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To my readers, always


Transcendence

(18,500 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

It was another stressful day in the Clausen household. Both Bonnie and Shaun Clausen longed for the times when there was peace in their relationship. They wished they could go back to when every shifty glance didn’t lead to a fight.

Shaun and Bonnie married fifteen years ago and loved one another, but an ongoing battle with infertility was pushing them to their limits. Love was only so powerful, and neither was sure how much longer they could put up with the pain these fights caused.

Bonnie was standing at the stove and slammed a pot on the burners. She huffed and sighed as she moved over to the sink to rinse a dish under running water.

Shaun was holding a knife; chopped carrots on a board beneath him. Other prepped vegetables in bowls on the counter, ready for Bonnie to cook. Their kitchen was newly renovated and gorgeous. A local design magazine had featured it. Homes were their babies since they couldn’t have a real one. They owned Clausen Realty. It was the most successful brokerage in the area.

They started Clausen Realty nine years ago. It had been amazing until the infertility issues crept into their lives. Countless sessions of passionate, unprotected love making over the years made them question why Bonnie had never gotten pregnant. They didn’t think about it until their infertility became the only thing they could think about.

Rosella Miller, their best agent/broker and a training manager at Clausen Realty for new employees, had pushed them toward therapy when their home problems bled into the business, but therapy hadn’t helped. No doctors could help. It wasn’t Bonnie. It was Shaun. His cock was long and thick and shot bum sperm.

Shaun found out he was sterile three years ago, and everything had fallen into a pit of burning hell since. He tried his best to stay calm, and Bonnie had been supportive in the beginning, but now she wanted a child. Shaun didn’t want her to use another man’s sperm. They wanted what they couldn’t have and were drowning each other into a spiraling, relentless pool of misery.

“Do you want me to cook dinner or not?” asked Bonnie. She spoke in her frustrated, bitchy voice, and Shaun was trying his best not to snap. He had already cut the vegetables. She knew he would wash the dishes when she finished cooking.

Shaun had looked at her the wrong way thirty minutes ago, and they had been bickering since. A constant, meaningless escalation they didn’t know how to avoid. Shaun tried to take a deep breath, but Bonnie’s screeching interrupted his clearing mind. “I asked you a question!”

“I chopped the fucking vegetables, didn’t I?” Shaun asked and slammed his fists on the counter. He nearly cut himself with the knife, pushing it to the side when he realized he hadn’t hurt himself.

Bonnie’s face crumbled. Shaun ran over to her and wrapped his arms around her, but she pushed him away.

Bonnie knew she’d overreacted, but she hated when Shaun looked at her with that hopeless, depressed face. She hated how badly she wanted a baby but couldn’t have one because of Shaun’s sterile sperm. There was once a day when she couldn’t have cared less about having a baby. Those days were gone, and Shaun wouldn’t budge about sperm donation. The clock was ticking. They were in their thirties and not getting any younger.

“I’m sorry,” Shaun said. They held each other, feeling the love, but unable to forget the pain.

Bonnie wiped her eye. She didn’t speak as she grabbed the bowls of chopped vegetables and went back to the stove. She lit the burner, heating a bit of oil. Bonnie whipped up a vegetable stir-fry. They had white rice ready in the rice cooker.

The silence was deafening as they ate, but neither knew what to say. Every time one of them brought up adoption, it was another battle. They would both consider adopting a child, but the discussion always led to a fight, and neither had the energy for another quarrel. It was hard enough lifting their forks from the plate to their mouth without the sound of a scratching utensil causing an ugly face leading to a nasty argument.

Bonnie mentioned something about their business. A house one agent was having a problem unloading. Shaun was thinking about his bum sperm and his inability to create a child and grunted as a response to Bonnie’s question.

“It’s a major problem. That house is bringing down our averages,” said Bonnie. She worried a lot about the company’s metrics. Before the infertility problem had taken over their lives, they were planning to expand the business.

Bonnie wanted to sell people a less-than-stellar house and help them renovate it. They were about to launch the new design firm three years ago, but Shaun’s prognosis had delayed them. Bonnie understood the reality was difficult for Shaun. It was for her, too. No man wanted to be told he couldn’t father a child.

There were other options to bring a child into their family. Shaun got depressed and sassy whenever Bonnie brought up adoption or a sperm donor or foster children, so she had stopped bringing up the topics all together. Bonnie was tired of having the same conversation a thousand times. She just wished she didn’t resent Shaun so much because it was eating her up on the inside.

“Did you hear me?”

“Yes, Bonnie. I don’t care about the stupid metrics. Does it even matter?” asked Shaun.

Bonnie sighed. “Shaun, our business is everything.”

“…because we can’t have a baby.”

“We can have a baby, but—”

Shaun slammed his fist on the table. Their plates jumped, making bits of food slide. “My sperm is shit! I’m a disgrace! A failure! What kind of man can’t have a child because of his fucking sperm?” asked Shaun.

Bonnie took a deep breath, but her patience was thin. She had to take on all of Shaun’s guilt, even though he had no reason to feel any. She didn’t care that his sperm couldn’t impregnate her. Bonnie hadn’t married Shaun because of that. Bonnie had married Shaun because of how sexy he looked paddling a kayak or holding a bow and arrow.

Bonnie thought back to their happier days, when they would enjoy nature or talk about construction and houses for hours. She wished she could turn back time to relive those days when they were so in love because she couldn’t take much more of Shaun’s self-pity. “Shaun,” she said gently and placed her hand on his. “You’re not a failure. I don’t care if our child is biologically yours. If you want a family, there are plenty of children who need adopting in the world.”

“I know,” Shaun said in a low voice. He exhaled, feeling tense but a little better.

“We’ll find a way, Shaun,” she said and squeezed his hand.

They were in the kitchen after they’d finished eating. Shaun was washing the dishes, and Bonnie was standing at the island. The unsellable house was still on her mind. “What are we going to do about that house? We have to get it off the market before the six-month mark,” she said.

Shaun shrugged. He didn’t care about one house. They had a thriving business. Why would anyone judge them because one house didn’t move? “Someone will buy it eventually,” he said as he moved a dish from the sink to the dishwasher.

Bonnie had been thinking about asking Shaun to hike with her this weekend, but that idea flew out the window. The indifference in Shaun’s voice pissed her off. “Don’t you care about our business?” she asked. Bonnie squeezed the counter and tried to steady herself, but it was harder with each fight. She wanted to stay in her marriage but sometimes fantasized about dating other men and buying Shaun out of the business.

“Yes,” Shaun screamed. He threw a dish into the sink and it shattered on impact. He bent his head. “I care about the fucking business, but it’s not as important as us growing a family. Who are we going to give the business to when we die? Who is going to look up to us? Learn from us?”

Bonnie understood what Shaun was saying, but he came up with a new excuse to write off his self-pity every time they argued. He acted like they couldn’t have done something by now if it weren’t for his arrogant behavior. “I’m not having this conversation with you.”

“Yeah, okay. You just want me to agree to letting them inject you with some other man’s sperm. I bet you’d like that. Remember how slutty you were when I met you? Surprised I’m not—”

“Shut up! Shut the fuck up right now, Shaun!” said Bonnie. She had gone out with another man when they were dating, but they had put no labels on their relationship. Shaun always brought it up in an argument. It wasn’t her fault many men wanted her. She chose Shaun in the end, didn’t she?

“Why? I bet if you’d chosen Logan, you’d have a bunch of kids by now. I bet his sperm would have knocked you up,” Shaun said. He was talking to the bubbles in water floating in the farm sink Bonnie had picked out. He didn’t turn to see the tears streaming down her face but could feel the heat of the ones sliding down his.

Bonnie wiped her eyes but didn’t breathe in. She didn’t want Shaun to know how badly he hurt her. “Fuck you,” Bonnie said in a low voice. Shaun heard it.

Shaun bit his lip, wanting to take back his words; wishing Bonnie weren’t walking away like she was now. Shaun took in a deep breath, hating himself for his inability to impregnate his wife. He wanted nothing more than to start the happy family they had dreamed of for so many years, but that dream was fading.

Shaun heard Bonnie grab her keys and walk out the front door. Bonnie slammed the door for the last time, never to return to her home or Shaun again.


Chapter Two

A month had passed since Bonnie left their home the last time. A drunken driver killed her. Shaun couldn’t get out of bed. Losing Bonnie had destroyed him. He didn’t care about the business. Their home didn’t matter. He had only left their home once to put his wife’s body to rest, and it was the hardest thing he ever did. He wished he could take back their fight. Shaun wished he could change the past, but there was nothing he could do, and it was killing him.

He hadn’t picked up a sponge or rag in a month. The house reeked, and Shaun was no better. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d taken a shower. The home was beautiful beneath the grime, but nobody would think that if they saw Shaun’s house. There were dirty dishes piled in the sink. Dirty clothes all over the floor. Mail overflowing from the box outside.

Shaun’s phone rang. He groaned and rolled over to look at the screen of his cell phone. Rosella, the lead manager at Clausen Realty, was calling. Shaun hadn’t answered her calls since they saw each other at the closed-casket funeral. Shaun clicked the side of his phone to silence Rosella’s call, rolling to the other side of the bed.

He knew he should get out of bed and take a shower, but it felt disrespectful to Bonnie’s memory. He wanted to lie around and feel nothing. Shaun no longer knew if life was worth living. Every other thought he had was about taking his life. Ending it all. Meeting Bonnie in the heavens above. He didn’t care what happened to his company when he no longer had his partner.

Shaun’s phone rang again. It was Rosella. Shaun screeched and pulled on his ears as the phone rang. He dug his nails into his hips, waiting for the ringing to end. Shaun was breathing heavily. He looked down and noticed his leg hair looked thinner than usual.

Shaun couldn’t focus too long on his thinning leg hair because the doorbell rang. Shaun’s eyes popped open. He felt like a nocturnal animal running from the glow of a flashlight. The person who’d rang the doorbell banged on the door, and Shaun felt disturbed.

The stink and filth that had accumulated over the past month hit Shaun’s nostrils, clearer than ever. Shaun’s phone rang again. It was Rosella. Then, he heard her voice calling his name as the doorbell rang. Shaun didn’t know what to do, but he really didn’t want to answer the door.

When he heard the front door open and close, his heart sank to his stomach. Of course they’d given Rosella a spare key to their home. Who else would they have trusted with one?

“Shaun,” Rosella said as she climbed the stairs. She was holding her breath and trying her best to ignore the terrible stench of Shaun’s home. How could a house so beautiful smell so bad? How could a man with so much drive drop all the cards when he knew his wife wouldn’t want that? Rosella had come because she knew Bonnie wouldn’t want Shaun acting like this, and she needed his help at the office.

Shaun sprinted into the master bathroom. He closed the door and locked it. “I’m showering,” Shaun said and turned on the water.

