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Chapter 1

As I closed the door, I leaned back against my car and then just stood there and looked across the street.  There before me was the Victorian style home that my Aunt Joan had owned until her passing one month prior and where she had lived for almost five decades.  For the last thirty years she had operated a bed and breakfast from her home, until last year when she had to go into a nursing home due to failing health, and the place had been sitting empty ever since.  I don’t think she elected to be an innkeeper because she needed the money since after her husband’s passing, she had received a substantial insurance settlement.  That, plus their savings and portfolio, left her sitting pretty without a worry in the world.  However, shortly after his funeral she decided to open a B&B from the comfort of her own home, and I know exactly why she did it.  One, she wanted something to do because she wasn’t the type to sit around and do nothing, and two, she hated being alone, worse than anything, and a B&B enabled her to have people around almost all the time, which she absolutely loved.

I couldn’t help but notice how beautiful the house and grounds were and it was almost as though the place was straight out of a home and garden type magazine.  Features included a covered porch which ran almost all the way around the house, numerous oak trees which provided plenty of shade in the summer, and a white picket fence which surrounded the entire property.  As I stood back and took another look at the property there was no doubt that it was truly Americana, and it was all mine, the property of Taylor Summers.

Aunt Joan never had any children and with her only sibling deceased, my mother, I was her only living heir and ended up inheriting the property, as well as $100,000 cash. The rest, a very substantial sum that exceeded mine, had been left to the local animal shelter as she had a soft spot in her heart for stray cats.  She would frequently set out bowls of food to make sure homeless kitties had something to eat, but those days were long past because she had been gone from the house for a year and there wasn’t a feline in sight.

As I walked up to the door, I put the key in the lock and turned it and as I pushed the door open, I reached to my right and felt for a light switch which I found very quickly.  With the room now illuminated I was able to see that the reception desk was directly in front of me and to the right of it was the staircase leading to the second floor.  Off to the right of the stairs was the lobby, which Aunt Joan always referred to as the parlor because she thought it sounded much more charming than the word lobby.

It was a romantic setting and the thought of living there and potentially running the place as a B&B was quite nostalgic and seemed like it would be a simpler lifestyle where one could enjoy small town charm and live life on their own terms versus those of the man back in the city.  Even though I’d just been laid off from my job the day before, it didn’t seem very realistic.  I was an urban dweller at heart and was fearful that after the honeymoon period wore off that I would quickly grow tired of small-town politics and the slow pace of life, still ending up back in the metropolis.  In my mind there was only one thing to do and that was to sell the place, and I was planning to meet with a real estate agent the next day to get an idea of what the property might fetch.  The proceeds, along with the $100,000 would enable me to take a little time off, do a bit of international travel which I’d been hankering to do for some time, and eventually return to Madisonville where I would return to work or start my own business, though I had no idea what that would be.

In a way, it was good to be away from the city since my last relationship had ended badly several days before leaving for North Point.  Completely out of nowhere, my girlfriend had turned into a complete psycho. If I had used the word possessive to describe her that would have been too mild, so much in fact that I began to become a little concerned for my safety.  One evening we had a mild disagreement about something political that we had seen in a news story.  Personally, I didn’t really care and could have forgotten the entire thing, but the next thing I knew she was screaming at me and flew into a total rage.  I calmly said that perhaps I should head on home, and we could get together after we’d had a little chill time and things had cooled down.  She then begged me not to go and then imagine my surprise when she added that if she couldn’t have me that no one could and if necessary, she would kill me and then herself.  After a scary night of sleeping next to her with one eye open, she apologized to me the next morning and said that wasn’t the real her, that it was the alcohol talking.  She also asked me to please forgive her and not turn her into the police or press charges for her comments because if I did, she would lose her job.  I told her that her behavior did alarm me and to give me a little time and since I had to go out of town to see about my aunt’s estate for a few days, that would give me as well as her, time to chill out and I would call her when I returned if I felt comfortable doing so.  She was so scared at the prospect of getting in trouble with the law for what she had done that she agreed not to call or text but would wait on me to contact her.  As far as I was concerned it was the perfect opportunity for me to escape, at least temporarily.  Thank God that I had not told her the name of the town I was going to or any other identifying information because I feared she might have followed me.  Another smart thing I had not done was give her my actual phone number.  I had learned long ago that you hand out a burner number when you start dating because you never knew how a relationship with someone is going to turn out.  In the event that they turn out to be a first-class psycho, you don’t have to change your actual phone number because that’s a lot of work asking everyone you know to update it in their address book.  Plus, living in the modern age you use it each day to login to your email, bank account, and a plethora of other services via two-step authentication, making a number change a massive pain in the ass.   

Surveying the place, I found it to be a little dusty but overall, in good condition.  After viewing the rooms, I decided to stay in the bedroom which Aunt Joan had occupied all the years she had lived there because it was the coziest and seemed the most like home.

As I looked through the kitchen, I found very little in the pantry in the way of sustenance with the exception of some ramen noodles, a few canned goods including beans, corn, and diced tomatoes, a tin of coffee and a box of crackers which had gone stale.  The refrigerator was running but had little in it as after Aunt Joan had gone into care a neighbor had been good enough to clean it out so my Auntie wouldn’t be put on a terrorist watchlist for cultivating biological warfare experiments in her frig. 

It was definitely an order-in kind of night.  Taking my cell, I searched for places in North Point and found that there was a sports bar in town, so I placed an order, picked it up, and brought it back to the house.  When I was finished my meal, I was well satisfied and as I sat there with a full belly, I realized that I had nothing to eat for breakfast the next morning.  Oh well, I would worry about that in the a.m.  For the moment my main priority was getting ready for bed because it had been a long day and I was looking forward to getting some shuteye.

After turning out the light on the bedside table I climbed under the covers and then tossed and turned a time or two before finally getting comfortable.  As I lay there, I couldn’t help but think about how fortunate I was to have inherited this place and it was a shame that I couldn’t keep it, but it just didn’t fit into my lifestyle.  Oh well, that’s life in the modern world I thought.  My plans included staying a day or two to get things sorted out and then head back to Madisonville.  However, since I was not gainfully employed, I didn’t have to be anywhere at all and I could hang out in North Point for as long as I wanted, after all, I was a free agent.  I felt myself getting drowsy and my eyelids got heavier by the second and no longer able to fight it I gave in and before I knew it, I was fast asleep.

The next thing I knew I was sitting in the B&B’s parlor in one of the chairs and I was wearing the pajamas I’d put on when I went to bed.  As I looked to my right there was my dearly departed Aunt Joan wearing the dress that she had been buried in a month ago and as I looked at her, she smiled and said, “Hello Taylor.”

Apparently, I was having a pretty life-like dream as it seemed so vivid in every detail and if I hadn’t known better, I would have sworn that I was actually sitting in the inn’s front lobby.  I decided to go along with it as it might even be fun and after all, it wasn’t real and no harm could come to me, and eventually I would wake up and it would be over.

“And good evening to you Aunt Joan.  I’m glad you decided to drop in and pay me a visit.”

“I just wanted to stop and bid one final farewell to my nephew before I cross into the next plane of existence.”

“So, you’re telling me there is life after death?”

Bobbing her head from side to side, she said, “Sort of, but it’s stuff we’re not supposed to talk about so let’s leave it at that.”

Throwing my hands out to the side, I asked, “So, you make a statement like that and you’re just going to leave me hanging?”

“It’s against the rules.  Anyway, as I said, I’m getting ready to leave and before I do, I wanted to talk to you about something, the inn.”

“Yes?”

“I know you’re planning to sell it and I wanted to chat with you about that.”

“Yes ma’am, I’m meeting with a real estate agent tomorrow mid-day to find out what the place might bring.”

“Taylor, it hurts me to think that you are going to sell the B&B. Not so much that it won’t be staying in the family, but more so because you’re missing a great opportunity which I hate to see you pass up.”

“I’m really sorry Aunt Joan.  As much as I’ve thought about living here, which in a way seems kind of cool, I know that I would quickly bore of the place, become restless, and want to leave. I’m truly sorry that I can’t carry on in your place running the B&B.”

“I hear what you are saying, but completely disagree with you.  It is my opinion that if you sell the property that the money won’t bring you the happiness that you are searching for.”

“It won’t?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she replied, “No.  The happiness you are looking for doesn’t have to be searched for in a foreign land Taylor, it’s right before you.  This is where you will be fulfilled and find contentment if you will just give it a chance.”

“Aunt Joan, you know that I respect you, I really do, and I’m also grateful that you left me your home and business as well as the money and can’t express that enough.  However, this was your home as well as your dream to have the B&B and not mine and I don’t mean that in a crappy kind of way, just saying.”

“Not taken as such Taylor.”

“With that being said, I just can’t stay, I have to move on with my life and don’t believe that this is the place where my life is going to come together.  I’m sorry, I wish it was and that I could give you exactly what you want but I can’t, I just can’t. I feel I would be cheating myself out of my future, which is yet to be written.  Living here in this house and running an inn is not where I see myself in a few years down the road, because in the end I have to be true to myself.  Don’t you agree?”

“I agree with your statement that one has to be true to their self and follow their own path.  Of this there is no doubt.  However, I know something that you don’t, that your planned travels will not fill the hole in your soul..  Now, I’m not going to argue with you as that would be pointless, but I am going to do something for you that will change your life for the better.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I’m going to give you a gift.”

“Really?  What sort of gift?”

“You will have it when you wake up in the morning and though you will be surprised, trust me, it will give you the answers you’ve been looking for as far as fulfillment and happiness and will bring you joy like you’ve never known.  It will definitely change your life for the better and you will even find the love you’ve been looking for because I know you’ve struggled in that department for some time, am I correct?”

“Yes, I have definitely not been lucky in love, that’s a fact.  So, this gift, I will find it in the house when I wake up?”

Nodding she said, “Trust me, you won’t be able to miss it.  Initially you will be surprised and won’t know what to think, but as you embrace it your view will change.  I love you Taylor and if I can, I will try and send you a message from beyond, though I’m not sure if I will be able.  Goodbye.”

As she said farewell the dream ended and that was the last thing that I remembered of my encounter with dear old Aunt Joan.  The next thing I knew the sun was up and its rays were creeping around the sides of the curtains, which kept me from being able to sleep and motivated me to roll over and look at the clock.  It was 8:00 a.m. and at that point I decided that I might as well give it up, and I climbed out of bed so I could get the day started.

