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THE ULTIMATE WISH
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CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Would anyone ever believe me if I told them the truth? I’ve been in hiding for more days than I can count. The path that got me here started around the first snow last year. As I write these words, there are insects chirping in the background on a hot summer evening. I’ll share how I got here.

There were rotten leaves on the forest’s edge of my family’s estate. It hadn’t stopped raining for two days. I hated cold rains. They kept me trapped in the house with my judgmental parents. I was twenty-two years old and had graduated from university the previous spring. I had to study hospitality management and business, even though my heart wanted zoology. Working with animals had always been my dream, but my parents wanted my brother and me to take over the family business. We had no other choice.

I stood from where I was sitting. I had to leave my bedroom. If I stared at the wet forest any longer, it would send me into a spiral of depression. My parents wanted me to live a life I had no desire to lead. It didn’t help that my brother, Arthur, seemed eager to take over the family business. I pleaded with my parents several times to let him have everything, but they refused.

Linda and Alfred were the types to get their way. We lived in a small city in Kentucky, and my parents felt the town’s royalty. The king and queen of Chesterfield. Didn’t they know how pathetic they looked telling everyone all they owned everywhere they went? I hated it when I was little, and I hate it even more as an adult.

Melissa, our housekeeper, was in the kitchen prepping dinner when I went downstairs. She set her knife down and came over to me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders. She knew how much I hated my life. It killed her watching how my parents forced me down a path I didn’t want to take, but she’d never spoken a word to them about it. I didn’t blame her. They paid well. “Alex, you never smile anymore,” she said.

I shrugged. Maybe if the sun were out, I wouldn’t feel so gloomy, but rain continued to patter against the windows. I had a car, but where could I go when I was supposed to be typing paperwork for the family business?

Melissa shook her head and went back to her cutting board. She hated tardiness. I’d never once seen her finish a chore late. “You have to tell your parents the truth,” she said.

“They’ll never accept it,” I said. Melissa wasn’t talking about my desire for zoology over hospitality. She was referring to my wishes to transition. Melissa has been around the house and our family for a long time. She was the only person who knew I was transgender.

I told her I thought I was born in the wrong body for the first time when I was eighteen. It was shortly after graduating from high school. It seemed like the perfect time to begin my transition, but I never had the courage. One night at dinner all those years ago, I brought up a trans actress who’d been in the news, and my parents reacted with utter disgust. They went on and on about how happy they were to have two cis-gendered, straight boys as children.

It was one of the most painful memories of my life. That night made me wrap up those wishes for a transition and bury them in the deepest parts of my soul. I told Melissa about that night a few months after it happened. She held me and cried the tears I could no longer shed. Too many nights had been spent in the darkness of my bedroom, crying over my controlled reality.

“You don’t know until you try,” said Melissa. “It’s been years, and you aren’t some actress. You’re their child. It’s different.”

I shook my head. Melissa didn’t see the hate in their eyes when they ridiculed trans individuals. I was too afraid to tell them the truth. I could wait until they died… or run away. The idea had been floating through my mind for months. I could run to a far corner of the nation. If I they couldn’t find me, they wouldn’t be able to control my life. “Disappearing is a better option.”

Horror crossed Melissa’s face. She shook her head and dropped her knife again, coming around to where I was sitting. “How could you say that? It’s not true. I don’t know what I’d do if you disappeared.”

“Keep working,” I said.

Melissa stared at me with hurt eyes, but we both knew there was nothing she could do to control me. We both knew she wouldn’t quit the job she had with my parents. Not when she had her own kids to worry about. Melissa cared about me, but I wasn’t her blood. She would learn to live without me in her life.

“I love you, Alex, but you need to lose that attitude.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Do you mind if I work here today?”

“Not at all.” Melissa kissed me on the side of the head. I went to my bedroom to grab my laptop. Melissa had a glass of lemonade sitting at the kitchen table. I put in my headphones to finish the paperwork my father had assigned me for Clark Hospitality. We were the Clarks. My father couldn’t understand why I didn’t want to take over what he’d built. He couldn’t grasp why I might want to branch off and build a name for myself outside of some restaurants and hotels my parents gifted me.

Melissa and I worked the next few hours. I finished the work my father had asked. The only good thing about working for Clark Hospitality was they let me work from home a few days each week. I hated living with my parents still, but the house was big enough to avoid them when it wasn’t dinnertime.

“Would you like me to set the table?” I asked.

“I would love that,” she said. “You’re the only one who ever offers to help.”

I grabbed the plates and silverware Melissa had placed on the kitchen island. I took them to the dining room. A pang of loathing shot through my body each time I set a plate on the table. How long could I honestly pretend to be happy in this house? How long could I ignore my natural desires to become a woman? It wasn’t my fault I’d been born in the wrong body. Why should I let my parents dictate what I do with what little time I may have on Earth?

My parents arrived from work. My brother walked through the door after a day at school. I was sitting at the table scrolling through social media, even though I didn’t care about any of the posts I saw. Telling my parents the truth and demanding they listen was the only thought on my mind.

“Thank you for emailing me those papers. We’re building something incredible,” my father said and patted me on the shoulder. “Clark Hospitality will be across Kentucky by the time you boys take over.”

Arthur grinned at our father’s comment. I mumbled to show my father I heard him. He looked at me with the disappointment I ignored every day. He knew hospitality and business weren’t for me. I wanted to be out in the world researching different animals or helping the ones in our own backyard. My soul was too adventurous to peer over numbers to evaluate metrics. I didn’t care how many guests dined or slept at our establishments.

Melissa came in with enormous platters for us to share, as she did every night. She always made herself a plate before serving us so she could eat in the kitchen and watch videos on her phone. Sometimes we could hear her talking to her husband or kids. She only sat with us on special occasions. She also sat with us if her family was over for a get together.

I met Melissa’s eyes as she placed the last dish on the table, and her message was as clear as a cloudless day. It was still sprinkling outside, but I couldn’t wait any longer. My father had spent his life living his dreams. Why couldn’t I do the same?

We were halfway through dinner when the words slipped from my mouth. “I was born in the wrong body. I’m transgender.”

Arthur’s eyes widened. He looked at our parents. My mother, Linda, choked on a bite of mashed potatoes. She spat them into her napkin. My father, Alfred, dropped his utensils. He gripped the edge of the table. I sat there motionless as I waited for them to respond. We’d dove into the deep end, and I was prepared to swim; far, far away from my family if necessary.

“That isn’t funny, Alex. We don’t have enough energy for your jokes.”

“Why does it have to be a joke, father?”

“Please, Alex. Button up those lips and eat your food.”

My mother could be such a prude. She made the most hateful comments about anything outside the straight and narrow. All her friends were the same. My brother was staring at his plate as though it held the pages of a naughty magazine.

“I’m through hiding. You can accept me or not. The choice is yours.”

“No son of mine is becoming a girl,” my father said in the sternest voice I’d ever heard leave his mouth.

I looked at my mother, but she turned her eyes away from me. My brother was just as worthless. His eyes focused on the food he hadn’t touched since I opened mouth. I had no allies. Everyone was under my father’s spell. I stood and threw my napkin on my food. “Fine. If you can’t accept me for who I am, you don’t—” No more words could leave my lips. What threat could I make to people who didn’t want me to live my best life?

I turned to walk away from the table. My dad hollered after me. “You’re nothing without our money.” He laughed and laughed as I walked away from the dining room with a bowed head. I went to my bedroom and didn’t leave it for the rest of the night.

Tears ran from my eyes, but a plan formulated in my head. My parents acted like they didn’t care. I would show them how much they did. I texted a friend. She agreed to meet the following day. I got to my knees and prayed my friend would have a way to help.

***

I told my friend to meet me at a park where there were few cameras. The rain had stopped. It was cloudy, but the temperature wasn’t too cold. I overheard a couple walking past me talking about how much they wanted it to snow. My friend’s name was Christine Brewster. We met in college over a shared love of animals. She came from a poor family. I went to her house once, which was a trailer, and there were chickens and pigs running around. They had rabbits in cages. Ate them all.

“Alex,” Christine said when I turned the corner on the trail. She was sitting on a bench in front of a fountain. We always met at the same place, but it’d been a long time since I saw her. “It’s so great to see you. It’s been forever.”

“I know. My dad has been working me like crazy. How have you been?”

“Great,” she said. “I’ve been working in a lab part time and tutoring when they don’t have hours.”

“That’s great. Should we head to the coffee shop?”

“Yeah, I’m thirsty.” We walked the short distance to the edge of the park. The coffee shop was across the street.

I ordered a coffee from the cute server who came by to take my order. I wished he saw me as a girl and not a boy, but my parents wouldn’t let me do what I needed most. “There’s a reason I asked to meet.”

Christine leaned forward in her chair. “What is it?” The handsome server came back with my café au lait. He had the black tea Christine had ordered. I lifted my coffee to my lips and took a sip before continuing.

“There’s something you never knew about me, Christine.”

She leaned back in her chair like she was afraid of what I might say. “Tell me before my heart explodes.”

“I was born the wrong sex. I’m trans.”

Christine tilted her head to the side. “I thought you were gay.”

I shook my head. There had been a few guys in my life, but it never felt right. I wanted to be a woman in their eyes. I didn’t want a man who wanted other men. “No, I’m not. Not exactly. I know it’s confusing, but that wasn’t what I wanted to talk about.”

“You dropped a big bomb on me, Alex. What am I supposed to say?”

“If you have a problem with me being trans, you can leave.”

She waved her hands in the air. “No, Alex. Is it okay if I call you Alex?”

I nodded. “Many people change their name, but I think I’ll keep mine. It works either way. Maybe I’ll change my last name if I ever get away from my family.”

Christine nodded and took a sip of her tea. Her eyes bounced around the room. It looked like she was seeing if anyone was listening to our conversation. I wondered if me telling her I was trans changed the dynamic between us. It was hard to know how Christine felt because she avoided confrontation at any cost. She would bury her true feelings before telling me something she thought would hurt me.

“Have you always known?”

“A part of me has, yes.”

“I’m sorry your family isn’t accepting of it,” she said.

Her concern was authentic. I relaxed my shoulders and reminded myself Christine was one of the closest allies I had. There weren’t many people I could trust. “It’s okay. That’s not your burden to bear.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?”

I had come up with a plan after my father laughed at me. If he didn’t want me trans, how would he feel if I was close to dead? “Yes, there is.”

“What?”

“I need you to help me fake an abduction for ransom money.” I spoke in a whisper, but there was no doubt Christine heard me. Her eyes widened. She shook her head. “I know. I know, Christine. It’s a lot for me to ask.”

Christine grabbed her bag and moved like she was going to stand up, but I begged her to stay. She sighed and remained across from me. Her eyes were not happy. “What you’re asking could send me to jail. Even planning something like that could get us in trouble.”

“Please, Christine. It’s the only way I can have everything I most want.” I stared at Christine with pleading eyes. She crossed her arms over her chest. We sipped our drinks. I could tell she was interested after the initial shock faded, but what I hadn’t expected was for Christine to come up with a plan so quickly.

“Let’s get out of here, and I’ll tell you what we’ll do.”

I hopped out of my seat and followed Christine to her car, where she gave me a rundown of her ideas and how much she would want from my father. “You think he can handle two hundred fifty thousand?”

“Let’s hope so,” I said. My heart was racing, but faking an abduction for money felt like the greatest idea I’d ever conceived.


CHAPTER TWO

“This is our last chance to stop what’s about to happen,” Christine said as we walked toward the mall’s exit. I shook my head and told her I wanted to continue with our plan. If I was ever going to strut around malls as a girl before middle age, I would have to take things to the extreme.

A week had passed since my father laughed at me for telling him I was given the wrong body at birth. He hadn’t looked at me the same after dinner that night, but we went on working as nothing happened. Maybe deep down they knew I was telling the truth but didn’t want to accept it. Either way, we had to continue with the plan we’d made. “I only want one hundred thousand. You three can split the rest.”