Rosella was standing in the entrance of the master bedroom. She heard the water running and figured Shaun could use a shower, but she wasn’t going anywhere. “Okay, you do that. I’ll pick up a little around the house while you do.”

Shaun’s eyes widened. His heart raced. He didn’t want Rosella touching his disgusting mess! He didn’t want her cleaning his house when he should have been doing it himself, but the water was running, and he could really use a shower. Shaun exhaled, accepting his situation. When Rosella set her mind to something, she didn’t stop until she accomplished her mission.

The hot water ran down Shaun’s body. He hadn’t been to the gym all month, and it was showing. He felt the difference in his muscles as he ran the soap over his body, wishing he could turn back time and bring Bonnie back to his life. How had he gotten here?

Shaun dried himself off and put on a fresh pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt. He hadn’t worn anything clean in several days, and his body felt like nineteen layers of dirt had been scrubbed from it. Shaun stepped out of the bathroom, and his bedroom looked much better, but he didn’t see Rosella.

Shaun found Rosella in the kitchen, moving dirty dishes from the sink to the dishwasher. “You don’t have to do that,” said Shaun. He leaned on the counter.

Rosella understood Shaun was grieving. She knew he hurt more than she could ever imagine. He and Bonnie had been married for fifteen years. Rosella frowned and walked over to Shaun. She rubbed his shoulder. “I know it’s not easy, but you can’t live like this Shaun. Do you think Bonnie would want her house looking like this?”

Shaun shook his head. He knew Rosella was right. Bonnie would probably have thrown herself into work if the roles were reversed. She would have worked to hide the pain, but Shaun preferred to spend his time thinking about what could have been. Thinking about all the ways he could have been a better husband. Bonnie hadn’t been perfect either, but everything had changed after Shaun found out about his sperm.

Rosella touched Shaun to comfort him. He leaned his head on her shoulder. “I’m sorry I haven’t been answering your calls. Is everything at the office okay?”

“Not too bad,” said Rosella. It irritated her having everything on her shoulders, but Shaun was going through a lot. She wanted to buy an ownership share in the company, but now wasn’t the right time to ask. “We sold the house that wasn’t selling,” she said.

“I’ll give you a bonus. I’m sure you’ve been doing more than your fair share,” Shaun said, realizing how much Rosella must have taken on to keep the business afloat.

“Oh, you don’t—”

“No, I do,” he said. “I’ll pick myself up. I will.” Shaun felt the tears forming in his eyes.

“Take your time, Shaun. We don’t need you at the office yet, but it’d be really helpful if you could answer my calls,” she said.

They were holding each other as they stood at the kitchen island. Side by side, both wishing they could turn back the clock to bring back the woman they loved. “I promise I’ll answer your calls,” he said.

Rosella nodded. They stood there in silence for a few more minutes before Rosella gathered her bag and left Shaun alone. He spent the rest of the day cleaning, telling himself he had to carry on with his life.

When he stood in the mirror hours later, he noticed his body hair was much thinner but wrote it off as a side effect of the stress he’d been feeling. Shaun crashed and woke up the next morning ready to get out of bed.


Chapter Three

Headlights.

Impact.

Rolling.

Blood.

Darkness.

Bonnie had been so angry when she left the house. She had driven like a crazy person, speeding away from the house until she slammed on her breaks at a light. After that, she’d calmed down, but destiny had another plan for Bonnie.

The light turned green. Bonnie inched forward, driving at a normal speed when a drunk driver slammed into her. All she’d seen were the headlights and swerving vehicle. The car clipped hers in just the right way, sending her rolling. The ambulance didn’t make it in time, and the drunk driver fled the scene.

After Bonnie took her last breath, she saw the light. She felt the heavens pulling her toward the gates, but a little voice stopped her.

You have work to do.

“What work?” asked Bonnie. She was floating in a dark area, the dazzling gates far above her. She tried her best to get to them, but they grew smaller as she sank into the darkness. Panic filled her. She didn’t want to go to hell. “Please! No!” she screamed. “What have I done to deserve this?”

You have work to do.

Bonnie had no idea where the voice was coming from, and fear petrified her. She couldn’t move. She couldn’t speak. Bonnie opened her mouth. She couldn’t find any words to say.

Bonnie, my child. You have a choice to make.

“What?” Bonnie asked in a whisper.

Save Shaun from his demise and wait for your afterlife or go to the gates now.

Bonnie couldn’t see why she wouldn’t help Shaun. She loved him. But she was beginning to understand she had died. “So, the crash killed me, huh?”

The voice coming from nowhere sighed. Yes, my dear. You are in limbo with a choice to make. There are others waiting for me. What will it be, Bonnie?

Bonnie was suspended in something emptier than space, and the heavenly gates had faded. She swallowed and tried to ignore the fear swirling through her. “Are there any downsides? I want to help my husband, but what’s the catch?”

If you take too long to help Shaun, you’ll be stuck in limbo forever.

“How long is too long?”

No rivers run the same course, my little one. Your time is up. Make your choice!

The voice had turned from friendly to forceful. Bonnie knew she would never be able to forgive herself if she let Shaun down, so she agreed. “I understand the risk, and I want to help my husband.”

Very well!

Bonnie’s vision went blank for a second. She saw nothing. She heard nothing. All of her senses were stripped of functionality until she ended up in her bedroom. It was as though she’d never died, except Shaun was on the bed crying his eyes out.

Bonnie went over to touch Shaun, but he couldn’t even sense her presence. She spoke, begging for him to hear her. She screamed, but nothing happened.

When Bonnie couldn’t reach Shaun, she went to the corner and sat. How was she supposed to help Shaun if she couldn’t communicate with him? Shaun cried and cried. Bonnie felt frustrated. Had she been tricked out of her afterlife? Wasn’t it bad enough drunken manslaughter had taken her?

Bonnie went downstairs and out the back door to their enormous yard. Nobody could see her. She sat in the middle of the yard and tried her best to enjoy the weather she could hardly feel. Bonnie hoped she would learn how to help her husband soon.


Chapter Four

It was three years before Bonnie’s accident. Shaun and Bonnie were camping at a lake near their hometown of Shelburn, Missouri. Shaun was nervous but still hopeful his sperm would have some life in it. He still hoped they would be able to have a baby that was his and hers; shared DNA.

“The sun is incredible,” Bonnie said as she released a fish from her hook and threw it back in the water. They were sitting on a small boat in the middle of the lake. Shaun hadn’t caught a fish yet. Bonnie liked fishing more than him. He preferred to sit inside with a cozy mystery novel or a massive puzzle.

“It is,” agreed Shaun. He was wearing a hat, but his arms felt like they were burning. He didn’t know how much more sun he could handle. “How much longer did you want to stay out here?” he asked.

Bonnie threw her head back and laughed. “Oh, you hate it, don’t you?”

“No,” said Shaun. “I don’t hate it, but my skin does.”

“We can go back now. I don’t mind,” she said. Her smile was infectious. Shaun would never forget how she looked at him with a heart full of love that day.

They paddled back to the dock. They had a large tent, hammocks, a covering for shade, and items to help them set up a makeshift kitchen. They chopped ingredients and started a fire so they could make an afternoon meal. Shaun tried his best not to think about the results coming his way.

Bonnie knew Shaun was nervous for what the fertility lab would say, but she wanted him to know she didn’t care either way.

“Shaun, whatever we find out, I’m okay with it.”

Shaun would hate himself if he had bum sperm. He tried his best to keep his head high, but what man wanted to hear his seed was no good? “Okay,” he said. His voice was flat.

Bonnie had started the fire while Shaun chopped ingredients. She walked over to him and put her hands on his shoulders. “I mean it, Shaun. We’ve been together over ten years. We can get through this. Baby, no baby. I just want us to stay happy.”

Shaun put a hand on hers. “Me too,” he said. Shaun hoped they could stay happy, but he already felt the fissure forming between them. He could feel himself pulling away because of how pathetic he felt about even having to visit a fertility doctor. Sometimes he just wanted to scream at the top of his lungs.

They ate their meal, went on a walk, and made love in the evening. They drank wine, ate chocolate, and made love again. In their sexual bliss, they smiled and laughed. They didn’t use protection. Neither said it, but they both hoped this would be their magical time. That they would get pregnant and not have to visit the doctor again.

If only they’d been so lucky.


Chapter Five

Shaun could float through his memories of Bonnie forever, which he was doing as he washed up in the bathroom. He knew their past wasn’t perfect, but she was. Nobody was without faults, but everything bad about Bonnie was fading from Shaun’s memory. How could he think poorly of the woman he lost?

None of that stopped what had been happening over the past month since she died. His body hair was thinning out, and he had no idea what was causing it. Shaun’s reflection shocked him every time he stepped out the shower.

Shaun went to the doctor, but they couldn’t give him an explanation after running every test they could think of. Shaun was healthy and lucky to be alive, which stressed him to no end. If he could roll back the clock, he would have been the one to walk out of the door.

Bonnie could have bounced back from this. Shaun was lost. He didn’t know what to do without her in his life. Rosella was running the company Shaun had built with Bonnie, and he felt like a complete failure. Rosella told him it was okay and that he needed time to grieve, but Shaun knew Bonnie would have found a way to do both.

Shaun leaned against the bathroom sink with his back to the mirror. He had been driving himself crazy searching for potential reasons to explain his body hair loss. There were many, even though the doctor hadn’t identified one. Shaun moaned and pushed off the bathroom sink, but his leg got caught on the cabinet door’s knob. It flew open. A bag of Bonnie’s old makeup fell out.

The towel fell from Shaun’s body. He was naked, but there was nobody there to see him. Shaun unzipped the bag. All of Bonnie’s favorite lip glosses, foundations, moisturizers, and cosmetics were inside it. Shaun could picture Bonnie in the bathroom mirror, blending shades of eye shadow before they went out.

Shaun picked up Bonnie's favorite compact. It had a shell of fake diamonds, many of them missing. Shaun leaned against the tub. The floor was cold against his bare ass. He saw the hint of a shadow in the mirror, which made him look harder.

He stared at himself for a moment, looking into his brown eyes through the mirror. He missed Bonnie’s blue eyes. Shaun missed the way she would look at him when they woke up in the morning. Sleeping with no one next to him was the heaviest reminder that Bonnie had left him behind in this cold, harsh world.

Shaun was closing the compact when he saw the shadow again. There wasn’t any smoke in the room. He didn’t know what he was seeing until the lightest outline of Bonnie’s face appeared in the mirror.

The sound wasn’t audible. Shaun only heard the words in his head. “Ahhh, yes. I feel a connection, Shaun. Do you feel me?”

Shaun felt a tear slide down his face before more followed it. “Bonnie, is that you?” Shaun said.

The shadow nodded. Bonnie was there in the mirror. Shaun swallowed and looked again; her figure was dancing in the glass. Her reflection as beautiful as he remembered. “Bonnie, how? How are you there?”

