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Chapter 1

What do you call a middle-aged man, over fifty, who gets laid off?  Unemployed?  Partially right but guess again.  I’m not going to beat around the bush:

Fucking done!

Yep, in the land of the free and home of the brave, those over the big Five-0 who suddenly find themselves out of work will struggle for the rest of their career as they fall into the most discriminated group in modern history. One that truly has no true legal protections as no one wants them despite their years of service to the workforce. It doesn’t even matter that they are far more qualified and have a better work ethic than the Millennials running the HR department that shit-canned them, who truly don’t have a clue, and couldn’t fight their way out of a wet paper bag if their life depended on it.

No, I’m not bitching, I’m just telling it the way that it is. By the way, I hope I didn’t sound bitter with my rant.

Who am I? I’m Thomas, a guy that had worked as a personal banker for the past thirty years, well, up until a little while back when I was let go due to a merger between two larger banks. Afterward, it was impossible to get rehired because once you’re over a certain age in this country it’s almost impossible to get back into the same game you were in. That’s why you find so many people in my age group hustling for a little company called Suber that does ride-sharing because they are one place that doesn’t discriminate.

You know, about two years ago I was unexpectedly offered a chance to leave the bank where I worked to oversee a credit union, and I turned it down. At that time, I thought to myself why would I do that? They are a group of people forming a cooperative of sorts where everyone is a shareholder and work together, forming an alternative to the banking system, a threat to my very existence, and if enough people did that it could put an end to my banking career. Or so I thought.

Why would I ever help a group of liberal do-gooders like that? I was in banking and always would be and the people that used credit unions, who were not part of the big banking system, were losers and I would never be to the point where I would have to do anything like that. What is it they say about hindsight being twenty-twenty? I must tell you, my attitude sure has changed and if I had it to do over, I would have taken that offer. After my departure, everything became clear as banks do nothing but concentrate on profit and could care less about the average citizen. They suck the life out of average Americans day after day by encouraging them to take home loans, home equity lines of credit to drain the equity from their residences, car notes, as well as credit cards. Ruthless is too gentle of a word and for over three decades I was a participant and didn’t even realize it. If you don’t get anything else out of my rant, just please, screw the banks and put your money in a credit union.

Sour grapes? Yeah, it’s true, and who wouldn’t be a little bit after thirty years of selling one’s soul to the man? In the end, I had given it my all for an industry that flushed me down the toilet when they were done with me, just as so many Americans are each year.

At this point, I’m sure you’re tired of listening to me complain, and I will stop for two reasons: one, you’re tired of hearing me piss and moan, and since I’ve made my point, I’ll stop so you don’t have to suffer any longer. Two, after extensive research costing millions of dollars and hundreds of thousands of lives, it was concluded that complaining has never solved any problem, for anyone, ever, and if that’s the case why do it?

It has been six months since I was let go, and as I sat in my living room watching TV that Friday afternoon, my cell phone dinged. As I reviewed the message, I saw that I had received an email from the State Workforce Commission and my weekly deposit was now in my checking account. Well, that was it. Twenty-six weeks had elapsed, and I had collected the last of my unemployment. I was grateful for what I had gotten and wished that they would give me more but that probably wasn’t going to happen.  The money train had stopped.

I had applied for multiple positions in banking over the past six months and had been rejected every time. Dozens of applications and seven interviews later had produced nada, zip, zero, and zilch and I was discouraged, to say the least. I am very qualified and have a lot to bring to any financial organization with my three decades of experience. I had applied for jobs across the banking spectrum including those that required less experience, as well as ones slightly above my last gig, and just couldn’t get hired.

Overall, I was not in terrible financial shape. I had paid my house off the previous year and that in itself was a relief because if I’d had a mortgage, I would really have had a problem.  With no car payment and no balance on credit cards either, I was in good shape there as well.  I had an absolute fortune in my retirement accounts but couldn’t touch any of it as there would be a massive penalty if I did since I still had some years to go before I could take it out penalty-free since there will always be taxes.  So, unless I was absolutely dying in the streets that option was off the table. I was going to do everything possible to not be one of those guys who ended up draining their IRA and 401K thus eradicating their future retirement funds.

With a modest amount of cash in the bank, or should I say credit union, because after I got canned, I moved my money out of spite, I knew I had to come up with something and fast because it wouldn’t last forever.  Putting on my thinking cap, I got to work exploring my options since I knew with a little planning and some hard work, I could reinvent myself as many guys my age had done. All I had to do was keep a positive attitude and everything would be fine.  With that in mind, I started forward as all I had to do was bridge the cash gap as I worked toward my destiny. I had no clue what that was but did know one thing, it was out there, and I was going to find it as failure was not an option at fifty-two years of age. I was in it to win it, whatever that was going to be.


Chapter 2

Job one: keep the cash coming in to prevent my savings account from eventually eroding to nothing.  That shouldn’t be too hard, I thought. I’m figuring out what I’m going to do with the rest of my life, and I can do all kinds of odd jobs to supplement my income.  Okay, maybe that’s not a good word since that means to add extra to what you are currently bringing in and since I don’t have anything flowing in at present, maybe I should just refer to it as income.

As I examined a plethora of career opportunities online across a variety of websites, it was clear that there was work for a guy like me.  Even though some of it was not even close to my idea of a dream job, and at the risk of sounding snotty, less than glamorous; it was all essential work, and someone had to do it. Until my ship came in, or I got in a boat and rowed out to meet it, I needed to start doing something.

Positions available where I could go to work immediately included driving for a rideshare company, joining the French Foreign Legion, delivering pizzas, selling cable TV service door to door, and cooking at a fast-food restaurant to name a few.  However, this is where the story gets interesting. I just happened to run across an ad asking for volunteers to participate in some clinical research trials, and thought to myself, what the heck?  According to the advertisement, the pay was good, and they even put you up and feed you during the process.  What could it hurt to check it out?  I filled out the online form and waited on a response, and two days later I received an email with a link asking me to fill out a lengthy online questionnaire which I completed promptly.  Within seconds I received an email thanking me for filling out the form and that after reviewing it, someone would be in contact if they had further interest, so I waited patiently and went on with my life.

My daughter Samantha stopped by that evening as we’d planned to have dinner and despite my limited cooking skills, I was preparing one of my delicacies, frying pan pizza, which was a deep-dish pie done up in an iron skillet.  Since both of us loved Italian food, I knew it was a dish that would make both of us happy.  After arriving, she put a couple of small salads together while I made the main course and we chatted as we prepped for dinner.

“So, how’s the job search going daddy?” she asked as she smiled at me from behind her dark brown eyes.

“Good honey.”

“Got any hot prospects?”

Rolling my head from side to side, I said, “Well, on the W-2 get a traditional job front I’m moving kind of slow.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.  You know, it’s a damn shame that older workers, like yourself, have such a hard time finding employment after giving a lifetime of service to an industry or organization. It’s just not fair.”

Nodding I said, “It’s true, and I’m glad to hear you say that. How about we run you for president and you can fix this problem?”

She laughed briefly and then said, “You mean take a $400,000 a year job where I’m lucky to get four to six hours of sleep a night and the press constantly beat up on me for all decisions that I make and at the end of four years I have a head full of gray hair?  Daddy, I’m only twenty-five, and if I started doing that job today my beautiful head of dark brown hair would be silver by age twenty-nine.  No thanks.  I’ll stick with what I’m doing now.”

Smiling at her lively response, I said, “I can’t blame you. By the way, you can’t be sworn in unless you’re thirty-five years old.”

Shaking her head, she said, “Whatever!  Screw that.”

“Oh, by the way, how are things going at work?”

“They’re okay, can’t complain.  After all, there aren’t too many people that can get up each day and work as a social media manager for a chain of candy stores now are there?”

“That’s right.  You do have a pretty, sweet job,” and then I looked at her waiting on a response.

Chuckling, she said, “I just knew you were going to say that.”

“Why?”

“Because it seems you say it almost every opportunity that you get.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Well, you know how we old people are.  Speaking of old people, how’s your mom.”

Rolling her eyes upward. she shook her head slightly at my dig and chuckled and said, “She’s good.”

“Don’t tell her I asked about her.”

Shaking her head, she said, “I won’t, and by the way, mom says that every time she asks about you.”

“She asks about me?”

“Why does that surprise you?  After all, you were married for eighteen years.”

“Well, that may be true, but she was all too ready to leave me ….”

Cutting me off, she said, “Dad, that’s all in the past. Can we please leave it there?  Like dead and buried?  Tonight, you are spending quality time with your favorite daughter and that’s all that is important.  Don’t you think?”

Smiling, I chuckled briefly and added, “Well said my favorite daughter,” and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek.