“Okay, let’s make it happen. You sure he’s going to pay?”

In the end, I could never be one-hundred percent positive about anything with my father. He was unpredictable. The money was pennies to him, but I was far from his favorite child. “I can only hope he loves me that much.”

“Your mother will make him,” said Christine. I wasn’t sure my mom would make my dad pay. She probably hated queer people more than him. I couldn’t tell Christine that the truth was I didn’t know what my parents would do.

We were mere feet from the mall’s exit, and my heartbeat was picking up speed. Was I crazy for having Christine’s sister and her boyfriend abduct me for ransom money? There were a few thousand dollars in my checking account, but I would need more than that to move across the country and have the surgeries I wanted.

“Will you hold my hand?”

Christine glanced at me with an odd expression, but she relented and took my hand. My palm was sweaty against hers. I thought about running away. Giving up on the plan, but I kept moving forward. It all happened so fast. The moments that changed my life forever. If I knew what was to come, I’m not sure I would do it again, but I couldn’t change what happened next.

A purple minivan crept up behind us. Christine never told me what vehicle they drove, but my gut told me it was them. I squeezed Christine’s hand. She kept a steady face.

John Jones was his name. He slid open the side door of the purple minivan, jumped out, and grabbed me. Christine let go of my hand and kept walking. She didn’t look at me as John slammed the door closed with his hand over my mouth. I was positive nobody besides Christine saw what happened.

Sara, Christine’s sister, drove at a steady speed. John tied me with rope and taped my mouth. I thought it was over-the-top, but we were only starting our journey together. The darkest hours of my abduction were yet to come. The last part of the ride I remember was John standing over me with a syringe before injecting it into the side of my neck.

***

We were in a basement when John shook me awake. There were bars over the windows. A door with a padlock at the bottom of the stairs. I knew then they planned on keeping me down there as long as it took to get the money. I hoped my father paid sooner than later. The smell of mildew was already making me sick.

“Morning, princess. Your parents better come through. No funny business,” said John. He was smoking a cigarette, adding to the nauseating smells of the basement.

Sara stood in front of John. She looked like any other girl one would see on the street. Plain, unbrushed hair pulled back into a ponytail. An old t-shirt. Faded, over-washed jeans. She took the cigarette from John and inhaled, blowing the smoke in my face. She looked like she thought she was so sexy, but I’d be so much hotter as a girl.

“I hate rich people,” Sara said.

She flicked her cigarette. Some ashes landed on me. They had me tied up still, so I couldn’t move. I didn’t know what to tell her. Neither of us chose our families.

“We’re going to have to make you black and blue before we send some ransom photos.”

I shrugged. “Do what you must.”

John stood and took his cigarette back before punching me square in the eye. I fell back to the floor. John kicked me in the stomach. The side. The stomach again. I coughed and spat up fluids. He picked me up and punched me several more times in the face. He untied me and took off my shirt to show how he’d bruised my midsection.

They had handcuffs and locked me around a basement pole. Sara stood in my face, smoking another cigarette while she snapped pictures of me with her phone. They sent my father a message using a burner phone with the location turned off to tell him they wanted a quarter of a million. They added a note that if he sent police, they would cut off my fingers and toes. Or kill me.

“Ooh, we already have a reply,” Sara said when the phone vibrated a few minutes after she’d sent the photos. I knew it was bad when Sara’s beaming face turned into a dark cloud of anger. She stomped across the basement and put the phone in my face. “Read this,” she hissed.

Alfred Clark: Is this a joke? Tell Alex to stop playing games and come home. I don’t care who you are. You aren’t getting any money, no matter how much you beat up my son. I know important people across Kentucky. You really want to mess with me?

John told her to give him the phone. He read the message, clearly as angry as she was. My father was playing his hand. I knew he wouldn’t cave easily. “Give him time. He won’t part with his money until he knows it’s serious.”

“You’re right,” John said. He still had the hard face of a pissed-off man, but it looked like an idea hit him. “We’ll leave you down here for a few days and see how his tune changes. Let’s disable all our shit.” John was looking at Sara across the room.

She nodded. “Yeah, we don’t want them tracking us here. We knew something like this might happen. That’s why we had a deadbolt put on this door.”

“Could you at least uncuff me? I’ll behave,” I said.

John and Sara shared a look. In the end, they agreed to uncuff me. They told me they would give me two meals a day. They gave me coloring books, sudoku, and a deck of cards. There was a laundry machine in the basement and other random stuff, but it looked like they’d prepared for me to stay there.

“Hope you like sleeping in the basement,” said Sara.

“I’ll make it work. Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t thank us until we get the money.”

“He’ll come around.”

“You better hope he does,” said John. He put his hand in my face. Sara took it, and they went upstairs, locking me in the basement. I had no idea where I was. I woke up in the basement after John injected me with something when we were minutes away from the mall. We could have driven two more minutes or many more miles. It was impossible to know.


CHAPTER THREE

“What are we going to do with him? We can’t keep him here,” said John. I could hear them arguing above me. I heard a lot of their conversations. They weren’t without a listener when they made love. There was zero insulation between the two floors.

“His dad is coming around,” said Sara.

“No, he’s not. He’s waiting until we slip up or tracks us down to call his cop friends,” yelled John. “It’s not worth it. Let’s pull the plug.”

“Give it one more day,” said Sara. She was begging, but I thought John was probably right about my father. He would much rather send a few cops than pay a quarter of a million. I had to find a way out of here before John killed me. I could see the mania in his eyes growing every time he came into the basement.

A scream erupted from John’s mouth. It sounded like a man at his limit. I had screamed like that before in the forest behind my family’s estate. Those days I couldn’t handle the pressure my parents put on my shoulders to take over the family business. It was the only choice we had as Clark kids. If only I reveled in the inheritance like my brother Arthur.

I heard John’s footsteps on the stairs. He threw open the door. I had been his punching bag since ending up in this basement, wherever it might be. All I knew was I had seen four sunsets and sunrises through the small rectangular windows. John flexed his arms and fists as he stormed across the room toward me. “Let’s send your dad some more photos.”

Sara came running downstairs. “John, no. Don’t!”

“Shut up,” John said. He threw his hand back and slapped Sara as she was approaching him. She screeched and held her face. John glared at her before turning back to me. “Maybe I’ve been too easy on you. How would you like to lose a finger? A toe?”

I stared at John without fear. If I went back home, nothing would change. He could take as many fingers and toes as he wanted. I was nothing if I couldn’t be who I most desired. “Take what you want. I’m not afraid of you.”

John grunted. He balled up his fist and struck me. I fell to the floor and coughed up blood. A third tooth had fallen out. John grabbed me by my hair and punched me in the face. Sara stood on the sidelines. I could tell she wished she could turn back the clock, but we were all in this together. When one tripped, we all fell.

“Take some pictures,” John hollered at Sara. She grabbed their burner phone and snapped some pictures of me slumped against the wall. John told her to send them to my father with a threatening message about cutting off my fingers and toes. My dad hated people who were all bark and no bite. John would have to take a toe or finger if he wanted my father to take him seriously.

John turned to me as Sara typed away on the phone. She was crying as her fingers moved across the cell phone’s screen. “If your father doesn’t give us money, I’m dumping you in a river. Dead.”

“Do your worst,” I said.

Sara lifted her eyes, looking at me as though I’d lost my mind. I felt bad for getting everyone involved in my fake abduction, but John was insane. He couldn’t handle the responsibility of holding a hostage. Sara announced she’d sent the message. She grabbed at John to get him upstairs, but he shook her off. He got in my face, jabbing his fingers in the air like a manic. “I’m going to kill you.” He said the phrase on repeat.

Sara was crying, but I felt like stone. I felt like I was already dead after being locked for four days in the mildewy basement.

“Please, John. Let’s wait for the reply upstairs. He’s close to caving.”

“If your father doesn’t respond in the next two hours, you’re dead.”

I knew John intended to make good on his threat but shrugged as a response. John growled, threw up his hands, and left the basement. Sara looked at me and shook her head before following John up the steps, locking the deadbolt after she closed the door.

***

Two hours passed, and my father continued to refuse to pay the ransom, but I had a plan. If I could help it, I wouldn’t let John kill me. I couldn’t. Not before I felt the magic of being a woman. I promised myself during those two dreadful hours of waiting for my father to respond that if I got out of the basement alive, I would never bury my desires again. Nobody could stop me from becoming the woman I felt within me.

While John and Sara were upstairs, I tried to think of what there was in the basement to help. There was an old wooden mirror. It was on the damp concrete floor with its glass facing the wall. It was probably invisible to anyone who frequented the area, but I noticed it a couple of days before. I didn’t want to hurt the people who’d tried to help me, but John meant to kill me. I saw it in his eyes.

“Times up,” John announced. He must have been standing at the top of the stairs. I heard his heavy footsteps coming toward me. I took a deep breath, lifted the mirror, and threw it against the floor in the boiler room. “What was that?” John screamed.

I picked up a piece of the broken glass. It cut my hand, but I ignored the blood. I grabbed two more shards of glass and stuffed them into the pockets of the shorts I was wearing. I lifted a piece of the wood frame as well.

John was at the last step as I raced toward the door. He threw it open, and I stabbed him in the side with glass before I could think twice. Sara was right behind him. She screamed when she saw what I did, but I couldn’t let her get away. I pulled the glass out of John and stabbed him once more. He hollered and stumbled away from me further into the basement. He fell to the floor as he tried to examine his wound.

I took the moment to grab at Sara’s legs before she could get away. I pulled on her ankle. She fell to the stairs. I cut myself by pulling a shard of glass from my pocket, but I had to get her in the basement. Sara screamed as I used all my strength to pull her toward me. I looked behind me. John was still struggling, but he would get to his feet in a few seconds.

I cut Sara with the glass. A long slit down her leg. She gave up fighting me as I beat her with a piece of wood. I felt terrible for hitting a woman, but I was fighting for my life. I got her into the basement just as John was getting to his feet. He hollered as I closed the door and locked the deadbolt. I took one breath before John’s fist was slamming against the closed door.

I dropped the glass with my fingerprints and Sara’s blood. If they called the cops, my father had plenty of evidence they were keeping me hostage in their basement. I still did not know where I was, but I had to run. If I stayed, they would kill me.

I got upstairs, and the house was as dingy as the basement. The kitchen hadn’t been updated in decades. My eyes landed on something familiar atop the kitchen table. They had my wallet with my credit card and ID pulled out. Were they stupid enough to order something with my credit card to this address? No wonder my father wasn’t paying the ransom. My debit card was in my name, but everyone in the family had a credit card linked to his account.

Without stopping longer than a few seconds, I grabbed the wallet and sprinted out the door. John was still banging on the door at the bottom of the steps.

It was freezing outside, and I was wearing basketball shorts and a t-shirt. They’d made me change into some of John’s clothes after mine stank. I had no shoes on. Little rocks from the pavement dug into my feet, but I ran and kept running until I found a fast-food restaurant.

I hope no idea where I was, but it looked a lot more urban than Chesterfield. I wondered if it was a suburb of Louisville. Wherever it was, I’d never been there.

Nobody questioned me as I snuck in the side door of the fast-food restaurant. I dug the glass out of my pockets and tossed them into the trash. I went to the bathroom and washed up in the sink. A few patrons looked at me with concerned eyes but said nothing. I snuck out the door closest to the bathrooms and walked down the street.

My debit card had money on it, and my father had no access to that account. After twelve minutes of walking in the cold, I couldn’t resist walking into a convenient store I saw. They had socks, but I would still need shoes. They told me there was a clothing store half a mile down the road. It was a busy road, but I would have to risk it.

