on, I noticed that I was also attracted to men, though I didn’t have a clue as to why. I suspected my hormones, as well as my new biochemistry, were playing a part in my reprogramming.  Additionally, I had also begun to think about what it might be like to actually sleep with a man, and as I entertained the possibility, the more turned on I became.  Sometimes when I would turn in early at night and lay in my bed and read, I would start thinking about what it would be like to be with a guy, and the next thing I knew, I was fantasizing about it, and the prospect seemed quite appealing.  I didn’t know when but I was sure that the day would eventually arrive when I would take a man as my lover, and I hoped it would be as wonderful as I imagined.

It was clear that Connor’s hard work had prepared me for many of the social situations I had been thrown into since I had left his home, and I was grateful he had done what he did to prepare me.  With each passing day, as I looked at myself in the mirror in the morning, I quickly discovered that being a girl was fantastic.  Not to sound conceited, but I was quite pleasing to the eye, if I do say so myself, which was better than the alternative of not being pretty.  I was grateful that I’d had the good fortune of being transformed into a slender young blonde woman as I had the most striking green eyes, which were so brilliant, they were almost startling.

It was a routine Friday, and I was looking forward to the weekend and two days off, and in my opinion, 5:00 p.m. wasn’t going to come fast enough.  Feeling my phone vibrating on my desk, I picked it up, looked at the screen and saw that I had a text from Connor, which read, Please give me a call. 

Pressing the phone symbol on the text app to call him, I heard his phone begin to ring, and after three ringy dingys I heard his voice, “Hi Laura.”

“Well, hello.  How’s it going?”

“Pretty good, just waiting on 5 o’clock to get here.  How about you?”

Smiling, I said, “Great minds think alike.  I was just sitting here pondering the exact same thing,” As I finished speaking, we both chuckled.

“Got big plans for the weekend?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “I’m afraid not.  No hot dates at all on my calendar.  What about you?”

“Pretty routine stuff, and just like you, no hot dates scheduled.  Unless!”

“Unless?”

“How would you like to go out to dinner with me?” he asked.

“That would be awesome.  Tonight or tomorrow night?”

“I’m free both.”

“Then how about tonight?  If that works for you?” I asked.

“It certainly does.  Where would you like to go to dinner?  Pick where you want because it’s on me,” he said.

“Connor, you don’t have to do that.  After all, you put me up at your house and took care of me for an entire month.  The least you could do is let me buy,” I replied.

“I insist.  Besides, I’m the one asking you out.  So, where do you want to go?”

“Mmmm, let’s go someplace simple like D’Angelo’s.  I think I’m in an Italian mood.”

“Super, what time should I pick you up?” he asked.

“I’ll get out of here at 5, so let’s give me time to get home and get ready.  6:45?”

“Cool.  I’ll pick you up then.”

“Connor, are you sure you don’t want me to just meet you there?  It would be less trouble for you.”

“Nope, I’m picking you up.  See you at 6:45.”

“See you then.  Thanks, Connor.”

“You are welcome.  See you soon,” and we both hung up the phone.

Well, I had gone from having no plans at all to a dinner date with my best friend, which was better than going home and doing nothing.  At that point, I wondered why he had called me so late in the day and asked me out because he was the type that typically scheduled everything in his life with plenty of advance notice.  Not that I was complaining in any way because I was thrilled to be spending the evening with my best friend.  However, I could not help but wonder, was he not looking forward to a less than exciting evening at home and wanted to shake things up a bit with his old friend?  Or was there something else as the tone of his voice left me with a feeling that there was a little more to this random dinner date than two friends hanging out and eating?  As usual, I was overthinking things, and very shortly, I would probably learn that it was nothing at all and that he was just being friendly and wanting to catch up with his best friend of many years.  Anyway, I would find out soon enough as 6:45 p.m. was only a handful of hours away, and I had a few files I needed to finish working on before the day ended and two days of freedom began.


Chapter 4

“You certainly look beautiful tonight,” Connor said as he looked at me across the table and smiled warmly. 

Raising my eyebrows slightly, I replied, “Thank you,” and smiled back at him.  As I thought about his compliment, I felt warm inside, something I had noticed since my transition.  Ever since becoming a girl, I had noticed that I just loved it when guys would tell me that I was attractive, as it was like a drug of some sort that I just couldn’t get enough of.

I appreciated his words and spent extra time getting myself ready because I wanted to look nice for our outing.  Though we were just friends, I felt it was important to look my best for Connor, and I wanted him to like the way I looked, but for the life of me could not explain why.  Perhaps I fancied him a bit?  Maybe even more than I was willing to admit?  As I looked across the table at him once more, I could not help but notice what a good-looking man he was, and there was no doubt that women would line up around a building to land him as their own.  Thinking about the possibilities, I knew that in the end, there was no way he could possibly find me attractive in the slightest because I was his best friend and used to be a guy.  With that being the case, I would keep such thoughts to myself, which was probably for the best because that was not within the realm of possibility at all.

I took solace in the fact that the hard work I put into getting ready wasn’t in vain because, no matter what, a girl needs to take pride in her appearance, as that says a lot about her.  Plus, one thing I figured out rather quickly after I started living my life as a woman was that beauty and femininity are our true power, and men don’t stand a chance against it.

Thinking about it, I once again began to suspect that my previous thoughts were right and there was more to this outing than met the eye because, to date, he’d never told me that I was beautiful, though I was not complaining and did not mind in the slightest.  However, in my mind, that sort of compliment was often given when a man fancied a woman or had feelings for her.  That or he wanted some booty.  Then again, maybe I was reading too much into it, but that was nothing new as I’d always had a wild imagination.

“I sure appreciate you having dinner with me tonight,” he said.

Shrugging my shoulders, I replied, “Of course, and thanks for asking.  It’s always great to catch up with you and hear what’s happening in your world.”

Smiling, he said, “I couldn’t agree more, Laura.  It is always a pleasure to get to spend time with you as well.  As long as I’ve known you, we’ve never run out of things to talk about when we get together.”

“You know, now that I think about it, you’re right, and that’s truly rare.  We have a pretty special friendship.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” he replied and then took a sip of his drink and asked, “How’s your wine?”

“It’s good, thanks,” and after a brief pause, I asked, “Oh, by the way, how’s lovely little Sophia?”

“She’s great.  Tonight, she’s staying over at a friend’s house, which frees me up for the evening.  By the way, she wanted me to tell you that she hopes we can all go to the amusement park again soon.  She had an absolute blast that day the three of us went.  She really likes you, Laura.”

“Thank you, Connor, and I absolutely adore her.  She is so cute and such a sweetie.”

“You’ve not seen her when she’s pissed off,” he replied, and then we laughed out loud.

“By the way, I’m just joking.  She’s a good kid,” he added.

Nodding, I said, “Yes, she is, and I knew that you were just kidding.  We girls know these things.”

“You do?” he asked inquisitively.

I nodded and smiled, and said, “Mmmm hmmm.”

“Oh?  How?”

“Women’s intuition.  Something I gained from my transition.”

Raising his eyebrows, he asked, “No kidding?”

“It’s difficult to explain.  All I can say is that there’s something present that there wasn’t before, if that makes any sense.”

“We’ve all got intuition to some degree, so if you believe yours was enhanced as a result of the change, I don’t doubt you.”

“That’s one of the things I’ve always liked about you, Connor, you have faith in me.”

“Not only that, but trust, and more than anyone else that I know,” and after taking a sip of his beverage, added, “That’s one of the reasons I asked you to dinner tonight.”

I knew it.  I’d known Connor most of my life and was just about positive that there was a little more to this last-minute dinner than two old friends getting together for a bite to eat and to catch up.  My female intuition was clearly working quite well.

Raising my eyebrows, I turned my head slightly to the right and uttered, “Oh?” as though I were surprised.

Nodding, he said, “I’m sure you probably knew I wanted something, as my invitation was pretty last minute, right?”

With a dead serious look on my face, I replied, “No, Connor, I didn’t think anything like that at all.”

I’m such a liar.  I was flattered at his words, that he had more faith and trust in me than anyone he knew, and I figured whatever he wanted to talk to me about was important.             

Resting my chin on the back of my folded hands, I looked at him, smiled gently, and then asked, “So, what’s on your mind?”