“I’m here to help,” she replied. Her voice came across as a whisper. It wasn’t spoken, but Shaun could feel every word. The smoky shadow of her moved and flew in a circle in the compact mirror. She was dancing, and Shaun didn’t know what to think.

The guilt slammed into him like a train running over ice. “Bonnie, there’s so much I need to apologize for—”

“I’m the reason behind your thinning hair, my love,” she said and laughed.

Shaun didn’t find it funny. As much as he hated manscaping, he wasn’t prepared to part with his body as he knew it. “You can’t change me! It’s not right!” As much guilt as Shaun felt over losing Bonnie after their fight, it disappeared as he processed the possibility of Bonnie having such powers.

“I never want you to love another woman again, so I’m going to make you one.”

Shaun didn’t understand. “What? There are lesbians and bisexual women. I’m not trying to move on, Bonnie, but what the fuck! Are you going to make me like men? It’s not possible!”

“I guess we’ll have to wait and see what happens,” Bonnie said, cackling in the mirror. She vanished. Her smoky figure nowhere Shaun could see.

Shaun opened and closed the compact covered in fake diamonds several times, but Bonnie was gone, and his hair was growing thinner by the moment, as though their conversation had made Bonnie more powerful. Shaun sighed and fell on the bed he used to share with Bonnie.

Reaching down, Shaun touched his dick. It was still the same, at least. He didn’t want to lose his treasure. It was long and thick, and Bonnie had loved it since the first time she saw it. Shaun wanted to cry as he thought of losing it. It was too perfect. It was his. How could this be happening to him?

Shaun was hyperventilating before he reminded himself to take deep breaths. Tears were streaming down his eyes. How could someone he loved want to hurt him this way? Shaun opened the compact mirror, and Bonnie reappeared.

“Are you okay? You scared me there,” she said.

“I don’t want to change!” he cried.

“How else can I help you? Our company needs a woman leading it, and we—” Bonnie said but stopped. She didn’t want Rosella getting her hands on Shaun and the company when he was at his weakest. Bonnie needed to control the situation as she always had, so she had no other choice but to make Shaun a woman irresistible to men. Did that make her the most terrible ghost woman in the world?

Shaun thought she might be terrible, but he still loved her. All he could do was wait to see what happened and enjoy his dick while he had it, if Bonnie did in fact have the power to strip him of his manhood.

Playing with himself, Shaun rubbed his dick until he covered his almost-hairless chest with a layer of cum, panting as he opened the mirror to check if Bonnie was there.

She wasn’t.


Chapter Six

Rosella Miller was one of Clausen Realty’s first employees. She got along well with Shaun and Bonnie. Dealing with Bonnie’s death was one of the most difficult things Rosella had ever encountered, but she had to stay strong for the business, even though it was killing her.

Rosella had a small two-bedroom, one-bathroom house about three miles from the office, so it never took her long to drive there. She stepped inside her home, throwing her bag on the table in the dining room.

Shaun wasn’t pulling his weight, and it was driving her crazy. She wanted an ownership deal, but it was never the right time to ask. How could she bring up business with a month-old widow?

She didn’t have the heart, but it was killing her to keep everything inside.

There was something else eating away at Rosella. She couldn’t help the flashes of a desired future from rushing through her mind. How was she supposed to stop the subconscious from popping to the surface?

Rosella wanted to reach out to Shaun. She wanted to help him. She wanted more than she should. There was a rumor he had a big dick, and Rosella hadn’t had sex in over a year. There was never enough time. Or the man wasn’t right. A client called before she was supposed to meet a date once, and the actually-excited-to-meet-him guy never gave her another chance.

Then there was Shaun, a widow in waiting. A man she’d always fantasized about taking into the storage closet of Clausen Realty. No brooms or mops would stop her from having the man of her dreams.

Sometimes Rosella wondered if knowing Shaun had spoiled her. She compared every man she met on a date to him, and none of them stacked up. Shaun was charming, sweet, and always respectful. Rosella had never met more of a gentleman. Her father was nothing of a gentleman. Try angry drunk; not that she wanted to think much about her father.

Rosella had come a long way from that, but she wanted what Bonnie and Shaun had. Everyone was jealous of their relationship. But nobody to the extent of Rosella. Rosella had watched Bonnie and Shaun grow stronger and more unified with each passing year. She was ivy on the side of a brick building; mostly forgotten until it covered a path to fresh air.

Bonnie had appreciated Rosella, but they both knew Rosella had wanted Shaun, even though Shaun was always oblivious to Rosella’s desire. Bonnie wasn’t afraid to narrow her eyes at Rosella or say something between the lines by speaking on Rosella’s single status or adding extra emphasis on sentences before Bonnie and Shaun went on vacations.

Rosella didn’t know Bonnie was watching over her as she stripped naked and stepped into the shower. Rosella wished Bonnie hadn’t been taken from the world, but she noticed the cleared path. Shaun was within reach. She couldn’t move too fast, but he was on her mind.

Running her hand through her hair, Rosella savored the feeling of hot water flowing down her body. She squeezed her legs together, pushing away her dirty thoughts about the bulge she’d seen on several occasions in Shaun’s pants. He never noticed, but Bonnie had.

Rosella’s eyes sprang open as she remembered the first time Bonnie had caught her staring at Shaun’s crotch. They’d been in the meeting room going over property listings when Shaun stood up from the table to grab more water when his pants bunched around his cock and provided the most delicious outline. Bonnie hadn’t only raised her eyebrow the first time, but she was being nice then.

Ignoring her thoughts of Bonnie, Rosella grabbed the bar of soap. Guilt could invade and attack, but Rosella would not fall victim today. She and Shaun had never done anything. They never crossed a line, not once. No late-night messages, no secret meetings, nothing. Every lunch they ever had was on the books, and Shaun would never touch a woman without her permission.

Rosella could touch herself though, and she did as the soap suds ran down her body. Rosella reached between her thighs. She placed a finger on her clit and slowly rubbed it until it was awakened. She bit her lip and placed one hand on the shower wall as she used the other hand to finger her pussy and rub her clit.

Rosella could get herself to an orgasm in no time, and she took herself there. Her nipples hard. Her pussy throbbing.

She washed her hands with the bar of soap as though nothing had happened. Rosella needed to check on Shaun. He had to pull his weight around the office, and it would be good for him to get out of bed and do something productive. It was what Bonnie would want.

Rosella got out of the shower, dried herself off, put on lounging clothes, and made a plan for the next day to get Shaun back to his old self as soon as she could.


Chapter Seven

Bonnie could appear in the mirror when she wanted or didn’t. She had control over the situation, but her connection with the gates to her afterlife was fading after a month of playing with Shaun’s mind and changing his body. Bonnie had given him little breasts and made his body hair vanish everywhere but in his pelvic region.

Bonnie loved how gorgeous Shaun looked without body hair. How much bigger his dick looked with a thinned out bush. Bonnie didn’t want Rosella to take him, but it was clear Rosella would do everything she could to have him.

How would Rosella feel when Shaun became a woman? When his breasts were no longer little nubs but voluptuous melons of desire?

Bonnie wanted so badly to take away Shaun’s dick to complete his transformation, but she had loved it so much. It used to bring her endless joy. She was sure of changing everything else, but Shaun’s cock might have to stay.

Floating around in the void, Bonnie knew she had to work fast and stop watching Shaun jack off every night with his fabulous, hairless body. She had to finish his transformation and let her spirit move along to the afterlife. Bonnie didn’t have much time, and there was so much work left to do.

The next time Shaun opened the compact mirror, she would make an appearance. Until then, she just had to wait for him to come around. He was working again. Bonnie couldn’t believe two months had passed since she died, but time flew by, and she was risking staying trapping in limbo forever.

♦

Shaun wasn’t sure if Bonnie was still watching over him because she hadn’t shown up in the compact mirror for several days. Sometimes she’d be there, and other times there would be nothing. Shaun checked like a savage animal every time he got home.

He was happy to get out of the house. Every time he had a work meeting or showed a house to a new client, he felt like he was getting part of his old self back. Shaun would never be whole again, but he could at least be together enough to run his business.

Shaun was driving home, the sun was shining, and he felt a smile cross his face when cute song lyrics hit his heart. He thought he’d never smile again two months ago when he found out about the accident. Shaun felt darker than he ever had when he put his wife in the ground, never to see her again.

But then Bonnie had appeared in the compact mirror he never took out of the bedroom they had shared because he was afraid of losing it. Shaun didn’t care nobody would believe him if he said how Bonnie had been visiting from the other side through a compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. Bonnie’s visits were his secret, and he didn’t have to share them with anyone.

Despite everything, Shaun couldn’t help but think of Rosella. Her warm smile. Her encouraging spirit. The way she’d pulled Shaun out of bed after he’d spent a month there. Part of him never wanted to leave bed now, but Bonnie refused to stay in the mirror for long. It hurt Shaun she didn’t want to spend every moment she could with him, but Bonnie had control of everything; including Shaun’s body.

Shaun pulled into his garage. He closed it behind him, took off his sunglasses, and felt a strange sensation in the pit of his stomach. Bonnie had rid Shaun of his body hair. All he had left was a small patch of hair above his dick that stopped before his waistline. Shaun was growing little nubs on his chest, and he was nervous about how large they might grow.

Bonnie morphed over his body, and there was nothing Shaun could do to stop the changes he’d been experiencing over the past month. He had to wait and see what Bonnie had in store for him.

Shaun dropped his bag on the kitchen counter and rushed to the bedroom he shared with Bonnie. He pulled out the compact covered in fake diamonds, opened it, and prayed Bonnie would turn up on the other side.

He frowned when she didn’t appear. Shaun stared and stared, but the seconds felt like years as he waited. He was closing the compact when Bonnie’s smoky shadow appeared in the mirror. Her voice filled his head.

“My love. How are you?” she asked.

Shaun made a strange sound; something like a mixture of choking and crying. “I miss you,” he said and rubbed his thumb across the mirror.

She lifted her ghostly hand and pressed it against the mirror. “Shaun, we have to move faster. Are you ready?”

“What are you going to do to me?” he asked. He didn’t care if she made him a woman, if that was what made her happy, but he wanted to keep his dick. How could he not love such an amazing cock? Did she know how much the average guy would give up to have a dick like his?

“I’ve been thinking…” Bonnie said and let her voice trail. She didn’t want to tell Shaun, but every conversation took a piece of her. Nothing was free, and Bonnie was learning she could only play around for so much longer before she was stuck in limbo forever.

Shaun clung to Bonnie’s every word, desperate to spend every second of every day with her. He’d begged her to stay with him one night, but she refused. He had cried himself to sleep. “Bonnie,” he said in a whisper when she hadn’t spoken. “What have you been thinking?”

“We have to move fast. Your breasts. Your hair. Your ass. We have to change everything,” she said.

“Please, not everything.”

Bonnie waited for Shaun to continue.

“I want to keep my dick,” he said.

