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Chapter 1

I had just started drifting off to sleep when all of a sudden I heard a soft female voice asking, “How do you feel?”

Turning my head slightly to the left, I caught sight of an attractive young nurse smiling at me.  As I scanned her, I saw that she had long dark hair that was pulled back into a ponytail and she was wearing dark blue scrubs.

“I’ve been better,” I gasped.

“We called your parents in Madisonville and they said they will be here as soon as they can.  They also said they were calling your sister as well.”

Nodding slightly, I said, “Okay, thanks.”

“Can I get you anything?”

“No,” I said before adding, “Yes, less pain.”

“The pain meds should be kicking in shortly.  Just hang in there, okay?”

“I’ll do my best.”

“Just press the red button if you need anything at all and I’ll be here straight away,” and she then smiled and walked out of the room.

It was hard not to notice how pretty she was and under normal circumstances was someone that I would have liked to have asked out, but at that moment in time my circumstances were nowhere close to normal.  Romance was the last thing on my mind as I lay there in the ICU of The Four Points Regional Medical Center in lovely Four Points, just in case you didn’t know where it was located. 

As I lay there, I tried to take comfort in what the nurse had just said, that the pain medication would soon be kicking in and, in my opinion, the sooner the better as I was in a tremendous amount of pain, and it was also difficult to breathe.

The doctor had spoken with me a couple of minutes prior to the nurse’s visit and had briefed me on my condition. If the prognosis had been poor that would probably have been a step up from my then condition as the outlook was not good.  In addition to a cracked spine, I had a pulmonary contusion, two broken hips, and several cracked ribs. What worried the doctor the most of all was the fact that I had bumped my head hard, and he was worried about possible brain damage.  I told him that mentally I felt okay and was pretty sure that nothing was wrong, but he then went on to explain that was not the way that it worked, and he very concerned about my situation, especially from the head injury.  Personally, I was more worried about the spinal cord damage than anything because if I couldn’t walk again that was going to severely cramp my style; but I wouldn’t know more until additional tests had been ran and a neurosurgeon consulted.  To quote the doctors exact words, you’re not out of the woods yet, as my overall condition was extremely serious, and he was concerned about me pulling through.

You’re probably wondering, who is this guy and how did he get in this shape?  Well, my friend, sometimes all you have to do is ask.

Christopher Black is the name, but everyone calls me Chris, and I’m a native of Four Points and have lived here all my life.  Upon graduating high school, my best friend Travis and I decided to skip college and go straight to work.  An automobile manufacturing plant about halfway between North Point and Madisonville was hiring and the wages and benefits were out of this world and in our minds, we were set for life.  Besides, we could always go to college later because we were young and had all the time in the world, or so we thought.  Six years later, financial speculators drove the price of oil through the roof causing the plant where we worked to seriously scale back operations as we produced high end SUVs, and the rest of the manufacturing went south of the border or to Asia.  So there we were, twenty-four years old and out of work. 

Afterward the two of us considered going back to school and maybe even learning a trade, but we both agreed that seemed like drudgery and a hell of a lot of work because we’d both been out of school for six years and the thought of sitting in a classroom was very unappealing.  With that being said, we found work in the roofing business and learned there was money to be made if you had the balls to scale housetops at the most distressing of inclines and with a little practice, we were onboard.  That was four years ago and even though our plan was only to do that temporarily, well, you know how it goes.  The next thing you know one year has turned into two, and two into four and your plans to go back to school, start a side hustle, or both never materialize, which was the case for both of us.

Anyway, early in the morning on this very day I was working on a job.  The day before we had done the tear off and were getting ready to lay down the new roof when suddenly I lost my footing and in an instant, I found myself in a freefall, and as I dropped through the air it seemed like an eternity.  The next thing I knew my entire body had impacted on the wall of the construction dumpster, and hard, and I bounced off it like a rag doll.  When I finally landed on the concrete driveway on which the container was sitting, I was hurting bad and knew I was in trouble. And that my friend was how I ended up here just barely hanging onto life and in a tremendous amount of pain, which I’d never imagined possible.

“Chris?”

I knew that voice anywhere and it was none other than my best friend of over twenty years, Travis Cloud. We had grown up together and was the closest thing I had to a brother.  We met on day one of first grade and had been practically inseparable ever since. 

With barely enough breath to speak I was finally able to say, “Hey dude.”

Walking over to my bedside he said, “I can’t leave you alone for a minute, I take off a couple of hours for a dental appointment ….”

“You know me dude.  Despite the fact that tomorrow is Christmas, I thought I’d go ahead and knock off a day early ya know.”

As we finished chuckling at our comments he asked, “Where are your folks?”

“Nurse says they are on the way over from Madisonville.”

“Has anyone called your sister?”

“I guarantee you, if mom and dad know, then she knows, and is probably already enroute from North Point.”

“So, what happened?  You slipped?”

Nodding ever so slightly as that was all that my neck would allow, I then added, “I was testing out the dumpster for reliability, and it passed, but unfortunately I didn’t do as well as it did.”

“The guys out at the job site told me you took a pretty good fall.  How bad are your injuries?”

“Yeah bro.  It’s not good.  Cracked spine, a bruised lung, two broken hips, cracked ribs and a possible brain injury.  Aside from those, looks like I’m gonna be just fine.”

As I finished speaking the look on his face changed to one of grave concern, indicating that he knew my injuries were bad.

“I think they might be just a little more serious than you’re letting on.”

With a slight nod I said, “Just a bit.”

After a long pause I continued, “I’m pretty busted up dude and am not in great shape.  If I don’t make it tell my mom and dad that I love them.”

“You’re going to make it, at least until they get here, so you can tell them yourself.”

“Travis, I appreciate your words of encouragement, but in the event that I don’t make it ….”

He nodded. 

“You know you’re not going anywhere Chris, after all, we’re only twenty-eight years old and have a lot of years ahead of us.  Besides, we’ve still got too much to do including being best man for each other when we get married.”

“If we ever meet the right girls, and by the way, the pretty nurse on duty is mine so hands off,” I added and we both chuckled.

“And don’t forget, we’ve still not made that big fishing trip to Colorado….”

Cutting in I said, “That we’ve been planning for at least eight to ten years now,” and as I finished speaking, we both smiled.

After a long hesitation I said, “Look Travis, in the event I don’t make it ….”

“You’re going to make it dude.”

Shaking my head slightly, which was all that I could do as I could barely move, I said, “Just hear me out. 

Standing there by my bed, he nodded.

“Like I said, in the rare event that I don’t make it there’s something I want you to do, okay?”

“I will do my best.”

“I think you should get out of the roofing business.  You and I both know it was only supposed to be a temporary stop and here we are four years later and look what’s happened to me.  Besides, you’re smart, you’ve got brains, start using them and do something that’s worthy of your time and talent instead of working with those damn storm chasers.  Okay?”

Nodding he said, “Okay.  But that applies to you too once you get out of here.”

“Oh, you can count on that buddy.  Also, if I pass don’t mourn my loss, and live your life to its fullest and find true love with that special girl that’s out there waiting for you to find her.  Do that dude, and you’ll be doing it for the both of us and I’ll be right there with you in spirit and that’s my Christmas wish for you.”

I could tell he was getting a little choked up and who wouldn’t have after a speech like that? The only reason I was telling him all of that was because I feared I wasn’t going to pull through as I was having a feeling of doom like I’d never experienced, signaling that the end was near.

“One more thing, if I pass away and if there’s a way to come back I will.”

Sniffling he said, “You’d better, we’ve got too much to do.  Besides, remember that time when we were seven years old and we each pricked our fingers with a pin from your moms sewing kit, and we then pressed them against one another and said that we were blood brothers, and would be together forever?”

Smiling I said, “Yeah I do, and that settles it, if I pass, I’ll be back one way or another.  However, I can get here, so if not tomorrow, we’ll definitely be celebrating Christmas together next year.”

“I’m holding you to that,” he replied.

The next thing I knew I was struggling to breathe, and I was also having the sensation that my heart wasn’t beating just right, and by the sound of the cardiac monitor on the table beside me which was now going crazy, I wasn’t far off.  I recall Travis yelling at the top of his lungs for help and that's the last thing I remember.