With my feet now on the floor I stood up, took a few steps, and stretched and as I caught sight of the mirror before me, I had a surprise that I never would have imagined.  There before me in the looking glass, where my reflection should have been, was a young woman with shoulder length brown hair and green eyes, and by the look on her face she was just as alarmed as I was and appeared panic stricken.  As I mouthed the words what the fuck she did as well.  Considering that fact plus the way she was mimicking my other physical actions down to the last detail led me to believe that she was not off in some parallel universe.  This caused me to arrive at another conclusion which I truly didn’t care much to entertain.  As much as I didn’t want to believe it, that girl in the mirror wasn’t in some faraway place but was me.

I had turned into a woman.  How was this possible?  More importantly, why did this happen?  Then I remembered the dream I’d had the night before where my aunt had told me that she was giving me a gift that would surprise me, and it was something that I wouldn’t be able to miss.  According to her this was what was going to give me the answers that I had been looking for and would bring me fulfillment, happiness joy like I had never known, and it would change my life for the better.  Really?  Turning me into a girl was going to solve my problems?  Giving me the house and $100,000 and then changing me into a female?  In my mind it seemed like that was the last thing a young guy needed to solve all his problems.  What an old bat!  If she hadn’t been dead, I would have killed her, and in turn would have been sent to a women’s prison.

Well, there I was, a girl wearing a peach nightgown that went all the way down to my ankles.  How could this have happened I thought, even though I’d already figured out the answer.  When I went to bed the night before I had put on a slightly oversized t-shirt and was wearing boxer shorts.  This transformation was just full of surprises.  The raised places underneath my garment clearly indicated that I also had breasts, which did not surprise me because if I was a woman that obviously went with the territory.

Trying to remain calm, which was difficult to do because I was in panic mode, and who wouldn’t be, I thought about what to do and tried to figure out what the next logical course of action should be.  After some thought, I realized that considering the circumstance there was no logical course of action because stuff like that just didn’t happen every day.  There was no reference manual as it was totally a make it up as you go kind of scenario.

The first thing that popped into my head was that maybe there was a way to reverse the process and get changed back into a guy.  But how?  As far as I could recall such an incident had never been recorded in human history, and if that was the case there was no reference material available on how to attempt such a thing and I concluded that it was best to forget that idea.  With that out of the way, the next logical step was to get try and get on with my day, embrace what had happened, and play the hand that I had been dealt the best that I could, because there was no other choice.

Heading downstairs, I went to the kitchen and looked in the cupboard and discovered that the contents of the cupboard had not changed since the night before and there was still nothing to eat.  However, there were some java grounds and I used them to start a pot brewing using Auntie’s old drip coffee maker, which appeared in good condition though it should probably have been sitting in a museum.  Even though I had always used k-cups, the antique device worked quite well and actually made a decent cup of brew.  As I sipped my beverage out of my cup, I thought about how people previously did not have any other option and this was the only coffee brewing technology they had available.  Sometimes you just don’t realize how fortunate you are to have the modern conveniences that you do.

Energized with some java, the next course of action was getting on with my day.  Just because I had been turned into a woman didn’t mean that my life had come to a halt and I had to get on with the business of living, even if it was as a woman. 

Heading back upstairs I began thinking about how strange it was that I was wearing a peach nightgown versus what I had worn to bed.  Upon returning to my room, I began looking through my suitcase, which had somehow turned from black to purple, and found it contained none of the clothing that I had packed for my trip.  Where my stuff should have been was female apparel and since the nametag on the suitcase had my name on it, I had to assume the stuff inside was mine, so I wasn’t without a full wardrobe, but where were my clothes?  Maybe, just maybe, I didn’t have any.  After all, I’d woken up as a woman and maybe this was part of my new reality as well.

I was unable to find my pants which contained my billfold, but I did find a handbag on the dresser. I opened it and began searching through the items inside.  Finding a women’s wallet, I quickly located a debit and credit card with my name on them and then locating my driver’s license I was once again surprised as I examined it.  In place of my original photo was that of a young woman whose face matched the one I had now.  As I checked the other information, I noted that every last bit of it was exactly the same as mine including address and date of birth.  I had no idea what the hell was going on, but it appeared that wherever I was, that I was part of this reality and had a full identity, which was better than the alternative of not having one, right. 

Was this all part of what my aunt had delivered to me as her gift?  If that was the case then it also appeared that the male version of me had been replaced with a female who according to my driver’s license, also had the exact same birthday.  Okay, so I had been born a girl in this timeline and had a full history, but what about my memory?  The only thing I remembered was what happened to me in my previous life as a guy, as I didn’t recall a thing about my past as a female.

Digging back into my purse, I located my cell phone and then climbed back on the bed, which now seemed a little higher off the ground than when I’d gotten into it the night before because of my reduced height.  I began looking through the device reviewing call logs, text messages and emails, hoping to learn more about my past life as Taylor, the girl version of me.  As I scrolled the various apps and screens, I saw phone numbers and email addresses I recognized, and some I didn’t.  Apparently, I still had the exact same family members as before, and the only new addition, or should I say substitution, was me.  I had also worked for the same employer and in the exact job I’d just been laid off from as well.

Apparently, in my new reality everything had happened just like it had in the old one and was exactly the same with one little exception. 

I was a woman.


Chapter 2

After taking a shower, I looked through my suitcase for something to wear and after much debate decided to wear a pair of jeans and a red top, which I felt was a better choice than the black yoga pants or the floral print dress.  I was probably opposed to the last two garment selections because I had been a guy all my life and was not ready to jump into being a full-fledged woman with both feet yet even though I already was a member of the fairer sex.  Perhaps I was in denial that I was a girl, but I was the first to admit it.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I truly didn’t like the way that I appeared as my hair was lifeless and my face was pasty and kind of blah.  I quickly surmised that I was no longer a guy who could just throw his clothes on and go and if I was going to look presentable, I needed to spruce myself up a bit, but something was missing.  But what?  Yes!  Taking the hair dryer and brush I brought my hair to life and then styled it a wee bit before shooting a little hair spray on it, and as I checked out my handiwork I was pleased, it looked good.  As much as I didn’t want to, I knew what I needed to do to improve my face and after watching an online video on how to apply makeup, I followed the instructions to the letter.  As I completed the last step, which was putting on lipstick, I smiled at myself in the mirror.  I had done a really great job and had now transformed from plain to beautiful.  It was amazing what a little makeup could do for one’s appearance.

Looking at the clock it was 10:45 and I had an hour and fifteen minutes until my agent arrived so I decided that I would head to the supermarket to pick up a few goods to hold myself over for a few days until I headed back to Madisonville. 

As I walked into the grocery store, I grabbed a cart, set my purse in the area where you would normally put a screaming kid, and entered the store.  It was my public debut as Taylor the female.  Weaving up and down the aisles I found everything that I was looking for, and quite easily, thanks to a young gentleman who worked there that was very helpful and couldn’t do enough for me.  Hmmm, I thought to myself, as a guy I’d never had anyone deliver that level of service, simply when looking for basic grocery items.  Maybe there were a few perks to being a girl after all, and that was okay as for all I knew it might be a permanent thing.

After checking out, I pushed the shopping cart to my car, loaded up my purchases, and returned to the B&B where I put everything away.  Looking at the clock on the wall I noticed that it was almost high noon, and my real estate agent would be arriving any moment and just as suddenly there were three short knocks on the front door.

As I opened the door, there stood a young man with a short beard, dark hair and eyes, and as I scanned him, I noted that he was wearing a black suit, white shirt, and no tie and was carrying a leather case in his left hand.  As he caught sight of me, he smiled and extended his hand, “Corey Case, I believe we communicated via email?”

“Oh Mr. Case, please do come in,” I said, and stepped back and let him enter and then closed the door behind him.

Standing there in the entryway, I said, “Thanks for coming to meet me.  By the way, I’m Taylor Summers.”

“Great to meet you.  So, you’re out here from Madisonville?”

Nodding, I replied, “Yes.  I’m just out for a few days to see about the place and figure out what I’m going to do with it, which potentially includes putting it up for sale.”

“And I believe that you told me that Ms. Joan was a family member?”

Nodding, I replied, “Yes, she was my aunt.”

“She was a nice lady and I hated hearing about her having to go into a nursing home last year and am sorry to hear that she passed away.”

“Thank you.  She lived a full life and tried to enjoy every minute,” I added.

“Which is what all of us should be doing,” he said and then smiled.

“I completely agree.”

After a brief pause, I asked, “So, what’s next?”

“If you would like to show me around the place, I’m ready when you are.”

“Cool.  Let’s get started.”

Doing a complete walk around of the interior, as well as the exterior, of the home we then sat down at the kitchen table where he opened his case and took out several documents which he spread out across the table.  “Taylor, I did some research on what other B&Bs in North Point, as well as the Greater Four Points area, have sold for over the past two years and have a pretty good idea of what we could potentially list and sell the property for if you decide to go to market.”

“Great, what do you think?”

“The property is in decent shape.  Needs a few little things here and there just like all real estate.  However, with the market being as hot as it is, I think we might be able to get upwards of $699,900.”

“Really?” I asked excitedly.

Nodding, he said, “Yes.  It’s a Victorian, right in downtown North Point, and has six bedrooms.  Perfect for someone looking to open a B&B, and it seems that there are always people looking to escape the city and move to a small town and open their own business.  I don’t think you would have a great deal of trouble selling it, if that’s what you decide to do.”

“If we went on market, how long do you think it would take to sell?”

“If it was a single-family home, I would say super-fast.  But because it’s a specialized piece of property a little longer as we have to wait for a buyer willing to spend $700k, who is most likely looking for a B&B.  However, based on what I’ve seen recently, I would like to think it would move within six months or less, but I can’t make any guarantees, though I suspect it wouldn’t sit long.”

“I completely understand.  That goes with the territory.  By the way, what do you charge?”

“Standard brokerage fee is six percent.”

“Let me see, that would be ….”

Calculating it in my head I came up with the figure and in a tone of disbelief blurted out, “$42,000.”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Corey, I don’t mean to sound cheap or anything because I think everyone needs to be paid, and especially for good service.  But $42,000?  That seems like such a large amount of money.  Did you know that I could buy a car with that amount of money?”

“Yes, I know it does sound like a lot of money but ….”

