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Chapter 1

As I looked out the bus window, I noted how the landscape resembled that of my home state in the Midwest and was relatively flat, which was typical of the Great Plains. However, here, for some reason, the grass seemed to be a shade of green that was much more brilliant than any I had ever seen and was beautiful, to say the least. Aside from that, the only other difference I had noted was that there appeared to be a row of very tall trees, which I suspected were pines, lining the side of the road, and I was amazed how they were grouped very neatly and ran in a perfectly straight line. I found this curious as this seemed to be the case for the entire one hundred and sixty kilometers, or one-hundred-mile journey, except for the times when we were passing through a town, of course. When I arrived at my destination, I would ask my host about it as I was sure they would know, though I suspected it was probably because of some great public works project in the past.

Looking towards the front of the bus, I noted that aside from the driver and myself, there was only one other passenger on the bus, and he had gotten on board at the same time that I had. He was an elderly man who couldn’t have been a day less than seventy-five and was dressed in black wearing a flat cap. I did not know how far he was traveling, even though I wondered and had thought about asking him. In the end, I decided against it because there was a strong possibility that he did not know English, and I certainly did not know his native language except for a handful of words. After thinking it over, I decided that it would be much more convenient just to mind my own business and avoid the entire awkward situation, which was fine by me. So I just sat there looking out the window as we traveled down the rural highway.

If you’re wondering the name of the young guy commenting on his coach ride and where he was traveling, I’ll be glad to tell you. My name is Jordan Hart, and I was on my way to a small town in Russia. How does a young kid from the Midwest end up on a bus in the middle of nowhere in the former Soviet Union, headed to only God knows where? And the place I was traveling through appeared so remote that I even questioned if the almighty himself knew!

As to how I got there, it all started about seven months prior when I had been online and had met a young Russian gentleman named Lev, and he and I seemed to hit it off.  We had so much in common, including the same quirky sense of humor. When I visited with him, everything seemed relatively easy and unforced, which was quite refreshing to find in any sort of relationship. He spoke excellent English, especially for someone who had never been outside of his home country. We would always have the conversation in English during our video chats because he wanted to practice becoming more proficient, and I was more than glad to accommodate. He also taught me a few Russian basics, including hello, how are you, thank you, and goodbye, which I appreciated because I had never studied the language but had learned four words since meeting him.

Despite him being cute as well as funny, the one thing I liked about him was that he was accepting of my situation and had no problem with the fact that I was a transgender woman, which can be challenging to find. Still, he was pretty open-minded and didn’t seem to have an issue with it at all. Every time he saw me on our video chats, I dressed as a female, and he never failed to tell me at each of our online meetings that I was the most beautiful woman he had ever set his eyes upon. The mere thought of our next video conference would fill me with joy because I couldn’t wait to hear him repeat those very words once again as they filled me with delight. They also reassured me that my thoughts and feelings about my sexuality were not in vain but real because if he could see it, it must be true. At long last, I had found someone that not only loved me for the person that I was but also for the girl I truly felt like deep inside.

Over the months, as we continued to communicate, I shared with him my desire to make a full transition because that was the one thing that I knew would satisfy my soul, and I had even started HRT. He supported my decision and said that if doing that made me happy, he was too. Lev said that all he wanted was the opportunity to be with me because I was the prettiest, kindest, and wisest woman he had ever met, and in his mind, I was absolutely perfect. His words captured my heart because this was exactly how I felt about him. At that point, I just knew he was the one for me, and I told him I thought we should take the next step in our relationship and meet, and he was thrilled.  

Looking out the bus window, I thought of how grateful I was that I had finally found someone who was so accepting and who cared for me, which was what I needed so desperately. As Lev had told me, it was time for me to start being true to myself, and I agreed because I had been living a lie for way too long. The feeling that I was somehow different went back to my childhood when I was a young boy. To this day, I can recall that I always seemed to relate to girls and not boys and had no interest in male pursuits.  During social situations, I was always interested in the things that the girls were doing and for some reason being around them was where I felt the most comfortable.  During high school and college, I dated a number of girls who were quite attractive, but the relationship never seemed to go anywhere, which was primarily my fault as I wasn’t great at following through. Later, as I looked back, it was quite clear to me that the reason for this was psychological because a relationship with a female was not at the top of my priority list. It was because I was a woman myself, and more than anything, I wanted to find some way of escaping from the prison where I was trapped, which was the body where I was incarcerated. 

However, none of that mattered, and it was all in the past. I was moving forward because I knew deep in my heart that there was only one thing that would plug the hole in my soul that had caused me to feel unsettled all of my life. Only the transition process, which would lead me down the path to womanhood, would give me the fulfillment I needed. At long last, I would no longer have to fantasize about being a woman because I would be one, a member of the fairer sex. My lifelong dream of becoming a girl would be realized as I wanted nothing more than to be the femme in a relationship and have a man who would adore me.

I usually dressed as a member of the fairer sex when I was at home. I thoroughly enjoyed doing so and dreamed of the day when I could do so freely without worrying about societal expectations of any sort. As time went on and I had become a bit braver, I would even run errands on occasion wearing a dress and heels. I found it funny, but the more I went out in public as the female version of myself, the bolder I became, and I soon discovered that I was not as out of place as I thought I was. Apparently, I blended right in, and no one even noticed, and I was a better-looking girl than I thought, which truly bolstered my confidence.  

As much as I would have loved to have dressed as a girl while en route to see Lev, I did not, and for good reasons. For one thing, I was traveling, which involved going through customs, and I knew that going into Russia, I damn well needed to look like the guy whose photo was on my official documents. According to everything I had seen in the news, the Russian government was not very tolerant of individuals who were LGBTQ+, and even Lev asked me not to do so because he wanted me to arrive safely. He told me that I could change into the real me after my arrival. He also said that we could walk into the village and have dinner once I arrived in his town because he wanted everyone he knew to see his beautiful American girlfriend. Lev said it would be the proudest moment of his life to walk through town with me on his arm.

According to Lev, he lived alone in a semi-secluded small house that backed up to a wooded area, and during my stay, we would have plenty of privacy. He also said that he had a spare bedroom, and that would be where I stayed. Depending on how things went, I could either sleep there by myself or join him when and if I felt comfortable doing so. He promised that he would not take anything for granted as far as us being intimate and that the ball would be in my court as far as the speed of the relationship. I really appreciated him telling me that, and it meant a lot. This showed me that he was respectful of not only me but women in general and knew how to treat a lady.

The clock on my phone, which I was using for that alone as I had no cell service at that moment in time, indicated that my stop was just over forty-five minutes away. I was looking forward to my journey being over, and I was utterly exhausted as I had barely slept on the aircraft.

My journey had been long and began the day before when I had caught a 6 a.m. flight out of Omaha. After a layover at DFW airport in Fort Worth, it was on to New York, where we landed at 1 p.m. My plane to Moscow departed JFK at 4 p.m. local time, and I arrived in Moscow at 10 a.m. the next day. Getting through customs after an hour’s wait, I had a bite to eat and then caught a flight to Yekaterinburg, which took two and a half hours. By then, it was 2:30 p.m., and I grabbed my bag and ran for the bus stop. Fortunately, the 2:30 p.m. bus to Tyumen had not left yet as it was delayed. My friend Lev lived about halfway between Yekaterinburg and Tyumen, which according to him and the driver, was just over two and a half hours, traffic permitting.

With less than an hour to go, I was thrilled and for two reasons. One, I would soon be meeting the young gentleman who had been courting me for the past seven months, and I truly hoped he would be everything I was looking for in a man. Two, I was looking forward to getting some sleep. Lev told me that after the long flight, I would be exhausted, and as quickly as I got settled in, I could hit the sack. That sure sounded good to me because this was my first case of jet lag, and it was a killer.

The next thing I knew, the coach began slowing down and quickly pulled off the road into a small bus stop.  When it came to a complete halt, the door opened, and the elderly gentleman disembarked. Once he got off the coach, he walked to a car that was parked nearby, opened the passenger side door, got in, and in a flash, it sped off. The bus driver then got out of his seat, looked back at me, and said something to me in Russian, and I shrugged my shoulders. Holding up a pack of cigarettes, he said in broken English, “Smoke Break,” and I smiled and then nodded. Upon exiting the bus, he walked away from the coach about seventy-five feet, lit his cigarette, and stood there while enjoying his smoke.

As I looked out of the front window, I noticed a rather large tanker truck headed in our direction, which was not unusual because I had seen multiple eighteen-wheelers pass us going the other direction throughout the trip. However, I became alarmed when I saw it moving out of its assigned lane and veering into the one reserved for oncoming traffic, as that was nothing but a recipe for disaster. Head-on collisions are not pretty, and I was worried about the potential safety of drivers in that lane. I became even more excited when I noticed he had moved even further to the left and was now headed directly toward the bus I was sitting in on the side of the road. Watching the impending disaster that was about to take place, I just sat there looking out the bus’s front window as the truck hurtled toward me because that was all I could do. I thought about running for the door but quickly realized that there was no time because he was seconds away, and there was no possibility of me reaching the exit in time. As I glanced over at the driver standing in the field with his cigarette hanging out of his mouth, he was standing there in shock as there was nothing he could do either as the coming crash was imminent. 

At that moment, all I could think was that after searching for so long, I had finally found my potential soulmate, and that true happiness was at hand. Still, it appeared that fate had a different destiny in mind and that within a few brief seconds, my plan would be foiled, and that would never happen. I also thought of how my death would affect Lev and how heartbroken he would be as I had been a mere forty-five minutes away from reaching him. 