What I did not hear in my final moments was Travis saying that his Christmas wish was for me to find a way back just as I had said that I would, as we had promised to be best friends forever and that was all he wanted, and he would do anything to have me back.


Chapter 2

As I opened my eyes, I could see my mother sitting in a chair across the room from me and as I stirred it got her attention and she looked up from the book she had been reading and rushed to my bedside and said, “Anna.  Oh, thank God you’re awake!  How do you feel?”

Thinking that I was imagining what I had just heard, my mother calling me by my sister’s name, I took a deep breath and then asked, “Mom, how long ….”

As I heard the feminine voice of my sister emanating from my mouth, my eyes widened. I stopped talking and immediately placed my right hand on my chest and when I did, I noticed it did not lie flat as it should have.  From what I could tell it wasn’t going to either because it was resting on a pair of soft breasts, which was completely impossible. To top it off, I could see that I also had long black hair and the strands were resting on the front of my hospital gown.  My mother calling me by my sister’s name, a girly voice coming from my mouth, my sister Anna’s long black hair, also an attribute of my little sis, and a set of boobs?  I was clearly dreaming because there was no way on earth I could now be my mother’s daughter.  Perhaps if I closed my eyes and waited a bit I would wake up and return to reality, because I was certainly not in it at that moment, there was no way, or so I thought.

“Sweetie, are you okay?” she asked with a concerned look on her face.

As I lay there still trying to get a grip on what was going on she asked, “Can you hear me?”

I nodded.

“Do you know your name?”

Once again, I nodded.

“Can you tell me what your name is?”

How was I supposed to answer?  Anna or Chris.  Since it was all a dream I might as well play along because it wouldn’t matter what I said one way or another, but just before answering I changed the subject and asked, “Mom, how long have I been out and where am I?”

“Sweetie you’ve been unconscious for two months.”

“Two months?”

Nodding mom added, “Seven weeks actually.  Oh, Anna it’s a miracle that you’re back with us.  The medical staff said there was almost no chance of you waking up especially after that fall you took but I am so grateful that you did, because after losing your brother ….” 

Stopping herself she began to tear up almost instantly and by the expression on her face it was obvious that she had told me something she was not planning to, but it was too late.  Apparently, I hadn’t survived, which was not surprising because my injuries were pretty severe, but why was I in Anna’s body?

“Mom?”  I asked.

Taking my hand in hers she said, “Chris passed away on Christmas Eve,” and she then began to cry and as the tears ran down her cheeks, I grabbed her and gave her a big hug.  When she finally pulled back, she asked, “Do you remember when Dad called you at your shop and told you that Chris had an accident a work?”

There was no way I could remember that because I wasn’t Anna, but as I lay there thinking I had a memory flash through my mind of Dad calling me, or should I say Anna, advising me that Chris had been in an accident and was at Four Points Regional Medical Center.  He then told me that all he knew was that Chris had fallen and I told him that I would be there as quickly as I could.

Nodding I said, “Overall my memory is kind of foggy but yes, I do remember receiving the phone call, but I can’t seem to remember anything after that.”

Then after a few moments I had an additional recollection and said, “Wait, I do. I told my assistant manager, Danny, to take over because my brother had been hurt and I was heading down to Four Points.  As I walked across the floor, I slipped on something and the next thing I knew I was falling, and I also remember bumping my head.  After that nothing, until I woke up here with you a couple of minutes ago.”

“That’s right Anna, you fell and struck your head on the corner of a table and were out cold.  Fortunately, Danny called the ambulance immediately and you were brought here, to Four Points Regional Medical Center.”

“Mom, what are the odds that Anna,” catching myself I corrected my error and added, “I mean Chris and I were both injured and ended up here at the hospital at the same time?”

“Sweetie, it gets even weirder than that.”

“It does?”

Nodding she said, “You arrived and went into cardiac arrest at 11:48 a.m. and were dead for about thirty seconds.”

“I was dead?”

She nodded.

“And they jump started me with the paddles?”

“For lack of a better term, yes.”

“That is pretty weird, I thought my heart was in good shape.”

“They didn’t really have a good explanation as to why a healthy young woman such as yourself would have had a heart attack but surmised that it must have been due to the fall you had taken.”

“I’m glad they were able to bring me back.”

After a brief pause, I asked, “Mom, did Chris pass before or after me?”

Mom hesitated and just looked at me for some time before continuing, but finally answered my question, “Anna, he died at the exact same time that you did, 11:48 a.m.”

This just kept on getting more bizarre by the moment and I was truly hoping that I would wake up from this dream I was trapped in sooner rather than later where I was now dead and in my sisters’ body.  To top it off we both died at the exact same moment, but somehow, they brought her back, or should I say me?  Oy vey!

“By the way, how’s Travis doing?  He and Chris were pretty close.”

“Oh honey, poor Travis was so busted up that he was barely able to keep himself composed at the funeral.  He took it really hard.  I did run into his mom a couple of days ago downstairs.  She works in the financial services department here at the hospital and I asked about him.  She said he was still having a rough time but was doing a little better.”

“Gosh, I really hate that for him mom.  They were like brothers.”

“They sure were.  However, he still misses your brother and says that things are just not the same without him.  By the way, I should probably let your father and the hospital staff know that you’re awake.  Be right back,” and she then opened the door to my room and headed off to the nurses station.

Well, there I was, and if I didn’t wake up from this dream, or should I say nightmare, very soon, I’d have to accept my new reality as a woman, and on top of that I wasn’t just any girl, as I was now my sister.  For the life of me I had no idea how something like this could have happened, but the fact that we’d both gotten injured and ended up at the same hospital and had died at the exact same moment couldn’t just be a coincidence.  For the moment there was nothing I could do about it except go along for the ride and pretend that I was Anna.  I sure couldn’t tell anyone because they would think that I had lost my mind or was suffering from a brain injury where I had smacked my head.  Even if I did convince my parents or Travis that it was me in Anna’s body that would create a whole new set of problems because they would then view me as some sort of a freak or heretic.  Okay, maybe heretic is too strong of a word.  However, I was going to keep my mouth shut and see where this led because at least I was alive, and that was something, even though I was a girl, and my sister.


Chapter 3

After one lies in bed for almost two months, they’re going to need a little physical therapy, because when you don’t use your legs, you have to relearn to walk, maybe not fully but to a pretty good degree.  I did everything the physical therapist told me and I was back up and running in ten days and felt pretty confident about my walking skills.  However, the rehab staff suggested that I come in for basic physical therapy twice a week for the next three weeks for good measure, and I agreed.

Upon being discharged from Four Points Regional, I returned to my little cottage in North Point where I found a mountain of unopened mail, apart from a few envelopes which mom had opened.  During my time in the hospital as well as rehab she had reviewed what I had received in the post and had made sure that my bills were paid, because she knew in her heart that I would be back, or Anna rather.  She had also taken care of all my personal financial and administrative affairs as well.

The day came where I finally returned to work and as I walked down the sidewalk toward my place of business, I looked above the row of windows and saw the sign was still in place, Black’s Books, the bookshop that I had founded three years ago.  As I entered the store my right-hand man, Danny, stepped over to me and gave me a hug, which I returned.  Normally as a guy I wasn’t into hugging other dudes but since my transition I had become part of a whole new culture, womanhood, and a new set of rules applied to my day to day living, and I seemed to be doing a lot of hugging.

Mom said she and Dad had decided to leave Danny in charge during my absence for several reasons: one, they had just lost their son and were grieving; two, I was in a coma, and they were terrified that I wasn’t going to make it; and three, they knew nothing about running a bookshop, and Danny did.  Besides, he had been with me since day one and knew as much about the business as I did plus, he was one of those guys that seemed extremely trustworthy, and the only other option was to shutter the place as Mom and Dad both had full time jobs and there was no way they could run the place.  Besides, since he rented a room over the bookshop it was the perfect arrangement as he could also keep an eye on the place twenty-four seven.

As I looked across the shop it looked pretty much the same as when I had last visited there in early to mid-December as Chris, and just as suddenly I had what could only be described as another flash of memory, and not mine but Anna’s.  It had to do with the operation of the shop including accounting and business operations, and I even remembered the names of some of my customers. 