“Alicia has informed me she is looking to modify our joint custody agreement.  Can you believe that?”

“Connor, you’ve got to be kidding?”

Shaking his head, he replied, “I’m afraid not.”

“So, she wants full custody?”

“She says we can keep it joint, but she wants Sophia living with her during the week, and I can have her on weekends.  To boot, she will be asking me to pay child support.”

“Connor, that’s just unbelievable,” I replied, “After everything she put you through?”

My good friend Connor had gone through some troubled times with his former spouse Alicia.  After getting off active duty and starting college, he met her on his first day at school, and it was love at first sight, resulting in her becoming pregnant.  After giving birth, she was ecstatic and super excited to be a mom.  Shortly thereafter, her mood began to change, and according to Connor, it seemed as though she was losing interest in being a wife and a mother, and she sunk into a deep depression and began acting very strange.  The next thing he knew, he got a call at work one day, and she asked him to come home, and when he arrived, she was standing by the door with a suitcase in hand and told him she was leaving and then placed the house key on the table.  Asking her what was wrong, she told him that she was sorry, but she was not cut out to be a wife or a mother.  Continuing, she said that as much as it hurt, she was leaving Sophia with him, and he would have to care for her as she just couldn’t keep going the way she was, and she was doing what she was to save herself.

According to Alicia’s sister, she was out of control and using drugs and alcohol like they were going out of style, not to mention having sex with random guys at the drop of a hat when she was high.  She would frequently sleep in her car or at anyone’s residence who would put her up for the night and, for all intents and purposes, was essentially homeless.  After a year had passed, she showed up at Connor’s doorstep one day and said she had started addiction and mental health counseling and begged him to come to let her come home.  She said she knew she had screwed up badly and what she had done was reckless, irresponsible, and unforgivable and asked if he would please open the door to his heart for her one more time and give her a chance to make amends.  She sat there on the living room sofa and bawled and swore it would never happen again and that she would be the best wife and mother she could possibly be if he gave her one more chance. 

He then told her that he still loved her with all his heart, and as much as it hurt, that answer was no.  The reason was not that she’d stepped out on him and had relations with other men because he could get over that.  His primary concern was the safety of his daughter. The issue he had outside of Sophia’s safety was that Alicia had abandoned her family, and when she walked out the door that fateful day a year prior, she seemed to have little remorse.  He told her he was concerned that if she did it once, she might do it again, and he just couldn’t take the chance, and he had to protect Sophia from having her world shattered once again.

They had an amicable divorce and agreed to joint custody, with Connor being the managing custodian, and he even agreed to let her pay the paltry sum of $200 a month in child support.  Sophia lived with him during the week and visited with her mother about every other weekend.  Alicia had really cleaned up her act, gotten a job, and soon afterward, a place of her own.  In a short amount of time, she became romantically involved with her psychiatrist, and they soon married.  At the time, Connor said that it seemed she had gotten her life together and, on more than one occasion, commented that he sometimes regretted his decision not to let her return home.

Nodding, he said, “No good deed goes unpunished.”

“Apparently.  So,” I replied, “After all the bullshit she pulled?  Incredible!  Connor, you let her see Sophia all that she wanted, let her pay nothing in child support, and now this?  What a fucking bitch.”

“My thoughts exactly,” he replied.

“So, you’re going to court?”

“It would seem so.”

“Connor, if you’re asking me, there’s absolutely no way she can win after what she did, and in my opinion, you’ve been an awesome father, and I’m sure that everyone who knows you would line up around a city block to testify on your behalf.  Besides, it seems that it could easily be proven that she’s less fit as a parent because of her drug and alcohol use when she lost her mind and ran away from home.  Not to mention the fact that she was homeless for a time.  I think you’ve got an open and shut case.  What do you think has gotten her so riled up that it makes her want to get Sophia full-time?”

“Over the past few years, she’s seemed fine with our arrangement.  However, I’m pretty sure her asshole husband, Dr. Dickhead, is behind the whole thing.” 

“Really?  That just doesn’t make sense.  Why would a man want a woman’s child from her previous marriage living with them full time unless the kid was in a bad environment?”

“Laura, I’m sure it all boils down to him using all of his psychiatry skills to convince her that she can get the emotional healing she needs by being Sophia’s full-time parent or some other bullshit.  Plus, the son of a bitch and I don’t really care for one another, and I’m sure he would take pleasure in fucking me over by putting Alicia up to this.”

“I think you’ve mentioned that before.”

“It wouldn’t be a problem if he weren’t such an asshole.  He’s one of those sons of bitches who always have the answer to everything.  I could be standing in a room with the guy and tell him the sky was blue, and he would come up with some reason it was not.  Fucking prick.”

“Connor, let it go.  As I said, you’ve got an open and shut case.”

Shaking his head, he said, “I’ve already met with legal counsel, and it may not be as open and shut as you think because initially, I thought the same thing.  Dr. Dickhead has hired the best divorce attorney in town, and they’ve got a win ratio of just below one hundred percent, somewhere in the high nineties.

“But considering what she did ….”

Cutting me off, he said, “My lawyer told me that with a good lawyer and a sympathetic judge who prefers that mothers raise their child versus a dad, it might not be so simple.  He said that good attorneys could paint a picture like you wouldn’t believe.  For example, they say that poor Alicia had postpartum depression after delivering Sophia.  They then say that when she ran away from home, that wasn’t the real her as her hormones were out of whack and essentially changed her into someone she was not, and she didn’t know what to do.  On top of that, she didn’t feel she was getting the emotional support and help with the baby from me that she should have been getting, and out of desperation, she left; all the while, she was crying up a storm.  Her fuck head attorney then says that Sophia should be raised with her mother as that’s exactly what a young girl needs, a female role model.  He then says that Alicia is married to a man with a respectable profession, a psychiatrist, and she would be going to a two-parent household.  They would then reiterate that I am a one-parent household and Sophia will never get the benefits that a two-parent household provides.”

“I never really thought of it that way Connor.  Surely any judge will see through that,” I replied.

Shaking his head, he said, “You know me, Laura, but that judge overseeing the hearing will not, and what wins the case is how good of a show is put on in the courtroom. That’s what my lawyer says, anyway.  He said he’s seen this happen over and over in court.  With the proper spin and the right judge, one who prefers that mom raise the child, especially a daughter, a guy like me could lose, even after everything she did.”

“Gosh, Connor, I’m sorry to hear that.  That seems so unfair.  You’re a good guy, and Sophia needs to be with you, and I will testify to that in a court of law.  All you have to do is ask.”

Smiling, he said, “I sure appreciate that, and it means a lot, but there’s one thing you could do for me that might help, and a lot.  As a matter of fact, you agree to what I’m about to ask might make or break the court case.”

“Oh, Connor, you already know the answer to that, whatever it is.  Yes.  We’ve been friends forever, and I love Sophia to death and would do anything needed to ensure her well-being and safety.  All you have to do is ask.”

“You haven’t heard what I’m going to ask yet,” he replied.

I placed my hand on top of his and said, “Lifelong friends, don’t say no to anything when the chips are down.  We’ve known each other way too long, Connor, so just tell me what you need me to do.”

Shrugging his forehead, he said, “Okay, here goes.  Laura ….”


Chapter 5

With my eyes wide open, I asked, “What?”

“I figured that would catch you off guard.”

“To say the least.”

“So, I’ll take that as a no?”

“Connor, you are my lifelong friend, and I’m closer to you than anyone on this planet, but I don’t see how ….”

“Marrying me would win the custody case?”

“Well, yes.”

“Remember the whole two-parent household thing I talked about?  That would strengthen my case considerably.”

I leaned back in my seat and said, “I can see your logic.  Have you run this by your lawyer?”

Nodding, he said, “I have, and he said that would help, and at this stage of the game, it wouldn’t hurt at all.”

Sitting there silently for a moment, I leaned forward and asked, “Let me ask you a question.”

“Sure.”

“Why me?  You are smart, funny, good-looking, have a great personality, and could have any woman you want.  With that being the case, why do you want me?  I would also like to remind you that I wasn’t always the woman you see sitting here before you today.  Are you not bothered by that?”

Smiling, he said, “Laura, I’m not bothered at all that you used to be a guy.  That was in the past, and now you’re a beautiful young woman in every way.  Okay?”