Yes, her mother and I had been married for eighteen years and split up the day after Samantha’s high school graduation. I know what you’re thinking, it was my fault, as it’s always the guy’s fault. But not in our case. It was the wackiest of circumstances, she ran off with her gynecologist, well, not too far as they still live in town, just a better part than I do.  Anyway, after a six-month-long secret affair, she decided to leave me. And, to avoid a messy divorce, especially since she was the cheater, she signed over her half of the house to me, which I’m fairly sure had little impact on her since her new beau, Dr. Dick Head, had plenty of cash; therefore, her share of the equity was merely chicken feed since she was upgrading.  I hadn’t really seen It coming and in the months leading up to it, our lives had been pretty much business as usual and there were no signs that anything was going on, as far as I could tell anyway.  She’d always been a little bit frigid, and our sex life had been slower than dirt for many years.  I take that back as dirt probably moved at a more rapid speed than her libido, and it was a wonder that I hadn’t been the one to cheat based on her sexual desires, or should I say lack of. It was difficult not to wonder how they connected, though I had thought about it from time to time.  Was she laying on the exam table, feet up in the stirrups, and he came in lowered his pants, edged up to the table and smiled, and said, “This won’t hurt a bit?”

She and I had not remained friends but were cordial which I did for Samantha’s sake and not for hers as I particularly didn’t care much for her.  As a matter of fact, I liked her new husband a whole lot more than I did her and could have seen myself being friends with him because he was much more likable than her. Anyway, Samantha had shared with me that her mother had regretted her decision a year or two afterward, but it was too late, as the whole house was my property, and I wasn’t going to share it or my life back with her.

After finishing dinner, she helped me clean up the kitchen, and we then sat down in the living room for a few minutes and talked.

“So, Daddy, do you have any prospects on the career front?”

“Well, there was this one deal that I signed up for where they were looking for people to participate in clinical research trials.”

Leaning back, she smiled and asked, “Really?”

I nodded and said, “Yep.  They even put you up and feed you while you’re there.”

“Daddy, you shouldn’t have to do stuff like that, it could be dangerous.  Besides, you’re a successful banker and just haven’t found the right job yet, and I’m sure it’s out there.”

“Sam, I couldn’t have been all that successful, otherwise I would have owned the bank, and wouldn’t be unemployed now, would I?”

“Stop talking that way.  You’re just as good, if not better than anybody else, and don’t you forget it.  After all, you’re my daddy and my hero,” and she leaned across the couch, hugged me, and kissed me on the cheek.

Looking down at her, I said, “Thanks pumpkin.”

“I want you to be careful with that clinical trial stuff because you’re the only dad I’ve got, okay?”

Holding up two fingers, I said, “I promise and swear that I will be careful, provided they call me that is because all I’ve done to date is fill out a questionnaire. Who knows, I may never hear from them.”

Picking up her phone and looking at it, she said, “It’s getting late, and I’d better think about heading home,” and then stood up.

“I’ll walk you to your car.”

After seeing her out to her vehicle, she gave me one last hug, backed out of the driveway, and headed down the street. As her car faded into the distance, I thought of how much I loved her and reminisced about times past when she was young and growing up.  I could clearly remember the days when she was daddy’s girl, and I was her favorite person in the world. I would take her to the playground where I would push her on the swings, and on the way home, we would stop for a cone of vanilla and chocolate yogurt and sit on a bench outside the ice cream parlor trying to eat it before it melted.

Those were the days and I missed them so much as well as her and wished I could turn back the hands of time and relive them, though I could not.  However, all I could do was enjoy the memories I had, and it was up to me to build some new ones.  I had thought so many times of how nice it would be to meet someone and maybe start a second family, but after my divorce, I felt a little burned and the prospect of doing it all over again seemed like a lot of work.  I hadn’t dismissed it completely but had kept telling myself that I would work on it later.

Returning to the house, I closed the door and after turning the latch, stood there silently and listened and noticed how quiet everything was and thought of how an empty house at nighttime seems lonelier than in the daytime.  I began to think of how it was up to me to change that and began to think, why not?  After all, ladies are flirting with me all the time, so maybe it’s about time I do something about it.  However, the first thing I needed to do, considering my station in life, remembered that I was a fifty-two-year-old guy who was not working, and I needed to think about becoming gainfully employed before I began looking for a new bride.  The clinical trial people might never even call me, so I needed to get cracking and continue looking for other opportunities.  Yep, and I would get started first thing in the morning.

As I walked down the hall toward the bedroom, I once again remembered the days when my little Samantha ran back and forth on the floors that I was now standing on yelling Daddy, Daddy, look at me as she slid across the smooth hardwood on her socks, and her mother and I would laugh together at our little darling daughter.  Turning out the hall light, I got ready and climbed into bed, and read for a few minutes before turning out the light as tomorrow was another day and I was going to make the most of it.


Chapter 3

After a good night’s sleep, I got up, had coffee, and took a shower before sitting down at my computer to begin my daily job search, and what did I behold?  An email from the company that was conducting the clinical research trials that I had applied to a few days earlier.  Clicking on the email, I opened it and began to read and learned that I had been cordially invited for a more detailed interview at their testing facility. After following the link provided, I scheduled an appointment for the following day at 2 p.m.

As I walked up the steps of the blue-green glass-paneled building, I could see a large sign over the main door which read Barkley Biotechnologies.  I was not familiar with that company but did know it was a subsidiary of Barkley Global, a multi-national conglomerate that had fallen from grace a few years ago after its owner, William Barkley, got into some trouble with the government but couldn’t recall the details.  In addition to that, it also seemed like I had heard the company name in the news again recently, but I couldn’t remember the particulars on that either.  Oh well, perhaps I would remember later.

Entering the structure, I approached an exceptionally large round reception desk which was staffed by a young Asian lady in her early to mid-twenties who was cordial and professional but not thrilled to see me, or anyone for that matter, as she clearly was just going through the motions of her position.  After giving her my name, she told me to have a seat, and that someone would be down momentarily to meet me. So, I took a seat in the corner where I had a full view of the large room.  As I sat there waiting, I looked around the lobby examining my surroundings, and watched a variety of individuals coming and going including a delivery driver visiting the facility.  The receptionist was less than thrilled to see him as he had interrupted her while on her cell phone, doing important things no doubt.  I also noted a man and woman, who were both dressed in dark apparel and were colleagues, who were headed out the door to lunch.  Based on my knowledge of body language and the way they were looking at each other, it was obvious that it was not going to be much of a mid-day business meal and more like a nooner.

Finally, I was greeted by a young woman in her early thirties who was wearing a name badge that displayed the Barkley Biotechnologies logo, and right beneath that her name, Marcie, was imprinted upon it.  After greeting me, she asked me if I would follow her, and I willingly complied.  She escorted me to one of the elevators where we rode up to the third floor and then walked down a hallway before entering a room where a receptionist sat behind a small wood laminate reception desk.  I was told to have a seat and she would be back with me shortly. 

Scanning the room, several other individuals like myself were also waiting, and I assumed that they were there for the same reason as I, clinical research trials.  The one difference between the three females and the one guy sitting there compared to me was that they were all clearly in their early to mid-twenties while I was about three decades their senior, clearly old enough to be their father.  Since none of them looked like me I was almost positive none of them were mine, which was good because I would hate having to explain to Samantha that she would now have to share her inheritance, such as it was.  Since all of them had arrived before me, I suspected they would all be attended to before I was, which was only fair I supposed.

My friend Marcie, who had brought me up from the lobby a few minutes earlier popped into the room via a door near the reception desk, did a quick scan of the room, and said, “Thomas?”

Raising slightly I said, “Yes?”

“Would you come with me please?”

As I stood up, I could not help but notice that my three counterparts were taken by surprise as indicated by the expressions on their face as I had jumped the queue.  Following my guide into the next room, we then walked past a series of cubicles that seemed to stretch on for some distance until we finally arrived at a private office where she offered me a chair.  Sitting down on a round stool she then edged up to the counter and subsequently opened a file and reviewed the contents. As I waited for her to speak, I noted that the suite I was in appeared to be an exam room like one you would find at a physician’s office.  There was also an exam table wedged into the corner which had a blood pressure cuff mounted next to it on the wall as well as a small dressing area off to the left.

“So how are you today?” she asked as she shot me a warm smile before looking down at her folder briefly before returning her gaze to me once again.

“Good, thank you,” I replied.

“The reason I bumped you to the front of the line was to ask you if you might be willing to participate in a new clinical trial that involves some exciting groundbreaking research.”

“Really?  Do tell.  Why did you pick me over the others?”

“We are looking for a volunteer to assist us with testing a new anti-aging process that we’ve been developing and considering how young the others in the waiting area were, they just weren’t good prospects.”

“So, it was because I was older?”

“Yes.”

Well, I couldn’t damn her for her honesty, could I?  At least she hadn’t just said it was because I was the old son of a bitch in the room.

“Anti-aging?  Sure.  Can you roll me back to about, oh, thirty-two years of age?”

We laughed at my comment, and she said, “I love it, and I would if I could, but unfortunately the process is not quite there yet.”

“Okay then, forty-two?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “Once again, sorry.”

“Okay, tell me how it works.”

“It involves the use of a new technology that can roll one’s age back through a process which works in two stages.  First, it slows down the cellular decay rate, and once that is brought to a halt it begins to reverse and causes the cells to move in the other direction, and hopefully, causing your age to move in the opposite direction.”

“By how much do you anticipate one’s age could reverse?”

“We are thinking that it could be up to five years, though, in reality, it will probably be more like two or three.”

“Really?  And it would be like poof, I would suddenly look three to five years younger?”

Chuckling, she said, “The treatments would be over two weeks, and then you will come back into the clinic and follow up with us at two, four, six, and eight weeks afterward.  We estimate that it will take that long before the first results are visible, but if successful it may be the first step in slowing the human aging process. But like I said earlier, it is experimental, and we’ve got a long way to go.”