“It is a marvelous work of God, isn’t it?”

Shaun nodded with vigor. He would say anything to keep his member. Do anything. “Please, Bonnie. Spare me that one thing.”

“Wait and see,” she said and disappeared. Shaun didn’t understand. He yelled for her to come back, but she didn’t. Her visits had been shortening each time. He cried after opening and closing the compact for fifteen minutes, feeling like he was going crazy, but his changing body was proof of Bonnie’s power.

He stood and paced around the house. Shaun undressed and stared at himself in the mirror. His body was thinner than it had been a week ago. He stepped on the scale to confirm, and he’d lost eight pounds. Shaun went back to the mirror, staring at the nubs on his chest. The dick between his legs. The brown hair on his head he hadn’t cut in over two months since before Bonnie’s death.

Shaun was naked, growing breasts, and halfway to crazy but had never felt closer to the woman he spent his life loving and couldn’t wait to see how she finished his body, even though he would have to start calling into work if his breasts got any bigger.


Chapter Eight

Shaun had been doing well but fell off the wagon. He hadn’t come to work in a week, and Rosella was sick with worry about the man she secretly loved. She hated herself for loving him, but who else did she have in the world? Who else did Shaun have now that Bonnie was gone?

Rosella had given her all to Clausen Realty and Shaun. She only wanted to collect on her investment and make Shaun her man. He was a decent man who reminded her nothing of her father, who was a terrible angry drunk.

Staring at herself in the visor mirror, Rosella looked into her gray eyes and told herself she wasn’t wrong for checking up on Shaun. She felt like a stalker for coming to his house a second time, but she was in charge of Clausen Realty when he wasn’t there. She needed his help or a share of the company or a new job to get away from the tangle of desire and obligation suffocating her; keeping her awake at night.

Shaun had been coming to work some hours every day for a few weeks but hadn’t done more than answer his phone in the past week. He’d deserted Rosella, and it wasn’t fair. Shaun gave Rosella a bonus, but it wasn’t enough. She was doing her old job, plus his and the job Bonnie used to do before she died.

If Rosella worked one more second without Shaun’s help, she was positive she would explode into a million little pieces. Rosella closed the visor, got out of her car, and marched to Shaun’s front door. She rang the doorbell. She tapped her foot as she waited for Shaun to approach.

“Who is it?” he asked. His voice sounded a little different.

“Shaun, is that you?”

“Yes.” His voice sang. “It’s me. Who are you?”

“Rosella. Shaun, is everything okay? Why do you sound like that?”

Shaun cracked open the door. His hair was pulled back into a small bun. His face looked smoother, almost more feminine. He was wearing a large robe, but it almost looked like there was the curve of breasts beneath it. Rosella wasn’t sure she believed her eyes. She swallowed and did her best to reserve judgment. Maybe crossdressing was something Shaun had always practiced in secret, and she caught him at a bad time?

“Can I come inside?” asked Rosella.

“No,” said Shaun. He stepped behind the door and closed it more. Rosella thought about pushing it open but didn’t want to act like a bitch. She didn’t know how long she could let Shaun get away as the grieving husband when she needed so much help at the office. Rosella took a deep breath. “Sorry, Rosella, but I’m going through some things.”

“So am I!” she said. She was so close to snapping she felt like a branch on a dead tree. “I can’t keep working like this, Shaun!”

Shaun spoke in the same light voice Rosella had never heard come from his mouth, making her feel she was in some sort of alternate reality. “Can we have this conversation on the phone? I’m not feeling well. You might get sick if you come inside,” Shaun said, even though it was a lie.

Rosella threw her hands in the air. She had no time for Shaun’s games. She needed to speak to him, and it was urgent. “Fine,” she said in her sternest voice. “I’m driving to the coffee shop down the street, and you better answer on the first ring, or I’ll use my key to get inside.”

Shaun nodded. “I’ll answer right away. Thank you for understanding.”

Rosella pointed her finger in Shaun’s face. She had no time for these games when she felt like she could explode into a billion-trillion-quadrillion little pieces. Rosella sighed and stomped her feet to her car. She opened the door and slammed it shut before peeling out of the driveway and gunning it to the coffee shop. Her blood redder than lobsters at a boil.

♦

Shaun sat on his sofa in the robe waiting for Rosella’s call. She had a reason to hate him. He hadn’t been pulling his weight at the office. Bonnie hadn’t said more than she supported whatever he did with the business. She didn’t say much about Clausen Realty, but he savored every word she had transmitted into his mind.

Shaun’s breasts had grown. It was painful, and they felt heavy on his chest, but he loved how they looked with his dick. They were at least D’s. He hadn’t gone to the store yet for a bra sizing, but Bonnie had made him as large as she could without adverse effects.

The day after he got big boobs, Shaun’s hips had widened. His ass became rounder in all directions. It was as though he had the hips of a woman who could give birth, but his dick was still there. Bonnie promised she wouldn’t touch it.

The final day of Shaun’s transformation included his hair growing several inches, his eyelashes curling, and his lips becoming a little plumper. Bonnie told Shaun every woman wasn’t lucky enough to look as beautiful as he would when he became her doll with a dick.

Rosella called, and Shaun answered on the first ring. She huffed into the receiver and told him to wait. She sighed. Shaun could hear her order a coffee.

Shaun felt terrible for leaving Rosella with so much responsibility. He had seen the crazed tiredness in her eyes when he answered the door. Rosella deserved better from him as her boss; as the owner of the company she dedicated her life to. Shaun had no idea what he would do without Rosella at Clausen Realty and in his life.

Rosella thanked the barista, but her tone turned dark when she spoke to Shaun. “I can’t do this anymore, Shaun. I’ve been working myself to death to keep your company alive,” she said. The anger left her voice by the end of the sentence. She sounded deflated. Sad.

Shaun’s heart broke at the agony in Rosella’s voice because he knew he could have helped her avoid this. He had already lost the most important woman in his life. He couldn’t lose Rosella, who was probably the second most important woman in his life. His mother didn’t count.

“Rosella, you’re right. You deserve so much more than I give you. Please don’t leave me. What can I do to make this right?” he asked.

“Your job?” she said.

Shaun sighed. There was no way he could show a house or go to the office to close a deal and sign papers until he figured out how to talk, dress, and act like a woman. Could he still go by ‘Shaun’? What would everyone at the office ask him if they saw him? The questions were limitless, and Shaun had to take things one second at a time.

“I know I need to do my job, but things are… complicated. I can’t really explain,” Shaun said and cast his eyes to the side. He would have to answer questions one day, but he had to get Rosella back in the office. “What if I give you twenty-five percent of the company, and you can keep your salary?”

“Fifty,” she said without hesitation, but her voice had lost its sad edge.

“I can’t give up that much. Thirty-three and a third?”

“Is that all you can do, Shaun? I’m a broker now. I could start my own realty agency,” she said.

“Forty percent, but that’s my final offer,” he said. Shaun was annoyed but smirking. He never thought Rosella would agree to twenty-five percent.

“Fine, forty percent,” she said.

“So, you’ll keep working?”

Rosella chuckled. “I guess I could head back to the office,” she said. “Now that I have a forty-percent stake in the business.”

“That means you have to help with advertising costs! That comes out of your pocket now!” he said, reminding her it wasn’t all peaches-and-roses to own the company.

“Oh, don’t worry, Shaun. I’m more than capable of taking care of business,” Rosella said. “Since you’re sitting at home, call a lawyer and have them draw up paperwork. I’m sorry to be so blunt, but you were working me like an owner and not just a manager, but now I am part owner, so I’ll be going back to work. Can you take care of the papers?”

“Consider it done,” he said.

“See you soon,” Rosella said and hung up.

Shaun nodded and glanced down at his parted robe. His big breasts and hard nipples. His long, soft cock. Shaun had some shit to figure out and little time because he knew Rosella would be on his ass again.

Shaun went upstairs to the bedroom. He pulled out the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He opened it, but Bonnie wasn’t there. She didn’t come out, either. Shaun sat there on the bed for hours staring at the mirror and scrolling through his phone, wondering when he would see Bonnie again before drifting off to sleep.


Chapter Nine

Bonnie was feeling weaker than ever, and she had nothing left to change on Shaun. He was the perfect hybrid of man and woman. Some would call him a ‘futa’, but Bonnie would call him beautiful. She saw him, but the light in her spirit was dimming. She didn’t want to become a ghost stuck between life and death. Bonnie wanted her afterlife, but there was so much she wanted to say. She was waiting for Shaun to open the compact again.

Shaun was in the kitchen on his laptop searching for clothes to cover up his new body. There were bras that might be able to hold down his chest. He was reading about how to use bandages to do it. He so badly wanted to return to work but didn’t know how to dress, and Bonnie hadn’t been answering him when he opened the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds.

Hours passed, and Shaun’s eyes burned from staring at his screen for so long. Since giving Rosella forty percent of Clausen Realty, she’d found the energy to run the company and had only called Shaun once or twice in the past few days. Shaun needed help and didn’t know where to turn. The internet helped, but he felt so alone. Shaun closed his laptop and went upstairs to the bedroom he shared with Bonnie.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Shaun opened the compact mirror. Its fake diamonds brushed against his fingers. Bonnie’s shadowy figure whirled into the mirror, and Shaun felt his body warm eight fold. He made a weird sound as Bonnie came into focus. There was something about her that looked off, as though she were sick, but she was still the most beautiful woman in the world to Shaun.

“You’re there,” Shaun said in an excited voice.

“Yes, but I’m not strong, my love,” she said. Her voice was nothing more than thoughts transmitted to Shaun’s mind, but he would savor the sound of her voice for the rest of his life.

Sometimes he didn’t know if he was imagining her voice right, but it always sounded sweet like honey when he heard it. “Bonnie, I miss you more than… I don’t know. Everything,” he said and touched the mirror. He saw himself too. His hair was free and hung to his shoulders. His breasts were heavy on his chest, but he loved them. Shaun loved everything about his new body except what people might think when they saw him.

“Shaun, I don’t want you to live with regrets or what-ifs. I want you to live your life to the fullest,” she said. Her voice sounded weaker than it had the first time she appeared in the mirror, which made Shaun sick with worry. He wanted nothing bad to happen to her.

“Bonnie, there’s so much I regret. If we wouldn’t have fought that night, you’d still be here.”

“No, Shaun! You can’t think like that! I’m so sorry the last words you heard from me were ‘fuck you’, but you can never think this was your fault. Someone hit me. I could have been coming home from the grocery store or anything else,” she said.

Shaun wanted to argue, but Bonnie had already said she was weak. He had learned from his mistakes. Shaun exhaled and said, “I’ll do my best, Bonnie. You were the best woman a man could hope for,” he said into the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He rubbed his finger along the metal of the holes where some fake diamonds had fallen out.

“Thank you, Shaun.”

Bonnie and Shaun stared at each other while seconds, minutes passed.