“Thank you, Connor.  I’m glad you think of me as a real girl, which is something I’ve worked hard on becoming the past half a year.”

“And might I add that you’ve done a wonderful job and have made it almost look easy,” he replied.

Smiling at him, I added, “Yes, and I couldn’t have done it without the help I got from you,” We both chuckled.

“Answering the second part of your question, why you?”

“Yes, why me?” I asked inquisitively.

“Laura, I know that I could have other women, I get that, but I have to consider my daughter and her well-being.  You know how it is. I could easily marry some woman who said she loves children and adores Sophia and, in a short amount of time, tells me she wants the kid to go and live with her mother.  Many women will tell you what you want to hear just so they can get their hooks into you, and once you’re married to them, you find out what they are really like.”

I knew exactly what he was talking about as single women had become quite aggressive over the years, and all the unmarried guys I knew were always telling me a story about some crazy bitch doing this or that.  It was no wonder that so many guys had decided to become gay because the women were quite scary. 

Reaching across the table and taking my hand into his, he looked at me sincerely and said, “Laura, the reason I want you to marry me is that I trust you more than anyone, and I know that you will be a good stepmother to my daughter.  I also know for a fact that you will treat her like your very own child and will love and protect her in every way.”

Choking the tears back, I sniffled and then mouthed the words, “Thank you,” and then looked down briefly before returning my eyes to him. 

Continuing, he added, “Laura, that’s not all.  You are I are friends; we always have been and will be.  Just think, we would be able to spend time together every day of the week, and being that we never run out of things to talk about, we would be very compatible living together.  It would be just like when we were growing up, and with the three of us living together, I think it would be fun.”

“Connor, provided I agree, don’t you think the court will ask why we got married so quickly?  Are you not worried that they will come back and say you did it so you can keep Sophia?”

“I had already thought of that.  Look, it’s provable that I’ve known Laura Johnson for six months, and even Sophia can testify to that because the three of us have gotten together several times.  Besides, who is to say that we haven’t been dating during that time, and I’ve just been discreet?  Because I have a six-year-old daughter, I’ve not been having you sleep over as that wouldn’t look very good, now would it?  Also, according to what you told me, you’ve got a full bio created by the government, no proof that you used to be a guy, so that shouldn’t come back to bite us.  No offense.”

Shaking my head, I said, “None taken.  You can’t be too careful.  The fact that I used to be Lawrence Wayne Johnson could potentially torpedo your case, so we should make sure that little secret remains with you and me.

After a few moments, I sighed and asked, “Now let’s get onto some of the harder questions, or at least they are for me anyway.”

He nodded and said, “Sure.”

“As awkward as this is to bring up, what about sleeping arrangements?  Have you thought about that?”

“Yes.  We will need to give the appearance that we are a married couple and sleep together in the same bed, but I have a solution.  The guest room you stayed in six months ago is right next to my room, and we can simply put in a door between the two suites.”

Nodding, I said, “That’s logical, we can both enter the master together at night, and after doing so, one of us slips into the guest room, which I guess will be my room?”

“As I said, this is a pretty big favor, and I will gladly let you have the master, and I will sleep in the guest room.  The master is awesome and would provide you with a nice big bathroom to get ready in the morning, which you would enjoy.”

Clearing my throat, I said, “Okay, now for the elephant in the room.  I know we have said that we will be sleeping separately, but I would like to clarify something.”

“Of course,” he replied.

“After we got married, would you be expecting us to,” and after a pause, added, “You know.”

Shrugging his forehead, he asked, “To ….”

“Connor, you know, have intimate relations.  I figured with us being a married couple, there was the potential you might have that in mind, and I wanted to clarify that up front.”

“Laura, that’s a fair question.  I hope you know that I would never want to put you in an uncomfortable position because, after all, you’re doing me the biggest favor anyone could ever do.  I promise you that I will always be respectful, which is why I planned to put the door between the two rooms.  Actually, I had already thought all of that out in advance.”

His response was pretty vanilla, in my opinion, but I appreciated the way he had been so respectful of me and wanted me to be comfortable.  He had certainly not taken for granted that he would get to have sex with me after getting married, as most guys do, and rightfully so, but these were special circumstances.  As I stated previously, my view of being intimate with a man over the past few months had changed, and I had been entertaining the prospect.  Connor was a good-looking man, and as I’d spent increasing amounts of time with him the past few months, the more I had noticed how handsome he was.  As I thought about it, I couldn’t help but think about being with him and the thought of us making love filled me with delight, and it was clear that I had developed feelings for him.  However, did he feel the same about me?  Just because he wanted to marry me to get custody of his daughter didn’t mean that he loved me or even wanted to sleep with me, and I wondered if he ever would.  If not, I understood the reason why.  I used to be his best friend and a guy; if that were the case, I could not damn him. 

Nodding, I added, “If we got married and you lost the case, you wouldn’t have to stay married to me and could divorce me and send me on my way, no problem there.  However, if you won, you couldn’t. Otherwise, Alicia would be dragging you back to court.  Connor, we would be in it for the long haul, probably until Sophia turned eighteen, and I was wondering if you had thought of that.  That’s a long time.”

Nodding, he said, “Laura, if you agree to this, you are making a big commitment, and to put it quite frankly, it’s a big chunk of your life.  We’re talking like a decade, so before you agree, you have to ask yourself, am I willing to make that kind of commitment?”

Looking down, I returned my eyes to him and asked, “What if I don’t agree?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “I’m not going to get married to just anyone because of reasons I’ve already stated.  If I did that, I could end up in a worse position than I am now.  I’ll just go to court and hope for the best.  What else can I do?  At this point, the ball is in your court, and whatever you decide is fine, and we will still be friends, okay?”

“I’m glad to hear you say that because your friendship means everything to me, and I couldn’t bear not having you in my life,” I replied.

Smiling at me, he gave me a quick nod and said, “I feel the same way.  Besides, Sophia would be very disappointed not being able to see you because she thinks you are da bomb,” and as he finished his words, we chuckled.

I thought back to the day when I left the training center, aka the hotel commandeered by the U.S. Government, where they gave me a crash course in womanhood.  As soon as I walked out the door, my old friend Connor was waiting outside to pick me up.  He then took me home so I wouldn’t be alone because I was plenty afraid, and he even pampered me over the next month while I got my thoughts together and did everything he could to help me.  When no one else was there for me, including my long-time girlfriend Natasha, who told me via text message that she was sorry but just couldn’t see herself in a relationship with another girl, Connor was there.  I also thought back to when we were kids, and we would frequently play in the woods.  One day, a wild hog came upon us, and it was a big son of a bitch with large tusks who clearly didn’t like us being in his territory, and he snarled and started charging after us.  As we ran, I began to fall behind, and Mr. Piggy was catching up fast. It was clear that I couldn’t outrun him, and I knew it was a matter of time until he reached me.  Suddenly, Connor, who was ahead of me, turned around and began running back toward me and the hog, took his cell phone out of his pocket, threw it at the animal, and started screaming at it.  As a result of his actions, he stopped pursuing me and took off after him instead.  Fortunately, he and I both got to safety by climbing up two separate trees, where we waited until the hog lost interest and went away.  My best friend saved my life.  How many people would have done what he did that day?  Very few, and I knew at that moment exactly what I had to do.

Once again, I rested my chin on the back of my folded hands, looked straight into his eyes, and asked, “Would I get an engagement ring?”

Perplexed, he said, “An engagement ring?” and turned his head sideways slightly.

I nodded and then asked, “Oh, and would there be a honeymoon?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “Well, yes to both if you will do it,” and then smiled.

Smiling at him, I said, “If you’re going to ask me to marry you and I’m going to accept, I don’t want it to be so businesslike and sterile.  I want it to be memorable and have an air of romance about it, as a girl’s first marriage proposal should be a special one.  Are you okay with that?”

“Sure,” he replied, “If that’s what you want, then I’m more than glad to accommodate.”

“All right, then go ahead and propose doing it in traditional style, and I might just say yes.”

“Really?” he asked in amazement.

I nodded and blinked my long eyelashes at him, and shot him a warm smile.

“Well, here goes,” he replied.

He then came over to my side of the booth, got down on one knee, and asked, “Laura Johnson, will you marry me?”

