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Chapter 1

“Come on Jeremy, why not?  Besides, a few days away would do you good, and after all, you’ve earned it,” then bending down and whispering he said, “A lot more than some of your co-workers that are just here collecting paychecks,” then raising back up and scanning the room he continued, “I can’t be saying stuff like that or surely someone will be offended because I didn’t say they were good workers too.”

We both laughed briefly and I leaned toward him and said in a low tone, “I promise not to tell a soul Clay.”

Clay was my boss and was a man with graying hair, in his mid-fifties, twice divorced and currently single, and it was not uncommon for him to go off on a tear and rant about whatever was on his mind at any given moment in time.  He had been my manager during the three years I had been with the firm and was a good guy to work for and had always treated me fairly. However, everyone did not feel that way and I suspected the reason was because he was old school.  When I use that term it is in the sense how many of my contemporaries, millennials, saw him. He was traditional because he expected you to show up, on time or thereabout and actually work.  That was fine by me because I loved my job as a technical writer and really enjoyed my work.  Plus, staying busy always seemed to make the time pass faster, and I’ve had many a day where I looked up at the clock and it was time to go home, which beats a day of drudgery waiting on the whistle to blow so you can leave.

Nodding once he said, “I appreciate that, because the last thing I need is to have someone running to HR complaining that they are in a toxic environment.  I swear to God, sometimes I think we ought to get rid of all the management and let those son-of-a-bitches in HR run the place.”

Cutting in I whispered, “That’s bitches I believe.”

We both chuckled briefly as we knew there wasn’t a single solitary man that worked in our human resources department, making his statement son-of-a-bitches incorrect.

Scanning the room he said, “Yep, and you know what?  Women are taking over the world, slowly but surely.  Jeremy, in a few years we will be completely redundant as men, useless, and will be relegated to certain classes of jobs, and will be the ones staying home raising the kids.  Well hell, that may be okay, because when it comes to housekeeping I can do a better job any day of the week than either of my ex-wives did so just slap a skirt on me and call me Sissy.”

We both chuckled and I then shook my head and asked, “So boss, as you were saying?”

Rolling his eyes upward briefly he then looked back at me and smiled and said, “Branch Global is one of our best clients and they absolutely love the work you do and say you’re the best tech writer that’s ever done work for them.  So, with that being said, plus the fact that they are getting ready to pick up a couple of new clients, according to the rumor mill anyway, and will be in need of the work that our company just happens to perform….” He said as he smiled and threw his arms out to the side with his palms open.

“This doesn’t sound like what I do, but more like a sales call.”

“Look, the sales guys don’t always know all the technical stuff, and you do. I think after they meet you, we will be a shoo-in to pick up their upcoming contracts.  Look, you’ve got the sales guys beat to hell as not only do you know the tech stuff, but you’ve got a great personality, you’re neat, clean, well dressed, and articulate.”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’m not really the schmoozing type boss, I’m more the quiet tech guy in the back room.”

Hunkering down beside me he said in a low tone, “Your review is coming up soon, and along with it comes the potential for a raise, especially if they approve our RFPs and we pick up their contracts.  Plus, you’re not out of pocket on any of this, the company will pick up the entire travel tab so what do you have to lose?  So, as the Italians would say, capiche?”

I think the actual Italian word he was trying to use was capisci versus the Americanized version he was attempting to utilize, however, I understood what he was trying to say and felt it would be rude to correct him, especially since he was my manager and there was no need me being a smartass.

Shaking my head, I then rolled my eyes upward before looking at the floor and then returning my gaze to him and asked, “And this would only be for a few days?  If that?”

A smile came to his face and he said, “Super, Jeremy, you’re the best.  Yes, two, maybe three days, it’s up to you.  You’re going to do great, just visit with the staff and management, get to know them, answer any questions they might have, and oh, if they mention anything about upcoming projects don’t hesitate to say, hmmm, that sounds interesting, and maybe they will.”

Waving my hand, I said, “Okay, I’ve got it.”

“Cool.  Oh, why don’t you think about going out mid-week and then taking a long weekend and exploring the area.  I understand there are two quaint little towns not too awfully far from the city where you will be, both about forty-five minutes away, North Point and Center Point, oh a place called Four Points too.  I swear to God, where did they come up with those names?  Anyway, from what I’m told they are all pretty cool and have antique shops, B&B’s, sidewalk cafés, and all kinds of touristy stuff, you could even take your girlfriend if you want, what’s her name?  Heather?”

“That’s right, it’s Heather.”

“Oh, by the way, I’m also told that they are so impressed with your work that Haywood Branch himself wants to meet you.”

Leaning back in my chair my eyes widened and I asked, “You’re kidding?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Nope, that’s what my friend at Branch Global told me anyway.”

“Clay, I don’t know what to say.”

“Just say next week is fine Clay.”

Rolling my eyes up toward the ceiling I shook my head and then repeated his words, “Next week is fine Clay, and I hope I don’t regret letting you talk me into this.”

“Super, we’ll iron out the travel arrangements this week and thanks again,” he said.  Walking away he turned back and looked at me, smiled and said, “You’re not going to regret this Jeremy, and even if nothing else comes out of it you can say that you got to meet billionaire Haywood Branch.  That’s got to be worth something.”

“That’s true.”

“You never know, this could be a life-changing event for you.”

“I’ll believe that when I see it.”

Turning back toward my desk, I continued with the project I’d been working on before Clay interrupted me. Our conversation hadn’t cost too much time but had broken my concentration.  Well, no matter, I would just have to get back on track and hopefully none of my other co-workers would take the notion to stop and visit with me since I had a deadline to meet.  I liked all of my fellow employees, really and truly I did, but sometimes I wondered what on Earth was going on in their heads as we were there to work and were actually being paid for it as well.  I was frequently subject to being forced to watch online videos which they thought were funny as they were laughing hysterically through the entire thing and they had already seen it multiple times.  Why would anyone think that I would even remotely be interested in seeing a social media page with a meme of a cat saying something which they thought was clever?  Sometimes I suspected that they believed the cat actually said the thing on the meme.

As I sat there looking at the material that I had been editing I could not help but think about the comment that Clay had made about the trip being a life-changing event.  I’m sure he threw that in just for good measure and to try and make the thing sound interesting so I wouldn’t bail out at the last minute.  However, at that moment I had no idea how much truth his innocent statement held as I would soon be faced with a choice that I couldn’t possibly imagine, even in my wildest dreams.


Chapter 2

After a full week of hard work, Friday afternoon arrived and despite the fact that it was only 3:30 p.m. Clay told me to go ahead and take off for the weekend.  He was a nice guy but not that nice of a guy and I knew the reason behind the offer. I had agreed to make the trip to Branch Global the following week to schmooze, so our firm could potentially get future business.  What the heck?  You wouldn’t find me complaining about getting off of work a few hours early. I was caught up on everything and there wasn’t anything that couldn’t wait until Monday morning.

It was pretty common for my girlfriend Heather and I to get together on Friday evenings, however, since her best friend from high school was in town and they hadn’t seen one another in years they were having dinner together versus us.  So, that meant I would be spending the evening by myself, aka batching it, and I was okay with that as I did enjoy the pleasure of my own company.

Arriving back at my apartment about 4:30 p.m., I threw my backpack on the kitchen table and decided that since I had the evening to myself, I might as well settle in and get comfortable and spend some quality time being me.  Now, when I say being me, I’m talking about something that very few people know, something I keep to myself, information that I guard closely and is very private.  It’s not something that I felt ashamed of deep inside nor did I have any sort of guilt about it, however, society is not very accepting of it.  My secret was that when I was home alone, I would turn Jeremy the man off and put him away for a bit and permit the real me to come out.  That’s when I would become Andrea.  I was what society might refer to as a crossdresser.

Personally, I had always thought the term crossdresser was offensive, and I’m not just saying that to add one more thing to the overly long list of things that offend people in the world today.  If you think about it a few decades back women were not allowed to wear pants but were required to wear dresses or skirts, but now that they can so is that not cross-dressing as well?  They can wear their hair long or short and that’s okay but if a man wears his hair long that’s considered inappropriate or feminine.  Essentially females can wear anything a man can and that is acceptable, but men can’t wear anything remotely feminine, but I digress.  That’s why I say the term is offensive because it is a double standard and defines a man who does so as feminine, a pervert, or unmanly and I personally feel it is an unfair term.

My desire to partake in clothing normally worn by the fairer sex didn’t happen overnight, no, no, no, it started long ago, and for all of my twenty-eight years on planet Earth I have loved all things feminine and couldn’t help myself.  My earliest memory of partaking in female apparel goes back to when I was a child playing with my sister, who was exactly one year older than me.  She and I spent long periods of time together and I fell right into the activities that she was interested in which included playing with her dolls as well as participating in playing dress-up.  Since she was older than I was it always seemed that she had a dress that would no longer fit her but did me and most of the time a pair of shoes as well.  Sis also had a blonde wig in her inventory of goodies which she rescued from mom’s giveaway box and subsequently I ended up wearing it as she said I looked better with long hair when wearing a dress.  A point which I could not argue.  We were the best of friends and were practically sisters as we painted our finger and toenails together and giggled while looking at teen magazines and talked about how cute the boys were.  Personally, I was too little to be attracted to males or even females for that matter and I was just going along with her as I wanted to fit in with sis and seem cool.

As we grew older and stopped playing dress-up, I never lost my fascination with femininity and anytime I was alone at home I would sneak into my sister’s room and try on her clothes and marvel at myself in the mirror and think of how pretty I felt.  As I would smile at myself in the looking glass I would dream of how wonderful being a pretty young woman must be and wished with all my heart that I could be one as well.

By the age of 20 I was a sophomore in college and had moved out of the house and got my own apartment, which was something I had wanted for a long time. Now I was able to fully explore the girl inside of me, who was dying to be unleashed.  I wasted no time getting started as the desire had been burning inside me for years and if I wasn’t at school or work I was enjoying the new experience of living as a woman.

The internet made obtaining my wardrobe easier than ever as I didn’t even have to go to a store.  I could buy everything that I needed online and have it shipped directly to me, avoiding the embarrassment of trying on women’s clothing at a retail store.  In addition to apparel, I was also able to purchase wigs, undergarments, makeup, nail polish, accessories, and shoes as well and in no time I had everything that I needed, and with free returns it was no problem if I got the size wrong.