This had been happening to me ever since I’d woken up, occasional bursts of Anna’s memories surfacing and being added to my own.  It wasn’t like her consciousness existed alongside mine but exactly as I described, like I was receiving an injection of her memories. It sounds a bit creepy, but it didn’t bother me one bit.  Sis and I had always been tight and had never had the typical brother sister relationship where the two parties piss and moan at one another, as the two of us had always gotten along well. I felt very comfortable with what the universe was sharing with me, despite the fact that I didn’t understand it.

Danny felt it important to sit down with me almost immediately and share with me what had been going on with the shop during my absence. I was pleasantly surprised to learn that overall, we’d had a great Christmas.  Following that, we had a January slump for several weeks, which is common, but then things picked up again and we had actually had record profits for the first two months of the year.  One way to truly vet someone is to see how they perform while the boss is away, and he had truly done an excellent job and I knew right then that he was someone I could trust as he’d had the keys to the kingdom and every penny was accounted for.

I’d been at the store for no time and my friend Fran, the proprietor from next door, came bursting through the door and as she caught sight of me called out my name, “Anna!” and then bounced over to me and gave me a great big hug which I returned. 

Fran owned the shop next door to mine, Icing on The Cake, which sold cakes and cupcakes, and during warmer weather would also offer ice cream.  She was an attractive woman of thirty-five who stood about 5’5” with dark brown hair and eyes and was a native of Scotland.  Fran came to the U.S. with her husband whose company had sent him over to run one of their offices.  However, within a year he'd sought greener pastures, and had ended up leaving her for another woman.  According to her she was young enough to be his daughter.  At least that’s what she said.  Anyway, after her divorce five years ago, Fran decided to stay in the U.S. and ended up settling down in North Point where she opened her cake shop.

“Oh my God, it’s so good to see you and you have no idea how happy am that you’re back,” she said.

“Thanks, it’s good to be back,” I replied.

“Girl, it’s been so lonely around here without you because I’ve had no one to talk to,” and she then looked at Danny and said, “Nothing personal.”

“It’s cool, I know it’s a chick thing,” and then the three of us chuckled at his response.

“As I was saying, it’s been very lonely without you around because I’ve had no one to chat with.”

Danny then added, “Chat or gossip?”

I chuckled at his comment, and then Fran, with an annoyed look on her face said, “Same difference,” and the three of us then laughed.

“I’ve got to get back because I didn’t even lock the door to the shop but whenever you get settled in, leave Danny in charge and come over and we’ll have coffee and cake, okay?”

“Sounds good.”

Giving me a quick hug, she said, “See you soon and welcome back,” and just as quickly as she had entered, she was gone and vanished from sight around the corner.


Chapter 4

I quickly settled into my new routine as Anna, which included running the store as well as living and acting as the young 5’4” woman whose body I had somehow inherited.  As far as the business went, I regained most of the knowledge that Anna had in a short amount of time and Danny helped fill in the missing gaps.  When you’ve smacked your head against a table and have been out cold for two months, people are fairly tolerant and cut you a lot of slack when you don’t remember something.

Living as a woman was a different story and I struggled a bit as the knowledge trickled in a bit slower and initially seemed a bit scattered.  But after I watched a couple of online videos on how to apply makeup, all my sister’s knowledge came roaring back and I even remembered the brands, as well as the colors, that she regularly used.  I was also amazed at the knowledge I had regarding coordinating one’s wardrobe as far as clothes, shoes, handbags, and accessories and even though some of those memories were fuzzy I still knew exactly what to do.  For lack of a better term, perhaps it could be called fashion instinct.  Anyway, I was amazed at how comfortable I felt putting on my face, or makeup, each morning and didn’t want to leave the house until I had because it made me feel more confident.  I also wanted to look my best as far as apparel and would frequently pick a pretty dress to wear, and as far as shoes I often picked flats because when you’re on your feet all day working in a shop the last thing you want to wear is heels.

My life had been hectic since I had woken up and I hadn’t had much time to think about anything.  Between physical therapy, running my business, and learning the basics of being Anna Black I’d had little time for anything else.  However, the one thing question that kept popping into my head was how did this happen?  I had died, and was now in her body, but where was her consciousness?  I had regained many of her personal memories and took great comfort in that and on some level that made me feel as though she wasn’t really gone, but the Anna I knew was no more and in a way I felt guilty.  But then again, I hadn’t done anything, and I sure hadn’t asked for what had happened to me.  I was just a guy that fell off a roof and hit a dumpster who got the surprise of a lifetime.

Was all of it the result of my conversation with Travis just prior to my death where I told him that I would find a way to come back?  Or was it divine intervention?  Then again, maybe I was still in a coma and it was all a dream.  Even crazier than that, was it still Christmas Eve morning and I hadn’t even woken up yet where I would go out to the job site and fall off the roof?  If that was the case and I was still sleeping, I would not be going into work today and would be doing an immediate career change.  Anyway, the whole thing was quite mind boggling and hopefully with time I would learn something, if that was even possible, but I was not hopeful.

As I began to settle in, it was more and more difficult not to think about my old buddy Travis, my friend of more than two decades and I wanted nothing more than to pick up the phone and call him and see what he was up to and if he wanted to hang out.  If I were Chris that would be okay but as Anna, well, that was a different story because the two of them had never been friend friends, but more like acquaintances as Anna had been Chris’s younger sister and they simply knew one another because of that.

As I continued to think about it, I asked myself, why not?  I could call and see how he was, after all, he and Anna’s brother had been best friends, and I could also give him an update on how I was doing.  Mom had mentioned that he had called her a couple of times and asked how I was doing.  Besides, calling him could potentially give me an opening to developing a brand-new friendship with him as Anna.  And, with a little luck, perhaps we could be pals again doing stuff like shooting pool, fishing, bowling, and drinking beer and eating wings at sports bars.

But then again, he might not view me as a potential friend in that way because after all, I was a girl and as I thought about it in depth, I considered the possibility that if I reached out to him that he might think that I was interested in him in a romantic way, something I hadn’t thought about previously.  I was pretty new to the whole girl thing, and I wasn’t sure I was ready to go down that road with him, or any guy for that matter because the prospect of having sex with a man seemed a little unsettling.  At that point I decided I could wait a bit longer before picking up the phone and calling him as I needed to think about it a bit more. 

For the moment my friendship needs would have to be satisfied by my employee Danny, and Fran in the shop next door, who Anna had been pals with for some time.  Even though she was very nice, I didn’t like how gossipy she was but was getting used to it, as it just went with the territory because we’ve all got our little imperfections.  I found that female to female relationship dynamics were a bit different and that men and women are often interested in talking about different topics during their leisure hours.  This was something that I was going to have to adjust to because finding a female friend that was interested in what I had been as a guy would be difficult.  Hopefully, with time, as Anna’s memories continued to surface, they would help provide me with the social skills that I needed to interact with other females more successfully.

Thinking about the fact that I had lost my friendship with Travis truly made me realize that our lives and relationships are not built on the present or what we are planning to do, but on the past, something I’d never given much thought to before.  If you think about your life and your interactions with others it often seems that everything, and I mean everything, is built on your past experiences and relationships.  When you wake up one day and find yourself in someone else’s body as I did and that your past has effectively been wiped clean, it’s a lonely feeling, and you’ve got one option, start over.  Despite the fact that I still had my parents in my life it was not the same.  The relationship I had with them in my new reality was the one they had always had with Anna and not Chris and they treated me differently than they would a son.  Being Anna, they treated me a little more gently and were somewhat protective and were more affectionate, which was perfectly normal because I was their daughter.  This was a far cry from when I’d been Chris.  Hopefully, with time, I would get used to it all as there really was no other choice.

As the days marched on, I began to notice something else about myself which made me a bit uneasy, and that was the way that I viewed men.  When I was Chris, never in my life did I think men were attractive in any way shape or form and I had actually considered every last one of them a bunch of big hairy baboons, and I was one of them, but now that had changed. 