As he finished his words, I intended to give him a quick yes, but that didn’t happen.  The last thing I had expected was to be overwhelmed with emotion, and I couldn’t even speak to tell him I would marry him.  I then put my hand over my mouth, and before I knew it, tears began to flow down my cheeks.  His proposal had touched me deeply, and in a way I’d never expected.  As I began sliding out of the booth, he quickly rose to his feet, and I then looked into his eyes, nodded, and said yes in a broken voice.  At that moment, everyone in the restaurant began to clap because everyone loves a couple in love, and I then wrapped my arms around him and squeezed him tight.  I didn’t know what the future held for Connor and me and whether it would be short or long-term, but I was excited that I was going to be marrying him.  However, I had doubts about how things would go in the romance department as I hadn’t seen any positive signs to date, except for him telling me I was beautiful.  As much as I wanted to believe his saying that meant that he had feelings for me, I knew better because it could have been nothing more than a compliment.  However, I did know one thing, I was happy and marrying my best friend in the world because he needed me more than ever.


Chapter 6

Our wedding was held in the quaintest little Episcopal chapel you’ve ever seen, and it couldn’t have been more perfect as the church overlooked a lake, and the view was breathtaking.  Sophia served as the flower girl and was just as cute as could be in her little satin dress and was thrilled to be a part of our wedding day. 

Over the years, I had always thought about how much time and effort women put into their weddings and had viewed it as something that girls get all worked up about for nothing, but as I planned my ceremony, I quickly learned it wasn’t silly at all.  It was special and the biggest day of any girl’s life, and I finally knew exactly how it felt.  The thought of being a princess for a day and walking down the aisle in my beautiful white wedding gown filled me with joy, and I was surprised at how wonderful the entire experience made me feel inside, a feeling I never anticipated and one that I wished would never end.

As the priest finished the ceremony and told Conner that he could now kiss his bride, I didn’t know what to expect because I was unsure how he felt about having to kiss me.  However, much to my surprise, he gave me a nice, long, passionate romantic kiss, just like a man would give a woman he loved, which was heavenly.  The experience of feeling his flesh press against mine was like a dream, and as our lips touched, I felt a warmth wash over me from head to toe.  I couldn’t help myself, but at that moment, I realized that I truly loved Connor with all my heart, and now he was my husband, and with a good-looking man like him, a girl couldn’t ask for more.  However, I was still worried about how long we would stay married because if he lost the case and Sophia, he would probably want to get divorced, and the thought of that filled me with dread.  After everything I had been through, the last thing I needed was to have my life torn apart once more, so why was I putting my future on hold and rolling the dice as I was?  Two reasons, Connor and Sophia, and those were reasons enough.  I could not help but wonder if my new husband, the man I adored more than life itself, would ever be able to return my love.  All the worry in the world wouldn’t provide me with the answer I needed one way or the other, and only time would tell.  I would just have to be patient.

Following the ceremony, we had a reception in the parish hall, which a few dozen family and friends attended, practically all of them Connor’s, except for a few co-workers from my place of employment.  Though I knew many of the attendees and had all my life, I couldn’t tell them who I was because I needed to keep my identity confidential, and not just for the sake of the court case.  It had been deemed a security risk to let others know you were one of The 5,000, and the government had advised us not to tell a soul.  There were lots of extremists who saw us as a threat and an abomination of God, and letting someone know could potentially put you in danger.  With that being said, I acted like it was a pleasure to meet many of Connor’s family and friends for the first time, though I had known them all my life.  However, there was nothing else I could do, it was the hand I’d been dealt just seven months ago, and I had to play it. 

I could not help but think about my parents, and if they were alive, I’d have asked my daddy to give his little girl away.  The thought of mom and dad not being there to see me walk down the aisle made me sad because I knew they would have been proud, and it would have filled me with joy to see them sitting in the church pew side by side, holding hands as I was married.  Despite what happened to me, I knew that they would have loved me unconditionally and accepted me without judgment because that’s the kind of person they were.  Oh, how I wished my daddy had been there to dance with me on my special day, but fate was cruel and cheated me of that when my folks were killed in a motorcycle accident.  I was always worried about them every time they took off and told them riding the damn things wasn’t safe, and they would reply and tell me they would be fine.  I hadn’t been off active duty but a few months, and one day I got a knock at the door where a deputy informed me that there had been an accident and both of my parents had been killed.  I was devastated, but the one person that was there for me was Connor, as usual. 

After the reception ended, Connor and I went back home and retired to our individual bedrooms.  Though this was what we had agreed to, I couldn’t help feeling disappointed.  For God’s sake, this was my wedding night, and my husband should be in bed with his new bride consummating their marriage.  As I looked at the door that separated the master from the guest room, I couldn’t help but wonder if Connor was having any of the thoughts and feelings that I was at that moment and wishing he was lying next to me.  Oh well, it was okay. I would simply wait and see what tomorrow might bring.


Chapter 7

Connor and I had been married a month and had settled into our daily routine quite nicely, and despite the fact that we were not intimate with one another, I absolutely loved spending time with him.  Even though he said it was not necessary, I tried to cook for him almost every night because I wanted him to be happy and have a home-cooked meal.  In my mind, this was far better than eating out or ordering in and far healthier.  This resulted in me doing just about all of the grocery shopping because the chef needs to be the one to pick out the ingredients for the dishes they are doing to prepare.  To be honest, I didn’t mind as I was enjoying my new role and did most of the cleaning and the laundry.  In my mind, Connor was my husband, and it was my duty to make sure he was taken care of, as I wanted nothing more than to please my new husband and let him know how much I cared for him.  Being his wife was wonderful, and I was happier than ever.

A full month had elapsed, and it was time for Connor to go to court, and Sophia’s fate was at stake because the decision the judge would make would determine if he got to retain custody or not, and we were on pins and needles.  During the four weeks since we had gotten married, I had fallen in love with that little girl and truly cherished her.  Though I was not her biological mother, I loved her as if she were my own and, in many ways, wished that she were because she was so absolutely perfect in every way, and I adored everything about her.

The big day came, and it was showtime.  I accompanied Connor to court as I wanted to be there to support him.  Sophia’s fate lay in the balance, and the judge’s decision would have a huge effect not only on her life but on Connor’s as well, not to mention possibly mine, depending on how it played out. 

Alicia, Connor’s ex, laid out her case, and her attorney did an excellent job of telling the court why the child should live with her.  In my opinion too good of a job, and he made some convincing arguments and pretty much explained away everything Alicia had done in the past like it was nothing.  Connor’s lawyer was right. The guy was the best family law attorney money could buy, but I could tell by looking at him he would sell out his mother to a human trafficker if the price was right.

Then it was Connor’s turn, and he and his attorney presented a great case that included all of Alicia’s shenanigans, including running away from home and her activities during the year that followed when she abandoned her family and was in the gutter.  God, it was brutal, and by the time they were finished, she looked like one of the country’s top ten most wanted criminals.  Okay, maybe I’m exaggerating about that just a wee bit, but you get the point.

The judge then said he wanted to visit privately with Sophia in his chambers and would make his decision after lunch, so Connor and I headed off to get a bite to eat at a nearby café and sat there and chatted while we waited on our food.  Though he appeared cool and calm, I could tell by his body language that he was apprehensive about what potentially lay ahead, as I’d known him a long time, and he wasn’t one hundred percent himself and was on edge.

“The waiting is just about over,” he said, “Shortly, I’ll find out one way or another if I get to keep my daughter.”

Placing my hand on top of his, I looked into his eyes and said, “Yes, and I have a good feeling about the outcome,” I replied, even though I didn’t have a clue one way or the other as to how it was going to turn out.

“Whatever the outcome, Laura, we are still going on the honeymoon I promised you starting this coming Friday,” he said and then smiled.

Instead of starting our honeymoon right after we were married, we agreed that we would wait until after the court case had been concluded because there was so much to do in preparing for it, for Connor anyway.  This was because we felt we couldn’t take off for an exotic destination with the hearing looming over us.  If we had, it would have been on our mind throughout the trip, cutting into us being able to relax and thoroughly enjoy ourselves.

“Oh, Connor, don’t even worry about that.  We don’t have to go anywhere,” I replied, “I’m fine right here in Madisonville.”

