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 Prologue

 


A cabin sits on the southern slope of a mountain. It
is not a crude, Spartan shelter; it is well built and designed for
use as a long term residence. A young woman picks up a pen and
begins to write in a script used only by academics; few people can
actually write anymore; printed letters replaced hand written
script over a hundred years ago. Few things were printed on paper
anymore; a computer reads for people. Computers can read any text
and in any language. But even with a computer to do the writing and
reading most correspondence is with a video file. This young woman
prefers the use of a pen and paper as she records a story in the
French language that was used two hundred years ago. Her story is
almost finished as the year 2201 begins in the Rocky Mountains on
the west side of Denver. She puts down her pen and picks up the
last page to add it to the stack of papers that sit on the left
side of the antique table that serves as her desk. After arranging
the papers into a neat stack she begins to read.




Chapter One

 


My name is Renee Dubois. I leave this record
of my life for my descendents to use however they see fit. You may
have heard of me, perhaps not, it does not matter. I was born in a
small town near Paris in 1995. If you search the records you will
find a boy born at that time. I was never a boy. My real birth date
is April 24th in the year 2020. That was the day that I
accidentally got involved with a Witch, was changed into a woman,
and ceased living my life as a transsexual. It was also the day
that I became immortal; how that came to be is what this story is
about. Story? A suicide letter is more appropriate. I am about to
end this existence, to die, and that is why I am writing it. My
body, or what is left of it, will be cremated and the ashes
scattered before the authorities can get their hands on it. None of
my organs will be reused for reasons that I will explain later. If
you have already done the math then you realize that I am over two
hundred years old.

The war will not end because of my death. I
am told that it started because of me, but I can assure you that
that is not true. The war started millennia ago; it has just become
a contest that is no longer so one sided. The newest species of
humans are no longer called Witches except by the most hardcore of
our enemies. They have other names for us also; Devil’s spawn,
demons, abominations, and anything else that people use to provide
a religious reason for what is simply their fear and hate. The most
devoted of my species refer to the present times as the ‘age of
Magic’; we are the enlightened ones.

Over 250 years ago the human genome was
mapped and the differences in people were an object of curiosity
for the scientists of the time. Special abilities and incurable
diseases suddenly were no longer a complete mystery. Scientists
looked at genetic illnesses and found ways to fix the genetic
cause; in their rush to do so, some of their patients did not
survive their good intentions. International organizations
condemned the use of human beings to test the genetic treatments,
but the people with the illnesses demanded access to the treatments
and who could blame them? Die of an incurable disease or die trying
to cure that disease, the results are the same but maybe, just
maybe, the cure works and you don’t die. Some people for reasons
that are a total mystery to me saw the use of genetic treatments as
contrary to God’s will. They argued that children with Down’s
syndrome were okay the way they were, that they did not need to be
cured of what was a simple gene malfunction. I tried to follow
their logic but it made no sense to throw out all medical
achievements and leave health to chance.

Some of the researchers were motivated by
their own desires; to live longer, to have superior intelligence,
to be better looking, in short to be superior to the average human
regardless of the cost in dollars or lives. The human cost of their
research is unknown because it was banned and conducted in
secret.

As it has always been, the governments around the
world tried to control something that they could not; making
something illegal is not the same as stopping it from happening.
Some of the illegal experimentation was done by the same
governments that banned it. The human genome is complicated though
and replicating me in a laboratory has so far been impossible. I am
unique.


 Chapter Two

I was living as a transsexual when I met Aednat (Eye’
Nit) Wilson, as I had been since I was five or six years old. As
soon as I understood that there were primarily two genders in the
world, I knew that I was female. No one could convince me that I
was a boy. I didn’t understand what that meant except that I wanted
all the things that all little girls wanted; girl’s toys and
clothes at first and then later the cosmetics. My father tried to
interest me in masculine activities and clothes, but I wanted
nothing to do with it. The peer pressure made my life miserable;
even the youngest school children will tease and bully someone that
they see as different. The lack of kindness may have been due to a
subtle cue from the adults that were in charge; they didn’t
understand it and consequently showed no sympathy for my gender
confusion. My parents grew as frustrated with the education system
as they were with my insistence on being a girl and finally let me
leave school. They consulted the appropriate professionals and when
I was older I understood that they were very enlightened for the
time; they never sent me to a psychiatrist or tried to force me to
change. Once they understood that I was physically healthy they
focused on my education and personal development. If they were ever
asked, they said they had a daughter. Surgery to correct the gender
contradiction that my body represented was denied until I was
eighteen and able to consent as an adult. They paid for the hormone
treatments as I grew up and for the breast enlargement surgery on
my eighteenth birthday. The rest was left for me to decide, but I
could not bring myself to take that final step. Having a penis did
not bother me, I had always had one. Or at least it didn’t bother
me until I fell in love with a boy. Having one had never come up;
as an issue I mean. It did come up, I mean it was a normal penis,
but, well…never mind.