For a long time, I had felt that my body hair was offensive as well as unattractive and definitely wasn’t feminine and in my opinion had to go.  That feeling actually went all the way back to high school when I began to use an electric trimmer to keep my body hair short as I didn’t like the way that it looked and felt.  During summer breaks from school, I would shave my legs as well as my underarms as I absolutely loved the look and feel.  I could clearly recall thinking of how lucky girls were being able to have smooth thighs and calves and wear pretty dresses showing off their beautiful, smooth, silky legs and how I envied them and wished that I could too.

I soon began shaving off all of my body hair, or almost anyway.  Since I was not a contortionist it was impossible for me to get absolutely all of it so I had to have some assistance.  With the resources available on the web, I found a lady online who was able to help and I would see her every couple of months for a B and C as I liked to call it, aka, back and crack.  With that taken care of I was smooth from the top of my shoulders to my feet and had smooth skin which delighted me to no end.

Finally, after so many years I was able to dress as a girl and it was just as wonderful as I imagined it would be.  It became commonplace that when I arrived home each evening Jeremy turned into Andrea, which was a female name I selected for myself as I had always thought it was beautiful and feminine.  Each and every time that I transformed myself I would stand in front of my full-length mirror and examine myself from head to toe and I was happy, really and truly and it was as though the real me was finally looking back.

Despite the fact that I was able to live as a woman in my spare time, privately anyway, I was still not all that confident because I didn’t feel totally passable as a girl and I felt a few of my features were too masculine.  For example, I thought my jaw was a little too square; my nose was slightly larger than a lady’s might be, plus, the frame of my body was nowhere close to petite.  Perhaps I was my own worst critic but it was what it was.  Anyway, I was absolutely dying to dress up and go out in public but at the same time was scared to death and was worried that someone might notice me and then start pointing at me and saying, Hey, that’s a guy! and the prospect of that horrified me.

I also explored some online groups where men that liked to dress, as I will call it, got together and socialized, and that sounded like so much fun, but at the same time I was self-conscious as I still didn’t feel that I was completely passable. Plus, what if I ran into someone that I knew?  What would I do then?  Until the day arrived when I had the courage to make my public debut I would have to settle for the company of my like-minded social media friends and there I would be protected under my screen name without anyone from work ever knowing.  In this virtual world of T-Girls, as we referred to ourselves, I could take photos of myself dressed as Andrea and share them with my online girlfriends, just as they would do with me.  It was truly a place where I could exist as myself, all the while being fully accepted for who and what I was and there were so many other girls just like me, each with their own story and many at different stations in their journey which were too numerous to mention.  The one thing that so many of us had in common was that we wished we had been born as a member of the opposite sex, and desired with all of our hearts to be able to live openly and freely as such.

It was clear that I was my own worst enemy as far as making a public appearance as Andrea. I was clearly worried to death about what everyone else thought of me and with that I ended up staying to myself and only lived as her in the privacy of my own home.  Still, deep down inside, I was yearning to be able to go out in public wearing a pretty dress and heels while carrying a beautiful handbag on my arm.  In my fantasy I am out with one of my girlfriends and we are having lunch or maybe coffee and chatting as girls do.  I then just happen to catch the attention of a handsome businessman who has dark hair and is wearing a blue suit that can’t help but notice me as he passes by.  As I feel the sensation that someone is looking at me I put down my coffee cup and turn and notice that his gaze is moving up the length of my legs.  My dress is a little bit short but I knew that when I put it on that morning as I had been secretly hoping something like this would happen.  Finally, our eyes meet and when they do we both smile at one another at the same instance, however, this is short-lived as he continues walking and soon disappears around the corner of the building.  However, that’s okay as I am thrilled at the attention I received, simply because he thought I was pretty.  My girlfriend takes notice and remarks about how he was checking me out and we both giggle and talk about what just happened as only girls do.

Deep down inside I had always felt like a girl and always wondered why fate played such a cruel joke on me as it had by letting me be born a man.  Why?  I repeatedly asked myself over the years, why?  Everything about me, the way I think, feel, and wished to live was feminine, and I had always felt so cheated not being able to be and live as a woman.  Sometimes when I would be out in public and I would notice other women passing by me, out of shape or frumpily dressed I would often think, Why do they not take better care of themselves and at least try and make themselves look more attractive?  They don’t appreciate what they’ve got and don’t deserve to be a woman.  I would be a far better girl than they would.  It’s just not fair!  It was true, it was unfair, but it was the hand I had been dealt.

With that being said here’s the twist, despite the fact that I was dying to be a biological woman with all the trappings such as breasts and a vagina and wanted it more than anything, I had always been attracted to females.  Sound strange?  For someone who wanted nothing more on Earth than to be a girl the missing component was that I was not interested in men in the least, and actually found them a bit repugnant.  At this point I would like to back up and expand on the fantasy I described earlier where I was out having lunch with one of my girlfriends and my interaction with the handsome businessman.  I want to assure you that the thrill was from the attention received and the fact that he noticed me and thought I was pretty was nothing more because in no way was I attracted to him.  Confused?  Don’t be because in my mind it was as clear as a bell.  You see, I guess I was what you might call a lesbian trapped in a man’s body for lack of a better term, and obviously one who sends conflicting signals at that.  Okay, let’s move on.

As I said earlier I had decided to settle in for the evening and was going to unwind and release the real me as she was dying to come out after being bottled up as Jeremy all day.  Slipping off my shoes I then pulled off my socks and looked down at my feet and admired the shade of lilac that I had polished my toes with the night before.  Sometimes at work I wondered if any of my female co-workers had the slightest clue that beneath my loafers were ten painted nails that looked as good or better as the ones they were sporting each day in their peep-toe mules.

After taking a shower I put on my makeup followed by a dark brown wig, accessories including a necklace and magnetic earrings, and lastly a white summer dress with roses on it.  Looking at myself in the mirror I winked at myself and then smiled as I was happy and truly felt like myself, not like the person I was forced to live as each and every day, Jeremy.

After having a glass of wine and watching a little TV I began looking through the refrigerator as well as the cabinets and wasn’t too impressed with what I had on hand and definitely was not in the mood for any of it.  I thought about running out and grabbing something but that was out as I had my fears, not necessarily about being recognized for who I was but for not being passable as a woman, which I mentioned earlier.  Finally, I got an idea, I would order in and have something delivered, which was something I had never done before, while dressed femme anyway.

Getting on the computer I ordered a pizza, scared to death as I placed my order, my hands practically shaking from the fear as well as the excitement of what I was about to do.  What was wrong with me?  I had never considered doing anything like this before, but the thrill of thinking about it had me really charged up and I just had to do it, so I sat down on my couch waiting on the delivery.  As the clock ticked I continued to drink wine, building up my courage as the driver would soon be coming to my door.  Provided I didn’t chicken out, this would be the first time I had ever let anyone see Andrea, as not even my girlfriend Heather had seen me when I was dressed.

The two of us had been going out for about eight months and I really liked her a lot.  She was the same age as me, twenty-eight, stood about 5’5, had medium brown hair and light green eyes and was very pretty and overall our relationship was pretty serious.  Heather did know my secret as I had told her about it several months into our relationship and surprisingly enough, she said she was okay with it.  She said that her father had been a crossdresser and it had never affected his parent’s relationship and she understood it all too well.  Additionally, she said that ninety percent of men who dress up as women are heterosexual and it simply excites them sexually and doesn’t mean that they are perverts or weirdos, not extreme ones anyway, and asked if that was what I was and I said yes.  She said that was not a problem and simply asked me to keep it as something that I do privately, and if I could that she was fine with it.  What she really didn’t know, and I didn’t disclose, was the fact that it did more than sexually excite me, as I could feel that deep down in my soul I was a girl but I was trapped in this body.  There was no way I was going to tell her that my greatest wish when I closed my eyes each night was that I would wake up the next morning as the real Andrea; the woman I dreamed of becoming, a beautiful young lady with Mediterranean features including jet black hair, green eyes, and olive skin.

I didn’t dare tell Heather that tidbit of information as I was afraid if I did I would lose her for sure. It didn’t matter as my wish would never happen anyway, so why bother bringing up a fantasy that would never materialize and wreck the great thing I had with her in the process.  It was not a problem; I could live with my private fantasy comfortably as there was no need to tell anyone.  I would simply keep it to myself just as I had my private life as well as my desire to dress femme and it would be one more secret that I locked away and only I knew.

The moment of truth arrived when I heard the buzzer, which startled me causing me to almost spill wine on my dress, but somehow, I sat my glass down on the end table, my hand shaking all the while.  As I stood up, I walked toward the entrance to my apartment briskly, nervous about how this was going to play out and fearful that I would not be passable and would be recognized as a man dressed up like a woman.  I wasn’t worried that the driver would make fun of me on the spot and point at me and say you’re a dude but was more concerned that he would see me and the expression on his face would change to one of shock which would be just as bad.  Taking a deep breath before I turned the handle and began to pull the door open, I knew at that point I was committed and there was no turning back.

Standing there before me was a young man approximately twenty years old who was wearing his company shirt and ball cap and as soon as he set eyes on me he smiled and asked, “Pizza delivery Miss?”

I nodded and smiled, and he subsequently reached into the bag he was transporting it in, pulled out the box and handed it to me and then asked, “Oh, would you like parmesan or red pepper too?”

Before I opened my mouth, I stopped myself as I was fearful that if I spoke I would be busted as I feared my voice would give me away, not that my tone was booming by any means but it also wasn’t high pitched either.  Finally, I got a brainstorm and whispered, “Yes please,” and then followed up with, “I’m so sorry I can barely talk, I have laryngitis.”

“Not a problem ma’am,” he said and then placed the packets of cheese and peppers on top of the pizza box.

Once again, I spoke to him in a whisper, “Thank you.”

Smiling he said, “You’re welcome and have a nice evening.  By the way, if you don’t mind me saying, that’s a really pretty dress.”

“Thank you so much, you are so sweet,” I replied in my raspy whisper.

“Have a nice day Miss,” he said as he turned and walked away.