Shaking his head, he said in a matter-of-fact tone, “Nope.  I promised you a honeymoon, and that’s exactly what you’re going to get, and we’re going to have a great time.

Smiling at him, I asked, “So we’re going to have fun, like it or not!”

He chuckled and said, “Okay, maybe that didn’t come out quite just right.  I’m sorry, Laura.”

“Forget it.  You’re under a lot of pressure, and that would make anyone a bit edgy.”

Smiling, he said, “Thanks Laura, you’re the most understanding wife I’ve ever had.”

“Even better than the first?” I asked.

“Definitely,” and we both chuckled.

After lunch, we headed back over to the courthouse, where Connor took his place in the courtroom beside his attorney, and I sat behind them in the peanut gallery.  We waited patiently on the judge to return, and within a few minutes, he appeared right on time. As he entered, everyone rose to their feet.

Resuming court, the judge banged his gavel and told everyone to be seated.  He then said he was ready to render a decision in the child custody case of Sophia Brown.  With a solemn look on his face, he said, “After weighing all of the information provided and speaking with the child, I have decided that it is in the best welfare of the child to live with her mother.  I believe that her father, Mr. Connor Brown, has done an excellent job raising Sophia for the past five years or more; of that, there is no question.  However, a daughter needs a mother to guide her during her formative years, and Sophia will quickly be starting the journey toward becoming a young woman and will need her mom’s guidance more than ever.”

It was over.  Connor had lost, and by the look on his face he was devastated, and I could tell that Sophia was not too happy either, and she appeared very sad.  After the judge had dismissed the court, she walked up to him and said, “I’m going to miss you, Daddy.”

I could see his eyes filling up with water, but he held it back and did not cry.  Instead, he said, “Hey, you’re still going to see me, it will just be on different days, and we will still do all the fun things that we normally do.  Okay?”

She nodded, and then the two of them hugged, holding one another for some time until Alicia and her husband walked up, where they stood silently and waited.  After they finished, she came up and hugged me as well. I told her that I loved her and looked forward to seeing her soon and the three of us would do something special.

She then took her mother’s hand and took one last look at Connor, who told her that he and I were going on a trip and would call her just as soon as we returned.  In a very matter of fact tone, she replied, “Okay, Daddy, you and Laura have fun,” and she and her mother then walked toward the courtroom exit and disappeared around the corner.

The car ride back to the house was filled with silence because there wasn’t much to say, the hearing was over, and Sophia would now be living with her mother the majority of the time and staying with Connor on weekends.  Even though Sophia would still be staying with us each week from Friday afternoon to Sunday night, it still wouldn’t be the same, and the house would feel a lot emptier as she added so much life, making it feel like a home.


Chapter 8

The next four days passed quickly, and the next thing I knew, it was Friday, and we caught a flight to the port city where we would be boarding our cruise ship for a ten-day fun-filled extravaganza and honeymoon.  I was looking forward to it because I’d never been on a cruise and was excited about all the ports we would be visiting because it’s always fun getting to see new places.  I suspected Connor was simply going through the motions and was fulfilling his part of the bargain because he’d promised me a honeymoon.  However, I was hoping that once we got underway that he would relax and try to enjoy himself, and I intended to do everything possible to make that happen.

I knew the trip would be fun, but I wasn’t sure how much of a honeymoon it would be.  When we had originally booked the cruise, we knew we needed to book one cabin for the both of us, so in the event someone started checking up on us, they would know we were staying in the same room as husband and wife.  We had planned for one person to sleep in the bed and the other on the pull-out sofa, or Connor had anyway.  After losing the court case, Connor immediately got on the phone and called the cruise line and was able to trade the room we had booked for two smaller ones, which were right across the hall from one another.  When I told him I would have been okay sharing a room just as we had planned, he said I deserved my privacy and wanted me to have just that so I would be comfortable.  He also added that occasionally, he would snore a bit and didn’t want to keep me up at night.  So, those are the reasons why I had my doubts about how much honeymooning would be going on during the cruise, but a girl can hope, right?

After boarding, we found our assigned rooms, unpacked our bags, and set about exploring the ship so we would be familiar with its layout, as it would be our home for the next ten days.  It was certainly a large boat, and they had just about everything you could think of regarding entertainment, food, and drinks, and I was sure we would be able to keep ourselves busy.

The first night aboard, we got dressed, went to dinner in the formal dining room, and were seated at a table for two by the window.  As I looked out the window, I could see that we were passing oil rigs out in the gulf, which were covered with lights from top to bottom, and they almost resembled oversized Christmas trees.  I hoped to see new and interesting things during our honeymoon, not petroleum production equipment.  Oh well, it was interesting to see anyway.

“A penny for your thoughts,” and as I finished my words, he turned and looked at me.

“What?”

Smiling, I said, “Nothing, just wondering what you were thinking about.”

“Oh, you know.  I can’t keep thinking about how I lost Sophia, and now here I am, taking a vacation.  Some kind of father I am.”

“Hey, stop being so hard on yourself. You did everything you possibly could and then some, and you should never ever question that.  Okay?”

Shrugging his shoulders slightly, he did not respond and then looked down at the table, so I repeated myself in a louder and firmer voice, “Okay?”

Raising his head, he smiled and then chuckled and said, “Yes, ma’am.”

“Connor, you’re an awesome father, and don’t ever doubt yourself.  Sophia still needs you, and you’re going to continue to be in her life just as she will also be in yours,” I said.

Looking down at the table, he then returned his gaze to me and said, “Thanks, Laura.  I appreciate that.”

I nodded and smiled at him.

We sat there saying nothing for a bit, and I finally broke the silence by saying, “Connor, I want to ask you a question, and I want you to answer me honestly.”

Nodding, he said, “Sure.”

“You and I got married in an attempt to help you win the hearing and keep custody of Sophia.”

Nodding, he said, “Yes, we did.”

“Now that the custody case is over, what do you want to do?”

He took a long pause and asked, “Laura, I know you did it to help me, and I appreciate it, but you’re right, it’s over, and I lost.  If you want to get a divorce and move out, I completely understand and will support whatever decision you make,” and he then lowered his eyes.

“Is that what you want, Connor?” I asked, “To go ahead and get a divorce?”

Grinning, he said, “What?  No, I don’t, and Laura, and if you want to know the truth, I would miss the heck out of you if you left.”

Surprised to hear him say what he had, I replied, “Really?” with an ear-to-ear grin.

Nodding, he replied, “I’ve gotten quite used to having you around, and the house would be quite lonely without you there, especially now that Sophia has left.  Why don’t you think about staying?  Unless you’ve got a better offer, and if you decide not to stay, I understand.  I would never stand in the way of your happiness, and I hope you know that.”

“I just figured that now that the hearing was over ….”

“Laura, if you stayed, it would mean a lot to me.  Plus, after all you’ve gone through with the transition, having to move out of your place and staying with me for a month, then getting your own place, and six months later turning around and moving back in with me again after we got married.  After all of that, it’s just not fair that you have to move again under any circumstances.  My home is your home, and you’re welcome to stay as long as you want.  After all, you are my wife, and technically it’s your house as well now that we are married.”

“Oh, Connor, it means a lot that you are telling me that, and yes, I would love to stay because you know that you’re still my best friend in the world.”

“And you are mine, Laura, and I’m thrilled that you’re staying.  Besides, we always have fun when we are together, don’t we?”

“Yes, we do,” I added.

After a few moments, he added, “There’s one more condition.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You have to stop spoiling me as you have been because you’ve been doing way too much work around the house with all your cooking and cleaning.  After all, you’re not my indentured servant Laura.  Is it a deal?”

Leaning forward, I smiled and said, “I don’t feel like your servant in any way, and I love seeing about you and Sophia before she left.  I tell you what; I will agree if I can spoil you sometimes.”

Shaking his head, he said, “Okay, if you insist,” he said.