“There’s no doubt about that, it is a lot of money.  I apologize for interrupting, go on please.”

“No need to apologize.  When you use me, you’ve got a professional that can guide you through the process, and when you’re selling a very expensive piece of property, like this one, you want to make sure that everything goes smoothly and there are no mistakes.  Don’t you agree?”

Nodding, I said, “I agree with that statement.  Completely, because I would want every penny that’s coming to me and wouldn’t want to lose money because of some stupid or inadvertent error.”

“Most people feel exactly as you do.”

After a long pause, I asked, “Been an agent long?”

“Two years.”

Nodding I said, “Okay, sounds like you’ve got some experience as a full-time agent, right?”

I could see a look of discomfort coming to his face and after a few moments he said, “I actually do this part-time and have a full-time job elsewhere.”

“Oh, okay.  But you’ve clearly listed and sold properties before?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“All residential?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever sold a specialized piece of property like this one where it’s also a business?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No.  However, I will be working on this with someone in my office who has years of experience dealing with such properties, so that will not be an issue.”

After a few moments of awkward silence, I said, “Well, I guess I’ve got a lot to think about, don’t I?”

“Yes, selling is always a big decision,” he replied.

“I know you’ve probably heard this more than once but how about I give you a call?”

Smiling he said, “Of course,” and then after handing me a business card he added, “When you decide you are ready to move forward, please give me a call.  Also don’t hesitate to reach out to me if you have any questions whatsoever.”

At that point he put his collection of documents back into his leather case and I walked him to the door.

“Thanks again for coming out, I do appreciate your time Corey,” and I extended my hand.

“And I appreciate you having me over.  I look forward to hearing from you.”

“Have a great day,” and as he exited, I closed the door behind him.

There was no doubt that I had a lot to think about and for several reasons.  One, $42,000 seemed like a lot of money, simply for the privilege of selling one’s property.  And that didn’t even include the title company fees.  I didn’t feel that I was the type of person who resented others making a living, and even a good living, but it really did seem hefty.  Either that or I was just cheap.  Two, Corey said he had been an agent for about two years, but when he said he had another full-time job, I questioned his level of experience. Three, when he said he’d only done straight residential deals before and not a specialized property like mine which also had a business component, I became very uncomfortable.  It wasn’t that he wasn’t a nice guy, because he was, and I liked him.  The issue was that he didn’t seem to have the necessary experience needed to sell my property, and the fact that there was someone in his office who was going to help him didn’t make me feel any better about it.  My question was, why didn’t he bring that person along to the meeting?

I thought about contacting additional agents in the area to see if there was one who had more experience and had also potentially dealt in properties like mine or in commercial real estate, as in my mind they would be a better fit to sell my property.  Additionally, I was also hoping to find one that would peel off some of that hefty commission as well.  Six percent?  Ouch!  What to do? 

Considering the fact that I was gainfully unemployed and didn’t have to be anywhere for the foreseeable future, I arrived at the conclusion that I could think about it, maybe weigh my options and then call another agent tomorrow.  After all, I was a free, in every sense of the word.  This would give me a little time to settle into my new body and gender as well because I truly had a lot to figure out about my new life as well as being a girl.  This would also allow me a few days to just chill as I discovered the new me, and maybe I could even play tourist and look around town?


Chapter 3

It had been a long time since I had visited downtown North Point, and if memory served me correctly, I was in elementary school at the time.  The stopover to see Aunt Joan had only been a two-night stay and that, in addition to it having been so long ago, didn’t leave me with many memories of the excursion.

It was a beautiful sunny afternoon, and it was a perfect day for a stroll through town and as I looked up and down the sidewalks, I noticed the wide variety of shops that lined both sides of the street.  It seemed as though they had many quaint little stores offering a wide range of goods and services including R&R Antiques, Allison’s (women’s apparel), Black’s Books, Icing on the Cake, and Millie’s Salon to name a few.  There were also a couple of places to eat including the sports bar where I had purchased my pizza the night before, and at the end of the street I spied a place called Bleu Olive, which served Mediterranean cuisine.  With the cute little shops and the cobblestone main street North Point appeared to be loaded with charm.

I spoke with a few of the business owners while I looked through the local shops and met a number of nice people, all who were extremely welcoming including the girls who owned R&R Antiques, where I had lunch in their tearoom, and Anna of Black’s Books.  While talking to them I couldn’t help but think, how would they react if they knew that in another reality, I used to be a man.  Would they have been as friendly and accepting?  For some reason, though I didn’t know why, I suspected that they might.

As I walked around town and visited with the residents there was an atmosphere present, one of community, something you didn’t feel in the city, but in North Point it seemed that the people really did care about one another.  This was unlike the metropolis of Madisonville.  Back there you might get a flat tire and need to pull over to the side of the road, and while trying to fix it people would be yelling fuck you, get out of the road all because of your misfortune and they had to slow down a bit.  Let’s also not forget to mention the civil unrest of recent times where rioters were throwing bricks from overpass bridges at cars and burning big box retail stores, and even storming the county courthouse, all which happens in big cities and not in small towns.

After spending the afternoon in North Point the place was really growing on me.  The thoughts I had previously entertained about settling down there and had quickly dismissed as being unrealistic no longer seemed as farfetched, and the more I thought about it the more appealing the idea was becoming.  Maybe I had initially rushed to judgement and shouldn’t have been so hasty, I thought to myself. 

Heading back to the house, I sat down on the couch in the parlor and kicked back, which was a good place for me to analyze my newfound thoughts and feelings.  I then asked myself why I could possibly be feeling the way that I was because yesterday I was ready to sell and get the fuck out of dodge, but I didn’t have an answer. 

Thinking about it, I then asked myself, okay, what’s in the city?  What would I be giving up?  Answer: nothing, I have no love interest, and I’ve also lost my job.  Examining it further, I realized that living in a metro area could be dangerous and since I was no longer a man, I was less able to protect myself as I previously had because I was smaller, had less body mass, and less strength.  This plus the fact that I was a female made me more vulnerable to attack and even rape, another thing I hadn’t thought of as a guy.  Then at that moment, I realized that I carried something between my legs that all men wanted and in a place like Madisonville, if I was in the wrong place at the wrong time, unscrupulous individuals would do anything to get it.  This included using brute force, as well as violence, if necessary and attractive women such as myself could even be kidnapped and forced into human trafficking.  Was I being a bit dramatic with my thoughts? Perhaps a little, but in inheriting my new body I also came into possession of all the good stuff as well as the unpleasant that potentially goes along with it all.

Was this all part of my aunt’s plan, as she knew that turning me into a girl would cause me to have such thoughts?  Or was it simply a coincidence?  There was no way to know and the only thing I could do was just roll with it because this was my new life.

I had a lot to think about and once again decided that I would simply sleep on it, and when I woke up in the morning, hopefully, I would pop my eyes open and know for sure what I wanted to do.  I’d certainly had a long day since I had woken up as a woman, met with a real estate agent, and strolled around town as a girl and gotten to know the locals.

Drifting off to sleep later that evening, I wondered if it was all actually a dream and that I hadn’t been turned into a female after all and when I awoke, I would be Taylor the dude instead of the chick.  However, it seemed awfully real and only time would tell, and that would be when I woke up in the morning.

As I opened my eyes, I noticed that it was now morning and as I jumped out of bed I went over to the window, opened it, and inhaled the country air, which brought a smile to my face.  At that moment I knew exactly what I was going to do as the answer was crystal clear in my mind.  I needed to get moving as I had a full day ahead of me and lots to do.


Chapter 4

The first order of business that day was to get busy and wrap up my affairs in Madisonville. So I drove back and in the days that followed emptied out my apartment by packing my stuff, selling off most of my furniture, and returning a week later.  I was ready to rock and roll and excited about starting my new life in North Point.

The next couple of weeks were busy as I began to work on reopening the B&B and there were lots of things to do.  Versus using the name Joan’s Place, as my aunt had for so many years, I decided to make it my own and call the inn Summer House which I thought was much more fitting.  One, it was my last name, and two during the warmer months nothing could be more wonderful than sitting in a comfortable chair on the B&B’s wraparound porch and sipping a beverage while watching the world go by, just like one might do during the warmer months of June, July, and August.  Hence, Summer House.

Despite the fact that I had never owned and operated a business of any sort, I was determined to make my enterprise a great success and read every book and online article on the subject of starting and running your own B&B that I could find.  I needed to become an expert and fast.  In my mind I had every confidence that I was going to be able to successfully reopen the inn and it was going to work just as I had planned, and failure was not an option.

The first thing I did was get the interior ready, which didn’t require too much manual labor because overall it was in good shape and all it needed was a little bit of elbow grease including dusting, wiping down surfaces, sweeping, mopping and general cleaning.

After my initial cleaning session, I noted how hot I had become as I had worked and had even made a comment on social media and posted a picture of myself wearing a t-shirt and jeans with a mop in one hand and a can of cleanser in the other.  One of my online girlfriends asked me why I wasn’t wearing a summer dress as it would be way cooler.  To date, I’d been somewhat resistant to crossing that boundary and putting on a frock because in my mind, the moment that I did that I would be making the final leap into womanhood.  Then I decided, what the hell if I’m stuck as a girl I might as well be comfortable if I can and traded in my outfit for a cute summer dress which was hanging in my closet.  It truly made a world of difference and was way more comfortable than wearing pants and I vowed right then and there I would wear a dress at every opportunity, plus, I just loved the way I looked in one.  As strange as it sounds the sight of me wearing a frock made me feel feminine, and sexy, and in touch with a part of myself I had never known before, and amazingly enough, I liked the way it made me feel and was very comfortable with it.

Then it was onto the exterior, which looked a bit shaggy in my opinion and definitely needed a little help. I hired some local guys to mow the grass and then run their weed eater, which really helped to lift the appearance of the place.  From there I stepped up to the plate and planted new flowers along the sidewalk leading up to the entrance, and then gave the covered wraparound porch a good spiffing up by cleaning the windows which lined it and then painted the picket fence and wooden floor planks with a fresh coat of paint.  Next, I took an old wooden washtub that Rebecca from R&R Antiques had sold to me for $5.00 and placed it on the porch and then planted fresh flowers in it and finally took a piece of metal art, which was an American flag, and mounted it on the side of the house.  With the appropriate permits from the city and county I was ready to receive guests.  Now all I needed to do was find them.