Luckily, neither John nor Sara appeared as I walked. Snowflakes fell from the air, but it was too warm for them to stick. The clothing store also accepted my debit card. I bought a sweater, pants, and shoes. I glanced at the receipt when the cashier handed it to me but had no idea where the town was located. It was still Kentucky, but I felt lost. Embarrassed. Afraid. “Excuse me, but where in Kentucky are we?”

She told me the name of the town I saw on the receipt. “Where which city is near here? Louisville? Lexington? Bowling Green?”

“Louisville,” the young woman said and laughed. “Are you okay?”

“I will be,” I said, and for the first time I believed it. “Is there a cell phone store around here?”

“Yeah, like three doors down.”

I thanked the cashier and walked along the covered portion of the strip mall, nervous John and Sara would hunt me down once they got out of the basement, but I couldn’t worry about them. I should have run away with my thousands of dollars in the beginning instead of risking my life with those fools. I bought a cheap phone, followed the map on it to a nearby motel, and typed my father’s number into the phone after getting into a warm room.

Me: Not that you care, but I really was abducted. Don’t try looking for me.

My phone buzzed an hour later. I was sitting in the bathtub, trying to forget everything that’d happened to me. I wanted to put it in the past and move on with my life, but I had no job, a finite amount of money, and a father who didn’t care if I lived or died.

Dad: I won’t. You’re fired. If you ever pull a stunt like that again, I’ll have you arrested.

I didn’t respond. I didn’t cry. How could I produce tears when I’d shed them all long ago?


CHAPTER FOUR

A heavy snow coated the city while I slept. I couldn’t keep staying in an overpriced motel. It had only been one night, but the cost would add up. I had the option to pay by the week, but I wanted to leave Kentucky. My heart wasn’t in Louisville. I wanted to run from the Midwest. I wanted to forget my past and start over as a woman. The only problem was I didn’t know where I’d ever find enough money or insurance to cover my surgeries.

There were a few hours to decide if I should book another night or continue with my journey. I could take a bus from Louisville to a train from Cincinnati to Chicago. From Chicago, I could head wherever I wanted. I had no idea where my heart would land. Maybe I could stay in Chicago. It was far enough away from Chesterfield and Clark Hospitality. I never wanted to see either again in my life.

The time passed, and I couldn’t imagine myself staying another night in the motel. I would rather take a flight to Mexico. I was seeing a lot of cheap hotels there as I scrolled through my phone. There were some options closer to the bus station with daily deals. I booked a luxurious room for a seventy percent discount. I didn’t have any bags. Not a single change of clothes appropriate for the weather. I tossed John’s shorts and t-shirt in the dumpster behind the motel before giving the receptionist my key.

There was a bus stop down the street that would take me into the city after transfers. I was nervous using the new phone and my debit card everywhere, but nobody seemed to be chasing me. I was still looking around with crazed eyes. Trusting nobody. It was a long ride into the city. I had been to Louisville once, but many years had passed. I saw it in a new light. It was much different than Chesterfield, Kentucky.

The hotel took me in with open arms. They made me feel warm on a cold, snow-covered day. I fell to the bed in my room. I’d booked a king bed. There was no telling how my life would change if I left the city. I rolled over to my stomach and connected to the hotel’s Wi-Fi before searching for more bus and train tickets.

No destination called me. I needed more time to consider the options. Each destination would send my life on a different path. I searched for restaurants near the hotel. It was far too frigid to venture far. I decided on a café around the corner.

The freezing winds hit my face as I walked to the café, but the café au lait I got was worth it. I connected to their free Wi-Fi and hunkered down at a table by the window. Flurries fell from the sky, but there was no major snow in the forecast. It wouldn’t take long for the air to heat up and melt what had fallen, but the white coat over downtown Louisville was gorgeous. The city was putting on a show for me, and I spent hours watching.

A woman appeared in the class as I was sipping the last drops of my cold coffee. She had long brown hair and a wicked smile. The way she stared at me made the hairs on my body standing at attention. She lifted her hand and waved, making me glance around the café to see if she was trying to communicate with anyone else. Nobody was looking in our direction.

I turned back to the glass, but the woman had disappeared. I wrote it off as an illusion caused by my rumbling tummy. If I didn’t have something to eat, I was sure to lose my mind. I threw back the rest of my coffee and stood to grab something from the deli next door before running back to my hotel. I wanted to eat a sandwich and book the first bus out of Louisville. Wherever life took me was where I would land.

The chilly wind hit me as I stepped outside. I needed a coat as I looked each way to make sure the crazy woman had disappeared. When I didn’t see her, I ducked my head and walked toward the deli. It was warm inside, smelling of meats, pickles, and mustard. I ordered a sandwich, wondering how much longer my money could ask. I normally added a tip but couldn’t justify it.

“Thank you,” I said and took my sandwich to leave. All I had to do was lock myself in the hotel until a bus could take me away from Kentucky in the morning.

“Rough day?”

A scream erupted from my lips. The crazy woman from the window was standing behind me. Everyone looked at me like I was hysterical, but they didn’t understand she was the crazy one. Not me. “What are you doing here?” I hissed.

“Ordering a sandwich. Wait for me?”

There was something in her eye. I didn’t know why, but I nodded. I took a seat at an open booth along the wall and waited for the stranger to order a sandwich. She was gorgeous. Hourglass body. Long, wavy brown hair. A voice nobody would find threatening. She ordered a vegetarian sandwich and a bag of chips before taking a seat across from me.

“It’s great to meet you, Alex,” she said. “Why don’t we eat?”

“Did my father send you?”

She shook her head. “Eat, and then we’ll talk. You’re famished.”

It wasn’t a lie. I didn’t leave the motel room from the moment I got there. A proper meal hadn’t hit my belly in about a week. I was too worried about Sara or John finding me if I stepped outside, but the fear softened as the minutes passed. “How do you know my name?”

“You must follow my directions if you want my help. What did I ask you to do?”

I nodded and picked up my sandwich. It was mustardy and delicious. I ate quicker than I intended but couldn’t help myself after the first bite. It was as though a fog cleared from my mind. I hadn’t realized how badly I needed to eat. Adrenaline had given me every ounce of energy I had. I wanted nothing more than to take a nap as the food hit my system.

“Don’t you feel much better?” she asked. She had eaten half her sandwich but didn’t seem as hungry as me.

“Yes. What’s your name?”

“Sharon.”

“How do you know my name, Sharon?”

“The spirits guided me to you. I’m here to help, but you have to trust me.”

“The who guided you to me?” I tried my best not to laugh in Sharon’s face, but it was clear she’d lost her mind.

“The spirits,” she said. “They speak to me, and they told me you were in trouble. Would you like my help or not?”

“You’re crazy,” I said.

Sharon shrugged and took a bite of her sandwich instead of replying. She chewed as I wondered if I could trust her. I’d already been through a lot with John and Sara, so my trust levels weren’t high. “You can come with me or go back to your hotel, but we both know what you want to do.”

“How can you help me?”

Sharon wrapped her sandwich and folded her bag of chips. She tucked them both into her purse before standing. “Follow me,” she said.

I hesitated, but she was right about me wanting to follow her. Whoever Sharon was, I had to find out if she could help me. There was a chance she could stab me and rob me for everything I had, but that wasn’t much. I would regret not following crazy Sharon for the rest of my life if I didn’t.

I followed Sharon to her car. She drove six minutes from the café to a small house in the city. Sharon had a tastefully decorated home with artwork, throws, and wooden furniture. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Water is fine,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure I could trust anything Sharon gave me. Not until I knew her better. “Thank you.”

Sharon took a seat next to me on the sofa in her living room. She handed me the glass of water, which I placed on a coaster on her coffee table. “Tell me about yourself, Alex. Have you faced something traumatic recently?”

Could I trust Sharon enough to tell her everything I’d been through? “How do I know you’re not a cop?”

Sharon threw her head back and cackled. “Me? A cop? I don’t think I’ve heard anything so funny in years.”

“You have proof?”

“If you searched my entire house, you wouldn’t find anything related to policing. There are other ways I could prove to you I’m not a cop, but I’m not sure how happy you’d be with me if I did those.”

“What are they?”

The wicked smile I’d seen in the window of the café reappeared on Sharon’s face. She stood from the couch and told me to follow her. My mind was trying to tell my feet to stand still. Don’t follow the crazy lady to the back of her house, but I couldn’t stop myself. My body ignored my mind and continued behind Sharon.

She led me to a door in her kitchen that went to her basement. “You want me to follow you down there?” I asked.

“You won’t regret it,” she said.

I could have turned around. I could have run outside and found a way back to my hotel to take the next bus out of Louisville, but I didn’t. Walking down those stairs was a decision that would change my life forever.

“What is this place?” I asked. There were candles, bookshelves filled with glass jars, and a table.

“You could call this my office,” she said.

It was the strangest office I’d ever seen. My father’s office was clean and bright. Every office at Clark Hospitality was the same. My father hated anything without shine. He hated anything he couldn’t control. “What kind of job do you have?”

“Have a seat,” she said and gestured at the round table in the center of the room. An old-school chandelier was giving off a warm glow from above the table. I hesitated, but what else would I do? “Perfect, Alex. You won’t believe it, but I’m a witch.”

The basement was too dark and scary for me to laugh. A cold sweat broke out across my body. “A witch? What do you mean?”

“We’re not like you see in the movies, but the spirits have granted me with powers. I’m more connected to the spiritual world than most. There are witches more powerful than me, but they are few. I must listen if the spirits call, and they led me to you.”

“How?”

“I don’t understand it fully, Alex. Will you tell me what’s happening in your life? I promise I’m not a cop,” she said.

I told Sharon how my father wanted me to take over Clark Hospitality. How he’d been grooming me for the position from an early age. All my life, I felt helpless and stuck. I told Sharon how I wanted to run away to a different city. I wanted to start over. She learned a lot about me, but I stopped myself from telling her what I wanted most of all.

“Anything else?” she asked. “I sense you’re holding something back from me.”

“Are the spirits telling you?”

Sharon shook her head. “Your posture tells a lot. You’re tense, afraid, and too careful with your words.”

“I ran away because my father doesn’t support my desire to transition.”

“To become a woman?”

I nodded. I couldn’t help the words that left my mouth. Sharon learned about Melissa, our housekeeper, and how I’d told her before my parents. I didn’t blame Melissa for pushing me. If anything, she released me from the cage I’d locked around my life. The conversation I had with Melissa led me to the one I had with my father, which drove me out of the house. “I’ve felt it within me for longer than I can remember.”

“You met the right person,” said Sharon. “There’s some groundwork we’ll need to do, but I can give you what you’ve always wanted as long as you trust me.”

“Are you saying you can turn me into a woman?”

Sharon smirked. “You’ll be the most beautiful woman in Louisville. So, what do you say, Alex?”

“Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”

***

Sharon gave me a list of tasks to complete before she would turn me into a woman. I ended up staying in Louisville. I rented an attic apartment close to downtown. There was enough in my account to pay for six months’ rent. I paid two up front. There wasn’t much left over after that, so I would have to shop at the supermarket for all my food. No eating at restaurants.

Sharon told me I would need a couple of months to get my life together as a woman. It would be a change, but I was ready. I woke up every morning, wishing it was the day Sharon agreed to turn me into a woman. I was skeptical, but the spirits had led her to me.

The day arrived after endless anxiety. I went downstairs from my attic apartment to open the front door. We shared a hallway, but the house was divided into several apartments. I had the smallest one, but it was just fine for me. I loved all the natural light it had. It was more of a studio than anything, but the landlord had hung a retractable curtain to make a bedroom area.

“Cute place,” Sharon said when we walked up the stairs to my apartment. “You aren’t planning to leave Louisville after this, right?”

I shook my head. “Not right away, no. Why?”

Sharon sat at the table and chairs I had in the kitchen area of the apartment. “Sit down, Alex.”