Shaun had a feeling when he closed the compact today it would be the last time. He never wanted to lose his wife now that he had her again, but he could see how weak she was. “You won’t visit me again after today, will you?”

Bonnie pressed her lips together. “I don’t think so,” she said, shaking her head. They frowned. Bonnie opened her ghostly eyes wide. “Will you do something for me before I go?”

“Anything,” he said.

“Put on a show for me,” she said.

“How?”

“Stroke your dick. Put the mirror where I can watch you. The feeling is different this way,” she said. Bonnie had seen him jack off, but it wasn’t the same. She could be there with him and watch him from a different angle.

Shaun took off his clothes. He was wearing a baggy t-shirt and jeans that barely fit his new ass. He desperately needed a shopping trip. Shaun was somber as he climbed on the bed with a bottle of lube and the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He knew it would be the last time.

“I’m so glad you still have that amazing dick,” she said as she gazed at Shaun’s half-erect member.

Shaun wiped a tear from his eye. He wanted to give Bonnie what she requested, but it was so hard to think about jacking off when he knew he wouldn’t see her again.

“We’ll meet after you live the best life you can, for both of us. I promise. It’ll feel like no time at all when it’s over,” she said, pressing her ghostly hand against the glass for Shaun. “You can’t give up. I love you,” she said.

“I love you too, Bonnie,” he said.

“You’re so sexy. Let me see you cum one more time,” she said, using the sexiest voice she could.

Shaun only heard her voice in his mind, but it was the most comforting sound. He nodded, squirted lube into hand, and rubbed it on his dick. He stared at Bonnie in the mirror as he held it with one hand at an angle so she could see his face and dick. “You like that?” he asked, getting harder.

“Yeah, it’s hot,” she said. “You always were so sexy.”

“Not as pretty as you,” he said, speaking aloud. If someone were watching him, they’d think he was crazy, but he was anything but. “The first time we made love was on a camping trip, do you remember?”

She smiled. “How could I forget? We were so young back then. Don’t you remember how afraid you were of camping the first time?”

Thinking back to that night in the tent under the stars when he slid into Bonnie’s vagina made his eyes sparkle. They’d been nineteen. They were both from the same area of the Ozarks in Missouri. Bonnie had felt so warm and closer to him than any woman he’d been with before her. “I remember,” Shaun said and grinned. “Just because I’m from a small town doesn’t mean I want to sleep in the woods.”

“Touch your breasts. Do you like them?” asked Bonnie.

Shaun moved his hand from his dick to his soft, supple breasts. He lifted them. Squeezed them. They were so fun to play with. Shaun would never tire of his melons, even if they were heavy sometimes. “I love them. They’re the best gift you’ve ever given me,” he said.

“You look so sexy with breasts and feminine hips, Shaun. I wish I could touch you,” she said, almost hating how perfect he looked. She could see him. Feel him. But touch was nonexistent. “Stroke your dick, baby,” she said. Bonnie was feeling weak and needed Shaun to cum.

Shaun closed his eyes for a moment as he rubbed the tip of his dick. He imagined Bonnie was there in the room, or that he was on the other side where she was. He didn’t know where she was and felt so helpless for not being able to save her, but he could at least fulfill her wishes.

Shaun opened his eyes. His dick was hard. Bonnie was looking at him through the mirror. He had the mirror so she could see his dick and his face. He smiled at her as he stroked his hardened member, and she smiled back.

His breath thinned. It shortened. He stroked his dick, thinking back to their first time in the tent under the stars. It hadn’t taken him long to cum because he didn’t want to keep Bonnie waiting. Wherever she had to go, she had to leave soon because she looked so weak. Beautiful, but weak.

“Oh, baby. I’ll always miss your pussy,” Shaun said. Tears slid down his face as he stroked his dick. As his balls tightened. He would cum any second. “I wish you were here to take this load,” he said.

“Give it to me,” she said. “I need it.”

“Fuck, Bonnie. I love you,” Shaun grunted as cum rushed through his dick and shot from the tip. It covered his stomach and landed on his hard nipples. Shaun rubbed the cum into his breasts, shaking them from side to side. He felt slutty and wished Bonnie were there and not just in a mirror.

Bonnie purred. “So sexy,” she said.

“Is this goodbye?” Shaun asked as he came down from his orgasm. He didn’t want Bonnie to leave but knew her time had come.

“Yes, Shaun, but there’s one last thing you should know,” she said.

“What?” he asked.

“I love you more than I could ever express, and I can’t wait to see you in the afterlife, but Rosella could make an incredible second spouse. She wants you, and you don’t even realize how much you want her. I love you, Shaun, and I’ll be waiting for you on the other side, but don’t let the past stop you from living your future,” she said.

Shaun nodded. It sounded like an impossible task, but it could work. He’d always had a small crush on Rosella. Nothing serious, but she was a gorgeous, hardworking woman. “Bonnie, I’ll miss you, and I will live the best life I can. For both of us. I promise,” he said. It would be so easy to crumble and give up to join Bonnie now, but he had to stay strong. It was what she wanted.

Bonnie blew Shaun a kiss and vanished. Shaun screamed. He caught his breath and screamed again. It didn’t matter how many times he opened and closed the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds; she was gone.

Shaun would love Bonnie forever.


Chapter Ten

Shaun spent the next twenty-four hours crying. He would never get over losing Bonnie, but he had to find a way to move forward, except there was his new body. No one had seen him yet since Rosella came the other day, but Shaun knew the clock was ticking.

Shaun was keeping the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds in a fireproof safe. He knew Bonnie would never return, but it would be the end of the world if he lost the mirror. After checking the mirror for a few minutes, Shaun locked the mirror back in the safe.

Jeans and a t-shirt weren’t working. Shaun didn’t want to change his name either. It didn’t feel right. Why couldn’t a woman be named ‘Shaun’? If anyone saw him, they’d definitely think he was a woman. Shaun was feeling more womanly.

Shaun didn’t know it, but Rosella was heading his way between house showings. She hadn’t spoken to him in a few days and wanted to make sure he was still alive and well. Rosella pulled into Shaun’s driveway, which made him jump. He could see her car from the upstairs window. Shaun rushed to put on his oversized robe before she rang the doorbell.

Rosella was waiting for Shaun outside. She was concerned when he answered wearing the same robe he had the other day. “Shaun, is everything okay? I know you’re grieving, and I feel like a bitch for coming over here, but I worry about you.”

Shaun shook his head. He realized he needed to tell Rosella. She might not believe him, but he had to confess. “No, it’s okay. I’m glad someone cares enough to check on me. Why don’t you come inside?” Shaun said and opened the door wide, keeping the robe loose as not to expose his breasts too soon.

Rosella swallowed and stepped inside. “Okay,” she said with a long draw. She had no idea what she was walking in to, but Shaun was unsettling her. He sounded different. His looks had changed. How had his hair grown so fast?

“Would you like anything to drink? Coffee? Wine? Whiskey?”

“Water is fine,” said Rosella. She had been inside the house many times, so she made her way to the sofa and sat to wait for Shaun to come from the kitchen. Rosella noticed the curves on his chest when he came out the kitchen. Did he have breasts? Was he crossdressing?

Shaun handed Rosella the glass of water and looked into her gray eyes. She stared into his brown ones. They hadn’t changed, but it seemed everything else about him had. “What happened to you, Shaun?”

“I don’t know if you’ll believe me, but I want to tell you,” he said.

“I’d like to know something about what’s going on because everything feels too crazy right now,” she said.

Shaun shared his story about how he had found Bonnie in the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. He stood to retrieve the mirror, but Rosella told him it wasn’t necessary. “I believe you,” she said. Shaun hadn’t said if he had his dick still, which she wanted to know, but it wasn’t the right time to ask. “So, this is why you haven’t left the house?”

“What will people says when they see these wide hips and huge breasts?” Shaun asked, terror visible on his face.

“I can take you shopping,” offered Rosella. Now that she could see Shaun in the full light, Rosella could tell his face was more feminine. He wasn’t growing facial hair. There was zero sign of five-o’clock shadow. Rosella thought Shaun’s story was crazy, but why would he lie? Not once did Rosella ever suspect Shaun would want to become a woman.

“I would love that,” Shaun said. He reached out but pulled back his hand before he touched Rosella. Bonnie’s words floated through his mind. He hadn’t told Rosella what Bonnie said about them getting together, and he wasn’t ready. It wasn’t the right time. “Could we go today? I really want to get back to work.”

Rosella had another showing this afternoon, but a junior agent could make it if she called now. If taking Shaun shopping meant he’d be back in the officer soon, it would be worth it in the long run. Rosella made the phone call, and the junior agent was more than happy to lend a hand.

Shaun and Rosella both hadn’t said or asked what they most wanted to, but they had plenty of time. They were partners in a business. It was their baby now, and Bonnie would always be a part of their memory.

“Let’s hit the mall,” said Rosella.

“Okay,” Shaun said and swallowed. “Help me pick out something from the closet to wear there? Nothing that was Bonnie’s. It’s too weird,” he said.

“I get it. Let’s go check what you have,” she said and offered her hand to Shaun. They went upstairs and found something for him to wear.

♦

Shaun and Rosella had decided on a pair of straight-leg, button-fly jeans with a plaid jersey button-up shirt. It did little for his feminine features, but he felt comfortable, and that was all that mattered.

“Are you ready?” Rosella asked Shaun when they were sitting in her car. The air conditioning blowing strong.

Shaun would never feel ready, but he had to open the car door and get out. He couldn’t hide away in his house forever. Bonnie had given him a gift. He had to accept it, appreciate it, and live life to the fullest; for both of them. “I guess,” he said. He watched people walking across the parking lot.

“Let your hair down,” said Rosella. “It’s a beautiful texture.” Rosella reached over and pulled the ponytail from Shaun’s hair, and it fell to his shoulders. Rosella pulled the visor down and told Shaun to look at himself. “You’re beautiful,” she said.

“I’m beautiful,” he repeated.

“Let’s get you some awesome clothes to match that gorgeous face,” she said. “You can always dress like a tomboy too.” Rosella wanted to remind Shaun that he had options.

Shaun shook his head. “No, that’s not what I want. I want to look like a professional woman. Like you,” he said and reached his hand over the center console to touch Rosella’s leg. “Don’t let me copy you, but I want to look cute and feminine. Help me.”

“That’s what I’m here to do. Open your door, and we’ll be on our way,” she said.

Shaun swallowed. He wasn’t turning back now. He opened the door and stepped outside. The mall looked intimidating as swarms of people walked in and out, but none of them were paying him much attention. He looked like any other woman, if she were wearing a plaid jersey button-up shirt and straight-leg jeans.

“Let’s take you to the salon first,” she said.

They went to the salon, and the stylist trimmed Shaun’s edges. The biggest transformation came when the stylist used a texturizing cream to add loose curls to the ends of Shaun’s hair. He shook his head from side to side, staring at his face in the mirror. He wasn’t wearing any makeup but still looked so much like a woman. “What do you think?” the stylist asked. She smiled at Shaun through the mirror.