“So, it’s not instantaneous.”

“No.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Well, I guess that’s better than nothing.”

“So, what do you think?  Are you willing to participate?”

“Is it dangerous?”

Shaking her head, she said, “At this stage in the process we would not be using it on a live human being if we thought there was any danger at all.  However, nothing is guaranteed in this life, and you will be required to sign many documents stating such and releasing the company from liability.”

Thinking for just a moment I said, “Sounds good.  Oh, by the way, what does it pay?”

Smiling, she said, “That’s the good part, because of the nature of this experiment as well as the risk ….”

Cutting her off, I asked, “Now that you’re using the word risk, I think I’m getting a bit nervous.”

“Not to worry, as I said ….”

“Yes, I know, you wouldn’t be doing this on a live person if you thought it was dangerous.”

Nodding, she said, “Exactly.  Now, as I started to say, it pays $12,500.”

“Wow!  Do all these trials pay that much?”

Shaking her head, she replied, “Not hardly.  We rarely have assignments that pay this kind of money, they’re usually a good bit less.”

Sitting there silently for a few moments, she asked, “Well what do you think?”

Pausing for a few moments, I said, “What the hell?  I’m in!”

“Excellent.  How about we send you down to the lab for some bloodwork, and while you’re working on that we will get the paperwork ready for you to sign?”

“Okay.  Cool,” I replied

$12,500?  This was going to be easy money and afterward, I might even look a little bit younger as well, I thought to myself, potentially increasing my chance of getting another job in my old career field.  If this was all there was to it, I might decide to make a career out of this testing thing and never go back to regular employment.

That appointment that afternoon was the beginning of my journey toward my new destiny, as there were surprises ahead of me that I would never have even imagined, not even in my wildest dreams.  I would soon learn that the money I was so readily making came at a price, and a high one at that.


Chapter 4

After completing all the blood work and signing a pile of papers, which I was sure equaled the number of pages in War and Peace, I was scheduled to come back to begin the actual research portion the following Monday morning.  Fortunately, I did not have to give up alcohol or fast the night before I began which helped to relieve the mild anxiety I had about the trial. So, I had a couple of beers with dinner.  I wasn’t worried but was a wee bit concerned.  Anyway, I kept telling myself that I was worrying for nothing and that everything would be alright, after all, surely, they wouldn’t be doing this experiment if it was unsafe, right?

My new home for the next two weeks was on the 5th floor of the Barkley Biotechnologies building, where I’d signed up to participate, and in addition to myself, several other participants were staying there too.  It was a nice atmosphere and not like a hospital ward where everyone wore hospital gowns and pushed an IV pole around as they walked. This was more like a hotel instead as it had several nice common areas offering a variety of amenities.  These included wi-fi, a coffee bar with snacks, a desktop computer with internet for those who did not have a smartphone (even though everyone did), as well as a phone for making calls in the event you needed to.  There was also a dining area where you ate with your fellow participants three times a day and let me tell you, the food was great.  The menu changed each day, and the cuisine was all first-class as they had an actual chef running their kitchen.  It was heavenly, to say the least, which made me not want to return home because once I did, I would have to begin cooking for myself once again.

The process that I underwent during the two weeks that I stayed there was quite interesting as three times each day I received what they referred to as a treatment.  This consisted of me putting on a pair of what looked like swimming goggles, removing all my clothes, laying down on what almost looked like a tanning bed, then having a lid roll down and seal me in.  At that point, a beam of light would move slowly down the length of the chamber from the top to bottom, just as the scanning light does on a copier, and would then reverse until it reached the top once again, and then the process would repeat itself.  This would take about thirty minutes and during that time I would be scanned about fifteen times.  It never hurt or caused me physical pain but did make my skin tingle in an odd sort of way that I had never experienced before.  When finished they would give me my bathrobe, I would return to my room, and continue with my life, such as it was, until my next round of treatments or therapy.

After fourteen days of living off the fat of the land where all the work I had to do each day was to have my naked body scanned, eat fine meals, and have someone else make my bed and tidy up my living quarters, it was time to go home. So, early that Monday at 8 a.m. I checked out of the Barkley Biotechnologies Bed & Breakfast, so to speak, and was given a slip of paper showing where $12,500 had been deposited into my checking account for services rendered.

As I rode the rideshare home, I looked at the deposit slip they had given me and thought to myself, wow, if I could do this twice a month until I was eligible to collect social security at age sixty-seven, I would have it made.  However, I knew that was not the case because as the young lady Marcie had told me, projects like this one with this kind of pay did not come around very often.  Thinking about it, I decided, okay, I got that, but I was more than willing to take part in other projects that might arise, even if they did pay less.  What’s the old saying?  Some money was better than no money.  Well, at least until I landed a new gig of some sort, whatever that might be.

After returning home, I inventoried the contents of my refrigerator and disposed of several items that had expired and/or gone bad during my absence.  Taking inventory of my frig, freezer, and pantry, I quickly surmised that my sustenance situation was far less than desirable, so I headed off to the supermarket in an attempt to correct the situation.

As I walked up and down the aisles of the grocery store, it was impossible not to think of the fine cuisine I had been served three times per day during the last two weeks and the thought of having to stock up on food and prepare my meals was definitely less than appealing.  As I continued my journey through the supermarket, I was about to blast by the book and magazine section when I suddenly noticed a couple of cookbooks with titles referencing cooking for one.  Picking up two of the books, one that discussed crockpot cooking for one while the other referenced general meal preparation for one, I found a new enthusiasm as I scanned them.  I think I stood there perusing them for too long because a grocery store employee approached me and asked if they could help me.  As I looked at my watch, I realized I had been standing there looking at the books for close to forty-five minutes and told them that I was fine and that I was buying the books, which I put in my cart and pressed on.  I then retraced my steps through much of the store and found the ingredients necessary to create many of the dishes referenced in my new cookbooks. I had found a new enthusiasm and was determined to create some, if not all, of the dishes that I had discovered in my new reference materials. 

These dishes included slow-cooked Asian Meatballs, Chipotle Street Tacos, Enchilada Soup, Chicago Style Pizza, and Shrimp Fettucine, all for one, to name a few.  These were just a smattering of the dishes I had discovered, and I was super stoked at the prospect of preparing them as well as developing a new routine for myself which would result in me eating better.  It was true that I’d not eaten properly during the years I’d been single, with the main culprit being my lack of knowledge about how to cook for one, except for my frying pan pizza which really wasn’t for one person.  Sure, I could cook and could prepare a meal for two or more, but planning and cooking for one?  Impossible for most, but now I could see the possibilities and was excited at the potential, and wouldn’t Sam be surprised?

Upon returning home, I prepped my first meal, Cheese Enchiladas for One.  Knowing it might be a little slim I put together a simple salad to accompany it, and between the two it filled me up perfectly.  Yep, I was onto something and was thrilled at what I had discovered, that one person could eat like a king.  Was I the first person to think of this?  No, as I am sure there are plenty of cookbooks out there that featured cooking for one.  However, in my mind it was almost like this was a new topic because it was new to me, and in the grand scheme of things that was all that counted.  As I continued to think of how cool it would be to finally be able to cook nutritious and delicious meals for myself, I began to think of how maybe, just maybe, this would be my passion.  Could this be the thing I had been looking for, and potentially my new vocation?  If so, that would be cool, but how on God’s green Earth could I possibly convert this into a way to make a living?  I had some thinking too and needed to determine if this was just a flight of fancy or if it was something I wanted and if so, how to make it happen and determine if there was a way I could somehow make a living.


Chapter 5

It was so nice sleeping in my bed after being away for two weeks and to borrow a phrase, I slept like a rock, which I believe means to sleep solid, kind of like, well a rock?  When my head hit the pillow at 8:15 that evening I was out like a light and did not wake up until the next morning at 9:45 which was when I just happened to roll over and looked at the alarm clock and saw the time.  Thirteen and a half hours I thought to myself?  That’s a lotta sleeping!  During my time at the clinic, I had received plenty of sleep so why so long?  Maybe it was because on some sort of subconscious level I was relieved to be back home in my bed, safe and secure, and my body decided it would go ahead and catch me up on some desperately needed rest that I didn’t even know that I needed.  Whatever the reason I did feel incredibly energized upon waking, which was slightly abnormal because typically upon waking up I normally felt a little groggy until I had that first cup of coffee.  No matter, I felt good and was excited about the day ahead.

Firing up the coffee maker, I had a cup of java and immediately afterward took a shower, got dressed, and sat down at my computer to catch up on some bills and such, which I had not done at the clinic as I’d only had my smartphone with me.  After a few minutes, I began to feel very strange and on top of that, the room was spinning, and shortly afterward I began to feel sick to my stomach.  Remembering what they had told me before I’d left the clinic, that if any unusual symptoms developed upon returning home, to call them.  Finding Marcie’s business card, I called and amazingly she picked up on the first ring, unusual for this day and time when no one typically answers their phone.  Describing my overwhelming illness, she asked if I could drive back to the facility, and I told her I wasn’t sure that I could and that I would pass out.  She then told me that they were sending one of their ambulances to pick me up but to make sure that I left my front door unlocked in case I truly did pass out.  Hanging up with her I unlocked the front door, found my key, and set it on the coffee table nearby.  I then grabbed my wallet and smartphone and set them down in the same location as well just before lowering myself to the floor and laying down flat as the room was spinning at high speed, a sensation I had never experienced before in my life.  What the hell was going on I thought to myself?  Perhaps I should try and call my daughter I thought?  And that was the last thing I remembered.