I knew it probably wouldn’t make any difference, but all I knew to do was duck my head down and hang on tight, praying I would survive. The impact was unlike anything I had ever experienced. If I had to draw a comparison, I would say it was like a wooden rollercoaster on steroids that had gone haywire, which is probably not a great description. I would later recall that the bus I was on was moving, which was due to the impact, and it just wouldn’t stop, and I feared it would soon turn over on its side. It seemed like an eternity as it was happening, and all the while, I was praying it would not be my last day on Earth because I still had things to do, more especially meeting Lev. That was the last thing I remembered.


Chapter 2

As I awoke, I turned my head slightly to the right and was able to see that there were three individuals in the hospital room where I lay. According to my estimation, one was a physician in a white medical coat who had a full head of dark hair, and from what I could tell, he was about thirty-five years of age. There was also a blonde-headed female dressed in blue scrubs, which I surmised to be a nurse, and as I looked at her, she smiled. Finally, I spied a middle-aged man in a black suit who looked totally out of place, for a hospital environment, that is, and for the life of me, I couldn’t imagine why he was there. However, I was in Russia, and at that point, I imagined the worst, assuming I was in big trouble, though I had no idea why except for the fact that I was an American in the former Soviet Union.

“How do you feel?” asked the physician.

“Okay, I ….”

I immediately stopped speaking because something was wrong with my voice though I didn’t know what. The pitch of my voice seemed to be that of a female.

The physician looked at the nurse and then at the man in black and speaking in English, but with a heavy Russian accent, said, “Mr.” then, after a pause as though he had said something inappropriate, he continued, “Jordan, you are in the hospital in Central Russia. How do you feel?”

“Well, I …,” once again, I stopped speaking and then added, “There’s something wrong with my voice.”

“Your voice is ….” He then looked at the man in black, who shrugged his shoulders, and then continued, “As expected. There was an accident. Do you remember that?”

Nodding, I then said in my new feminine voice, “Yes, I remember the impact from the tanker truck, but after that, absolutely nothing. I thought I was going to die but apparently, I lived.”

“And it’s a miracle you did,” the physician said.

“Doc, I don’t understand why I have this high-pitched voice. Did my vocal cords sustain damage?”

The physician then spoke a few words of Russian to the blonde nurse, and she nodded and promptly exited the room.

Shaking his head, he said, “Your vocal cords are fine, but something very unexpected has happened, and this may come as a bit of a shock, okay?”

Apparently, he knew the word okay, which was not surprising because I think it’s something that everyone around the world knows and uses, which they got from us Americans. However, the British might try and argue that point.

“Jordan, the truck that hit the bus you were on was carrying a biological compound used to accelerate growth in livestock. Essentially it causes small animals to grow faster and was developed with the intention of solving problems with the global food supply. It’s something that you might say was in a semi-experimental stage. After the crash, the tanker was punctured, and you were exposed to it when a wave of it washed over you, almost causing you to drown. What we surmise is that it reacted with the HRT that you were taking, which has caused several side effects.”

“And that’s what caused my voice to become like this? By the way, how did you know I was taking HRT?”

“We found the prescription in your luggage and then checked your blood as well.”

“So, what else is wrong with me, aside from having a voice like a woman?”

Looking straight at me, he said, “I have to tell you this; you just don’t have a voice like a woman; you are one.”

At that moment, I’m sure that I had a very peculiar expression on my face as I looked at him, one of disbelief. Surely not, I thought to myself; this guy must be putting me on. Things like that only happen in movies, and I’d never even been to Hollywood.

As I was getting ready to speak, I raised my arms, and upon seeing them and my hands, I noticed how much smaller they were in stature, and they no longer looked as masculine and hairy as they once had. Right then, I had my first inkling that the doctor might be telling the truth. There was only one way to find out, so I placed my hands on my chest, and behold, they did not lie flat. Underneath them were soft mounds, which were clearly breasts. Putting my right hand under the sheets, I reached down to the place where my manhood should have resided, and there was nothing. What he had told me was true. I was a girl.

“Oh, my God, doc, you weren’t kidding me about this?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “No, it is true.”

“I would like to see what I look like if that is okay.”

He handed me a mirror, and as the new Jordan came into sight, the doctor’s story about how I had changed into a female was confirmed. I had steel blue eyes and long dark brown hair, and by all accounts, I was quite pretty. As I smiled, I became slightly overwhelmed and a bit emotional upon seeing the new me.

The physician then added, “You Americans don’t use the metric system, so I converted it for you. Your new height is 5 feet and 3 inches.”

Tears were now streaming down my face, and it was clear I had become quite emotional over the entire affair. After a few moments, the doctor said, “Jordan, I am so sorry. I wish there were some way to help you, but there is nothing I can do. This change cannot be reversed.”

Finally choking back the tears, I shook my head and said, “Doc, you don’t need to do anything at all, and even if you could, I wouldn’t have you change a thing.”

“No?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No. You see, this is my lifelong dream. I’m a woman, which I’ve wanted to be since I could remember, and this is the happiest moment of my life.”

The physician and the man in black exchanged glances before returning their gaze to me, and he then said, “Good. So, these are, how do you say in English, tears of joy?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, and I can’t tell you how happy I am.”

“Wonderful,” he replied, “Not the response I was expecting, but since you are happy, this is all the better.”

After regaining some control, I asked, “I was on the way to see my friend Lev in a small town about halfway between Yekaterinburg and Tyumen when I got into the accident. Does he know that I am okay?”

The man in black spoke a few words of Russian to the physician, who nodded and then left the room, and as soon as the door closed, he looked at me and said, “That my American friend is what you called complicated.”


Chapter 3

“It is?” I asked.

Nodding, he said, “Yes, and by the way, I am General Derevko of the Russian Federal Security Service.”

“Oh, is that the same thing as the KGB?”

He nodded and said, “It’s now called the FSB and has been for a very long time.”

“Cool. Kind of like the CIA in our country?”

“A crude example but close enough,” he replied.

With a concerned look on my face, I asked, “General, am I in trouble?”

Chuckling, he said, “In trouble? Of course not. Why would you even ask such a thing?”

“Well, you know, because you’re from Russia’s secret security agency, the one that used to be the KGB, and from what I’ve read and heard, you guys don’t play.”

He chuckled, waved his hand, and then said, “All western propaganda. We’re actually not as bad as your American government has made us out to be over the years. The reason I am here is because of you. After the tanker truck accident, I was sent here from Moscow to oversee the disaster. Then, when you started to change, I decided to stay on and monitor your transformation, which has been going on for the last four weeks.”

“I’ve been out for the last four weeks? You’re kidding?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Yes, a full month. It was unlike anything we had ever seen. However, we are all glad that you are okay.”

“Me too. As I asked earlier, does my friend Lev know that I am okay?”

“He was very concerned and called the hospital that we initially took you to many times each day. Lev cares for you very much.”

After a long pause, he then shook his head. He said, “After the first couple of days in intensive care, as we saw you start to transform, we decided to tell him that you didn’t survive the crash. As a matter of fact, we also notified your government and told them what happened as well and asked them to notify your family in America.”

“But General, I survived, and I’m perfectly fine. On top of that, I’m now the woman I always wanted to be and am pleased about it. Surely, we can tell everyone about it at this point?”

“Moscow has other ideas. You see, you had your accident in Russia, and our concern is that once your government finds out what happened to you, they would blame us for it.”

“Surely not. There’s no way you could be responsible for what happened to me. My HRT treatment and the potion in that tanker truck caused the freak accident and turned me into a woman, not anything you guys did. And like I said before, I’m fine with it, more than fine, actually.”

Laughing, he said, “I am glad you are content because most men would not be happy with something like this happening to them. I’m guessing that you are what do you call it in America when a man wants to be a woman and tries to change himself into one?”

“Trans?” I replied.

“Ah, yes, I think I remember that now. I’m not always all that great when it comes to stuff like that so, please forgive me. Anyway, the Americans blame us for everything all the time, even the stuff we don’t do. It’s hard being us. You guys can invade any country you want, and that’s okay, and we even stay out of the entire affair and don’t say a thing. However, when we do it, it’s somehow different, even though the country used to belong to us and is right in our backyard! And as usual, you guys jump right in the middle! Jordan, if we admitted you were alive, not only would the U.S. blame us for what happened to you but would also claim that we had a secret program where we were experimenting on people and turning them into the opposite sex, which is absolutely not true. Hell, we’re still not one hundred percent sure how you got changed. Anyway, they would also claim that we kidnapped you at gunpoint and turned you into a woman against your will.”

“General, my country would never do that,” I replied.

He just stood there looking at me, saying nothing, and then shook his head.

“Since you’ve told everyone that I’m dead, including my friend Lev and the U.S. government, who has probably notified my family as well, does this mean I’m not going to be able to go home? Ever?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, and I am sorry, Jordan. Moscow’s orders, and that comes all the way from the top.”

After a few moments, I asked, “General, shoot straight. Does this mean you’re going to put me in front of a firing squad or send me to a Siberian labor camp? Just tell me. I can take it.”

He laughed and then said, “No, nothing like that at all. Jordan, you will be starting a new life here in Russia, and in most ways, it will be just like your old life back home, except you won’t really be there.”

I didn’t know what he meant by that statement as it was odd, to say the least, so I asked, “You mean I’m going to be able to live in Russia? That doesn’t sound so bad, except for the winters. If that’s the case, can I live near my friend Lev or maybe in the same village as him because that would be great? I don’t know much Russian, but I’m willing to learn and will try hard to become proficient at speaking it, I promise.”