I didn’t like the way she said my name. I plopped into the chair across from her. “What’s wrong?”

“The spirits have been telling me something else about you.”

“What?” I asked.

“They don’t want you to leave Kentucky. You’re meant to be here,” she said.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. How could Sharon speak such words? How could these spirits I wasn’t sure existed know Kentucky was where I was meant to live? “Why?”

Sharon shook her head. “I’m not one-hundred percent sure, but I sense your best chances of living a fulfilling life are here in Kentucky.”

“Has this happened to you before? Have you helped others?”

“Yes,” she said. “It has been a couple of years, but there have been others like you. Lost. Chasing what they want most with no way of knowing how to obtain it.”

I crossed my arms over my chest. How could Sharon come into my apartment after everything I’d done and question my abilities? “I would have found a way to make it happen.”

“Or you would have gone back to your father. It wouldn’t be the first time he saved you from yourself.”

“You know nothing about me, Sharon. How could you say these things?”

“It’s nothing against you, Alex, but the spirits only help those who need it most. They must want you to get away from your family, but they also want you to stay in Kentucky. I can’t explain why they want what they do. They speak with energies, and I try my best to interpret what they say. Every time you mention leaving, I feel a strong pain.”

“Do you hate having these powers?”

“Never,” she said.

“If whatever you do works, I promise not to leave the city.”

“Very well,” Sharon said. She opened her purse and pulled out a glass bottle without a label. There was a blue liquid inside of it. “Drink this before you sleep tonight, and what you most desire will come true. Spend the rest of the day mediating on what you want. Here’s my card. Call me if you have any issues,” she said and slipped a plain white card beneath the bottle. It had black typeface with nothing more than her phone number. She had only contacted me from a blocked number, so I didn’t have her number in my phone. “You’ll make a beautiful woman. I hope that is what you most desire.”

“Is there anything else?”

Sharon shrugged. “Maybe something about your father? Whatever it is, the potion will know. I recommend reflecting for the rest of the day before taking it. You never know what it might give you.”

“Wait, where are you going?” I felt panicked as Sharon folded her purse closed and stood to leave. “You can’t leave me alone.”

“This is your journey, Alex. Not mine. Best of luck,” she said and bent down to kiss me on the cheek. She told me to show her to the door. I walked behind her, feeling like a dazed zombie. The blue potion would change me, but I had no idea how. It was like spinning a roulette board.

Sharon closed the door as she left. I turned the deadbolt and went back upstairs to stare at the blue potion Sharon left on the kitchen table. I spent the entire evening staring at the blue potion, wondering what my deepest, truest desire was.


CHAPTER FIVE

I drank the potion before bed the night before. My eyes popped open at the crack of dawn. More anticipation flowed through me than I’d ever felt in my life. I threw the covers off my body and jumped out of bed.

The first sign the potion had made me a woman was the bounce I felt on my chest. I glanced down, and there were two melons beneath the t-shirt I’d worn to bed. A tear slipped from my eye. To have breasts overnight after all the years of wanting them made me ball like a baby. I fell to my knees and hugged myself, squeezing my pillowy breasts as tightly as I could.

They were incredible. I pulled my t-shirt off after hugging myself to get a better look. Tears fell from my eyes, but they were tears of joy. I didn’t even feel them as they slid from my face to the floor. I was far too focused on the gorgeous areolas around my nipples. They were much larger than they’d been when I was a boy.

Sharon made me have everything in order before I took the potion. My apartment was paid further in advance. I had a stack of cash I took out sitting in the back of my closet. I had dreamed of escaping from Kentucky, but I didn’t because Sharon’s potion worked.

I stopped caressing my breasts and went to the bathroom. The sun was growing brighter as I stood shirtless in front of the mirror. I lifted my breasts and let them fall. It was unreal. Had my hair gotten lighter overnight? I tilted my head to the side. It was as though I had gone from being a brunette to a dirty blonde, and the color looked so sexy against my skin and blue eyes.

How had a blue potion turned me into the woman I’d always wanted to become? I ran to my phone, grabbing my breasts so they didn’t bounce. I picked up my phone and the card Sharon had given me. Standing in the mirror, I took pictures of my topless self. I had my arm over my breasts, but I wanted to show Sharon it had worked.

I was typing the message when a thought came over me. Had it worked everywhere?

Panic swept through me as I pushed down the sweatpants I was wearing. There was nothing to worry about though, because my penis had vanished. A vagina replaced it. A gorgeous pussy with a clit and a little bush of hair. I pushed my pants all the way to the ground and dropped my arms to the side. I put my hands on my hips. What was there to hide?

I wanted to show my naked body on the streets. Would they understand how lucky I felt? Would they understand why I’d been crying happy tears for twenty minutes straight? I snapped pictures of my fully nude body, not caring if anyone saw the pictures. Waking up as a woman was the best thing that’d ever happened to me, and I felt like I owed Sharon a trillion dollars.

After washing up in the shower and coming down from the high of having my wildest dreams come true, I sent Sharon a quick message thanking her for everything she did. I added a picture of myself with my arm over my breasts.

Sharon: I’m so happy for you, Alex! Let’s get coffee soon.

Me: I’d love that!

I didn’t want to live in Kentucky, but how could I leave if the spirits who’d guided me to Sharon wanted me to stay? I didn’t know what to do with myself, so I spent the day staring in the mirror and touching my new body. There were leftovers in the fridge.

The first day as a woman was bliss. I felt nothing but blessed. How had Sharon fallen into my life and given me the greatest gift I could imagine? It was divine. The second day as a woman was like falling from the sky and smacking into the ground.

I woke up with the sunrise as I normally did. It was a warm winter day, and I wanted to stretch my legs. The woman who owned the building I was living in gave me a bag of old clothes when I told her I had nothing but money to pay her rent. She found my situation odd but didn’t ask questions. They were men’s clothes, but I could always go shopping once I got a job. I put on a pair of jeans that barely fit my new hips, a light sweater, and a jacket. It looked manly on my body, but plenty of women wore men’s clothing.

I got over how I felt in the baggy clothes and went outside to enjoy the fresh air. People were walking with their dogs along the sidewalk. The snow that once covered the ground had melted. I even felt a little womanly in the light sweater I was wearing.

A handsome barista had his eyes on my breasts as he took my order. I nearly thanked and kissed him but stopped myself. What woman would thank a man for staring at her breasts? I wondered if he ever had coffee thrown in his face for those wondering eyes. Another barista made my café au lait. I took it when they called my name and grabbed a table by the window.

Weeks had passed since I heard from my family. Part of me couldn’t believe they hadn’t come searching for me, but another part of me was happy they hadn’t. I learned more about myself in weeks than I had in years. It was impossible to classify how I felt about my family. I loved them. I would never stop loving them, but I knew I had to put myself first. They would never accept me as girl Alex. I would learn how to live with them as nothing more than a memory of my past life. I just wanted to hear my father’s voice one more time.

My voice had changed since I became a woman, but it didn’t stop me from dialing my father’s number. He answered on the third ring.

“Hello? Alfred Clark speaking. Who is this?”

“It’s your son, dad.” Except I was no longer his son. It was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

Alfred grunted. “You sound even more like a homo than when you left,” he said.

“I’m not gay,” I said. “Not that there is anything wrong with gay people, dad.”

“If you aren’t gay, I don’t know what you are.”

“I told you, dad. I’m trans. You don’t believe it, but I was born in the wrong body. I should have been born a woman. Wouldn’t you accept me as your daughter?”

“Alex, I don’t have time for this. You’re confused. Have you been taking drugs? Is that why you wanted money? You were using your credit card the entire time you were supposedly kidnapped, and you bought a lot of stupid shit.”

My voice rose to a much louder volume than what was appropriate for a café. “They took my wallet and were using my credit card while they had me locked in a basement! You did nothing to help! How could you do that, dad?”

“Why do you sound like that, Alex? Is this one of Alex’s friends? I don’t have time for games,” he said and hung up the phone. I slammed my phone on the table. Everyone dropped their eyes as mine swept the room. My café au lait was only half gone, but I needed air. I ran outside. I ran down the street with no idea where my steps were taking me.

There was a park at the end of the street. I sat on a bench and caught my breath, wondering where life would take me. No matter what happened, I wasn’t going back to Chesterfield. I couldn’t let my father win. I wouldn’t. He would regret throwing me to the gators. I was close to ashes, but I planned to rise like a phoenix. Nobody would stop me from finding success in my new life as a woman.


CHAPTER SIX

A few weeks had passed since I woke up as a woman. Life was feeling normal, all things considered. There was a vast hole in my heart because of my parents. My dad had my new number but never called. I sent my mother a message, and she never responded. If they wanted to talk, they knew where to find me. I was over chasing them. Nobody should be forced to love another.

The attic apartment was growing on me. It was about as big as the bedroom I had at my parents’ house, but it offered so much more privacy. No men visited, but I enjoyed having the option. There were so many sexy guys on the street. I saw a man I wouldn’t mind bringing home everywhere I went, but never acted on those feelings. As much as I wanted sex, I would never become a slut.

My flower was too precious. A man had to have a special place in my heart to penetrate me.

It was a warm winter day outside, and I didn’t want to stay in my apartment. I’d seen dozens of people out on the sidewalks and had a strong urge to join them. Since becoming a woman, I’d caved and spent some saving on women’s clothing from thrift stores and clearance sections. Sharon stopped by one day to check on me and drove me to a few stores for shopping. Sharon and I didn’t talk much, but I would forever be indebted to her.

I put on a long-sleeved dress over my smooth body. I spent far too much of my time in the bathroom making sure my body was free from even the tiniest of hairs. A pair of thrift-store flats completed the outfit. I didn’t feel like doing my makeup, but I brushed my hair before pulling it into a bun.

The warm sunshine kissed my skin. I walked on the sunny side of the street to my favorite area by the house. It had adorable shops that sold soaps, candies, books, art, and more. If I had more money, I would have bought my clothing at the boutique shops. Too bad I was dirt poor and running out of money with no prospects of employment.

All my documents were for boy Alex, and I didn’t have the courage to head to the courts or government offices to have my gender changed. I preferred to bury my head in the sand. If I still had a few coins in the bank, what was the point of stressing over bureaucracy?

My perspectives changed when I was selecting chocolates at the candy store and felt my panties becoming increasingly wet. The underwear wasn’t from the thrift store; I promise. I ran to the bathroom they had in the back and nearly fainted when I saw blood had soaked my undergarment.

I rolled tissue around my hand to stuff it between my pussy and the panties. My head throbbed as I tried to wrap my mind around having a period for the first time. How was it possible? I was anatomically male less than a month before. After paying for the chocolates, I rushed to a women’s health clinic. I spent money I didn’t have for a taxi. I prayed the staff wouldn’t ask too many questions when I arrived.

“What’s wrong?” the receptionist asked as I rushed to the glass window separating us.

I threw my head back and wailed. “I don’t know what’s happened to me. Help me.”

“Ma’am, please calm down. Take a deep breath,” she said. She was plump, blonde, and had worry in her eyes. “My name is Lillie. Breathe with me,” she said and took a deep breath.

I breathed with her, calming myself. “I’m sorry, Lillie. The problem is that I don’t have any paperwork.”

She nodded. “It’s okay. We can work with you. Please fill out this form. You’ll have to pay with cash or card, is that okay?”

“How much is it?”

“It will depend on what you need, but we’ll only charge fifty dollars for a quick consultation. Let’s start there.”

There was fifty dollars in my account, but I was near the point I would have to work corners in the evening if I didn’t get proper paperwork. I nodded and took the form. “I’ll pay in cash.”

The consultation was quick and easy. Doctor Tom was gentle, clearly gay, and told me everything I needed to know about a period. I told him I was nineteen, even though I was twenty-two. He said it was strange for a woman to start her period so late, but concluded the world was a strange place. There were no issues with my womanhood, according to Doctor Tom. He gave me pads, a pamphlet, and his card to call if I had any issues.