**********

As I opened my eyes and looked upward, I noted that the ceiling looked familiar, yes, it was the same as the one in my suite at Barkley Biotechnologies where I had participated in the clinical trials days earlier.  Scanning my surroundings, I was now able to confirm that was where I was and in the same room where I’d just spent two weeks.  Overall, I felt surprisingly good and the spinning sensation as well as the other symptoms were gone, and I felt like I had returned to normal.  I guess it was a good thing that I had called as they had brought me back to the facility and gotten me stabilized, which did not surprise me.  After all, it was their experiment that had made me ill, so it was logical that they were the best ones to solve my dilemma as they had a better understanding of what they had administered to me to anyone, and apparently, they had been successful as I was feeling great.

Within moments the door opened, and Marcie entered along with Dr. Palmer who I had met previously during my stay at the facility.  As they caught sight of me, they gave one another a glance and then walked up to the bedside by side and stood there looking at me with a slight smile on their faces.

“Thomas, how do you feel?”  Marcie asked.

“Well, I think overall pretty goo…” and I then stopped speaking as I was truly caught off guard as the voice coming from my mouth was not mine but that of someone else, and not just that but rather high pitched.

Placing my hand on my chest I was once again surprised as my hand did not lay flat as there appeared to be an obstruction of some sort and as I looked down at the solid white hospital gown that I was wearing I noticed it was raised.

“What’s wrong with my voice?  And what’s this?” I asked frantically as I looked down at my chest and then back up at them.

Dr. Palmer then said, “A lot has happened during the time that you’ve been unconscious, and I think it would be best if you just took it easy as we can go over all this in detail later.”

“Take it easy?  I just woke up and I’m speaking like a female and on top of that it looks like I’ve got titties, and, hey, what’s this?” I asked as I noticed long blonde hair down the front of my hospital gown.

“And why do I have long hair too?  Was this part of the experiment?  To grow my hair out as well?  What the fuck?” I asked as I held the hair up in front of my face and rubbed it between my fingers.

“So, tell me, just how long have I been out?”

The two of them once again gave each other a quick glance before Dr. Palmer said, “Ten days.”

“Ten days?” I asked, “Am I okay?”

Nodding he said, “Physically you are in perfect health, but ….”

“But, with the exception that I now talk like a girl and a young one at that, I’ve got long blonde hair, and titties.  What else is there that you’ve not told me?”

Marcie then chimed in and said, “The treatment that you underwent had some unexpected side effects, as is quite obvious.”

“Clearly.  So, what else is there that I need to know?”

“Well,” said Dr. Palmer, “As Marcie said there were some side effects that were not expected, and I’m not going to beat around the bush.  Thomas, it appears that the treatment which we expected to roll you back a few years in age was successful, but instead, it took you back about thirty years.  Oh, and by the way, it changed you into a fully functional biological female.”

Looking dead at him I asked, “Before I just out of this bed and eat your tonsils, let me see if I understand you correctly.  For the sum of $12,500, I ended up being turned into a twenty-two-year-old blonde-headed young woman?  Is that correct?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, and I am so sorry.”

“Do you have a mirror at least so I can see the new me?”

Marcie reached into the bedside table and presented me with a hand mirror which I held up to my face and there before me in place of the old me was a young, blonde woman with brown eyes looking back.  As I forced a grin onto my face the refection smiled back and as I frowned, she did the same.

Looking at the two of them I asked, “So, you said I was a biological female?”

“Yes,” Dr. Palmer said while Marcie nodded.

“With that being said are you also telling me that I have no tallywhacker either?”

“That would be correct,” Dr. Palmer said.

“So, I have a vagina?”

Saying nothing the two of them nodded.

Raising my voice, I asked, “How the fuck am I supposed to go through life as a twenty-two-year-old girl?”

“I’m not going to tell you to calm down and anything like that and I’m sure not going to tell you that you will feel better after some time passes as that would be bullshit.  However, I’m going to give you some space and let you process this at your own speed. You’re welcome to stay here as long as you need, and we will do everything we can to help you in every way possible.”

Shaking my head, I said, “How on earth am I going to explain this to my daughter.”

Marcie said, “You don’t have to.  She knows everything.  After we found you on the floor of your living room, we called her and have been in regular touch with her and she’s even stopped by many times.  We have kept her updated as your transition has taken place over the past ten days.”

“So, she knows everything?”

The two of them once again nodded in unison.

“If you’re okay with it I would like to call her and let her know that you’re awake as I’m sure she would like to stop by and see you.”

“And she understands that her fifty-two-year-old father has been changed into what amounts to right about a twenty-two-year-old young woman.”

“Yes,” Dr. Palmer said.

“Do you guys realize that I may now possibly be even younger than my twenty-five-year-old daughter?  What kind of deal is that?”

“I’ve got to make my rounds, but I will leave you in Marcie’s care and she will get you anything that you might need.  Please don’t hesitate to let us know if you need anything at all.

As Dr. Palmer turned and began to walk toward the door I yelled, “Hey, Doc?” and he turned and looked back at me.

“So, you guys are going to be able to turn me back, right?”

Shaking his head, he said, “We have no idea how to do that because we’re not even sure how we turned you into the young woman you are now,” and then turned and exited the door.

Standing beside my bed Marcie began to tear up and said, “Sir, I am so sorry and feel like this is all my fault.  If I hadn’t come out and gotten you out of the waiting area that day and asked you to participate in the project none of this would have happened and she began to cry and added, “Can you ever forgive me?”

Smiling at her I said, “Maybe later, but for now I’m going to hate on you a little bit, okay?”

Nodding she continued to sob and uttered, “That is totally fair.”

The poor thing, she was taking this hard, and I truly felt for her.  Was it truly her fault?  Yeah, sort of, but then again, not really as she was just doing her job as an employee of the company.  Then again, whose fault was it?  Then the answer came to me. The fault was mine because if I hadn’t been so greedy and looking to make some easy money, I would still have been a guy with a penis, no, a fucking cock, and a massive one that such as the world had never seen.  Okay not really as it was an average-sized penis, at least enough to make a woman orgasm, well, sometimes anyway, but apparently not adequately as far as my former spouse was concerned.  At that point, it was clear that I wouldn’t be making any woman climax, unless I was going down on her or wearing a strap-on as I had no equipment, well, not in the traditional sense anyway. 

As I thought about my dilemma, I attempted to compare it to the person who was only getting, oh let’s say, 0.05% interest rate in their savings account at a local bank or credit union and got the bright idea, Hey, I’ll put my money in the stock market.  I won’t waste any time putting my cash in the bank, I will put it up on Wall Street and easily make, oh, let’s say, four to seven and a half percent, and that’s for starters, as that’s where the real money is!  I’ll show everyone as I’m smarter and willing to hedge my bets as I understand it’s truly a rigged game and I know how to beat the system.

So, like so many investors who attempted to beat the system I ended up losing my ass, or should I say my dick?  Definitely my manhood, in every sense of the word as there was nothing masculine about me now.  Anyway, I had gambled and lost, and the worst part of it was that I hadn’t been desperate for money, and living on the street, I’d just been looking for some easy money.  What’s the old saying?  A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush?  But at the point, I had no bird but did have a bush, and as I felt it beneath my hospital gown, well, it seemed pretty full, or is bushy an okay word to use?

You are probably sick to death of hearing me ramble as compressing this all down to a few words, I gambled it all and my investment resulted in me getting $12,500, losing my cock, and gaining a pussy.  What would the Jews say?  Oy vey?

Opening my arms, I said, “Hey girl, give me a hug,” and as she leaned over, we gave one another a super fantastic hug and as we did so she continued to cry.

“Hey girl, it’s okay, let it all out,” I said as I patted her on the back.

There I was, the one that had been the recipient of having my world turned upside down and I was consoling one of the folks that had helped get me into that predicament in the first place.  Was I surprised?  No, as she was a millennial, but I wasn’t picking on her because of that.  Okay, I was lying as it sort of was as their entire generation didn’t have a hair one on their ass to stand up to the slightest criticism or mistake because if they were accused of the slightest thing, they would cry out that they were under tons of trauma and distress and declare that they needed a safe space to go to and the pressure was unbearable.  WTF?  What would these kids do if the Russians suddenly landed on the coastline?  Stand up and say that what the Russkies were doing was offensive, just as a storm of bullets from AK-47s eliminated them from planet Earth once and for all. 

Do I sound incredibly bitchy?  Hey, you would too if this shit had happened to you.  However, I promise to stop my complaining.  Well, maybe a little bit.

“Marcie,” I said as she pulled back, “I think the solution to all this is for you to call my daughter, bring her on down her and let her see her new father, aka, younger sister, and let’s get me moving forward.”

Still sniffling she said, “You are so brave,” as she looked at me from behind her eyes which were still watering.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I’m not.  I’m scared to death but being a little bitch about it and whining isn’t going to get me anywhere now is it.”