Shaking his head, he chuckled and said, “It is admirable that you are willing to learn our language; however, that is not possible because Lev could get the word out that you are still alive, and that’s something we cannot allow. As a matter of fact, you cannot live in any regular Russian town for the same reason.”

“Then where will I live?” I asked.

“I know of a place where I think you will fit in perfectly.”


Chapter 4

During the cold war, the Soviets had a special school they would send their spies to so they could learn about life in the West, more especially the United States.  There were two types of students who attended the camp, KGB agents who worked in the field and traveled internationally and long-term undercover operatives. As far as the latter group, it was designed to prepare them to live and work in America so they would fit in and appear to be average citizens. After graduation, they would be placed somewhere in the west, and once there, they would perform a wide range of activities in order to obtain classified material and sensitive information. These activities included blackmail, eavesdropping, stealing or intercepting confidential materials, befriending individuals in the military or government to gain information, and even developing intimate relationships with key individuals as necessary. The end goal was to obtain and deliver vital intelligence information to the Soviet Union. Countless spies lived in the U.S. for many years doing just that, and as I found out, the end of the cold war did not bring it to an end, and to this day, some of them are still out there.

According to General Derevko, the code name for the institution was The Finishing School. It was where the Russian government sent agents after they had completed extensive English language training. This school helped the students get rid of the hard Russian accent, which many found difficult to do, and without doing that, they would never fit into their new role in the West. He told me that after the end of the Cold War, the Russians had closed it for an extended period, believing that it was no longer needed.  However, with relations between the U.S. and Russia being so poor over the past few years, they had decided to reopen it a couple of years ago. Despite doing so, they were still in the process of fully getting it up and running.

The Finishing School wasn’t a training facility in the traditional sense but was an American town they had built right in the middle of Russia. Agents would spend approximately ninety to one hundred and twenty days at the school, and this varied. Other factors included their background, their level of competence with the English language, and where they would be assigned after graduating. Though the amount of time varied, the goal was the same; they needed to be ready for their new role. They would stay at the school until they were prepared for life in the United States. While there, they were immersed in American culture and customs, and when they finished, they would receive their assignment.

It had been two days since I had woken up, and after a clean bill of health from the attending physician, General Derevko and I got on a plane, and I was on the way to my new home. Apparently, the Russians didn’t waste any time and got on with business. Anyway, when I arrived in Jamestown, as they called it, though personally, I would have picked Mayberry, General Derevko walked me through town, showed me where everything was, and told me that this would be my home from now on and to make the best of it. He told me I could be happy or miserable and was free to live life to its fullest if I wished and that it would be my choice. Additionally, he said if I ever thought about trying to escape that it was a long walk and that it was one hundred miles to the nearest village and one hundred and fifty miles to the nearest town of consequential size and if I could make it to either of them then start walking. As I thought about what he had said, I envisioned escaping and making it to the nearest highway, where I was picked up by a friendly Russian couple driving a Soviet-era automobile who argued all the way to Moscow. I then imagined walking into the U.S. Embassy and telling them that my name was Jordan Hart and I used to be a guy but was accidentally turned into a woman after a tanker truck carrying a biological compound crashed into my bus. At that point, I also envisioned one of the Marines on duty escorting the crazy young woman, me, from the premises, and as soon as I stepped onto the sidewalk, I was picked up by the FSB. The best thing I could do for the moment was sit tight and enjoy life in little America, right in the heart of Russia. I would have plenty of time to assess the situation and see if I had alternatives, but for the moment, I just had to go with it and play along.

He explained that my role was to be a citizen of Jamestown and that no one there would have a clue that I was an actual American. I found that hard to believe because the first time someone engaged me in Russian, I wouldn’t have a clue as to what they just said. The General said that only English was allowed to be spoken in Jamestown, and not doing so was immediate grounds for removal from the program. He said it was harsh because once they arrived in the West to start their new life, there wouldn’t be any room for mistakes, and they intended to drive that point home. He also stated that even the permanent residents were not allowed to speak Russian to one another as long as they were within the confines of the community, even in private. This rule was in place because the powers that be didn’t want them slipping up in front of the students, and speaking Russian could set a bad tone for the training program. These rules even applied to the role they played while in Jamestown, and technically they weren’t even supposed to reveal background information about themselves to the other permanent party. If your cover story was that you were the town butcher and your mom was from Tulsa, they wanted you living that part all the time. According to him, it was one big play that ran twenty-four hours a day year-round and was the ultimate acting gig.

I asked General Derevko about the code name, The Finishing School, and inquired if that was similar to what they used to call a charm school, and he said yes, it was. He then added that the name was selected because it was the final step in the training process, where the agents learned all the little nuances of acting and living as an American. I told him that I liked the name charm school better, and he then laughed and said that he did too; however, it wasn’t likely to change in the near future, but he was sure that all of the students would be charmed by my presence.

As far as living accommodations, I had the good fortune of being assigned a small house which was about 1200 square feet, that I shared with another woman who was also a permanent resident of Jamestown named Daisy. She was an attractive woman of thirty-two years of age, with dark brown hair and eyes, and was the town’s cosmetologist. Since her shop was the only game in town, as more than one was not needed, she cut men’s and women’s hair. She also provided anything you might want in the way of beauty, including manicures, pedicures, and waxing.

The job that I was assigned to perform day to day was that of the manager of the local drug store. There just happened to be an opening because the guy who had been doing it for many years had decided to retire, so the timing was perfect. The shop was called Gibb’s, a far cry from my job back home, which was that of a computer programmer. I understood why I couldn’t work in my usual vocation, and that was because there clearly wasn’t much calling for that profession in Jamestown. 

As far as the store, no prescriptions were filled there as those were done at the physician’s office when and if you needed it because it was not practical to have a pharmacist due to the size of the community. After all, it just didn’t make sense. Anyway, we did sell all over-the-counter drugs that one might need, and I was surprised at the wide range of American products available and wondered how they got all of them because we were deep inside Russia. We also sold ice cream by the scoop, sodas, chips and snacks, candy, cigarettes, some food items, greeting cards, books, toiletries, and many other things. In many ways, it was like a mash-up between a dollar store and a traditional U.S. pharmacy, both of which are loaded with everything under the sun but on a smaller scale. 

General Derevko said this would be the perfect job for me because I would constantly be interacting with the students, and they would benefit greatly from it.  He stated that my experience as a native-born American would be invaluable because I knew all the culture and customs of a young person living in the United States. My role there was easy as all I had to do was be myself. He said that he would even give me a shop assistant to help in the store if I wanted one because he wanted me to be successful and happy. I told him that I would take him up on his offer because I might actually need a day off now, considering that the store was open six days a week. 

As the General departed for Moscow, he told me that if I needed anything to go through the Sheriff’s office, they would get word to him, and he would call me. This led me to believe that law enforcement was the overseer of the town because that’s what made perfect sense. But then again, maybe they were just messengers and nothing more. There was simply no way for me to know. He also encouraged me to keep private notes on what might improve the school, and he would be returning soon and would love to hear my feedback. 

Finally, he told me not to worry and that I was in good hands, and that he would be monitoring my situation. This statement indicated that one or more individuals would be keeping an eye on me during my stay there. I did not foresee that my living in Jamestown was any kind of a problem, but I did believe it would be an issue if I didn’t obey the rules or tried to leave. No matter, it seemed that I was the freest prisoner in the largest prison camp in the world, running my own business and living comfortably in the small cottage where I had been assigned to live. However, I was still incarcerated, and that’s what bothered me, but all I could do for the moment was go along for the ride, and that’s exactly what I did.


Chapter 5

It had been four days since I had awoken as a woman, and I was thrilled that I was now a girl and was giddy with excitement because I could now live the life I had always wanted. Sort of. My dream of becoming a beautiful young woman had come true, and I was grateful. Still, the fact that I was now working at an intelligence training facility in Only God Knows Where, Russia had kind of thrown a wet rag on my excitement. Putting on a cute bikini and heading off to the Caribbean with my girlfriends wasn’t going to be a possibility. Hell, even the Black Sea in the summer would have gotten me excited, but it appeared that the best I was going to do was the small community pool at the recreation center in Jamestown, and for the moment, that would have to do.

They had given me a few clothes at the hospital before I had left, which consisted of some plain-looking slacks and tops and a light jacket, just enough stuff to get me down the road. In my opinion, it looked like true Soviet-era apparel, as it was pretty plain. No matter, it did its job and provided me with clothing until I could reach my destination. However, I could now start building a cute wardrobe to match the new me, which was something I had been looking forward to, and I got started immediately.

There was a clothing shop in town called Merle’s that had a decent selection of women’s apparel, and that was my first stop. I wasted no time assembling my new wardrobe, and while there, I must have tried on everything in my size. But in the end, I only picked out the really cute stuff. I spent quite a bit, but that was okay because I started from scratch. Remember? This was because I didn’t even have a wardrobe, and a girl does need a few things to call her own. Although it cost a bit, it was okay because the General knew I was in need and had given me a very generous allowance to get myself up and running as a girl; plus, he wanted me to be happy in my new life, which was incredibly kind.

There were two types of individuals in the town: permanent party and agent trainees or students. The students were brought in one by one and not as a group and had no clue what category anyone fell into, though they probably had a pretty good idea. While at the school, the students had jobs, usually ones that were non-management, so you could give them minimal training and get them up and running in their new vocation as quickly as possible. Then they could get on with the business of living and working in little America and get an idea of what it would actually be like, well, as much as possible anyway. Most of them were assigned to positions such as a receptionist in a professional office, a clerk in a retail or grocery store, an electrician or plumbers’ helper, or even a cook or hostess at a restaurant, to name a few.