The first thing I did was put together my e-marketing strategy which consisted of building a website, doing some online promotion, and getting setup on social media.  I then decided to do a little networking with the other B&Bs in the local area, which seems strange as why on Earth would they help their competition, right?  As I visited with them, I simply asked that if they were ever at capacity and someone called or came in if they could refer them to me, and I would gladly pay them a referral fee, and there wasn’t one of them who said no.  They were all cordial and welcomed me to the innkeeping business.

It had been two weeks since my initial arrival from Madisonville, my transition, and I was officially open for business. I’d gotten the inn ready at record speed.  I even joined the North Point Business Owners Association, which was a chamber of commerce type organization, because I felt that would be a good way to get to know other business owners in the area.  The group even came out one day so we could have an official ribbon cutting signifying that we were open for business, even though I was already up and running.  I was giddy with excitement at the fantastic turnout as there were at least fifty people there including Anna from the bookstore who brought me a book for the parlor coffee table, and Fran from the cake shop who brought a cake for all to enjoy.  I felt energized, as I’d never been before and was more confident than ever.

Now all I needed was some business.  As I looked at the wall calendar and saw that it was Wednesday, and I couldn’t help but think about the upcoming weekend and how I didn’t have a single room booked.  I also didn’t have any reservations for any other times either, but this wasn’t a total surprise because I had just opened the doors.  When I started my venture, I knew that it was going to take time and patience, and if I could stay the course, I would be successful.

It was a Friday afternoon and the clock had just struck 6 p.m. and it looked like all five of my guest rooms would be empty that night.  As I thought about it, I took comfort in the fact that I had six suites and I was occupying one making my current occupancy sixteen percent.  However, that was bullshit because my room didn’t generate revenue, but it did make me feel a little better anyway.

As I thought about what I was going to do for dinner that evening, I considered calling Anna over at the bookstore as she and Fran, who was the owner of the local cake shop, had invited me to have drinks and appetizers with them at the Bleu Olive just after 7 p.m. when they both closed their shops.

It was 6:15 exactly when a young couple in their mid-twenties entered through the front door and as they walked up to the reception desk I greeted them, “Hello, welcome to Summer House.”

The young woman asked, “Hi.  We know it’s last minute and that you are probably all booked up for the weekend but there’s not any chance that you have any rooms available for the night?”

I was getting ready to reply, “Are you kidding?  The place is wide open,” but then thought I would take a different approach and added, “I’ve just had a cancellation.”

Their faces lit up immediately and she said, “That’s great.  We’ll take it.  What’s the rate?”

“$179.00 plus tax is the weekend rate.”

Looking at one another and shrugging their shoulders, she then said, “You know what, you can’t take it with you.  That’s fine.”

Handing her a registration card, I said, “Please fill this out and I’ll need a credit card and a picture id as well, and welcome to Summer House.”

I had my very first booking and was so excited that I could have burst with joy. 

About an hour and half later one of the other local B&Bs sent me a referral as they had no more suites available that night, and by 9 p.m. another couple just walked in putting my bookings for the evening up to three.  I was pumped as everything seemed to be falling into place quickly and I was underway.

Over the next week my bookings continued to build, one by one, and before the next weekend had arrived, I was partially booked for the week and fully for Friday and Saturday night.  This was good and I was making money, but I had one little problem, and that was doing it all myself.  I didn’t mind taking on the lion’s share of the duties because the less I had to share with others through payroll the more I could put in my pocket.  This only made sense as the objective of being in business was to make a profit and not run a social service agency, though I was not opposed to creating jobs.

Turning the rooms over after a guest departed was not a problem, I could clearly do that by myself.  My issue was that when the inn was full and I was trying to serve breakfast there would be someone that wanted to checkout, and another person calling in to make a reservation and yet another guest was asking for something else.  What I needed was help at specific times as it was my goal to provide my customers with an enjoyable stay they would remember fondly.  They would then return home and tell all their friends and family about how awesome their visit to Summer House was and it was the best place to stay in North Point.  This was part of my plan as I knew that referrals were the best because they didn’t cost anything and were also like dividends and that over time they would continue to build.

What I needed was a part-timer who would help me on Saturday and Sunday mornings for about four to five hours a day, and then on Mondays if it just happened to be a federal holiday.  If they were available on-call to fill in here and there as needed that would be great as well. It also needed to be someone who was willing to accept a job that was just above minimum wage.  As I thought about it, I realized that finding someone who was agreeable to all of the above might be difficult because there were plenty of other positions out there that paid a whole lot more and some of them even had benefits.  I asked Fran at Icing on the Cake, Anna at Black’s Books, and the girls at R&R Antiques if they would let people know that I had an opening for a part-timer at the inn and they said they would.  Emma told me that she would also talk to her parents, who owned the Bleu Olive, and asked them to help find someone as well.  God, I loved the small-town atmosphere of North Point, it was just like having built in family as everyone was always ready to pitch in and help their friends and neighbors.  All you had to do was ask.

It was a complete miracle that I survived the weekend, and I was exhausted, especially after the Sunday morning rush where I was tasked with doing multiple things at once.  This included preparing breakfast for the guests, attending to those checking out, delivering coffee to two of the suites, extra towels to another, and fielded phone calls for upcoming reservations.  I couldn’t help but wonder why people always called at the worst possible time, because there were plenty of other hours in the day where I’m more than available to take such calls. 

As the last guest left at 12:01 p.m. that Sunday afternoon, I breathed a sigh of relief as I had pulled it off all by myself.  The burning question in my mind was, could I do it again week after week with no help?  Hopefully one of the girls would help me find an assistant and fast.

Before turning all five guest rooms, I was going to have some lunch because if I waited until I finished with the work it would be several hours, so it was now or never.  Just as I was making a sandwich in the kitchen, I heard the door chimes and headed to the front as apparently someone had entered the inn.

As I stepped up to the reception desk there stood a blonde-haired blue-eyed woman of about forty, give or take a year or two either way.  She was dressed casually but appeared to be very neat and well put together from what I could tell. Smiling at her I said, “Hi, welcome to Summer House.”

“Thank you very much, and by the way I’m glad to see the place has been reopened, and congratulations.”

“So nice of you to say.  This was my aunt’s place and I decided to go into the B&B business.”

“I’m glad you did, because I’m in need of your services.”

“How can I help you today, Miss?”

“Call me Nicole.”

“And I’m Taylor,” I replied and extended my hand.

“Good to meet you.”

“My pleasure and great to meet you as well.”

“I live here in North Point, just down the road, and I’ve had a water pipe burst in my house.”

“Oh no, I’m sorry to hear that, Nicole.”

“Me too.  Anyway, it’s going to take the repairmen two or three weeks to get everything fixed and I need a place to stay.  Do you have any availability?”

“I have plenty tonight through Thursday and the same next week.  However, I am fully booked for the coming weekend, and even the one after that.  Would that work?”

“That will work.  How much is it per night Sunday thru Thursday?”

“Our rate for those days is $149 per night.”

“Ouch,” she replied, “That will definitely be motivation for me to get this wrapped up quickly.”

She seemed like a nice lady, and she was definitely in a pinch. Since most of the rooms would have sat empty anyway, I decided I would cut her a little slack and help her out.  After all she was a local and being as so many of them had helped me get up and running, I decided to pay it forward.

“Nicole, since you’re a local and are staying here Sunday thru Thursday how about I offer you a deal.  Prepay in advance for the five nights and I’ll do it for a total of $500.  How does that sound?”

Taking her credit card out of her purse she handed it to me, smiled, and said, “Thank you so much Taylor, you are so kind helping me out.”

“You’re welcome.  Plus, it will be nice to have someone here with me in the inn, which I don’t always have during the week, as that’s our slower time.”

“Great.  I will lodge with you thru Thursday and then take my next-door neighbor up on her offer to spend the night with her on Friday and Saturday night.  She told me to move in with her until my repairs were complete starting today, but I told her no because I truly like my privacy.  Anyway, you know what they say about guests and fish?”

“That after three days they both start to stink?”

We both began to chuckle, and she then said, “There’s a bit of truth in that.  Anyway, my next-door neighbor is a good friend, and I plan on keeping it that way.  Plus staying here gives me a bit of privacy so I can work, which I’m afraid I couldn’t do with my friend as we always end up talking a lot about this or that which gets me off track.”

“You know how we girls are Nicole,” and we chuckled.  I then added, “What do you do?”

“I’m a writer.”

“How cool.  Like romance novels?  Mysteries?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she replied, “Not even close.  I do technical and business writing.”

“Like what?”

“You know, like instructions booklets for a product or process, a policy manual for a company, stuff like that, and other miscellaneous business writing,” she said.

“That sounds pretty cool.  Anyway, here’s a registration card and welcome to your home away from home for the next five nights, Summer House.”


Chapter 5

As I woke up on Monday morning, I was sick to my stomach and headed for the bathroom at warp speed.  After a couple of minutes of worshiping the porcelain God I was fine and felt much better and attributed it to bug or something I had eaten the day before.  Continuing to think about it I realized that since arriving in my new reality that I hadn’t experienced something that women frequently do on a monthly basis, a period.  Was it possible that I was pregnant?  But how?  As far as I knew I hadn’t even been dating anyone, but then again there was a lot I didn’t even know about my life as Taylor the girl since I had arrived here just a few short weeks ago.  Perhaps it was just like I had suspected, something that I’d consumed hadn’t agreed with me.  If I wasn’t pregnant, I would be getting my period soon, over the next week which would signify that everything was okay and all I had to do was wait.  However, I couldn’t resist and headed off to the local pharmacy to buy an over-the-counter test so I could find out straight away as the suspense was killing me.

Upon arriving home, I headed to the bathroom and stood there and read the directions on the box since I had never used a home pregnancy kit before.  According to what I read it was pretty straight forward and I peed on the stick, placed the cap over where I had urinated and looked at the time on my cell as the instructions said to wait for three minutes and then check the results window.  If one pink line appeared I was not pregnant, but two would mean that I was. 

Sitting on my bed, I began to think about my history in my new reality and there was something missing, a psycho ex, which I wasn’t all broken up about by the way.  As I looked back through my text message strings, I finally located one that I had overlooked and as I read through it all the pieces fell into place.