“I love it,” he said.

The stylist took a picture for her social media, and they went to the makeup store next. A flamboyant gay guy was working. He couldn’t have been much older than twenty. He gave Shaun smoky eyes and smoothed out his skin with foundation. They were putting everything on the company credit card.

“Fierce,” the gay-boy makeup artist said and snapped his fingers. “What’s a sexy lady like you doing wearing those clothes?” The gay boy’s eyes were making Shaun feel like he was in a pot of boiling water. He wanted to run out the store, but the gay boy popped his lips and turned away. He rang Shaun up and threw several perfume samples into the bag. “Take care, ladies!”

“Oh my gosh,” Rosella said and linked her arm with Shaun’s. “That guy was so much.”

“Are my clothes really that bad?” asked Shaun. He looked down at his straight-leg jeans and plaid button-up shirt, immediately wishing he were wearing something different, but he didn’t even have a bra. “Can we get a bra now?”

“Yes!” Rosella said. She released his hand, and they walked to the lingerie store. Shaun was a 32D. Rosella couldn’t believe how big Shaun’s breasts were. She loved them and was jealous because hers were only a B cup. Shaun walked out of the lingerie store with panties in the bag, a bra around his chest, and a new layer of confidence on his face.

They went to a clothing store that had professional-looking attire for women. Shaun tried on slacks, skirts, tights, dresses, and so much more. They ended up spending over a thousand dollars by the end of the day, but Shaun felt incredible. He had everything he needed to conquer the world, but his stomach grumbled after they paid at the last store. “Are you hungry?” asked Shaun.

“Starving,” said Rosella. She hoped her showing by the junior agent went well. Her clients hadn’t been in touch to write up an offer, so it couldn’t have gone that well, but they were a difficult couple.

Shaun was wearing a lavender a-line dress with a black short-sleeve jacket over it. He had on black kitten heels and nude stockings. Rosella had convinced him to buy a thick gold necklace he didn’t think he needed, but he was so happy she’d convinced him to buy it.

They were walking to the food court. Shaun noticed men checking him out. Some women, too. They got teriyaki chicken over white rice to share and two bottles of water. Shaun didn’t have as much of an appetite as he did when he was a man. “How does it feel now that you’ve changed?” asked Rosella.

Shaun didn’t know how it was. He felt confused more than anything, but it wasn’t a bad confusion. “I guess it hasn’t hit me yet, but I love walking in these shoes. They make me feel so powerful,” he said.

“They’re a sexy pair of kitten heels,” she said, glancing down at his feet.

She wanted to know if he still had his dick. Shaun wanted to tell Rosella what Bonnie had said and about his budding feelings. She’d been so nice to him. How could he not fall for her?

“Thank you,” said Shaun. “You’ve been so helpful today.”

“Thank you for letting me help you. I can’t wait to have you back at the office full time,” she said.

Shaun grinned, but he could feel the sadness cross his face. He wished Bonnie were there to see how good he looked in his new outfit, but she wasn’t. Rosella rested her hand on Shaun’s. “I know it’s hard,” she said.

Shaun nodded. He was ready to go home. “Mind if I take the rest of the day off? I can take a taxi home.”

“Not at all. I should swing by the office.”

“I’ll see you there in the morning,” Shaun said and stood. There were several bites left, but Rosella didn’t seem offended. “Bye,” he said.

Rosella waved and watched as Shaun strutted away. He walked like a diva in his black kitten heels, and she loved it. Rosella finished the last few bites of teriyaki chicken before picking up the tray, tossing out the trash, and heading to the office.

When Shaun got home, he took off the black jacket and kitten heels. He sat on his couch, still wearing the nude tights and lavender dress. He ran his fingers through his hair, past his shoulders, and along his breasts. Shaun felt more alone than ever, knowing Bonnie would never appear in the mirror again. He hoped she got to where she needed.

Shaun pulled out his phone and went through the cloud of photos he had of him and Bonnie, tears running down his face. When he couldn’t cry another second, Shaun ordered noodles from the Chinese restaurant not too far from his house. He went upstairs and changed out of the dress, feeling guilty for living without Bonnie, but she wanted him to live.

He had to live. He couldn’t feel guilty, even though it was next to impossible. Shaun would figure out a way. He put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, ate his noodles when they arrived, and did breathing exercises to relax for his work debut in the morning.


Chapter Eleven

Rosella could have exploded, but it was no longer her workload overwhelming her. She couldn’t stop thinking about Shaun. Both sides of Shaun. She hadn’t wrapped her head around how Bonnie had changed Shaun after dying, but she believed anything was possible.

Shaun was going to introduce himself to the office today. He was going to wear a skirt they bought at the mall. Rosella didn’t know how the staff would react, but she had prepared them to keep an open mind. Shaun would tell people he transitioned. Shaun’s story was crazy, but Rosella had to accept it, even if it hadn’t been his choice.

Rosella had also accepted her feelings for Shaun. She owned forty percent of the company but didn’t know how long she’d be able to withhold her curiosity. How long could she act like she didn’t want to rip the clothes from Shaun’s body to see if he still had the massive dick Rosella had stared at for years? She hadn’t seen him naked, but that bulge in his pants had hid nothing.

If he had his dick still, Rosella wasn’t sure she’d be able to control herself. He was gorgeous with the upper body of a woman but would be otherworldly with breasts and a dick. Rosella let out a little moan at her desk as she thought of exploring Shaun’s body to find out.

She had experimented. One time she was the other woman with a married couple. She’d been twenty-eight, bored, and always fantasizing about joining Bonnie and Shaun in bed, but they’d never invited her. The other couple had, and it had been the hottest sex of Rosella’s life. She had sucked on the woman’s breasts while the man fucked her. She came harder and more quickly than she ever had before.

Rosella stood and walked away from her desk. She’d come two hours early to prepare herself for Shaun’s reveal. She knew everyone would ask her the questions they were too afraid to ask Shaun, and she was ready, as long as she took care of something first.

The sun still yet to rise. It was dark, but the sky was growing lighter. Rosella loved this time of day. The glow of the sun as it rose. The birds beginning their songs. Rosella opened the passenger door of her car and got inside. They had their own parking lot, and it’d be at least another half hour until anyone else arrived.

Rosella leaned the chair back, unbuttoned her slacks, and stuck her hand into her panties. She closed her eyes as she played with her clit before moving her fingers to her wet hole. She touched herself as the radio played in the background and the sky brightened. She came and had her hands washed before the first employee arrived. Shaun was the only thing on her mind.

♦

Shaun had found out there were plenty of women with the name ‘Shaun’ too, so he felt extra confident when he stepped out of the shower, wrapped a towel around his chest, and sat on the edge of the bed with dripping, hairless legs. He had to shave them. It was annoying but cathartic once he got in the rhythm.

Shaun had his outfit on the bed. He dried himself off, dried his hair with a blow dryer, and applied a light layer of makeup. The gay boy from the mall had shown Shaun how to do a professional look before he added the vivid eye shadow. Shaun knew he was going to shock his staff, but they’d get over it, or have to find somewhere else to work because Shaun was ready to get back to the hustle. Bonnie would want him out there selling houses and growing Clausen Realty.

At least Bonnie had given him a new effeminate voice to match his large chest and growing hair. He couldn’t wait until it went halfway down his back. With a little texturizing cream, his hair had the most gorgeous brown curls. Shaun had just put some cream into his hair after finishing the makeup. He checked his phone. It was still early, but Rosella was probably already at the office working.

Shaun looked over his shoulder at the outfit on the bed: a black pegged skirt with a slit up the left thigh. Shaun had a matching women’s blazer. He was going to wear a yellow blouse beneath it tucked into the skirt. Shaun put on the outfit after his bra, careful to make his D-cup breasts look amazing. He wanted them to attract everyone’s attention.

The gay-boy makeup artist had thrown in perfume and lip gloss samples. Shaun hadn’t noticed the lip gloss until after getting home, but it was just what he needed. Shaun rubbed the perfume on his wrists. He ran the light pink lip gloss over his lips; the color was barely visible but made his lips pop.

Shaun grabbed a purse he’d picked out during their shopping spree, where Shaun had spent over a thousand dollars to freshen up his wardrobe. There were still a lot of things of Bonnie’s in the closet, but he could never wear those. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t keep them. Or smell them. Or line up shirts Bonnie used to wear on the bed to conjure up memories of when she’d worn the clothing. He would keep his favorites but eventually part with the rest, but that day hadn’t come.

Driving to work was like any other day he could remember. The businesses hadn’t changed. The streets were the same. He turned corners without thinking. What had changed was him, and he couldn’t wait to reveal his new self to everyone. The new him Bonnie had created. Shaun smiled at himself in the rear-view mirror.

Shaun pulled in the parking lot, and a wave of nerves hit him. He needed Rosella. He pulled out his phone and called her. She answered on the first ring.

“Are you here?” she asked.

“Yes, will you come outside?” he asked.

Rosella mumbled something but was already walking toward his car when he looked up. He took a deep breath. She looked amazing walking toward him with her blonde hair and gray eyes. She was wearing slacks and a long-sleeve top made of a shimmering fabric like satin. Rosella opened the passenger door and stepped into the vehicle. Her smile comforted Shaun; Bonnie’s words of advice replaying in his head.

“You look incredible,” said Shaun.

“Thanks. So do you,” she said and looked Shaun in the eyes.

Shaun shrugged and ran his fingers through the tips of his hair. “What do you think they’ll say when they see me?”

“Why don’t we go inside and find out? It can’t be that bad. You write their checks.”

“True,” said Shaun. He exhaled, thinking he could do this. Thinking he should do it before he lost his nerve and spent the next month on his sofa watching television while feeling guilty and full of regret. “Let’s go.”

Rosella walked a couple paces behind Shaun. Shaun’s black kitten heels clicked against the pavement as he walked toward the door, his shoulder-length hair blowing in the breeze. He saw eyeballs on the other side of the door, but he couldn’t let his employees stop him from working. Clausen Realty was his baby. He needed to nurture it.

“You can do this,” Rosella said when they reached the door.

Shaun thought back to the first time he and Bonnie had opened the office door after they got the keys. It was an amazing night. They drank wine on the floor, talking about where they’d put desks and have meetings. They had had sex and slept in the office that night. Shaun was holding the door handle and smiled to himself.

When Shaun opened the door, a young woman they had working as a part-time receptionist gasped. Shaun was a little disappointed she’d been the first one to see him, but others quickly followed. Shaun told everyone this was who he was, and they could leave with severance if they couldn’t handle it, but nobody left. Nobody asked troublesome questions about his new womanly form. Everything was about how he was feeling since losing Bonnie. Rosella stood by his side the entire time.