I did not know many boys growing up because
I was home schooled after the first grade and even my tutors were
women. I suspect now that my mother could not hide my true gender
from her friends and her friends could not figure out how to
explain me to their sons and didn’t want me around their daughters;
no sleep-overs.”

When I started college, I still lived at
home. Jean was in my biology class and we were lab partners. He was
a beautiful boy and everything the story books said that Prince
Charming should be; light brown hair, soft hazel eyes with eye
lashes that would have been beautiful for any woman, tall and
athletic too. We became friends, studied together and finally, one
evening when we were in the library, he kissed me. I was scared but
I kissed him back and then in a panic, I ran all the way home. My
mother heard me come in, saw that I was upset, and followed me to
my room. I remember every moment of that time together; it is one
of my favorite memories of my mother. We talked for hours about
boys, first love …and about my penis.

The next day my father talked to Jean; he
met me after class and I introduced them. Jean looked nervous as I
walked away leaving him to talk to my father. I don’t know what was
said but the result was a change of lab partners and soon I could
feel the other student’s taking more of an interest in me. I would
turn around and see boys looking at me before they could turn away
and busy themselves with something else. My mother took me to the
Homosexual office near the campus and introduced me to one of the
counselors. My real education began that day. There were a lot of
people who considered me to be a freak and an object on which to
focus their hate, but there were a lot more people who were
supportive and even protective of me.

I studied business and after two years went
to work in one of the major clothing stores. I avoided boys as much
as I could while in college. My mother had talked to me about how
to tell when a boy is interested and how to deflect that interest
without hurting his feelings. I just didn’t think that I could
handle the drama of a sexual relationship and still study. After I
started working I met someone. My second boyfriend worked for the
same store and this time I made certain there was no confusion
about my gender. I still didn’t want to have the surgery and I
honestly can’t explain why, but having a penis just didn’t seem to
be a problem. Tyrel didn’t act surprised when I told him that I was
transgender. Later friends would tell me that he knew and it was
what he found most attractive about me. We dated and were intimate
from the start. I had moved into an apartment with two other girls
by then and they were not excited about my dating Tyrel. They
warned me to be careful, that he was known to play the field and
not likely to settle down. My sexual orientation didn’t bother
them; they never treated me as anyone other than a young woman just
like them.

Other girls had started kissing and
exploring their sexuality at the beginning of their teenage years;
my teenage years had ended and I was trying to make up for lost
time. I was hungry for Tyrel’s attention and after a few dates he
invited me to his apartment. He was gentle as he slowly removed the
clothing that hid my true identity from the world. I was fascinated
by his penis and testicles; they were huge and not just because I
was comparing them to my own. My penis was small possibly because
of all of the hormones that I had been taking since I was a child,
but it still felt good for him to touch me there and he seemed to
enjoy playing with it. I had read about the sexual act so I was not
totally clueless about what would happen, but like all things,
reading is one thing and experience is another. Time passed slowly
as we explored each other’s body. I had been on the verge of having
my first orgasm; I knew about them and had an idea of what would
happen, when Tyrel gave me a condom to put on his penis. It was the
first that I had ever seen and just putting it on him increased my
excitement even more than I thought possible. My own penis was hard
and even though it was small it felt good when he stroked it. Then
he had me bend over. His finger applied some lotion to my anus and
inside me; gently probing an area that was becoming more and more
sensitive. Grinning, he stopped playing with me and lay on his back
on the bed. His penis was long, hard, and colorful in its latex
sheath. With one hand he pulled me by my penis to straddle his
stomach and said, “It will be easier for you if you put me inside
you. Take your time and we will both enjoy it.

I understood what to do, but could not
believe that he would fit inside me. He spoke softly, guiding me in
my efforts until that beautiful shaft of flesh was buried inside
me. My first orgasm was a surprise, a shock really; I knew that
something would come out but the reality of it was different than
what I expected. A small amount of milky white fluid shot out onto
his stomach and I was suddenly embarrassed, but I was in heaven. I
slowly became aware of Tyrel writhing under me. I felt myself
shaking; his orgasm was violent and seemed to last a lot longer
than mine. Strong hands lifted me and slammed me down on him
several times until he moaned and ground his hips into my
bottom.

We dated for months and kept our
relationship secret at work. Then one day we yielded to temptation
in the stock room and were caught in the act by a supervisor.
Tyrel’s schedule changed and we could only see each other after
work. I got off early one day and ran to his apartment to surprise
him. But I got a surprise of my own; the boy he was with was
beautiful. My roommates listened to my tale of woe and forced me to
listen to them as they told me what they knew about Tyrel and none
of it was good; he was very popular in the gay community. The next
day they made me go in for an STD test. He had always insisted on
using condoms but my roommates insisted that I get tested anyway. I
am glad Tyrel was my first; he was handsome, he was gentle and I
really enjoyed what we shared. But it was over and I didn’t waste
any time crying about what was now in the past. Well maybe just a
little time of wallowing in self pity, but not long really.

