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Chapter 1

Standing in the restaurant parking lot, my old friend Robert said, “Thanks for lunch. It was great seeing you again.”

“You too.”

“Next time, let’s not wait ten years before we get together again.  Okay?”

Nodding, I said, “It’s been way too long, and I agree, next time, we won’t wait a full decade.  It’s good you came into town for that work conference; otherwise, it might have been longer.”

We continued talking as we walked across the restaurant parking lot until we finally reached the spot where our cars were parked side by side.  “Where was it that you said you were off to again?” he asked.

“The middle of fucking nowhere.”

We both chuckled at my comment, and he replied, “I got that part but was referring to the name of the place, like the nearest town.”

“The property is close to North Point but is actually several minutes outside of town.  Ever heard of it?”

Nodding, he said, “Yes, I have. It’s one of those quaint little weekend getaway communities and very popular, from what I hear.  It’s been a few years since I was there, but as I recall, it was nice.”

“I’m going out there on business.  There’s a piece of land I’m going to check out.”

“Awesome,” then looking at my car, he said, “By the looks of your ride, you’ll be traveling out there in style.  It seems you’re doing something right career-wise, better than me anyway.  I could never afford a sweet little sports car like this one,” he said as he ran his hand along the hood and added, ”A very smooth ride.”

“It’s no big deal, just basic transportation.”

“Bullshit, dude, you’re crushing it,” he replied, and we both laughed at his comment.

“Hey Mario, I’ve got to get going because I have a plane to catch.  Stay in touch,” he said.  We then gave each other a man hug, and then he walked over to his car, opened the door, and got inside.

“I will.  You too,” I replied.

Climbing into my little black sports car and closing the door, I looked over at Robert, who gave me a quick wave, put his car in gear, and immediately drove off.  As he turned onto the main drag and vanished from sight, I thought of what a great time I’d had that afternoon.  It had been a blast having lunch with him and getting caught up.  The two of us had been best friends throughout high school and had been super tight, just like brothers, but hadn’t seen one another since the night we had graduated a decade ago, though we had stayed in touch.

After graduation, I stayed in Madisonville and attended college while he went to California to attend Marine boot camp.  Once he completed his four years of active duty, he remained in Fort Worth, Texas, as that was where his last duty station had been and went to college. After graduating, he took a teaching job.  For the likes of me, I never envisioned him as a teacher, but I guess his time in the service made him realize that was where his passion lay, and I was happy for him because so many people search for their true purpose all their life without ever finding it.

Upon graduating college, after four and a half years of study, I had my business degree in hand and quickly discovered that my sheepskin and about $7.50 would get me a cup of designer coffee.  With employment prospects being somewhat competitive and slim in my case, I decided I would take my future into my own hands.  The solution was simple: take control of life, create my own opportunities, and forge my destiny.  With my new attitude, I pressed forward and did exactly what everyone in our great country does when faced with similar circumstances.  I got a real estate license.

Keeping my day job, which was really at night, working as a shift manager at a burger joint, I spent every spare minute of my time learning the real estate business under the tutelage of one of Madisonville’s top agents.  He was sweet as sugar to his clients and brutal to everyone else that crossed his path, including other agents, lenders, and title companies. After seeing how successful he was, I knew one thing.  I wanted to be just like him when I grew up.

After a year of being his understudy and absorbing as much knowledge and experience as possible, I had built up enough of a client base to go out on my own.  I was also able to give up my job as chef de cuisine at the burger joint because my real estate income was easily paying the bills and then some.  Saving my money, I started looking at building my real estate portfolio because I knew that was the way to true wealth, and I wasted no time.  Finding distressed properties, I would introduce myself to the owner and tell them that many good people find themselves in similar circumstances due to such things as loss of a job, medical issues, divorce, etc.  I would then tell them that the property just wouldn’t fetch enough value on the open market to pay off the note and turn a profit.  However, because they seemed like such good people, I was willing to help them get out of their predicament so they could avoid foreclosure, which I told them looked very bad on a credit report.  Getting them to sign the deed to the property over to yours truly, I would lease out the unit and continue to make their payments using the rental proceeds to pay the mortgage.  With the insane market we were experiencing, where prices just kept on climbing, I would then sell the property within a matter of months and walk away with a pile of cash.  I was truly on top of the world because the money just kept on coming, and it appeared there was no end in sight and that my money machine would last forever.

Starting the car, I began driving, headed toward North Point, which was forty-five minutes to an hour from Madisonville.  As I drove toward my destination, I thought about the property I was going to be looking at that day which was located about fifteen minutes outside of the town itself.  I just happened to run across it while perusing the multiple listing system, and it appeared to be an excellent location for development.  The thirty-acre parcel was level, not too far off the main road, and the price was outstanding, almost too good to be true.  But considering that the property was a full hour and fifteen minutes outside of Madisonville and part of that drive included traveling down a two-lane lane road for just under twenty minutes, not exactly a nice straight shot back to the city for commuters.  This was why it seemed to be an absolute steal.  But hey, in the market where I worked, everything was expensive, and when looking at prices in places that were an hour out of town, everything sounded like a bargain.

Because of the property boom in the city, residential units were in short supply, and there were plenty of people wanting to buy a home, which was the whole reason I was making the trip.  If I could buy the land right, build a subdivision, and then turn around and sell every one of them myself, I could make a mint, which I thought was very doable. 

The real estate market in Madisonville at this time was brutal, to say the least.  As soon as a listing popped up, there were multiple offers as well as bidding wars, and it was a struggle to buy a home, even at full price or above, and people were frustrated.  The way I figured it, if I could buy the land and develop a subdivision full of entry-level homes, people would flock from the city in droves because all they had to do was drive out, pick out a home site, and it was a done deal.  Their nightmare of losing out on house after house due to being outbid would be over.  The investors would also jump on board because they were having trouble winning bids, too, and many were paying way over what they should be just to get in the rental game.  I was pretty sure that many of them were wannabees and didn’t know the first thing about investment real estate.  All they knew was that they wanted to buy a house.  Even though I knew they were grossly overpaying for properties that wouldn’t cash flow, who was I to tell them such a thing?  My job was to sell them what they wanted, and if they made a mistake too bad, it wasn’t my problem, and I would sell every one of the sons of bitches as many houses as they wanted.  End of story.

Pulling up in front of the brokerage where I was meeting the listing agent of the property I was there to view, I put my car in park and then looked up at the sign on the building, which read North Point Real Estate Associates. Getting out of my vehicle, I entered the building, and as I did, the door closed behind me.  As I stood in front of the reception desk, I noticed it was not manned, but there was a sign that said to ring the bell for assistance, which I did.  A few moments later, an attractive young woman in her mid-thirties with long dark brown hair and eyes wearing a blue dress and cowboy boots smiled and asked, “Can I help you?”

“I’m Mario Drake and …”

Cutting me off, she extended her hand and said, “Mr. Drake, I’ve been expecting you. I’m Winona Martinez.”

“Great to meet you,” I said.

“Welcome to North Point,” she said with a huge smile and added, “I know how you guys from the big city are, so let’s get started.  I’ll grab my keys and purse, and we’ll head out to the property.”


Chapter 2

Traveling down the two-lane road, I looked out the passenger window at the passing landscape and noted that after we had left town, the terrain had morphed into a series of gently rolling hills, and I thought it interesting how some were definitely bigger than others.  Then again, who was I to say, as I was a guy from the big city and didn’t know much about topography at all?

Looking over at my counterpart Winona I couldn’t help but notice her nice-looking legs as her dress was a bit short.  She was pretty cute and clearly had a nice body, but the fact that she was from such a small town probably meant that she was fairly unsophisticated, and her choice of clothing reinforced my theory.  Cowboy boots and a dress?  Please!  Back in Madisonville, the bitches there would tear her to shreds.  In the end, I decided that she would probably clean up well, and if she fixed herself up a bit and tried to make herself a bit more presentable, I would definitely fuck her.  I was just that kind of guy.

“Beautiful country,” I said.

“Yes, it is. That’s why I never moved out of the area because I love it here.  There’s nothing better than small town life.”

“So you’ve always lived in North Point?”

She nodded and said, “That’s right.”

Deciding I would be a smart ass, I asked, “Then how do you know that there’s nothing better than small-town life if you’ve never lived outside of one, say in the city?”

“I’ve got friends and family that live in the city, exactly where you do, and I’ve made plenty of trips there.  All I’ve got to say is that it’s a nice place to visit, but….”

Cutting in, I said, “I know, I know, but you wouldn’t want to live there.”

“Mario, you seem almost aggravated that I said that,” she replied with an impish grin.

Shaking my head, I said, “I’m not bothered at all by what you said because you have a right to live and work anywhere that you want.  All I’m saying is that if you’ve never tried it, you can’t possibly know you wouldn’t like it.”

“During my short life, I’ve been to Madisonville on multiple occasions and have also traveled to Dallas, Miami, and New York, and while visiting each of them, I had lots of fun.  However, not one of them is my cup of tea, and my future plans are to stay right here in Point County, more specifically North Point.  However, I do like going over to Four Points from time to time because they have amenities that we don’t.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “It’s your life, and you can do what you want.”

“Thank you for your approval because that’s exactly what I intend to do,” she said as she gave me a quick glance and then chuckled, almost laughing.

“Geez, I was just trying to be helpful. You don’t have to get an attitude about it,” I replied in a somewhat annoyed tone.

“Now, Mario, I don’t think I’m the one with the attitude.  I’m just a country girl trying to make a living selling real estate, and at present, I’m showing a fellow agent a piece of property that I have listed, and if they like it, hopefully, we will both make some money.  Now, isn’t that something we can both agree on?” she asked.

I laughed briefly and then said, “Okay, okay.  That’s something we can both agree on because there’s nothing better than making money.”

After a few moments, she said, “It’s nice to make money, but there are more important things in life than the almighty dollar.”

Turning toward her, I’m sure I had a look of bewilderment on my face when I asked, “Oh yeah?  Like what?”

“Like what?  How about family, friendships, good health, and love?  They’re all things that money can’t buy.  You know?”

Rolling my eyes upward, I said, “With enough money, I can buy whatever I need, including everything that you just rattled off.”

With a pissed-off look on her face, she said, “You know what, Mario?”

“What?”

“I think Madisonville is a good place for you.”

I could tell she was agitated by the tone of her voice, and I loved every minute of it because, in my mind, there was nothing more fun than pissing off a backwater redneck yokel.

“And why is that Winona?”

“Because you can’t buy family, friendships, good health, and love here like you can there, so I think you’re in the perfect place and should stay there.”

“I believe I will, and I also think you’re right about something.”

“What’s that? She asked.

“That you should stay here.”

After a moment, she replied, “I will, and I appreciate the advice.  Oh, I also need to thank you for something.”

“What’s that?”

“You’ve made me realize that my decision to stay here in Hicksville was a good one because there are way too many assholes in the city.  So, thank you, thank you very much,” she said and then looked forward, not saying a word, but by the look on her face, I could tell she was boiling.

We drove in silence for a bit, and after thinking about it, I decided I should back down a bit because, after all, I would need her help if I actually decided to buy the land.  I was a city boy, and this was the country, and in a lot of ways, I was truly out of my element, so I said, “Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” she replied.

“Winona, I didn’t mean to insult you and your way of life, and I apologize.”

Turning and looking at me, she said, “You know what’s sad?”

“What’s that?”

“That you actually think you are apologizing to me, and what you don’t realize is that while trying to do so, you are insulting me. You just don’t get it.”

“What did I say?”

Shaking her head, she said, “Just forget it. I appreciate the effort, such as it was.  The turnoff to the property is right up here.”

Turning off the main highway, we started down a gravel road and drove for slightly less than half a mile before switching her SUV into four-wheel drive, taking off across a field and driving for at least another half a mile before stopping.

“This is it,” she said.

Exiting the vehicle, I looked around at my surroundings, noted the well-manicured pasture upon which we were standing, and said, “This is nice.  Did you cut the grass because I was coming out?”

“No, just good timing.  The hay was cut a few days ago, which is why it looks like it does.  Prior to that, it was up to my waist.”

Looking across the landscape, I said, “It’s just like it looks online, only prettier, and the description in the listing was right on.  How many acres did you say that it was?”

Pointing to the west, she said, “Thirty acres.  The property line runs along the road where we turned off, along the bottom strip of that small rise, which we call the small mountain, down that fence line and back to the road.”

After a few moments, she asked, “What are you thinking of using it for?”

“Putting in a housing development.”

“A subdivision?”

I nodded and said, “That’s right.”

“Out here?  How many houses are you thinking of building?”

The truth was that I had never done a full housing development before, and as a matter of fact, not even a partial one. This meant that I had no idea how many homes I could even build.  The fact that she asked me was pissing me off because I didn’t know.  As I stood there looking at her, I could not help but wonder if she was testing my knowledge to see if I actually knew what I was doing or if I was just full of shit.  In some ways, the truth lay in between the two.

“Well, that depends. There’s a lot of factors to consider in making that decision,” I said, hoping she wouldn’t ask me any more questions.