“I just wanted to say something else since nobody is asking, but I’m sure you’re all wondering.”

The eyes in the group brightened. Of course they wanted to know why their boss had transitioned, even though they were too shy to ask.

“When I lost Bonnie, I discovered something new. Who I am now… This is who I never knew I was meant to be.”

Everyone looked at him blankly. His new breasts. The outfit. His gorgeous brown hair. It was a lot for the employees of Clausen Realty to take in, but they clapped in response. Shaun smiled and laughed to himself. “Thank you all so much for your help in these tough times, but back to work! We’re alive, so we must live!”

The group cheered again before scattering off to their desks. Rosella stepped forward and rubbed Shaun’s shoulder. “You did great,” she said before stepping away, but Shaun put out his hand to stop her.

“Wait,” he said. She turned to him. “Thank you so much for everything. You mean the world to me, Rosella. I mean it.”

“As do you to me, Shaun,” she said, staring into his eyes. Her gaze fierce and full of love.

“Why don’t we do dinner tonight?” he asked.

“I’d love that,” she said. Rosella turned and went to her desk. Shaun stood in the middle of everything, so happy to be back with his secret behind him. As long as his office was peaceful, everything else would fall into place.

♦

Rosella went to Shaun’s office door after finishing her work for the day. He was almost ready. She sat across from him, watching his thin fingers as he typed or picked up a piece of paper. Shaun looked so womanly, but he was the same person she remembered. He had even started a new puzzle at the extra table in the break room.

They had finished a puzzle shortly before losing Bonnie and hadn’t picked out a new one because Shaun had been grieving. The little time Shaun had spent working before he grew large breasts wasn’t very productive. He’d been checking the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds every chance he could and couldn’t concentrate well on the days Bonnie didn’t appear in the mirror.

Shaun hadn’t told Rosella how he was losing his mind those days, but she could tell he was better this time than he was before. He looked at peace every time she looked at him.

“I’m starving,” Shaun said as he grabbed his purse from the desk. It was weird to think of old Shaun with a purse, but it looked so natural for new Shaun. She still wanted to know about his dick but was too afraid to ask.

“Did you want to pick something up or go out?” asked Rosella.

Shaun looked down at his feet. The kitten heels were killing his toes. He just wanted to sit on his couch, hold his plate, and flip through the channels. “Why don’t we pick something up? Is that okay?”

“Oh, yeah!” Rosella said and grinned. They were the only two in the office. It was getting late. Shaun forgot how often he used to stay at the office until it was dark outside. He didn’t want to spend his life doing that anymore. “We should close earlier,” he said.

“You think? Our clients love coming in the evening,” she said.

Shaun no longer cared. He wanted to live his life. His clients could find someone else to represent them if they didn’t want to play by Shaun’s rules. “I hate working until after the sun goes down. How about we have office hours by sunlight?”

Rosella rose her eyebrow. “I don’t know,” she said, wishing she had over forty percent of the company to put an end to this conversation. “Seems like we’d lose a lot of business.”

“I can’t work like this!” Shaun said and kicked off his kitten heels. He sank his heels to the ground, feeling like he could finally breathe. “I hate it!” Shaun punched the air for emphasis.

“Maybe we can adjust your schedule to sunlight hours but keep the office open?”

“Yeah. Maybe,” Shaun said and smiled. He ran his hands along his skirt. His palms were sweaty. He was hungry. “Let’s leave. I’ll pick up Italian on the way home.”

“Meet you there.”

“Use your key. Get comfortable,” said Shaun.

Rosella went to Shaun’s house, and she used her key, but it was strange walking inside when Shaun wasn’t home. Or when Bonnie wasn’t there. Rosella shook her head and closed the door. She couldn’t bring herself to go inside, so she waited outside for Shaun to arrive.

Shaun pulled up and frowned when he saw Rosella sitting on the front porch. He didn’t open the garage and got out of his car in the driveway. “Why didn’t you go inside?” he asked, jetting out his arms.

“The weather is incredible. I just wanted to enjoy it,” she said.

Shaun frowned, not believing what Rosella had just said, but he didn’t want to argue. “Let’s eat before the pasta gets cold,” Shaun said and walked to the front door. He passed Rosella the bags as he fumbled with his keys, his purse sliding off his shoulder.

They went inside when Shaun got the door open. Rosella helped Shaun grab plates and fill glasses of water. Shaun opened a bottle of white wine he had in the fridge. He never forgot to buy a few bottles when he went to the grocery store, no matter how bad he felt.

“You were amazing at work today,” Rosella said when the silence between them became unbearable. Only a couple minutes had passed, but it was deafening. “The employees responded well to your reveal.”

“Aren’t they precious?” Shaun asked in his womanly voice.

Rosella felt the question on the tip of her tongue. She knew it would slide free after a glass or two of wine. She wanted to get it out of the way why she still had sense. “Shaun, there’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you.”

“You can ask me anything, Rosella! We’re business partners. Sorry for being so quiet. I’m just thinking about how far we’ve come since opening the doors to Clausen Realty.”

“Bonnie would be so proud of you,” said Rosella. She felt weird saying ‘Bonnie’, but her ghost would always be in the picture, and Rosella was okay with that. Bonnie had been an amazing friend and something of a mentor to Rosella. She had learned a lot over the years from Bonnie, but Rosella hoped Bonnie had learned from her too.

“I hope she would be proud,” said Shaun. He cast his eyes to the side, but then lifted them to meet Rosella’s. “What was your question?” he asked.

They had eaten half their meals. Rosella took a sip of her wine before speaking. “Shaun, you can tell me to fuck off,” said Rosella. Shaun shook his head. “But I want to know if you still have your dick, or did Bonnie change it to a vagina?”

Shaun burst out laughing. “Oh, my! I thought I told you! Bonnie let me keep my dick, thank goodness,” Shaun said, clasping his hands together and looking toward the sky.

“Oh,” said Rosella. She glanced at where Shaun’s crotch would be, but the table was blocking it.

Shaun knew now was the time he had to tell Rosella what Bonnie said. “There’s something I have to say,” he said.

“Tell me.”

“It was Bonnie. Before she left, she told me she wanted us together,” he said.

Rosella’s eyes widened. She placed her hand on her chest. “Us? Are you serious?”

Shaun nodded. “I understand if you can’t be with me. You know, if I’m not your type, but that’s what she said.”

Rosella leaned forward in her chair. She put down her cutlery. She reached under the table and placed her hand on Shaun’s knee. “You’re the most beautiful person in the world. I would love to try, if she gave us her blessing.”

Shaun put his hand over Rosella’s. “We can take it slow,” he said as he gazed into Rosella’s eyes, already desperate to kiss her.

Rosella could have taken Shaun then. She wanted to see him naked and ride his dick. She wanted to suck on his nipples; play with his big boobs. “Yeah, slow,” she said. Her voice a weak whisper.

They were already moving closer together. Their lips seconds from touching. They tilted their heads to the side, closed their eyes, and pressed their lips together. It was so right. It was lightning. Jolts of bliss.

But it was also so wrong. Rosella’s eyes shot open when Bonnie crossed her mind. She pushed off Shaun. It was sinful. They were in the house Shaun used to share with Bonnie. Rosella shook her head and stood from the table, rushing to get out of the house.

Shaun took two beats to chase after her, shocked by how she’d broken the kiss. He ran after her, but she already had her bag and one foot out the door. “Rosella, where are you going? We can make this work,” he said.

Rosella shook her head. She didn’t agree. Not today. “I need time,” she said. “I believe you about Bonnie and everything she said, but I need time to process this.”

Shaun took hold of Rosella’s hand. Rosella looked down at it, and he let her go. “I understand,” he said. He had to give Rosella time if that was what she needed.

“I’ll see you soon,” Rosella said and opened the door. She left, and Shaun stood on the other side with his back against the closed door. He could wait for Rosella. She was worth it.


Chapter Twelve

Selling the house Shaun had shared with Bonnie crushed him, but it was necessary for Shaun’s recovery. He had to move on. He would never forget Bonnie, but she told him to live his best life, and he wasn’t going to let her down after everything they’d been through.

Shaun still had his favorite outfits Bonnie used to wear when they went out on the town. He had added them to the fireproof safe along with the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. Shaun was keeping the safe in his new closet in the condo he’d bought. His closet was filled with women’s clothing that had cost him thousands of dollars. The money didn’t matter because the clothes made him feel fabulous.

There weren’t many condos in Shelburn, Missouri, but they were becoming more common as the town grew and people didn’t want to mow the grass. Shaun no longer wanted to tend to a yard or anything else, so he was more than happy to pay the HOA fee.

Over the past couple months, while Shaun figured everything out, Rosella had been a tremendous help. She helped Shaun find the condo, manage a quick renovation before he moved in, and move. They sold his old house to a beautiful young couple who had a baby on the way. Shaun hoped Bonnie would watch over them, if she could do that.

Shaun and Rosella had kissed a few times, but they hadn’t gone past that. Shaun was desperate to taste her pussy. He wanted to feel her lips around his dick. He wanted to slide into her. Months had passed since Bonnie’s death, and he felt he could finally take the next step with Rosella now that he was settled in his new condo, which had fresh paint everywhere, custom hardwood floors, and new appliances in the kitchen.

As much as Shaun would miss Bonnie, he was craving Rosella, and she’d wanted them to get together. Shaun walked around his condo, wondering what Rosella was doing as he stood there. She was probably at the office going through papers or showing someone a house.

Shaun had a roller coaster of events with his clients, but he had plenty of money in the bank, so he didn’t care too much that he’d lost some clients. The ones he loved most stuck by his side and understood and didn’t question his womanly transition. Sometimes it took adversity to show who was friend, foe, or acquaintance.

Shaun: Hey, I just finished the last touches on the condo. You should come over tonight to help me celebrate. I’ll buy us dinner.

There had been paintings to hang and pillows to buy, but Shaun had a fresh space, and he had a new outlook on life. Life wasn’t fair, but he didn’t have to stop living. He smiled at everything he’d done to his new condo, satisfied with how it looked because it could have been in the pages of a magazine.

Maybe a local magazine would want to write an article about his new place. He could see the headline now: City Living in ‘Rural’ USA. Shelburn, Missouri, wasn’t very rural to Shaun. It had everything he needed and more, but to city dwellers, Shelburn felt small. Shaun shrugged, not caring if they wrote an article or not. All he cared about was having Rosella in his life as a business and life partner.

Rosella: I would love that. Buy whatever you want. I’ll see you at seven.

Shaun smiled at his phone, excited for when Rosella would come over. He went to the grocery store and picked out some ingredients he could throw together, not forgetting a bottle of white wine to help establish a celebratory mood.

♦

Rosella checked herself in the mirror before she stepped out of her car and walked across the condo parking lot to Shaun’s new place. Shaun had spent the last two days decorating instead of working, but Rosella didn’t care. They were in talks to adjust her ownership share to fifty percent, but she let business slip from her mind as she climbed the stairs to Shaun’s unit.