The management-type jobs in town were reserved for the permanent party because you needed individuals in those positions who were there for the long term; otherwise, the town would be in complete chaos as nobody would know what was going on, and nothing would get done. I just happened to have the good fortune to be in such a position as the manager of the local drugstore.

Another category of individuals who lived there were older intelligence agents who were not ready to quit working and retire. Almost all of these folks had spent extensive amounts of time in America and had been very comfortable living in the U.S. but had to return to Russia at some point. Often, these types posed as retirees and hung around the local diner or sat on park benches and visited with one another. A few worked, whether full or part-time. There were of great benefit to the school because they had spent so much time in America and had a lot to offer, and were perfect for the setting. However, according to the General, their experience, though very valuable, was dated. The school needed fresh blood, and that was why I was there.

Running the drug store, as the locals referred to it, provided me with the opportunity to meet a lot of the residents and very quickly at that since it was one of the most popular shops in town. If you needed something, you could dash in and pick it up. I’m also sure that everyone was quite curious about the new proprietor and wanted to meet her because that’s just how small towns operate, even when they’re fake ones and somewhere in the middle of Russia.

I had been running my store for ten days exactly and was finally getting the hang of it. As far as knowing how to run the place, the whole thing had pretty much been by the seat of my britches kind of thing, or in my case, now a dress. Before departing, the previous manager had given me two days of training on how to operate the place, and all during that time, I diligently took notes because I knew that once he left, I would have no way to reach him to ask follow-up questions. I would truly be on my own.

That same day I met my new shop assistant, Grace, who had been sent over from the employment agency, as it was called, and I was glad she had arrived because I could already tell that I was going to need a little help from time to time. She was about my age, early to mid-twenties, had blonde hair and blue eyes, and was a beautiful young woman. Not only that, but she had a great personality and was as sweet as could be. I told her that I was glad to have her on board because I needed a bit of help running the shop. After all, it wasn't easy doing everything by myself, especially operating the place.

A couple of days later, on an average day in my new homeland away from home, I had popped down the street to pick up my lunch at the cafe. I’d had to close and put a back in five minutes sign in the window because my shop assistant Grace had to take off for a bit to go and see the doctor. As I arrived back at the store, I noted that a young man wearing a dark blue blazer was standing at the door waiting, apparently for me to return. 

“Hi,” I said.

“Hello,” he replied and then shot me a warm smile.

Giving him a quick scan from head to toe, I noted his light brown hair, green eyes, and winning smile. He was truly handsome, to say the least.

As I unlocked the door, I said, “Sorry I wasn’t here when you arrived. I ran down to the café to pick up my lunch. Hope you haven’t been waiting long.”

Shaking his head, he replied, “I think I’ve been here about thirty seconds, definitely no big deal.”

Entering the shop, I said, “Please let me know if you need assistance with anything, and I’ll be glad to help you,” I then walked around the back of the checkout desk, where I set down my lunch on the back counter.

“Okay, thanks,” he replied and then strolled down one of the aisles and began looking at various items on the shelves.

Thinking that he would be browsing for at least a couple of minutes, I decided to take a bite of my sandwich as I was absolutely starved. The next thing I knew, he was standing in front of me at the checkout, and it had been less than a minute since we had entered the shop. 

With a mouth full of food, all I could do was chew fast, and I held up my forefinger in an attempt to let him know that I wouldn’t be a moment in processing my lunch. Finally, I said, “Sorry about that. I wasn’t expecting you to be ready to checkout so quickly.”

I could tell he was amused by how he chuckled and then said, “It’s okay. People have to eat now, don’t they?”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, they do.”

Looking down at the counter, I could see he was buying a bottle of aspirin, and I then asked, “Anything else today, sir?”

He shook his head and said, “That’s it. If you’ve got a cup of water, I’d really like to take a couple of these right now. Otherwise, I can wait until I get back to the office.”

Walking out from behind the counter, I walked over to the cooler, grabbed a bottle of water, placed it on the counter, and then said, “The H2O is on the house.”

“Well, thanks, that’s nice of you.”

Ringing up his aspirin, he promptly paid me, and I then asked him if he wanted a bag, and he declined.

“By the way, I’m Noah,” he said as he extended his hand.

“Jordan, great to meet you.”

“Charmed,” he replied, and we both smiled. It was funny that he’d said that because that was a phrase that young people don’t typically use when meeting one another in this day and time. Maybe their great-great-grandparents would have used it, but I couldn’t recall hearing it used in modern times. I then began to think about a previous conversation I’d had with the General where we’d mentioned that exact phrase. Well, if he truly felt charmed, it was obvious that I was doing my job because, after all, I was in the world’s most secret charm school.

Deciding I would be clever as well, I replied, “Delighted,” and we both chuckled.

“Well, now that we’re done with the pleasantries, I understand you’re the new manager here.”

Nodding, I said, “Yep, I can see word gets around fast.”

“It sure does. Want to know the fast way to disseminate information in Jamestown?” he asked.

“How?”

“Tell somebody something and say it’s a secret and ask them not to say a word.”

As he finished speaking, we both chuckled at his comment, and I added, “I think there’s some truth to that, Noah.”

After a few moments, I asked, “So Noah, what do you do here in Jamestown?”

“You mean aside from watching cars rust for entertainment?”

Nodding, I said, “Aside from that.”

“I’m a real estate agent. Only one in town.”

“Only one in town?” I asked. “Well, that’s a first.”

We both laughed, and he then added, “Yep, I know there’s more than you can count in most towns, but here I’m the only one because there aren’t any property sales, just rentals, and I do them for the entire town.”

“So, what do you do exactly?”

“I maintain a list of what properties are occupied, by who, and what’s available for when we have people move to town, whether long or short term, if you know what I mean?”

“You mean like when I came to town recently and needed a place?” I asked.

“Exactly. I was told by your very influential friend that you would be here on an extended stay and to find you someplace nice where you would be comfortable because he wanted you to be happy, and he’s the kind of guy that has clout.”

He was clearly talking about General Derevko, who had a lot of pull in town. And probably not just Jamestown but Moscow too.

“So, have you been here long?” as soon as I asked the question, I added, “I think that’s a question I’m probably not supposed to ask. Sorry.”

Chuckling, he said, “It’s okay. Let’s just say I’ve been here long enough. Maybe even long enough to know better.”

I laughed and said, “Noah, you’ve got the greatest sense of humor.”

“Thanks.”

After a pause, I asked, “So, as far as entertainment, and you’ve already mentioned watching cars rust, which I’m down for, but is there anything else to do aside from that? Any events where people get together? After all, this is Saturday, and it would be fun to do something tonight if there’s anything to do that is.”

Shrugging his shoulders slightly, he said, “We’ll have an event here and there, but it’s usually pretty quiet overall, not a lot of hell-raising.”

Suddenly he snapped his fingers and said, “Oh, I just thought of something. Tonight, at the community center, the Sheriff’s Department is throwing a dinner, and it’s going to be catered by Steve’s Barbeque. The proceeds are going to be used to help replace the older park benches in the town square.”

“Oh really?”

Nodding, he said, “I’ve had Steve’s Barbeque before, and it’s pretty good, considering.”

“That it’s here?” I asked, and we both chuckled.

“Well, yeah.”

After a brief pause, I asked, “And will you be attending tonight’s charity fundraiser?”

Bobbing his head from side to side, he replied, “Well, I was kinda thinking about it, considering it’s the best thing going. Interested in going?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Maybe. What time does it start?”

“6 p.m.”

“Great. Why don’t you stop by here at six and we will go together? Considering that I’m new here, maybe you can also introduce me to some of the locals,” I said.

“I would be glad to.”

“Sounds good.”

“Okay, Jordan, I’ll pick you up at 6,” and he took his purchase and the bottle of water I had given him and headed toward the door.

“See you then,” I called out, and he then turned back toward me, smiled, raised his hand, waved, and took off down the sidewalk.

Well, I thought, I may be stuck in the freest prison camp in the world, but it’s not all bad. For one thing, I’d gotten my first date as a girl, which was exciting, and second, it was with a cute guy, so I guess I really couldn’t complain. Anyway, considering all factors, things were looking up, and I was thrilled about my upcoming barbeque dinner date with Noah.


Chapter 6

Noah arrived at the store at 5:59 p.m. exactly, and I left Grace in charge and asked her to lock up between 6:30 and 7:00, depending on how business was. A couple of minutes later, we began our walk to the Jamestown Community Center, and it didn’t take too awfully long because everything in town was a moderate stroll at best.

There wasn’t a line for the tickets when we arrived, but there was for the food. After Noah purchased our meals, we decided not to queue up but walked around and looked at some of the displays. One of the local photographers had set up several exhibits that contained various scenery in and around the town. They were being offered in a silent auction, and after dinner, they would announce the winners. According to Steve, they would be having live music later in the evening, which I was looking forward to as well.

As we walked around the room, I saw several people I’d already met at my shop, including the Mayor, the Chief of Police, the café manager, and my roomie, the town cosmetologist. Noah introduced me to several individuals, including the guy who ran the grocery store and the town physician, plus a variety of others. After a few minutes, the line had gone down, so we queued up, got our food, sat down, and ate.

Halfway through the meal, I said, “Ya know, this brisket is pretty good, and so is the sausage.”

“Yeah, I agree, and when I first tasted it after I arrived, I was pleasantly surprised,” and as he finished his words, we chuckled.