I could tell by the way she rolled her eyes that she didn’t like my response leading me to believe that she had surmised that I had no idea how many homes could be built on the site.

She nodded, “Fair enough, none of my business anyway.”

After a few moments, she asked, “What’s your plan for utilities?”

Shit!  This broad just wouldn’t quit asking questions, especially ones that I didn’t know the answer to.  In an attempt to shield my ignorance again, I attempted to change the subject by asking, “I’m thinking … by the way, who are the providers out here?”

“This far out of town, you’ll be part of the co-op as far as electricity, so you’re good to go in that department.”

“That’s good. What about water and sewer?”

A huge smile came to her face, and she said, “The city water line just barely makes it out this far, but you should be able to run a line from the main road up here.  I don’t envy you, though, because it’s almost a full mile up here, and running the line should cost you a pretty penny.  As far as sewer?” she shook her head and added, “Not out here.”

No sewer out here?  What did she mean by the statement?  I hated to ask because once again, I would show that I didn’t know the fuck I was talking about. I’d done too many times in the past few minutes and didn’t want to appear totally idiotic.

“So, no sewer line?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “Nope, and you know what that means?”

Even though I didn’t actually know, I nodded and said, “Yep.  Winona, why can’t things ever be simple?”

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “I hope you’ve got a good contractor that gives you a sweetheart deal because you’ll be putting in a septic system in every one of these homes.”

This was getting worse by the minute because I knew absolutely nothing about septic systems, but I did have a feeling it was going to add to the cost of each home, cutting into my profit margin.

“I guess so, but that’s okay. That’s not going to cut into my ability to build plenty of homes that will spread out as far as the eye can see.”

“Oh, when you’ve got a septic system, you’ll need at least a 15,000 square foot lot. That’s a county requirement,” she added.

This chick was getting on my nerves, but I wasn’t about to say anything.  After all, she was way more knowledgeable about the stuff than I was, and I wasn’t going to cut off my nose to spite my face, as the old saying goes.

“That means I can put three houses on each acre.  I was hoping for more, but ninety homes across thirty acres still sound within the realm of possibility,” I said.

“I don’t think so.  See that section right over there that runs from the base of the horizon back across to the bottom of the mountain?” she asked.

I nodded.

“That’s sovereign land, and though it technically conveys with the purchase, it belongs to the Native American people, whose land borders it, which starts at the base of the small mountain.”

“So, is it theirs, or does it belong to who purchases the property?” I asked.

“In the eyes of the white man’s law, the purchaser of the property.  However, all the Native people ask is not to develop that piece of land and leave it as it is.  In their eyes, it is sacred.”

“And is this enforceable?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “Not in the white man’s court, and technically there is nothing the Native Americans can do, but you need to be warned, disturbing the land or even disrespecting it could result in the wrath of the Spirit of the Land.”

In a smart-ass tone, I said, “Well, we can’t have that now, can we?  What are you an Indian?”

Nodding, she then said in an agitated tone, “Yes, as a matter of fact, I am on my mother’s side.”

Her cell phone began ringing, and she took it out of her jacket pocket, looked at it, and said, “There’s too much wind out here, and I won’t be able to hear what the caller is saying, so I’m going to take it in the car.  I’ll be a few minutes so go ahead and look around,” and she then pressed a button on the screen, began speaking and walked to her SUV and got into the driver’s seat.

I began slowly walking forward, and as I looked across the landscape, I thought about what she had said about not developing ten of the thirty acres for no reason other than to appease the Native American neighbors.  If I did that, I would lose out on developing one-third of the property, decreasing my revenues by thirty-three percent.  Shaking my head, I said out loud, “I’m going to buy this land and develop every bit of it, and by the time I’m finished, every bit of it will be nothing but a sea of rooftops, and there’s nothing on Earth that can stop me.”

Without warning, the land began to shake gently, causing me to stop in my tracks, and I was convinced it was an earthquake.  Just as suddenly, it ceased, and when I looked ahead, I saw something on the ground just ahead, and I began walking toward it.  As I got closer, I soon realized that there was a gaping hole in the Earth directly in front of me, which according to my estimates, was about twenty feet in diameter.  As I continued to examine it, I noted that it was perfectly circular, and an eerie mist rose from its depths.  Edging up to the side of it with caution because I definitely didn’t want to fall in, I tried to get a better look to see how far down it went but couldn’t tell as the strange fog was too dense.  However, it looked like some sort of spinning vortex inside that was moving very slowly, and a mist was coming off it. 

Just as before, the land began to shake, and somehow I lost my footing, headed directly toward the giant gaping hole in the ground before me, and there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop my forward motion.  Entering it, I began to fall, and just as suddenly, I stopped and was suspended in midair. All I could see was the opening above, which seemed quite distant, and it seemed like I just lay there looking up at it for an extended period.  I had no idea how much time had elapsed because it was all a blur, but the next thing I knew, I was lying flat on the ground, and Winona was looking down at me.  Sitting up, I looked around and saw nothing but the plain I was resting on, and it appeared that the giant hole had vanished.

“Where did it go?” I asked as I looked all around, and just as suddenly, I stopped talking because it appeared there was something wrong with my voice.  I attributed this to being out in the country air, which I was sure was loaded with grass and pollen, causing my sinuses to act up.

Putting my hand on my chest, I said, “Sorry, sinus trouble.  Did you see that thing?”

Looking at me as though I were from Mars, she nodded, and I then asked, “Where did it go?”

Shaking her head, she said, “It’s gone.”

“What was that thing?” I asked and then coughed once again, trying to clear my throat.

“Let me help you up,” she said, then extended her hand and helped pull me up from the ground.

Rising to my feet, I immediately noticed something was wrong as Winona and I were looking at one another eye to eye.  This was strange because earlier, when I had first met her at her office, I had noticed that she was pretty short and couldn’t have been any taller than 5’3”, a full eight inches shorter than me, which I found strange. 

The next thing I knew, my pants had fallen to the ground, and I exclaimed, “What the fuck?” reached down and grabbed them and began pulling them back up.  Reaching my waist, I loosened my belt, pulled my trousers up and bit, and then attempted to tighten them, and after doing so, my pants still felt loose, which was incredibly bizarre.

It was then that I noticed something else peculiar: my hands didn’t look normal and appeared more petite than usual.  I knew that couldn’t be possible because there was no way that they could have shrunk and that there had to be some other explanation.

“Winona, I don’t know what’s going on.  This country air is playing havoc with my allergies, causing my voice to sound high-pitched, almost like a woman’s.  On top of that, my belt will barely hold up my pants, and as I look at my trousers again, it appears they are also quite baggy.  I would clearly fit in well on the South side of Madisonville.  “My hands,” and I presented the one to her that wasn’t being used to hold my pants up and asked, “Do they look small?”

“Mario I …”

“What’s this?” I asked, now pulling my hand back and grabbing a lock of medium brown hair which had fallen into my face.  Looking at it, I asked, “What’s this?  Long hair?  How did I get that?”

“Mario, you need to know something, and you’re not going to be happy about it.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Let’s just say you’ve had an experience where apparently, your life has been changed forever, and in a way that neither you nor I ever thought was possible.


Chapter 3

Standing in front of a full-length mirror back at Winona’s house, I stood there looking at myself and couldn’t believe what I saw, but it was true.  I had transitioned into a young woman in her mid-twenties with medium brown hair and eyes.  In addition to that, I’d also lost at least eight inches in height, making me just as short as my fellow agent Winona.

“What the fuck, Winona?  How did this happen?  Wait!  I bet it was that giant hole I fell into because I was okay before it spit me out and then vanished.  You’ve still not answered my question?”

“What’s that?” she asked.

“Do you know what that thing was?”

“Yes and no.”

“What the fuck kind of answer is that?” I asked.

“Let’s just settle down, Mario and...”

“Settle down, my ass!  An hour ago, I was a man, and now I’m a woman who is clearly wearing clothes that are way too big for her from what I can see in the mirror.  Anyway, you either know what it is, or you don’t,” I said in an insulting tone.

“Mario, just listen, and I’ll tell you what I know, and when I’m done, everything will make sense, okay?”

I nodded.

“I felt the earth shake, and when I looked out of the front window of my vehicle, I saw something directly in front of you, that big black hole, so I told the person I was talking to I would call them back and started walking toward you.  Before I could reach you, the ground shook again, and you fell into the hole, and the next thing I knew, it had vanished, and you were lying on top of the ground in the exact spot where the hole had been.”

“Okay, so you saw what happened, but do you know what it is or was?”

“I’ve never seen anything like it in my life, so it was a first for me as well, but I have a theory.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“There’s a legend among my people of the Spirit of the Land that….”

“Oh, here we go with that again.”

“Either you want to hear it, or you don’t?” she asked.

Rolling my eyes up in my head and then back down, I said, “I’ve got nothing better to do for the moment, so go on.”

“As I was saying, it is our people’s history that the Spirit of the Land would come out of the Earth, via a giant hole, when it felt that its children were in danger, or if someone had disrespected it, to protect the people of the land and/or exact vengeance on those who might have insulted it.  However, it is only a legend,” she said.

“So, no one has ever actually seen it?” I asked.

“When I was a little girl, we were sitting around a campfire one night, and everyone was sharing stories.  After going around the circle, taking turns telling a variety of tales, some of them quite spooky, we finally came to the last person, a very old man.  Talking about his youth, he said that as a young boy, he once saw the Earth open up, and there before him was a giant black hole that sunk into the ground as far as the eye could see, and from it arose a mist.  He said though there was no one present, he had the feeling that the hole had consciousness, and he could sense that it was alive, though he didn’t know how but just knew.  Then just as suddenly as it appeared, it was gone.”

“That’s a great campfire story Winona but not very helpful.  I guess the old bastard didn’t get any instructions from the thing on how to change me back, did he?” I asked in a smart-ass tone.

“I’m afraid not.”

After a few moments, a look came to her face, one that indicated she was agitated at me, and she then asked, “After I got that phone call and left you standing there while I went back to my SUV, did you talk to yourself out loud by chance?  If so, what did you say?”

“What?”

“That’s a question.”

Rolling my head from side to side, I thought back and remembered the comments I had made just before the giant gaping hole in the ground had appeared and then looked at her and said, “Maybe?”

“And Mario, would you mind sharing with me what you said?  If you will, please.”

“I was standing there thinking about how if I bought the land, I wouldn’t be able to develop ten of the thirty acres if I wanted to keep my neighbors happy.  However, I surmised that would be just like throwing away a full one-third of my potential profit, and I might have said something out loud like I’m going to buy this land and develop every bit of it, and by the time I’m finished every bit of it will be nothing but a sea of rooftops, and there’s nothing on Earth that can stop me.”

Nodding, she then asked, “Correct me if I’m wrong but mere moments later, was when the great hole appeared?”

Looking down and then back up, I said, “Within seconds,” and after a pause, I asked, “A coincidence perhaps?”

“Or not!  Dude, you’re a young woman, and you turned into one very shortly after saying you were going to do anything you wanted with land that belonged to the Native American people.”

“And the spirit of the whatever heard me being an asshole….”

“Mario, there’s no way that anyone could not notice you being a loud-mouthed asshole.”

“Then, it turned me into a woman as punishment for disrespecting the Indians….”

“Native Americans.”

“Whatever, and for also plotting to build whatever I wanted to on the land I was going to buy, which would have been mine by law,” I said.

“By the law of your people, who have no respect for anything except money, power, and greed.”

“Guilty as charged,” I said.

After a few moments, she said, “Well, Mr., or should I say Miss big business tycoon who’s going to set the world on fire, what’s your plan now?  Should I write up a contract on the property so you can get busy building your subdivision?”

As she finished speaking, her words hit a note with me, and at that moment, the gravity of the situation really hit me, and I truly realized my predicament.  For the first time in recent years, I was not in control of my destiny or my life for that matter, and I was scared to death. 

Sitting down on the bed, I looked at her, shook my head, and said, “I don’t know.”

“You, Mr. High and Mighty, don’t have the answer to something?  That’s hard to believe.”

“I can’t go back to the city; nobody would even believe it’s truly me in this body, would they?” I asked.

With a somber look on her face, she shook her head and said, “I don’t think anybody in their right mind would believe that Mario Drake had been changed into a woman as a result of falling into a giant hole in the middle of a field.  Would you?”

Shaking my head slightly, I said, “No, I would not.”

After a few moments, I asked, “Winona, what will I do?  We’ve already concluded that I can’t return to Madisonville and resume my life, so where do I go and what do I do?”

Sitting down beside me, she said, “It’s a longshot, but I’ve got an idea, and the worst that can happen is that it doesn’t work.  What do you think?”

“Whatcha got in mind?”

“I’ll tell you on the way out there, but first, let’s get you into some clothes that fit you because you look pretty strange being a pretty young woman wearing men’s clothes that are practically falling off her.  Give me just a moment, and I will be right back.”


Chapter 4

After another visit to the country to the exact location where I’d been changed from a guy to a gal, we got into Winona’s SUV and headed back to town.  We rode quietly for several minutes before Winona finally broke the silence and said, “Mario, I am so sorry that my idea did not work.”