Tyrel had bought me nice lingerie and I
enjoyed wearing it. When I could I transferred to the Lingerie
Department and learned everything that I could about the supply,
distribution and sale of the different brands. I put my Business
degree to work and took even more advanced classes. Eventually I
was moved into the department head position and could negotiate
with the suppliers myself. Two years after I started there, I was
ready to move on. I wanted to add a line of lingerie that was a lot
more risqué than the types we carried, but the store refused and
they were probably correct to do so. Their target market was the
average person and they needed to maintain a family friendly
environment.

My parents helped me rent a store front and
apartment combination, in a neighborhood that was very eclectic in
what it offered consumers. They were not excited about my business
plan, but agreed that it could work. I stretched my credit to the
limit and stocked it with the types of lingerie that I loved and I
knew that the sensual people in our society wanted also. It was not
an overnight success. Not a failure but the sales barely covered
expenses for the first few months. The first time that I actually
made enough to call it a profit, I was so happy that I called my
parents to tell them about it.

I had dated several men since leaving Tyrel
and made many friends. Most of the men lasted only a month or two
at the most, but we always parted as friends and I would
occasionally run into them when I was out for the evening at a club
or restaurant. Not all of them were gay in fact most of them were
not. I was attracted to women also; not so much in a Lesbian way,
more accurately it would be described as an envious way. I was
envious of their clothing, their looks, their manners; everything
about them. If I saw a truly beautiful woman, I wanted to touch her
the way people like to caress a beautiful statue. At first some of
the men were surprised to find out that I was a Tranny but as my
circle of friends grew the knowledge of my sexuality grew with it.
I never tried to hide it and if asked I never denied what I was,
but I didn’t walk around in a T-shirt with ‘Transgender and proud’
stenciled on it either. Some of them were having their own sexual
identity crisis and wanted to be with someone who would not judge
them. As I was making plans to open the shop, I met Henri and fell
in love again. He was only slightly taller than me when I wore high
heels, medium build, and black hair that he wore neatly combed. His
beard was heavy and always looked like he had not shaved. To say
that he was hirsute would be putting it mildly; I often helped him
trim excess body hair. We seemed perfect for each other and he
managed the money side of the business. People assumed that we were
married and I did not discourage that thought. To be honest I
probably gave everyone the impression that we were married; I
wanted it to be true.

As my range of friends grew from the
puritanical hetero to the flamboyant homosexual, my knowledge of
what appealed to them grew also. Privacy was always important and I
only accepted clients with an appointment. People, curiosity
seekers, could just walk in and browse and my assistant would wait
on them. They could purchase off the rack, items meant for the
general public, but they could buy similar items at almost any
department store. A client with an appointment would be escorted to
a private viewing area and shown lingerie that was not mass
produced. That was how I met Aednat Wilson.


 Chapter Three

Cecelia Steele was one of the people that I had met
through mutual friends. I was not attracted to her at first; she
talked too much and I found it tiring until I learned how to manage
it. After that I would see her and talk to her at parties. I love
her dearly, but I think that we only became friends because of her
curiosity about me. We met several times by accident and always
enjoyed our time together. We had many interests in common and
always had interesting conversations, but we never talked about me
or anything to do with transgender people. It was almost as if she
deliberately avoided any discussion topics that dealt with sex
which I found curious because she always dressed and behaved as a
beautiful and passionate woman would. Then one day she surprised me
and invited me to tea at her apartment; a very luxurious apartment
that was in the most expensive part of Paris. I was nervous, the
thought had occurred to me that she was looking for a sexual
adventure and an afternoon with a Tranny would just be a walk on
the wild side, an afternoon’s amusement for the middle aged blonde.
I suddenly found myself thinking about what I would do if she
wanted to be intimate with me. She was beautiful but I had no
desire to be her lover; I preferred her clothes and makeup over her
body. I needn’t have worried; she just wanted to talk and get to
know each other better. She eventually became like a big sister to
me and was there for me when my parents died unexpectedly in a
plane crash. Then one day she called to make an appointment for her
friend, Aednat Wilson.

It was good to see Cecelia again and I was
immediately stunned by the beautiful red haired woman that
accompanied her. I watched her as I greeted Cecelia. Her face
showed nothing but friendliness and her figure was perfect; I
immediately began thinking of ways to decorate it. While Cecelia
and I talked Aednat was examining the racks of lingerie and I could
tell by her face that she was not impressed. Cecelia told me that
she was an American and it made me smile to know that she was in
for a surprise. It turned out that I was the one who was in for the
surprise.