Noah had made several other remarks similar to that one during the evening that made me think he must have lived in the U.S. at some point. None were overwhelming but were just little things, almost insignificant, but then again, maybe I just imagined it, and that was not the case at all. Perhaps he was well-studied and doing an excellent job of just playing his part to perfection.

Deciding I would throw in a zinger to see what he would say, I said, “Great flavor, reminds me of the barbeque they make back where I’m from in the Midwest.”

Turning toward me, he asked, “Kansas City style?”

I nodded, still chewing my mouth full of food, which I’m sure was not very ladylike.

“No way, I would say this is more like Texas-style, considering its brisket and the way it is cooked.”

He had my attention, and at that moment, I suspected there was something up with him because he was right on as far as the brisket. It was Texas-style all the way and was nothing like the kind they make in Kansas City. How on earth could a Russian possibly know that unless he’d spent extensive time in the United States. I wondered; however, all I could do at the moment was go along and see how it played out. Perhaps it was nothing.

After dinner, we listened to the silent auction results, and unfortunately, neither of us won any of the bids that we placed. I was a little disappointed because there was one of the items that I really liked and wanted to take it home with me. Oh well, such is life.

Soon afterward, the band began, and it was apparent that they would be playing mostly country music, which was not surprising and exactly what you would have expected. We were in a small town that could have easily been anywhere in middle America, between North Dakota, Montana, Texas, and Tennessee. Well, at least they had that part right.

After a couple of fast songs that I would have described as shit-kicking music, a slow one finally came on, and Noah asked me to dance, and I gladly accepted. As we began to move, I looked up at him and smiled, and he said, “I hope you’ve had a good time tonight.”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, it’s been fun.”

As we continued dancing, I just happened to catch a whiff of his musk, and as I took it in, it filled me with delight as there was something about his scent that lit my fire, causing me to squeeze his hand, which was already in mine, a little tighter and as I did so he smiled.

After we finished dancing, we decided we’d had enough, and he walked me back to my house. As we stood on the front porch, I said, “Thanks again for taking me to the barbeque dinner and dance. It was fun.”

“The pleasure was all mine, and besides, since you are new here, I wanted to show you the best that Jamestown has to offer,” and we chuckled.

“Well, I’m certainly glad you did. By the way, what do I owe you for my dinner?”

“Nothing, it was on me. You were my guest,” he replied.

“I insist you let me pay you back,” I said.

Shaking his head, he said, “You gave me a bottle of water at the store earlier, so let’s just call it even.”

I laughed and said, “Okay, but I think I got the better end of the deal.”

“Well, I guess I’d better be going. Thanks again for having dinner with me,” he said.

“You’re welcome, and thank you for taking me.”

After a long awkward pause, as he was trying to figure out if he should kiss me good night or not, he finally said, “Well, I’ll see you around. Good night.”

As he turned to start toward the steps, he obviously needed a little help as he was too bashful to try and give me a good night kiss. I liked him and wanted to see him again and didn’t want him to leave with the impression that I didn’t like him, so I cleared my throat, which caused him to stop in his tracks. I then stepped over to him, got on my tiptoes, and gave him a quick peck on the lips, and by the look on his face, I could tell he was pretty surprised.

“Good night, Noah, talk to you soon,” and I took out my key, opened the lock, stepped inside, turned around, gave him a quick wave, and closed the door behind me.

Now inside, I saw my roomie Daisy curled up on the couch reading a book, and as she saw me said, “Hi.”

“Oh, hi Daisy,” I replied.

“Did you have a good time at your first social function in Jamestown?”

I smiled and said, “I did, as a matter of fact.”

She then said something in Russian that I clearly did not understand, so I turned my head slightly to the right and asked, “What?”

“Sorry about that, but that’s good how you responded. Always stay true to form here because it’s easy to fall out of character and say something in,” Russian she mouthed. Continuing, she added, “What I meant to say in English was that it was good to see you out socializing and getting to know people in the community. That’s important because this will be your home, at least until your tour of duty is up someday, and you might as well be happy and make the most of it.”

If she only knew. The fact was that I was not a permanent resident in the traditional sense who would transfer out at some point. I was a permanent resident in the true sense of the word and would remain there until the day I perished.

“Thanks, I think that’s pretty good advice,” I replied.

“Oh, and your date, he’s pretty cute, if you don’t mind me saying so,” she said.

“Yes, he is, and thank you.”

“He seems like a pretty nice guy.”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, he’s very nice.”

After a pause, I said, “Well, I guess I’d better get to bed because I’ll be opening the shop in the morning, and I’d better get some beauty sleep.”

“Okay, Jordan. Sleep well.”

“Thanks, Daisy. Goodnight,” and I headed down the hall to my room.


Chapter 7

Just over a week later, it was a Monday morning at about 8 a.m., and I had just opened the shop and gotten settled in when to my surprise, I saw General Derevko standing in front of my counter wearing a black business suit as usual. Thinking he would be humorous, he said, “I’ll take a pack of cigarettes.”

We chuckled, and I then walked out to greet him and hugged him.

“So, how are you settling into your new life?” he asked.

“Good so far,” I replied.

“I’ve been hearing some good things about you.”

Raising my eyebrows, I asked, “Really? Like what?”

“That you seem to be connecting with everyone in town quite well and that everyone likes you. Not to mention that you’re doing a good job of teaching our agent trainees things they wouldn’t have learned elsewhere.”

“Like slang?” I asked.

He nodded and said, “Well, yes, I suppose.”

“Look, all I’ve been doing is living and acting like a normal American, and when the students come into the shop, and we talk, they’re exposed to the slang and other expressions that we use back in the U.S. on a daily basis. No big deal.”

“When I was last here, I asked you to keep notes on what might help improve the school. Do you have anything that you could share?”

I got in my tote and pulled out a notebook I had been using to record my thoughts and ideas since he had left, and then the two of us sat down, and I began to go through it with him.

First, I told him that in the U.S., everyone has a smartphone, an item that is not allowed at The Finishing School. I then explained that life in modern-day America revolved around everyone having a mobile device in their pocket, and the students weren’t getting that part of the experience at present.

His response to that was that they were a security risk and that even if they did allow them, there were no cell towers nearby, and they would not work. With that being the case, they would be useless. I then told him that maybe we could set up a town-wide w-fi network. People would not be able to talk on their phones via a cell tower, but everything else would work, and the end result would be that the students would get the real-life experience of being an American with their nose buried in a smartphone, which was the American way.

I also inquired about the television service, which was cable, and offered a limited number of channels and asked if there was something we could do about that because, in the U.S., most people stream their content versus watching TV.

Another thing I brought up had to do with the monetary system used in town, quite simply, the way people pay for goods and services. The current method involved using a version of the U.S. Dollar that they had created especially for the school. It was paper and identical to the greenback except that the ink was purple instead of green; it was hard currency in its truest form. I told him that in the U.S., nobody even used real money anymore and that they use plastic for everything, whether debit or credit, and a lot of the time, they conduct the transaction with their mobile phone. In the end, I asked if there was anything they could do to update their payment methods because the current one was right out of 1950s America. 

I also brought up the fact that everyone seems to smoke and that in the U.S., smoking was at all-time low levels. Additionally, I told him that smoking in my country had become expensive and was also quite socially unacceptable. If an agent was going to fit in, they should probably think about giving up the habit.

Then I moved to another topic which dealt with some of the comments I had heard the locals and the students making about those who fell into the LGBT category. I shared with him that I had heard several individuals making wise-ass comments about gay individuals. In the U.S., there’s no faster way to draw attention to yourself because it is considered socially unacceptable to gay bash. It can also get you in big trouble at work. I also told him that this extended to people of color because America was one big melting pot, and they needed to make sure that they were equally respectful in that arena as well.

The last thing I mentioned was the need for a coffee shop because that’s an integral part of American culture. I explained that people, especially young ones who are young urban professionals, want a place to sit and drink overpriced designer coffee while appearing to be busy working on their laptops, as that’s what’s considered cool. I also mentioned that coffee houses are often meeting places where people get together to socialize and have business meetings. It would be of great benefit to the town and the students if we had one.

After I had finished, he told me that I had done a great job assembling a list of what I felt was needed. He said that he agreed with my assessment in many ways and that the school did seem a little out of date with the times, and even modern-day Russia didn’t operate as such. However, most of the things I mentioned were in place because of security concerns or budget constraints, but they were all good ideas. In the end, he promised he would do what he could, but when all was said and done, Moscow would have to sign off on any changes.

“So, I understand you are fitting right into the community and even have a boyfriend?” he asked while smiling.

Rolling my head from side to side, I replied, “Well, we went to a barbeque dinner together, and he’s even stopped by here a time or two, and we’ve talked. I don’t know if he’s officially a boyfriend yet, but he’s in the running,” and as I finished speaking, we laughed.

“I know the young man you are talking about it. He’s very nice.”

“Yes, he is.”

“And the house where you are living is fine?” he asked.

Nodding, I said, “Yes, and my roomie Daisy is wonderful. She seems to work a lot, but then again, I do as well. We get along very well and have even cooked dinner together a couple of times, and she is an excellent chef.”

“Your helper at the shop is working out okay, I hope?”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, Grace is wonderful.”

“That’s good. She is actually my niece, but please don’t tell her I told you.”

“No problem, and I promise that I won’t give her any special treatment.”

Laughing, he said, “You’re tough. Most people would be worried about being nice to the General’s niece.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I asked, “If I don’t, what will you do? Send me to a camp somewhere in the middle of Russia? And you will probably even send me to one without internet or a decent coffee shop?”