“It’s okay, forget it,” I replied.

Riding in silence for a few more moments, she added, “I truly thought there was a chance that it would work. I really did.”

Her idea had been a good one, and we’d tried it.  Returning to the property, we parked the vehicle a good distance from the site where I had been changed, and she stayed with her SUV while I returned to the approximate location where I had encountered the great hole in the earth.  Once there, I began to speak, hoping that the entity that had been responsible for my transformation would hear me and take mercy on me.  Winona had been some distance away when I began speaking, of which I was glad because my words were not something I wanted anyone to hear.  I would be begging for mercy to get my body back, and pleading with anyone for anything was not part of my personality, believe it or not.

Talking out loud, I began to speak, “Great spirit, I want to apologize to you for the words I spoke earlier when I said that I didn’t care what the Native Americans wanted and would build anything that I wanted on this land.  What I said was wrong, and I am deeply sorry and promise you that I will never do anything like that again, and I ask for you will forgive me and let me return to my previous state of being a man.”

I then stood there for several more minutes saying nothing, waiting on a response, but nothing happened.  I then added, “If you can see past this and please, please do, I promise I will not even buy the land but will return to the place that I am from, leaving this place undisturbed.  All I ask is that you please forgive me for my disrespect, change me back into a man, and let me be on my way.”

For the next thirty minutes, I tried several variations of my speech to the entity that had taken my manhood away and continued asking to be transitioned back, swearing that I would never buy the land or even return to the local area and would definitely not be seen or heard from again if it could simply change me back.  The hole never reappeared, and I certainly did not change back, so we got in her vehicle and headed back toward town.

“Why don’t we stop at the real estate office and pick up your car because we certainly can’t leave it there long term?  You can then follow me to my place where you can park it at my house for the time being,” she said.

Looking at her, I said, “That’s a good idea, and thank you.”

“You’re welcome. It’s the least I can do, considering.”

“Considering what?  Winona, you don’t owe me a thing.  However, it’s nice that you’re helping me out by letting me park my car at your house, and I appreciate it.  Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Also, I’ve not thanked you for the clothes you lent me either, so thanks.”

Cowgirl style wouldn’t exactly have been my first pick, but it was what it was.  Winona was slightly smaller in stature than I was, so none of her pants would fit me. She loaned me a blue and white striped dress which seemed to fit perfectly.  She also fixed me up with a pair of panties, a bra, and some cowboy boots, which she thought were more appropriate than sandals since we were planning to return to the property in search of the entity that had transformed me.

After a few moments, I added, “As I said earlier, I can’t return to Madisonville, either now or in the future, and resume my life as it was, so this is as good a place as any to stay for the moment while I process everything.  By the way, is there a hotel or B&B in town that I can stay at until I can kind of figure all of this out?”

“Mario, I’ve got a spare room you are more than welcome to stay in.  Why don’t you spend the night with me?”

“I couldn’t do that.”

“And why not?”

“Winona, I’m a stranger, and you don’t even know me.  Why in the world would you let me stay in your house?”

Looking over at me, she smiled and said, “Right now, I would say that you’re someone who needs not only a place to stay but maybe a friend as well, considering what’s just happened to you.  Tell me I’m wrong.”

“It’s kind of you to offer, but I think it’s best if I get a room.  Thanks anyway.”

After a brief pause, she said, “Okay, if you want to sit alone in a hotel room all by yourself, that’s your business.  However, my offer still stands if you change your mind.”

As I began to think about what she said, her words hit home.  Considering what had just happened, the last thing I needed was to sit alone in a hotel room in a strange town, which would most likely make me feel even worse than I already was.  If I stayed with Winona, at least I would have someone to talk with and bounce ideas off of about what I should do, as there wasn’t another soul on Earth I could confide in about the outrageous thing that had happened to me.  No matter who I would have called, whether friend or family member, no one would believe my outlandish tale.

“Winona, if it’s okay with you, I think I would like to take you up on your offer if it still stands, that is.”

Smiling at me, she said, “It certainly does, and I’m glad you changed your mind because I absolutely love it when I have company.”


Chapter 5

Once we got back to town, we stopped at the real estate office so I could pick up my car and take it to Winona’s, where I would be staying overnight.  Getting into my vehicle, I had to adjust my mirrors and my seats because I was no longer 5’11” as I had lost eight inches in height, making it impossible to drive safely without doing so.  As I followed her home, I made sure I was extra careful while driving because the last thing I wanted was to get pulled over.  If I had, there would be no way to explain to the police why I looked nothing like the photograph on my license, and I was pretty sure they would not buy my story about falling into a black hole and re-emerging as a female.

Arriving at Winona’s, she had me park in the small barn behind her house because there wasn’t enough room in her two-car garage for my vehicle.  It turned out that her cousin was moving cross country, and she had temporarily let him store some of his belongings there, leaving room for only one car.

Winona showed me the guest room and said she hoped I would be comfortable there, and I told her I was sure it would be just fine.  As I scanned it, I noted that it looked a bit girly for my tastes, but as I thought about it, who was I to say because I had become the very essence of girly in every way?

Winona plopped down on the living room sofa, and I sat down in a recliner next to it. As my butt hit the seat, it felt fantastic to be off my feet as I had been on the go all day.  Did I also mention that being turned into a woman takes a lot out of you?  After a couple of minutes, Winona said she was hungry, and I told her that I was as well. As we looked at the clock, we noticed it was 6:15 p.m., indicating it was definitely about meal time.

“What do you want to do for dinner?” Winona asked.

“Hey, I’m new in town and don’t have a clue.  Anything’s fine with me.  Maybe we could order in?”

Tapping her finger on her chin, she said, “Now let me think,” After a few moments, she said, “How about we go out?”

“Really?”

“Sure.”

“I was kind of hoping that we could stay in.  I’m sure you understand that I’m feeling weird about, well, the new me?”

“I totally get that. I really do.  However, we have no idea how long you will be like this. For all we know, it could be permanent.  I don’t mean to sound negative in any way by saying that, but there are a lot of unknowns regarding your situation, if you know what I mean?”

After a pause, I said, “It really is true.  I may not want to believe it, but what you say is correct, and at some point, I may have to face the fact that this is my fate, like it or not.”

“Come on, follow me,” she commanded.

In front of the bathroom mirror, she said that if we were going to go out to eat, we needed to get ready and then took out some makeup, ready to apply it to my face.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“If you must know, I was going to touch up my makeup and help you put some on as well.”

Shaking my head, I said, “I don’t need any. I look just fine the way I am.”

With a slight scowl, she said, “Remember what we just discussed?  About how this might be a permanent condition?”

I nodded.

“If that’s the case and you can’t be changed back, then you’re a woman, and that means you’re going to have to entertain wearing makeup.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Now that you’re a young woman, and a beautiful one at that, I might add, you’re going to want to let the world know that you take pride in your appearance, and makeup does just that.  It not only makes you more attractive but brings out your features, and after you’ve got your face on and you see yourself, you will be amazed how you feel.”

“I think I’ll pass,” I replied.

After a few moments, she said, “If you will wear makeup, then I’ll buy dinner, and if I’ve been reading you correctly all day, before your switch, that is, I’m pretty sure you’re the type that won’t pass up a free meal.”

Thinking about it for a bit, I said, “Well, okay.”

“Awesome, I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist.”

After several minutes of applying a wide variety of beauty products to my face, including lipstick, she finally asked, “How’s that?” As I turned and looked in the mirror, I was stunned, as I couldn’t believe how I looked.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“Winona…” and I stopped talking as I was a bit taken back by my new appearance and was almost a bit emotional and added, “It’s amazing, and I feel….”

“Empowered?”

Smiling at her, I said, “Yes.  I can’t believe I’m saying that, but it’s true.  Winona, I’m beautiful.”

Chuckling, she said, “You certainly are.”

After a few moments of looking at me, she said, “Now, let’s add a few finishing touches.” Over the next few minutes, she added some clip-on hoop earrings, a necklace, and a couple of bracelets.  Before all was said and done, she also provided me with a handbag, which she said I also needed.  Though I didn’t have anything to put in it except for my wallet, she said that was okay and that with time I would fill it up; of that, there was no doubt.

She then asked if I would like to change my shoes, and I told her that my boots were fine.  However, she insisted and found a pair of flat sandals that she had me try on, which were a perfect fit and much more comfortable than what I had been wearing.

Now that we were ready, it was time for me to see the best that North Point had to offer. As we drove down Main Street, we passed a variety of small businesses, including Summer House B&B, R&R Antiques, Allison’s, Black’s Books, Millie’s Salon, and Icing on the Cake.  Very soon afterward, we pulled up in front of a restaurant called Bleu Olive, which she said was one of the most popular places in town. We went inside and checked in with the hostess, who said, “Follow me, please.”  As we walked across the restaurant, several people waved to Winona and even spoke to her, indicating that she knew a few of the natives.

After sitting down, I said, “You sure know a lot of people.”

“It’s kind of hard not to know a lot of folks because I’ve been here all my life,” she replied.

“Looks like you’ve got the real estate business all wrapped up here in North Point,” I said.

“Hardly, there’s plenty of people in the business, and I’m sure it’s the same way over in Madisonville; there are way too many real estate agents,” she replied.

“I’ll drink to that whenever they come to take our beverage order, that is,” I replied.

After getting a couple of glasses of wine, we sat and enjoyed our drinks while waiting for our food.

“Do your parents and siblings live here as well?” I asked.

Nodding, she said, “That’s complicated.”

“Oh?”

“My mother lives in Four Points, and my father is only God knows where, and by the way, I’m an only child.  I do have some cousins that live in the local area, though.”

“I’m sorry about your dad, that is.”

Waving her hand, she said, “Don’t be. A little over three decades ago, a man named Manual Martinez passed through the area.  He was here with a group of people doing construction work.  Well, he and mom met at a coffee shop where she just happened to be working as a waitress.  One thing led to another, and poof, I came along nine months later.  He left before I was even born.”

“Why?”

“He kept telling mom that he had to leave with his crew as they were headed to their next job and promised her that he would return soon to marry her, but she never heard back from him.  To this day, I don’t have a clue if he’s dead or alive, but I suspect he may be back in Mexico.  I just don’t know.”

“That must be hard.”

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “When you grow up without a parent, you get used to it.  That’s just the way it is.  However, deep in your heart, you still wish you had a daddy.  All little girls do.”

After a few moments of silence, I asked, “So your mom is an Ind… I mean Native American, I take it?”

Chuckling, she said, “Yes, which I’m sure you figured out based on our conversation this afternoon.”

Smiling, I said, “You made that quite clear, right about the same time you told me that there’s a reservation nearby that pushed up against the land I was thinking about buying.”

Nodding, she said, “I could see where getting turned into a young woman would make a lasting impression on someone, and they would also remember most of the details, including conversation, leading up to it as well.”

“That’s for sure.”

We both chuckled at my comment, and then she added, “By the way, most of the locals don’t call it the reservation.  They typically just say the rez when referring to it.”

“I’ll try and remember that.”

After dinner, we returned to Winona’s house, sat in the living room, and chatted for a bit.

“So, what are you thinking about doing?” she asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “For the first time in my life, I have absolutely no idea.  Having your entire world stripped away and being left with nothing is impossible to even describe.  I’m the same person inside, but that doesn’t matter because the world sees my external and not my internal features.  So, I can’t be Mario any longer, nor can I be a man.  Additionally, I can’t go home either, and I have no idea where I’m going to go and what I’m going to do, and that’s a scary feeling.”

We sat there in silence for a few moments, and she said, “I’m not going to pretend for one moment that I know how you feel because no human being possibly could, nor am I going to give you any advice on what to do because I’m definitely not qualified.  I take it you don’t have any place in mind that you are going to go or would like to?”

Shaking my head, I replied, “Absolutely none.”

Winona glanced at the clock and said, “It’s coming up on 10:30 p.m., and maybe we should be thinking about heading off to bed.”

We went to the guest room, and she said, “I hope you’ll be comfortable here.  There’s a TV with streaming on it, so if you want to watch anything feel free, and, oh, be right back,” and she disappeared down the hall for a few moments and quickly returned.

“Here’s something to wear to bed,” she said and handed me a purple nightgown, “It’s new and has never been worn.”

“Thanks, Winona, that’s nice of you.”

“I’m going to go get changed for bed, and I’ll come and see you before I turn in.” She headed off down the hall to her bedroom.

Taking off my clothes, I slipped the lilac-colored nightgown on, covering my naked body, and as I looked at myself in the mirror, I noticed it fell about halfway down to my knees.  The sensation of the soft fabric brushing against my skin felt wonderful, and I was amazed at how much I was enjoying the experience. Usually, the chauvinistic side of me would have been repulsed at the thought of wearing a woman’s garment, even in my then condition, but for some reason, I was not bothered by it at all and even liked it, though I didn’t know why.

Pushing the door open, Winona walked in with two mugs in her hands. She said, “I hope you like hot chocolate," and handed me one of the cups.

"Oh, I do, thank you.” We both climbed up on my bed, sipped our drinks, and chatted.