I invited her into the private area and
served tea while we talked. Henri came in while we were talking and
gave a male perspective to the conversation. I managed to get
Cecilia to be quiet long enough to let me focus on Aednat. There
were a few things on display and I watched her carefully to see
where her interest seemed to be focused. Once I thought that I knew
her interest area, I modeled a few things for her and I could tell
that she was eager to try on the corsets that I was modeling. The
first corset that I ever wore was so sexually stimulating that I
practically raped Tyrel before he could finish lacing it up. Any of
them would have looked good on her, but I wanted her first one to
be ‘innocently feminine’ so I took her into the dressing room and
had her try on a lavender one with pale, delicate flowers
embroidered on all of the seams. When I pulled the laces tight she
moaned and stretched, but it was not in pain. She was getting
aroused and it made me smile. Her waist came in two inches and her
breasts rose, supported by the half bra so that the delicate pink
nipples rested on the edge of the corset. She was so beautiful and
I was so envious of her looks that when I saw her in that beautiful
corset, I became sexually aroused and so did my assistant, Bebe.
Bebe was a seventeen year old high school student that worked part
time for me. She was sexually precocious. She confided in me that
she had been sexually active since she was fourteen; with both
girls and boys. I was lacing her up in back and Bebe was attaching
the saddle strap in front; we both got distracted and began
caressing her. It was as if the room was filled with her scent, an
aphrodisiac that was affecting all of us. The room suddenly seemed
alive with electricity. She was sexually aroused and I was wishing
that I could be as beautiful a woman as she was when the storm
came. I was suddenly in the center of a tornado both emotionally
and physically. Things were flying around in the room; anything
that was loose was picked up and moved as the air in the room
swirled around us. The storm ended as I collapsed. Henri and
Cecelia heard the commotion and rushed in as the things in the air
dropped to the floor. He checked my pulse and carried me to our
bedroom at the back of the shop. I wasn’t out long and when I woke
up I felt different, no pain, … just different, the way that I feel
when I try on new clothes, feminine and as though I had had an
orgasm, a very violent one with the emotional climax a pleasant
memory that was slowly slipping away. I slipped my right hand down
to my groin and under the corset strap to see if I had actually had
one and that is when I discovered that it was gone. I screamed and
threw off the blanket that Henri had placed over me. I was near a
panic state as I struggled to remove the saddle strap. I stood in
front of a full length mirror and could not believe that the tall
blond woman with the Golden Fleece covering the pink lips of the
most beautiful vagina that I had ever seen was really me. Henri
stared at me in disbelief. He hugged me and went to find
Cecelia.

I suddenly felt weak again and sat down on
the bed. I pulled the top of my corset down and examined my
breasts; they felt different also. They were the same size but the
nipples were a woman’s nipples and my breasts felt softer than they
had with the implants in them. It was too much to comprehend, I
felt exhausted and lay back to cover myself with a blanket. Cecelia
and Aednat came in briefly to check on me and then left me alone
with Henri. The reality of what had happened was still unbelievable
to me, but Henri disrobed and slipped into bed with me. It didn’t
take long to discover that being aroused as a woman was different
than what I had experienced as a transsexual. The first time was so
much better that I cannot even begin to compare the experiences.
Later that day, we took some of the things that I knew Aednat would
like over to her hotel to thank her for what had happened. We did
not know how it had happened but there was never a doubt in our
minds that it was connected to Aednat.

Eventually Cecelia and Aednat explained
about her unique abilities. Cecelia also helped me through my first
period and was there to console me when Henri left me. I don’t
resent him leaving; he was in love with a transsexual and I was no
longer in that category. He signed all of his interest in the shop
over to me and is still a friend; I even like the Tranny that he is
living with now.

When Henri left me, I was depressed and once
again Cecelia came to my rescue. Aednat helped me meet Paul; for
which I will be eternally grateful. It was at an adult club, a very
private one that you had to be a member of to enter. Aednat and her
friend were going to be sold as slaves to raise money for a
charity. It sounds more risqué than it actually was. The winning
bid for a ‘slave’ meant that the ‘slave (male or female) would
spend the evening with their ‘owner’. Anything could happen or
nothing. Paul saw me on the stage and bid for an evening with me. I
was wearing a black leather corset and a polished silver chastity
belt that was designed to conform to the shape of my vagina, but he
seemed genuinely interested in me. The evening passed quickly, too
quickly, and when he took me home, I very brazenly offered him the
key to the chastity belt which, to my surprise and disappointment,
he refused. We actually dated for a few weeks; normal dates that
did not involve sex clubs and metal lingerie. When we finally had
sex it was wonderful, everything that I had ever wanted, and he
surprised me. He thought that I was a transsexual when we first met
and that may have been the reason for the delay in being intimate.
He was very happy when he found out that I wasn’t, or at least I
wasn’t anymore, but he didn’t know about that change in my status.
I admit that I gave him the impression that I was born female. I
adjusted to being a woman while we dated. He wanted me to learn
more about what he did for a living, before we got too involved in
each other’s lives. I still owned the lingerie shop and he didn’t
see it as a problem, in fact some of his friend’s wives came to me
for lingerie. He was skeptical when I finally told him about my
transition until I took him to Aednat’s wedding and later to her
parent’s estate for testing of my paranormal ability. That is how I
became immortal, what follows is the story of how our lives
progressed once Paul learned about how I was created.
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Paul’s chauffer stopped the black Mercedes Limousine
in front of the sixteenth century chateau and Paul stepped out. He
is a middle aged man of forty-one but the noticeable gray tinge at
his temples gives him a distinguished look. If not for the slight
touch of gray in his black hair he would have been easily taken to
be a much younger athlete. Paul LaPointe keeps himself physically
fit more out of pride than the need for it. When he started his
security company, there were many occasions that required his hand
to hand combat skills, but now it was all management. He is an inch
shy of six feet tall so he needed the skills to be the winner in
the physical encounters that he had experienced. Now he actually
spends more time reading about the latest electronic developments
than exercising in his private gym. A habit developed over more
than two decades made him search the surrounding area for anything
that didn’t look right before he turned to offer Renee his hand as
she emerged from the car after him. He admired the long legs and
smiled. They have been dating for almost six months now and he was
ready to ask her to marry him but he still senses reluctance on her
part. He doesn’t want to pressure her because the demands of his
company would cause problems if she was not willing to accept that
it was an important part of their lives. He wanted her to be part
of it, but only if she wanted to be and not because they were good
in bed. Renee can only be described as statuesque; in her usual
high heels she is as tall as he is.