We both laughed at my comment, and he then added, “I like you, Jordan, and agree with you. I want her to be a good agent, so no, she gets treated like everyone else. People that get special privileges never do as well because they end up soft.”

“I like your way of thinking.”

“Yes?” he responded and then raised his very hairy eyebrows.

I nodded and said, “Yes, it’s quite American.”

“American? That’s Russian! Something else you stole from us which you will probably say we took from you,” and then we both laughed at our exchange.

Standing up, he hugged me and, before leaving, told me to keep on coming up with ideas because the ones I had were good ones but might take time to get them implemented, and that was a big if because the bureaucracy in Moscow was a nightmare, a comment at which we chuckled. He then said he would probably see me within the next couple of weeks as he made routine visits to the school regularly.


Chapter 8

The following Saturday, I had the good fortune of having another date with my friend, Noah. At first, we discussed going to dinner at one of the local places but then decided it would be nice to have a little privacy instead. After all, it’s not like we were students that needed the socialization, and we agreed a little downtime would be nice.

Because he oversaw the real estate in town, he had a small house all to himself and did not have to contend with any roomies. Dinner at his home sounded absolutely perfect, and I was looking forward to the two of us having a quiet meal in an intimate setting and then spending some quality time together afterward. After I got off work that evening, I made a trip to the grocery store, picked up a few things, and then headed over to his place, where we prepared our supper together.

After dinner, we sat down on the couch and began to talk, and since we’d had several glasses of wine, one thing led to another, and somehow, we ended up in bed together. This was not a total surprise because I was really attracted to him and knew that he felt the same way about me. Plus, that’s kind of what happens when you put a young man and woman together who have feelings for one another. That night was the first time that I had made love as a woman, and it was everything that I had hoped it would be. When the experience was over, I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that I should have been born a girl. I was more comfortable in my skin than I had ever been, and I had no doubts as I knew my place in the universe, and my soul was at peace as it had never been before.

The next morning about 7 a.m., I arrived back at my house, and upon entering, I noted the place was still quiet. So I would not wake Daisy, I tiptoed to my room and jumped into bed to take a quick nap because I hadn’t gotten much sleep at Noah’s, obviously. I set the alarm clock for 11 a.m. as I didn’t have to be at the shop until noon because my assistant Grace was opening for me that morning.

When I arrived at the shop at noon, Grace told me she had opened the shop at 9 a.m. and that it had been a bit busy. I told her to go ahead and take an hour for lunch and that I would see her afterward, so she grabbed her bag and left.

Noah walked up to the counter a few minutes later and said, “Well, hello, beautiful.”

Leaning toward him, I said, “And hello to you, handsome,” and we then met in the middle of the counter and kissed.

“I had a great time last night, Noah.”

Smiling at me, he said, “So did I,” and once again, we kissed.

He then pulled his hand from behind his back, presented me with a dozen roses, and said, “I hope you like these.”

With my eyes wide, I said, “Oh, they’re beautiful, Noah. Thank you so much.”

“Pretty flowers for a pretty lady.”

Walking around from behind the counter, I lay the roses down, put my arms around his neck, and said, “You know that flattery will get you everywhere with me, mister.”

“That was what I was hoping for,” and once again, we kissed passionately.

**********

I opened the shop the following day as usual, and very little time had elapsed when suddenly a man in construction apparel walked in and told me that he would be starting work on the empty shop next to mine. The space he was talking about had previously been a small barber shop until it was consolidated with the local beauty salon a couple of years prior. Still, I had no idea why this lunatic was in my store telling me about the project. When I told him that I operated the drugstore and knew nothing about it, he said the new business going in would be a coffee shop, and according to the work order, I was the point of contact. Though I didn’t know anything about it, I nodded because apparently someone somewhere did, and I was pretty sure I knew who it was. General Derevko had apparently come through.

Over the next two weeks, the place transitioned into Jamestown’s first coffee shop. It was under my dominion, even though I knew absolutely nothing about making coffee apart from popping pods into a machine or making a brew with an auto-drip type machine. The privilege of naming the place was mine, and I struggled to come up with a good name because I wanted it to be something catchy that would sound inviting. After much debate, I finally decided to call it New Day Coffee. The reason I selected that name was that my transition, as well as my life in Jamestown truly signaled that my life had started over. In every way, it was a new day, and I decided to go with it. I ended up hiring a couple of people to run the place, and we started off simple, making just plain old coffee at first and then added iced coffee drinks a little later and fancier drinks after that, including lattes, café mochas, etc.

As time pressed on, I was busier than ever, and between running the drug store and overseeing the coffee shop’s operations, I was one busy lady. I told General Derevko that I was concerned about being able to juggle so much, and he told me not to worry because I was doing a good job. He also said that I was the perfect person for the job because I had the American know-how and drive, and we yanks were just natural-born entrepreneurs. He also said that with the coffee shop next door, I would be interacting with more and more students going through the school and that I would rub off on them and what they had spent putting the store in would be worth the investment. Additionally, he shared that smartphones and wi-fi might be coming soon, and I was shocked at his response. He said that if it did happen, it would be a true intranet and would only be in the town, and there would be absolutely no chance of communicating with the real world. Despite that, I was encouraged because it was a step in the right direction.

Over the next couple of months, the coffee shop’s business grew, and almost overnight, it became the hottest meeting place in town. Though it was most popular with young people, it was surprising to see that even the older citizens were showing up as it was the go-to place. We even put a couple of tables and chairs out on the sidewalk so that the patrons who wished could enjoy sunny afternoons when we had them. My idea has been a success! The people of Jamestown loved our coffee, and several even stopped by a couple of times a day to pick up a cup of their favorite brew, whether hot or iced, because we had the best java in town.

It seemed like I was constantly on the run, back and forth between the coffee shop and the drugstore, and considering that I was the boss of both, I was one busy girl. During those two months, I interacted heavily with the students and, during the very casual conversations I had with them, did everything that I could to help them learn the culture and customs of life in the U.S. because I certainly couldn’t get up on a stage and give a speech. 

The one thing I wanted to try and instill in them was that the United States was a capitalist country in every sense of the word, and there was no better way to understand Americans than to approach it from that angle. If we’re talking about capitalism, then we are talking about money. Pure and simple. 

I would do things such as kid with the customers who were students and ask them when they were going to quit that dead-end job they were in and find one with better pay or bring up the stock market and talk about how my friend got a hot tip on an upcoming IPO and made an absolute fortune. Unfortunately, you couldn’t execute a trade while in Jamestown, but I thought it was worth bringing up. 

Had the opportunity presented itself, I would’ve loved to have worked in get rich quick schemes and MLMs, people getting themselves into tons of debt with credit cards, and those who purchase McMansions where often only two people live, often just to impress friends, family, and co-workers so they can look rich. Some things you just can’t train for and have to be learned via on-the-job experience, but I did my best. Eventually, after a bit of time in the U.S., they would figure it out and even become part of it because it’s the American way.


Chapter 9

The coffee shop had been open for two months, and I felt as though I had been burning the candle at both ends, so one day, at about noon, I decided to take the afternoon off.  Leaving Grace in charge of the store, I also asked her to check on the coffee shop from time to time to make sure it was operating efficiently.

Noah and I decided to take a picnic basket and have lunch in the local park. It was a beautiful sunny day, and the setting couldn’t have been more perfect. I even donned a beautiful floral print dress as it seemed to fit the occasion. We spread a blanket on the ground, broke open a bottle of wine, and had a nice lunch, and afterward just sat there together, chit-chatting and enjoying one another’s company.

After a bit, he said, “Jordan, there’s something I’ve wanted to talk to you about, and I picked this location, right here in the middle of the park, so I could talk to you freely because I certainly don’t want anyone to hear what I’m about to say. You know how it is, there are probably listening devices all over town, and I didn’t feel comfortable talking about this unless I knew it was bug-free. I would also like to ask you to keep it private because I might get in a lot of trouble if you tell anyone. Can you promise me that?”

“Well, Noah, I’ve known you now for three months, and I don’t think there’s anything that you could say that would make me turn you in unless you’ve killed someone recently and buried the body in your backyard. In that case, I’m seriously going to have to reevaluate my relationship with you.”

He chuckled and said, “Nothing like that. Anyway, you know how here at the school, even the people like us, the permanent staff, aren’t supposed to talk about their real backgrounds or use our native language?”

I nodded and said, “Right.”

Continuing, he said, “We are supposed to play the part of being an American all of the time. This is supposedly so we will stay in character, which will help us keep from slipping up and speaking Russian in front of the students. Jordan, I’ve got a confession to make to you, and you may already know this because it appears that you are pretty well connected with the man in the black suit that comes to town from time to time, but I’m not like all the other permanent members of this town.”

“Noah, I have no idea what you are talking about as far as me being well connected, and do you even know the name of the man in the black suit?”

“His name is General Derevko, and he is the overseer of this town.”

“I knew that. Anyway, what is it exactly that you wanted to tell me?” I asked.

“Jordan, I’m not an instructor assigned here by the Russian military or the FSB. I’m an actual American. Born and raised in the United States.”

“You mean like your parents were Russians spies, and they returned home at some point, and now you just happen to be living here kind of thing?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, I’m an honest-to-goodness American, and I’m being held here against my will.”