Closing the door, I took my pizza to the living room and sat it down on the coffee table, and then headed to the kitchen to get a plate and some paper towels.  As I returned to the living room, I couldn’t help but think of how I’d gotten away with it, he didn’t even recognize that I wasn’t a biological woman, that or he was extremely polite and great at covering it up.  However, I was going to stick with my first thought, that he didn’t know, which made me think that maybe I was a lot more passable than I thought.  If that was the case I would have to reconsider, and maybe, just maybe, consider trying another similar adventure in the future while dressed as Andrea such as taking my trash out to the dumpster, or maybe even running through the drive-thru at a fast-food place.  Perhaps, I could even consider a trip into a store and do some shopping.  Then again, maybe not.  The mission I had just accomplished had given me a great sense of satisfaction and even a boost in confidence as I was clearly passable as a girl, at least to an acceptable degree until I found out otherwise, and now I knew it.  However, there was no sense in overdoing it and I was going to take it one step at a time and build my confidence and comfort level gradually.  My experience that evening with greeting the pizza guy had been a great start, and I was feeling good.


Chapter 3

The next thing I knew it was Wednesday morning and I didn’t go into the office since I was traveling for work. After I got up, I had a leisurely morning at home before heading to the airport to catch my flight.  After landing I picked up my rental car and checked into my hotel and then spent a quiet evening with me, myself, and I and then turned in early.

Thursday was a full day of meet and greets with the staff at Branch Global Technologies and I spent quite a bit of time with them talking shop.  Every one of them told me that my work was first class and better than any other contractor when it came to writing technical manuals for their products, and throughout the day they bragged on me and who was I to stop them.  After work they insisted on taking me out for dinner and drinks despite the fact that I just wanted to go back to my room and chill out.  However, I was there for a reason, business, and I needed to be sociable. That is why Clay sent me, and with that being said, there was no need not to fulfill my mission, plus they were a great group of folks.  And you never know, the day might come where I needed a job from them, even though I didn’t suspect that would be the case, but as I said earlier, you never know.

After a decent night's sleep, despite the fact that I had one too many drinks, the next thing I knew it was Friday morning at 9:00 a.m. and I was sitting in the reception area of the office of Haywood Branch, CEO of Branch Global Technologies.  He had told the staff that he wanted to meet with me before I left as he was impressed with my work and wanted to personally thank me, and the fact that he did was truly an honor.  As I sat there waiting, I sipped on a cup of coffee which was in a very elegant cup resting on a matching saucer which I held, and by the looks of it I had no doubt it was probably the best that money could buy, and Mr. Branch had it to spend.

Mr. Branch was a success story like so many others in this day and time. He dropped out of college halfway through his sophomore year and hung his own shingle and it paid off dearly.  He owned a company that made a multitude of products as well as components, most of them related to the health and medical arena.  A few of the things they manufactured included electronic IV drips, hospital beds, and an assortment of medical monitoring equipment not to mention circuit boards which they produced for a number of other medical equipment companies.  I had also read an article that their genetics section was involved in some pretty cutting-edge projects which involved stem cell research as well as cloning, areas that Mr. Haywood Branch, the 39-year-old billionaire, was especially passionate about, according to the story that I read anyway.

The receptionist finally informed me that Mr. Branch was ready to see me and I followed her obediently toward his office. As I entered, I took notice of the surroundings which were much more subdued than I imagined.  Scanning the room I could see that most of the walls and furniture seemed to be white including the leather chairs and the amount of furnishings present was somewhat sparse, presenting a very clean and minimalist look.  My first impression was that he was not trying to impress others with extravagant furnishings, and liked things rather Spartan, a trait that I admired as I was also somewhat of a minimalist.

As I approached his desk he smiled and stood up promptly and as soon as I was close enough he offered his hand and we shook, “Jeremy?”

“Yes sir.”

“Haywood Branch, good to meet you.”

“Great to meet you sir,”

Shaking his head, he chuckled and said, “Sir was my father, just call me Woody, it’s a lot easier than saying Haywood and it’s my lifelong nickname.  Please have a seat.”

Sitting down in the chair on the opposite side of his desk I looked across at him and noticed he looked a lot like his photo that I had seen on the recent cover of a business magazine with his dark brown hair and brilliant green eyes, clean-shaven, and a winning smile.  He was also wearing a dark suit with a pink tie and a matching pocket square.  Mr. Branch was one of those guys that women swooned over as he was just naturally handsome; also one of those guys the rest of us hated because of that.

“Would you like some coffee or anything to drink?” he asked attentively.

Shaking my head I said, “No thank you, I just had some coffee in the waiting area but I do appreciate the offer.”

“Good, first off I want to tell you how good it is to finally be able to meet you as our staff brags on you like crazy.  Frequently when we contract work out to technical writers such as yourself, we have to do revision after revision, but with you there is little to none, and if there are corrections to be made it is typically our fault.”

“Thank you, sir, that’s nice of you to say,” and as I completed my words I saw a look of disapproval on his face and I then remembered what he’d told me earlier and I added, “Sorry, I mean Woody.”

His face lit up and he smiled from ear to ear and then after a brief laugh, he said, “Not a problem.  Anyway, because of the way you do your job you save my company a ton of man hours, thus saving us a lot of money, and I wanted to tell you that I truly appreciate it.”

“Thank you si…, I mean Woody.”

“So, my team gave you a tour of our campus?”

Nodding I said, “They did, from administration to manufacturing.  This place is huge.  I see why you have an army of golf carts because it’s a long way between buildings.”

“That is quite true.  The main reason we have the golf carts is for employee convenience and so they won’t lose work productivity.  Personally, if it is just me going to another building, I walk, mainly to try and stay in shape.”

I could tell that he was in good shape by looking at him so apparently his exercise regimen was working as he did not appear to be fat at all and was obviously in great health by his physique.

“They say walking is the best exercise you can get.”

Leaning back in his chair he said, “I know they showed you the campus, but I don’t think you saw everything.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Gosh, I’m not sure, the place is so big it would probably have been impossible.”

Still sitting there looking at me intently he finally smiled and said, “I want to show you something.”

**********

After walking down a series of hallways and getting into a golf cart, we began to drive toward our destination during which Woody gave me a little history of his campus.  At one time the location had been a naval air station and after the government shut it down after the Cold War it sat abandoned for quite some time, enabling him to pick it up for a song.  He also explained that he converted many of the buildings and hangers into offices as well as manufacturing and research facilities as everything was in place and all that was needed was a little fixing up.

Driving for what seemed like a considerable amount of time we finally arrived at our destination which appeared to be a large warehouse where we pulled up in front and parked.  Getting out of our chariot we walked up to a solid metal door which he pulled open after swiping his keycard over the scanner that was mounted to the side of the building and I followed him inside.

Upon entering, we walked down a hallway for a bit but soon arrived at another door where he again scanned his keycard attached to the lanyard around his neck and pulled it open, and once again I entered behind him. 

The room we entered was plain and appeared to be an office or lab by the look of it.  There were several computer workstations sitting on lab tables as well as an assortment of equipment that looked straight out of a high school chemistry class.  This included a variety of glass tubes that had colorful fluids bubbling through them.  However, as I looked to the left I was surprised at what I saw as there was a wall of windows that opened into a warehouse-sized laboratory and by the looks it was quite impressive.  Within it was an array of industrial equipment including half a dozen huge stainless-steel vats, three transparent tanks that could best be described as oversized aquariums, as for the rest of the equipment I could see, and there was plenty of it, I didn’t have a clue.  For all I knew they could be making wine, though I doubted it.

“This is a pretty impressive operation,” I said.

“Thanks Jeremy.  You might be even more impressed if you actually knew what it was.”

Rolling my head from side to side I said, “Well, with all this high-tech and industrial equipment and the fancy display screens mounted on the wall I’m already impressed, so anything you tell me is just icing on the cake.”

Sitting down on one of the stools he then waved his hand, motioning for me to have a seat near him and I did as he instructed.  He then said, “One of my interests is genetics, as I believe the study of it is the key to making individual lives better on so many fronts.  For example, someone is born with an auto immune disorder or disease that is incurable as far as modern medicine is concerned, or so we think.  But, who is to say that we can’t reprogram those genes and fix the problem that way instead.”

“Like reprogramming DNA?  Is that what you mean?  Like with stem cells?”

Nodding he said, “Essentially, with a few variations, but you’re on the right track.  Just imagine all the possibilities where we could make people’s lives better, like if they lost a limb in an accident.  Who is to say that we can’t give them a new one?”

“You mean like through cloning?  Grow a new one by using their DNA, and then attach it.”

“Yes, I can see that you’ve got a pretty good understanding, but then again I knew you were a sharp guy.”

“And that’s what this department does?  Genetic research stuff like you just described?”

Nodding he said, “This is one section of our genetics research group.  There are two other areas on our campus that do related work as well.”

“Where is everyone today?  The place looks deserted.”

“Everyone’s at a mandatory training this morning, workplace diversity I think it is.”

“So, we’ve got the whole place to ourselves?”

Nodding he said, “Yep, at least until after they break for lunch.”

“So, like I said, all that equipment out there and in here looks pretty impressive.  I’m not sure what any of it does specifically but like I said it looks impressive.”

“Want to see something cool?” he asked in a slightly lower tone of voice.

I nodded and said, “Sure.”

At his direction, we moved over to another table where he directed me to sit on a stool. In front of me was a camera and on the other side was a workstation where Mr. Branch took a seat.  He then asked me to hold still and the next thing I knew there was a flash which caused me to bat my eyes. 

“Good photo,” he said, “come on around and pull up a seat next to me.”

I circled around the table and pulled up a stool next to his and on the screen was a photo of me, the one he had just taken, and the picture itself sat in the middle of a photo editing program of which I was unfamiliar. 

“Okay, you are probably wondering, what the hell is this guy doing?” he asked.

Rolling my eyes upward and bobbing my head from side to side I said, “I was wondering.”

“Want to have a little fun?  Maybe do something a little crazy?” he asked.

“Sure.”

“Okay, this program I’m using can do some pretty incredible stuff.  Before you think I’ve lost my mind just bear with me, all the way to the end, then everything will become clear.”

Nodding I said, “Cool.”