“You know, this is kind of fun,” I said.

“This is one of the things that’s great about being a woman, getting to do stuff like this with your girlfriends,” she said, and we both chuckled.

After a few moments, she said, “I was thinking about our conversation earlier and just had to say this, so hear me out, okay?”

“Sure.”

“I don’t think you should worry about getting up and leaving tomorrow,” she said.

“Well, I’ve got to do something.”

Shaking her head, she said, “My response to that is no, you don’t.  Look, I think the worst thing you can do is get on the road to an unknown destination because a lot has happened to you, and you’ve got to be an emotional wreck inside.  Tell me I’m wrong.”

Rolling my head from side to side, I replied, “There’s a wee bit of truth to that.”

“Plus, you’re a brand new girl and don’t know anything about living and acting as a woman, which is why you need to stay and learn a few basics about the fine art of femininity before leaving because you’re just not ready.  Once again, tell me I’m wrong.”

Smiling at her, I said, “You’re right.”

“I know I’m right, and another thing, you don’t even have any women’s clothes, another thing we will need to take care of tomorrow.  Don’t you agree?”

“Winona, I can’t argue with your logic because you are correct.  Once again!”

“Also, you’ve got no place to drive to where you can escape this, and what happens if you get pulled over? Then you’ve got another problem.”

“Okay, okay, you’ve talked me into staying another day,” I replied.

“I think we should just go ahead and say that you’re going to stay with me until we’ve got you sorted out and you truly feel ready to leave and have a destination in mind.”

“Oh, Winona, I can’t impose.”

“Oh girl, I live alone and will enjoy the company.  It’ll be a win-win for both of us. Then it’s settled. You’ll stay with me for as long as you need.  Okay?”

Nodding, I said, “Okay.”

She then jumped off the bed and said, “We’d better turn in, so I’ll see you in the morning.  Oh, there’s a spare toothbrush and toothpaste in the cabinet drawer in the bathroom in case you want to brush your teeth before bed.  There are also some makeup removers on the counter because you don’t want to sleep with cosmetics on your face, okay?”

“Okay,” I replied.

“See you in the morning.  Good night,” she said and closed my bedroom door before scamping off down the hall.

After brushing my teeth and eventually removing my makeup, I climbed into the bed and pulled the covers over me.  As I lay there, I thought about the day and how my life had drastically changed in the blink of an eye.  I was scared and had no idea what I was going to do or where I would go, as I’d lost everything.  However, I was grateful that I had a new friend who would see about me and help me in every way she could, and I needed it more than I’d ever needed anything in my life.  I couldn’t help but wonder why she was helping me as she was because I didn’t deserve it, that was for sure.  I’d been an arrogant asshole earlier that day, and she should have kicked me to the curb because I had it coming, but she didn’t, for some odd reason, and I was thankful.  Tomorrow would be a new day, and all I could do was hope for the best because when you’re at rock bottom, there’s no way but up.


Chapter 6

I was disturbed from my slumber by a voice saying, “Hey sleepyhead,” and as I turned and looked, I saw Winona peeking her face through the cracked door.

“Hi,” I responded.

Entering, she said, “Here’s a robe,” and lay it on the bed, and then added, “Why don’t you join me in the kitchen, and we’ll make breakfast.” She then closed the door.

As I entered the kitchen a couple of minutes later, she was busy scurrying about and asked, “What would you like for breakfast?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “I’m easy.”

“Cool, how about eggs, bacon, and toast?  Maybe hashbrowns as well?”

Nodding, I said, “That sounds great.”

“Okay, let’s get started.  Which do you want to take care of?”

“I’m not sure. I don’t usually make breakfast and don’t know a lot about it.”

She laughed and asked, “You don’t?”

I shook my head.

“You don’t know how to make eggs, bacon, toast, or even hashbrowns?”

“I think I could put the toast in a toaster,” and as I finished speaking, she began to laugh.

“You mean bread in the toaster?” she replied, and we both chuckled.

“Why don’t I give you a quick lesson in cooking breakfast?” she asked.

“Winona, I don’t want to seem rude, but why do I need to learn that?”

“Because you’re a guest here and will need to pitch in and help, and the second reason is that you’re now a woman, and despite all the gains we’ve made in the world, cooking is one thing that we are still expected to know how to do.  For example, what if you met a man, you loved and got married?  You would probably want to cook for him?”

“Me?  Marry a man?  No way dude, and even if I did, why should I cook for him?  Besides, if I end up in a relationship, I’m going to be a rug muncher all the way, and you can count on that.”

“You’ve dated women, right?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Let me ask you, did you ever expect them to cook for you?  I would also like to ask that if you had married them, God forbid, would you have expected them to cook for you?” she asked.

Nodding, I said, “Yes, on both counts.  They would need to cook for me.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m a guy, and they’re my woman.  It’s their job.”

With her eyes wide open, she said, “Unbelievable,” and shook her head.

After a few moments, she asked, “So, according to you, a woman needs to cook for her man. Did I get that right?”

“You did.”

“Mario, you realize that now you’re a woman as well, so don’t you fall into that same category?  After all, you’re a girl as well, and even though you used to be a man, you’re not now.  You are a fully biological woman in every way if you see what I mean.”

Thinking about what she had just said really hit me hard, and her words were true. I was a girl, and my chauvinistic ideas about a woman’s role now also applied to me.  I was getting a dose of the bullshit I had been dishing out for years.  Big time.

“Yeah, I see what you mean,” I said sheepishly.

Winona then gave me some basic instructions on preparing scrambled eggs, frying bacon, and even making hashbrowns, and when all was said and done, I felt a sense of accomplishment.  I had learned something new, and in the end, it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, and I actually felt good.

As we finished breakfast, Winona said, “You know Mario, you did pretty well.  Good breakfast, and thanks for helping.”

“Thanks, Winona.”

Looking at me, she said, “Okay, here’s something else I want to throw at you, and you don’t have to answer immediately.  After all, you’ve only been a woman for a day.  Mario has been your name all your life, and it’s what you’re used to, but it doesn’t really go with the new you.  Have you thought about maybe using an alternative name of any sort?”

“Oh boy, I hadn’t thought of that.”

“For example, let’s say we are out somewhere, and someone asks who my attractive brunette friend is. What do I tell them?  Mario?”

“I see your point,” I replied.

“Do you have another name you’d like to go by versus Mario?”

I thought for a few moments and then replied, “Winona, I can’t think of a thing.  What do you think would be a good name for me, at least for the time being?”

Tapping her forefinger on her chin for a few moments, she finally stopped, and a smile came to her face, and she asked, “How about Maria?”

“Maria?”

“Do you not like it?”

“What did you pick that?”

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “I don’t know. I figured it would be easy, just drop the o off the end of your name, add an a, and voila!  Just a thought, you don’t have to go with it if you don’t like it.”

After a few moments, I said, “You know what?  At the moment, I don’t have anything better, so we’ll go with it until I come up with something better.  Cool?”

“Cool,” she replied and added, “So Maria, how about we clean up this kitchen, get showered and dressed, and get this day started?”

“Maria.  That’s going to take a little getting used to, but I agree, it’s much more fitting for the new me because I definitely don’t look like a Mario, not anymore anyway.  So, let’s get this day going and start moving.”

After getting the kitchen cleaned up, we went upstairs, and I got in the shower, which was my first-time bathing as a woman.  The pulsating water felt good as it pounded against my flesh. I then took a bar of soap and began to wash my body, and I was amazed at how soft my skin felt to the touch.  As my hands brushed over my breasts, I noticed that my nipples became hard, and almost immediately, I felt a slight tingling between my legs, signaling that there was a correlation between my boobs and my privates.  Eventually arriving at my nether region, I rubbed my soapy hand over the area where my manhood used to reside, and what was once a populated area was now as flat as the West Texas Desert.  While washing myself, I couldn’t help but brush against my womanhood, which excited me, and more than anything, I wanted to explore myself and find out what it was like to pleasure myself as a woman.  As much as I wanted to, I did not, as there would be time for that later.  My priority was to get ready for the day because Winona and I had things to do, and I needed to get a move on.

Returning to my bedroom, I put on my bra and panties, and Winona gave me a quick lesson in applying makeup.  I told her I wasn’t sure if I could possibly remember everything, and she said that was okay. With a little practice, I would be an old pro.  After drying my hair, I put on a floral print dress that she had picked out for me, along with the same jewelry she had lent me the night before. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I noticed something.  I was pretty.  Looking at myself, I smiled and thought about how fortunate I was to have been given this body versus another because pretty beats ugly any day of the week.  Continuing to view myself in the looking glass, I suddenly became aware of how comfortable I was with my newfound gender, and unlike the day before, it didn’t seem so bad.

Meeting up in the living room, Winona asked, “Okay, we’re going to need to pick up a few things for you at the store because you have no clothes.”

“I agree.”

“Do you have any money?  If not, I’ll be glad to help you out.”

“I’m good on money and have two debit cards and a couple of credit cards as well, so that shouldn’t be a problem unless they start asking to see my id when making a purchase.”

Shaking her head, she said, “Nobody asks to see your ID anymore. You just slide the card, so we should be fine.”

There was an outlet mall about halfway between Center Point and Four Points, and Winona figured that would be a good place to start as it had a wide range of shops, and according to her, that was exactly what I needed because I had nothing and was starting from scratch.

After a full four hours of shopping, we had lunch in the food court, which I perceived as the end of our trek because I’d had enough action for one day.  However, I was wrong because Winona wasn’t done with me yet.

Next up was the salon where we both had our hair styled. I thought this was unnecessary because, personally, I thought it looked just fine.  However, when all was said and done, I had to admit it did look quite lovely and thanked her for insisting that we go.

Were we done yet?  No!  It was onto the nail salon where we had our fingers and toes pampered, and in the end, I walked away with them painted a dark shade of purple that sparkled.  Winona insisted this part was a rite of passage, and if you were going to be a girl, you had to paint your nails.  The coat of paint did pick up my fingers and my toes and made them look pretty, but I definitely didn’t see what the fuss was about.

Returning to her place, we started working on a mountain of laundry, which consisted of all the new clothes we had purchased for me, and there were plenty of them, as I had about a week’s worth of apparel and figured I’d never have to buy anything for a while.  Winona disagreed and told me that was not correct. My wardrobe was in its infancy, and I was just getting started as a girl and would need a wide selection of clothing, shoes, and handbags.  I didn’t get it at that moment but would learn with time, according to her anyway.


Chapter 7

A couple of days passed, and during that time, I thought a lot about my prospective future, mainly what I was going to do with it.  There was also the matter of my apartment back in Madisonville, which contained quite a few personal possessions that I didn’t want to abandon and, at some point, potentially retrieve.  I also wondered what would happen when people started looking for me and couldn’t find me, which would inevitably lead to someone filing a missing person’s report with the police.  From there, law enforcement would probably assume that I had been the victim of foul play, and if that happened, they would lock my financial accounts, and I would be penniless, which would be terrible.  I had plenty of cash and needed to make sure that I didn’t lose it, so I needed a strategy.  There was also the matter of my identity, and at that moment in time, I had none, which was another issue I needed to get resolved, but how do you fix the problem of having been a man who was turned into a woman?  That’s one of those things that’s just not easily explainable.  Could I say I’d had a sex change operation or claim that I had decided to become a crossdresser?  I found that problematic because I didn’t look one bit like the person on my driver’s license photo who’d simply slapped on some makeup and a dress.  I did resemble my mother when she was younger, which I found somewhat interesting, leading me to believe that my transition had been based on a DNA rewrite of some sort using my existing genetic material.  However, the entity that had been responsible for my changeover was nowhere to be found, so an explanation was out of the question. 

There was also the issue of obtaining employment, and without a driver’s license sporting my current mug, that would also be a problem.  I did have the cash to survive for an extended period, but eventually, I would need to go to work, as I would grow bored because I’d never been the sort of individual who could just sit around and do nothing.

I shared my concerns with Winona and asked her what course of action she thought was best because I had a lot to do and was wondering where to start, and for that matter, how, because some of the things I needed to get accomplished were next to impossible.  She agreed with me. I had a pretty long list of things that needed doing if I was ever going to get my new life up and running.  In no time, she took the bull by the horns and came up with a game plan on how to potentially fix everything.  For once, I shut my big mouth and did as I was told and let her have complete control, something that I was not used to doing.  However, when you’ve been turned into a woman, and you have no place to go and nobody to call for help, you don’t have much of a choice. You rely on your new best friend, which is exactly what I did.

The first thing we did was make plans to retrieve my personal effects from my apartment, so we rented a moving van in Four Points and drove it to Madisonville.  Cruising toward our destination, Winona asked me why I rented an apartment versus owning my own place, especially since I was such a big real estate mogul and all. I told her that there were a couple of reasons.  One, I was constantly on the go and didn’t have much time to mow grass and perform upkeep on a home because that got in the way of me doing business and making money.  Two, if I’d bought something, there was a high probability that I would soon be selling it as it would have gone up in value, and the smart thing to do was take the profit, which meant I would soon be moving.  She agreed I had made a good decision, especially with what had happened because I had no personal real estate to dispose of, and if I had, that would have created another problem in itself, and I agreed.