The chauffer handed Renee a gift wrapped
box. She fiddled with the ornate bow a little and took Paul’s arm.
The lavender dress that she was wearing was subdued compared to her
usual clothing. It had three quarter length sleeves and covered her
from her chin to her knees. Even with the effort to not outshine
her friend, she would still be the most beautiful woman in the
room. The blond hair was wrapped tightly in a French braid that was
as non-descript as possible but her deep blue eyes would still
attract attention. She had dressed carefully because this was the
wedding of her friend, Aednat Wilson, to Sean Santo. This was her
way of making certain that the focus was on Aednat. Her friend is a
gifted paranormal, a Witch by some people’s definition of one. She
stopped near a group of people that were turning to greet them and
said, “I will leave you here with our friends, I want to go to see
Aednat before the wedding.” She kissed him quickly on the cheek and
hurried off.

The beautiful red head was surrounded by
friends and family all wanting to help her get ready for her
wedding to Sean when Renee walked in. She was already three months
pregnant, but it wasn’t obvious yet; her Aunt Judy and Bernadette
Santo, her soon to be mother-in-law, both knew but she hadn’t told
any of the other women in the room. The morning sickness had
finally abated enough that she felt confident that she could get
through the ceremony. She felt a momentary loss of happiness from
what she had been enjoying because she just happened to be looking
towards the door when Renee stepped into the room. She liked Renee
but she was like a creditor to whom she owed money; in her mind
Renee had the right to ask her to change her back into a
transsexual. Renee’s transition had been an accident and now it was
like an unpaid debt, but she wasn’t certain that she could repay
it. Aednat saw it as a moral obligation since she was responsible
for the change. She quickly introduced Renee to the others and
said, “Let’s talk privately for a few minutes.”

Renee followed her to a small alcove where
they exchanged hugs and kisses. Renee stepped back and said in
barely accented English, “It is good to see you again. You look
fantastic and very happy.”

Aednat smiled, “That is kind of you but it
is not the way I feel. I am still recovering from something that I
picked up in Ireland and am three months pregnant too. I hope that
you have not come to tell me that you want to change back because
it will be awhile before I can do it safely.” She hasn’t told
anyone about what happened in Ireland. Even the few people that
knew most of the details didn’t talk about it. All she had wanted
to do was end the magical charm that kept a man that she had known
over 300 years ago alive and living as a wolf. She had ended it.
After the transformation brought him to his real human age of over
300 years, he died almost immediately. The authorities had no proof
of it, but she knew that she was responsible for it and for the
deaths of three more people as well.

Renee laughed, “No, I don’t want to change
back. I have adjusted to this body, finally, and am in love with
Paul.”

Aednat smiled but it was a smile she didn’t
really feel. “Renee…” she hesitated and started over, “There is
something that I must tell you. It is neither good nor bad; it is
just what it is.” She waited a few seconds trying to choose her
words so that she didn’t sound like a crazy person, “You are now a
magical being. I call it that because I don’t know what else to
call it. When I helped you become a woman I …” again the hesitation
while trying to find the right words. Aednat had thought about this
conversation often since she had created Renee the woman. “The
change you went through was a result of magic. I used my life force
to change you. That kind of magic weakens me; the physical laws of
the universe still apply and you simply do not get something
without giving something up.”

Renee saw how serious she looked and laughed
nervously, “Then it is a good thing that I do not want to change
back, isn’t that right?”