“Now, imagine that you had been born a female ….”

“What?” I asked in a higher-pitched tone and then smiled, almost chuckling.  What were the odds that he would ask me that?

“Yes, try and envision it, or that somehow you were inadvertently turned into a girl.  Now, in that event, what would you look like?  Or, what the heck, what would you wish to look like if you were able to choose?”

“Woody, are you telling me that you’re going to take that photo, of me, and manipulate it and turn it into what I might look like as a female?”

He nodded gently and smiled and sat there waiting on my response.

Shit!  This was interesting; he was asking me what I would like to look like if I was a girl.  What were the odds?  Was there any way that he could have possibly known that was my greatest wish in the world or was it just random chance and this was a fun computer program, just like that one I had played with on my cell phone so many times that showed how I would appear if I were a female?  It was funny and spooky all at the same time that he would be asking this question of me of all people.

Trying to play it cool and act nonchalant I asked, “With this being all make-believe and just for fun I can pretend to be anyone, or should I say any girl that I want?”

“Of course.  Just reach into your mind and ask yourself, hey, if I were a beautiful young woman, what would I wish to look like?  It’s easy stuff, and like you said, just for fun.”

Deciding that there was no way he could possibly know anything about the other me, the one that lived the quiet life of a young woman only in her apartment and fantasized about being a real honest to goodness girl each and every day of her life, I decided, what the heck?

Closing my eyes I said, “Okay, if I had to be a woman why not be a beautiful one.”

“That’s the best kind,” he said.

We chuckled and then I continued, “Perhaps a female, about my age, roughly in her mid-twenties, long black hair, olive skin, green eyes, very Mediterranean looking.”

“She sounds nice, give me a couple of minutes and let me see what I can do.  There’s a coffee machine in the break room,” he said as he tipped his head in the direction of a door at the end of the room we were in, then continuing he said, “If you don’t want coffee there’s water in the small refrigerator.”

“Thanks,” I said as I jumped off the stool and walked toward the entrance to the break area where I began to examine the beverage offerings.  After a quick review of the inventory I chose the peppermint flavored hot chocolate and put the pod in the machine and waited for the water to heat up, and before I knew it, my cup of hot cocoa was dispensed and ready for me to enjoy it.

Walking back into the room I asked, “How’s it coming?  Turned me into a supermodel yet?”

Chuckling he said, “Almost there, wait don’t look at the screen until I’ve got the final product ready, okay?”

“Okay.  I will be patient.”

“Good, I want you to be surprised at what the program comes up with.”

Taking a seat on a stool at the same worktable, but where I couldn’t see the computer screen where he was busy working.  There I sat patiently and sipped on my hot cocoa, enjoying the flavor as well as the scent of peppermint which was rather aromatic that also helped open up my sinuses.  I was very interested to see what he was going to come up with as my lifelong dream was to look like the young woman that I had described to him, but I sat there playing it cool, waiting on the finished product.

After a couple of minutes Mr. Branch’s face changed expression, to one of seriousness and then seconds later to one of elatedness and then said, “Yes!  Jeremy, ready to see the new you?”

I nodded and then sat my drink on the table and walked around to where he was sitting, and as I approached him he smiled and opened his palm in the direction of the computer screen as though pointing at it.

“What do you think?” he asked.

As I caught sight of the reconstructed upper body image of myself on the screen, tears almost came to my eyes, though I choked to hold them back, as there was the female image of myself that I had envisioned being for so long, a young Mediterranean woman with long dark hair, emerald green eyes, and olive skin, and she had the most beautiful smile I had ever seen.  Standing there looking at her I was overcome with emotion as she was exactly the young lady that I wished I was and had been all my life.  It was all I could do not to burst into tears as I peered at the reworked image of myself on the monitor before me.

“So, not bad, eh?” he asked.

Still staring at the screen I was unable to respond as I feared if I did I would begin to cry.  That was the last thing I wanted to do because then he would be wondering why potentially tipping him off that there was more going on inside me than met the eye.

Deciding I would try and play it cool I nodded my head and make the okay sign with my fingers and said, “Nice, I’d do her,” and then we both burst into laughter, which helped neutralize the situation, thus putting a lighter note into the air.

“Yes, you turned out very attractive.”

“What’s the difference between this and any other program I might use to do this sort of thing, such as an app on my phone?”

“There’s a huge one.  The difference is that on your phone you get a very rough approximation as far as what you might look like with long hair and some makeup slapped on, along with some potential half-ass facial reconstruction.  With this you see how you would actually turn out if your DNA was reprogrammed and you were changed into an honest-to-goodness woman.”

“What?”  I asked, “Did you just say if my DNA was reprogrammed I could be changed into a woman?  Did I hear that right?”

He nodded.

“Sir, I mean Woody, I’ve not had anything to drink this morning at all but I want to make sure that I understand you, are you saying that this software package takes into account what I’m thinking that you are saying?  That it is possible to do DNA reprogramming to where ….”

Cutting me off he said, “Yes Jeremy, our research is at the level where we have the technology to change a human male into a female, and not only that, but change them into exactly the female they wish to become including height, body style, eyes, hair, skin tone, nose shape and more.”

“Woody, this is unbelievable,” I said ecstatically, “I must have missed this in the news because I didn’t even know anything like this was even remotely possible.  Did I miss it somewhere?”

Shaking his head he said, “You did not because it’s not been announced and is actually a company secret, and I’ve just taken you into my confidence.  Outside of me, you, and a few researchers, no one on Earth knows.”

“So, where are you with your project?  Have you changed a male into a female yet?  Oh, and how is it done?  What process do you use to do the switch?  I know I’m babbling with all these questions and I apologize.”

Chuckling he said, “No, you’re not babbling and they are all good questions as a matter of fact.  Let’s head back to my office and we will talk more there and I can share the particulars.  Oh, and by the way, would you like to copy of this picture?  I can email it to you.”

“Sure.  Here’s my email,” and I proceeded to provide him with my personal account address which he typed into the keyboard on the workstation in front of him.

“Done.  It should be in your inbox shortly.  Come on; let’s head back over to my office.”


Chapter 4

After arriving back at Mr. Branch’s office he asked me to sign a non-disclosure document regarding the information he had shared with me earlier, which I gladly signed off on as I understood that something of that magnitude was huge and had to be kept confidential.  Deep down inside I was giddy with excitement at the prospect of the project as the technology could potentially help me fulfill my lifelong dream and I could finally become an honest-to-goodness biological woman.  As much as I had wanted to be a girl, I had never really entertained going under the knife, doing hormone therapy, having my Adam's apple trimmed, or having facial reconstruction to make the transition.  In my mind even if I did all of those procedures I would never know what it would really be like to be born a girl and have had the experiences that only a female has such as being able to get pregnant or having a period.  Still looming in my mind was my paranoia that I would never fully be passable, and if the surgery could not provide me with that then why bother?

Putting his black-framed glasses on he glanced at the forms I had just handed him and said, “So, now that you’ve signed all the disclosures, I can answer all of your questions from earlier and tell you the rest of the story.  So far we’ve done switches with chimpanzees, and they’ve been one hundred percent successful, and that was four months ago and they are still doing well and there have been no genetic anomalies.”

“Chimpanzees?” I asked in disbelief.  I wasn’t sure how I felt about him doing testing on animals because in a way it seemed cruel, but then again it was done and over with, plus I had just agreed to keep everything he had told me classified, otherwise I could be in big legal trouble.

Nodding he said, “Yes, and you’ve just signed a non-disclosure agreement, so if animal right protestors show up outside our facility ….”

Shaking my head I said, “No, I won’t say a word, I promise.”

“I didn’t like doing it but the process had to be tested and it seemed better doing it on non-humans first.”

“And they are fully functional females?”

Nodding he said, “Fully, and we’ve even impregnated one of them successfully.”

“That’s incredible, so it really did work,” I replied.

Nodding he said, “Yes, and when she delivers her baby in about four to five months that will confirm the project is able to convert males to females, one hundred percent effectively.  Now onto your other question, I believe you asked me how it was done.”

“Yes, I’m very interested in hearing how the actual process works and all the details.  Do you just step into a box, close the door and then someone turns the switch and poof?”

Chuckling he said, “That would be pretty cool if we could do it that way. But unfortunately not, as rewriting DNA doesn’t let you do it in a poof.”

“Darn it.”

“Okay, here’s the way the process would work.  First, we take a full-body scan as well as a detailed photo scan of the individual, followed up by a sample of the person’s DNA and load all of it into our analyzer.  We then sit down with the individual and they tell us what they want to look like.”

“Kind of like we did earlier when you asked what I would want to look like?”

Nodding he said, “Yes.  You can pick out hair and eye color, skin tone, height, shoe size, shape of your nose, ears, we can even pick the shade and size of the nipples.”

“Wow,” I said, “That’s pretty specific.”

“After all of that is decided, we take the existing DNA sample and rework it in our computerized processor, which essentially rewrites it so it can be used to create the new you, that you wish to become.”

“How long does that take?”

“About seven to ten days.  After the template is ready we take the individual and put them to sleep and then place them in a tank where we begin infusing the new DNA into the individual along with an agent which mutates the existing strands, creating the new desired ones.”

“Did you say in a tank?  Like floating in a tank?”

“That’s right.”

“This may seem like a stupid question, but how do they not drown?”

Chuckling he said, “The tank contains a special solution which is mixed with H2O that enables the person to take in air through the water during their stay in the tank.”

“Wow, so when you put them in the solution it fills their lungs?  Almost as though they are drowning?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, fortunately they are asleep when that happens because when you initially take fluid into your lungs it would be rather traumatic.”

“Sounds pretty cutting edge.  Seems like I’ve heard of other forms of that technology before.”

“Yes, and our work is based on some those methods, however, ours is better as we added our own special twist that allows the formula to be reoxygenated allowing the individual to stay under long term.”

“Why do you have to put them into a tank?”

“Think about it.  When you were grown inside your mother you were in a similar situation, plus think about this.  As your DNA is rewritten there will be portions of your old body that will be discarded as they are no longer needed and the tank is the perfect environment as they can be filtered out while the modification process continues, uninterrupted.  We couldn’t do that by just laying someone on a table.  The body will need to discard things such as layers of skin, portions of bone as one will have less mass as a female especially if we are making her shorter, and if you’re a man making the transition you will be losing your genitalia.  Anyway, I think you see my point.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I’d never really thought about it that way before.  By the way, how long do you estimate the process to take?”