Once there, the two of us loaded up all my stuff with the help of a couple of hired workers we found hanging around at a convenience store.  We then returned to North Point, where we unloaded the contents into a self-storage unit where it would remain until I figured out where I would call home.  I then sent my landlord an email and told them that I was vacating two months prior to the end of the lease and had moved out, left the place clean, had dropped the keys in the office mail slot, and to let me know what the final amount I owed was and I would send them a check.

We then moved on to my money, and after examining my resources, it was clear that I had too much cash and way too many securities, and I didn’t want to set off any alarm bells by moving too much money.  As a stopgap measure, I took out $1,000 just in case the accounts got locked up, but Winona had another idea, one that was a permanent solution versus temporary and that also solved a plethora of my problems, and I was all in.

The solution to almost everything had to do with fixing and establishing my identity, which on the surface seemed like the most challenging part, but Winona had a plan.  We visited the Murray law firm in Four Points and explained my situation, well, sort of.  I explained that I had undergone a sex change in Thailand and was now ready to change my identity and asked if he could help me do so.  Sitting behind his desk and glaring at me over the top of his wire-rimmed spectacles, he said, “They did one hell of a job.”

Asking him if he thought there would be any sort of an issue, he said the judge would probably ask to see records of the surgical procedure, which I told him were lost in transit when I returned from Thailand a couple of months ago when someone stole my case that contained the documents.  He said we’d just have to work around it.

I remember the day we appeared before the court, and thought of how the angels must have been smiling on me because the judge was hard of hearing, had vision problems and was not firing on all cylinders.  When he asked me why I wanted to change my sex, I replied, “I’ve actually already done it, your honor, and now I need to get the administrative part done to establish my new identity.”

Barely able to see me, he looked down at me and said, “You look like a young woman.”

“Yes, your honor.”

“And you used to be a man?”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, your honor.”

“You sound like a woman, not one of those trans types that had the operation and still sound a bit like a man,” he said.

“Thank you, your honor.”

After a few moments, he looked down at me with a serious expression and asked, “So, you’ve had the operation?”

“Yes, your honor.”

“And you no longer have male …” and then rocked his head from side to side, waiting on me to respond.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, your honor, no male parts at all.”

Finally, he said, “Hell, they’re getting better and better at this sex change stuff by the day.  I would never have known it if I had passed you on the street.” He banged his gavel once and said, “Petition granted.”

I was set.  From there, I took a copy of the petition to the Four Points branch of the bank where I did business back in Madisonville and got everything changed into my new name, Maria Drake.  After that, I updated my social security card, passport, and even my birth certificate.  At the driver’s license office, they asked me how I’d lost so much height.  I told them that I’d undergone a radical new procedure that makes you look much more feminine by manipulating your DNA, and a side effect is that it can cause bone loss, i.e., a reduction in height.

Lastly, there was the issue of my car, and for some reason, it just didn’t seem as important to me as it once had.  As I thought back to why I had purchased it in the first place. I recalled that it was my status symbol that showed how successful I was and if it pulled in a little pussy here and there, then so be it.  Thinking about it, I determined that it was part of my past life, and since that was over, I might as well let it go too and move on to the next chapter.  I sold it to a Four Points doctor for a tidy profit, took the proceeds, and bought a medium size SUV, which was way less flashy and more fitting for the new me.  New life, new car.

It had been almost three weeks since my transition, and I told Winona that she had been quite gracious, but I was sure that she was probably about ready to have her place back to herself and that I needed to be thinking about where I was going to go and what I was going to do.  She then asked me if there was someplace that I had lived or visited in the past where I thought I would like to live. After thinking about it for a bit, then told her no, and I had no idea where I was going to go, and in many ways, I felt lost.

“What about staying here?” she asked.

“Here?”

Nodding, she said, “Sure, why don’t you think about settling down here in North Point, and if not here, maybe somewhere in the Four Points area?”

“Really?”

“Yep, and besides, you’ve already got one friend, plus all the people that you’ve met here the past few weeks.  If you went somewhere else, you wouldn’t even have that, so why not consider it?” she asked.

“I have to admit you do have a point.”

A grin came to my face, and I asked, “I wonder how many of the North Point locals would believe me if I told them that at one time I had been a man and was now a woman?” We both laughed.

“Don’t be in such a hurry to move out. I like having you here because I enjoy having the company.  Being a woman and living by yourself is sometimes lonely, and it’s been great having you here, so don’t worry about getting in a rush.  Besides, you’re a good house guest and are neat, clean, and pick up after yourself, not to mention, during the past few weeks, I’ve really gotten to know you and consider you a friend.”

I had never really been the emotional type, but at that moment, something overcame me, and I got a bit misty. I replied by saying, “Thank you, Winona. I feel the same way.” My voice crackled, and she gave me a great big hug.

“You are welcome, honey,” and as she stepped back said, “This is what being a woman is all about, crying, drinking wine, eating chocolate, and having girlfriends who you share special things with, something men don’t really know about.  So, let me be the first to say welcome. You’re now part of our elite club.”

Sniffling, I added, “Thanks, you’ve been absolutely wonderful.”

Looking at me, she said, “You know what, Maria, you’ve changed since you got here, and I don’t just mean from a man to a woman.”

“Oh?”

Nodding, she said, “You’re different, in a really nice way, and are, well….”

She stopped speaking as though looking for the right words, and I said, “And am not the asshole I was when I arrived?”

We both burst into laughter. After regaining her composure, she said, “Well, yeah.  I hate admitting that, but yeah.”

“Oh Winona, I tell ya, when you’ve had your ass chopped off and handed to you, or in my case penis….”

Once again, we burst into laughter for a few moments, and I continued. “As I said, this experience has shown me that I wasn’t as big of a deal as I thought.  Once my identity as Mario was stripped away from me, I learned fast that there wasn’t all that much to me in the first place.  I was a typical fake yuppie, a young guy who thought he was hot shit and wanted everyone to think I was an important high flyer and on the way to being a billionaire.”

With a sympathetic look on her face, she said, “It’s not uncommon for young men to get a little full of themselves and want to impress others, so give yourself a break.”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’ll tell you what else I’ve learned. During the past three weeks, nobody, absolutely nobody from Madisonville, has even tried to call to check up on me and see how I was doing.  What does that tell you about my relationships with those people I worked with and also thought were my friends?”

Shrugging her shoulders, she replied, “I don’t know what to say.”

“I’ll tell you what it means. For one thing, they were never my friends in the first place.  Do you know what it’s like in the city? It’s all about business and your next deal.  As I think back, I’m just as guilty of that as everyone around me was.  What I thought were friendships were just social opportunities that surrounded business.  Also, as much as I hate to admit it, I think I know another reason I’ve not heard from anyone.”

“Why is that?”

“Winona, for several years now, in pursuit of the almighty dollar, I’ve been horrible to people and treated them awful, and you wouldn’t believe the number of times I’ve been a jerk, a grade A first-class asshole.  I’m sure it’s also why no one’s been trying to find me because when you treat people like I did, they don’t care if you’re dead or alive, and you know what?  I deserve it.”

We sat there silently for a bit, and I then raised my head and looked at her, and she replied, “I’m sorry, Maria.”

“It’s okay, I brought every bit of this on myself with my arrogance, greed, and the way I treated people, but you know what?”

“What’s that?” she replied.

“I got a new friend out of it, you, clearly the best one I’ve ever had, and I’m glad to have you.” As I finished my words, I could feel myself getting somewhat misty again, and I sniffled.

Smiling, she said, “I feel the same way.”

After a few moments, she asked, “Did you have any friends growing up that you stayed in touch with?”

“Well, my best friend growing up was Robert, and I just happened to have lunch with him on the same day I drove out here.  The two of us hadn’t seen one another in ten years.  We were close in high school, but after graduation, he went in the Marines and after getting out went to college and is now a schoolteacher in Fort Worth, the last thing I ever imagined him doing.”

“See, you do have friends after all,” she replied and then asked, “What about a girlfriend back in Madisonville?  No love interests?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I’m afraid not.”

“Really?” she exclaimed, “You were a good-looking man, as much as I hate admitting that.  It’s hard to believe some young woman hadn’t latched onto you.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Not really.  I was a total bastard.  For every single girl I met, there was one objective, bedding them down just as fast as possible, and after I screwed them, I ghosted them and wouldn’t respond to their calls or texts.  God, Winona, I was such a prick, and in so many ways, I deserve what happened to me. I really do.  It’s almost like the Spirit of the Land knew I’d been a dick and let me have it, every bit of it my own doing.”

After a few moments, she said, “You know what I think?”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “What’s that?”

“You’ve learned much from your experience and are no longer that person.  On top of that, you’re also a better individual and a far cry from the guy I drove out to the country to show land to that day a few weeks ago.  I think it’s time to lighten up and stop being so hard on yourself because all that stuff is in the past, and it’s time to look forward.  You know the old saying?”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“If you spend all your time looking backward, you’ll never be able to see that road ahead and move forward, and that is exactly the direction that I think you should be heading.  That’s just my opinion.”

I smiled at her and said, “Winona, you’re the smartest woman I’ve ever known.”

“Well, thank ya, sweetie,” and she gave me a big hug.

After a few moments, she asked, “So, now that we’ve determined that you’re going to stay in North Point….”

Cutting in, I said, “I don’t think I said that exactly I said….”

Then cutting me off, she said, “Yes, I know exactly what you said, but we did determine that you don’t have an actual destination.  With that being said, it makes sense for you to stay here, and since that’s the case, what are you thinking of doing for a living?  Or are you still thinking about it?”

Smiling at her, I asked, “You’ve got it all worked out, don’t you?”

“Maybe.”

A few moments later, I said, “You know what, you’re right, and I don’t have a better offer, so I think I’m going to try it here.”

Chuckling, she said, “Awesome, I’m thrilled you’re staying here in North Point.  Oh, and as far as what you’re going to do, have you considered doing real estate?  There’s no reason you couldn’t do it here, as long as you stay away from my clients,” and we both chuckled.

With a huge sigh, I said, “I don’t think so.”

“No?  I thought you loved being a hot shot real estate agent,” she replied.

“For one thing, I want to deactivate my license and call it a day because, in the off chance that someone wants to try and find me, I don’t want them using the state real estate commission database and tracking me down.  I think you know the reason.”

“Because they wouldn’t find Mario but Maria?” she asked.

Nodding, I said, “Right, and I’d prefer to put that whole thing to bed, not to mention that I’ve done a few deals the past couple of years where my clients weren’t totally satisfied.”

“And if they decide to come after you later for dereliction of duty or unethical practices, you’d prefer they weren’t able to track you down to a local brokerage?’

“Right.  Essentially, I turn the license off, and I pretty much vanish.”

“It sounds like you were a bit unscrupulous as Mario.”

Nodding, I said, “Just a tad.  At this point, I’m not proud of everything I’ve done and have received my just desserts.  Also, after what happened to me as a result of plotting to build a subdivision on the land the Native Americans consider sacred, I’ve kind of got a bad taste in my mouth when it comes to real estate, and I’m just not feeling the love if you know what I mean.”

“I get it, and considering what happened, I can’t blame you one bit,” she replied and then asked, “So, what do you want to be when you grow up?” As she finished her words, we both chuckled.

“In college, I majored in business but started out in finance, which I also find very interesting.  Believe it or not, I think I’d like to work as a personal banker.  Do you think I could get a job here in North Point doing that?  I’d be glad to start out doing anything someone might have available and work my way up.”

Nodding, she said, “I do.  It seems like there’s a bank or credit union on every corner, and surely you can get a job doing just that either here in North Point or somewhere in the area.”

“That would be awesome,” I replied.

“Cool, I know a ton of people in banking and will be glad to introduce you to some of them.”

“Winona, you’re the greatest,” I said, giving her a big hug.


Chapter 8

Thanks to Winona, I had a job at a local credit union in nearby Center Point within a week.  Fortunately, she had been good friends with the manager, which helped get me an entry-level position as a teller.  It wasn’t the position I wanted, but I knew I would have to work my way up.  The job didn’t pay a lot, but I was glad to have it because the hours were decent, and they offered excellent health insurance as part of their benefits package.

About a month later, I decided that I would get my own place; despite Winona’s objections, I believed it was time for me to spread my wings and fly. Plus, I was sure that on some level, my roomie wanted her house back even though she denied it.

Since Winona was in the real estate business, she just happened to find the cutest two-bedroom cottage that was absolutely perfect, and I couldn’t have asked for more.  Funny enough, it just happened to be two houses down from hers, and she claimed that since I was still new to being a girl, she fully planned to keep an eye on me, claiming I was her baby sister.  Even though she was not, in many ways, I think she felt responsible for my demise and wanted to make sure that I was okay, and I’d even told her that on several occasions.  However, I loved the relationship the two of us had built and considered her a great friend.