It was the best fifty dollars I’d ever spent and brought endless comfort to learn what was happening with my body. I took the bus home to save.

***

When I turned the corner to my street, a strange man in a suit was looking around my house. Was he planning to rob us in broad daylight? A suit didn’t fool me. He could be dangerous. I didn’t know whether to run away or approach him. I sucked in a breath and took a risk.

The man in a suit watched me as I approached him. He didn’t wave. He didn’t move. The creep stood there and stared.

“What are you doing on my porch? Don’t make me call the police.”

“I am the police,” he said and pulled out his badge. “My name is Detective Guzman. Do you know if an Alex Clark lives in this building?”

My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach. Why in the world was a detective looking for me? I shook my head and told Detective Guzman I had no idea who Alex Clark was.

His eyes moved up and down my body. I wasn’t sure if he was checking me out or concluding I looked somewhat like boy Alex. There were similarities, but I thought the potion had made me an unrecognizable woman. “I knocked on his door, and he didn’t answer.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Would he come back? Was there a chance he’d learn I lied to him? I didn’t want to go to jail, but how could I tell Detective Guzman the truth? He would never believe me. “I lied when I said I didn’t know Alex. Your badge scared me.”

The detective’s dark-brown eyes met mine, and I melted. It felt hot on the warm winter day. I could tell he found me attractive. I resisted a strong urge to let my hair down and shake it. Would he watch if my breasts swayed? “It’s okay. What’s your name?”

“Alex,” I said. “We always laugh about having the same name.”

“There is only one Alex who lives in this building, according to my records,” he said.

He was backing me into a corner, even though we were on the sidewalk. I didn’t have a rebuttal for his obvious point. His dark-brown eyes were making me weak. Maybe even a little wet. I felt a heat between my thighs for the first time since becoming a woman.

“Ma’am,” he said.

“Call me ‘miss’. You make me feel old, detective,” I said. “I’m staying with my cousin on the second floor. I’m here from Columbus. Alex and I made fast friends over our shared names. Sorry for blanking out, detective. You’re making me nervous.” I was bad and reached to my bun and undid it. I put my hands into my hair to shake it out and watched as the detective watched me. “Ah, that’s better.”

“It’s okay, Alex. Many people get nervous when they see the badge. You can call me Jose if you’d like.”

Can I call you Jose while we’re making love?

I looked into Jose’s dark-brown eyes and held his gaze, batting my lashes ever so slightly. “Is there anything I can do to help, Jose?”

He handed me his card. “Give this to your friend and tell him to call me when he has a chance.”

“Will do, detective,” I said.

Jose stared at me for several beats before wishing me a good day and walking past me. I waited on the front porch and watched him leave, waving as he drove away. His glowing bronzed skin, dark-brown eyes, and thick black hair burned into my mind.

***

I awoke the next morning from a dream where Jose was my lover. It was the best dream I’d ever had. My sheets were soaking wet beneath where I’d slept. My body was screaming for me to touch it. Explore it. Feel the glory of becoming a woman.

Nothing could stop my natural urges. Not even the droplets of red leaving my womanhood. It was natural. According to the pamphlet the doctor gave me, it meant I had eggs. It meant I had the potential to birth a child. It was a possibility I’d written off years ago. Could it become true if I found the right man?

That morning, as my fingers brushed against my sensitive clit, I wanted Jose’s babies. I wanted him to bury his cock inside of me as he had in my dream and deposit his seed. I wanted his heavy, masculine body pressed against my feminine one.

My back arched as I followed what felt best. My fingers rubbing my button made me wild. The sensations made me desperate for Jose. The way those dark-brown eyes had lingered on me when we were standing outside. He wanted me, and I needed him. I moved my fingers down to my wet pussy.

It was gushing for Jose. I slipped a finger into myself, but I already knew they were nothing close to how Jose would feel sliding around inside me. I glanced down when we were outside together and saw a handsome bulge beneath his slacks. Much bigger and more obvious than my cock had ever been as a guy, which I couldn’t believe was my past.

I moved my wet fingers back to my clit. It took seconds of rubbing it before the pressure exploded within me. I came, picturing Jose cumming at the same time and filling me with his juices.

It took me a few minutes to get out of bed. I cleaned up in the bathroom before making myself a cup of herbal tea. I sat with it and Jose’s card in front of a window overlooking the yard. How long could I keep hiding in the shadows? I needed to get my life together, and somehow, I needed to tell Jose the truth.

I sipped my tea and stared out the window. Did Jose and I ever have a chance?


CHAPTER SEVEN

Sharon opened the door to her little house in the city. She had her hair down and hanging over one shoulder, looking gorgeous in a pair of dark jeans paired with a thin loose-fitted sweater. “Alex, it’s so great to see you. I love that dress,” she said.

I was wearing a light-blue wool dress I’d found at a thrift store. I paired it with black flats and nude tights. “Thank you, Sharon. Thank you for having me over.”

“I hope the bus wasn’t too difficult.”

It always was, but I wouldn’t complain. Sharon had done so much for me. “It’s no problem. It got me to where I needed to go.”

“Tea? Coffee? Water?”

“Whatever you’re having.”

We sat on the back deck. It was cold but just warm enough to sit outside with hot coffee in our coats. The sun was shining. Why not take advantage? Sharon brought out a splash of milk for our coffees. I hated drinking mine black.

“What’s the matter? You seem stressed,” said Sharon. She sipped her coffee and crossed her legs.

The longer we sat in the sun, the less I wanted my coat. I had on a thin sweater under it if I got too hot. “For starters, there was a detective at my house,” I said.

Sharon sat forward in her chair. “We agreed to confidentiality.”

“I’ll never say what you did, Sharon. I promise,” I said and met her eyes.

“They would put me in jail for helping people. The government is cruel.”

I nodded. “He didn’t know it was me. My father probably put in a word with the detective’s boss to investigate my kidnapping. He doesn’t think it happened.”

Sharon shook her head. “How could your dad think that? From what you tell me, it was terrible.”

I hadn’t told Sharon the most crucial fact about the abduction. “It was my idea, somewhat.” Thinking about Christine felt like a lifetime had passed since I knew her. I told Sharon the full truth, and she listened. “If you hate me, I understand.”

“No, it’s not that. How did you get yourself into this mess?”

I bent my head. Running away from my family and destiny at Clark Hospitality was worth it. Becoming a woman was the greatest gift I ever received. My life was close to shambles, but I couldn’t forget how far I’d come. How far I could go.

Sharon rubbed my back. “I didn’t mean to make you cry.”

Fat, ugly tears fell from my eyes. It was as though I was locked in that basement again with John stomping around upstairs in a crazed mindset, ready to kill me at the first whoop of a siren. Whatever money I might have received wasn’t worth what I went through in that basement, but it had led me to Sharon. It led me to the blue potion that forever changed my life. “I’m sorry for crying,” I said.

“It’s okay,” said Sharon.

She was standing by the side of my chair. I turned to look at her. “I’ll never tell anyone about the potion, but I was hoping for some advice.”

Sharon took her seat next to me. “I’ll try my best.”

“How should I get papers? I appreciate your potion, but there’s no way for me to work. Everything I have says I’m a boy.”

“I never thought about that,” she said. “Honestly, transforming someone’s gender was a first for me. One of my friends is trans. I can ask her how she changed her documents.”

“You’re an angel, Sharon. I’ve done some research, but I’m so nervous to go to the government buildings. What if they judge me?”

“Then they’re assholes. I can go with you if you’d like.”

“Would you?” I asked.

Sharon nodded, and we agreed to try the following day.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Sharon stayed with me every step of the way to help with obtaining my papers. It took several trips along with some trial and error, but they had changed me from man to woman in every document I needed. My last name had changed from Clark to Crews. I found a job as a shift manager at a restaurant within walking distance of my house. My life was turning around, but I still couldn’t get Jose off my mind.

I felt bad for deceiving the detective. He was so handsome, and those dark-brown eyes made me want to touch myself every time I thought about them.

There were signs of winter becoming spring by the time my life felt like it was balancing out. I was through training at the restaurant and reversing the negative trend of my bank account. I spent a lot of the time in parks around the city, watching birds and other people. My job didn’t involve animals like I’d dreamed, but it beat sitting at home. It was better than sacrificing my life for my father’s vision. Even if I was still in Kentucky, at least I was living a life by my design.

I was getting off work when I felt an urge to call the number on Jose’s card. I carried it in my purse everywhere I went.

“Detective Guzman. Who’s calling?”

“Hello, Jose.”

My slutty voice must have caught him off guard. The sound of it even surprised me. “Who is this?”

“Girl Alex. You were looking for boy Alex in my building.”

“Right,” he said. It sounded like he was driving. “Any information you’d like to report?”

“There’s something I’d like to tell you, but it has to be off the record,” I said.

“Meet me at the station,” he said.

“It’s far, and I don’t have a car. Could you pick me up?”

“Remind of the address,” he said.

I told him where I lived. The gender change on my records had been through the court, but it didn’t sound like he was taking the Alex case too seriously. I hoped he would still look at me with the same longing when I told him how I used to be a boy. I ran around my studio apartment to pick out the cutest outfit I could before Detective Guzman arrived to pick me up.

***

The sun was shining in a cloudless sky as I stood on the sidewalk waiting for the detective. He was a few minutes late, but I wouldn’t make a fuss. I couldn’t wait to see him again. The nicer I was, the more likely he was to put his lips against mine.

I was wearing my blue coat with a sweater and pencil skirt beneath it. I hated heels but broke out a pair of black pumps to match my black tights. How could Jose not stare at my legs like he wanted them? I even put on a light layer of foundation and a glittery pink lip gloss.

Jose pulled up with the window rolled down, looking even sexier than I remembered. “Sorry, I’m late. Boss called.”

“No worries. May I get in?” I asked in my softest, most feminine voice.

“Yes, let’s head to the station and get your statement.”

“I said off the record.” I crossed my arms and stood outside the car.

“It will be off the record, but they will press you if you tell me something important.”

“Fine,” I said and got in the passenger’s seat of his nondescript car. We kept stealing glances of each other as he drove us to the station. I couldn’t help but notice how his pants bunched up around his manhood. He noticed me noticing his jumping cock. Was he hard for me? My period wasn’t due for another few weeks. All Jose had to do was ask, and he could have me.

Jose led us through his office. I felt intimated by all the cops walking around. There were inmates locked in tiny cells. I didn’t want to become one of them, even though I knew I deserved to get thrown in jail for faking my abduction. Had I lost my mind contacting Jose? We went to a room with a wooden bench along the wall with metal circles to attach handcuffs. There was a table and chair for the cops. Jose sat on the bench.

“You sure?”

“You aren’t a suspect. What information can you tell me about Alex Clark?”

I put my purse on the table and pulled out my wallet. I placed my new ID on the table. “Alex Clark is now Alex Crews.”

Jose looked from the ID to me. “Are you saying…?”

I nodded, wanting to cry for no reason. I’d become so emotional over the entire situation since lying to Jose. It kept me awake at night. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you the truth. I was afraid you would judge me.”

There was zero judgement on his face. If anything, his gaze grew more intense. Those dark-brown eyes stared into my soul. My body shook with nerves. I twirled a piece of hair around my finger to calm myself. The lights in the interrogation room were intense. They hurt my eyes. I wished we were in my bed surrounded my candlelight instead.

“I’m not here to judge you, Alex, but I wish you hadn’t lied to me.”

I stopped twirling my hair and ran a hand through it. “Jose, please. You don’t know how hard these past couple months have been for me.”

“Were you kidnapped? Or did you fake your kidnapping? When did you have time to change your gender? Wait here. Don’t move,” said Jose. His voice took on a force that frightened me. My body stilled as I waited for him to leave. He returned with an envelope.