“It should take right about seven days in the tank to complete the transition once one goes into the tank.”

“That seems pretty fast.  I’m not an expert by any means but you can rewrite DNA that quickly just by introducing new strands into the body?  I understand you’ve got some sort of a mutation process going on but that’s quick.”

Waving his right hand from side to side he crinkled his nose and said, “Well, sometimes things just have to have a little bit of help don’t they?  We’ve got an enhancer that we add to the mix that boosts the replication speed at which the DNA is modified.”

“So you speed it up?”

“Exactly.”

“The whole thing sounds fascinating Woody.”

“It is, and if successful it will help solve countless problems, more especially enabling those who feel they were born the wrong sex, to become the one they’ve always longed to be.”

As he finished his sentence his words really hit home with me because I felt I was the exactly the person he had just described, someone who had secretly struggled with their gender identity all their life, and the solution lay with the man I was sitting there talking to.

“After this is ready to go, what do you think the cost will be for someone to get changed, say from a man to a woman?”

“You know how it is Jeremy, like everything else things are always higher at first until a service or product gets into mass use or production, but to answer your question we’ve estimated somewhere around $200,000 to $250,000 to start.”

“Wow, at $250,000 a pop you will make a ton of money because I’m sure there are lots of people, men and women alike that would love to have the procedure done.”

“Providing we get government approval.”

“The government always has to get involved don’t they?  Just like everything else that comes along they have to have their nose in everyone’s business.”

Nodding he said, “That’s the way it works.”

“How long do you think it will take?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “With something like this?  A couple of years, minimum.  We haven’t even started the process of trying to get approval.  If they knew about our animal experiments it would take even longer, if ever.”

“What do you think would help you get the process approved faster?”

Looking straight at me he said, “If I had a volunteer who would be willing to undergo the procedure and could show their transition was a complete success that would go a long way.”

We sat there quietly for a moment before he added, “You wouldn’t know anyone that would be interested in being a test subject, would you?” and he lowered his glasses down the bridge of his nose looking at me over the top of the black frame.

I couldn’t believe he was asking me that.  Of all the people in the world, me!

“Would they still have to pay the $250,000?” I asked.

He smiled and then chuckled as he shook his head and said, “No, not a dime, after all this is an untested process and I can’t make any guarantees.”

Why on Earth was he asking me if I was interested?  The one guy who was absolutely dying to become a woman.  Did he know my secret?  And if so, how?  No, there was absolutely no way he could, and this was just random chance because the only person who knew was my girlfriend Heather and there couldn’t be any way that he found out through her.  Also, in so many ways this offer was too good to be true, but then again the process had never been attempted on a human being either, so it was not without an element of risk.  So, I asked myself, how do I even respond to this as part of me was shocked that he had asked and part of me was thrilled as this was my lifelong dream.  My God, if it worked I could become a woman, a real woman, exactly the one that I had dreamed of being for so long. 

Deciding I would try and push him a little and see if it was a random offering, totally out of the blue or if he had somehow found out about my secret I asked, “I’m really curious about something, of all the people you know in the world, and I’m sure there are many, why are you offering me, Jeremy, a guy you just met today, the opportunity to do this?  I mean, what makes you think I would even be interested in changing myself into a female?”

“Jeremy, I think I asked you if you knew anyone that would be interested now, didn’t I?  I didn’t say you specifically,” he said calmly and then a very slight smile came to his face.

This was complete bullshit.  He knew about me, I didn’t know how but somehow he did.  But how?  I had never told a soul what was lurking deep inside me all my life as I had kept it to myself and the only thing that Heather knew was that I dressed in women’s apparel from time to time.  Even if she had shared that with someone and it had made its way to Mr. Branch there was no way that he could have assumed that I would be interested in making that sort of transition.  After all, statistically, ninety percent of men who dress in women’s apparel do it for fun or sexual excitement and not because they are attracted to men, which was the category I most likely fell into.  I could not help but wonder, of those, how many of them were like me and were attracted to women but wanted to be one also. 

At that point I wanted to try and figure out two things, one, how he found out about my secret and two, was I truly interested in trying this and being his guinea pig.  If it worked, great, if not, I could end up as a mindless vegetable or with two heads or as a hermaphrodite, maybe both.  Hell, anything was possible.  However, this was my lifelong desire, one I had dreamed about all my life and thought was impossible, and now it was right before me.  If I did pass up this opportunity, I might regret it for the rest of my life.

“So, I’ll take it that you’re not interested then?”

Looking down at the floor I then raised my eyes and looked directly at him and asked, “Woody, shoot straight with me and just answer, why do you think I would be a good candidate?  I don’t think you asked me this out of the blue.  Tell me what you know about me?”

Looking at me for some time without saying a word he finally said, “I know you live a private life that no one else knows about.  In the evenings and on the weekends when you’re finally at home alone you can close the door to the outside world, put you away, and become the person that you feel that you really are.”

Sitting there trying to keep my composure I could feel my heart pounding as I was terrified that he had said what he did.  Despite the fact that he had spoken in vague generalities I was truly scared of what he would say next and that was what I feared the most.

Continuing he said, “You’ve kept it to yourself all of your life as it’s not something that you can share with, well, anyone.  It is best kept confidential, especially in the world of business as its disclosure would not help one’s career as people can be quite narrow-minded and quite unforgiving, except those who suffer as you do.  Despite your best efforts to suppress the desire it’s something that burns inside you, it’s a flame that can’t be extinguished, and despite the fact that you go to work each day as the physical you in the body you were born into, it’s always in the back of your mind.  You ask yourself, why me?  Why was I born this way?  This is so unfair!  This is not the real me as I am trapped in the body of this man and am dying to get out as my soul is that of the fairer sex and does not wish to be rugged and masculine but rather soft, adored, soft and pretty.  My soul is not that of a conqueror such as its physical form indicates but is one that wishes to love, nurture and be supportive, all in exchange for the opportunity to serve those that I love as a member of the gentler sex; and for those I do I will give all and not hesitate to show my emotions as well as my love and openly at that.  I so wish I had been born the opposite gender as my heart and soul is exactly that and I would give anything to wake up each day as a member of the softer sex.”

I could hardly speak as he finished his words, as he hit the nail on the head, and absolutely everything that he’d said was spot on and the way he had described me was one hundred percent accurate.  At that point I was not sure how to respond as I was somewhat choked up as well as surprised at the same time, still curious as to how he could have possibly known about the other side of me.

“So Jeremy, how am I doing so far?”

Finally deciding there was no need in hiding it any longer I said, “Pretty good, as it’s clear that you know a lot about me, everything in fact, which alarms me, as I’m still trying to figure out how you could possibly know.  For God’s sake you’ve got me.  Now, just tell me!  The suspense is killing me,” I said in an elevated voice.

Nodding he said, “It was not my intention to keep you in suspense and I didn’t know it for a fact, but after meeting you this morning I decided I would take a shot and see. I’m a pretty good judge of character.  First, as you already know we’ve bragged on your work as it is immaculate and there’s almost never anything wrong with it.  That shows signs of perfectionism, a trait found much more frequently in females, or those with characteristics of one, including those who identify with that gender.  Secondly, to add to my previous observation, you were dressed like a million dollars when you entered my office, black suit, white shirt, tie and pocket square match, shoes are immaculate and not a speck of dirt on them.  Also, your fingernails are perfect and even have a coat of clear polish, not to mention that your eyebrows are perfect and look like they’ve may even have been professionally done, and finally, your teeth are pearly white, showing me that you’ve had them treated or use whitening strips.  All these things are signs that you take great pride in your appearance, and despite the fact that a few men might take such care, most don’t to that degree.  As I said, I wasn’t certain, but from everything I know and understand you showed all the characteristics of a man who is either gay, a woman trapped in a man’s body, perhaps a crossdresser, or maybe a variety thereof.  Now, in the event I’m wrong I owe you an apology, but in the event I’m not, are you interested?”

I sat there silently not saying a word as I was stunned.  There I sat before one of the worlds super rich, who had just figured me out with a bit of simple observation, and in one way I felt violated, but in another was amazed at how perceptive he was.  The thing on my mind at that moment was, where do I go from here?

Throwing my hands up in the air I said in a defeated tone, “You’ve got me.  What do I say?”

“Jeremy, I don’t want you to think that I’ve got you by any means, as I don’t.  I simply deduced that there was a good possibility that you fell into a specific category, one that might be interested in assisting in this project.  Now, if you’re not just say, and that’s okay as nothing has changed as I’ve already decided to award your company with one or two of our upcoming contracts, between me and you that is.  If that is the case I look forward to continuing working with you as you’re the best at what you do, and I can assure you that your secret is safe with me.”

“Woody, I’d like to ask you one more question before I respond, and answer me honestly, promise?”

He nodded.

“The way you described the inner me and everything that’s going on inside ….”

Looking at me he said, “Yes?”

“It was a little too personal and a little too real.  Instead of just saying, hey dude, I know you cross-dress in your spare time, you talked about the struggle and conflict you imagined going on inside of me, and it was almost as if you could relate.  That or you missed your calling as a psychiatrist.”

Glancing at the floor and then back at me he said, “Then I guess you know?”

I nodded and said, “The only way you could know is if you have that in common with me.  Am I right?”

“I’m not going to lie Jeremy, it’s true, I just hope you will keep my secret as well, as I am not ready for this to get out.”

“Of course, what we’ve shared here today is personal and is mine and your business, and no one else’s.  The way you described the way you feel inside is exactly as I do, and it’s good to finally talk to someone, in person, who can relate.”

“Do you have any friends that dress or are trans?” he asked.

Shaking my head I said, “No, it’s just me.  I’ve thought about trying to connect with groups that meet up but have never done anything as I’ve been too scared, so it’s something I do in private.  What about you?”

“Me too.  Just like you I’m all alone in this, afraid to do anything at all because of my position in the company.  If it came out that a high profile individual like myself,” he stopped talking for a moment and then raised his eyes and continued, “Well, I think you understand that it would probably not be well received.”