Over the next week, I began working on my new home in my spare time as a few things needed to be done before I moved in.  This included applying a fresh coat of paint and giving the place a good cleaning, which it desperately needed because it was filthy.  Once that was done, it was time to furnish it, which wasn’t too difficult because the furniture I’d had in storage helped to fill up my new abode quite nicely.  However, I still needed to take care of a few more things to put the finishing touches on it, and Winona was right there with me every step of the way, making sure I got everything I needed.

According to her, I needed a table for the entryway, additional storage for the bathroom, and a bookshelf, as well as a coffee table for the living room.  Personally, I thought I could squeak by without those things, but she didn’t and said if I was going to have a bachelorette pad, it needed to be cute, and those items were a good start.  Since Winona was so well networked, I quickly found everything I needed.  The girls from Summer House B&B gave me some curtains that they said they no longer needed, Anna from Black’s Books gave me a spare bookshelf she was not using, and Rosemary from R&R Antiques provided me with the entryway table and the over-the-toilet cabinet and wire rack for the bathroom at a very reasonable cost.  When all was said and done, I’d barely spent anything at all.  I told Winona I couldn’t believe how friendly everyone had been and how they’d either given me the things I needed or sold them to me very inexpensively.  She told me that they knew that I was new in North Point and needed help getting my new home ready and then told me that’s just how small-town folks are because they actually care about their friends and neighbors.  This was a far cry from Madisonville, where it was every man or woman for themselves, and no one cared about anybody save what they could get off of them.  I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that I’d made the right decision in selecting North Point to be my new home.

It had been six months since becoming Maria, and I had become very comfortable with my new identity.  The fact that I had previously been a male seemed almost surreal, and I had truly settled into my new life as a woman and was enjoying it.  In many ways, it seemed a lot easier than being a guy because I didn’t feel that I needed to show off or impress anyone, and I could just be me.  It also seemed that everyone around me liked the new me, who was slightly soft-spoken, friendly, and easy-going, and I had to admit, it was a lot more fun being Maria than Mario.  It was like a weight had been lifted off me in many ways.

One thing I noticed from time to time was how friendly many of the men seemed to be toward me. Since I had been a male at one time, I knew it all too well and that they were attracted to me.  In many ways, it was fun when they would flirt with me as that indicated that they found me attractive and the thought of that somehow gave me a bit of an ego boost.  It was clear that I was in possession of something they wanted, and I knew exactly what that was, being that I had been a guy myself. 

During the time since my switch, my feelings had changed, and instead of finding men unattractive, I had begun to see them as appealing, some more than others.  The guys I seemed to be drawn to were the ones that were not just cute but were also funny and had a great sense of humor, and made me laugh.  On some occasions, I’d even felt myself getting a bit revved up and felt a slight tingling in my lady parts when guys that I thought were handsome were near me.  As more time passed, I had become almost comfortable with the prospect of being with a man and had even thought about trying it as it had been some time since I’d been intimate with anyone at all, and I needed some satisfaction.  I’d even fantasized about it sometimes as I pleasured myself in bed at night, and even though that was satisfying, I still wondered what it would truly be like giving myself to a man.  The thought of a guy pushing himself deep inside me and then hovering over me as he pounded upon my womanhood until he released and then collapsed on top of me seemed to fill me with delight at the prospect.  Afterward, we would lay there, and I would wrap my arms around him, and he would hold me while relishing in what we’d just shared. 

I wasn’t just looking for a lay because if I’d wanted that, I’m sure I could have had it, but I really wanted a nice guy with whom I could possibly share my life.  One thing I’d learned since becoming a woman was that being alone as a girl was different than being a guy and as crazy as it sounds, it’s a lonelier feeling as a woman, and you crave not just intimacy but the companionship of a man.  However, to date, I’d had no invitations from the opposite sex for intercourse or otherwise, but I was sure that one day someone would ask me out, and that would potentially change.

As I stated previously, it had been six months since my transition, and I was doing well in my new role and enjoying my new job and had even filled in for the personal bankers, which we called member services representatives when they’d been absent.  One day I was told there was an immediate opening for a member services representative at another location and was asked if I would be willing to take the job.  The people I worked with had become like my family over the past five months, but considering the job was in North Point, I jumped at the chance as it was more money and only five minutes from where I lived.  I couldn’t believe my good fortune.

I had been working at the North Point branch of Greater Four Points Credit Union for about a month and had settled into my new job very quickly and really liked all my new co-workers.  It seemed like everyone was pretty easygoing, not to mention the fact that I was very close to home.

One day I was sitting at my desk working on some minor member services issues when our receptionist walked in and asked me if I was free because there was a gentleman wanting to talk to someone about opening an account.  I told her I would be glad to take care of it and asked if she could escort him to my office, and she said she would.  When I saw her approaching, I stood up, and she told him I would take good care of him. When I saw who it was, I thought I would pass out.  It was Robert Porter, my best friend who I grew up with in Madisonville, standing right in front of me.

Initially, I was in shock and just stood there looking at him for what seemed like an eternity, though I’m sure it was just a few seconds.  Extending his hand, he said, “Hi, Robert Porter,” and smiled warmly at me.

Regaining my composure, I said, “Mari, I mean Maria, Maria Drake, great to meet you, and please have a seat,” The two of us sat down.

“Drake?  My best friend growing up was named Mario Drake, and your name is Maria Drake.  What a coincidence!” he exclaimed.

If only he knew!

“Is that right?” I asked.

“Sure is, but it’s a common name, and I’m sure you’re not related to him,” he said.

Smiling, I said, “A relative of his?  I’m afraid that I am not.”

A relative?  No!  Him?  Or should I say her?  Yes.

After a few moments, I added, “Well, thanks for coming in?  How can I help you today?”

“I’m new to the local area and wanted to open an account.”

“Well, Mr. Porter, I can certainly help you with that,” I replied, “What would you like to open?  Checking?  Savings?”

“Both, please, and by the way, feel free to call me Robert.”

He was the same old guy I’d always known and so down to Earth as usual.  Sitting there looking at him brought back so many memories of the old days and the times we had shared growing up, and I wished with all my heart that I could tell him who I was, but that was not a possibility.

I shot him a warm smile and said, “Okay, Robert, and please call me Maria.”

“Will do.”

“If you will show me your driver’s license, we’ll get started.”


Chapter 9

After Robert left the bank, I texted Winona and asked if she could meet me for dinner at Bleu Olive because I needed to talk to her about something, and she said she would be glad to.

Sitting at our table, we each ordered a glass of wine, and she then thanked me for inviting her to dinner and asked me what was going on.

“You’re not going to believe this, but guess who walked into my branch today to open an account.”

“I give up. Who?” she replied.

“My best friend from high school, Robert Porter!”

“Oh my God, girl, you must have about passed out when you saw him walk through the door.”

Nodding, I said, “When he walked in, I froze, unable to say a word.  I’m not sure exactly how much time passed, but it seemed like forever.”

“So, what did you do?”

“Regained my composure and asked him how I could help him.”

“What did he want?” she asked.

“He said he was new to town and wanted to open an account.”

“No way!”

“Yes, totally way!”

“So, your best friend from high school is now living in North Point?”

Nodding, I said, “Yep, and he’s a teacher at North Point Elementary.”

“Girl, this is crazy.”

“You’re telling me,” I replied, “Is this like kismet or something?”

“For sure.  I bet you were just dying to tell him who you really were.”

“Yes, I was, but I knew he’d never believe me because I look nothing like the guy I was, and besides, who in their right mind would believe me?  Besides, even if he did, he might not be able to accept the new me,” I said.

“I agree, Maria, so it’s probably best to let sleeping dogs lie.”

Nodding, I said, “It is.  However, as crazy as it sounds, I wonder if there’s any possibility that he and I could still be friends, like in the old days.  We still have the same things in common, well, I think so anyway, and besides, he’s really nice and fun to be around.”

“Do you think that’s a good idea?”

“Why not?”

“Well, what if you slipped up and said something that only Mario would know? Wouldn’t that kind of make him think, Hey, how the heck did she know that? If you see what I mean.”

Nodding, I said, “That’s a valid point, Winona, but it’s still fun to think about. Besides, he’s the only link I have to my past, which has been effectively erased, ya know?”

“Oh, honey, I’m so sorry that this has gotten you all stirred up.  After everything you’ve been through, you were just finally getting settled in, and now this.”

“It’s okay. I’ll get through it and will be just fine because I always am,” I said.

The next thing I knew, I felt a presence beside me, and just as suddenly, I heard a male voice saying, “Hi,” and as I looked up, there stood Robert, who added, “I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

Winona and I exchanged glances, and I then looked at him and said, “No, not at all,” I then stood to shake his hand, and just as readily, he reached to hug me.  Initially, it caught me a bit off-guard, and he backed off and said, “Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend. I’m kind of a hugger.”

“Don’t be sorry. I’m not bothered by it at all.” I then wrapped my arms around him, and we hugged.

Afterward, I said, “Winona, this is my friend….” I stopped speaking for a moment and added, “This is Robert, a customer from the credit union.”

He smiled and looked at me and then said, “It’s okay, I’m fine with being called your friend,” he then looked at Winona, and they shook hands.

“Robert’s new to town, and I just met him this afternoon.”

Raising her eyebrows, Winona asked, “Is that right?  Welcome to North Point.”

“Thank you,” he replied.

“So, what brings you to our fair city?” she asked.

“I’m a teacher at the elementary school.”

“Where ya coming here from?” she asked.

“I moved here from Fort Worth,” he replied.

“That’s a lot bigger place than North Point.  Fort Worth is supposedly a pretty happening town, so why would you want to leave there to move here?  Wait, don’t tell me, you’re hankering for small-town life?”

He chuckled and nodded and then replied, “Exactly.  There are a lot of amenities living in the big city, but a lot of that comes at a price.  I’m looking to shift it down a notch and live someplace where the folks are friendly, the air is clean, and people truly care about one another.”

Winona and I exchanged glances, and I then said, “Winona and I have had a number of conversations about that exact subject, haven’t we?” and I then shot her a glance.

“Indeed, we have.  So, Robert, are you here to have dinner?” she asked.

“I was thinking about picking up something and taking it back to the place where I’m staying.  What do you recommend?”

“Why don’t you join us?” Winona asked, and as she finished speaking, I shot her a What the fuck are you thinking? kind of look.

“I wouldn’t want to impose,” he replied.

“You wouldn’t be imposing at all,” I said.

“No, you wouldn’t, and here, you can sit right beside me,” Winona said and then scooched into the next chair and then patted the seat where she’d been sitting and looked up at him and smiled.

“Well, if you’re sure,” he said and then added, “Wait, let me tell the hostess I’m eating here.  Be right back,” and he began walking toward the front of the restaurant.

Sitting back down in my seat, I asked, “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Language, young lady.  Anyway, what I’m doing is inviting your long-time friend, who’s new to town, to eat with us.  Just being neighborly.  You didn’t tell me he was so cute.”

“You’re sure moving fast, sitting him down right next to you.  After all, he’s my friend.  Shouldn’t he be with me?”

“As far as him being your long-time pal, only you know that piece of information, and he doesn’t.  Besides, I thought the two of you were just platonic friends,” she said.

“We are.”

With a smirk on her face, she said, “I think you’re a bit jealous that he’s going to sit next to me.”

“I am not. It’s just that he was my friend first, and here you are stealing him away from me.  Maybe I should tell him you have COVID?”

Winona laughed out loud and then said, “Girl, you are jealous.  Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of him,” and she winked at me.

“You know Winona. He’s quite a bit younger than you.”

“So now I’m old?  Girl, you’re just like every other woman out there, you see a good-looking man, and you lose your mind and are ready to throw your BFF overboard for a guy.  By the way, I’m only eight years older than him, well within the ten-year cougar window.  Anyway, shh, here he comes.”

Rejoining us, Robert sat beside Winona and then set three menus on the table and said, “I thought I would go ahead and get some menus from the hostess, and by the way, I sure appreciate you ladies letting me join you for dinner.”

“Of course.  Always glad to welcome a new resident to our fair town of North Point.”

No sooner had Winona finished speaking than her cell phone began to ring, and she removed it from her purse, looked at the screen, and answered it.

“Sorry,” she said and then continued, “Hello.  Yes, how are you?  Oh really?  Right now?  Would you prefer to wait until tomorrow?  Alright.  I’ll stop at the office and then I’ll be right over.  See ya soon.  Bye,” and she hung up the phone.

Looking at the two of us, she said, “I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to bail on you guys.”

“Oh no,” Robert said.

Nodding, she said, “I’ve got a client that’s been talking about putting their house on the market for some time, and he wants to get it listed immediately and does not want to wait until morning.”

“And he can’t wait until tomorrow?” Robert asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “Nope.  In real estate, if they say right now and tomorrow’s too late, you either jump right on it or run the risk of potentially losing the deal to someone else, and with a plethora of new agents in the business, well, need I say more?”

The three of us stood up, and she then shook hands with Robert and told him it was good meeting him and then hugged me and whispered into my ear, “Go get 'em, tiger,” which caused me to roll my eyes.  She then walked across the restaurant and exited through the main doors.

Robert and I then sat back down, and I said, “Well, I guess it’s just us.  You’re stuck with me.”