Chapter 9

The next day was at sea with no ports of call, and to entertain ourselves, Connor and I decided to spend some time at the pool.  Commandeering a couple of chairs, we kicked back and soaked up some sun.  After a bit, it was getting warm, and I decided to get in the water for a few minutes to try and cool off, but Connor, who was engaged in his book, said he would guard our seats.  When I returned, I grabbed my towel and began to dry off, and I couldn’t help but notice that my old buddy was checking me out.  Earlier, when I had donned my red bikini, I had been hoping that it might get his attention, and apparently, my plan had worked.  I noted that his hungry eyes were scanning my curves, and by the look on his face, he liked what he was seeing.  This was something that I knew all too well because I had been a guy at one time myself and was fully aware of what thoughts were running through his head, and if they were the ones I suspected, then I knew he was lusting after me, and I loved it!  Before I got back in my chair, I dropped the book that I had been reading and stepped into the space between our two seats so I could pick it up, making sure I put my rear end right in his face, not that I was trying to tempt him.  Then again, was I?  Tee hee.

That evening was formal night, and I wanted to look my best for my husband and slipped on a little black dress and high heel mules, hoping he would take notice of his sexy wife.  Upon seeing me, he said, “Wow, Laura, you look beautiful,” which caused me to smile from ear to ear because I’d wanted to hear him say those exact words. 

Connor, wearing a tux, was very handsome that evening, and as we walked through the ship, I was so proud to be accompanying him.  I didn’t know why but I wanted every other woman on board to see that he was with me and understand that he was mine.  In my mind, he was my guy, and it was true that he was legally my husband, but I was still unsure if he could possibly return the loving feelings I held for him so deep in my heart.

As he pulled out the chair for me in the dining room, I once again noted him giving my legs a quick scan, which excited me.  I had shaved earlier to make sure they were silky smooth and to make sure he couldn’t miss them; I had worn a short little black dress on purpose.

We had a very nice dinner, chatted about the day’s events, and shared our table with a couple named Ricky and Lucy, who was from Indianapolis.  She just happened to have red hair.  What were the odds?  Anyway, they were very nice, and we enjoyed dining with them and told them we would like to get together with them again before the cruise ended. 

After finishing our meals and socializing with our new friends for a bit, we decided to take a stroll around the ship and discovered that a show was starting in the theater and decided we would check it out.  The entertainers were all very young as well as talented, as they performed a variety of show tunes on the ship’s stage.

When it was over, we stopped by a bar where a band was playing, and we went in, took a seat, and ordered a couple of drinks.  After a few minutes, they began playing a slow song, and as couples began dancing, I couldn’t help but wish that Connor would ask me to dance.

“Are you having fun?” I asked.

Taking a sip of his drink, he replied, “Great, how about you?”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, it’s very nice.”

After a brief pause, I added, “Those couples sure look like they’re having a good time dancing.”

“Oh yeah, they do,” and after a few moments, he asked, “I don’t know how you feel about this, and it’s okay if you say no, but would like to dance with your old buddy?”

My face lit up like the sun and with an ear-to-ear smile replied, “Oh, Connor, I would be delighted.” We then rose to our feet and stepped onto the dance floor, where he took my right hand into his, and I then placed my left hand on his shoulder.

We began to dance very slowly, and as I took in his musk, it exhilarated me.  God, he smelled good, which caused me to pull him a little closer as his scent turned me on.  Looking up at him, I smiled and said, “You’re a very good dancer.”

Chuckling, he said, “Thanks, so are you.”

After a few moments, I said, “By the way, thanks for asking me to dance; this really is fun.”

“Yeah, it is kinda fun, isn’t it?” he replied.

“I’m glad you’re having a good time, Connor. It’s great to see you relaxing and having a good time.”

Looking down at me, he said, “It must be the company I’m with.”

“Oh?”

Nodding, he said, “You have this very positive aura about you that makes it impossible not to have fun.”

“And is that a bad thing?” I asked and then smiled.

Shaking his head, he said, “No, and as a matter of fact, you’ve got many great qualities, and if I haven’t told you, you’re incredibly beautiful tonight.”

As he finished his words, I was once again filled with delight as he complimented me again.  I was thrilled that he felt that way because I wanted him to think I was beautiful and wanted nothing more than to please him and find me attractive.

Smiling at him, I said, “I think you might have mentioned it, but that’s okay.  You can say it as many times as you want,” and we both chuckled.

I then added, “By the way, thank you, Connor, that means a lot, and I feel the same way about you because you’re the most handsome man on this ship.”

Chuckling, he said, “Well, maybe not on this ship but” after a pause, he said, “Okay, maybe I am,” and we laughed out loud.

Looking down at me our eyes locked, and at that moment, I wanted nothing more than for him to kiss me, and then much to my surprise, he began moving his head toward mine.  Standing on my tiptoes, I moved to meet him, and just as our lips touched, I lost my balance and almost fell out of my mules, and before I could hit the floor, he caught me.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

Nodding, I said, “Yes, I’m fine, and thank goodness you caught me because I could have ended up with a twisted ankle or broken bone.  You’re a lifesaver.”

I slipped my heels off and said, “I think I need a break from these, at least for safety’s sake.”

“Good idea,” then scanning me from toe to head to toe, he added, “Besides, there’s nothing sexier than a barefoot girl.”

I laughed and said, “Thanks, and I’ve got newly painted toes as well.”

“Which are also very sexy,” he added.

Did Connor have a bit of a foot fetish?  Hmmm.  I had noticed him checking out my toes and feet a number of times but had simply brushed it off and thought that he was just looking in that direction at those particular moments.  Maybe there was more to him than met the eye in that department.  Well, if he did fancy my feet, that was fine by me, and as far as I was concerned, he could suck on my toes anytime. 

“Want to take a walk on deck?” he asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

It was slightly windy as we strolled down the deck, and as we walked, I carried my shoes in my left hand and held onto his left arm with the other.  Since I had almost fallen a few minutes earlier, he came up with the idea that I should hold onto him, which delighted me.  Being close to him as I was felt so right, and why shouldn’t it? Because, after all, technically, he was my husband.

“Laura, I know things didn’t work out as planned, but I’m really grateful, more than I’ll ever be able to express, and I just wanted you to know that.  It was a huge sacrifice that very few people would have made, and I’m sorry it was all for nothing.”

I stopped walking, ceasing our forward motion, and he then looked at me as we came to a halt and asked, “What’s wrong?”

“Connor, it wasn’t all for nothing.  When I was in need, you came to my rescue, and that wasn’t the first time since we had known one another, now was it?  As far as us getting married, we had to at least try, didn’t we? Because when it comes to people you love, you’ll do anything for them, anything at all.”

As I finished speaking, I thought about what I had just said and wondered if I had said the wrong thing when I’d uttered what I had.  Would Connor now think that I had just admitted that I loved him?  If so, would that freak him out?

Smiling at me, he said, “You’re right, and thanks for reminding me of that, Laura.”

“You’re welcome.”

We continued walking, and he then said, “Even though we didn’t win in court, I have had the pleasure of your cooking and everything you’ve done for me around the house, which I also appreciate, though I’m not sure why you spoil me as you do.”

“Simple, because nothing gives me greater joy than making those I care about happy, such as you and Sophia.”

This time Connor stopped our forward motion and then turned, looked down at me said, “Laura, you are the most awesome woman I’ve ever met in my life, and I mean that from the bottom of my heart.”

“And you’re a pretty awesome guy if you don’t mind me saying so,” and as I stood there looking at him, I felt a rush of warmth travel through me, from the top of my head to the tip of my toes.

As I looked up at him, our eyes locked, and after a few moments, he placed his arm on the small of my back and then leaned toward me, and I immediately stood on my tiptoes to meet him, and before I knew it, our flesh was pressed against one another, and I received the most gentle and passionate kiss I’d ever had in my life.  After all the time I had waited, it was just as wonderful as I expected it would be.

After a few moments, the two of us pulled back and looked at one another, smiling, and I said, “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Of course.”

“I’ve been wanting you to do that for quite some time,” and as I completed my words, we both chuckled.

“If the truth be known, you’re not the only one,” he said as he looked into my eyes.

Smiling at him, I said, “I’ve been very unsure of …, well,”

Cutting me off, he said, “If I could be attracted to you in that way because you used to be a ….”

Now cutting him off, I said, “Exactly.  Oh, Connor, I’m so glad to hear you say that.  It means a lot. It really does.”

After a few moments, I said, “Connor, there’s something I want to share with you before we proceed because it’s pretty clear what the next steps in our relationship will be if we move forward.  I want you to know that I have strong feelings for you, and I don’t want what may come next to be just a one-night stand or just for the length of the cruise, for that matter.  To put it quite bluntly, if you can’t return the feelings I have for you and are not interested in entertaining a relationship and potentially a future with me, then don’t sleep with me, Connor.  Please don’t.”