I had recently had a three-month relationship with a man named Mark, which just happened to end on the same day that my male counterpart had finished with his with psycho bitch.  Apparently, I’d had a whirlwind romance with this man who failed to disclose that he was married with two kids.  When I found out I was crushed as I had apparently been madly in love with him and thought he felt the same way about me.  According to the texts, I was heartbroken and had never felt so used in my life.  When I confronted him, he said he wasn’t in love with his wife and was thinking of filing for divorce and I was really who he wanted to be with because he had never met anyone who made him as happy as I did.  I told him that he should have been honest with me from the start and that since he wasn’t it was clear that I was just a piece of pussy and that he’s had his last.  His pleading continued and I finally told him to leave me alone, and that I never wanted to hear from him again and if he continued to harass me that I would contact his wife and tell her everything.

He sent one final response and said that he did truly love me and that if I ever changed my mind to let him know.  Mark then said he was sorry and swore that he never meant to hurt me and that he loved me more than I knew but agreed that he would leave me alone if that’s what I truly wanted.

“Knock, knock.”

As I turned and looked toward the door there stood Nicole who smiled at me and said, “Hi, I’m sorry to bother you.”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, you’re not bothering me at all.  How can I help you?”

“The light bulb went out in one of my bedside lamps and I was wondering if I could get it replaced, whenever you have time that is.”

“Sure, I’ll be glad to get that taken care of,” I replied, “Is everything else, okay?”

“Smiling at me, she said, “Yes, my room is so cozy and comfortable, I just love it here.”

“I’m so glad to hear that.  Please let me know if you need anything else.”

“I certainly will.  Anyway, sorry to bother you, I’ll let you get back to your business.”

As she began to turn to walk away, I said, “You’re not bothering me at all, I’m just sitting her waiting.”

“Oh?”

“Please come in,” and as she approached the bed, I patted the space next to where I was sitting, and she sat down.

“So, you’re waiting for something?”

Holding up the pregnancy test she glanced at it and asked, “Is that what I think it is?”

I then asked, “What do you think it is?”

“A thermometer or a home pregnancy test,” and we both laughed.

“I wish all I had to worry about was my temperature,” I replied.

“What does it say?”

Squinting, I looked at it and said, “98.7,” and we both chuckled.

“Actually, I’ve not read it yet, I’m actually afraid of what it’s going to say,” and I handed it to her.

She looked at it and then asked, “Do you want me to tell you what it says?”

After a long pause, I finally nodded and said, “Yes. Tell me.”

A huge smile came to her face, and she replied, “Congratulations.”

I immediately burst into tears as I just couldn't believe it.  In the last three weeks I had not only lost my manhood but was now pregnant too.  It seemed like I was on a roller coaster that just wouldn’t stop.

“Oh honey,” she replied and then wrapped her arms around me and hugged me.

“Nicole, I am so scared,” I blurted out through the tears.

Patting my back, she said, “Hey, it’s okay.”

After a minute or two I regained my composure, well a little bit anyway, and said, “I’m so sorry I broke down like that Nicole.”

“You don’t have to apologize for anything, and you have every right to be a little emotional.  After all, you just found out something pretty life altering, and I would probably have reacted the same way.”

After a brief pause, she asked, “Was this unexpected?”

I replied, “Well, it was the last thing in the world I was planning!”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

A few moments later she asked, “Have you had breakfast?”

“Not yet.”

“Come on downstairs and I will make us something.”

“Shouldn’t I be the making your breakfast?  After all.  You’re the guest and are paying good money to stay here.”

Standing up, she then took me by the hand and pulled, raising me off the bed and said, “Not this morning Ms. Taylor because I’m waiting on you.  After all, you’re expecting, and we girls need to stick together and help one another now, don’t we?”

Putting her arm through mine, we walked toward the staircase, and I said, “Thanks Nicole.”

“For what?  Just helping a sister out?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, just for being here with me right now, when I need someone most,” and she then looked at me and smiled.


Chapter 6

Nicole fixed me a nice big breakfast which consisted of eggs, bacon, toast, and biscuits and gravy, which was incredibly delicious, and it really hit the spot.  Also, considering the news I had just learned it was good to have a little comfort food to buffer the shock of learning that I was pregnant.  After finishing Nicole insisted that I take it easy and cleaned up the kitchen all by herself and even did all the dishes and wouldn’t let me help at all.

As she sat back down at the table, I said, “I can’t believe you did all that for me Nicole.  All I can say is thank you very much.”

“You’re quite welcome sweetie.  Occasionally a girl needs to be pampered a bit, and I think that’s exactly what you needed this morning.”

“You sure are a whiz at cooking and cleaning.”

Smiling she said, “I did a few years on active duty where I did a little bit of KP from time to time in my early years, not much but a little.  Plus, I never married and always had to take care of myself so it’s second nature.”

“You were in the military?”

“That’s right.”

“How long?”

“Twenty years.”

“Wow, you don’t look anything like I envisioned a soldier would, no offense by that statement by the way.”

Laughing she said, “None taken.  Anyway, my final assignment included being a liaison to several defense contractors in the area and I decided to buy a home in North Point.  Then when I retired, I stayed because it felt like home.”

“You know, that’s exactly how I feel.  You know, you look too young to be retired Nicole.”

Smiling she said, “Well thank you,” and she then whispered, “I’m forty-one.”

“Girl you look great for forty-one, I would never have guessed.  You’re exactly ten years older than I am.”

“Well Taylor, I’m going to return the compliment because I thought you were a little younger than thirty-one.”

“Thank you.  You know, when you’re young, you’re in a hurry to grow up, but as the years roll by you wish you were younger.  You know?”

Nodding, she said, “I know exactly what you mean, the years pass by too quickly.”

After a few moments of silence, she asked, “Can I be nosey and ask you a personal question, or should I say questions?”

Smiling at her, I said, “Of course Nicole, ask me anything.”

“I guess you’re going to tell your young man that you’re now expecting.  How do you think he will take it?”

At that point I proceeded to tell her the story of what had happened in Taylor’s relationship with Mark as though the experiences were my very own. I shared how he’d been married and had hidden it, causing her, or should I say me, to end the relationship a few weeks ago.

“Oh Taylor, I’m so sorry.”

“Thanks Nicole.”

After a long pause, I said, “Answering your question, I’m not sure what I’m going to do at this exact moment in time, but I’m not sure if I’m even going to tell him.”

“You don’t want financial help from him?”

“That could open a can of worms now, couldn’t it?”

“Oh?”

“Think about it.  I tell him that I’m pregnant and then ask for child support, which he will have to pay, along with health insurance.  But in turn he gets to visit with the baby.  Now, let’s say his wife gets over the fact that he was fucking around on her, pardon my French, and says you know what it’s cool Mark, it’s your baby and our children’s sibling and in essence a member of our family.  They then come up with the idea that they will sue me for custody of the baby and make me pay child support.  Now perhaps I’m going a bit overboard with this and overthinking the whole thing, but if I say nothing, I have complete control and can raise my baby the way I want and not have to accept input from the philanderer and his wife.  That’s my take on it.”

“I see your point.  I’ve heard that judges often like two parent families as they are considered more structured and conducive for the child, and in today’s world anything can happen.  The more I think about it, I do agree that by saying nothing you do retain total control.”

“Exactly Nicole.  With that being said, I think I’ve made the decision to not tell Mark and to raise the child by myself.”

“Wow Taylor, you’re sure fast at making decisions.”

“It’s going to be hard raising the baby by myself, I know that, but it’s a lot better than the scenario I just described.  That’s my thinking anyway.”

“You won’t be totally alone.”

“No?”

“Of course not, I could even babysit for you from time to time.”

“Really?”

“Sure.  I never had any children of my own but love playing with them and then giving them back to their parents when I’m done.  Also, I don’t change diapers, how about that?”

We both laughed at her comments, and I then said, “That sounds great.  See, my plan is already coming together.”


Chapter 7

The week blasted by and the next thing I knew it was noon on Friday and weekend guests would being arriving over the next few hours.  Another week had passed, and I still had no help and was not looking forward to another weekend of doing everything by myself, but that’s the way it was.

As I was standing at the reception desk Nicole walked down the stairs and said, “Hi Taylor.”

“Oh, hi girl.  I know you’re planning to leave me for the weekend to stay with your friend Amy, but will you be returning on Sunday night?  If you do, I will offer you the same deal as last week.”

With a slightly displeased look on her face she said, “First off, yes, I would like to return on Sunday, but secondly, I wanted to ask, do you have any rooms available tonight and maybe tomorrow night?  Please tell me that you’ve had a cancellation, and I don’t have any problem paying full fare if you’ve got an opening.”

“I’m sorry, but tonight and tomorrow night I’m completely full.  What’s up?  Did something happen and you can’t stay with your friend?”

Bobbing her head from side to side, she said, “She does have room for me; however, her son is coming in for a couple of nights with his fiancée and I feel a little bit uncomfortable staying there.”

“Are you on bad terms with her son?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, not at all. I’m on great terms with the family, that’s not the problem.  The issue lies with her son, Zachary.  Not too awful long ago he and I had a relationship, and as painful as it was, we still parted friends, and his mother and I are besties to this day.  I just can’t help myself, but I feel a bit uncomfortable staying there, if you know what I mean?”

“If it were just Zachary coming in that wouldn’t be an issue, would it?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, but because his bride-to-be will be accompanying him I would feel a bit odd.  Can you imagine how that girl would feel with me being there if he’s told her about our relationship?”

“I see your point, that would be slightly uncomfortable for you, because you have no idea what he’s told her.”

“It would definitely be awkward if we were introduced and she said, “Oh Zachary, this is the older broad you used to fuck?”

We both chuckled at her comment, and she then said, “I may get on the phone and call down to Four Points, they’ve got a variety of hotels down there and I’m sure I could get a room and it’s only a thirty-minute drive.”

I really felt for Nicole because she was in an odd situation, one she definitely didn’t ask for but got and I hated to see her have to pack up and drive all the way to Four Points.  After all, she was already displaced from her home, and it just didn’t seem right her having to leave for two days.

“You’re not going anywhere Nicole.”

“I’m not?  You already said that you were full.”

“Why don’t you stay with me?”

“In your room?”

“Sure, my bed’s plenty big enough for two girls like us.”

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

“You would not be imposing, and besides, you are fun to be around. It would almost be like a sleepover you know, just us girls.”