Aednat smiled a little and said, “Yes it is
a good thing, but there is more that you should know. As far as I
know, you are now immortal. Maybe you will just have an extremely
long lifespan; centuries instead of decades. You are unique; I have
never created a human before. What worries me the most is this; I
don’t think you can be killed either. A serious injury that would
kill most people would leave you alive but in a great deal of pain.
I don’t know that for certain but I don’t know of any way to test
it either. Sean’s parents would like to do some tests; maybe they
can tell you more after that. I do know that if you are changed
back you will return to your real age; if you are a two hundred
year old person, you will be two hundred years old when you change
and probably will not live very long.”

Renee stopped smiling, “You are certain
about this?”

Aednat nodded her head.

Renee suddenly brightened and stood up.
Awkwardly she said, “Well, I have kept you long enough. Thank you
for telling me this and I will talk to your parents later. This is
your day and I am happy to be here to celebrate it with you.” Hugs
and kisses followed and then Renee started to leave.

“Renee, write to me when you can and let me
know how you are doing. Please. I am worried about you.”

Six months later, Renee opened a small
engraved envelope. It was postmarked Denver and she knew what it
was; the announcement of the birth of Aednat and Sean’s twins. She
smiled and wondered if the twins would have their parent’s unique
abilities. She heard the door to the apartment open and waited for
Paul to join her. After a passionate kiss she handed him the card
and reached for the wine.

Paul smiled and after looking at the card
and enclosed picture said, “Well twins will keep them busy. The
daughter has the same red hair and probably the same green eyes as
her mother. She will be a beautiful woman.” He stopped with that.
They had talked about marriage and children; he wanted it and she
wasn’t ready. Taking the wine that she held out to him he said,
“Have you thought of a gift to send them?” Better to keep the
conversation to the topic of their friends.

“I am going to see Sean’s parents next week
and I can talk to them about it.”

“I haven’t seen them since the wedding. Are
they coming into Paris?”

Renee put her wine glass down and snuggled
close to him, “No, I am going to the family estate where the
wedding was. I will be gone for a few days.”

She wasn’t looking at him, so Paul raised
her chin to look into her eyes. Something was wrong. Calmly he
asked, “Why are you going there? What is it that you are not
telling me?”

Renee snuggled against him again, “Do you
remember what I told you about my past?”

Paul hugged her and said, “Yes, I told you
about the official records having you listed as a male and you
assured me that you were not. From personal experience I know that
you are a beautiful and sexy woman that I enjoy being with. There
are often errors in the public records. Renee is both a girl’s and
a boy’s name, so some clerk probably checked the wrong box; it was
not important. Is there something else that I should know?”

Renee pushed him back so that she could look
at him and said, “Yes, there is more. I will tell you the whole
story now and only ask that you don’t say anything until I am
done.”

Paul nodded.

“I was born a male. By the time I was four I
knew that I was not a boy. I knew that I was a girl. My parents
were loving people and seemed to understand; I lived as a girl and
then a transgender woman from the age of four until just before I
met you. I am certain that my father was disappointed and probably
hoped that it was just a phase that I was going through, but I
never considered any other lifestyle.”

Paul started to say something but Renee held
up her hand and said, “Let me finish.”

When he relaxed she said, “Aednat Santo has
unusual abilities. When I met her she was still learning how to
control them and by accident, a happy one as it turned out, I was
changed from a transgender woman into a real woman; the person that
I am today. I can assure you that I am as real as any woman with
one exception; by changing me she ...”

The hesitation made Paul ask, “What is
different about you? Can you have children?”

Renee opened her mouth to speak but no words
came out. Finally she slowly said, “According to my doctor, I am a
woman and capable of childbirth. When we went to the wedding she
told me that I am now a ‘magical’ person.”

Paul still not quite believing or
understanding completely what she was saying smiled and said, “I
think that you are magical also.”

Renee was gaining courage now and said,
“Thank you but she didn’t mean it the same way that you do. She
said that I can’t die; that I am immortal.”

Paul searched her face for a sign that she
was playing a joke on him, and seeing none he said, “And do you
believe her?”

Renee nodded, “I know what I experienced and
knowing that I must also believe what she has told me. She said
that she was certain about it. She also warned me that even if I
could not die, I can be injured and feel the pain. What would kill
a normal person would just leave me in pain and wishing for
death.”

Paul stared at her until his brain had
digested what she was telling him and then asked, “Why are you
going to see the Santos?”

Renee was feeling better, he seemed to be
taking the knowledge calmly, “This is a new experience for Aednat
also. Sean’s parents research paranormal activity and they would
like to find out more about what I am now. I am a rather unique
guinea pig.”

Paul put his arms around her and pulled her
close. “Is this why you have refused to marry me?”

Renee just nodded.

“Then marry me and let’s have children.
Nothing that you have told me has changed my mind. Assuming that
there is no way to change anything that you have told me then I
admit that I have to be careful in some ways but we can make plans
for what happens as I grow old and you do not. Perhaps there will
be a way to make me immortal or you mortal if that is what you
want.”

Renee looked at him and the sad look on her
face told him, “There is something else.” Years of dealing with
people had made him an expert at reading faces, “There is a way to
change you back.”