When men would enter the shop and engage me in conversation, I found that I was strangely drawn to them, especially the ones that were handsome, well dressed, charming and had great personalities, and I would try and extend my conversations with the ones that fell into those categories.  I also loved it when they would flirt with me and for reasons unknown, I would get a boost of confidence and the feeling I would get inside was sensational.  Another thing that I loved was when they would tell me the dress that I was wearing was pretty or that I was a beautiful woman, and I would tell them to stop and they would insist it was true.  When they showered me with those type of compliments it really boosted my ego and I loved it and couldn’t get enough of their kind words.  As I thought about it, I realized that those were typical traits of a woman, and my reactions were apparently right in line. 

However, my interactions with men felt right and natural, but in many ways, I was still conflicted about my sexuality because mentally I had been programmed to be a male.  The belief system that had been instilled in me as a guy was telling me one thing while my biology and biochemistry was telling me another.  Every fiber of my being was telling me that what I felt in my soul was natural while my life experiences and the morality that had been instilled into me as Chris were telling me another.


Chapter 5

It had been almost three months since Chris’ passing and four weeks since I’d woken up as my sister Anna; and after a couple of weeks back in the shop, I felt I was finally getting in the groove of my new life, well a little bit anyway.  In addition to accepting the fact that I was Anna, I was also embracing the fact that I was also a young woman and was looking at it from a new perspective and in the grand scheme of things it wasn’t so bad after all, and I was actually enjoying it. 

Mom and dad had been in regular contact via text or phone once or twice a day since I had returned to North Point; after all, I was their baby girl and they wanted to make sure that I was okay.  I think they were probably a little more overprotective of their daughter than usual and for good reason as she had almost perished.  Plus, they had just lost their son, and I could appreciate the way that they felt.  If I would have let them, they would have driven over every single day to personally check on me, but I told them that I was in good hands with Danny and Fran.  Plus, it was a forty-five-minute drive over from Madisonville, making a round trip an hour and a half, plus time spent visiting, and I told them to just visit when and if they were in the area and to not make any special trips and that I was fine. 

North Point is a bit of a touristy town and a place that many people from the metropolis of Madisonville come to on weekends to escape the hustle and bustle of the city, if only for a few days.  It’s a perfect getaway for city dwellers and we love the fact that they flock to us to take advantage of our B&B’s, restaurants, cafes, antique stores, and specialty shops including Black’s Books.

My store is typically busy on weekends and the fun usually starts on Friday afternoons when our guests begin to arrive from the city.  This day was no exception and we had already had more customers than normal, and we were selling books left and right.  Anyway, I was restocking one of the tables with new inventory when suddenly, I heard a voice, “Anna?”

Turning slightly to the left there stood my old friend Travis and as we made eye contact, he smiled at me warmly, and for a moment I thought my heart was going to stop because I was so surprised to see him.

As I stood there staring at him, speechless, I wondered what I should do.  Hug him or shake his hand?  Finally, I reached up and gave him a great big squeeze which he returned warmly, and I then said, “It’s so good to see you,” and we then pulled back.

I then added, “You know it’s so funny that you stopped in because I was just thinking about you recently and was planning to give you a call to see how you were.”

“You didn’t even have to call, here I am.”

After a brief pause, he asked, “So how are you doing Anna?”

Nodding I smiled and said, “I’m good, considering, and you?”

“I’m okay, still missing your brother a lot, but getting a little better each day.”

It was difficult to know how to respond and I certainly needed to be careful as far as what I said because the last thing I wanted to do was slip up and say something that was out of sync, so I needed to make sure that everything that I said was from Anna’s perspective and not Chris’s.

“Oh my God Travis, I am so sorry, the two of you were as close as brothers and in many ways you guys were tighter than you were with your own families.”

I could see the pain in his eyes, and I hated it and truly wished that I could tell him that his old buddy was standing right in front of him, but I could not, because he wouldn’t have believed it anyway.

Nodding slightly, he said, “That’s true Anna.  You often don’t meet people who you develop a friendship with like Chris and I did.  Anyway, how are you doing?  I understand that you’ve had a rough patch yourself recently.”

“It’s true but I have been improving and am getting better by the day. My memories are returning slowly, at least the ones I lost when my head hit the table,” and I then chuckled at my comment, and he joined in.

“I was worried about you Anna especially after what happened to Chris.  It was so strange how the two of you got injured at the same time and how we almost lost both of you.”

“Thanks Travis.  I’m glad to be here.”

After a long pause I added, “I’m certainly glad you took the time to stop by and see me, it was very nice that you did, and you’re welcome here anytime.  I want you to know that Chris may be gone but you’re still a member of our family.”

“That means a lot, Anna, and I appreciate it.”

“Of course.”

“Anyway, in addition to my social visit I’m also here on business.”

“You are?  Am I in trouble?” I asked and then we both chuckled at my comment.

Shaking his head he said, “No, not at all, but I was interested in looking around the shop, if that’s okay, I might even buy a book.”

“Of course, it’s okay.  Can I help you find something, or are you just browsing?”

“I was actually interested in seeing what books you might have on real estate investing.”

“Oh really?  What we do have would be in our business section,” and I then walked across the shop with him in tow and showed him where any such books would be located.

I then said, “I didn’t know you were interested in real estate, not that it’s any of my business.”

Waving his hand he replied, “It’s fine, just something that I’m thinking about, and I wanted to learn a little more to see if it was something I was potentially interested in pursuing.”

“I’ve never been in real estate in any form, but I’ve always thought that it sounded interesting.  Hopefully you can find one or more books that might help you decide.  Feel free to select a couple that might work for you and sit down and look through them.”

“That’s very nice of you and thanks for your help, Anna.”

“You are welcome.  Feel free to look as long as you want and let me know if you need anything at all,” and I then smiled and returned to the table where I had been working earlier.

It was uncanny how Travis had decided to stop by the shop and pay me a visit because I had been thinking about him just before he showed up.  Then again, I had been thinking about him a lot the past couple of weeks as well and as I stated previously, I had wanted to call him but had been anxious about it, and then out of nowhere he had shown up my doorstep.  As I continued thinking about it, I concluded that perhaps it hadn’t been so coincidental after all, because he was looking for books and Black’s Books was the only game in the greater Four Points area.  Plus, he probably also saw it as an opportunity to visit with his old friend’s sister and little did he know that it was really me.

I also thought it was unusual that he was researching real estate of all things, because during my lifelong friendship with him that was a topic that never came up and was the last thing in the world that I would have imagined him being interested in.  Why that, I asked myself? 

About thirty minutes had passed when I heard him call my name, “Anna.”

As I turned, he walked up to me and smiled and said, “I’ll take these,” and handed me two books.

“I’m so glad that you found a couple of books that you were interested in.  Can I help you find anything else?”

“That’s it.”

“Great, let’s get you checked out,” and I smiled and walked to the front of the shop where I rang him up, collected payment, and put his books in a bag.

As I handed him his sack I said, “Here ya go.”

“Thanks Anna.”

As we stood there in awkward silence, I wondered what I should say next because I was hoping that he would stay longer because I loved being around him, and in a way, it was just like old times, despite the fact that he had no idea it was really me.

Not really sure what I should say, I said, “Travis it was so good seeing you, and I appreciate you stopping by the shop. It means more than you know, because I’ve been thinking about Chris a lot lately, and considering how close you guys were, well. I’ll shut up now since I’m just rambling.”

Shaking his head slightly, he said, “No, you’re not, I know exactly what you mean.  When something happens like it did with Chris, you have an emptiness inside, a void, and you need to be able to connect with people that knew them because that helps, if you know what I mean.”

Nodding slightly, I said, “I do, and it makes a lot of sense, and the two of us just standing here talking about it really helps, or it does me anyway.”

“I guess I had better get going Anna.  Thanks for the books.”

“Thanks for buying them,” and as I completed my words we chuckled and I then added, “And good luck with the real estate thing.  I hope you make a lot of money, and don’t forget me when you’re rich and famous.”

With an ear to ear smile he said, “I think I’ve got a way to go before I’m rich and famous, but I appreciate your vote of confidence.  Thanks again,” and with his bag in hand he began walking toward the door.