As we stood there looking at one another for a few moments silently I finally said, “Remembered how you said if there was anything at all I needed you would help me?”

She nodded and I then added, “Then help me, as I’m going to need it and I’m going to be requiring a lot of help so the best thing you can do is be there for me when I ask and help me to be strong when it seems like I’m wavering.”

Taking my hand into hers she said, “Thomas, I have so much respect for you and your generation as you are all so strong, and I truly wish that I had your courage.”

Hearing her say that I once again thought of how pathetic her generation was as they were not capable of standing up to anything.  This was a group of kids who would burst out crying if they dropped their ice cream cone on the sidewalk, and I’m including those of them who are over thirty years of age too.  I think I just said I was going to stop bitching, didn’t I?  Okay, I’m starting again now.

“Marcie, courage comes from inside and as I look at you, I can see that you have it, so reach down inside, and lift it out, as it’s there.  In this life, you can be a coward who dies a thousand deaths or be brave and have but one at the end as it isn’t necessary to be afraid of all the little things that pop up day-to-day.  You don’t have to be sorry, guilty, remorseful, or apologetic because all that political correctness stuff is complete bullshit.  It is simply an excuse people with low self-esteem use as an attempt to make themselves feel better.  Remember one thing Marcie, that you didn’t create any of the social ills that exist in the world so don’t hold yourself responsible for a single one of them, and never let anyone tell you otherwise.  If someone does then they are a liar, as you know the truth, and can go to bed each night with a clear conscious,” I then smiled at her and squeezed her hand.

Stepping back, she looked at me without emotion and said, “Oh my God, you’re not going to believe this, but you’ve just changed my life.  For the first time in my existence on planet Earth, you’ve made me realize that I am so fucked up, and you know what?  I just need to get over myself.”  Putting her hands on my shoulders she said, “Thank you so much, I am forever in your debt.”

Wow, I thought to myself.  I’ve finally made a difference in a young person’s life, to the point where it seems like I might have made an impact, and all it took was me turning into a twenty-two-year-old young blonde to do so.

Smiling at her I asked, “So, do you think you can give my daughter a call?”

“Of course,” she said as she smiled and then turned and headed toward the door.

“Oh,” I added, “And can you bring me something to eat because I am starving.”


Chapter 6

It was about an hour later when my daughter Samantha walked into the room, escorted by Marcie who touched her on the arm, gave her a look of consolation, and then walked out leaving the two of us alone.  Samantha was not quick to head in my direction and kept herself anchored close to the door where she had entered, as I surmised, she was planning an escape in the event she needed to as one had to admit, it was all pretty weird as there lay her father, now a young woman, who was even her junior.

“So pumpkin, what do you think?” I asked as I looked at her still standing there motionless with the ole deer in the headlights look still prominent upon her face and it was obvious that she was truly petrified.

“Sam, I know it’s strange to see me like this and hear a girly voice coming from your father’s mouth.”

“It’s so hard to believe that it’s actually you daddy,” she said meekly.

“Did they explain to you what happened?”

Nodding briefly, she said, “They said the age regression therapy they were testing on you, which was supposed to roll your DNA back a couple of years had an unexpected effect and took you back more like thirty years instead.  Oh, and changed you into a female due to an unexpected side effect as apparently part of the process involved using the RNA from female hormones that didn’t quite behave as they had planned.”  Then standing there still looking at me she said, “Obviously.  I don’t totally understand the scientific portion of it all, but I guess I’m just going to have to take their word for it.”

Hmmm, I thought to myself, they hadn’t told me the technical reason that it had happened in the detail she just had, but then again, she had been in communication with them for days and I had practically just woken up, so who was I to be pissed off over that? 

“You seem to know a lot more than I do, but then again I’ve just woken up from a long sleep, during which I’ve been going through the process of changing into a woman.”

We still stood there silently for a bit and I added, “Samantha, I know this is strange, to say the least, and it was not what I signed up for when I agreed to participate in the project, but what’s the old saying?  It is what it is?  At this point, all I can do is move forward and do the best I can do and any help or support you can provide will be greatly appreciated.”

She then stepped over to the bed, leaned down, and hugged me and after a few moments when she finally pulled back, I could see that her eyes were filled with water as she looked down at me.  The thought that she was hurting and trying to figure it all out hurt me as well and I teared up and began to cry too.  Normally I wasn’t very emotional as my family had never seen me weep but I guess my newfound female hormones had a mind of their own and I was unable to stop them as they executed their agenda.

“Thanks, sweetie,” I said.

“So, daddy,” and then she paused before she continued and then added, “You know, that does sound a little weird calling you that.  I’m so sorry and I don’t mean to be disrespectful.  I want you to know that you are my father and always will be.”

Nodding I said, “It’s okay, you’re right, and after all, how would that go over in public?” as I finished speaking, we both chuckled and I added, “So, as you were saying?”

“Mmmm, I’ve lost my train of thought, but let me ask you, what do you want to be called?  Thomas, your name, or do you want to go by something else?”

“Hmmm,” I thought, “So, clearly the terms Daddy and Thomas don’t flow well, especially when you’re in the body of a young woman, and it would be more fitting as well as socially acceptable if I went with something that fit my new form a little better, given my newfound situation.”

“What do you have in mind?”

Smiling at her I said, “My mother’s side of the family always had several women named Elizabeth, which I always thought was a very beautiful name.  What do you think of that?”

“I think that’s a great name,” she said and then beamed her beautiful smile at mean displaying her pearly white teeth, which I had paid an orthodontist big money for several years prior.

“Then, until further notice, instead of Daddy, I will be Elizabeth, who will kind of be your new mother, but younger, sort of, but who looks like your sister, if that even makes any sense.”

Chuckling she said, “Yes, I get it, and I think Elizabeth is a wonderful name.”

“Sweetie I’m going to need all the help I can get going forward and anything you can do would be appreciated.”

“Of course.  Marcie and I have already talked and during your stay here the next few days while you are under observation the two of us are going to start you on the path to being a girl.”

“But I’m already a girl?”

Rolling her head from side to side she said, “Perhaps, but you have so much to learn as you have the body of a young woman but none of the training required to function as such in today’s world.”

“Really?” I asked in an annoyed tone, “What can you teach me about being a woman?”

“Are you kidding?”


Chapter 7

Over the following days, I had the good fortune of being trained how to live as a member of the opposite sex by my daughter, during her off-hours, as well as Marcie. Between the two of them, they essentially gave me a Bachelor’s, or should I say Bachelorette’s, degree in learning to live, work, and act like a girl.

I was truly flabbergasted at how complex it was being a female as there was so much to know as well as do daily. If I had known all that previously I might have shown a little more gratitude to my previous wife.  Then again not, since I didn’t like her as she was a total bitch, but I digress as once again I am complaining and will stop.

Etiquette, clothes, shoes, accessories, makeup, hair, and nails are important as well as essential once you’ve joined the fairer sex club and there’s so much that women must do daily as part of their routine. 

Let me start with the first thing I mentioned which was etiquette.  As a guy, you don’t realize it but there are all kinds of mannerisms that girls have and use frequently that make them feminine, and if I hadn’t mentioned it, you would have never have even known.  These include the way they pronounce words, stand, sit, and even smile, not to mention some facial expressions as well, as things that go into making a woman just that.  Next time you have nothing to do look it up on the net and you will see what I’m talking about.  It really is a thing.

Next, clothes.  As a guy, you can get away with a whole lot less apparel, but the instant you become a female that changes almost instantaneously.  When I was a man, I could wear any given pair of loafers, with jeans, slacks, a button-down or golf shirt, and even a jacket. But as a member of the opposite sex that was no longer the case as wardrobe took on a whole new meaning.  Clothing as a female takes on a whole new dimension as you simply can’t just throw any old thing on and look good, you must match or be coordinated.  When selecting what you are going to wear for the day you must first pick out your outfit, whether dress or slacks and top and build on it from there moving next to shoes.

Your footwear should be chosen according to the clothes you are wearing and it’s always nice if it matches but is not always necessary as sometimes not doing so makes your outfit look even better.  For example, you might select a white dress and the select solid red shoes, which add a splash of color, and then, if you add earrings, a bracelet, or necklace, and maybe even a belt that matches your mules or pumps you’re all set and have a great outfit, especially if your handbag flows well with your clothing, shoes, and accessories.  Oh, and one more thing, if your nails are painted, they too can help accent what you are wearing, not always but sometimes, but as indicated above red nail polish would flow well with such an outfit.

It's a job getting all dolled up and I had to admit that I didn’t look half bad as a member of the fairer sex and was quite cute, as well as modest, right?  However, the hardest part of all was walking in heels, which was exceedingly difficult, but as time went on, I became more accustomed and was able to walk in heels as needed, but my preference was to be in flats, sandals, or no shoes at all, with barefoot being my preferred type of footwear.

With Samantha working at her job full time and coming to the facility to help in her spare time Marcie worked with me the most as she was on-site, and we quickly became good friends.  As I got to know her, I learned that she had worked there for two years and it was her first job out of college.  She had earned a Master’s in Public Health a couple of years prior and because of a slew of budget cuts at all levels of government was unable to find employment where one typically would have for that skill set.  So, she turned to the private sector and had been grateful to land a job at Barkley Biotechnologies especially with employment being so difficult to find as a result of the economy and corresponding job market. 