I couldn’t believe it! Was it possible that he was just like me, an American held against their will in probably the most secret camp in all of Russia? What he was telling me seemed almost unreal.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

Nodding, he said, “Yes. It was two years ago. I was on a military transport headed toward Afghanistan, and we’d left England only a few hours before. As we passed over the Black Sea, our aircraft lost power, and we had to ditch. After landing and deploying the life rafts, everybody got into them as quickly as possible because the water was cold. One of our guys was missing, and I went back into the aircraft to look for him, but no one was on board. The next thing I knew, the plane was sinking, and I ran for the exit, but it was too late.  Water was rushing through the hatch like crazy, and all I could do was hold my breath and wait.  Fortunately, the water pressure equalized over the next minute, and I swam to safety. Unfortunately, by the time I got out of the aircraft, everyone else had floated away, thinking I had gone down with the aircraft. I could see them in the distance, and I yelled and yelled, but they didn’t hear me. I found a life vest floating on the surface and put it on and waited. Not long afterward, I was picked up by a Russian patrol boat and taken to a military facility where I met General Derevko a couple of days later. He told me that the U.S. Government had called off the search and declared me dead, lost in the Black Sea. Then he said they were taking me to one of their facilities to assist them in a little project they were running, and they needed my help. That was two years ago, and I’ve been here ever since.”

“Oh my God, Noah, that story is just unbelievable. What made you decide to tell me?”

“Because you and I seem to be hitting it off really well, and I figured it was the right thing to do.  After all, the day will come when your tour here will end, and you’ll then be transferred to another base or go back to Moscow or wherever. I just wanted to let you know what a relationship with me would be like, a dead-end one because I can never leave, and you probably don’t want to spend the rest of your life here just to stay with me.”

I looked at him, smiled, and said, “That’s very considerate of you, Noah, and I appreciate it.”

“Well, I just thought you should know, and will you please not tell anyone because my life may depend on you keeping this a secret,” he replied.

Taking his hand in mine, I said, “Now, I’ve got something to tell you, and you must also promise to keep my secret. Okay?”

Nodding, he said, “You have my word.”

“I’m an American and was brought here against my will as well.”

With almost a shocked look on his face, he asked, “You’re kidding?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I was involved in an accident where a biological compound was released. Since I saw the whole thing, they felt I was a security risk and didn’t want me to return home, so they brought me here. It’s funny because since we’ve gotten involved, I’ve thought about exactly what you just mentioned. What happens on the day your assignment ends, and you are transferred out, and I lose you? It’s not like we can meet up later in Moscow as the regular staff can when their tour of duty is over. So, Noah, just like you, there’s no leaving this place, and it is where I will spend the rest of my life barring some act of God or mankind.”

“You are an American! Just like me?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, it’s true.”

I decided not to tell him the part about how I used to be a guy because that would just complicate things. I liked him and didn’t want to scare him off by telling the truth about my past. Besides, I had always been a girl at heart, so surely that made it okay? Okay, not, I was a big liar, but I was a biological girl in every way, so surely I should get some points for that!

“Jordan, that’s hilarious. The entire town, including the permanent members, think otherwise. The rumor is that you are a mastermind when it comes to life in America, and it has also been circulating that you are one of the youngest operatives in the Russian foreign service.”

“No way!”

“Yes, way, and I’ve also heard it mentioned that you’ve also worked around the world as an intelligence agent for the FSB and that you speak multiple languages.”

At that point, I laughed out loud and then said, “That is hilarious. See how easily rumors get started? Especially in small towns. There couldn’t be anything further from the truth.”

“I’ll say. Jordan, this is crazy. Where are you from? I mean, like for real.”

“The Midwest. Lincoln, Nebraska. How about you?”

“Guess?”

After a few moments, I looked right at him and said, “I’m guessing not California like you originally told me, which I’m sure is part of your official cover story, but Texas.”

“How did you know?”

“Well, let me just say that you made several comments that just didn’t sit right with me. For starters, when we were eating barbeque the night we met, I said it reminded me of the way they make it back home in the Midwest. You immediately said Kansas City style? Then you quickly added that it was more like Texas! Remember that?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Then there was another comment you made about the barbeque.  You said you’d had better elsewhere, indicating you’d had it somewhere other than Steve’s, perhaps even in the U.S.”

“Oh yeah, I did say those things, didn’t I? Not smart on my part.”

“Then there was the comment about too many real estate agents. I have no clue what it’s like in Russia, but everyone in the U.S. always talks about how there’s one on every corner. Once again, only someone extremely familiar with America would know something like that. So, what’s your real name?”

“Noah Brown, and yours?”

“Jordan Hart.”

“It’s interesting that they let us keep our real names.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Why shouldn’t they? We’re no threat. You know what I mean?”

“I see your point,” he replied.

“So, it looks like we are stuck here together, permanently.”

“Well, there’s no one I would rather be stuck here with, if you don’t mind me saying?”

Laying down on the blanket, he moved into position over the top of me, and I then put my arms around his neck and said, “I don’t mind you saying that at all,” then I pulled him close, and we kissed passionately.

After a few moments, I said, “Oh, I’ve got one more surprise.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m late.”

During the two and a half months that Noah and I had been intimate, I hadn’t been using birth control. It’s not like I wasn’t aware that I couldn’t get pregnant; it was just an area where I hadn’t taken care of business that I should have, such as getting on the pill or making him wear a condom. Apparently, not taking care of these things can have long-lasting effects, as I had discovered.

His eyes wide, he asked, “Jordan, do you think ….”

I nodded and said, “I took an over-the-counter pregnancy test this morning, and congratulations, you’re going to be a father.”

With an ear-to-ear grin, he said, “Really?”

I nodded and said, “I know this is unexpected, and I really should have taken greater care.”

“Don’t apologize to me. I’m thrilled.”

“You are?”

He nodded and said, “You bet I am, and I’m looking forward to us raising this baby together,” after a few moments, he added, “Provided that’s what you want.”

“What do you mean, provided that’s what I want? Of course, it is,” and I then gave him a big hug and said, “Oh Noah, I was so worried about how you would take it and am thrilled that you’re as happy as me.”

“Of course I am, and there’s one more thing I think we need to do to make this complete, and I hope I’m not moving too fast with this because when you know, you just know, and I know, so don’t be freaked out, okay?”

“Okay,” I replied in a wary voice.

“Jordan, since we’re going to be parents and have agreed to raise our baby together, why don’t we do this up right. I love you, Jordan, and will you please marry me?”

My eyes immediately filled with tears, and I began to sob and then grabbed him and pulled him close. For at least half a minute, I just held him in my arms while I cried, all the while unable to respond from being so emotional. Finally pulling back, he looked at me and said, “I moved too fast, didn’t I? Darn it! I’m sorry, Jordan.”

I shook my head and said, “No, you didn’t say anything wrong at all, and yes, Noah, I will marry you because I love you very much and will be the best wife ever,” and then we kissed.

After a few moments, he looked at me with a serious expression and said, “Hey, wait a minute, do you think they will let us have a baby here in Jamestown?”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about it. Have you ever seen anyone here that’s not an adult?”

Pondering upon it, I said, “You know Noah, now that I think about it, no. Do you think they will allow us to have a baby here in Jamestown?”

“That’s a good question and why I brought it up.”

“Noah, this is our baby, and I’m not going to abort it or give it up to anyone under any circumstances, no matter what, and I’m willing to risk my life to get our baby to safety if that’s what it takes.”

“I agree. All we need to do now is find out what would happen if a woman turned up pregnant,” he said.

“I would say that they would just exit the base and get reassigned under normal circumstances, but that’s not the case with me because I’m here for the long haul. So, I’m pretty sure there’s nothing in their policy manual about this particular type of situation and what to do when it happens.”

“I see your point,” he replied.

“Noah, we just can’t take the chance, and I think there’s only one thing to do.”

“And what’s that,” he asked.

“Escape, and from what is probably the most secret base in all of Russia.”

We agreed that we would not solve anything right then and there while lying on a blanket in the middle of the park. We decided that the best course of action was to sleep on it and try and come up with a plan of some sort that would get the two of us out of the country. However, our first problem was that we were in Russia, a massive country, and we had no idea which part of it we were even in, and neither of us knew a word of Russia, except for the handful that I knew that didn’t amount to a hill of beans.

We were pretty sure that there were listening devices everywhere in town because the Russian government was quite paranoid, and they claimed they wouldn’t be if everyone wasn’t out to get them. With that being said, we decided not to speak about our decision to leave Jamestown in our businesses, homes, or around any structures, which left us with the park where we had picnicked the day before, and the woods that bordered the town.

We agreed that we would meet again when one of us had come up with something, and with that, we headed back to the town square, where I checked on the coffee shop and drugstore to make sure everything was operating smoothly. We then headed over to Noah’s house, where we would have a bite to eat, and I was also going to spend the night with my future husband.


Chapter 10

Noah and I turned in just after 10:30 p.m. and when my head hit the pillow, I was out like a light. After all, I’d had a busy day on Sunday working, had spent time out in the sun, found out I was pregnant and had even gotten engaged, which is always an exciting day for a girl.

I wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but suddenly I could feel that someone was shaking me gently, and as I opened my eyes and looked to the side, I saw my roomie Daisy standing beside me, and she was looking straight at me.

“Daisy, what are you doing here?”

“I’ll explain but first, wake up Noah,” she commanded.

I shook him, and he said, “Jordan, we just made love when we went to bed. You’re ready to go again?”

Shaking him harder, he finally turned toward me, and as he saw my roomie, he said, “Hey Daisy, what are you doing here? And how did you get in the house?”

“With a key.”

“With a key? How did you get one to my house? I’m the real estate guy in this town.”