“Laura, I ….”

“Please hear me out.  If we do sleep together and you don’t feel about me as I do you, then I’m setting myself up to be hurt, and I just can’t put myself in a position where I allow my hopes to get built up thinking you and I are going to have something together only to have them dashed.  After all, I’ve gone through, I just couldn’t stand the heartbreak, and I’d rather be alone and lose you than have my heart and soul crushed because I’m at my limit Connor. I just couldn’t take it,” and I began crying.

Taking me into his arms, I bawled, and for some time, we both stood there silently, saying nothing, with the only sound present being that of the wind blowing across the ship’s deck.  Finally, breaking the silence, I said, “I hope I just didn’t spoil our cruise by saying what I did.”

With a slight grin, he shook his head and said, “No, you didn’t, Laura, not in the least, and I respect you telling me how you feel.”

Looking up at him, I said, “So you understand how I feel?”

He nodded and smiled, adding, “I do.”

“You know what, Laura? I would never hurt you under any circumstances.  Want to know something?”

I nodded.

“Even before we tied the knot, I was attracted to you.”

“Really, Connor?”

Nodding, he said, “That’s right?”

“If that’s so, why didn’t you tell me or at least give me some sort of a sign?”

“I just wasn’t sure that you felt the same.”

“Really?”

Nodding, he added, “After we got married and you moved in, my attraction for you continued to grow, and you wouldn’t believe the number of times I was tempted to kiss you.  I suspected you might be interested in me too but was unsure, so I just kind of kept my distance.”

I smiled and then chuckled before saying, “Really?  I thought I was broadcasting my intentions loud and clear on all frequencies.  If you want to know the truth, I was just short of tearing your clothes off and forcing myself on you,” and as I finished my words we both laughed.

“Maybe I’m a bit slow.  Anyway, that’s my story.  I never planned to develop feelings for you just like you didn’t for me, but here we are.”

We stood there silently looking into one another’s eyes for a few moments, and he added, “I’ve thought about it and would really like to give it a go at having a relationship with you.  The two of us would be great together, or that’s what I think anyway.”

His words warmed my heart, and I was thrilled that he had similar feelings for me.  I put my arms around his neck, and we began smooching, but this time it got a little more passionate, and I opened my mouth, inviting him to French kiss, and he had no problem accepting my invitation.

After a couple of minutes of making out, we stopped and headed back toward our cabins.  Standing there in the hallway in front of our suites, we wrapped our arms around one another and kissed passionately once again.  After about thirty seconds, I pulled back and said, “Connor, I’m glad you’re up for us starting a relationship, and I’m very much looking forward to us taking our existing friendship to a whole new level, and just like you, I just know we will be great together,” and I then gave him a quick peck on the lips. 

“Me too, and since we are already friends, well, we’re the perfect couple.”

Smiling from ear to ear, I put my arms around his neck and said, “I agree, and I’m super excited about what lies ahead, and let’s get started with our new relationship first thing in the morning.”

With a perplexed look on his face, he asked, “First thing in the morning?”

Looking up, I returned my eyes to him and said, “Mmmm hmmm.  Let’s get a good night’s sleep and start getting to know one another tomorrow, perhaps even in the biblical sense.  What do you say?”

I could tell he didn’t want to wait and wanted to get started at that moment. After all, what normal guy would want to wait?  This was something I knew I knew all too well because I’d been there myself prior to my transition.

The look on his face, which was one of frustration and confusion, said it all, but he then smiled and nodded and said, “If that’s what you want, that will be fine, Laura.  Whatever makes you comfortable.”

“Thank you, sweetie,” and I then gave him one last passionate kiss, opened the door to my room and stepped inside and looked at him one more time and smiled, and said, “Good night Connor. See you tomorrow,” and closed the door behind me.


Chapter 10

As Connor opened the door to his cabin, he was wearing a t-shirt and sleep pants, and as he caught sight of me, he scanned me from head to toe, smiled slightly, and asked, “Is everything okay?”

Nodding gently, I licked my lips and asked, “Can I come in?”

“Of course,” and I immediately stepped into his stateroom.

Laying my room key down on the dresser, I turned and looked at him and smiled at him as I took off my silky robe and dropped it to the floor, which revealed the purple baby doll mini-chemise I was wearing underneath.

“What do you think?” I asked as I ran my tongue three hundred and sixty degrees around my lips.

With wide eyes, he said, “I like it, I really do.  God, Laura, you are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and your body is perfect.”

“Thank you. I’m glad you feel that way, Connor.  I hope you’re not offended, but I decided not to wear the matching thong.”

Shaking his head, he said, “I’m not bothered one bit, but out of curiosity, why did you decide not to wear it?”

Biting my lower lip, I replied, “I didn’t see any sense in putting it on because I figured that I would be taking it right back off, if you know what I mean,” and I then put my arms around his neck and stood there looking into his eyes and asked, “Or was I getting ahead of myself and should have left it on?”

Putting his hands on my hips, he said, “I think it was perfectly okay to leave it off,” and then asked, “What happened with waiting until tomorrow?”

“What time is it?”

With a confused look, he asked, “What?”

Nodding, I repeated myself, “What time is it?”

Looking at the clock on the bedside table, he said, “It’s 12:02 a.m.”

“It is tomorrow, silly.  12:02 a.m. is tomorrow, or didn’t you know that?”

With a quick nod, he smiled and said, “I’m not going to argue with you, not for a second.”

“That’s good because technically, I am your bride, and I’m not sure if you knew it or not, but you shouldn’t argue with your wife about such matters.”

Smiling at me, he chuckled and then said, “If that’s the case, then you’ll get no argument from me, not tonight anyway.”

“Why don’t we get comfortable?” I said, and I then took him by the hand and led him over to the bed, where we lay down and began kissing, quickly leading to other activities in a short amount of time.  I loved it as his hands traveled over my flesh, and I absolutely loved the way he kissed my neck and shoulders, which really seemed to rev up my motor.  Pulling the straps of my nightie down, he took my nipples into his mouth and massaged them with his tongue, which drove me out of my mind as he seemed to know exactly how to light my fire.  Then moving his head down, he raised my chemise and began to work on my womanhood.  He was so skilled as he took it into his mouth and began to stimulate it ever so slightly while simultaneously massaging it with his tongue.  The pleasure was so intense that I could barely contain myself as he worked his magic, causing me to moan somewhat loudly.  I tried to keep the noise down, hoping that the people in the next cabin wouldn’t hear me in the throes of passion.

When I could take no more, I said, “Oh God.  Connor, I need you deep inside me right now baby.”

Looking up at me, he asked, “Are you sure you don’t want me to finish you first?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No fuck that.  I’ve got to have you right now.  Put it inside me, baby.”

Standing up, he removed his clothing jiffy quick, and as his sleep pants fell to the ground, I got a good look at his manhood for the first time.  His very aroused member appeared to be very firm, and as I gazed at its size and girth, I wanted him more than ever.  As he got back on the bed, I reached down, took it in my hand, and noted that it was as hard as a rock.  After massaging it several times, I looked at him, smiled, and then said, “I’ve got the perfect place for this,” and we both chuckled.

As I parted my legs, he positioned himself between them and took his member in hand, and very slowly massaged my already wet opening several times using an up-and-down motion, which caused my excitement to grow.

“Connor, give your wife what is hers,” and in one swift motion, he filled me completely, causing me to cry out, and tears ran down my cheeks.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, “Are you okay?”

Nodding, I said, “I’m fine.  You just took my flower, which hurt for a moment, but I’m okay now?”

“You were a virgin?  That’s stupid; of course, you were.  Laura, I never even thought about that.”

“It’s fine, and so am I.  Now, make love to me, and don’t worry about hurting me.  I’m good, I promise.”

Smiling at me, he said, “Okay,” and he began moving in and out of me very slowly as we continued kissing passionately.  After a couple of minutes, he began to pick up speed and was soon slamming against me as hard as he could, and the pleasure I was receiving with each thrust was beyond belief.