Marcie was a beautiful young woman, 27 years old, stood 5’6”, with long dark brown hair and eyes, and had the greatest smile you’d ever seen on a young woman.  As I got to know her, I discovered that she was warm and wonderful and genuinely cared about others which was refreshing to find, especially with the world being the way it was where so many people think of and care only about themselves.  Marcie seemed to be dedicated to helping me achieve womanhood to my fullest and did feel responsible for my plight even though it was not her fault, as I had told her repeatedly. 

After five days it became clear that my situation was what it was, to borrow a tired old cliché, and it was determined that I should be allowed to go home. This was based on the condition that someone stayed with me around the clock until such time it was deemed that I was going to be okay.  With Samantha unable to stay with me twenty-four hours a day because she had to work, at least during the day anyway, it was decided that Marcie would move in with me.  The clinic said that in addition to observing me she would help me continue to adapt to womanhood and would essentially be working from home, my home anyway until everyone was satisfied that I was going to be okay.  That worked for me and the prospect of being back at my residence thrilled me.  Upon arriving I set Marcie up in my spare bedroom and made it as comfortable as possible for her as I wanted her to feel at home.

Over the next two weeks, Marcie and I became even closer as we were spending so much time together and it was impossible not to like her.  In addition to being a good friend and companion, I realized with each passing day what a warm and wonderful human being she was.  One thing that disturbed me was that I had begun to develop feelings for her as there was so much about her to like in addition to being attractive, she was also smart as well as funny.  Knowing that if I had been a man, I would have been all over her as she would have been quite a catch but with me being a woman, I pushed it out of my mind and didn’t even ponder upon it for two reasons, one she was a girl and so was I and the odds she wanted another woman was slim.  Two, I was a patient, and she was clinical staff, and I just needed to forget about it and not torture myself.

Marcie was ecstatic when I told her that I was an amateur chef, and let’s face it, the emphasis was truly on the word amateur.  I told her that I wanted to beef up my cooking skills, pardon the pun on the beef part and that during a recent trip to the supermarket I had discovered several books related to the subject of cooking for one. I had a true interest in this area as I knew there were countless single individuals out there not eating proper meals because of the difficulty of cooking for one.  She was excited at the prospect that I wanted to prepare her meals during her time there as she too was single, often ate alone, and the last thing she wanted to do after a hard day’s work was to make dinner.

Referencing the cookbooks, I had bought I simply doubled the ingredients to create our meals, and practically everything that I created turned out perfectly with little to no leftovers.  Initially, I thought some of the portions looked a little skimpy and was worried about still being hungry at the end of the meal but surprisingly they filled me up simply fine.  What I had not considered was the fact that I was now smaller in stature and did not require as much food.  Well, I guess the plus side to me being a girl was that I would be spending less at the grocery store, thus saving a few bucks.

Before I knew it another Friday night had arrived, and Marcie decided that I needed a night off and was going to have Chinese food delivered despite me offering to cook.  She said that I had taken such great care of her the past couple of weeks that the least she could do was order something for us herself, which I appreciated.  I suspected that she selected Chinese because she had remembered, from one of our previous conversations, that I loved Mongolian beef.  She did have a good memory and I was surprised at how many personal details she had remembered, and at times it was almost uncanny.

Before the food arrived Marcie said this was a girl’s night in and that we needed to get into our pajamas.  This was apparently a female thing and I surmised it was a rite of passage into womanhood.  Okay, not really but it was new to me and I knew it was part of being a girl and that they did things like that, so I willingly went into my bedroom and slipped into my white satin nightgown which had a matching robe.  Upon returning to the living room, I found Marcie paying the delivery guy and then closing the door.  As she turned, I noticed that she was wearing a very pretty leopard print nightgown and matching robe as well and as I looked at her, I couldn’t help but notice that it was a little bit short, also showing off her legs.  Marcie wasn’t a skinny girl but wasn’t fat either and was slightly curvy with her hips filling out her sleepwear and her C cup breasts were almost spilling over the top of it.  As I stood there looking at her, I found myself staring at her as I had never noticed how beautiful she was until that moment.

“Elizabeth, I’ve got the food,” she said as she looked back at me.

Breaking my gaze, I said, “Okay, sounds good.”

Squinting she asked, “Is everything okay?”

Nervously I nodded and squeaked out a forced laugh and asked, “Sure, why do you ask?”

“The way you were looking at me, I just thought you needed something.  Anyway, let’s eat,” and she headed for the kitchen with her bounty of food.

“Great, and I’ll open us a bottle of wine.  You like red?”

“Sure,” she said, “Sounds perfect.”

Looking at the bottle I said, “Well I guess white wine with your General Tso’s chicken would have been more proper but if you’re okay with it ….”

“Do people still pick wine based on what they are eating?” she asked.

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Well, I know I don’t.”

“Then fuck it, fill that bad boy up,” she replied.

At Marcie’s insistence, we watched a movie while we ate. It happened to be a short romantic comedy that lasted about an hour and a half.  This was also new to me as I preferred just about anything but that category of film.  However, she had been incredibly kind to me since the incident and had even come home with me so I could return to my house and I was not going to object to anything that she wanted.

After the movie ended, we sat in the living room, me on one end of the couch and her on the other, and talked still sipping our wine.  I could feel the effects of the wine and suspected Marcie was as well.  With so much less body mass the alcohol worked on me a lot faster than when I was a guy. 

“So, Marcie, may I ask you a personal question?”

“Of course.”

“Are you seeing anyone?”

“You don’t beat around the bush, do you?”

“Well, I ….”

Cutting me off she giggled and said, “Just kidding,” and I joined in the laughter.

Shaking her head, she said, “No, I’m not.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

“Why?”

“You’re pretty, smart, great sense of humor, and, well, fun to be around.  I mean, what guy wouldn’t want you?”

Smiling warmly, she said, “That’s sweet of you to say, but there’s no one.”

After pausing for a few moments, she continued, “My last year in school my two-year relationship with my young man ended.  He left me for a young woman who I considered a close friend, I just couldn’t believe it.”

“Oh Marcie, that’s just awful.”

Nodding she said, “Yes, and I was hurt pretty bad, and it took me a long time to recover.  I’m okay now but I’m still not ready to climb back in the saddle and try again.  Well, that’s what I keep telling myself anyway.  You know how it is, sometimes when you get burned …….”

“I get it, remember I told you about my wife?”

“Yes, you did as a matter of fact.  Looks like we’ve got something in common.”

“You know what our problem is Marcie?  We are too nice, and people run all over us.”

“Well, you may be right.  Sometimes I am a little too nice.”

After pausing for a few moments, I said, “You know what?”

“What?”

“Strike that.  You’re perfect that way you are Marcie, don’t change, just be you, and I will be the bitch and will do a good enough job for the both of us,” and we both chuckled at my comment.

“For the life of me, I can’t imagine you being mean, and you’re one of the nicest people I’ve ever met, and before you ask the answer is yes, as a man and a woman,” and we both laughed.

“Thanks,” I replied

As I sat there looking at her, I once again noticed how attractive she was sitting there in her leopard print nightgown with her legs tucked up under her and the more I looked at her I noticed that I was beginning to tingle between my legs, as I was getting turned on.  Even though I was attracted to her I began to wonder, could my previous assumption have been wrong.  Was it possible that she could be attracted to me, Elizabeth, a girl?  Now, she had been going out with a guy, so she was straight, at least at the time anyway.  However, the question on my mind was, was she willing to bat for the other team, in this case, the one I was on?  I certainly hope so.  Anyway, with enough wine and conversation, I might find out the answer, and if I had a shot with her.

“So, Marcie, another personal question if you may.”

She nodded and said, “Of course, I don’t think there are any secrets between the two of us, after all, I turned you into a girl.”

“Good point.  However, it is always polite to ask.”

Smiling she said, “Go for it, girl.”

“What are you looking for in a g…., a potential partner?”

“Complex question, ready for a complex answer?”

Taking another swig of wine, I said, “Ready.”

“All I want is someone kind who makes me laugh, good looks a definite plus, oh, and they need to dress and clean up well as someone who dresses sloppy, no way. They’ve got a great job, and when I say that I mean that they’re passionate about it.  I also want someone who is not immature and knows when to act like a kid but also knows when to act like an adult.  It’s also important to have someone who can tolerate my parents and won’t break up with me immediately after meeting them, oh, they also love dogs.  Additionally, they are good a tidying up and can cook and on weekends will bring me breakfast in bed, and finally, I want someone who can make love to me slowly and passionately and not just wham bam thank you, Marcie unless it’s a quickie, and then it’s okay.  That last part was more information than you needed.”

Wow, I thought to myself, that’s a lot and complex, just like she said it would be.  One thing that I did notice during her rant was that she never referenced her future partner as being a guy, or man.  Could that have been on purpose and she was letting me know that or was she just talking in general terms and I was reading too much into it?

Figuring that I had nothing to lose at that point and that I could always play it off by trying to be humorous I replied, “Well, I guess I’m out as I’m not employed.”

Leaning back on the couch she smiled at me and said, “No you’re not.”