She nodded, “But it is dangerous for Aednat.
Magic of this magnitude requires a large amount of what she calls
her life force; it could kill her. And changing me back would mean
that I would again be a woman trapped in a man’s body. No children.
Would you want me to be a transgender woman again?”

Paul didn’t hesitate, he did what all men do when
they are faced with a loved one who has a problem; they resolve to
fix it. Predictably he said, “I want us to spend the rest of our
lives together. I’d like to go with you to the Santo’s estate.”


 Chapter Five

 Aednat and Sean were both
exhausted. The twins were a month old now and still not sleeping
through the night. Aednat was nursing her daughter, Aednat
Bernadette, and Sean was rocking Sean Phillipe. She was so tired
that she just wanted to close her eyes but the act of nursing kept
her awake. She smiled at the sight of Sean holding their son and
both of them asleep. She looked at the clock and thought, three
more hours until Aunt Judy gets here. Using her finger she
broke the suction on her breast and gently patted her daughter on
the back as she carried her to her crib. She did the same with her
son and then pulled her husband to his feet, “Let’s see if we can
get a little more sleep.”

It seemed like she just closed her eyes when
Judy whispered, “Stay in bed, I will take care of the twins.”

Aednat glanced at the clock; it was three
hours later already. As her bedroom door closed she snuggled
against Sean’s back and mumbled, “Do you have to go into the office
today?”

“UmmHmm.”

“Do I need to go with you?”

Awake now but with his eyes still closed he
said, “No, but you have an appointment to take Ellie to the vet,
remember?”

“Oh yeah, I hope Aunt Judy brought her along
today. Okay I guess it is time to open our eyes.”

Thirty minutes later they were in the
kitchen and pouring themselves a cup of the coffee that Judy had
made. “I appreciate you babysitting today while I take Ellie to the
vet.”

Judy hugged her and said, “I am always
available if you need me.” There was a pleasant sound of two babies
laughing and gurgling in their crib. “Those are the happiest babies
that I have ever seen. Your cousins were never that happy.”

Aednat reached down to scratch Ellie’s ears.
She was lying next to the crib and seemed to be enjoying the sound
of the twins also. “I wish there was something that I could do for
you. You are taking care of Ellie for me and babysitting too.”

“You saved Jaime’s life and all of us know
it. The doctor has kept his mouth shut but the Para Medic hasn’t.
He doesn’t know that it was you or how it was done though. After
what you went through in Ireland, there is no doubt in my mind how
it was done. I am worried about you; child birth is difficult and
twins are more difficult. I also know that you have not completely
recovered from what you went through in Ireland and it has been
almost eight months now.”

Aednat gave her a smile that was more like a
grimace and shrugged, “I’m OK,” as she busied herself getting some
toast ready for Sean while Judy turned back to the skillet where
the eggs were almost ready. Sean walked in dressed and ready to
leave for the office. He repeated the ear scratching and watched as
his off spring kicked their legs and giggled. Judy offered him a
plate with eggs on it and he took it after he hugged her and said,
“Thank you.” He drank half of his coffee and said, “How’s Jim?”

Judy sipped her own coffee and said, “He is
fine. He really enjoys having Ellie around. He swears that she is
the smartest dog he has ever met. I think that he will want you to
breed her so he can have a pup. He would like to have Ellie but she
is really attached to you. She mopes around the house when Jaime is
not there and seems to know when I am coming to see you. She
wouldn’t get out of my way until I told her to go get in the
car.”

Aednat looked at Ellie and smiled, “Well she
can stay with us now. I appreciate you watching her while we got
the twins into something of a routine.”

As she said that Ellie’s ears shot up and
the twins giggled a little louder. Judy watched and shook her head,
“I think Jim is right, she can understand what we are saying.”

Aednat pulled into the empty parking space
in front of the Rory Animal Clinic and reached for the leash beside
her. Doc Bayles was the only vet in the town of Rory Colorado. As
she put the leash and muzzle on Ellie the dog’s ears drooped and
she said, “I know that you don’t like this but it makes the people
in the waiting room feel better if they see you with it on.” The
ears came back up and Aednat scratched behind them, “You are so
smart.”

Doc Bayles greeted both of them warmly and
did a quick examination of Ellie. He pronounced her healthy and
said, “She is due for a couple of vaccinations.”

Ellie let out a low growl.

Aednat laughed and said, “You know that you
need them.”

Ellie looked at her and whined but then
barked a single sharp bark as if to say, “Okay.”

Doc Bayles shook his head and said, “I
really do believe that she can understand everything. Are you going
to breed her?”

Aednat had already been thinking about it.
I am certain that she is the off spring of Andrew Murphy when he
was a wolf. She said, “You know that she is just a mixed breed.
There is nothing special about her lineage. Uncle Jim wants a pup
though. What would you recommend for a Sire?” She busied herself
scratching Ellie behind the ear while the vet thought about it.