The thought of trying to spark up a friendship with him once again flashed through my mind and as he was still in my shop this was the best opportunity to try and lay the groundwork to rebuild what we’d had when I was Chris.  Figuring that I had nothing to lose, I decided that I had better go for it because once he walked out the door it would be a whole lot harder, and I probably wouldn’t have the nerve to pick up the phone and call him.

As I called out his name, “Travis,” he stopped as he heard my voice and turned toward me and smiled.  I then stepped over to him and added, “Hey, as far as what we discussed earlier about Chris and how it really helps those left behind when they are able to get together and talk about the loss that they’ve suffered ….”

“Yes?”

“I just wanted to say that if you ever need someone to talk to or maybe even hang out with just give me a call, because it would help me too.”

After a brief pause, I added, “I know you need to get going because it’s at least a half an hour drive back to Four Points.  Thanks again for stopping in,” and I then turned and began walking back toward the customer service area.

I hadn’t made it half a dozen steps when he said, “Anna?”

Turning around I walked back over to him, and he then smiled and said, “I would really like that.  A lot,” and as he finished his words I was filled with joy and reached up and gave him a big hug which he reciprocated. 

As I pulled back, I was once again surprised that I had felt the need to give him a hug because that’s typically the last thing one guy would do to another.  Then again, I had gone through a lot recently by dying, and then being reborn as a woman.  Hell, after all of that I probably needed a hug and considering that he’d recently lost his best friend too, he probably did as well.

“I know this may be short notice but what are you doing tomorrow night?”

“What do you have in mind?”

“I was thinking that maybe I could drive down and we could have dinner, if you’re free that is.  If not, we can ….”

Waving my hand I said, “No, no, that’s great.  What time?”

“I don’t know, what time do you close the shop?”

“My assistant manager Danny can close so it’s not a problem.  How about 7:00 p.m.?”

“Sure.  Where should I pick you up?”

“You’ve got my number, right?”

He nodded.

“I’ll text you my home address and you can meet me there.”

“Cool.  I’m not all that familiar with North Point dining so I will let you pick.”

“Smiling at him I said, “I know just the place.”

Grinning from ear to ear he said, “Great, I’ll see you tomorrow night at 7:00,” and he then turned and walked out of the shop door.

As I stood there thinking about the events of the past forty-five minutes or so starting from when he first entered the shop, I was pleased that fate had somehow brought him to me and given me chance to rekindle our friendship, and I was ever so hopeful that we could pick up where we had left off.  That was my wish anyway.  Then I was struck by a thought that I had previously glossed over.  If I was successful and the two of us once again became buds, would he see me strictly as such, or would he also potentially view me in a romantic sense as our friendship developed?  If so, how would I handle it if he tried to put the moves on me?  Oh boy!  What had I gotten myself into?

Was I putting the cart before the horse?  After all, we hadn’t even gone out to dinner yet so maybe I was reading too much into it.  I had noticed that since I had woken up as Anna, I had been doing that a lot, kind of overthinking things a little too much and getting myself into a frenzy.  Thinking back, I had never remembered her ever being out of sorts as she was always so organized, mentally, and otherwise, but then again maybe she had been good at not letting people see the turmoil going on inside.  Deciding that I needed to calm down I started back to work.

Five minutes hadn’t elapsed when another one of Anna’s memories resurfaced and it was regarding Travis.  It was clear that his visit had somehow caused Anna’s suppressed consciousness to share another past experience as a result and it was quite colorful.  Apparently, all through high school and up until she left for college, she’d had a secret crush on him and had fantasized about him quite a bit, especially in the intimacy department.

She had one fantasy which was quite prominent that she had thought about quite a bit and had apparently replayed it in her mind over and over when she was younger.  In her fantasy the three of us are in high school, Travis and I are seniors, and she is a junior and my old buddy is spending the night over at our house, which was not uncommon.  After everyone is asleep, he slips into her room and joins her in bed after he asks if there is room for one more and they immediately begin kissing.  This heats up quickly and in no time, she is turned on like crazy as this is what she has been dreaming of for what has seemed like an eternity.  Lifting her nightgown slightly she then takes his hand and pushes it downward toward her womanhood where he begins petting her which drives her out of her mind.  She then reciprocates by reaching into his sleep pants where she finds his manhood and her hand just barely wraps around it.  Far larger than she had previously envisioned she was now more turned on than ever and every fiber of her being was dying to have him inside her as she’d been madly in love with him for years and she wanted nothing more than to please him.  After a couple of minutes, she tells him that she can’t stand it any longer and she has to have him now and as she opens her legs, he moves into position on top of her. 

He presses hard to enter her and as she does, she lets out a light moan from the pain because he just took the flower of her youth.  That doesn’t matter to her as the discomfort is subsiding and the pleasure is sensational, and it is just as grand as she envisioned and driving her to heights she never imagined before.  For the next few minutes, he gave Anna everything that he had and every time that he slammed himself against her she moaned as she couldn’t get enough and deep inside wished the moment would last forever.  However, she knows that it will soon be over as his manhood which is buried deep inside her is swollen to capacity and his rhythm has increased and she knows he is truly ready.  Finally, his face contorts and then he moans, and she knows that he has arrived, and he then collapses on top of her exhausted.  She then wraps her arms around him and savors the moment as it is the one she has been dreaming of for so long and he is finally in her arms and has also taken her just as she wished.  They spend the night together and he takes her repeatedly until early morning when he slips back to the room where he had been sleeping.

The memory definitely got my attention because as it surfaced it was now mine as well and seemed just as real to me as it had to her when she dreamed of it possibly happening.  So now I had a thought that I had never imagined having, even in my wildest dreams, that of my best friend Travis making love to me as a woman, with me being the girl of course.

From one perspective I was a little weirded out about being intimate with a guy, especially my best friend because I had never thought of him that way and the prospect of having him hovering over me and grinding away on me was a little unsettling to say the least.  However, as I thought about it further, I realized that it was perfectly normal for a young woman, such as Anna, to have such feelings, especially for good looking young men, a category which Travis fell into as the ladies just loved him.  With that being said, I processed it and moved on as it wasn’t dirty in any way but was just different, a word that also described me perfectly based on recent events, and I had no room to judge.

As I thought about the two of us getting together for dinner the following night it was difficult not to recall the memory.  For Anna it had been at least ten years ago but for me it was brand new.  Hopefully I would calm down before Travis and I got together the next night because I was truly looking forward to his company.  I knew we would have a great time as we always had, and I was still hopeful that our friendship could be restored and if not, perhaps we could develop a brand new one.


Chapter 6

“Danny, I’m about ready to leave for the evening.  I appreciate you closing the shop tonight, you’re the best,” I said.

“Glad to do it.  Besides, I’m glad to see you taking a little time off for yourself for once, and I don’t remember the last time you went on a date.”

“Danny!  It’s not a date, he’s just a friend of the family and was Chris’s best friend,” I said and then stuck my tongue out at him and then we both chuckled.

“Mmmm, hmmm.”

“What does that mean?  Mmmm, hmmm.”

He laughed briefly and then said, “I’m just kidding, okay.”

I nodded and said, “It’s fine.”

“But no kidding, the way that he was looking at you as well as his body language made me think he fancied you.  At least a little.”

“And how do you know so much about facial expressions and body language?”

Throwing his hands out he said, “I read a book on it; after all, I work in a bookshop.  Actually, it wasn’t too bad, and I learned several things as a result of reading it and you should too if you get a chance, it’s on table four.”

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down I said sarcastically, “I will put it on my list of things to do.  Okay I’m outta here, and to use a phrase from one of your favorite sci-fi shows, you have the con,” and I then walked out the shop headed toward my house.

No sooner had I started walking when I heard a voice, “Hey girl,” and as I stopped and turned, I saw Fran who bounced up to me and asked, “Going home early to get ready for your big date?” and she then chuckled.

“Fran!  It’s not a date, he’s a friend of the family.  I thought I told you that.”

“I actually saw him when he left yesterday, and he is sooo cute, and if I were you, I would try and turn it into a date because he would be quite a catch, plus he’s right about your age, and with his and your features you would have really great looking children.”

“We’ve not even gone to dinner yet and you’ve already got me married off and having his babies.”