I nearly fell from the chair when Jose slapped a photo on the table. It was me handcuffed to a pole in the basement where Sara and John had imprisoned me. “You looked a lot different here. How do you explain the change? Was this you? Did it happen, or were you faking it to steal your father’s money?”

His questions overwhelmed me to the point that I was holding my face in my hands and crying. Detective Guzman did nothing to help me. He sat there and waited until I stopped. I sucked in a sharp breath before responding. “I don’t have to speak, correct?”

“It will only make you look more suspicious. We’ve gathered a deal of evidence.”

“If that were true, you would have known about my gender change. I doubt you even take my case seriously,” I said.

Jose smirked and crossed his muscular arms. They looked huge, even though he was wearing a button-up shirt. I wanted him to throw me on the table between us and take me. What was with all the questions? Why couldn’t he ignore the mysteries and enjoy my brand-new pussy instead?

“Alex, you’ve piqued my interest with everything you’ve shared today. It’s true your case was on my back burner, but I’ve gained a newfound interest in figuring out what happened. You can either tell me now, or I’ll figure it out myself. What will it be?”

Part of me wanted to tell Jose what happened. I wanted to disclose how much I liked him. Why did his bronze skin, dark-brown eyes, and black hair drive me so wild? “I want you to take me home, Detective Guzman.”

“Very well. I’ll have my eye on you,” he said.

“Watch what you want. I have nothing to hide,” I said. It was a bluff, but I was innocent until proven guilty. As much as I hated how the abduction ended, it had started because of my reckless planning. I didn’t want Sara and John in jail, and I didn’t want to end up there myself.

Jose drove me home. There was a conflicted expression on his face. “Goodbye, Detective Guzman.”

“See you soon, Alex.”

I got out of his car and closed the door behind me, gazing into his eyes one last time before turning to head inside. I was nervous about what would happen to me if people found out about the details of my faked abduction, but it didn’t stop me from touching myself the moment I walked through the door. Images of Jose’s face fresh on my mind.


CHAPTER NINE

It was like a game of cat and mouse. I was the mouse, and Jose was my cat. He followed me everywhere I went for weeks, but I did nothing out of the ordinary. I had zero contact with anyone besides Sharon. She was nervous about my flirtatious nature with a detective, but I promised her I would never say a word about what she’d done for me. They couldn’t force me to reveal the details of my medical miracle.

Frigid days were the exception when my relationship with Jose went to the next level. We could only chase each other around the city for so long without caving to the obvious urges we had. It was a dinner shift when Jose came into the restaurant to sit at the bar. He was wearing a button-up shirt with no tie and the top two buttons undone.

“What brings you in here?” I asked. We’d been making eye contact for ten minutes. I couldn’t keep ignoring him. “I told you I had nothing to say.”

“I’m off the clock,” he said. He was sipping a beer straight from the bottle. “No need to worry.”

“Are detectives ever off the clock?”

“We can’t keep doing this, Alex.”

“Doing what exactly?” I was leaning against the bar with my head tilted to the side to make my dirty blonde hair hang over my shoulder. “You’re the one invading my place of work.”

Jose looked at me with those sultry dark-brown eyes. I wanted to hold his face and kiss those plump lips of his. If he threw me on the bar right then and lifted my dress, I wouldn’t protest. He could have me. I knew I would be gushing wet the moment he lifted me with those manly arms.

“Have dinner with me, Alex.”

“Dinner? Is that appropriate?”

“No, but I’ve been following you for weeks and don’t have anything. If you were just trying to piss off your dad, it’s not my business. I stopped digging a few days ago when I knew I had to have you.”

He was making my cheeks hot. I stood straighter and ran off to help a server in trouble. Jose was still waiting at the bar when I returned, desperate to have dinner with him. Desperate to have his cock for dessert. I had one question before we went out, though. “You don’t care that I’m trans?”

Jose shook his head. “No,” he said. “I don’t know what it is, but it’s like you give off an energy I can’t avoid.”

“Dinner, then?”

I could tell Jose wanted to put his hands all over my body, but he was being a gentleman. “Yes, when is your next day off?”

It was two evenings from when Jose visited me at the bar. We agreed to meet. I didn’t have much money, but I knew what little I had was going toward a dress and heels. Jose paid and hugged me before leaving. I thought about him nonstop until our date.

***

Jose was driving a different car than the one he used at work when he pulled in front of my house. It was much nicer than the one he had to use for work. Jose stepped out of the car to open my door like a gentleman when he arrived. He was taking me to a restaurant in Jeffersonville, on the Indiana side of the city. He smelled like cologne, and I already wanted to rip off his clothes. Why couldn’t we skip dinner and head upstairs to my apartment? “You look incredible, Alex.”

“Thank you,” I said. I looked at Jose through the corner of my eye. I was wearing a thick jersey dress with warm tights and two-inch heels. They had the cutest pair at the thrift store when I went. They were just tall enough to accentuate my legs without making me hate my life. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

I stepped into Jose’s car, and he closed the door behind me. His cologne hit my nostrils when he got in the driver’s side. He drove us across town, and the sexual tension was electrifying. I had never wanted a man so much in my life.

“Here we are,” Jose said after we’d been in the car trying our best not to touch each other. Jose hopped out of the car and ran over to my side to open the door, making me feel like a princess. I put out my hand. He took it and helped me out of the car. We were in a restaurant’s parking lot, but I still felt fabulous.

The breeze blew around my jersey dress as Jose held my hand. We walked to the entrance. The host seated us right away. Did Jose know how hot it felt between my legs? He hadn’t asked if I had a dick or pussy. He hadn’t said a word about me being trans. It was driving me crazy to see him sitting across from me.

“Order whatever you want,” he said.

I looked over the menu and decided on an iced tea and salad. Jose had a burger with a bottle of beer. “Is that enough for you?”

“Plenty,” I said. I leaned forward and asked Jose every question I could think. He told me about his childhood. He grew up in Chicago but moved to Louisville when he was in high school. “How did you become a detective?”

“It always seemed like the right job for me,” he said and shrugged. “I’ve helped a lot of people and will never regret going into the field.”

“Being a detective suits you,” I said.

“What about you?”

I told Jose how I wanted to become a zoologist but studied hospitality and business because of my father’s wishes. “It was easy to get a restaurant job with my background.”

“You can always change,” he said. The hope in his voice warmed me. I didn’t know if I would change careers, but I could always dream and volunteer my time to help animals. I’d already been given the most magnificent gift of all. What need was there for greed?

“How’s your burger?”

“Fantastic. Do you like your salad?”

“It’s fine. Not as good as being here with you. I’ve been thinking about you a lot, Jose.”

He looked at me with those simmering dark-brown eyes. “Likewise,” he said. “You’ve been on my mind.”

“What do we do about this attraction we feel?” Jose shook his head. I had ideas for how we could relieve ourselves. We couldn’t keep running forever. We’d already come as far as a date. “How about we watch a movie at my apartment after dinner?”

“I like that idea,” he said.

We finished our food, and Jose paid the bill. I didn’t fight him over it. He held my hand on the way out the door as he had when we entered. He opened the car door for me before going to his side. I kissed Jose on the cheek as he started the car with my hand on his flexed bicep. He thanked me for coming out to dinner with him that night, and I told him there was no place I’d rather be.

Jose drove us back to my apartment. I held his hand as we walked up the stairs. We had talked about what movie we wanted to watch on the drive back to Louisville, but never even glanced at the TV once we were through my door.

I moaned as Jose pushed me against the wall just past the stairs. He ran his hands up and down my body. I was coming undone as his lips pressed against my skin. He kissed my neck. My ear. My cheek. I jumped into his arms as he pressed his lips against mine. He stuck his tongue into my mouth as he held me and walked us across the room.

Our tongues moved in unison as Jose held me above his bed. His strong arms squeezed my little frame. I felt like a doll in his enormous arms. I broke our kiss to move my lips to his ear. “This is my first time since transitioning.”

Jose growled as I nibbled on his earlobe. He tossed me onto my bed and undid his shirt. He threw it to the floor. It was the first time I saw him shirtless, and it made my body explode with a greedy desire to have him. I got to my knees on the bed and walked over to Jose. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close to his muscular frame.

I moaned in his mouth as he kissed me and squeezed my ass. My pussy was wetter than it’d ever been. I could feel it leaking beneath my jersey dress. All Jose had to do was push up my dress to reveal my soaked panties. “I want you, Jose.”

“I want you, Alex.”

He wasn’t lying. I could feel his erection pressing against me. “Take me,” I said.

Jose didn’t hesitate. He pushed me onto my back and hiked up my dress. “Shit, you’re so wet. I didn’t think…”

There was no time to question my wetness. We couldn’t get distracted with details of my transition while we were so hot. I wrapped my legs around Jose’s back and pulled him close to my throbbing womanhood. It was unhinged, controlling my every fiber as it begged for Jose. “Touch me,” I said.

Jose listened. He got to his knees between me. He slid off my panties. I watched him admiring my pussy, looking like he’d just found a box filled with gold. He lowered his head. I never expected the ecstasy that followed. Each brush of Jose’s tongue sent me closer to the cliff of a mountain.

I had my hands in his thick black hair as he licked my pussy with the eagerness of someone claiming a winning lottery ticket. I moaned and hollered, unbothered by what my neighbors thought. Jose eating me out was the single best thing I’d ever felt.

As much as I tried, I couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t think. I was so close to falling over the edge, my eyes were searching for gliders in the sky. Anything to fly me to safety because I had one foot over the edge. My body was an inferno.

Jose lifted his head for a second, wiped his hand over my soaked pussy, and stood to show me his hard cock. He wrapped his wet hand around his manhood and stroked it slowly before diving his head back between my legs.

“Shit. Fuck, Jose.”

“Cum,” he said in a growl. I could feel the vibration of him beating his dick. My body was tense and so close to exploding. If I held on any longer, the pleasure would turn to pain.

A high-pitched whimper left my lips as a sense of euphoria flooded my body. Jose held his lips against my pussy. He licked my clit and made me cum a second time. My back arched as I squeezed the sides of his head. He laughed as he slipped a finger into my pussy. I pushed away his hand but couldn’t stop him from rubbing it along my womanhood to give himself the juices he’d need to stoke his dick.

He stood tall above my exhausted body. I wanted to serve him, but I couldn’t even move to roll over. “What can I do?” I asked as Jose stood above me, rubbing his cock.

“Touch that beautiful pussy,” he said in a deep, powerful voice.

I touched myself as he stood above me. He grunted and moaned as he held his balls with one hand and beat his cock with the other. I fingered myself. Touched my lips. I loved how he stared at me as though nothing else existed in the world.

“Fuck. Yeah,” I moaned as Jose shot his load all over my chest and breasts. He gave me his t-shirt to use as a towel, but I told him to get one from the bathroom. He did and came back to bed, rubbing me dry as he held me close to his body.

“I want to see you again,” he said.

“Me too,” I said.

We made out and touched each other until we passed out. Jose was gone when I woke up the next morning, but he left me a note to text him when I woke up. I hugged the note to my chest before sending Jose a message. I took a shower and made a café au lait before checking my phone again. Jose had already replied. I hoped he liked me as much as I liked him because I felt like I was falling in love.


CHAPTER TEN

The only thing Jose and I wished we had more of was time. A manager at the restaurant quit days after Jose and I had the most incredible dinner and night at my apartment. Jose got a high-profile case. We were swamped with work, unable to see each other nearly as much as we wanted.

Time was marching toward spring as the weeks passed. My every thought outside of the restaurant was for Jose. My family, the abduction, and all the other worries from my life in Chesterfield felt like remnants of a bad dream. All I needed was more time with Jose, and my life would be as complete as a solved riddle.