“That does sound fun.  I think I’ll take you up on that, and I promise to be a good bedmate and will try not to snore or hog the sheets.”

Chuckling, I said, “Then move your stuff over to my room so I can get yours ready for tonight’s guests.”

“One last thing, I insist you let me pay you something.”

“I’m not going to take your money because this is a two-night slumber party, and friends don’t charge friends for that, and that’s the end of it.”

“You are so sweet,” and she gave me a hug which I returned.

After a few moments I had a brainstorm and said, “But, since friends always pitch in and help one another out when in distress, I could use your help with something.”

“Of course.  Anything, just ask.”

“I’m able to run the inn by myself most days without any assistance.  However, on the weekends, especially on Friday nights at check-in time, and Saturday and Sunday mornings between 7:00 a.m. to noon I’m exhausted and can barely keep up as those are my rush hours.  What I could use is an assistant to help me a bit this evening and a lot the next two mornings.  Please?  You would really be helping me out.”

“I’ll be glad to help you out.”

“You are a lifesaver Nicole,” and I gave her a quick hug.


Chapter 8

It sure was handy having Nicole help me that evening as I not only needed help with guest check-in, but also with a new event that I had been thinking about doing after talking to Emma, who gave me the idea.  She told me to pick up a couple of boxes of inexpensive cabernet and chardonnay and then have a happy hour to greet the guests, which I termed wine welcome.  According to her, once they started drinking their blood sugar would drop and they would get hungry, and as I noticed them starting to snack, I would then ask them if I could book a table for them for dinner, call over to Bleu Olive and make a reservation for them.  With the inn being the one that made the call they would know it was us sending them the customer and in turn we would get a referral fee.  The only downside of the plan was that someone from my staff needed to personally pass out the drinks to the guests to make sure that state alcoholic beverage laws were not being violated and that no minors were drinking.  I had Nicole take care of that piece and she was absolutely the most perfect little hostess you had ever seen. She pranced around in her pretty black dress greeting everyone, making sure they had a drink in hand, then calling over and make their dinner reservations when they were ready.  She did an absolutely great job at that while I took care of incoming guests.

It was 11:00 p.m. when the two of us called it a day and headed off to my bedroom. We each had our turn in the bathroom where we washed off our makeup and put on our nightgowns and finally climbed into bed.  As we lay there, we were both playing on our smartphones and chatting about the evening.

“Nicole, if I haven’t told you already, you did an awesome job as wine hostess tonight.  Thank you.”

“No need to thank me, it was an absolute blast and I had so much fun.  So, no, thank you for letting me do it.” 

“So, are you already to get up in the morning bright and early so we can start serving breakfast at 7:00 a.m.?”

“No, but I will anyway.  When I retired from the military, I swore I would never get up early again because waking up in the morning was just, well, overrated.”

“So, you spent twenty years in the service?”

Nodding she said, “That’s right?”

“Can I ask you a personal question?”

“Of course?”

“Do you get like a retirement?”

Nodding, she said, “Yep, I get a check, or should I say direct deposit, until the day I die.”

“That’s awesome.”

“Not only that, but they also provide my health insurance.”

“Wow, that’s even more awesome.”

“Yep, in this day and time with healthcare costs I sometimes think that’s even more valuable than the money.  However, I’m glad to get the cash too and have no plans on giving it back.”

“You’ve really got it together Nicole. It seems like you had a master plan and your life fell in place just like you mapped it out.”

She lay there looking up at the ceiling, as though she were deep in thought, and then said, “Let’s just say that in many ways it did.”

“In what ways did it not, if that’s okay to ask?”

Shaking her head, she said, “In ways that are inconsequential at this point.  However, you are correct because I did plan to make a career and do twenty years, and then start my own business and work from home and settle down in a smaller community, that part worked perfectly.”

“And you never married?”

“No, but it was part of my plan to try and meet someone and settle down in the latter years of my career, but somehow that got sidetracked through no fault of my own as other things got in the way.  Anyway, after moving here I dated off and on and even had a relationship with the young man I mentioned earlier, but since then have been taking a break.  Bottom line, I’ve still not found the right person.”

“When you say young man, you’re not referring to him as younger but as your guy?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, he was younger than me.”

“Would it be rude if I asked ….”

“Fifteen years.”

“Really?  So that’s what you were referring to older when you used the term old broad?”

She gave me a quick nod.

“You go girl,” and I gave her a high five and she chuckled.

“It’s a shame it didn’t work out,” I added.

“Yes, but it was my own doing.  He got a job offer out of town and asked me to move with him and said he wasn’t going to take the job if I didn’t.  I told him that he was young, and it was an awesome career move and he had to take it, but as far as myself, I had spent the last two decades moving around and wasn’t going to do it again.  Still not wanting to go, I told him that I would be right here waiting for him every Friday night when he drove in and that we would make it work.  As time passed, he came home less and less on the weekends and eventually, he told me that he’d met a young woman whom he was in love with, and they were actually talking about getting married.  He told me that he didn’t want it to be that way but because I wasn’t with him and he was alone he ended up meeting this girl and, well, I’m sure you can fill in the blanks from there.  It was over, and I was crushed.  Oh my God Taylor, I was so in love with him and when it ended, I had never felt such pain in my life.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, that was six months ago, and I’ve come a long way.”

“You’re a nice girl Nicole, and I know there’s a guy out there who would love to be in a relationship with you and treat you like a princess, just as you deserve to be.  One day you will meet him.”

“We can always meet someone to get into a relationship with, but I want to meet the right person, as that’s what determines one’s true happiness.  Don’t you think?”

Smiling at her, I said, “I do think, and in this crazy world we live in today, we don’t want to end up with a complete psycho or someone who is abusive.  What I want is, well, just what you’re looking for, a nice person with whom I can spend my life.  Simple.”

“However, it does not seem to be so simple finding that right person now, does it?”

“You have a point, Nicole.”

At that point we stopped talking and returned our attention to our individual mobile devices, and as we lay there, side by side, I occasionally glanced over at her hoping she wouldn’t notice that I was checking her out.  Nicole was beautiful, of that there was no doubt, and even laying there in bed with her makeup off she was quite pretty.  The last thing I wanted to do was get caught gawking at her because I didn’t want her to think she was laying there with a weirdo and cause her to feel uncomfortable.  I couldn’t help it, but I had been attracted to her from the first moment that I had set eyes upon her and over the past few days as we had spent time together, I noticed I was falling under her spell.

I was drawn to Nicole and could easily see myself with her as she was beautiful, smart, kind, and had a wonderful personality.  She also seemed to have it together in every way, which was another trait I admired, and was just the kind of person I needed in my life for multiple reasons.  One, she was drop dead gorgeous and was perfect in every way, and I just loved her petite body, as well as her long blonde hair.  Two, because I was starting a brand-new business, I needed all the help that I could get and knew that with her brilliance and my drive we would be nothing short of successful.  Third, I would be a mother in about seven and half months, if I was calculating correctly, and would definitely need some help and could tell that she would be an excellent partner that would help me raise my child.  Finally, as she was a bit older, I knew she had more experience and wisdom than I did and was also more mature, which was exactly what I needed. I was sure that she would be someone I could count on and could help guide me through the trying times that lay ahead.  

As I scanned her bare legs which were protruding from underneath her silky nightgown, I noticed how pretty and smooth they were and longed to caress them as I was sure that they felt just as good to the touch as they appeared.  The thought of the two of us lying naked in my bed and slowly making love to one another excited me because I was sure that a slightly older woman, such as she, who had been in the military and traveled the world knew exactly how to pleasure her partner, and I longed for her to show me the experience of her years.

However, did she feel the same way about me?  She said that she had dated and had relationships with men but had not said a word about dating or being attracted to women.  However, that’s often something that one does not bring up in casual conversation with strangers or even brand-new friends for that matter because sometimes people are a bit conservative and you need to feel them out, pardon the pun, before sharing that level of information.  On the surface it seemed like she was straight and statistically, in my mind anyway, she was probably not interested.  Even if she was, she was probably thinking that I was straight and not interested in her as I was pregnant and had gotten that way from having sex with a man that I told her I was crazy about, but he was just a little bit too married.

There was no need thinking about it any longer because I wasn’t going to figure out anything that night and needed to get to sleep because it would be morning before I knew it.  Setting my smartphone down on my bedside table, I then turned off the lamp and said, “I think I’m turning in Nicole, good night.”

She then said, “That’s a great idea,” and placed her mobile phone on her bedside table and turned off her light as well.  As we pulled the covers up and settled in for the night she said, “Taylor?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks again for putting me up for the night.  You’re the best innkeeper ever.”

“You are welcome, and thank you, that’s so sweet.  Might I add that you’re the best wine hostess ever.  I might just have to hire you to come and work for me on Friday nights.”

“It was fun, and if you offered, I might just have to think about it, as it would get me out of the house and force me to do a little more socializing.  When you work at home and by yourself one sometimes gets a little reclusive and anti-social, so that might be exactly what I need.  However, I’ll wait on the job offer before I get too carried away.  After all, I’ve still got two days ahead of getting up at the crack of dawn, God help me, and you may find out that I would be a terrible employee.”

Chuckling I said, “I have this feeling you’re going to do just fine.”

“Thanks.  Good night, Taylor.”

“Good night, Nicole.”


Chapter 9

Saturday and Sunday morning were incredibly busy, but with Nicole there helping it almost seemed easy.  Several of the guests told me how much they liked her and that she was so personable and helpful as well, which was something I already knew.  The help that she had provided me with over the weekend proved beyond the shadow of a doubt that I needed a part time helper, and desperately. And with a baby on the way, I needed someone sooner than later.  As I thought about how swollen my belly would become in the coming months, I knew that I would soon have trouble climbing stairs, making beds, and even getting out of chairs, and as the realization sunk in it was clear that I would probably be needing more help than I had originally thought.

However, as I stood there thinking about it, I knew that there was nothing that could be done that lazy Sunday afternoon and that was okay as I would be crossing that bridge soon enough.  My plans for the rest of the day included getting the rooms turned over, giving the inn a good dusting and vacuuming, and then having a little welcome down time.  Because Nicole was my only booking for the night, I figured it would be a pretty light evening.  

After having a little lunch, I started working on getting the first suite ready and just as I was stripping the sheets from the bed Nicole walked in and asked, “Need a hand?”