As I reeled from her response she then smiled once again and asked, “Do you mind if I sit closer?”

Stunned at her reply I said, “Please.”

Scooching over toward me I was surprised as that was not the response I had expected. However, I was incredibly pleased with her quick response as well as the fact that she wanted to sit closer to me.

Looking at her gazing at me I said, “Based on the fact that you dated a man for many years I initially assumed that you were probably interested in finding another guy when that day came.  I must admit I am pleasantly surprised at what you just said as I never imagined that I would ever be a possibility considering that I’m a female.”

“Why?  Because you’re not a biological man?  What’s important to me is what’s on the inside more than the outside.  Oh Elizabeth, you’ve got lots of great qualities.  You’re pretty, funny, and do make me laugh, which is the most important quality a future partner could have.  On top of that you can cook, one of the things on my list, remember?”

We chuckled and I nodded.

Continuing she said, “You’re also very smart, which I find extremely attractive, and I just love the way you look at me with your big beautiful brown eyes and have ever since the day I met you.”

“Even as a guy.”

Nodding she said, “Even as a guy, I even noticed you that day you first sat in my office.  I thought to myself, he’s cute for an older guy,” and we chuckled.

“If I would have known that then Thomas would have asked you out,” and we chuckled.

Then continuing she said, “You know Elizabeth, another thing I like about you is that your experience as a slightly older man ….”

Cutting in I said, “I love the way you phrase that, slightly older man, versus old guy.”

Chuckling she then continued, “As I was saying, your experience in life makes you very desirable because you know what you want out of life, and not to mention, you also know how to treat a woman, and that’s particularly important to me.  I want a partner who will show me respect and believes that I am their equal and wants to spend time with me and not sit up and play video games all night.  You’re not going to believe this but the dating pool of young men my age is overflowing with those types,” and we chuckled as I knew what she was talking about like so many young guys do exactly just that these days.

“Well, thanks, Marcie.  I do appreciate that you’re being so candid and telling me how you feel.  You must be someone who knows exactly what they want from a partner.”

Chuckling she said, “I’m normally a little more reserved, okay, a lot, but all this wine has had an effect on me and has lowered my inhibitions.”

“So, without all the booze you would never have opened up to me?”

Shaking her head, “No, probably not.  Remember that day at the facility where I was practically a basket case after your transition?”

“Because you blamed yourself for my condition?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, I know, I was a mess, a real basket case, a Millennial in true form, but a recovering one, I admit it.”

We chuckled once again and she then added, “And remember how we talked after my mini-meltdown and you helped me feel better?”

I nodded.

“That’s another quality that I need in a partner, someone that has their act together, and can bring me back to reality when I need it, someone that is grounded, all qualities you possess.  Oh my God, I’m sorry as It sounds like I’m lining you up to walk you down the aisle.”

“It does not and don’t think any such thing, but thank you, I appreciate it.”

“Now that I’ve said what I have, please don’t make a fool out of me and tell me that when you said, well, I guess I’m out as I’m unemployed, that you were just joking.”

Looking into her eyes I said, “I was not joking Marcie, not one little bit.  I think you are great, and any man,” then stopping myself and rolling my eyes upward for a moment I then returned my gaze to her and continued, “Or woman, would be lucky to have you in their life.”

Now leaning over even closer she said, “Thanks, and anyone would be lucky to have you too.”

As we sat there gazing into one another’s eyes smiling, saying nothing, I noticed that she was playing with her hair, another sign that she liked me.  The elephant in the room was that a kiss was the next order of business and I was truly dying to play tonsil hockey with her as she was so cute, and I was barely able to keep my hands off her.  The thought of being with her, even though I no longer had my standard equipment, filled me with excitement, and the thought of being intimate with her excited me to no end causing my girly parts to tingle even more than they already were.  This worried me as I didn’t want to become so wet that I soaked through my nightgown and onto the sofa as that would be a tale-tell sign of how revved up I was. 

Although sex was the predominating factor on my mind, for some reason I began to think, which was not unusual as I truly did do that from time to time.  Remembering that I was a patient at Barkley Biotechnologies, and she was an employee, and this was technically still a professional medical situation if we proceeded this could turn into a sticky situation if it ever came to light.  If I kissed her or was intimate, would I be putting her job in jeopardy as that was the last thing I would ever want to do, and as she’d told me, employment was difficult for young people in this day and time.  I was thrilled at the fact that she liked me, and I was crazy about her as well as my privates were on fire and begging for relief, and on top of that I could feel that my nipples had hardened and were probably visible through my nightgown, and I’m sure she’d noticed as there was no way she could not have. 

I truly did like her very much and wanted to be with her and the fact that she had practically dropped into my lap as my new girlfriend was cool.  Since my transition, I had surmised it was going to be difficult to find a nice attractive girl to have a relationship with as most of them were probably wanting a man, something I was not in the market for as I was still wired the other way and wanted the companionship of a female.

“Marcie, can I shoot straight with you?”

“What’s wrong?” she asked as an inquisitive look came across her face.

“Do you think we should do this?  I mean right now anyway?”

“Why not?  I thought you were attracted to me.”

Nodding I said, “Oh, yes, I definitely am, very much, believe me.  However, I don’t want to get you in trouble because after all, we are in kind of a professional situation.  I am a patient and you do work for the clinic, and I would never want to put your position at risk and if we move forward and it ever came to your employer’s attention you might get in trouble, if not fired.”

“Are you sure that you’ve not changed your mind and you just don’t want to be with me?” she asked in an almost annoyed tone.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, that’s not the case at all, I promise.  My priority is protecting you, and nothing more, I swear.  That’s the only reason I brought it up before we went any further.”

Sighing she fell back against the couch and a look of disappointment washed across her face.  Sounding almost exhausted she said, “You know, this has been a long day, and on top of that we did have a bit too much to drink, or I did anyway, and we talked about some feelings that we apparently have for one another, of which I’m now thinking most of them were mine.  I am kind of tired so I’m thinking I might turn in,” and she then stood up, looked at me without emotion, and said, “Good night Elizabeth,” and headed toward her bedroom.

Well fuck, I thought to myself.  How did this happen?  The answer was that in an attempt to be a nice guy, or should I now say girl, once again, it backfired, despite my best intentions.  My luck with women was not limited to me being a man and had transferred over when I became a woman.  All I had been trying to do was ask her if she was worried about any potential ramifications with her employer in the event our intimacy came to light, that’s it.  She took it wrong and thought I was trying to wiggle out of being with her and I understood as she was still recovering from her failed relationship of several years ago.  Marcie was a girl who wore her heart on her sleeve, and she was tender, which was negative in one sense but positive in another. I knew that when she fell for someone, she loved them deeply, a trait the two of us shared.

Cleaning up the living room and kitchen I then headed off to bed where I climbed in and broke out my e-reader and continued reading a book about World War II that I had been working on for some time. After a bit, I stopped and wondered how many twenty-two-year-old women read such stories.  I was now uniquely in a class all to myself.

After about twenty minutes into my story, where the author was describing Hitler as being in a rage due to the current state of affairs in the war, I suddenly had that sensation you get when you feel a presence, as though there’s someone else in the room with you.  Looking up there stood Marcie, still in her leopard print nightgown and robe, leaning against the door frame smiling gently at me.

“Oh, hi Marcie.”

“Hi,” she said sheepishly while briefly looking down and then back up at me.

By the look on her face, I could tell that something was on her mind which I was sure was related to earlier when she had excused herself and headed off to bed.  I wasn’t positive but I suspected that after a little bit of reflection time she was having second thoughts about our post-dinner conversation and was there to speak with me about it.  I was truly glad that she had decided to speak with me before turning in as the events of the evening were still on my mind.  Even though the book I was reading was excellent I had been unable to shake the fact that we had both gone to bed with the situation unsettled and I was happy she’d decided to visit me.

“Good book?”

Nodding I said, “Yes.  It’s an account of World War II in four parts as seen through the eyes of Hitler, Roosevelt, Stalin, and lastly Truman, but I’m sure you didn’t need to know all of that,” and I then smiled and looked at her and could see that she was chuckling inside.  Her smile widened as she looked at me, showing off her perfectly straight pearly white teeth and she replied, “It sounds fascinating.”

“Are you interested in World War II?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, not a bit,” and we both broke into laughter.

As I lay there in the middle of the bed with several pillows propping me up, I scooched to the right and then patted the space next to me and asked, “Join me?  I promise not to bite or be inappropriate in any way unless you want that.  Oh, and I’ve also been vaccinated.”

Chuckling she joined me and climbed onto the bed and I subsequently shared my pillows with her to make sure that she was comfortable as well as leaning against the wooden headboard was less than pleasant without proper cushions.

“I’m glad you came to see me, Marcie,” I said as I peered into her lovely eyes which beamed back at me as I gazed into them.

“Oh my God, I feel like such an idiot.”

“Why?”

“I think I may have overreacted.”

Turning slightly in her direction I asked, “You know when I said what I did I was not rejecting you in any way.  I brought that up because, well, I didn’t want to get you into trouble with your employer as I know that you value your job, and I would not want to be responsible for jeopardizing that in any way.  Please believe me.”

With a warm smile, she said, “I do.  You know Elizabeth, believe it or not, I am still a little sensitive about my previous relationship and on some front, I have a fear of rejection, as crazy as that sounds.”