Jose and I hadn’t fooled around since that night at my apartment. We ate together near my house if we could. Jose sent me a message every morning to tell me what time he would be free, even though he had to cancel a few times. The high-profile case was taking a lot of his time. I didn’t take it personally.

Three weeks after Jose sent me to another world with his tongue, we had a date planned. He was off duty after a breakthrough in the case. His partners on the case would message him if they found anything further, but a night with me was his reward for all the work he’d done. I planned to make it count.

I was standing in front of a mirror in my studio. Makeup was my new best friend after a visit to the mall with my last paycheck. Sharon and I went together. I bought us some stuff. All the overtime had made my check much larger than I was expecting. I didn’t need my father. He could kiss my butt and shove his money up unmentionable places.

I put on foundation, eyeliner, mascara, a hint of blush, and my favorite red lipstick. I bought it after the sales attendant suggested the color for my skin. It was a darker, bolder red than I would have chosen myself, but I loved it. The day was chilly, so I put on a gray wool dress with long sleeves I found at the thrift store. I paired the dress with black nylons and black kitten heels.

One of my favorite finds was a gold necklace I bought at a garage sale around the corner from my house. I’d been walking around one pleasant Saturday morning when I saw a family with their garage door open and a little store set up. The gold necklace had a golden circle as a pendant. I tucked it under the neckline of the dress before checking myself once more in the mirror. My dirty blonde hair was down and curled.

I hoped Jose liked what he saw because I loved my reflection in the mirror. All those years of wishing, and my wish had finally come true. I had a sexy detective on the way to pick me up for a date. Our first that wouldn’t be rushed in weeks. I opened my purse to check my phone. Jose said he would be at my apartment in a few minutes. I stood at the window. It was much too cold to wait outside.

Jose pulled up a few minutes later. I rushed out the door. He was standing by the passenger’s door when I got outside. He was staring at me with those intense dark-brown eyes. I ran to him, as best I could in the heels. They weren’t my favorite to wear, but I couldn’t deny their sex appeal. Jose threw open his arms as I crashed into him. He kissed me. He smelled so manly and delicious, I almost wanted to skip dinner and take him upstairs. We hadn’t been together in a private setting in weeks.

“How are you, beautiful?” he asked.

“Happy now that we’re together,” I said. “Congrats on the breakthrough in the case.”

“Thank you. Let’s celebrate,” he said. Jose opened the door to his car, and I slid inside. He drove us to his favorite Indian restaurant in the city. We ordered three appetizers, mango lassi, and shared dishes Jose picked out. It all tasted delicious, but I was sure his cock would taste better between my lips. I couldn’t stop touching him. Jose didn’t mind. He touched me back. Played footsie. Holding hands over the table.

I even went to his side of the booth once we’d finished our meal to wrap my arm around him. He held me close. His cologne intoxicated me. We hadn’t drunk a drop of alcohol, but I was drunk on him. The server cleared away our plates. Jose paid the bill. I was far from ready to call it a night.

“What’s next?” I asked with my fingers in his thick, black hair.

“Would you like to see my place? We haven’t been yet,” he said. “Sorry I’ve been so busy with work, Alex.”

“It’s okay,” I said in a breathy voice. “We’ve seen each other when we can.”

“Not enough, if you ask me, but I’m happy we’re solving this case. There’s been crazy pressure on us from our bosses.”

“I understand. Plus, I love knowing you’re out there saving the world. My hero,” I said.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said. His hand was on my thigh, turning me into pudding. We left the restaurant, and Jose drove us to his house. It didn’t take us long to arrive. He had a small place in the city not too far from Sharon’s. “It’s not much, but—”

“It’s perfect,” I said as we walked up to his house. “I have a friend not too far from here.”

Jose nodded to acknowledge my statement as we stepped inside. I expected him to throw me against the wall by the front door and not toss his keys into a bowl. He took the scarf I was wearing and hung it on his hall tree. “I’m feeling like a tea. Do you mind?”

I wanted to rip Jose’s clothes from his body, but tea was fine. I didn’t want to make a big deal about it. We walked to his kitchen. His was smaller than Sharon’s, but his living room was bigger. We talked about the crazy weather as he fixed us two cups of lemon tea. His arm muscles flexed as he moved the tea bags up and down. I wished his arms were moving like that while he held my sides with my pussy around his dick, but the wait only made it that much hotter.

We were sitting at his table on the far side of the living room. “Did the surgery hurt?”

Jose never asked questions about my transition, but I always wondered if he thought about it. “Not as much as you’d think,” I said.

“I haven’t been able to get over how…” Jose slid into silence.

“Say what you want. I can handle your questions.”

“Your vagina… it seemed so real. So wet. I’m sorry if that’s inappropriate.”

I sipped my tea and tried to keep a serious face. “It’s fine, Jose. Trans women have a range of experiences after surgery. Some get wet. Others never do. I might have troubles getting wet like any other woman sometimes, but it just goes to show how much you turned me on that night.”

“I never knew,” he said.

“It’s okay. No trans woman or man has the same experience with surgery, but I consider myself lucky.” I never had surgery, but I had read stories. I had friends who were trans. There were online groups where I chatted with other trans individuals. They had a range of experiences. I only hoped my surgery would have gone well had I not transformed with the magic of Sharon’s potion.

Jose lifted those dangerous dark-brown eyes, looking at me like he was sliding the gray wool dress I was wearing off my shoulders. “Your vagina is beautiful.”

What more was there to say? What words were left when Jose looked at me like he wanted to be inside me? I stood and walked to his side of the table. He scooted his chair back. I sat in his lap. He wrapped his arms around me. I kissed him. He kissed me.

“I want you inside of me,” I whispered into his ear. His hard manhood pressed into my ass through his pants. I was wearing a dress, but it was thin enough to feel the thickness of his cock. “Take me to your bedroom.”

Jose lifted me into his arms. I squealed as my body moved into the air. He held me with those thick arms, carrying me to his bedroom. It was as tasteful and minimal as the rest of his home. He lowered me to the bed, placing me gently on its surface.

I lay there and watched him undress. He went over to his side table to pull out condoms. He had little packets of lubrication too, but I didn’t think we’d need those. If I squeezed my legs together, I could feel the wetness between my thighs.

Jose was naked. I was fully clothed. He kneeled on the edge of the bed. I couldn’t stop staring at his cock. It was long, thick, and seducing me. I got to my knees and went over to Jose. His cock pressed against my dress as he hugged me. I moaned as he put his hands into my hair and pulled back to expose my neck. His tongue licked from my collarbone to my chin. My pussy was gushing for his touch.

I lifted my knees as Jose struggled to rid me of my dress. He pulled it over my head. I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties. He reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. He tossed it to the floor. I covered my breasts, but Jose moved my hands and wrapped his lips around one nipple.

His hand pressed against my pussy. He growled with his mouth around my nipple, making me gush against his hand. He moved my panties to the side with one finger and played with my hole. I held him. My nails dug into his back. It only made Jose more aggressive. He fingered my hole and sucked on my nipple until I begged him to stop.

Jose pushed me to the bed and pulled off my panties. He got between my legs. He licked my womanhood, sending me far too close to cumming. There was so much I wanted before he made me worthless with pleasure. “Wait,” I said in a breathy pant.

“What?” said Jose. He lifted his lips. They were shiny with my juices.

“Lie here. I want to suck your dick.”

Jose didn’t argue with my request. He sat on the bed with his back propped against the wall. His dick was erect like a metal pole. I got to my knees between his splayed legs. I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked it. It felt so heavy in my hand. Jose looked at me with greedy eyes as I lowered my mouth to his manhood. He groaned as my lips made contact with his dick.

I bobbed my head up and down his cock, loving how Jose’s cock felt against my tongue. I reached between my legs and put my fingers on my throbbing pussy. It was so ready for Jose; I couldn’t keep denying it what it wanted.

I reached to the bedside table where Jose had placed some condoms. I opened one and rolled it over his dick.

Jose looked at me with a concerned expression. “Are you sure?” For being such a hunk, Jose had a side to him softer than a teddy bear.

“Yes,” I said.

We were naked. He was hard. I was wet.

Jose grabbed my sides and lifted my hips. His dick was so big. I yelped as he pushed the head of his cock into me. He pulled it out. “Are you okay?”

I nodded. “It felt good, but this is my first time.”

“I know,” Jose said. He reached his fingers out and rubbed my pussy lips. He tickled my clit, sending waves of pleasure over my body. “I’ll take it slow.”

I bit my bottom lip and nodded, moaning through my teeth. Jose’s hands moved from my clit to my sides. He ran them up my tingling skin until his hands cupped my breasts. He put his big, manly hands over them and squeezed them lightly. I wrapped my hand around his cock. It throbbed at my touch. “Fuck me,” I said.

Jose lifted me with no major effort. He put my pussy above his dick, teasing my hole with his member. Each time it touched my opening, a desperate need for penetration filled me. I begged for his cock. Jose told me to ask louder. I hollered.

He thrust his head into my pussy. It felt much better the second time. My lips hugged his dick as he fucked me with the tip of his manhood. Jose held my sides as he loosened my pussy. When I was ready for his entire member, he moved me to my back with my legs splayed in the air.

I touched my clit as he pushed into me. I reached out with my other hand and pressed it against his solid abs as he thrust in and out of me. We stared at each other; our faces contorted with the doors of ecstasy at our feet.

Jose pulled out of me and turned me to my hands and knees. My body nearly fell to little pieces as he entered my pussy from behind. He reached around and placed his hand on my clit, threatening to make me cum. I whimpered as my hands clenched the sheets beneath me. I didn’t want to fight my orgasm.

“I’m going to cum,” Jose said as he slid in and out of my loosened hole. His fingers were rubbing my clit. He wrapped his other arm around my breasts and pulled me up from my hands. We lowered our hips as Jose fucked me with long, gentle thrusts. Every centimeter of his cock had my legs shaking.

“Me too,” I said as Jose fucked me from behind.

He held me as he made love to me. I put my arms over his. We moaned and groaned as our bodies leaped over the edge of reality together. We fell, spiraling, into pools of euphoria awaiting us after our fall. I came three times as Jose kept fucking me and rubbing my clit through our shared orgasm.

We collapsed to the bed. His dick fell out of me. There was a massive load of cum hanging at the tip of his condom. I took it off his dick, twisted it in a knot, and threw it into the trash. We lay in bed for a bit before Jose asked if I wanted another cup of tea. He closed all the blinds, and we walked around naked for the rest of the night.

I was too afraid to say the words, but I was madly in love with Jose.

***

Springtime was in its full glory. I couldn’t get enough of the chirping birds, blooming flowers, and warm temperatures. I wore sun dresses, flats, and sunglasses every chance I got. There were parks near my apartment. I took full advantage of them.

Jose had found the last clues he needed to solve his high-profile case. The office had a party. We had a quickie in a private bathroom of his office on a floor away from the party. We hung out every chance we got. Late-night movies. Breakfast at a café. Jose would eat dinner at the restaurant if I was working a long shift.

Every time we had sex was like magic. Having Jose slide in and out of me. He learned what I liked, and I did the same for him. He loved giving head much more than receiving it, but he wouldn’t stop me if the craving came over me to suck his dick. We loved looking up different sex positions to try online. We’d even printed out sex-position charts. There was a copy at my house and one at his.

Life was more amazing than I’d ever expected after being locked in my parents’ oppressive household for so long. I had money, a sexy boyfriend, and the body I’d always wished to have.

Jose pulled up as I was sitting on a bench in the park. He surprised me. I wasn’t expecting him but could feel the smile spreading across my face from seeing him. He parked on the street and got out of his car. I watched as he walked toward me, so in love with him I could explode. We hadn’t said the words to each other, but I knew we both felt it. The way he looked at me told me.

“Didn’t expect to see you sitting here,” Jose said as he took a seat next to me on the bench. It was a cloudy day, but there was no rain in the forecast.

“You know I love to come to the park,” I said.