Smiling, he said, “I may not know you all that well, but first impressions are that you’re a pretty good individual to be stuck with.”

“Really?  Why do you say that?” I rested my chin on the back of my folded hands and smiled gently at him.

“From what I can tell, you’ve got tons of great qualities.”

“Like what?”

Looking up and then back down, he said, “Well, I can tell that you’re smart, have a great personality, are nice, and if you don’t mind me saying so, quite lovely.”

As he finished his words, a feeling of warmth and reassurance washed over me, and I had a rush of confidence that caused me to feel absolutely fantastic.  In many ways, it was like a high of sorts, and I felt spectacular.  It was so good in fact that I wanted more, and I hoped he would issue me another compliment.

“Thank you, Robert, and no, I don’t mind you saying that at all,” and I shot him an extra warm smile.

It was odd receiving such flattery from my best friend, but it was also strange that I had also liked receiving it.  Then again, the whole situation was a bit abnormal considering that I had been a guy and had been changed into a girl, as well as the fact that he had no idea that it was actually me, his best friend from high school, who was sitting across the table from him.

He nodded, picked up a menu, opened it, and asked, “So since this is my first time at Bleu Olive, what do you recommend?”


Chapter 10

It was just after 9 p.m. when I set my purse down on the entryway table, and I subsequently kicked off my shoes.  I don’t care what anybody says. Being on your feet in heels all day long is a killer, and it felt so good as my bare feet touched the floor.

Suddenly there was a knock on the door, and I stepped over toward it and asked, “Who is it?”

“It’s me, girl,” said Winona, and I opened the door, allowing her to enter.

Smiling, she asked, “Well, how did it go?”

Motioning toward the kitchen with my head, I said, “How about I tell you over a cup of tea?”

“Sounds good,” and we headed toward the kitchen.

After preparing our drinks, we sat at the table, and she asked, “So, how did it go?  Inquiring minds want to know,” and we both chuckled.

“You act like I was just out on my first date or something,” I said.

“You’ve gotta admit, in a way, you kind of were.”

“Shit!  You’re right. In a way, I sort of was, and with my best friend from high school at that.”

“Anyway, tell me about it,” she said.

“Okay, after you left, we ordered a couple of glasses of wine and an appetizer and sat there and talked while we waited on dinner.”

“Did you have fun?” she asked.

“Yes, as a matter of fact, I did.”

“What did you guys talk about?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “I don’t know, just stuff.  He told me about wanting to get out of the big city and settle down in a smaller town and that he chose North Point because he was familiar with it since Madisonville, where he grew up, is only an hour away.”

Biting her lower lip Winona asked, “With that being said, did he say anything about his best friend, Mario?  Like he lived in Madisonville, and he’s now hoping to spend more time with his long-lost bud, or that he tried to contact him and tell him that he’s now living just down the road in North Point?”

Bobbing my head from side to side, I said, “Well …” At that point, Winona scooted closer as she apparently didn’t want to miss a word of what I was getting ready to say.

Continuing, I said, “I did ask him if he had friends and family in Madisonville, and he said that his parents, as well as his sister, still lived there, and he was looking forward to seeing them on a more regular basis.  That was something I already knew as he’d always been close to all three of them.  He then added that his best friend Mario still lived in Madisonville, or at least he had, as it appeared that he had practically vanished off the face of the Earth.”

“Oh my God!”

“Yep.  Before coming to North Point, he stopped in Madisonville to see his parents and, while there, decided to look Mario up to tell him the good news that going forward, he would be living just an hour down the road.  Stopping at my previous residence, he found I no longer lived there and went to the leasing office.  The manager told him I had given notice and moved away and gave him Mario’s forwarding address, which just happened to be the office of his former real estate broker, which I knew, of course.  He then drove over to my old office, and the manager told him that Mario had sent him a brief email thanking him for everything and told him that he was exiting the business because he was leaving to find himself and seek other opportunities, and he didn’t know anything beyond that.”

“Like the whole Great Resignation thing?”

“Exactly.”

“Go on,” Winona said.

“He then tried to contact me through social media and had no luck and then tried finding my dad to see if he knew where I was.  Pop told him he had no idea where I was and didn’t care, which was not a total surprise.”

“Was it because of that story you told me, about when your mother passed away during your first year of college, and your father decided to remarry, which just happened to be a girl from Thailand …”

Finishing her sentence, I added, “Who just happened to be the same age as me.  Anyway, after our big blowout where I told him that she was just using him to get citizenship and that he had no respect for my dearly departed mother, he decided he no longer had family here.  He almost immediately picked up and moved to Thailand, saying he never wanted to hear from me again until I was ready to apologize for being such an asshole, and I told him that was fine by me.”

“Ouch,” she said.

“You can clearly see that being an asshole runs in the family.”

“Obviously.”

“What?  I can’t believe you just said that!”

“Sorry,” she said.

“He then went and talked to the police and told them everything he knew. They said that based on all the available information he shared with them, Mario was not missing, and they weren’t about to file a missing person report.  According to them, everything seemed to be in order, and he was not missing and clearly vanished on purpose and didn’t want to be found.”

“Well, at least you know that all your loose ends are tied up, and you can successfully start a new life and that no one is coming to look for you.  Considering all that’s got to be worth something,” she said.

Nodding, I said, “It’s true, everything is nice and tidy.  There’s just one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Exactly what I said before, nobody’s even cared enough about me to come looking for me, save Robert, and it’s all my fault.  If I hadn’t been such a dick.”

“Oh honey,” she said, “We’ve been over this before.  That past is done, and all you can do is move forward,” and she gave me a hug.

As we pulled apart, I said, “Thanks.”

“Okay, now tell me the rest.”

“After we finished eating, he walked me to my car and thanked me for having dinner with him, and then asked for your contact information.”

With an ear-to-ear smile, she exclaimed, “Oh, do tell!”

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s because he’s going to need to rent a place for now anyway, and I told him you’d probably be able to help him out.”

“Awesome, cha-ching!” she said enthusiastically, and we both chuckled.

After a brief pause, I smiled and said, “It seemed like he wanted to kiss me, though he didn’t, but I could tell he wanted to. In the end, we just hugged.  Then I got in my car and drove here.”

“Wow.  How do you feel about that?  Your best bud trying to give you some smooching?” as she finished speaking, we both chuckled

“That’s the funny thing, Winona, I should have been repulsed by the mere prospect of such an action, but you know what?  I wasn’t at all, and as a matter of fact, I felt quite comfortable at the thought of him kissing me.  Weird, I know, but it all seemed so natural. Plus, I’ve known him all my life, and he’s a nice guy. I could do worse.”

With an ear-to-ear smile, she said, “That’s awesome.  Girl, you’ve come a long way in the past seven months, and it’s clear that the hormones flowing throughout your system are affecting the way that you think as well as view the opposite sex.  When I say that, I mean the opposite to what you are now.”

I laughed out loud and then replied, “I got that; thank you, and I think you’re right.  My biochemistry has definitely changed my outlook on life and has made me comfortable with things I never thought possible. Considering that I’m only seven months into this, I’m just getting started.  There’s no telling what lies ahead in the new adventures of Maria Drake.”


Chapter 11

Two days later, I was sitting at my desk at work when Robert tapped on the frame of my door and asked, “Are you busy?”

Standing up, I asked, “Oh hi, how’s it going?”

“I would have signed in, but nobody was on duty in the lobby, so I thought I’d see if you were in.”

“Sure, come on in, have a seat,” I replied.

Sitting there looking at him, I couldn’t help but notice how good-looking my old friend was with his rugged features, dark brown hair and eyes, all things that I would have never entertained thinking, even in my wildest dreams.  But now, that had all changed.  The fact that he was so handsome and also had a great personality made him all the more desirable as what’s a good-looking guy who’s not nice?  An asshole, a club of which I used to be a member.

“So, what are you up to today?”

Taking out his wallet, he took out his debit card and laid it on my desk, and said, “I tried to make a purchase with it earlier today, and it didn’t work.  Fortunately, I had another card on me.”

Picking it up, I looked at it and said, “Well, that’s not good, and I’m sure sorry about that.  Let’s see what the trouble might be,” and I then began typing on my keyboard, bringing up his account so I could find out what was going on.”

Examining the information on my screen, I checked to see what might be the cause of his debit card malfunction, and within a few moments, I quickly discovered the cause.

“Mr. Porter …”

Cutting me off, he said, “Maria, please call me Robert.”

Smiling at him, I said, “Very well, Robert.  I’ve discovered what the cause of your problem is.”

“Oh?”

“Do you remember when you opened the account that I told you that it had to be activated via our ATM outside by using your pin and checking your balance and that after that, you’d be good to go?”

“Darn it, you told me, and I clean forgot it,” he said in a frustrated tone, “I’m sure sorry about that.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Not an issue at all.  It happens.  Come on, I’ll walk you out front, and we’ll get your card activated right now, and going forward, you shouldn’t have any more problems.”

The two of us exited the building, and upon arriving at the ATM, an elderly woman was standing there trying to get some cash.  By the looks of it, she was having some trouble navigating the system, which was not uncommon because sometimes folks who were not tech savvy needed a little extra time to figure it out.  After a few moments, she turned and looked at us and said, “Sorry, won’t be a minute,” and then returned her view to the ATM screen, where she continued trying to figure out how to get the cash she desired from the machine.

Waving my hand, I cheerfully said, “Take your time and let me know if I can be of assistance,” Then Robert and I gave one another a quick glance and subsequently chuckled as we stood there patiently waiting for her to complete her transaction.

After another two minutes had elapsed, I heard the ATM dispensing cash, a clear sign that she had been successful in her endeavor, but then it took at least another minute for her to take her money and the receipt and put it into her purse.  At long last, she was finished and, as she walked away, said, “Thank you for your patience.”

In unison, Robert and I said, “Yes, ma’am,” and we then stepped up to the ATM where he put his card in, entered his pin, checked the balance on his checking account, and when prompted if he was finished, pushed the button labeled yes.  With his card in hand, we walked back into the branch and subsequently into my office, and I asked if he needed anything else.

“Thanks for helping me out, and once again, sorry if I wasted your time,” he said.

Shaking my head, I said, “Not at all. Besides, that’s my job.”

As we stood there, it seemed like he wanted to say something to me but just couldn’t get it out, and I waited patiently while he attempted to find his words.

“Maria, I was wondering, would it be out of line for a customer to ask,” and then picked up a business card off my desk and looked at it, and continued, “his Member Services Representative out to dinner?”

Oh my God, here he was, asking me out on an actual honest-to-goodness date, and I was simply giddy with excitement and about to burst as it was a new milestone for me as a girl.  However, I didn’t want to seem too anxious because that would send the wrong signal, and I certainly didn’t want to say no because I didn’t want to send him packing.  What I needed was to come up with a good middle-of-the-road response giving the impression that I was calm, cool, and collected where I seemed friendly and approachable but not an ice queen bitch, or too easy for that matter.  Then again, was I overthinking the entire thing?  He was probably just asking me out to dinner and not to marry him and bear him several strong sons.

“Have a seat,” I said, and as I rested my chin on the back of my folded hands, I asked, “I’m sure this is no one I know?” and then shot him an ear-to-ear smile.

Chuckling, he said, “I think there’s a chance you might,” and we laughed.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Between helping me get my bank account up and running, fixing my debit card problem, and having dinner with me last night where you gave me a lot of good information on the local area, by the way, I was wondering if you would like to go out to dinner?”

“Oh, Robert, you don’t have to take me out to dinner for that; I thoroughly enjoyed it.”

After a few moments, he asked, “Okay, how about you let me take you out to dinner simply because I think you’re a nice girl and I’ve enjoyed getting to know you the past few days, and I’m just plain ole asking you out on a date?”

Smiling at his, I asked, “Whatcha got in mind?”


Chapter 12

I had never been there before, but supposedly it was the best place to eat in the Greater Four Points area, so it was a treat being invited to dinner at The ChopHouse.  The restaurant was unique because it was situated on the eighth floor of an office building and overlooked the city of Four Points business district on one side and the Point River on the other.  Because of the romantic setting, it was the perfect place for a couple to celebrate a special occasion, whether it was an anniversary, birthday, or even a first date with a special someone.

Overlooking Point River, one could see the picturesque sidewalk running the length of the body of water which was well lit with a long row of antique streetlamps, and from the dining room, one could watch people of all ages strolling up and down the walkway enjoying the evening.  The restaurant was renowned for its excellent cuisine, and people came from all over just to dine there as their food was considered some of the very best in the state.

Because it was such a nice restaurant, I wanted to look my best, so I spent a little extra time getting ready for my big date.  This required a trip to the nearby outlet mall, where I picked up the cutest little purple dress that hugged my curves perfectly, and it was flattering, to say the least.  I also decided to slip on a pair of open-toe mules to show off my new pedi that I’d had that afternoon and selected a color that matched my dress.  I liked the color so much that I also had them give me a matching mani as well.  For accessories, I put on a cross necklace, several bangles, some costume jewelry rings, and a pair of gold hoop earrings.  Finally, I selected a black clutch purse as I thought it was more appropriate for the occasion and also much more convenient than carrying a full-sized handbag.