“He is gorgeous, and if I were a couple of years younger, I would be glad to have his children.”

After a few moments she added, “If you’re not interested in him will you ask him how he feels about a slightly older woman with a Scottish accent?”

We then chuckled at her comment, and I said, “I’ve got to go.  Have a good evening.”

As I walked away, she yelled, “I’ll be expecting a full report.”

**********

Upon arriving at home, I immediately began to get ready for my outing with Travis and initially I was going to wear a pair of jeans and a blouse but suddenly I had an epiphany.  Why not dress up a little?  After all, I didn’t want to look frumpy when we went out since the last thing I wanted was for him to be ashamed of me.  Looking through my closet I found a casual black dress that went about three quarters of the way down to my knees. As I slipped it on and looked at myself in the mirror, I instantly knew that it was perfect.  As far as shoes my first choice was to wear a pair of flats, but after thinking about it, I decided I wanted something a little dressier and selected a two-strap heeled sandal which completed my outfit perfectly. 

Then freshening up my makeup in record time, I looked at the clock and it was twelve minutes until 7:00 p.m.  Not bad I thought to myself, now we’re all set to go out for dinner, or then again, maybe we’re not.  Initially I’d planned for us to go to a local sports bar that had great burgers and wings, one of the things the two of us loved to eat, but then I recalled reading in the local newspaper that they would be closed over the weekend for renovations, and I had completely forgotten about it.

Shit!  What do I do now?

Right about that time the doorbell rang, and I answered it and there stood Travis in a pair of jeans and a white shirt that was starched to perfection, and he even had on a blue blazer.  As I initially caught sight of him, I was taken back for just a moment at how handsome he was and as I processed the thought, I was shocked that I would even entertain such a notion.

Handsome?  Where did that come from, I thought to myself?  What’s wrong with you dude?  He’s your best friend of over two decades and in all your life you’ve never thought of him as handsome because that’s just plain gay.  Were my female hormones having an effect on me?  Anyway, I needed to say something about how nice he looked that wouldn’t make him think I was interested in him romantically, but that also would let him know that I appreciated the fact that he’d taken the time to look nice for me.  As I processed that last thought I realized it was true, that he had spent a couple of extra minutes preparing himself for our evening out, and he never would have fixed himself up that well for dinner with Chris.  Apparently, he viewed me a little differently than just a potential gal pal of some sort.

“Hi Travis, come in,” I said, and he stepped into the doorway of my cottage.  I then added, “You look very nice this evening,” as that’s all I knew to say, even after all the overthinking I had done planning how to respond.

“Thanks, you too.  You look very pretty.”

My old friend calling me very pretty was the last thing I had expected him to say but I wasn’t offended.  After all, he thought he was going out with Anna and that was an appropriate response considering that fact.  However, the more I thought about it the more I liked it, after all, I was a young woman and if I was going to be one, I might as well be an attractive one because that’s better than being one who is ugly.

Now feeling very warm inside from his comment, I smiled and said, “Thank you Travis,” and then added, “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

With a slight grin on his face, he shook his head slightly and said, “I only say it when it’s true,” and we both chuckled at his comment.

“Let me grab my purse.”

**********

I decided that we should walk into town versus drive because on Friday and Saturday nights out of town visitors typically filled up every last spot of street parking available in North Point.  Also, because I lived a short distance away and the weather was perfect, it was a no brainer.  It was truly a beautiful mid-March evening.

It was 7:08 p.m. when we walked into the Bleu Olive, which was one of the best places to eat in North Point and one could quickly tell that was true from the crowd of people that were there.  We checked in with the hostess who said it would be about a thirty-five-minute wait and being that we were in no hurry we told her to put us on the list and we then had a seat in the bar and enjoy some adult beverages while we waited.

About twenty minutes later our table was ready and the hostess escorted us from the bar to the dining room where she seated us at a quaint little table for two.  It was the most perfect setting for a private dinner for two, which was kind of what I was hoping for so I could potentially begin work on restarting our old friendship.

After ordering our dinner we asked for another round of drinks and then chatted while we waited for our food to arrive; and since the place still had a good crowd, we knew it would be a bit.

“This place is nice,” Travis said.

“Thanks.  The Bleu Olive is very popular with the locals as well as the out of towners.  Oh, and the food’s pretty good as well.”

“Well, I’m glad you picked it, the atmosphere is great, and it sure beats going to a sports bar.”

I was confused by his answer because when I was Chris, Travis always wanted to go to sports bars.

“I thought you and my brother liked going to sports bars,” I asked, “Do you not care for them anymore?”

“Sure.  But because I’m out with a beautiful woman, versus your brother, this seems like a much more appropriate setting than a place that serves burgers, wings, and beer, and where there are dozens of TV’s playing a wide variety of sporting events.  Don’t you think?”

If that was the case then I guess I made the right decision picking The Bleu Olive and was glad that I had, because he would have been shocked at the place I had initially selected, one he and Chris would have enjoyed, which I thought would be a good place to try and reconnect with my old buddy.  I was quickly realizing that my bright idea about the two of us becoming pals may have been one sided because he had just referred to me as beautiful woman.  He had also referred to the atmosphere of the restaurant, which I had to admit caught me off guard, but he was right because the setting was wonderful and also somewhat romantic.  It was clear that he viewed me in a different light than I had initially hoped for, but I was not totally surprised because after all Anna was an attractive young woman.

“Travis, I’m a simple girl, and despite the fact that I’m wearing a dress and heels tonight I’m just as comfortable wearing jeans and eating pizza and wings at a sports bar.”

“Really?”

I nodded.

“That surprises me in a way.”

“How?”

“When we were in high school, I always envisioned you as a girly girl, plus a little nerdy but not in an uncool kind of way, and I guess I kind of assumed that would be the last thing on Earth that you would be interested in.”

Resting my chin on my folded hands, I said, “That was almost a decade ago, people change and try new things because that’s the only way you can grow and get out of your comfort zone.  Example, the books you bought yesterday, you’re doing research, exploring your options, and I admire that.  By the way, what prompted you to research real estate investing, if that’s not too personal of a question?  If it is just say so and I’ll shut up.”

“Chris.”

“Chris?  Like my brother?”

He nodded and then said, “That day at the hospital, just before he passed, Chris made me promise that I wouldn’t spend the rest of my life doing roofing.  He said that I was smart and was capable of so much more and to do something that was worthy of my time and talent, but I’m sure the main reason was that he didn’t want me to potentially end up like him lying there all busted up.  So, after he passed away, I decided that he was right and I was going to honor my word and I started the process of exploring my options, trying to see what I was interested in, and that’s one of the reasons that I ended up in your shop.”

As he finished speaking, I couldn’t have uttered one word if I had wanted to.  I was so touched by what he had just said that my eyes began to fill with tears.  Apparently, he’d taken my final words seriously and was attempting to honor them by exploring alternatives to his current career, and I was glad.  I had meant what I had said to him, that he was a smart guy and could do anything that he put his mind to, and I was happy he was taking my advice.

“Anna, are you okay?”

Taking a tissue out of my purse, I dabbed my eyes and nodded and then blew my nose lightly as well before responding, “Yes, I’m just fine.”

“Gosh, I’m sorry, that last thing I wanted to do was make you cry.”

“It’s okay Travis and really, I’m fine.  Talking about Chris really got to me, but it’s alright, we need to talk about him, remember?  That way we can heal and move on, so don’t worry about it if you see me cry a little, because it’s all part of the healing process.”

After a long silence I said, “You know Travis, my brother would have been proud that you took his advice, and I’m sure he told you what he did because he was worried that he was not going to make it and wanted you to have a great life.  After all, you were his best friend and he loved you dearly,” and as I finished, I struggled to choke back the tears as well as the emotions.

He sniffled a bit himself and then looked away, turning his head to the side for a few moments as apparently, he’d had a few emotions stirred up as well, which was understandable.

Turning back toward me he said, “Want to hear something funny?”

I nodded.

“As you were telling me what you just did, about how he would have been proud I took his advice, it was almost like Chris himself was speaking to me, through you.  Isn’t that funny?”