As our bodies moved together in unison, I loved how he felt as he moved in and out of me, and God, it felt so good, so much in fact that I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.  Looking at the expression on his face, I knew he was also close, and as I thought about the fact that he was, I became even more excited.  At that moment, I realized that very shortly, he would be climaxing and that I was solely responsible for what was about to happen, and the sense of empowerment was incredible.  As I thought about it, everything came into focus, women have the one thing that every man wants, and they will do anything to get it. 

“Laura, I can’t hold it. I’m….”

“It’s okay, baby, let it go,” I replied.

At that moment, he released, and as he did, he fell on top of me, exhausted, and I immediately wrapped my arms around him and held him tight.

“Oh Laura, that was fantastic,” Then, raising himself up slightly, he asked, “Did you ….”

Chuckling, I said, “Yes, I did,” and I then pulled him close, and we lay there basking in the ambiance of the incredible experience we’d just had.

Little did he know, and I didn’t tell him, that I didn’t climax, and that was okay because the joy I’d received by making sure that he was satisfied filled me with contentment from head to toe.  One thing I quickly learned being a woman was that I wasn’t going to orgasm every time because I was wired a bit differently.  However, I had been a man before and knew how strong men’s drives could be and that when they needed it, they should have it, and my duty as his wife was to make sure he was satisfied.  In my mind, I was going to do just that, as I loved him with all my heart and wanted him to be happy.


Chapter 11

After a romantic honeymoon filled with passion, sex, and not having to make our beds or cook for ourselves, we returned home.  We’d had a blast during our trip and visited so many wonderful destinations, including Puerto Rico, St. Martin, Half Moon Cay in the Bahamas, Grand Turk, and St. Thomas.  It was a busy cruise, in many ways, to say the least.

Upon returning home, we settled into our new life as husband and wife and began sleeping together immediately.  It felt so good when we climbed into bed together each night, and I just loved the feeling of having my hubby next to me.  Connor’s libido was quite high, and he just couldn’t get enough of my loving.  I felt the same way about him and enjoyed making love with him as it was an absolute joy.  Not only did it please my body, but it did my soul as well, and I felt a connection with him on so many levels when we were together in the most intimate way that two people could bond.  Even though there were times when I didn’t necessarily feel like it, I never said no because I loved him with all my heart and wanted to do nothing but please him and keep him satisfied.  However, I worked quickly on figuring out where his hot buttons were for the times that I wasn’t into it, I could get him there fast, and then I could get back to whatever I was doing.

We had been home about two weeks, and I was enjoying my new life as well as being Connor’s wife, and I had never been happier.  Anyway, it was a Saturday morning at about 10 a.m. when the doorbell rang.  I was still in my nightgown when I answered the door, and as I pulled it open standing, there was Alicia.

With a half-smile, she said, “Hi, Laura.”

“Hi.”

“I was wondering if Connor was here.”

“He’s in the bathroom but will be out shortly.  Would you like to come in?” I asked.

“Thank you.”

Looking at her, I asked, “Would you like to join me in the kitchen for coffee?  I’ve just made a fresh pot.”

“Thank you.  That would be great.”

We headed to the kitchen, and the two of us chatted about the weather and current events as I prepared a cup of coffee for each of us, and we then had a seat.  She then asked how our honeymoon had been, and I told her all about it, and we continued making idle chit-chat for about five minutes until Connor walked in wearing his pajama bottoms and t-shirt.

With a surprised look on his face, he said, “Well, hello, Alicia. You’re the last person I expected to see.”

“Hi, Connor.”

“What can I do for you this fine day?” he said in a matter-of-fact tone and then sat down at the table with us.

“I’ll get you a cup of coffee, honey,” I said.

“Thanks, babe,” he replied and then gave me a quick smile.

“Connor, I know that I’m probably the last person you wanted to see, most likely for the rest of your life after …., anyway I really need to talk to you,” she said.

“I assume it’s pretty important,” he replied.

Nodding, she asked, “How would you feel about Sophia coming back to live with you, just like before?”

“What?” he asked in amazement.

“She’s been with me a full month, and I think it would be best if she came back and lived with you and Laura.”

“That’s certainly the last thing I expected to hear from you.  What’s going on?”

“Connor, it’s been a full month, and it’s clear that she is miserable because she’s just not her usual chipper self, and the truth is that it’s not just her, but it’s me as well.  Over the years, I’ve gotten used to being a part-time or weekend mom, as you might call it, and it’s been a big adjustment being a full-time parent.  What we had in place before worked well, and I was happy, and the last thing I want is to get under too much pressure and have some sort of a breakdown.  You see, on top of Sophia not being unhappy because she’s not in her true home with you, I’ve got another issue as well.  My husband Mark has been having an affair with his receptionist, something I recently discovered.”

“I’m terribly sorry to hear that, Alicia,” I said.

“Thanks, Laura.  I’m not sure if our marriage will survive, and the last thing Sophia needs is to be in an environment such as the one that has recently unfolded in my home; another good reason for her to be here with the two of you where there is more stability.”

Shaking his head slightly, Connor said, “Sophia is more than welcome to come back and here and live, and you know that, but we will have to run all this back through the court, which will cost even more money, and I’ve already paid out a tremendous amount in legal fees.  I’m going to be quite blunt; how do I know that six months from now, you’re not going to turn right around and do the same thing all over again?  That’s what scares me.”

“Connor, my husband Mark was the one that pressured me into trying to get custody of Sophia in the first place and ….”

Cutting in, he said, “I knew it!”

“I was pretty sure you did,” she replied.  “In so many ways, he pressured me into it, telling me that it would be good for her as well as me if she lived with me full-time.  He said that by doing so, I could heal the emotional scars I’ve been carrying around for what I had done when I left you and Sophia.”

“I figured it was probably something like that and was pretty sure it wasn’t your doing because you seemed pretty content with our arrangement.”

Nodding, she said, “It’s true, Connor.  I’ve told him that Sophia is moving back in with you and Laura, and we are going to not only pay the court fees to legally change the new custody agreement but are going to make sure that you get paid back for all the attorney fees you incurred during the custody battle, and he agreed.”

“He did?” Connor asked, “Why on Earth would he do that?  He seems like such a dick.  No offense.”

She chuckled and said, “It’s okay; he is.  He is so agreeable because I told him if he didn’t, I would make sure that his receptionist’s husband found out, who just happens to be Mark’s best friend.  Once I told him that, he said to just let him know the amount, and he would write the check, so before I leave here today, let me know how much, and I will have a check waiting when you pick Sophia up today at noon.”

“I don’t know what to say except thank you, Alicia.”

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “It’s the least I could do after all I put you through, Connor.  You’re a good man and deserve a great life,” and she then looked over at me and smiled and said, “And you’ve clearly got a wife that I know will take great care of you and Sophia.”

“Thanks, Alicia, that’s sweet of you to say,” I replied.


Chapter 12

It’s been three months since Sophia moved back in with us, and everything at our house is going fantastic, and I just love being Connor’s wife and Sophia’s mother.  Okay, I’m really her stepmother if you want to get technical about it, but I truly think of her as my own and love every minute I spend with her because we always have so much fun when we are together.  In all my life, I never thought I would enjoy being a parent, but all the time I’ve spent with Sophia has really made me rethink things.  I did tell Connor that the two of us having children together might be something I’d be willing to entertain.  Needless to say, he was surprised and said he would have never imagined in a million years that I’d be willing to have a baby.  I told him that considering how he beds me down, it wouldn’t take much to get me pregnant, and if I wasn’t on the pill, I’d probably already be several months along.  Anyway, we’ll see how that pans out.

Despite what happened to me, I’m happier than I’ve ever been in my life, and becoming a woman is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.  My world was turned upside down from an accident, and if I had it to do over, I wouldn’t change a thing.  Because of what happened, I got a second chance at life as the new me, Laura, and have found fulfillment and joy that I never knew was possible.  All because I became a woman.  In so many ways being a girl is better than being a guy because it’s a softer and gentler way of life, and I have nothing to prove to anyone.

The most important thing on Earth to me is Connor, and I adore being his wife and am thrilled when I wake up by his side each and every morning.  He truly is my best friend in the world, and I love him with all my heart and look forward to spending the rest of my life with him because he completes me and makes me whole, all because he asked me for The Favor, which changed my life for the better.

Laura

Check out Madison McCall's other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com

Also, please visit Madison's Goodreads Author Page At:

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

Madison McCall's Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks
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