“Nicole, you’re a paying guest and shouldn’t I be the one pampering you?  Not the other way around.  I do appreciate the offer though.”

Shaking her head, she said, “I won’t be until I pay for the upcoming week, and you hand me the room key.  Until then I’m still your bunk mate and earning my keep, just as we agreed.”

“That’s so nice of you to offer Nicole but ….”

“Nonsense.  The sooner the rooms are turned around the quicker you can be finished, and I can check into my room, and I won’t take no for an answer.”

Since she wasn’t going to let me do the job by myself, I didn’t have much of a choice and gladly let her pitch in.  Besides, it was a lot more fun having someone to work with than doing it all by yourself and it certainly made the times pass more quickly because the next thing I knew I looked at the clock and it was 4:00 p.m. and we had completely finished the suites and had tidied up the inn from top to bottom.

Plopping down, side by side on the couch in my suite, I said, “What a weekend.”

“But we got through it,” she replied.

“And I’m home free until Friday night, when it all starts all over again.”

“I see what you’re talking about Taylor, you really do need an assistant,” she said.

Nodding, I replied, “Yes, and big time. With a baby on the way, sooner rather than later.  Thank goodness I had you here with me this weekend.  I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

Smiling, she said, “You’re a very resourceful young woman and would have squeaked by somehow.  I’m sure of it.”

“You know Nicole, you’ve gone way above and beyond the call of duty the past three days and I am truly grateful. I just wanted you to know that.”

“It’s been my pleasure.  After all, you did give me a place to stay when I needed it most and I am grateful to you as well.”

“To show you my gratitude for everything that you’ve done for me the last three days, as well as the past week where you also served as my counselor, how about I take you out for dinner?”

“That’s so nice of you, but you don’t have to do that.  Besides, you’ll have to close the B&B for a couple of hours if you do.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Sundays are often dead and the odds of anyone showing up are remote.  I’ll put a note on the door that has my cell phone number and simply ask prospective guests to call it if they need a room and I’ll rush right over.  Problem solved.  Now Ms. Nicole, where would you like to go?”

“How about North Point’s old standby, Bleu Olive?”

“Awesome.  What time do you want to go?” I asked.

“Let’s meet downstairs at 6:00 p.m.”

“Isn’t that a little early?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No.  You’re in North Point, and one of the things you quickly learn is that most people eat earlier for some reason, and after you move here, you end up dining an hour or so sooner as well, just like them.”

“Guess I’ve still got a lot to learn about small town life.  Anyway, let me call over and make a reservation.”

“No need.  It’s Sunday night and they’re always slow.  We can walk right in and get a table immediately.”

“Nicole, I think you know everything about this town.”

“Just enough,” and she then stood up and walked to the base of the staircase and smiled at me and said, “See you right here at 6:00 p.m.”

As she turned, she grabbed the wooden railing and began to ascend the stairs, and all the while I was watching her cute little rear end wiggle every time that she took a step.  It was impossible not to notice her backside because it was so prominently displayed by the tight-fitting pair of black yoga pants that she was wearing, which she filled out nicely.

She would probably have been appalled if she had known the thoughts I have been having about her as they had been quite sexual, but I was pretty sure she wasn’t ready to play with the team I was on, so it was probably a moot point, and I would simply have to go on lusting over her from afar. 


Chapter 10

It truly was a slow evening at Bleu Olive that night and we had our pick of any table that we wanted and chose a cozy little booth that provided us with a lot of privacy, as well as a nice view of the restaurant so we could see everything that was going on.

After settling in with a couple of glasses of wine, the two of us sat there and chatted about the past three days.  This included a conversation about a couple in one of the suites who had woken up guests on both sides of them one night.  Apparently, they were being quite vocal while having sex, and not only that but the headboard of their bed was banging against the wall like crazy.  In the words of the redneck couple in the room next to theirs he was pouring it to her.  Nicole and I could not help but chuckle and talked about how awkward it was when we knocked on the door and asked them to keep it down.

We also talked about our lives, past, present, and future, and more specifically how we would like them to unfold in the coming years, which included finding someone to share them with.

“There’s Rosemary and Emma, and look, they’ve got their baby with them,” Nicole said.

“It sure is cute.  Before I know it, I won’t be gawking at other people’s babies because I will be busy with one of my own.”

“Are you excited or are you still processing all of it?” Nicole asked.

“A bit of both?”

“Fair enough.”

“It is exciting and scary all at the same time to think I will be pushing something that big out of a passageway that can just accommodate a banana.  However, I know that women have been doing this for countless thousands of years and they pull it off every single time.”

“I think it’s natural to be a little scared when you’re growing a baby inside yourself and know that the day will come when you have to deliver it, and I’m sure it’s hard not to think about what you just described to me.  The part about pushing it out.  However, you’re going to do great.”

“Thanks for the support, Nicole.”

Smiling at me she said, “Of course.”

As we watched Rosemary and Emma, the proprietors of R&R Antiques, from across the room I thought that this would be the perfect opportunity for me to test the waters and see if there was the slightest inkling that Nicole could possibly be interested in a relationship with a girl. 

“I know I’ve not known them long, but Rosemary and Emma seem quite happy together,” I said.

Nodding, she said, “I’ve known them a bit longer but have to agree that they truly do seem to be in love with one another and very happy.”

“I think that’s nice, and I envy them in so many ways.  That kind of love, true love, is something that I hope to find one day if I could meet the right person.  Kind of like we talked about the other night.”

Nodding, she said, “You’re right Taylor, just look at them.  They are so fortunate to have one another and seem to know it as well.”

I then decided to ratchet up the conversation a bit to see where she stood on the subject of girls dating girls, specifically her, and said, “Yes they are, and you know what, if I could meet the right person to share my life with, I wouldn’t care if it was a same sex partner.  All I want is a nice person who I can love and who will care for me just as much.  Is that so much to ask?”

She looked at me and smiled slightly and asked, “May I ask you a personal question?”

“Sure.”

“Have you ever been in a relationship with a girl before?”

I nodded and said, “Yes.”

At that moment I was lying and telling the truth at the same time.  I had been in a relationship with a woman, and as a matter of fact many of them, but had been a guy at the time.  However, I was lying about having a same sex relationship, but there was no point in trying to explain it because she would never have believed that I had previously been a man and had been changed into a female.  And why should she, because that kind of stuff is science fiction and doesn’t happen in the real world, just in movies and on TV.

“And apparently you’ve been with men as well?” she asked.

Patting my tummy, I replied, “Obviously,” and we both began to laugh.

“Apparently you’re open minded,” she said.

For some reason I then became uneasy at the information I had just offered up and thought that maybe I shouldn’t have said what I did and then said, “Nicole I hope that I just didn’t offer too much information on my sexual preferences and attitudes.  I know that sometimes people in small towns can be rather conservative and are not big on alternative lifestyles, so I hope I’ve not said anything that would offend you or make you think less of me.  If that is the case, can you please keep it confidential because I’m new here and don’t want any trouble.”

“Honey, look over there at Rosemary and Emma, they’re two girls, right?  Why do you think you would have trouble?  They certainly don’t and everyone in town loves them.”

Smiling at her, I said, “You’re right.  Thanks for calming me down.  Sometimes my imagination kicks into overdrive a bit and I unnecessarily think the worst. However, I am improving.”

Chuckling, she said, “It’s okay, we’re all that way to some degree, don’t you think?”

Nodding slightly, I replied, “Yeah, I guess we are.”

The dinner conversation hadn’t flowed as I’d expected it and it seemed that my window of opportunity to find out if she would be agreeable to dating a woman had come and gone, and all I had done was tell her that I was open to it and still had no clue if she was or not.

After finishing up our meal, we walked back to the inn and upon arriving both agreed that after a long day, lots of hard work, and a good meal it was probably about time to turn in.  Upon removing my makeup, I put on my nightgown and climbed into bed and just as I did every night, lay there playing on my cell phone, which was a bad habit, but I did it anyway.  You know how we millennials are.

I had only been laying there a couple of minutes when there was a knock on my door, and I knew who it was as it could only be one person, Nicole.

“Come in.”

The door handle turned and the next thing I saw was Nicole peeking her head inside and as she caught sight of me smiled and said, “Sorry to bother you but I left my hairbrush in your bathroom.”

“You’re not bothering me at all, come on in.”

She proceeded to the bathroom and emerged with her hairbrush in hand which she held up for me to see and then said, “Found it.  Well, I guess I’ll see you in the morning and she began to walk toward the open door.

“Nicole?”

Turning around she then looked at me, smiled, and raised her eyebrows, waiting to hear what I had to say.

“You’re welcome to hang out with me if you want.  I hope that doesn’t sound weird me saying that.”

With an ear to ear smile she shook her head slightly and said, “No, it doesn’t sound weird at all, and by the way, I liked hanging out with you too.”

I patted the bed and said, “Come, join me,” and she climbed up on the bed beside me.

“It’s a little bit chilly in my opinion and you’re welcome to get under the covers if you would like.”

She then did just that and climbed in bed with me and as she settled in pulled the covers up over her and said, “Just like old times.”

“Welcome back,” I said, and we both chuckled.

“It’s good being back Taylor.  You know, as much as I like solitude, the past couple of nights I’ve realized that sometimes it’s a lot more fun when you’re not alone but with somebody, and especially when they are a cool friend like you.”

Smiling at her, I said, “Well thank you, and I feel the exact same way about you Nicole, because I think you’re pretty awesome yourself.”

Laughing briefly, she said, “Awesome?  That is high praise indeed.”

After a long pause, she said, “There’s something I want to tell you, and just like you asked me not to disclose your sexual preferences I’m going to ask you to do the same and not repeat what I say.  Not that I’m necessarily worried about the people of North Point tarring and feathering me but as far as I’m concerned, it’s my business, and not the town’s, okay?”

“Of course, Nicole.”

“Do you remember at the restaurant when you said that you had been with a woman before?”

“Of course.”

“Taylor, I too have been with another girl as well.”

“Oh,“ I said surprisedly.

“And as matter of fact more than one.  It was a few years ago.  Want to hear more?”

She now had my full attention, and this was exactly what I had been dying to hear as I now had a glimmer of hope that Nicole might not be so far out of reach after all.  However, she would still have to like me in a romantic way too and I had no idea if I was even her type, whatever that was.  Anyway, I was still a long way from knowing anything for sure.

“Please,” I replied.