Upon arriving at the restaurant, we were seated and given menus, and we each ordered a glass of wine and continued to peruse the selections.  After a few minutes, we decided what we wanted and then sat there and chatted while waiting for our food.

As I looked across the table at him, I couldn’t help but think of all the good times we’d had growing up and all the experiences we’d had together as friends, something I had been hoping I could rekindle on some level without revealing to him who I was.  Was that even possible?  After all, that had been a decade ago, and the two of us had been apart and had lived entirely different lives during that time, so maybe I was just kidding myself, and my desire to be best friends again was just a nostalgic notion.  In addition to that, there was something else that had been going on inside me since his arrival.  I was attracted to him, which added to the lack of clarity I was already experiencing.  Sitting there in his dress jacket, I couldn’t help but notice how handsome he was, and even though he’d been my best friend for many years, I was attracted to him.  Even though I knew it wasn’t possible, I wondered if his natural musk contained some sort of a compound that was affecting my biochemistry and my hormones because since he’d picked me up, I’d been somewhat aroused, and I absolutely couldn’t help myself.

After a few tidbits of general conversation, he said he wanted to hear more about me since it seemed that all of our previous meetings had revolved around him talking about his background and interests, and now, he wanted to find out more about mine.  I had been okay with that and was willing to put off talking about my background as long as possible. However, it was unavoidable. At some point, I would have to tell him something about myself.  Even though it would be a lie, as I certainly couldn’t tell him the truth, and even if I had, he would never have believed it.

“Well, there’s really not much to tell,” I said, “I’m just an average All-American girl,” and I smiled from ear to ear and then added, “I’ve loved hearing all about you and your life and think you are quite an interesting man,” and I then rested my chin on the back of my folded hands and batted my long eyelashes at him.

Chuckling, he said, “I appreciate that, I really do, but I want to find out more about you.  For example, where did you grow up?  What about your family?  Did you go to college, and if so, where?  Ya know, just routine stuff I’ve already shared with you about myself.”

It seemed there was no way I was going to get out of it, so I said, “I grew up in Madisonville, the same place you did, so I guess we have that in common.”

“Awesome. Where did you go to high school?”

“In Madisonville,” I replied, and we both began laughing.

“I was pretty sure of that, but which one?”

Avoiding this altogether wasn’t going to work, so I decided I would just have to face this head-on and hope for the best, so I said, “James Madison.”

“James Madison?  Me too.  What year?”

“2013.”

“No way, that’s the exact year I graduated as well.  However, I don’t remember you,” he said.

“Well, then again, it was a big class as I recall, about seven hundred graduates, I think?”

He nodded and said, “That’s true. There were a lot of us.  You don’t happen to remember me do you?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’m sorry, I don’t.  If I’d met you, I’m sure I would have remembered a guy as cute as you,” I said.

“Stop talking like that, or you’ll make my head swell up.  Oh, did you happen to know Mario Drake back in high school?  He and I were good friends.”

Tapping my finger on my chin, I looked upward and said, “Mario Drake.  Hmm.  You know, I think I remember him, but don’t hold me to that.”

“He was my best friend back then, the guy I talked to you about the other night.  Remember?”

“Yes, I do recall that,” I replied.

Waving his hand, he asked, “Anyway, do you have family in Madisonville?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No.  My mother is deceased, and my father is remarried and doesn’t live in the country.  To boot, he and I don’t talk because we have differences.  It’s complicated.”

“Sounds like my friend Mario?”

“Oh?”

Nodding, he said, “Yep, sounds exactly like the situation he has with his dad.”

“I think having a family means having problems with them, and it’s sometimes inescapable.”

“I’m fortunate because my family has always gotten along quite well, and when I hear others talk about being estranged from their parents and siblings, it makes me feel grateful for what I’ve got,” he said.

“That sounds quite nice.  Compared to many people, including myself, you’re quite fortunate.”

Smiling at me, he said, “You’re right. I truly am blessed.”

After a few moments, he asked, “So, how long have you been in North Point?”

“I moved out here from Madisonville about seven months ago, and I absolutely love it.  Like you, I’m making a fresh start, I suppose.”

“Well, I’m glad you did make the move. Otherwise, I would be eating alone tonight.”

I laughed and then said, “I seriously doubt that.”

“Oh?” he asked.

“You’re a very handsome man, Robert, and plenty of young women would love to go out to dinner with you,” I replied.

Chuckling, he said, “And might I say that you’re quite beautiful and, if you wanted, could have guys lined up around the building waiting to go out with you.”

Even though I already knew that he fancied me, as the British might say, I loved hearing him say that I was beautiful, and the prospect that he found me desirable filled me with delight, and I suddenly felt a rush of warmth surge throughout me.

Smiling at him, I waved my hand and said, “Stop,” and after a few moments, added, “Oh, go on then,” and we both burst into laughter.


Chapter 13

The light coming through my bedroom window disturbed my slumber, something which had not been an issue up to this point as I was an early riser, typically getting up before the chickens.  As I fully opened my eyes, I saw Robert lying beside me, gently snoozing. I lay there for some time, just smiling and watching him sleep.  He was clearly exhausted from the night before as I’d given him quite a workout.

Upon finishing dinner the previous night, he drove me back to my place, where I invited him in for a hot beverage which included putting Irish Cream into it.  After two of those, not to mention the wine we had at the restaurant, our inhibitions were significantly lower than normal, and before we knew it, we were kissing passionately.  A few minutes into our smooching session, my body and soul were on fire and had to be extinguished, and he was the only one that could do it.

Eventually, making it into the bedroom, our clothes came off at record speed, and I wanted nothing more than for him to take me as I wanted to feel him inside me, but he had other plans.  Deciding he would get me ready first, he began pleasuring me as I’d never been before.  This was true because I hadn’t been with a man or anyone for that matter since my transition.  Taking my womanhood into his mouth, he sucked on it gently while at the same time massaging it with his tongue, and it was so sensational, I thought I was going to lose my mind as I just couldn’t get enough.  After several minutes he finally agreed to show me some mercy and raised himself up over me, and we began kissing.  Then much to my surprise, he entered me without warning, which caused me to moan loudly as he filled me completely.  The way he took me as his own that night drove me to heights of ecstasy that I’d never imagined possible, and the two of us ended up climaxing several times.  Finally spent, he passed out from exhaustion, and a few short minutes later, I did as well.

Continuing to lie there and look at him, I thought of how my friendship with him had changed and had morphed into much more in a very short amount of time.  Someone who had once been just a friend was now much more, and in my mind, I could potentially see myself building a future with him.  I would never have told him this because guys are funny about things moving too fast, something I knew from firsthand experience.

One thing I also knew as a result of the previous evening was that I was now a different person as well.  When Robert and I began our date the night before, I was a girl, and as I lay there, I knew my innocence had passed as I had blossomed into a woman as a result of submitting myself to him in the most intimate way a human being possibly could.  I also knew something else, I was happy, and I felt comfortable in my new role as Maria, far more than I had been as Mario, and it felt as though I had finally found my place in the universe.  In addition to that, being a woman in his arms that night felt natural and right, and it was as though my search for meaning about who and what I was had ended as I was home.  I was exactly the person I was supposed to be, Maria, living in the small town of North Point, living her life to the fullest as a woman.


Chapter 14

Robert and I continued our passionate love affair in the months that followed. As the time passed, I continued to fall harder for him each passing day because I was crazy about him and loved him with all my heart.  He had all the qualities I wanted in a companion, and on top of that, he was a good and decent man.  I knew this firsthand because I’d grown up with him and knew exactly what he was like, and wanted nothing more in the world than to be with him. I hoped he felt the same way and would one day make me his own.

It was a routine day and work, and shortly after hitting the office, I settled in, got a cup of coffee, and began work.  I could tell it was going to be a slow day, something I’d learn to gauge during the time I had been employed at the credit union, and that was okay because I had some stuff to catch up on, and perhaps a bit later we would get busier which was the way I liked it.

It was 9:00 a.m. exactly when I saw Robert standing in the doorway, and it was definitely a surprise because I was not expecting him because normally, he would have sent me a text in advance asking me if he could drop by.  Suddenly he lowered himself onto one knee and just as suddenly he opened a small black velvet box and as I looked at its contents saw it contained a ring with a diamond and then looking up I was once again surprised to see a line of people standing side by side in the lobby.  This included Winona, Rosemary from R&R Antiques, Anna from the book store, Fran from the cake shop, and Taylor from the B&B along with her partner Nicole, all holding a banner that said, Will You Marry Me? Please?

I was in shock and put my hands over my mouth and began to cry and then walked over to him, looked straight at him, and nodded because I was way too emotional to even speak.  We then wrapped our arms around one another, and I continued bawling while he held me.  Suddenly the girls in the background began to clap, and Winona yelled, “Way to go, girl.”

After getting a bit of my composure back, I pulled back and took the ring from the box and put it on, and as I looked at it, I just couldn’t believe what had happened.  As I gazed into his eyes, I said, “It’s the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen.”

Smiling at me, he said, “It was my grandmother’s, and before passing, she told my sister and me that the first one of us to get married gets it, either my bride or sis.  I hope you like it.”

“Oh, Robert, telling me that makes it all the more special, and I’m honored to wear it.”

“I’m glad,” he replied.

“Robert, I love you so very much and promise I will be the best wife you’ll ever have.”

“As far as I’m concerned, you’re going to be the only wife I’ll ever have, at least that’s my plan,” and we kissed.

The group in the lobby quickly dispersed, but before they left, I thanked all of them and hugged them, but Winona stayed behind, telling me she wanted to chat with me.  Robert took off, telling me he had to get back to school, and we agreed to meet later to celebrate at the Bleu Olive for drinks and dinner.

Winona then asked me if I could take a couple of minutes off as she had something she wanted me to see, so I asked the branch manager if I could take off for a bit, and I would be back as soon as possible.  With it being slow, she said to go ahead and that she would be able to handle it until I returned.


Chapter 15

Winona’s SUV pulled up and parked, and the two of us began walking across the grassy plain, the site I had not returned to since my transition that fateful day, which now seemed very long ago.

“When you turned off the main road, I thought this was where we were coming.  Why in the hell did you bring me here of all places?” I asked.

“You’ll see,” and we continued walking for a short distance until she stopped and put her arm in front of me to halt my movement as well.

Looking ahead, I saw it, a large black hole in the Earth, and as I saw it, I thought my heart was going to stop because I couldn’t believe it had reappeared.

“Winona, how did you know it would reappear?” I asked.

“I didn’t, but I saw it when I came out earlier this morning to take some new photos for the listing at the request of the owner.  Apparently, he wasn’t satisfied with it still being on the market and thought new pictures might help.  Personally, I thought the ones we were using were fine.”

As I walked up closer to the void in the Earth, I kept my distance as I was leery of it and its tremendous power.  I then took a couple of additional steps back for good measure, figuring I shouldn’t take any chances.

“It’s been twelve months since your transformation Maria.  I don’t know if you’ve been keeping track or not, but it was one year ago today that you left your old life behind.”

Shaking my head, I continued looking at the giant hole and said, “No, as a matter of fact, I hadn’t been keeping track, but I guess it has been a full year, hasn’t it?”

After a few moments, she said, “I just thought I would show you what I had discovered.  There it is, and it’s your big chance to possibly go back to your old life if you’re willing to jump in and see what happens if you want, that is.”

Smiling at her, I said, “I don’t think so.”

“No?”

Shaking my head, I said, “A full year has passed, and I have no desire to return to that existence.  Mario was greedy, selfish, consumed with things that weren’t really important, and in so many ways, nothing but a fake, looking out for no one but himself.  Winona, I would never give up my new life as Maria because I’ve found true love and am so comfortable being a member of the fairer sex, which is actually way more fun than being a guy, and deep in my heart, I know this is my place in the universe.  Nope, I wouldn’t trade in what I’ve got now for anything because I’ve got it all, a man who loves me, a new way of life in a town where people care about one another, and the best friend a girl could ever have.” 

I then took her by the hand and added, “I love you, Winona, and want to thank you for everything, and you’ll always be my best friend until the day I pass from this Earth,” and both of us, now misty-eyed gave each other a huge hug, just like girlfriends do.

“We’d better think about heading back,” I said, and as we turned to start toward the SUV, I added, “It sure is hard walking in heels in this field,” and I reached down and took off my shoes.  As my feet sunk into the grass, I noted how soft it was and how good it felt as I squished my toes in it.

Walking back toward her vehicle with my shoes in hand, I said, “There’s actually one more thing I forgot to add about my new life, another reason it is so great.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

I began rubbing my belly and then shot her an ear-to-ear smile, and she stopped in her tracks and asked, “Maria, you’re not?”

Nodding, I said, “It’s true.”

“Oh my God, is that why Robert proposed?”

Shaking my head, I said, “He has no idea, but I’m going to tell him tonight.”

“Oh my God, girl, you must be on pins and needles. How are you going to bring that up?”

“Simple, I’m just going to tell him that I’m not only his future wife, but I’m also
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