“But Woody, I thought most large organizations were accepting of the trans lifestyle these days.”

“When you’re the CEO of a public company and have stockholders and large corporate and government contracts it is way different than being an employee who partakes of girly things.  If it came out that I enjoyed dressing femme in my spare time it might not go over well, so I keep it to myself.  You see, this is the reason I engineered the transition process, to help those like us who are in the physical body of a man but are craving to live as a woman.  If I was a fully biological girl it would be perceived differently than me crossdressing, whether at home or at the office, and Jeremy if this works and can be brought to the world can you imagine how many people will finally be healed?  My God, so many hurting individuals like me and you, can be made whole and will be able to live the life they’ve always dreamed of, that of a woman, and will no longer have to live a lie forced upon them at birth by the body they were born into.”

His words hit home with me as they rang true and it was clear that he suffered just as I did, and I felt for him because no one but someone in our position could possibly relate to the daily imprisonment that those like us suffered.

“I just have to ask, since you’re in the exact same position as me, and this is your company as well as your research, why do you want a volunteer?  Like me you’ve been dreaming of this day for a long time, so why not go first yourself?”

“Good question.  First, I’ve got an elderly mother who is in ill health and has a very short time left to live, and I need to see about her until she passes over the next few months.  Even if I did go through the process she would not be able to handle it as she comes from a strict religious upbringing and the thought of her baby boy changing sexes would crush her.  Secondly, I know this sounds like I’m a bit of an asshole but since I’m head of this company I have the advantage of not having to go first and am able to wait and see how the initial transitions go, enjoying the benefit of going through the refined process later.”

Nodding I said, “I get that, and would probably consider doing the same if I were in your position.”

“Another reason I can’t do it is because I have a responsibility to see this project to completion and if I took the risk of being a test subject, I could potentially jeopardize that.  Despite that fact I feel the process is safe there are no guarantees, just as with anything in life.”

“Woody, you’re not doing a lot to inspire my confidence.”

Chuckling he said, “That probably didn’t come out right, but yes, I can’t make any guarantees, despite the fact that I believe this process to be safe and feel it will work.”

“I understand.”

“So, now that we know all about each other’s personal lives and our deepest and darkest secrets let me ask you, are you interested?  Do you want to become a woman?  The one on the computer screen if you wish.  Are you at a point where you’re so tired of living as you are that you’re ready to make the switch and wake up each day as that beautiful dark-haired girl you described to me earlier?  Or do you want to stay the course where you are?  If you want to be her instead of him I’m offering you the opportunity, right here and now.”

Taking my cell phone out of my jacket pocket I opened my email app and looked at the photo that Woody had worked up for me earlier.  As I looked at it, I imagined myself as her and thought of how wonderful it would be to openly walk down the street in my pretty dress and heels with my long dark hair resting on my shoulders, my earrings dangling with each step that I took, finally able to be myself. 

“Woody, at this point I think you’ve probably figured out that this is something I’ve wanted all my life, and even in my wildest dreams I never, ever envisioned this as possible until a few minutes ago, and I want to say yes.”

“So that’s a yes?” he asked excitedly.

“I just thought of something, would my employer let me keep my job?  You know how people can be; despite the fact there are laws.”

“If they do that’s not a problem, you can come here and work and would be the most beautiful technical writer we’d ever had.  So, is that it?  Are you ready to sign on the dotted line?”

“Almost, but there’s one last thing I have to do, and that’s talk to my girlfriend.  We are pretty serious, and I want to see how something like this would impact our relationship as she means a lot to me.  I know this is confidential and promise not to say a word about the project but will run it by her as some sort of a hypothetical scenario.  I will ask her if it would affect our relationship if I was inadvertently turned into a woman by some sort of a freak biological accident and see what she says, and that will be the last thing that could possibly affect my decision.  This is Friday and I can let you know Monday.  Can you wait that long?”

Nodding he said, “It’s a life-altering decision and I can wait, but remember that you signed confidentiality agreements and can’t say a thing about the project, understand?”

“You have my word.”

“I look forward to speaking with you on Monday morning,” he said.


Chapter 5

After my meeting with Mr. Branch was over, aka Woody, I headed to the airport to pick up Heather and we immediately headed out to the Four Points area, which personally I had never heard of the place but Clay seemed to have some knowledge of it.  The area had a series of corresponding names, which I found interesting.  North Point was the northern most town and had a series of B&B’s and touristy type shops, and Center Point did as well, which was directly to the south.  The towns of South Point and East Point were not tourist destinations and were more residential and contained a series of fine homes and estates along with ranchettes belonging to city dwellers that used them as their second homes.  Four Points was the county seat of Point County and was also where the area hospital was located and compared to its neighboring towns had more ties to business and industry than tourism.  Interestingly enough the town of Four Points was almost right in the middle but not quite and shared a border with all the other towns, which is probably why it was named Four Points.

According to my boss it was a great weekend getaway, which was one of the reasons I decided to take him up on his offer and make the trip along with my lovely girlfriend Heather.  I figured it would do us good to get away and have a little time together, and after my visit with Mr. Branch earlier that morning it would give me the chance to feel her out, so to speak, and see how she might react if I made the decision to take Woody up on his offer.  Though I could not speak with her directly about the subject, I had an idea of how I would approach it and was pretty sure that would give me a good idea of how she would respond, and my decision would partially be based on that as I really liked her.

Arriving at the B&B in North Point slightly after 1 p.m. we checked into our room, and according to Heather it was the perfect romantic setting, which I was glad to hear as I was looking forward to our time together.  We then headed out to find a place to grab a quick bite to eat as neither one of us had eaten breakfast, so needless to say we were starved.

We found the nicest little tearoom in an antique shop called R&R Antiques and it was the perfect place to have lunch.  Since we were the only customers there, and it was slightly past the lunch hour, we had our choice of tables so we decided to sit on the patio where we enjoyed our meal while watching the world go by.  We were waited on by Rebecca and Rosemary, the sisters who owned the shop as well as Emma who was Rosemary’s wife.  They were all very personable and couldn’t do enough for us as they wanted to make sure we were happy and had everything that we needed.  According to them the café was a recent addition to their business which they decided to add at the insistence of Emma.  She apparently had a lot of experience in the restaurant industry and thought adding a tearoom would help the antique shop’s business and to date had been a success.  The three of them also didn’t hesitate to show us photos of the couple’s brand new bouncing baby boy who had just turned eight months old, and very politely we commented on how cute the child was.

After finishing lunch we walked around town where we browsed through a variety of the stores surrounding the city center.  This included a variety of knickknack shops that seemed to sell a wide range of goods that were destined to end up in one’s regift closet, perfect for when that next wedding or white elephant gift exchange came up in one’s life. However, it was stuff routine to a tourist town like North Point and I didn’t expect anything different and did end up buying a scented candle in one of the stores, mainly because I needed to use the restroom at the time and didn’t want to seem rude by peeing and running.

Afterward we retired to our room where we had a little romance time, which I badly needed, as it had been almost a week since I had seen Heather.  For a young man in his mid-twenties that’s practically like being stranded in the desert as most of the time I would have preferred once a day. 

After taking a nap, as we were exhausted from our hot and heavy rendezvous, we got up, showered, got dressed and went out to dinner about 7:00 p.m.  It was a short walk down the street to a little restaurant that served Greek and Mediterranean food which was recommended to us by Emma, who we had met earlier that day in the tea room at R&R Antiques.  She said that she had worked there for years before she had married Rosemary and that her parents owned the place.  Emma assured us that we wouldn’t be disappointed and being that she knew the town and we didn’t, we decided to give it a try.

It was moderately busy but not excessively when we walked in and according to the hostess there was a short wait.  Deciding to have a drink while we waited, we entered the bar area and were quite surprised when we ran into our three friends from the antique store who invited us to join them and after getting settled in with a drink we began to chat.

“So where’s your baby?” Heather asked.

“Mom’s babysitting at present so we thought we would come over and have drinks.  When you’ve got a little one you don’t have a lot of opportunities to have date nights or alone time, and all-night parties are out of the question.” Emma said.

With a serious look on her face Rosemary looked at Emma and asked, “When did you ever go to all night parties?”

Looking up at the ceiling she then looked at her wife and said, “Okay, let me just say parties,” and the entire group chuckled.

“Not to be nosey but the two of you are married?” Rebecca asked.

“No, we’re just seeing one another,” Heather said quietly.

“So, not yet?” Emma asked.

“Emma!” Rosemary said in a disapproving tone.

“It’s okay, not to worry.  Heather and I have been seeing one another for about eight months, and she’s the most fantastic young woman I’ve ever known,” I said.

“Oh my God, that is so sweet,” Heather said as she turned to me and smiled and then gave me a kiss and said, “I love you Jeremy.”

“I love you too.”

“Table for Heather,” the hostess called out.

“That’s us,” I said as I stood up.

After telling them how much we enjoyed visiting with them we settled up our bar tab or attempted to anyway, but Emma already had her dad take care of the bill.  We then headed to our table, which was a quiet little booth for two, situated where Heather and I could have a little privacy as well as a romantic evening.

After being seated we met our server, a young man named Shawn who promptly introduced himself and then asked us where we were visiting from and proceeded to tell us about the drink specials.  We ended up chatting with him for several minutes before ordering another round of drinks, as well as, an appetizer, which he had recommended.  We decided that we would wait a bit before ordering entrees since we were not in a rush to be anywhere and figured that we would dine European style and make it a long evening.

Sitting there chatting about what was going on in our lives, professional and otherwise, I figured that this was as good a time as any to test the waters, so to speak, and decided to go ahead and run my hypothetical scenario by her and see how she felt.  It might not be a great indicator, but it would give me an idea of how agreeable she might, or might not be to me taking Mr. Branch up on his offer, as it all came down to the question, how would she feel about me if I were a woman instead.

Sitting there I asked, “What did you do last night?”

“I had a quiet evening at home, most of which I spent preparing for this trip.  It always seems like it takes me forever because I don’t want to overpack but then again, I don’t want to under pack either.  Anyway, afterward I climbed into bed, read for a few minutes and then fell asleep pretty quickly.  What about you?”