His response was odd, but right on the money and little did he know that Chris was speaking to him, big time, and was actually sitting directly across from him in Anna’s body.  However, I decided not to bring that up as that might ruin the mood, and we hadn’t even had our food yet.

“Oh Travis, that does not sound funny at all, and it’s actually very common for family members to often sound like one another when they speak.  When kids grow up together, they often develop the same accents as well as rhythms and inflections in their voice, simply from being around one another.  Look it up on the web sometime and you will see what I’m talking about.”

“Maybe you’re right, but for a moment you sure sounded like him.  Maybe I’ve just been grieving too heavily over his passing, and I’m losing it and need to talk to a professional or something, like a psychiatrist or counselor.”

Shaking my head I said, “No, you’re perfectly fine and I can assure you he’s not speaking to you from beyond the grave or anything like that, if that’s what you were implying, and I don’t think you need to talk to a professional either.”

“No?  Why not?”

“That’s the reason we agreed to spend time together, remember?  So, we could help one another with our grief, and there’s no shrink that knows, I mean knew him like we did.  I think the two of us sharing the individual experiences we had with Chris as well as the feelings that we’ve been having is the best medicine we can get.  Don’t you agree?”

Smiling at me, he said, “Anna, you are one smart lady and Chris was lucky to have had you as his sister.”

“Thanks.”

After a long pause, he said, “It seems that we’ve talked about me a lot this evening so now let’s talk about you.  Tell me, what made you decide to open a bookstore?”

Fortunately, I remembered her story well because after all she was my sister and I knew a lot about her and for the most part we had been close, as far as siblings go, and I was able to recall and share with Travis how she got into the book business.  One thing I’d never told Anna was how super sharp she was and how proud I was of her accomplishments.  She was a real go getter and seemed to be able to make anything happen that she set her mind to, and at that moment I truly wished I’d taken thirty seconds to tell her.  However, it was too late, a reminder that we should let people know how we feel about them while they are still alive, because if you wait you may not get the opportunity.  Anyway, Travis had asked, and I was honored to tell her story, which was now mine as well.

“After graduating high school, I went to Four Points Community College for my first two years and then onto Midwestern Central State where I received a B.A. in English.  After graduating I knew I didn’t want to be a schoolteacher despite it being what I was most qualified to do, because that sounded like the least fun thing in the universe.  So, I ended up getting a job as an assistant librarian at the Four Points library and it was perfect as I’d always loved to read.”

“I do remember that about you, always a book in hand,” he added, “That must have been like heaven for you.”

I nodded and said, “Yes it was.  Anyway, it was about two years later and one day I drove up to North Point to meet an old friend for coffee and after we finished, I headed back to my car to return home to Four Points.  As I was digging in my purse to find my keys they fell to the ground, and I reached down to pick them up and as I raised my eyes there in front of me was a bookstore and I decided to see if they had anything that I needed.”

“Logical,” he said while nodding and stroking his chin.

“While looking around the store I noticed several signs indicating that everything was on sale and that they were going out of business, and I then struck up a conversation with the proprietor and asked why they were closing.  He said that the world had changed, and bookstores were not as popular as they once were; plus, he was ready to retire and was looking forward to spending more time with his wife and grandchildren and maybe even do a little more fishing.  That somehow led to another conversation where I asked him about buying the bookshop, and here I am today.”

“That’s quite a story, how old were you at the time?”

“Twenty-four.”

“Wow, that’s young, and you’ve been in business how long?”

“Three years.”

“How on Earth did you pull something like that off as young as you were?  After all, opening a business costs a lot.”

“After graduating from high school, I went to community college, which was inexpensive, and afterward Midwestern Central State which I attended on scholarships and grants, never borrowing a dime or incurring any student debt and living at home all through school.  I also worked all through college, first at the Four Points Community College bookstore and then at a little bookshop across the street from Midwestern and put away every dime that I could.  I had always been a good saver, even back in high school and had always had a job doing something whether it was babysitting, walking dogs or whatever; plus, I’d never been someone who had to have the latest and greatest gadgets, and that saves you a ton.  So, when I had the opportunity to take the bookstore, I had $32,000 saved that I had put away in bits and pieces over about nine years, which was enough to get me up and running.”

“$32,000?  Wow!  That’s incredible.  I’ve never been able to save money like that.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “I’ve always been that way, plus, it seems like I never spend money on anything at all.  I can’t explain it, that’s just the way I’ve always been.  Anyway, my dad guaranteed the lease on the space because I didn’t have the financial history required by the landlord.  I then bought the existing inventory and furniture from the bookstore proprietor for a thousand dollars, as he was going to donate the books and simply leave the shelving and tables behind.  After that I polished the place up, started offering coffee to customers, and the rest is history.  It’s the job that I had wanted all of my life and I got it.”

What I had said was true, she always loved books and reading, and I recalled her previously saying something to the effect that she would love to have her own bookstore one day.  However, I was now her and it had not been my dream, but it was a lot better than roofing houses, I had to admit that.  Plus, since assuming my new role as proprietor, I had taken more of an interest in books and reading and had finished a couple of novels since my rebirth.  I couldn’t explain it because in the past I’d barely read at all, but now I had truly taken an interest in it.  Perhaps, in some way, being the new Anna was influencing me.

“You are one impressive girl Anna Black.”

“Thanks Travis, and look, here comes our food.”


Chapter 7

After finishing dinner, we headed back to my place and I soon noticed that the wind had picked up and that the sky was no longer clear and it was obvious that a weather system was moving in, which made me slightly uneasy.  It was a mere five and half years ago that a tornado had touched down in North Point and killed a couple in their home while they slept and had also caused sporadic property damage, and now that I was living there, I was hoping there would not be a repeat of that event.

Upon arriving at my home, I invited Travis inside and asked him if he would like something to drink and he gladly accepted.  After starting the kettle, we sat down on the couch side by side, and I kicked off my shoes and tucked my legs up under myself to get comfortable.

Sitting there looking at him I thought about what a great guy he was, which was nothing new because I had always thought that, and it was one of the reasons we had always been such good friends.  Then, out of nowhere, I suddenly noticed how good looking he was, and for the life of me I just couldn’t help it.  Why had I not noticed this before I asked myself, and then looked away from him momentarily to see if my mind was simply playing tricks on me, as perhaps I was just imagining it. 

As I returned my gaze to him it was impossible not to notice how handsome he was with his dirty blonde hair and blue eyes, which were the most magnificent shade of sapphire I had ever seen in my life.  He was gorgeous in every sense of the word.  Even though I kept telling myself that I was a guy inside and that my interest in him was strictly friendship and nothing more, the fact remained that I was attracted to him, and it was undeniable.  This paralleled the thoughts I’d had earlier in the evening when he had first arrived at my home and I was struck by how handsome he was, which I had quickly dismissed, and I was embarrassed that I’d even had such an outrageous thought.

Hearing a few drops of water on the skylight in the living room I said, “Sounds like it’s getting ready to rain.”

“Sure does, it’s been a little dry recently so the farmers will be happy,” he replied.

Looking around my living room he then added, “Nice place Anna.”

“Thanks.

“You can definitely tell a woman lives here.”

“Oh?  How so?”

“You know, it’s a bit girly, well not overly feminine but you can tell it’s had a woman’s touch, and one that knows how to decorate.  It looks great and it’s very warm and inviting.”

Smiling at him I said, “I appreciate the compliment.”

Little did he know that it was Anna who did the decorating and not me, but it didn’t matter, I would just roll with it, and besides, what did it matter because I truly was her as far as the world was concerned anyway.  Besides, in many ways I’d started to feel like I was her and had noticed that being a woman, wasn’t so bad after all and in many ways, was actually kind of fun. 

Suddenly the kettle whistled, and I said, “Be right back,” and I headed off to the kitchen.

Returning to the living room with our beverages I set them down on the coffee table which sat directly in front of the couch and then plopped down in the seat I had previously occupied and said, “They’re pretty hot so we might want to give them a minute or two to cool down.”

Suddenly, the drops which we had previously heard on the skylight stopped and after a few moments of silence it began to rain like cats and dogs which shortly thereafter was accompanied by the sound of lightning in the distance.