“That doesn’t sound crazy at all.  You’re a great girl Marcie and have a big heart, and don’t change as I like you just like you are.”

“Even if I am a little oversensitive?”

“Yes, even if you are a bit oversensitive.”

“Thanks.”

After sitting there silently for a few moments I finally said, “Good.  Now, with all of that out of the way, I’ve only got one question, if you are willing to answer it.”

“Absolutely.”

“What do you want to do?  Wait until your professional association with me ends in the future, or kiss me now and see where all this goes?”

Inching closer to me she asked, “If I do decide to kiss you now, will you keep it a secret and not tell my boss?  Or will you throw me under the bus at the first sign of winning a potential lawsuit against the firm, being that Barkley Biotechnologies experiment resulted in turning you into a female and I’m just fodder?  Or will you protect me in that instant as I’m not just disposable, as everyone is in this day and age, but because you care for me and can see us having a future together?”

After a brief pause, she said, “You know, from the way I’m talking it sounds like I’ve decided that you’re the one for me going forward, almost like you’re my mail order bride or something.  I hope I’m not coming on too strong.”

Chuckling I took her hand into mine, shook my head, and said, “No, you’re not, as I’ve been thinking the same thing, even though I’ve never even kissed you I feel the same way.  Ever heard the old saying, when you know you just know?”

“You know what I love about you?  You’re real, genuine, and honest, and I’m so fortunate to have found you and I truly hope this is real because I need you and don’t ever want to let you go and promise that I will give myself to you, heart, mind, body, and soul if you can do just one thing.”

“What’s that?” I said as I peered into her eyes.

“Just love me, every day, with all your soul, that’s all I ask.  If you can’t do that one thing, then don’t kiss me as I can’t take another broken heart.  Can you promise me that one thing?”

Moving toward her I smiled as I gazed into her beautiful eyes and then placed my hand on the back of her head feeling the touch of her silky brown hair against my palm.  Unable to hold back any longer, I then pressed my lips against hers and it was as though it was the first kiss I had ever had in my life.  As our flesh met, a sensation filled my body and soul with an excitement I had never experienced, and as crazy as it sounds, I felt like a fifteen-year-old girl getting her first smack on the lips by the person she’d been fancying across the schoolyard, and had finally had her wish fulfilled.

As Marcie opened her mouth our tongues began to swirl and the two of us Frenched passionately as I had never been with a lover who had kissed me as she had, and with each passing second, I knew in my heart of hearts that she genuinely cared for me, as no one ever had before.  As our hands moved up and down one another’s bodies I was fire and I wanted nothing more than to be with her and satisfy her and potentially have her please me as well. 

“I’m going to make you come like you never have,” she said as she pulled off her nightgown and robe now fully exposed before me.  Looking at her I was completely turned on as I looked at her beautiful curvy body before me with her full breasts and as I looked down, I noticed that she was completely shaved, something she had also instructed me to do during my training and I had complied.  The thought of going down on her excited me as I couldn’t wait to taste her womanhood.  However, before I knew it, she grabbed me by the knees, pulled me downward, and then lifted my nightgown.  The next thing I knew she was between my legs and had taken my womanhood into her mouth, sucking me ever so gently, and then slipped her middle finger deep inside me and began to move it in and out, gently applying an upward pressure against my G-Spot all the while.

It was impossible not to moan as she knew exactly how to push my buttons, and how, making me wonder if she had ever been with a woman before, but at this point I truly didn’t care as she was taking care of me as I never had been before.  Marcie continued to stroke me with absolute perfection as she knew exactly what I needed, and each thrust of her middle finger caused me to cry out due to the intense pleasure.  All the while she continued to stimulate my womanhood with her mouth and tongue, driving me closer and closer to ecstasy, as I had never imagined.

Breaking from her routine she asked, “Does it feel good baby?”

“Oh Marcie, it’s incredible, oh, fuck sweetie, it is just unbelievable, and if you keep doing what you are I think I’m going to explode,” and I then continued moaning, more and more loudly as she continued making love to me.

Taking a break, she said, “You need this girl, and you deserve it, especially after what you’ve been through.  Just continue to relax and let me take you to ecstasy and show you pleasure as you’ve never even dreamed of, and there’s a lot more to come, pardon the pun, and all you have to do is ask.”

“Oh Marcie, fuck, I’m almost there, keep sucking my clit and fucking me with your finger baby, oh my God, oh my God, harder sweetie, I’m almost there, I’m coming, I’m ….”

Finally, I let out a scream so loud I’m sure the neighbors heard it, but in that instant, I felt a sensation that I’d never experienced before, even as a guy.  The sensation that ran through my body from head to toe was a blast of pure pleasure that shot throughout my body which was accompanied by a sense of warmth and fulfillment that in my wildest dreams, never imagined possible.

As I collapsed onto the bed in total exhaustion from the intense pleasure she had just given me, I attempted to catch my breath, finally blurting out, “Oh Marcie, that was unbelievable.  I’ve never experienced anything like that in my life.  It was, well, phenomenal.”

Kissing me gently on the lips she said, “I’m glad, that was the effect I was going for.”

Returning her smooch, I said, “Oh baby, it was exactly like you knew just what I needed.”

“Oh Elizabeth, I did, as you’ve been through so much and needed a massive release, and I knew that and wanted to give it to you as a present,” and then touched her forefinger to her lips and then to mine and smiled lovingly at me.

“Oh my God Marcie, that was mind-blowing.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” she said as she wrapped her arms around me before continuing, “I just want to make you happy,” and she squeezed me tight.

A few moments later I raised myself off the bed slightly and said, “Now, I think it’s my turn as I would like to repay your hospitality.”

“And I’m going to let you,” she said before lying down flat upon the bed.

Looking up at me as I shed my nightgown, tossing it aside she said, “You have such a beautiful body Elizabeth, and it’s perfect just like you.”

“Oh God, I love you Marcie, and I can’t say it enough. I want the world to know it and I promise that I will never break your heart.”

“Oh Elizabeth, just hearing you say that means so much, and it’s what I’ve needed for so long, and I finally feel like the hole in my soul has been filled as you complete me, and I love you more than you will ever know.”

As we lay there kissing, the flesh of our bare bodies pressed against one another I thought of the words that she had just said, and they ran true.  Just like her, the vacancy I had been feeling in my life was no more, and just like she, I also felt whole, for the first time.  After a lifetime of not having love, I had finally found it as a woman and that was okay because having someone you love is really the most important thing of all, and without that one has nothing.


Chapter 8

Marcie and I did end up settling down together and got married about six months later, and to this day are a very happily married couple and are still in love, and our passion grows for one another with each passing day.  Because she’d had troubles in her relationships in the past, and I’d had mine, we were truly both glad to have one another and the two of us were very fulfilled being able to share our lives.

My daughter Samantha served as my bridesmaid at our wedding, and I was proud to have her there by my side, and she told me that after everything that I had been through that I deserved a little happiness, and she was confident that Marcie would make me a good wife and companion.  To this day she is still single and a career woman, but I know the day will come when her knight in shining armor, or for that matter her damsel, will ride in a sweep her off her feet as she’s a beautiful young woman, and I’m not just saying that because she’s, my daughter.  Okay, I am.

Remember how I talked previously about being able to start a new career with the cooking for one thing if I could figure it all out?  That didn’t pan out pardon the pun and didn’t need to, but I still do a lot of the cooking around the house, which Marcie loves.  Anyway, Barkley Global ended up stroking the pen and gave me a check for seven figures, the exact amount of which I am not allowed to disclose, which should easily carry me into social security age in fifteen years.  Did I also mention that I have a fifteen-year contract as CEO of their credit union group?  Do the math, with me legally being fifty-two that should carry me to sixty-seven, when I can start collecting my retirement.  Considering that I’m in a twenty-two-year-old body that will make me thirty-seven, and a very well-preserved and young retiree, if that’s what I decide to do.  Anyway, money is not going to be a problem.

As I mentioned, I just happened to have the good luck of being hired to oversee their credit unions after their CEO met with some sort of misfortune which I think was a heart attack.  The details on his demise were sketchy and to this day I am not sure exactly what happened, but it did sound like natural causes were the factor.  One of the staff where I work said there was a lot of strange stuff going on in the Barkley empire and I wasn’t sure what they meant, but then again, the guy that told me kind of had a negative attitude, so I didn’t give it much credence.

With everything that happened, I sold the house, and Marcie and I settled down into a small cottage not far away from where we both work and are incredibly happy together. I feel extremely fortunate that I finally have the woman of my dreams who I’m able to wake up next to each day and then fall asleep beside each night.  Yep, I’m truly the luckiest guy, I mean girl, on Earth and have the greatest young woman ever who I am sharing my life with, even though she is a cougar, who is chronologically about five years older than I am. 

Even though I am an older soul than my new wife and I am about half a decade younger physically, in many ways I am the one who is more carefree and ready to live life to its fullest, as Marcie is sometimes a bit more serious than I am.  That way I look at it, you only go through this life once, or twice as in my case, right.  Anyway, Marcie still tells me to this day that the one thing she loves about me is that I’m Young at Heart, and to not change a thing as she wouldn’t have me any other way.

I’m going to take her advice.
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