“Last night some of the staff took me out for dinner and drinks.  I really just wanted to go back to the room but they insisted, and since I’m here to schmooze I figured I had better go along with it, after all Clay sent me on the trip to keep our firm in good graces with Branch Global.”

“Did you have fun?”

Nodding I said, “As a matter of fact I did, they are a great bunch.  Anyway, they didn’t keep me out too late as I was back in the room before 10:00 p.m. and I settled in and found a very interesting movie on cable.  I tried to find the name of it afterward but could not, however, it was quite unusual.”

“What was it about?”

I thought to myself, here goes nothing.

“It was about a young man who was driving home from work one day and was in an accident and was taken to the hospital, where he received a blood transfusion, and several days afterward he somehow transformed into a woman.”

“Wow,” she said while smiling and then chuckled, “That was some kind of movie.”

“It certainly was.”

“I don’t think that’s very likely though, getting turned into a woman as a result of a blood transfusion.”

“Maybe not.”

“So, did he get changed back?”

Shaking my head I said, “No.  A lot of the movie was about him, or should I say her, adapting to her new circumstances and lifestyle with the help of his cousin, as well as the problems surrounding the relationship between him, or should I say her, and the girlfriend.”

“Did his girlfriend leave him?”

“They made it look that way in the movie though they didn’t totally close out the relationship, but just kind of left it hanging, but I was pretty sure it was over.  Close to the end she said that she loved him but was not sure if she could deal with the fact that he was a female as she had fallen in love with him as a man, and not as a woman.”

“Interesting.”

Sitting there pondering our conversation I decided it was time to kick it up a notch and see how she would feel if I was the man who was changed, and she was the girlfriend.

“It certainly was.”

Pausing briefly, I then asked, “So, hypothetical situation, if I were the man who was changed into the woman and you were the girlfriend, how would you react?  Would you stay with me or not?”

Laughing briefly, she said, “Jeremy, you come up with some of the craziest stuff.”

Throwing my hands up in the air I said, “That’s why you’re crazy about me, because I keep your life interesting.”

“Interesting, is not the word,” she said and then we both broke out in laughter.

Our server stopped by our table and dropped off a couple of more drinks, picked up our dirty glasses as well as the empty appetizer dish and plates and said he would be back shortly to take our dinner order if we were ready.  I told him that would be fine to check back with us in a few minutes.

“So, back to my original question, if that happened to me would you stay with me?”

Putting her hand on her chin she said, “Hmmm, I’m going to have to think about this.”

“Take your time.”

After a few moments she said, “Okay, if we were married that would be one thing as I just wouldn’t feel right about splitting up with my husband, or now wife I guess, after they’d just had such a thing happen to them.  For better or worse, right?”

Leaning toward her I asked, “Would you still sleep with me?”

Shaking her head she said, “Probably not, that’s just not my thing.”

With an annoyed look on her face she asked, “You would love that wouldn’t you?”

“Heather!  I don’t think I said a word.  The subject at hand was, would you stay with me if ….”

After laughing momentarily, she cut in and said, “Just kidding.”

“You were kidding that you wouldn’t sleep with me?”

Shaking her head she said, “I wasn’t kidding about that part.”

We sat there quietly for a moment and then she continued, “Like I said, if we were married that’s one thing, but if we were not then that’s another.”

Not satisfied with her answer, as it seemed awfully shallow to me, that in the event I was no longer a man she wouldn’t want to stay with me I asked in a surprised tone, “Really?  You wouldn’t love me any longer, just because I was a girl?”

“Jeremy, we don’t have to worry about any of this because there’s no way it could possibly happen.  You’re not going to get changed into a woman.”

“It’s the principle of the thing, and I just want to make sure that I understand this clearly, as I’m thinking that maybe you’re not understanding my question.”

“I think I understand it fine.”

“So, if on the way back to the B&B tonight I was inadvertently changed into an attractive female after refusing to give money to a destitute homeless woman, who was really an evil witch in disguise, and then put a curse on me to teach me a lesson, you would leave me?”

“Where do you come up with this stuff?  You ought to be a writer.”

“Heather, I am a writer.  A technical writer but one nonetheless.”

“So you are.”

Sitting there staring at her with a solemn look on my face she finally noticed that I was looking at her and turned and asked, “You’re not going to leave me alone until I answer this question, are you?”

After a few seconds she said, “Okay, the answer is, like I said before, if we were married that’s one thing, but if we weren’t that’s another.  You see, like the character you described in the movie I fell in love with Jeremy the man, not the woman, and if that makes me shallow or a bad person then so be it.”

Smiling at her I asked, “Okay, I respect that answer, but expand on that if you will.  What exactly would it be that would cause you not to want to be with me if I was a woman, versus a man, and be specific, okay?”

“You see, I’m attracted to Jeremy the man, and love everything about him and it’s his masculine features that draw me to him, and if he were a she I would not feel that way as that’s not my preference.  Some girls might be okay with that and more power to them, but not me.  Also, I want to have children one day and need and want a husband who will help me raise our kids and will take our son to soccer or little league practice and teach him to be a man.  Then there will be those occasions where we will be invited to a special evening out like a black-tie affair, you know, and we will get all dressed up and I will be wearing a beautiful evening gown, with sequins, that hug my curves perfectly.  My husband, who is so handsome standing there in his tux looks at me, smiles, and tells me how gorgeous I am as I continue to get ready for our evening out.  You see, I want to be the adored one in the relationship, the one who is beautiful in her sparkling dress and matching handbag and don’t want to have to share that with another girl, even if she is my spouse.  Now, with all that being said, one last thing, even if I did stay with you would you really want me to if I was going to be unhappy?”

She then picked up her wine glass and took a huge swig and set it back down on the table and asked, “How’s that for an answer?” and smiled at me warmly.

Wow, that was some kind of answer, and it was heartfelt, and at that moment I had no doubt about where she stood on the topic of me transitioning into a woman, even though I hadn’t asked directly.  I guess some part of me had already known that there was a strong possibility that was where she stood on the matter, but what’s the old saying, you never know until you ask?  And I had asked!  The part she had mentioned about wanting to be the one who gets dolled up, the one who is pretty and adored, really hit home with me because I felt that way too.  I had fantasized about getting dressed up for a fancy to do as long as I could remember.  I had to agree that if I was the woman in a relationship I would want all the attention to myself as well and probably wouldn’t want to share it either. 

I couldn’t damn her in any way for her response because that was how she felt and I had to respect that. The last thing I want is for her to stay with me and be unhappy, because you know the old saying, If momma’s not happy then nobody’s happy. 

The question was, did I love Heather more or did I love the possibility of finally being able to become the real me, Andrea, the woman that I had dreamed of becoming for over two decades and now the opportunity to do that was right in front of me?

I definitely had some soul searching to do as her answer was definitely a potential game-changer which meant I had an important decision to make and fast.  When you get down to it two days is not a lot of time to make a choice of such magnitude, especially when you’re trying to make a difficult decision such as the one I had before me.  Do you choose the woman you love or the life you’ve been wishing for as long as you can remember? 


Chapter 6

Heather and I spent the night in North Point and then spent the next day checking out the greater area which included Four Points as well as Center Point and then spent one more night at the B&B in North Point before leaving the next morning to return home.  Dropping the rental car at Four Points Regional Airport the two of us flew home on one of those small commuter jets, and in a very reasonable amount of time.  Landing about 3:45 p.m. Heather and I kissed, agreed that we would text one another later, and then both headed home, each of us taking ride shares back to our individual apartment via Suber.

After getting back to my apartment I immediately started a load of laundry as it seemed that I had dirtied up a good amount of clothes during my time away, and with the work week coming up the next day I wanted to be ready and not run short of apparel.  Since arriving home I had not switched into girl mode as I had been so busy and being that I was kind of tired from the weekend and traveling I was probably not going to that evening, as converting to Andrea takes a lot of work.

At 7:02 p.m. there was a knock at my door and I had no idea who it could be since I wasn’t expecting anyone.  Upon pulling it open I was surprised to see Haywood Branch standing there smiling at me, and as I scanned him I noticed that he was much more casual than on Friday as he was wearing a white shirt which was tucked into his jeans and a tweed jacket.

“Woody?”

“Jeremy, I hope I’m not intruding but wanted to know if I could stop by for a minute and talk.”

“Sure,” I said enthusiastically, “Come on in.”

As he entered, I invited him to have a seat on the couch and then sat down directly across from him in a chair.  I had a good idea of why he was visiting me but was definitely not expecting it as on Friday he said that I had until Monday morning to make my mind up regarding the procedure.

“How did you figure out where I lived?”

“Our company has a subscription to a lookup service, and we can pretty much find anyone, anywhere.  So, all I did was login, type in your name and found your address.”

I guess I should not have been surprised as none of us really have any privacy in this day and time and every bit of our personal information is available to anyone at any time including our address, age, birth date, email and phone number.

“Oh, would you like something to drink?” I asked.

“No thanks.”

“I’m definitely surprised to see you.”

“I was in town on business and was getting ready to start back to the airport to head home and then thought I would stop in and see if you were home.”

Sitting back, I asked, “I guess you are here to see if I have made a decision?”

“No, as I originally told you I didn’t need an answer until tomorrow.  However, I just thought I would stop in and see how your weekend went as you said it would be a factor in your decision-making process.  Did it go well and give you a clear direction on what you would like to do?”

Shaking my head I said, “Woody, I’ve got to admit, I am so torn as to what to do.”

“Oh yeah?”

Explaining to him the hypothetical situation that I had run by my girlfriend over the weekend and how she had answered when I presented it to her, I felt pretty sure that in the event that I went through with the procedure and became a biological female she would no longer be interested in a future with me.  I also told him that I loved her and did not want to lose her, but I had been envisioning how great it would be to be a woman all of my life and I never dreamed it would be possible.  Additionally, I told him that I was worried that if I didn’t take advantage of his offer I might regret it, as I’d been wishing to become Andrea for as long as I could remember.

After I finished talking, we sat there silently for a bit. There wasn’t a lot to say as I was at a crossroads and wasn’t sure which way to proceed as either direction would be hard.

“Jeremy, I don’t want to influence you one way or the other, but might I share a story with you that may be relevant.  It may not be exactly where you are, but I figure it’s worth telling.”