“I can get into any building or house in this town. Look, the two of you need to get dressed, pack a bag and meet me downstairs as quickly as possible. There’s no time to waste.”

“What’s this all about?” I asked.

“I will explain, but we must get the two of you out of here immediately. Your lives depend on your speed. Do you understand?” she asked in a stern voice.

“I’m not going anywhere until I know what’s going on,” Noah said annoyedly.

“Do you want to live?” she asked.

“Well yeah,” he replied.

“Then move your ass right now!”

“Okay,” he said submissively.

“The two of you need to get dressed as quickly as possible. Noah, pack a bag for yourself. Jordan, I’ve already gathered some of your things, and yours is in the living room. After you get dressed, meet me there,” She then exited, closing the door behind her.

Complying with her request as quickly as possible, we reported to the living room. She then told us to grab a jacket and our bags and follow her. We walked out to the street where a car was waiting, and I could see that there was a driver inside. She told us not to speak while in the vehicle and that everything would be explained very shortly. The three of us then got into the car, Daisy then said something to the driver in Russian, and then the car began moving.

After leaving the confines of Jamestown, we proceeded through the darkness down a two-lane road for approximately thirty minutes, and we didn’t meet one vehicle going the other direction. Then again, it was 4 a.m. We finally turned down a side road, and after a bit, I could see what looked like a military checkpoint in the distance. As our car rolled up to it, we stopped, and the driver rolled down his window. There was an exchange of words between the driver and the guard that seemed less than cordial. After a few moments, Daisy pulled a wallet out of her jacket and showed it to the guard, who promptly raised the arm of the gate. We then continued driving for a short distance until we reached what looked like an airfield, where another guard slid a gate open, letting us enter, and we continued driving. Finally, the car stopped, and Daisy promptly exited and motioned for us to as well, so we grabbed our bags and followed her. Before we knew it, we were standing beside the door to a business jet, and the stairs were down.

“You’re probably wondering what all this is about?” Daisy asked.

“Well, yeah!” Noah exclaimed.

“I’m Colonel Irina Chekov of the Russian Federal Security Service, and I run The Finishing School,” and then, looking at me, added, “Or should I say charm school as you like to refer to it? I work directly for General Derevko.”

“You? The hairdresser? You run the school? I thought it was the Sheriff,” Noah said.

“Yes, that’s what everyone thinks, and no one ever suspects it’s me. It’s the perfect cover don’t you think?”

“Daisy, I would never have expected. However, what are we doing out here? We are in the middle of nowhere at what looks like a military airfield, and it’s 4 a.m. Not to mention the fact that we are standing beside a business jet. Not only that, but why was it so important to get us out of Jamestown so quickly? I believe you were saying that our lives depended on it?” I asked.

“There is a coup taking place in Moscow right now, and depending on how it goes, and if there is a change in power, the school may or may not stay open. And you know what that means?” she asked.

I nodded and said, “Yes, if it closes, there are two major liabilities, me and Noah, and in Russia, there’s often one way to take care of loose ends if I’m reading you right.”

Smiling, she said, “You are very wise, Jordan, and I can see you have a good understanding of the situation. General Derevko likes you and didn’t want to take the chance that anything could possibly happen to you, so this jet is taking you out of the country and to safety.”

Looking at her, Noah asked, “And I guess he liked me as well?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No. But since Jordan loves you and he wants her to be happy, let’s just say this is your lucky day.”

The next thing I knew, the jet’s engines were starting, and she said, “The two of you had better get on board,” and she then handed us each a passport.

“Passports?” I asked, “Where did you get these?”

She smiled and then said, “Neither of you must ever tell a soul about The Finishing School because mine and General Derevko’s lives and our families might be in peril. Do you understand?”

We both nodded, and then Noah asked, “How do I explain to the military and the world where I’ve been for the last two years?”

“If asked, tell them that after the plane crash two years ago, you must have bumped your head and developed amnesia. All you know for sure is that you were picked up in the Black Sea by a fishing boat and lived in a small village in Russia with the locals until recently when you finally remembered who you were.”

“Do you think they will believe that?” he asked.

“Of course,” she replied.

Nodding, he said, “I promise and will never say a word.

“Noah, go ahead and get on the plane. I want to say goodbye to Jordan,” and he then nodded and went up the stairs onto the aircraft.

“You’ve been a great roomie, and I’m going to miss you,” I said.

Nodding, she said, “And I’m going to miss you as well.”

“Thanks for everything, like saving my life,” I said.

We chuckled, and she said, “Of course. Jordan, I wish you much happiness and congratulations on your baby.”

With my eyes wide, I asked, “How did you know?”

“I’m with the FSB. We know everything.”

After a few seconds, she said, “Actually, I saw your pregnancy test in the bathroom trash. If you were trying to keep it a secret, you didn’t do a very good job because it was just lying there on top for the world to see.”

I replied, “It’s clear that I wouldn’t have made a good secret agent,” and we chuckled at my comment.

“You know Jordan, the powers that be would never have let you keep the baby.”

“I suspected that, so I guess me leaving is a good thing.”

“Yeah, it certainly is,” she replied and then asked, “Are you going to marry him?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, and I’m so excited.”

“I think he will make you a good husband.”

“Me too,” I replied.

After a pause, I asked, “Daisy, or Irina, I’ve got a passport, but how do I explain the new me? As the base's commanding officer, I’m sure that you probably know everything about me.  Including the details of my transformation?”

She nodded and said, “Yes, including the fact that you don’t speak Russian,” and we both chuckled.

“You really had me going,” I replied.

“As far as explaining the new you,” she then handed me a large envelope before continuing, “It turns out that you were not killed in the tanker truck explosion after all. That was a gross misunderstanding. Instead, you came to Russia, where you had a sex change operation and after four and a half months of recovery, you’re all healed up and ready to return to America. The documents in the envelope are from a physician who has certified the procedure.”

“You’ve certainly thought of everything,” I replied.

“One more thing, you must never tell anyone about the accident and how it changed you because we’re not even completely sure ourselves. Let’s keep the Russian and the U.S. governments at peace because the last thing we need is the Americans accusing us of having a gender-changing bioweapon, as you and I both know that’s the furthest thing from the truth.”

I nodded and said, “Okay. You have my word.”

After another pause, she said, “You had better get on board, and then gave me a big hug, and I said, “Thanks again,” and as we pulled apart, a tear ran down her face, and she said, “Live well, my friend.”

Turning toward the aircraft, I took a step and then stopped and said, “Thank General Derevko for me, if you will, and for everything, including his kindness. I’m still curious why he liked me so much.”

She nodded and said, “He lost his daughter to cancer two years ago while she was in her early twenties, way too young to be taken. According to him, you were the spitting image of her and in many ways, it was almost like having her back again.”

I gave her one last hug and then climbed the jet's stairs, and the flight attendant then pulled them closed behind me. I took a seat and looked out the window, and as we began to taxi away, I just sat there watching my friend Daisy grow more and more distant as we headed toward the end of the runway to take off. As we started rolling at full speed, I took one more look but could no longer see her as she had probably returned to the school so she could get on with her life in the small town of Jamestown, U.S.A., right in the middle of Russia.


Chapter 11

After a whirlwind journey, Noah and I finally returned home, and when all was said and done, we decided to set up housekeeping in Dallas, where he was from, versus back in Nebraska, which was my old stomping ground. This was primarily because my parents were not thrilled that their son had undergone a sex change operation and had his pee-pee chopped off. However, they did comment that the transition was incredible, and I looked like a real girl, their words, not mine. I also explained to them that the new procedure also included the installation of a uterus and that I would also be able to have children, which they also found quite remarkable. Still, I could tell that they were not overjoyed. It was better than I expected, but I still decided it might be best to keep some distance between us because they have always been quite conservative in their thinking, and there was no changing that.

Just after our return, I decided to take Noah into my confidence because sooner or later, I would have to, like it or not. I told him the entire story of how I used to be a guy, but after the accident, I was transformed into a real honest-to-goodness biological woman. Initially, he was a little surprised but afterward said that was okay because it was in the past and all that mattered was that I was now a real girl.  He also added that he loved me very much. I decided that was good enough for me, and I ran with it.

As I write this, I am seven months pregnant and living with my husband Noah in a suburb of Dallas, where we bought a three-bedroom, two-bath home on a quiet tree-lined street. The place needs a little work, but it’s nothing we can’t handle, or should I say it’s nothing that he can’t because with my swollen belly, I am somewhat restricted as to what I can do, and that does not include home construction. At least for the moment. 

At long last, my life is as I always dreamed it would be, and I am very grateful that I get to wake up each day as a woman, who is married to a wonderful guy who loves me with all his heart, and I am thrilled that I will soon be having his child. As I think about us spending our lives together as husband and wife and raising a family together, I am humbled. There is no greater honor than going through one’s life as a woman, a wife, and a mother, and those who do are truly blessed and know joy as a man never will.

To think, if I hadn’t been sitting on that bus on a rural highway in Russia that fateful afternoon, I wouldn’t have received the gift that was bestowed upon me, which was indeed a blessing, and if I had it to do over, I wouldn’t change a thing. After all, it was the day I was born, precisely as I should have been in the first place, but that doesn’t matter because all I want is to move forward and enjoy my rich new life, leaving my past behind. You see, after so many decades, I’m free, no longer a prisoner in the body where I was born, as I’ve finally escaped and can now live as I was meant to, as a woman who is living her life to the fullest and has never been happier.

I sincerely hope that you, too, will be able to live a life as Charmed as the one I have been given.

Take care,

Love, Jordan
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