Shaun opened the door before she could knock. “I saw you pull in,” he said and smiled. He was wearing a wrap dress that exposed his cleavage. His hair had grown longer too, and he moved easier in his feminine figure. Everyone in the office was in awe of the new Shaun because he was so effortless and beautiful.

Rosella so badly wanted to see his dick, and she was hoping today was the day.

“The place looks great,” Rosella said as she stepped inside. Shaun had redecorated and updated everything before he moved in, and Rosella was happy he had. She wanted to spend all her free time at his new condo, even though her house wasn’t that bad. Shaun’s renovation made her want to do one of her own. Maybe she would, when the time was right. She had Shaun’s place for now. “What did you cook?”

“I made couscous and a Moroccan stew. I hope that’s okay,” Shaun said and smiled. He was wearing a red lip gloss that made his plump lips shimmer. Rosella wished she had worn something nicer than jeans and a t-shirt, but she didn’t have any energy when she got out the shower after the long day she’d had at work.

“That’s fine,” said Rosella. She kissed Shaun on the cheek before moving to the couch. She plopped down, taking in the smells of the apartment. Her stomach rumbled. She hadn’t eaten anything since the salad she’d had at lunch. “Is the food ready? Can I help you with anything?”

“You stay there. I’ll take care of everything,” he said. Shaun moved with grace around the kitchen, explaining how he’d seen this recipe and knew he had to make it. He put everything on the small dining-room table he had between the kitchen and living-room area. Shaun poured two glasses of wine and left the bottle in the fridge.

Rosella took a bite of the food and pulled out antacids for after the meal. It was delicious, but she wanted to be safe and stay sexy. She and Shaun exchanged glances of lust. Flashes of desire. They’d been dancing for months while Shaun sold his old house and settled into this condo, but there were no more excuses for them.

Shaun and Rosella talked about sports, marine life, and everything they could think of that didn’t involve Clausen Realty. The wine rubbed down their hard edges, and their words flowed with ease. Why would they discuss business when there was so much more in the world?

The wine was running through Rosella, and she was tired of eating Shaun’s Moroccan stew and couscous, even though it was delicious. She popped the antacids in her mouth. Shaun took some. Their stomachs settled before a problem could arise. “What did you get for dessert?”

Shaun smiled. He knew Rosella would ask him, and he’d bought a tiny cookie cake for them to share. They sat at the table, stabbing the cake with their forks. Sex on both of their minds. Ages had passed since either of them had sex, and their natural urges were rushing to the surface like vinegar reacting with baking soda in a science-fair volcano.

Rosella complimented Shaun’s wrap dress.

Shaun said he liked how Rosella’s legs looked in her jeans. She had a nice ass.

They had kissed several times, and it got less awkward each time. They put down their forks, leaned over the table, and pressed their lips together. Both felt a rush of sexual urges flow through them. Rosella began to pull away when it became overwhelming, but Shaun held her close. “It’s okay, Rosella. We can do this.”

She didn’t move, as though she wasn’t sure she could believe him. How could she not feel guilty for wanting Shaun’s dick when she knew his history?

“Rosella, I promise. I wouldn’t kiss you if I didn’t want to. I was hoping tonight would be the night we took things to the next level,” he said.

She wiped a tear away from the corner of her eye. “I was hoping that, too.”

“Let’s make it happen,” said Shaun. He threw back the rest of his wine, stood, and took Rosella’s hand. He could feel the nipples on his D-cup breasts harden along with the dick between his legs. He wanted Rosella so badly he was shaking. Rosella looked into his eyes, checking to see if he was okay. “Come on, beautiful. This is what we want,” he said.

Rosella squeezed Shaun’s hand to let him know she agreed, following him to the bedroom. Shaun pushed open the door. He’d bought a new mattress, and nothing of his new bedroom reminded Rosella of the old one. They had a fresh slate, and they could paint it together. Rosella felt her pussy come to life, wetter than she’d felt it in a long time as she switched her legs, twirling in a circle and falling to the bed.

Shaun’s wrap dress had a tent in it. His panties did nothing to hide his erection. Rosella was propping herself up on her elbows, staring at the bulge under Shaun’s dress. She undid her jeans. Shaun stepped forward with a different expression on his face. Rosella loved how he was looking at her like a sexual object because that was all she wanted to be for the next thirty minutes.

“Take off your dress,” said Rosella. She wanted to see Shaun naked. He was the perfect combination: big breasts and a big dick. Rosella was so wet, she could have screamed, so she did.

Shaun grinned. “You want me to take off this dress?”

“I need you to,” she said, shaking her blonde pixie cut. Rosella took off her camisole, throwing it to the side. Shaun pulled the dress over his body and tossed it on top of the camisole. He was wearing a bra and the panties that could barely hold his dick, and he was tired of his member feeling strained, so pushed his panties over his hips to the floor. “Wow,” Rosella said as she took in the size of Shaun’s dick. It looked better than any dildo she ever had.

Shaun stepped closer to Rosella, his dick and breasts swaying as he walked. Rosella licked her lips as Shaun grabbed the waistline of her jeans. He pulled them and her panties from her body. Her pussy had a light-colored little bush that was shining with her juices. Shaun’s dick stood at attention as Rosella placed her fingers on her pussy lips and gave Shaun a show.

“You going to fuck me with that big dick?” she asked in the sluttiest voice Shaun had ever heard.

His dick twitched. It had been so long since he fucked a woman who wasn’t Bonnie, but he was ready. His dick couldn’t wait to slide into Rosella’s tight, wet hole.

Rosella rolled to her stomach and pulled herself up so she was sitting on her knees. She moved to the edge of the bed. She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and pulled it off to reveal her perky B-cup breasts. Shaun took off his bra too. They were both naked and ready.

Rosella pushed Shaun back, but not too far. She sat on the edge of the bed and told Shaun to move close. She wrapped her lips around his nipple, sucking on it as she ran her hands up and down Shaun’s body.

Shaun held his dick, stroking it softly as Rosella sucked on his nipple. He moaned when she squeezed his breasts. He wanted to taste her, so he broke her contact and squatted between her legs. Rosella fell back the moment Shaun’s mouth touched her pussy. She moaned and hollered and puffed.

Shaun licked Rosella’s pussy as long as she let him. He loved how her body reacted when he brushed her clit with his tongue or slid a finger into her hole. She was begging him to fuck her by the time she pushed away his head. “Fuck me or drink my cum,” she said in a loud voice.

Rosella didn’t need to tell Shaun twice. He’d bought condoms just in case they made it to this. He rolled one over his dick, climbing onto the bed where Rosella lay waiting for him. She touched his breasts and ran her hand through his longer hair.

“You mean everything to me,” he said.

“You have a special place in my heart,” she said.

They kissed. Shaun’s dick rubbed against Rosella’s pussy as their tongues did an intimate dance. Rosella was dripping wet. They would have to change the sheets, but neither of them cared. Rosella moved her mouth from Shaun’s lips to his nipple, holding his boob with one hand as she sucked.

Shaun growled. He needed to feel Rosella’s warmth. She broke contact and fell back as Shaun guided his dick to Rosella’s wet hole. She let out a little sound when Shaun pushed his head into her. “Does it hurt?” he asked.

“Go slow,” she said and breathed out through her nose.

Shaun did as she said. He fucked her slowly, using only the tip until she asked for more. Then he used half his dick until she asked for even more, sounding like she would explode if she didn’t get what she asked for. Shaun pushed the rest of his dick into her. His breasts swayed as he thrust in and out of her pussy.

After Shaun had fucked Rosella hard for a few minutes, she said, “Let me sit on that dick.”

Shaun pulled out of Rosella and lay on the bed. She straddled his hips, sinking her pussy on his dick. Shaun’s eyes closed as he felt Rosella’s warmth wrap around his member. She lowered her body, put her lips on Shaun’s nipple, and moved her hips to fuck Shaun with her pussy.

Shaun’s eyes fluttered as he felt his balls tighten. Rosella was getting everything she ever wanted and so close to cumming she had to slow her movements, but even that only helped so much. “Fuck, Shaun. That dick is so good.”

“Not as good as that pussy,” he said and squeezed Rosella’s hips. She lifted up from sucking on his breasts. Both of their bosoms moved freely as they fucked. They watched each other, mesmerized that they’d finally made it. Their faces contorted with the budding orgasms. “I won’t last long,” Shaun said in a broken voice as Rosella fucked his dick.

“Me neither,” she said. She took Shaun’s hand and put it on her clit, cumming seconds later. The contractions of her pussy on Shaun's dick made him cum. She milked him until he begged her to stop.

Rosella collapsed to the bed. Shaun wrapped his arms around her, and they held each other close. “We did it,” she said, panting.

Shaun squeezed her and said, “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


Epilogue

Two Years Later

Shaun was at the condo waiting for Rosella to get home. She hadn’t been feeling well and stopped at the doctor’s office after work. Shaun was nervous about what she might have and could hardly focus enough to warm up prepared food from the grocery store deli. They had been living together at the condo the past six months and renting out her house for extra money since they spent every night together.

When Shaun heard keys in the door, he hopped up from the sofa and ran over to the kitchen, where he stood and waited for Rosella to come inside so he didn’t suffocate her.

Rosella offered Shaun a half smile as she stepped into the condo. “Hey,” she said.

Shaun couldn’t help but ask, “did you find out something at the doctor?”

Rosella nodded. Tears started rolling down her face. Shaun ran to her and wrapped his arms around her. “What’s wrong? What is it? I’m here,” he said as he rubbed her back.

When Rosella looked at Shaun, she was smiling. “The doctor said I’m pregnant and have a bad case of morning sickness!”

A strange expression crossed Shaun’s face. His hair was long and beautiful now, and he always looked feminine and at ease, but that changed when he found out Rosella was pregnant. He never thought she’d cheat on him, but how could the child be his? “How? I’m sterile,” he said.

Rosella shrugged, stepping back. “I don’t know, but I’ve never cheated on you! You know that, Shaun! It’s a miracle! Can’t you be happy for us?”

Shaun corrected himself and pulled Rosella close. “I’m so happy, but I don’t understand,” he said.

“It’s a surprise,” said Rosella. “The baby is craving fast food. Do you mind?”

“We can eat whatever you want,” he said and kissed Rosella so many times she had to push him away.

Shaun was having a baby! Rosella went to the bathroom, and Shaun went to the fireproof safe he had in his closet because all he could think about was Bonnie. It must have been her. He opened the safe and pulled out the compact mirror covered in fake diamonds. Months had passed since the last time he touched it, but he could feel her.

Bonnie didn’t appear when Shaun opened the mirror, but he could feel her presence watching over him. It was her. Bonnie had given him the best gifts a man could ever ask for, and Shaun would live his life to the fullest for as long as he could and tell Bonnie all about it on the other side.


Thank You for Reading

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