Nodding I said, “Please do, because I need all the help I can get.”

“A few years ago there was a young man who enjoyed feminine apparel in his spare time and on top of that he had always dreamed of becoming a woman, and had felt that way as long as he could remember.  He didn’t want to be a girl because he was attracted to men, as he liked females, however he just couldn’t help himself and every part of him screamed I am a girl and that was how he felt.  It was who and what he thought he was, as he felt as though he were a female, a member of the opposite sex, and he felt very comfortable with the belief that was what he was down deep inside.  As the story goes he met a young woman who was nineteen years old, as he was, and they just happened to fall in love and they got married, and soon had a child.  A few years later she found out about his secret, that he enjoyed getting dolled up and being a girl from time to time.”

“What happened?”

Shaking his head he said, “His wife was having none of that as she thought him dressing as a woman was not masculine and told him that he should be ashamed of himself and there was no way she was going to let her child be raised around someone like that.  She gave him a choice of giving it up and staying together, and if not, they were finished,” and as he finished speaking he sat there silently.  As I observed him sitting there it seemed that he had become a little emotional telling me about this incident, as it must have been someone close to him, and I began to wonder if he was actually talking about himself or someone else.

“Woody, what did he do?”

“Thinking that he would try and be a good husband to his wife and a good father to his child he decided that he would put it all behind him and keep his family together, as that was the right thing to do.  At first, he was successful at suppressing the urges to dress femme, but as time went on he couldn’t resist.  Those who are cursed, or blessed, take your pick of the word you want to use, are born with it and can never really escape it as it is essentially a drive or need, and it will always surface, it’s just a matter of when.  Ever heard the old expression that you can run but you can’t hide?”

I nodded and said, “Your description is amazing, and it is true, you can put if off for a while but it’s never really gone, as it’s always there, and will come up for air at some point.”

“Exactly Jeremy, it’s part of you, and me, and all of us who were born as such, and as we grow up and become a man, the little girl inside of us does as well and matures into a woman and she is always there.”

“So, what happened to your friend that you were telling me about?  You said eventually it came back?”

He nodded and said, “After it came back, he was able to keep it a secret for many years and did it only on business trips when he was away so he wouldn’t get caught by his wife.  Finally, about five years ago he just couldn’t take it any longer and felt as though he was about to explode, and at that point decided to file for divorce.  The pressure was just too great and he felt he was living a lie and doing a disservice to everyone, himself, his wife, and child, as he felt he needed to start living for himself, and by doing that he could be a greater benefit to all parties.”

Sitting there silently for a few moments I finally asked, “Woody, do I know this person?”

As he smiled at me, I returned his smile as I knew the answer; he was talking about himself, as whom else could it have been.

“So how did it go?  Are you still in contact with your child?”

Nodding briefly he said, “Yes, and we have what I would call a decent relationship.  A minimal one but a relationship nonetheless, as my former spouse has been a negative factor and has taken every opportunity to undermine it.  However, I’m not going to complain one bit, despite the fact that she is a complete and total bitch.  I really and truly have struggled at every turn to maintain a good relationship with her and give her anything and everything that she wanted and I hate to say this as it’s such an overused phrase but, it’s complicated?”

We both burst into laughter as what he had said was true, it’s complicated was an expression that was and has been overused for some time especially when it comes to asking one what their personal situation was when it comes to love, marriage and relationships.

“Like I said, it’s not my intention to influence you in any way, I swear to God, as this is your choice to make as it truly is the rest of your life, one way or another.  Everyone has their own journey to take as every situation is not the same.  Some like us simply like to dress as a girl from time to time and then like going back to being a man, while others wish they were a biological woman and still like women, and finally there are those who wish they were a lady so they could attract and be with those of the opposite sex.  We are a complicated bunch.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, that’s true, and that’s putting it mildly.”

Standing up he reached into his back pocket and presented me with a business card which he flipped over as he handed it to me and said, “Here’s my cell, please call me by noon tomorrow, okay?”

Looking at the card I then returned my gaze to him and said, “Woody, I appreciate you stopping by as I was really confused and definitely needed someone to talk to. I had no clue what I was going to do.  But now, since talking to you, I have a pretty good idea how this needs to play out in the best interest of all parties, as that’s probably the responsible thing to do.”

Shaking hands with me he said, “You’re a good man, or should I say, good woman?”

As he finished speaking we both broke into laughter and gave one another a quick guy hug, and as I opened the door for him he stepped outside, turned and said, “Talk to you soon,” and I nodded and replied, “Before lunch tomorrow.”

Closing the door I sat down on the couch and began to think about the conversation that we had just had, and about the awesome responsibility that I had to myself as well as Heather as far as making the right decision.  It would be completely irresponsible to make the wrong choice as we were both young and each of us had the rest of our lives before us, and the worst thing I could do was choose an option which might result in many wasted years for both of us.  After my talk with Woody, I had a pretty good idea of what I needed to do.  His words hadn’t told me what I should do but had made me realize that I already knew the truth as you see, I already knew what I wanted as well as what was right for me, which was the most important thing of all.  Sometimes you just need a little reminding, as Woody’s story had provided me with in a roundabout way, and everything becomes clear.

I knew exactly what I needed to do; however, I was not looking forward to it, as decisions that are the right ones are not always the easiest.


Chapter 7

It has been six months since my transition was complete and it was a 100% success.  The process accomplished exactly what I’d hoped for, which was changing me into the woman I had always wished to be, down to the last detail.  With my new body I was now the young woman with Mediterranean features I had always dreamed of being as I stood 5’1, was thin and petite, had the most beautiful long black hair, sparkling green emerald eyes, a pair of firm breasts with small to medium size dark nipples that were right between a b and a c cup, a nice round rear end that truly filled out whatever I was wearing but was also tasteful and not too big, while my foot size was a 5 and I also had the prettiest and daintiest feet, and not to mention my skin as it was the most perfect olive tint you had ever seen.

After becoming Andrea I wasted no time in assembling a wardrobe for the new me as I certainly couldn’t use any of the women’s clothes that I had worn in my previous life as none of them fit.  This gave me an excuse to buy myself a whole new collection of cute dresses, shoes, undergarments and more and it was super exciting to be able to own so many new pretty and girly things and best of all I didn’t have to hide them I could wear them openly.  Except for the bras and panties of course.

You’re probably saying okay, enough with that, what happened?  I want to hear all the gory details as to how it all fell in place.  Okay, so here goes.

I worked it out with Woody to where I could have a fresh start and they offered me a job at Branch Global doing almost exactly what I had been doing before.  Clay wasn’t happy that I left but was content that my visit secured the firm future business, and with that he was satisfied.  Besides it was just as well as I felt I had nothing to stay behind for anyway, not even family.  My dad was deceased, and my mom had gotten remarried a few years back to a member of the U.S. Foreign Service and they spent most of their time abroad, and finally, my sister was on active duty and stationed out of the country as well. 

With that being said, the new me needed a fresh environment where I could start anew as Andrea and any old baggage from the past such as my former identity would ever be an issue.

After I had the new job in place I told Heather that I had accepted a position with Mr. Branch and I would be moving away.  She was quite emotional and said she didn’t want me to leave as she loved me and truly wanted us to be together, and thought that maybe she could eventually follow me as there was no reason she couldn’t find a job in the surrounding area where I would be located.  I told her to first let me make the move and make sure that everything was going to work out and we could work that out later.  We did plan that we would travel back and forth and visit one another until she was able to move but that never happened as every time that she tried to plan a trip I told her that something came up and we would need to reschedule.  After a few months of me continuously being unavailable she finally texted me and said that she was sorry but she had met someone and was breaking up with me.  She also said that was the last thing that she wanted to do but it seemed that since my move I had been acting like a dick and never had any time to see her and she suspected that I had a new girlfriend.  As I read that message it was somewhat of a relief. I knew she wouldn’t be alone for long because she was way too pretty to stay single and any man would have been glad to have had her, and I was so sorry that it couldn’t have been me. 

I was really glad it happened as it did because I was always sentimental and would never have broken up with her except in person and the thought of telling her it was over filled me with dread and I would have never have been able to have stood seeing her cry.  At the sight of her tears I might have called the whole thing off and stayed with her, cheating her as well as myself out of the futures we each had ahead of us.  It was the best and only thing to do as she could never have accepted me as Andrea and I knew that, even before our trip to North Point, and that’s okay. We should all really and truly respect one another’s beliefs and feelings as anything else is completely unfair.  I am happy that she met someone as she’s a fantastic young woman who deserves all the happiness in the world.

Since my move I have met a couple of new girlfriends, and I don’t mean that in the romantic sense of the word but in the friend way.  Throughout my life I had never felt that I’d had many friends and none of who I truly felt close to, but the new ladies that I’ve developed friendships with are different and I feel so comfortable being around them.  Finally, I feel that I have real friends with whom I have things in common as they are like my sisters and being with and around them make me truly feel as though I fit in with a group of individuals for the first time in my life.

One of my friends, Bethany, actually set me up on a blind date with her brother who picked me up and took me out to dinner.  Being as I was attracted to females, romantically, going out with a man was the last thing that I had ever planned to do, however he was funny, smart, and very charming, and we had a fantastic time.  Bethany told me that he really liked me and would like to ask me out again but he’s not as yet.  If he does I may just have to say yes because he’s a nice guy and I think we could become friends if nothing else, plus, I can’t turn down a free meal now, can I?  That wouldn’t make good financial sense.  I do have to admit one thing, for some reason, and I never thought I would say this, he’s kind of cute.  I don’t know why, but he is.  Maybe my female hormones are having an effect on me or something?

For the first time in my life I feel like the real me, the one that’s been waiting an eternity to be born, and the only word I can use to describe it is, complete. I no longer have to hide or pretend to be someone I’m not as I have finally arrived and the feeling is absolutely incredible.  However, I didn’t get here without a cost. When I moved, I left behind my whole life, most especially, the woman who I loved with all my heart.  I still think of her from time to time, but less and less each day, as time truly is the great healer.  I still do not regret my decision as it was best for all parties, she and I, and in the end I received what I desired as well as desperately needed, but like all things worth having it didn’t come without paying
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