“Wow, it’s really coming down,” I said and then jumped up and walked across the room where I opened the curtains and then flicked the outside light on which showed just how hard it was raining.

Travis, who was now standing beside me said, “Look at that rain.  It’s one hell of a storm.”

After looking at it for a couple of minutes I closed the curtains, turned off the light and we returned to the couch and began enjoying our beverages, which were now cool enough to drink.

Travis and I sat there for some time making small talk about our lives and discussed how much Chris meant to us and how much we missed him.  In many ways it was strange talking at great length about myself in the third person since I was dead.  When one has all their memories it’s hard to let go of your old life because you still feel alive.  As I pondered my dilemma, I realized that was now all that I had left, those thoughts of days gone by, and it was nothing more than a recording in my head.  In reality, my old life was over as I was deceased, but I missed being Chris.  The more I thought about it, I realized that it really was okay to grieve over Chris’ passing as his life, mine, was finished and was not coming back, and it was time to put my big girl panties on and move forward. 

The more I sat there talking with Travis the more I was drawn to him, and I saw him in a new light as never before as we chatted and laughed about everything under the sun including Chris, as well as our lives.  I now viewed my best friend, who I had grown up with, as not just a pal but as a romantic prospect as well, and my woman’s intuition told me that he was feeling the same way about me.

The next thing we knew it was 11:58 p.m. and Travis said it was late and he should probably head on home and let me get some sleep.  We both stood up at the same time but somehow, I lost my balance and began to fall and at the last second, he caught me.  There we stood, speechless, as we gazed into one another’s eyes, and I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt how I felt about him and wanted nothing more than for him to kiss me right then and there.

As I continued gazing at him, I softly said, “Thanks for saving me.”

Smiling slightly, he said, “No problem.”

“I guess I owe you,” I said, and then bit my lower lip momentarily before standing on my tiptoes, as he was seven inches taller than me, and gave him a kiss on the cheek, and as I began to back away, he put his arm around me and pulled me close.  Now almost face to face, he pressed his flesh gently against mine and as we kissed, slowly and passionately, and it felt so right, exactly like it was meant to be.  For the first time in my life, I felt more at peace with myself than I could recall and knew that I had found my place in the universe, and I was exactly who and where I was supposed to be, Anna, and with my best friend, which in the end was what he and I both truly wanted.


Chapter 8

Travis and I were married two and a half months later, because sometimes you just know when you found the one you want to spend the rest of your life with.  Our wedding ceremony was absolutely beautiful and was held on the patio at Bleu Olive, where we’d had our very first date, and Fran was good enough to serve as my maid of honor.  In the end I was glad that I took her advice because he really was quite a catch.

After we were married, Travis admitted something to me about the day that he stopped by the shop to find books on real estate investing, and it wasn’t just reading material he was looking for.  He had been wanting to talk with me about Chris’s passing as he had really been hurting, just like he’d shared with me.  Additionally, he also admitted that he was hoping the opportunity might present itself to ask me out on a date and that he had wanted to get together with me as far back as high school.  I asked him why he didn’t because Anna had her eye on him as well and would have liked nothing more.  He said that despite the fact that he wanted to ask her out he didn’t because there’s always the possibility that something can go wrong when you’re in a relationship.  This in turn can also lead to family members having hard feelings at you as well and he valued his friendship with Chris so much he didn’t even want to take the risk.

In the end Travis decided not to pursue real estate investing, which was okay because that can be a tough business.  However, he totally surprised me with a career choice that I never envisioned and said he wanted to go into nursing.  For the life of me, never in a million years would I have suspected that would be something he was interested in, but I told him if that was where his passion lies that he had my full support, especially after he explained why.  He told me that after Chris passed away, he had thought so many times about those final minutes where he saw his lifelong friend lying there helpless and that there was nothing that he could do.  Travis also said he was very impressed with the staff as he watched them working hard to try and stabilize him and keep him comfortable, and that’s why he picked nursing.  His plans were to first become an LVN, to get some money coming in, then become an RN and eventually a nurse practitioner.  I was so proud that he made the decision to purse this new career and to think he picked it all because of what he saw his old friend going through in his final moments and I really wish I could tell him, but I can’t, and never will, just as I will never tell him who I really am.

The two of us eventually went to a sports bar together and Travis said he was impressed at how well I fit in and how comfortable I was.  He also said that he was very proud that all of the other guys present saw what a beautiful wife he had and after he told me I felt very warm inside, and always love it when he flatters me as such.  What I didn’t tell him was that he wasn’t the only one that was proud because I was too and just love being his wife.

It was Christmas Eve, exactly one year after Chris’ passing and I had taken off early and left Danny in charge.  After a little shopping I came home and lay down to take a short nap and had the strangest experience.

I was in my bedroom and had just put on my nightgown and as I looked at myself in the full-length mirror, I saw my feminine reflection and smiled and before I could turn away the image of myself, Anna, in the mirror began to speak.

“Hello Chris, it’s me, Anna.”

“Anna, is that really you?  The Anna, my sister?”

Nodding slightly, she said, “Yes.”

“Anna, can you tell me what happened?  After I died how on Earth how did I end up in your body?”

“I am sure that mom told you the story of how we were both momentarily dead that morning at the exact same time?”

“Yes.”

“What you don’t know is that I died first, just slightly before, and then you passed.  When it happened our consciousnesses left our bodies, destined for the next step in their individual journey’s.  After they revived Anna, it was too late for me to return as I was too far away and almost to the next plane.  However, you were close by because you had just died, and your life force was given the opportunity to continue, as Anna.”

“Sis, is there really a place beyond here?  A heaven?  A hell?  Will I see you again?”

Smiling radiantly, she said, “Let’s just say that you’ve not seen the last of me and remember, I am always with you.”

“I know, and I can feel it, including your thoughts.  Oh Anna, I am so sorry that you’re not here with me and I feel bad that I’m here and you’re not.  I feel so guilty.”

“Oh, my dear brother, or should I say sister, guilt is a manmade thing and don’t spend one second punishing yourself for something you didn’t do.  If you want to do anything for me, live a full life, be happy, and love Travis with all your heart just as I always wished I could in high school and that will be payment enough for me, as I never found anyone I loved as much as him.”

“Even though he didn’t know it.”

She nodded and said, “I love you, take care,” and the image suddenly wrinkled and was replaced with my reflection.

Suddenly I woke up and sat up on the side of the bed as my heart was racing and I was breathing heavily.  It was as though I were scared to death, and I was.  After calming down, I got up and made myself a cup of tea and chilled for bit trying to process what I had just dreamed.  Was it a message from Anna telling me what happened, and it was her wish for me to live a full life?  Or was it just a dream and didn’t amount to a hill of beans?  I would never know for sure, but my intuition told me not to totally dismiss it.

As Travis and I sat on the living room couch that evening watching holiday programming on TV, we sat there side by side enjoying one another’s company and I thought of how fortunate I was to be there with him in my new role as his wife.  I was truly happy having my buddy back and as his bride also had the added benefit of being able to love my best friend in that special way, as only a man and woman can do.

When all was said and done Travis had also honored another of Chris’s dying wishes and had found true love as well and as a result had found the healing that he so desperately needed and funny enough, I was there just as I said I would be, not in spirit but as his wife.  I truly wished that I could tell him that it had all worked out as planned and that he was spending Christmas Eve with his old friend just as they had agreed to one year prior.  However, I couldn’t, and that was okay because a girl must have some secrets, right?

One thing that I failed to mention, the night that Travis and I had our first date, he never made it home.  After all it was raining and it would have been dangerous for him to drive home, so he spent the night with me and the next morning I made him a big breakfast, because the poor dear was exhausted.  As a matter of fact, after that night he spent a lot of time at my house, which is probably the reason that I’m Barefoot & Pregnant For Christmas.  I’m due any day now, and by the way, we are planning to name the newest member of our family Christopher.

Love Anna

Check out Madison McCall’s other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com

Also, please visit Madison’s Goodreads Author Page At:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/17723194.Madison_McCall

Madison McCall’s Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks


OEBPS/image_rsrcND.jpg
MADISON MCCALL

A 3

OT & PREGNA
LCHRISTMAS






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