Jose placed his hand on my knee. “Alex, there’s something I’ve been wanting to say.”

“Okay.”

“You mean the world to me, and I don’t want you with anyone else.”

“There’s been nobody else. I promise,” I said.

Jose’s hand squeezed my knee and went slightly up my leg. It sent jolts of electricity through my body. Jose looked at me with those dark-brown eyes I saw in my favorite dreams. “I love you, Alex. You can’t begin to understand how much.”

“I love you, too.” I wrapped my arms around Jose. He lifted me to his lap as he kissed my lips. We held each other until Jose’s phone buzzed to tell him he had to leave. He gave me a ride back to my house. We hugged in his car before his phone buzzed again. Someone always needed my man. My hero.

***

“Alex, come here.”

There was a tone to Jose’s voice I didn’t like. We were at my place. I was lying on the bed, scrolling through my phone and trying to get over the cramps raging within me.

I’d given Jose a blow job the night before because my flow was paying a visit. Jose still didn’t know the full truth of my situation. I didn’t know how to tell him. He would think I was lying about so much more if I told him the truth about my magical transformation.

“Alex, we need to talk,” said Jose. He flew past the curtain hanging in the middle of my studio apartment, holding the trashcan from the bathroom. “Why is there a bloody pad in the trash?”

“What’s with your tone?”

“How is it possible for you to menstruate? I have no problem with you being trans, but…”

“Jose, please calm down.” I regretted leaving evidence in the trash like a fool. We had been spending so much time at his place. I normally avoided Jose when my flow started, but we had been inseparable since uttering those three words that got everyone in trouble. “I can explain.”

“Are you Alex Clark? What happened to Alex Clark? It was already strange how quickly you recovered from whatever surgery you might have had.” Jose was pacing in front of the bed. I sat up and wrapped the sheet around my half-naked body. Jose was only wearing his underwear, looking so sexy, but he was asking serious questions.

“Yes, Jose. It’s me. You wouldn’t believe what happened to me if I told you.”

“You better start talking, whoever you are.”

I sighed. “It’s me, Jose. It’s Alex.”

“You’ve been lying to me, Alex. It breaks my heart.”

“I haven’t been completely honest. You’re correct, but I can explain if you give me the chance.” Jose sat on the edge of the bed. I pulled the sheet tighter around my body as Jose looked at me with his detective face. He never looked at me with that face, and I hated it so much.

“I’m waiting,” he said as he turned his face away from me.

“You can’t say anything. I don’t want anyone charged.”

Jose looked at me with a hurt in his eyes I had never seen from him. “What did you do?”

“Jose, please. Don’t look at me like that.”

“You aren’t who I thought you were,” he said. “Did you kill Alex Clark?” Jose moved off the bed and grabbed his clothes from the floor. My heart was breaking as he stepped into his clothes. “Did you kidnap him?”

Tears ran down my face as Jose went to his bag he had on the table. He pulled out his gun and holster and placed them on his hip. “I’m not dangerous, Jose! Please, stop.”

“You aren’t talking, and I have no idea who you are.”

Jose stood at the end of the bed waiting for me to speak, but I couldn’t find any words to say. “Do you promise to keep what I have to say to yourself?”

“I won’t know until you tell me.”

“I promised the person who helped me I wouldn’t tell.”

“Fine,” he said. “Tell me what happened. You can leave out the names.”

I sucked in a breath and tried to stop myself from crying. Jose glared at me with impatient eyes. He was right to question who I was, and it was in his nature. He was a detective. He had found a clue.

The story I told him started back at my family’s estate. Jose listened as I told him about my father’s refusal to accept my transition. I told him about the faked abduction, leaving out names. I told Jose how Sharon made me a potion that turned me into a woman without mentioning her name.

“How is it possible?” he said when I made it to the point in my history where I met him.

“If I knew, I would bottle up my friend’s magic and sell it.”

“Can you tell me something only Alex would know?”

I told him how I’d known my parents’ numbers without looking and about the messages between us. The information I needed to provide at the courts to have my gender changed on all my documents. “You can give me a DNA test if you’d like. I’m not lying to you.”

Jose shook his head. He sat on the edge of the bed and wrapped his arms around me. “So, you never had a surgery?”

I shook my head as he backed away to sit up. “I woke up with a vagina. Do you understand how amazing that was? Then I met you. I’ve been having the best days of my life since running away from my family’s estate. I wouldn’t trade what I have now for any potential inheritance they might give me. My brother, Arthur, can have it. All I need is you, Jose.”

“I need you, Alex. You don’t know how upset I was for a second,” he said, shaking his head.

“I saw it. You scared me,” I said and touched Jose’s leg. “Know I never wanted to lie to you.”

Jose wrapped his hand around mine. “I know, Alex. I know. Does this mean you can have children? Does this mean we can start a family?”

My heart skipped a beat. “Jose, are you saying you want to start a family with me?”

Jose nodded. He slipped off the bed and got to one knee while still holding my hand. “I’m not asking you to marry me, but I’m asking you to stay faithful. I will do the same. There’s no other woman in the world I want, Alex.”

“I feel the same, Jose. Thank you for believing me.”

Jose kissed my hand before climbing back to the bed. He pulled me close for a kiss and cuddled me until we got out of bed for the day.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

All those events led Jose and me to where we are now, living in a cabin somewhere in the hills between Louisville and Chesterfield. They never told us exactly where the cabin is. We’ve spent the last few months in hiding, ever since we found out I’m pregnant. I have an engagement ring on my finger and no shame in my heart. Carrying Jose’s baby is the greatest blessing of all. We still don’t know if our blessing is a boy or girl. I don’t care either way.

Life is fantastic, but I want my child to have a family. Our baby deserves to have a normal childhood. How can he or she have that without knowing who their grandparents are? I don’t love what my mother and father did, but I want to move past that. Jose and I are building a family of our own. We will have our own boat. Our own walls. I don’t need my parents, but I would like to have them in my life.

We are in hiding because Jose made moves to get ahead of any press. Since there is evidence of my past in the world, he didn’t want someone to discover the magic of my pregnancy without science to back it up. It would bring too much attention to us and our future child. I love how much Jose will do to protect us.

The door swings open, and Jose steps inside. He was speaking on the phone. “They’ll allow it.”

I slowly stand from my chair to hug him. Ever since I found out I’m pregnant, I’ve been moving like a snail. “You mean it?”

Jose nods. “Yes, as long as everyone signs nondisclosure forms. People are reaching out to your family now.”

“Oh, Jose. You’re incredible. How can I ever thank you?”

“I can think of a few ways,” he says and wraps his arms around the small of my back.

“You’re so naughty. We’ll hurt the baby,” I say.

“The doctor told you that’s not true. Come on. You know you want to,” Jose says and kisses my neck. We have government doctors on speed dial, and one doctor comes every two weeks to the cabin for a checkup. Everything is in perfect order, according to her.

I give in to Jose and let him lift me into his arms. He takes me to the bedroom and skips the condom as we fall to the bed.

***

It took a few more weeks of government clearances, but we are finally in Chesterfield to meet my family. They were briefed on the situation, but I don’t think they are ready to see how much I’ve changed. I’m showing. I even felt the baby move for the first time when Jose was holding me in the bed last night at the hotel.

My parents are waiting inside a restaurant for Jose and me. There will be an undercover government agent there to make sure only people with clearance are at the table. If anyone else speaks to us, we are to introduce me as a cousin or some distant relative.

“You ready?” Jose asks and puts his hand on my leg.

I put my left hand over his, staring at the engagement ring he gave me. We are planning to marry in a courthouse somewhere. The government has a tight hold over our lives, but we don’t care. If we are together, nothing seems impossible. They are allowing us to have our child. They won’t arrest Sharon. Sara and John and Christine all got free passes.

“I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” I say.

Jose opens his door and comes around to my side. He doesn’t do it every time these days, but he is always a gentleman. I take Jose’s hand. We walk toward the entrance of the restaurant together, and I know no matter what happens, Jose will be by my side.

My parents freak when they see me. Somehow, there is a presence in their eyes that tells me they know it’s me. There’s no question. My features changed in the transformation, but my eyes never did.

“Alex, is that you?”

“Yes, mom. It’s me,” I say. My mother, Linda, kisses me on the cheek and gives me the heaviest hug I’ve ever felt from her. My father is even happy to see me. He congratulates Jose and me on the pregnancy as though I had been a girl since birth. My brother is there too and acts as though it’s any other day. I give him a hug and ruffle his hair.

We never talk about the transformation, but it’s almost best that way. We hug after a delicious meal and light conversation, saying goodbye to each other at the door. My parents have come around from whatever dark place they were in with me. The lunch cleared the air. We were in a better place without even saying it.

Jose and I are back in the hotel. We will stay one more night before heading back to the mountains in a government vehicle. “How do you think it went?”

“Lunch went well,” I say. “All that matters is that I have you.” I wrap one leg over Jose’s body. He holds me, and we drift off to sleep. The vehicle arrives early the next morning, but they take us to an apartment in the city instead of a cabin in the country. They want us back to work. We get special instructions about what story to tell.

They marry us the next day at the courthouse, so my last name is Guzman instead of Crews or Clark. They mostly erase Alex Clark from the record books and replace many of his official records with a girl named Alex Crews, who grew up in a different part of Kentucky and had Linda and Alfred as aunt and uncle instead of mom and dad.

Jose has been wearing a gold wedding band since we got engaged, but makes me put it back on him when we say ‘I do’. He does the same with my ring. We have pictures taken to hang on the walls of our new apartment.

“Everything will work out,” Jose says as we sit on our new couch after the wedding. He has his fingers interlaced with mine. The only sounds are those that come from outside our walls. It’s much different from what we heard in the country, but I like it.

“I think it will,” I say and place my head on Jose’s shoulder.


CHAPTER TWELVE

5 Years Later

I found this notebook in an old box this morning and wanted to write one last entry to note how far Jose and I have come. I’m sitting at the table on my screened-in porch attached to a big house in the suburbs. Robert and Herbert are running around in the backyard. We have huge trees to offer ample shade to protect their precious skin.

The past five years have felt like a long time and no time at all. Robert was born first. We had Herbert twenty months later. Jose presses me to have another kid every day, but I’m on the fence. Robert and Herbert drain me of energy. I swear I have wrinkles, and I’m only twenty-seven.

“Mom, come play,” Robert screams. They are throwing a ball and racing around.

“In a minute,” I holler back.

I swear they know whenever I’m doing something important, but it’s almost impossible to resist their adorable little voices.

In the past five years, much has happened. Jose started working for the FBI. Sharon got married and is pregnant with her first child. We are making bets on if her child will have powers. She never got in trouble with the government, and they turn a blind eye to her callings. My parents watch the kids. They never ask about my transformation, and they love being grandparents. They introduce me as their niece if anyone asks, even though they have accepted me as their daughter. Even Melissa thinks I’m their long-lost niece, which breaks my heart, but it’s safer for my children the fewer people who know the truth. My brother moved to Memphis with a girl he met at a music festival. He promises he’ll move back to take over Clark Hospitality in a few years, but nobody believes him. He discovered a love for firefighting after dropping out of college.

I would take over the business if Jose had more flexibility with the FBI, but my father is happy to have a firefighter and an FBI agent in the family. He plans to sell Clark Hospitality when he’s ready to retire and leave us with whatever money might be left over when they pass away. Not that I ever want that to happen. Jose and I have plenty of money. I’d much rather have grandparents for Robert and Herbert.

Tonight, Sharon and her partner are coming over for a barbecue. Jose is buying groceries at the store now. We love having people over and know everyone on our street.

“Mom, come play.” Robert is staring at me with puppy-dog eyes from across the yard.

“Coming,” I say. I’m closing this journal now to hurry to the yard and play with my kids.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading The Ultimate Wish. Please leave a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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