“I went out with females for about three years and at the end of that time, I felt that there must be more.  Don’t get me wrong the sex with girls was great but there was something missing that I just could not put my finger on. The only way that I could describe it was that I was unfulfilled.  Afterward, I took a short break and began dating guys versus girls and that lasted for about a year.  The only reason I stopped was because I was truly disappointed with the quality of the men out there in dating land and decided to take yet another break.  Before I knew it, I had developed a relationship Zach, my next-door neighbor’s son, and you know the rest of the story as I shared it with you the other night.”

As she finished, we lay there silently for some time until I finally said, “I promise to keep what you said confidential.”

Smiling, she said, “I know you will Taylor, I trust you.”

“Appreciate that, Nicole.”

Nodding she asked, “And one more thing, just like you ….”

“Yes?”

“If I met the right person to share my life with, I wouldn’t care if they were a girl either.”

As I looked at her, I smiled and said, “I appreciate you sharing that with me.  It means a lot that you did.”

“I wanted to say something at the restaurant earlier tonight but was kind of torn as to whether I should or not.”

Shaking my head, I replied, “Hey, better late than never,” and we both chuckled.

“Thanks.”

After a long pause she added, “Taylor I know we’ve only known each other a week but I want you to know that I do consider you a friend, and a good one.  Perhaps that sounds strange since I’ve only known you for such a short period of time, but that’s the way I feel.”

“Oh Nicole, that is so sweet, and I want you to know that I feel the same way too.  Somehow, it’s like the two of us just click.”

“Exactly.”

After another pause, she said, “Well girlfriend I should probably let you get a little shuteye, after all, you’re sleeping for two.”

“I thought that whole two thing only applied to eating,” I said, and we both chuckled.

“Sleep well,” and she then reached over and pressed her cheek next to mine and gave me a great big hug which I returned without hesitation.  During the few seconds that I held her in my arms I couldn’t help but notice her sweet aroma, and as I inhaled deeply it excited me and filled me with delight.  The warmth of her body next to mine felt absolutely wonderful and despite the fact that all I wanted to do was hold her close I knew that I had to let her go, as much as I didn’t want to.

As she pulled away from me and we caught sight of one other we both smiled.  Nicole was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and I loved everything about her from her long blonde hair which was resting on her shoulders to her brilliant blue eyes.  I just couldn’t get enough of her.

Just as she was getting ready to hop off the bed to return to her suite I said, “Hey,” and she turned and looked at me.

“I know you’re probably ready for a good night’s sleep in your own bed but if you wanted to sleep here you would be more than welcome.”

She just sat there and looked at me saying nothing and then smiled and said, “Oh?”

Nodding, I said, “You know how it is being a woman, we don’t like being alone, especially after dark.  Besides, it’s kind of nice having someone with you at night, it makes you feel secure.  As strange as it sounds, I’ve kind of gotten used to having you next to me the past two nights and would enjoy the company if you would like to stay with me.”

An ear-to-ear smile came across her face and she said, “I would like that.”

“Great.”

“On one condition.”

“What?”

“Are you going to charge me for tonight?” she asked.

I laughed and said, “Not if you help me serve breakfast in the morning.”

“But I’m the only guest.”

“Shouldn’t be a problem then.”

She was chuckling as she climbed back in bed with me and then clicked off the lamp on her bedside table. She then rolled over facing in my direction and pulled the covers up over her shoulders.  At that point she just lay there just looking at me while smiling.  After a few moments she said, “You’re right Taylor, this is much better than being alone.”

“I feel the same way and am glad you decided to take me up on my offer.”

We continued to look at one another for a few more moments and I then returned my attention to my smartphone because I didn’t want to seem as though I were staring at her, though her gaze was still fixed on me.  Though my attention was glued to my mobile device I could feel her moving around under the sheets, but I paid no mind and assumed that she was simply trying to get comfortable.  Turning my gaze back toward her I saw that she was still laying there smiling at me and I finally decided to ask, “Everything okay?”

She nodded and then took her arm from underneath the covers and in her hand was holding her silky purple nightgown, which she tossed on the floor and then asked, “Why don’t you join me?”

At that moment I had a look of amazement on my face, mainly because I definitely wasn’t expecting her to respond as such, and definitely not that quickly, but I was happy, as well as paralyzed, all at the same, but it was exactly what I had been hoping for.  Since I hadn’t responded or moved one inch, she took the petrified expression on my face for one of disapproval and said, “Oh my God Taylor please don’t tell me that I misread the situation, and if that’s the case I am truly sorry, I am so embarrassed.”

Before I could say a world she then rolled over, threw the covers back and stood up, giving me a clear view of very cute naked rear end, and retrieving her nightgown from the floor and began putting it on.

“No Nicole wait, please listen.”

With a hurt look on her face, she turned and looked at me, using the nightgown that she still hadn’t gotten back on yet, to cover herself and stood there waiting to hear what I had to say.

“You’ve got it all wrong, please come back to bed Nicole.  Please?”

With an uneasy look on her face, she stepped back toward the bed and then asked, “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more positive of anything in my life.”

“And you’re sure that you don’t have a problem with me being a slightly older woman?” she asked playfully.

“Nicole, you are beautiful, smart, funny, witty, and perfect in every way, and are exactly what I want and need in my life,” and after a pause added, “As well as in my bed.”

With an ear to ear smile she climbed back in and pulled the covers up to just below her shoulders and held up her nightgown and asked, “Just to make sure that I’m not misreading signals and that we are on the same page, will I be needing this?”

Taking it out of her hand I threw it toward the end of the bed and replied, “Not until morning.”

At that moment our eyes were locked together and by the expression on her face it was clear that she wanted me just as badly as I wanted her.  I then moved toward her slowly until our lips met and her touch was just as wonderful as I had envisioned as her flesh pressed against mine.  As we kissed passionately, it was clear that she shared the same intense feeling for me as I had for her and at that moment, I knew one thing.  She was who I truly loved and was the only person that could make my heart sing, and I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that she felt the exact same way about me.  My search was over as the one I had been looking for all my life was now in my arms, and I needed nothing else, as she was my everything.


Chapter 11

In the days and weeks that followed, Nicole and I spent an increasing amount of time together and not only did our relationship blossom, but our love for one another grew exponentially.  One of the things we discovered that we truly liked to do was sit on the front porch and chat while watching the world go by, sitting side by side in the swing holding hands.

During the balance of Nicole’s stay at the inn over the next two weeks, I decided to waive all fees and for good reasons.  One, she agreed to help me out on the weekends when I needed it most, two, she wasn’t dirtying up a room since she was staying in my suite, and three she was paying me in other ways, if you know what I mean.  I’m just kidding about that.  Well, sort of.  Anyway, you just don’t charge the love of your life lodging fees or let them sleep alone.  Besides, I loved having her close to me.

After the plumbing repairs at her house were complete, Nicole returned home and stayed there during the week and if the inn had no guests, I would spend the night with her.  Then on weekends she would stay with me at the B&B and help me, which was exactly when I needed it most.  In addition to the assistance that she provided me with at the inn on Saturday and Sunday mornings she also helped me develop some necessary administrative materials for the business including a policy manual.  This was a must because I had recently hired my first employee, a cousin of Emma’s, who would be helping out from time to time.  With my belly continuing to swell, it was becoming increasingly harder just to get around and I needed all the help I could get.

The next thing I knew I was seven months along and according to my OB-GYN everything was right on track and the baby was developing normally.  She asked me if I wanted to know the sex of the baby, but I said no that I wanted to be surprised.  However, she did tell Nicole, who promised to keep it a secret from me at my request.  She did say that if I flat out asked her, she would tell me and at times it was hard to resist.  Hopefully I would be able to hold out.

Right after that OB-GYN appointment the two of us went out to dinner at our old standby, Bleu Olive, and sat in the booth where we had the night when I had told Nicole I was simply looking for the right person to share my life with and I didn’t care what sex they were as long as they loved me. 

After a couple of minutes, she said, “Taylor, I know you remember what I told you about my time in the military and that it can be a lonely life. Mine was no exception because every couple of years I was picking up and moving.  The word home identified the place where I lay my head on a pillow each night and my family were the guys and gals I worked with.  You probably also remember what I said about that as the years passed, I looked forward to the day when I could put down some roots and call a place home like I have here in North Point, and I have no doubt that I picked the right place.”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, I do remember you telling me that night when we first slept together, and you’re right, this is a nice town to live in Nicole, and I like it too, especially because you’re here.”

She then smiled at me and squeezed my hand.  Getting into her purse she took out a black velvet ring box, opened it, and then turned it toward me allowing me to see what was inside. When I did, tears came to my eyes as it was a petite gold twist engagement ring with an oval diamond.  It was the exact one I had told the local jeweler I wanted in the event Nicole ever asked me to marry her and somehow, she had found out. 

“Taylor, I knew from the moment I first saw you that you were special, and very soon afterward that I loved you and who could blame me because you’re just so ….”

Choked up and unable to speak I nodded.

Continuing she said, “Loveable.  During the past five and a half months I have learned one thing, that I love you and want you to be the first thing I see when I wake up and the last just before I fall asleep.  You are also getting ready to have a big responsibility fall upon you, that of a mother and I want nothing more than to help you raise your baby just as if it were my very own and I promise to love it just as much as you do.  Taylor, I love you more than anything and can’t imagine living a day without you, so I’m asking you, will you please marry me and let me love you with all my heart as long as I live?”

The tears were streaming down my face at that point and there was no way that I could possibly respond, so I did all that I could do which was nod and then hugged her as tightly as I could. A group of people walked over the table almost immediately and began clapping and as I looked up saw Rosemary, Rebecca, Emma, Fran, Millie from the salon, and Anna who owned the bookshop.

Putting the ring on my finger I wiggled it and said, “I’m engaged,” and they all clapped again.

“So, everyone knew about this?” I asked, looking at Nicole and then motioned my head in the direction of the group.

“In a small town like North Point there are no secrets because we all know each other’s business, especially me,” said Fran, and everyone laughed as she finished her words.

As I looked at everyone I smiled and said, “That’s okay because each one of you are family, my family, and I’m lucky to have you,” and as I turned and looked at Nicole, I said, “And I’m especially fortunate to have you Nicole, and I love you.”

“I love you too baby,” and we then kissed once more before giving one another a great big hug which caused everyone to cheer and then applaud once more.
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