“I have a client that owns a Belgian Malinois mix.
His dog is young too, but he has already told me that he wants to
use him for stud. It’s a beautiful dog and as smart as any dog I
have ever met with the exception of yours. Ellie is at least part
gray wolf and that reddish streak on her head and down her back
makes her pretty unique. The Malinois coloring will match hers
pretty well and the physiques are similar; she should have some
beautiful pups. She is still too young, wait until she is at least
18 months old.” He stroked Ellie and smiled but Ellie laid down and
looked embarrassed.


Chapter Six

Paul had met Sean’s parents at the wedding, but had
only spoken with them briefly. The chateau looked a lot better
without the hundreds of people crowding around it; now he could
believe that someone actually lived here. Phillipe and Bernadette
met them as they stepped from their car and a servant was with them
to carry their suitcases inside. Paul and Phillipe shook hands
while waiting for Renee and Bernadette to release each other. The
two women were already talking about the babies not even taking
time to greet the other’s spouse. Their bond was through Aednat.
Both of them knew all about her and both of them loved her; and now
she had babies to love even more.

Phillipe shrugged resignedly, “We may as
well go in and have a drink. The twins seem to be more interesting
than us.”

Paul laughed and followed him leaving the
two women talking on the steps. He watched as his host poured two
glasses of wine and after a sip to test it smiled and said,
“Excellent.”

Their significant others walked in and
demanded their share of the wine. Phillipe handed them their
glasses and motioned to the couches. Renee snuggled against Paul
and asked, “What kind of testing are we going to do?”

Phillipe looked briefly at his wife and
said, “Aednat told us what she told to you, and I assume that you
have also told Paul?”

Paul nodded and put his wine glass down, “It
is a remarkable story. I am curious about how you know that Renee
is now immortal.”

Phillipe put his glass down on the table
between them and said, “You should know everything, at least
everything that has led to your change. It is difficult to know
where to begin.”

Bernadette leaned forward and sat up as she
said, “The story begins with my family in the 1600s. One of my
ancestors was William McMurphy who lived in Northern Ireland.
Aednat had an ancestor who lived nearby. That ancestor was also red
haired and green eyed just like she is today. The women in her
family were gifted and that was a time when being gifted could get
you killed for witchcraft. William attacked Aednat; he was my
ancestor so I hope that it was a very clumsy attempt at love making
that seemed to be more like rape to her. In any case, anger and
sexual arousal, as you know Renee, brings the power that she can
use to do fantastic things; the emotional charge enabled her to
turn him into a wolf. It wasn’t intentional; she thought about how
he stalked her like a wolf and the power she was holding flowed, he
changed into a wolf. Aednat Loughry’s family fled to America. I
don’t know how my family figured out that the wolf was William but
they kept the wolf on a fenced in estate. Once it was obvious that
it could not die, it became the family’s responsibility to care for
it. Aednat’s blood line continued in America and each generation
produced one female who was named Aednat. The Aednat that you met
is the 13th in the line since they fled from Ireland. My
grandparents were both certifiably insane and obsessed with the
wolf story. Grandfather tracked down Aednat and tried to kidnap her
to bring her back to the family estate; supposedly to change the
wolf back to human form. He may have had other reasons but to
shorten this story, she was able to change the wolf back; he became
a three hundred year old man and died almost immediately. Sean saw
it happen. No one else knows the truth of the story. Sean destroyed
the family estate; leveled it to the ground. I am sure that you
read about the bodies of the murdered women, found in the cave.
Once the authorities were done with their search he destroyed all
traces of the family ever being there.” She paused and then looked
at Renee, “Aednat told me how you were changed and also why she
suspects that you are now a ‘magical’ person, just like the wolf
was.”

Paul swallowed, his throat felt dry. He had
heard about the mass murder in Northern Ireland but had not
connected it to the Santo family in France. “I guess we are back to
Renee’s question, what kind of test are you going to do?”

Phillipe smiled, “I am curious about whether
you have any psychic ability Renee. The first set of tests won’t
take long and if there is no indication of latent ability then we
won’t go any further with it.”

Renee shifted a little on the couch, “But
you think there is, don’t you? Why?”

“We don’t know enough about what happened or
why it happened. I do know that Aednat was able to change my nephew
and you. That change cost her; her physical strength has not yet
returned although the pregnancy could have something to do with it
also. Sean wants her to return here so we can study her again. It
is difficult for her to go to a doctor in the United States and
tell her that she doesn’t feel well because she is a Witch and
using her power has weakened her. You can see where that would be a
problem.”

Paul and Renee both smiled and Paul said,
“What other tests are you planning?”

Bernadette said, “A DNA test will give us a
reference point for future studies. You are unique so we have no
one to compare you with. We will compare your DNA to Sean and his
sister as well as Aednat and we will certainly be looking for
psychic ability markers. The ability may come from different
combinations of genes. Sean and his sister for example do not have
the same abilities and the DNA that they share does not seem to
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