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Chapter 1

“Latte for Patricia,” I announced loudly across the coffee shop as I set the drink down on the pickup counter.  Very quickly a slim, blonde middle-aged woman with long hair, who just happened to be wearing a real estate agent name badge with the same name on it walked up and grabbed the white paper cup, tasted its contents and then departed. 

“Thanks and have a great day,” I called out to her, but she was walking so quickly toward the exit that she was soon out the door, and most likely never even heard the words that I had uttered.  Oh well, such is life.

“Corey do we have any more Columbian beans?  I couldn’t find any more under the counter,” my co-worker Sandra asked.

She had been working with me now about three months and was a nice girl, a good worker, and pretty on top of that with long dark brown hair and eyes, and as petite as they come.  Despite the fact that she was 18, four years younger than me, I felt she was pretty mature.  Unfortunately, the company frowned on employee management relationships, and being as I was now a shift manager I fell into that category.  Darn it!

“There’s three cases of them in the back storeroom,” I announced.

“Thanks boss,” she said and then laughed.

“It’s Corey, just plain old Corey, and why don’t you help him clean up some of these tables if you get a chance?” I asked while pointing at the seating area.

She saluted and said, “Yes, sir,” and chuckled, and I laughed with her.

Sandra and I started working together cleaning up and chatted as we did so.  She was pretty cool, and we always had a good time when we worked together.

“I’m really proud that you got promoted to shift manager Corey, I know they picked the right guy for the job,” she said as she looked over at me and smiled.

“Thanks Sandra.”

“How long have you been with the company now?”

“About 2 years. I started when I was a sophomore in college.”

“I bet you’re just thrilled to be graduating this year?” she asked.

“You’ve got that right.  It’s been hard taking twelve plus hours a semester and then working here full time.  The break will be welcome.”

“What do you think you’re going to do afterward?” she asked.

“I truly don’t know.  It’s tough out there right now for new college graduates unless you’ve got a hard degree like engineering, and mine is in business so the competition is fierce.”

“What would your dream job be?”

We stopped cleaning and stood there talking as the place was fairly empty with the exception of a woman sitting near us reading a newspaper.

“To be a billionaire,” I said.

We chuckled and then she said, “No, you can’t say that you want to be a millionaire or billionaire, that’s not specific.  If you could be anything, what would it be?”

Looking dead at her I asked, “Anything?”

“Yep!”

“Okay, if I could have anything, I would like to own a chain of coffee shops, kind of like this one.”

“So that’s your goal?” she asked.

“I don’t know if that’s my goal as that would be a pretty tall order and would not happen overnight, but yep, I like the coffee business and if I could have anything that’s what I would want.”

“You know what they say?”

“What’s that?”

“Be careful what you ask for, you might just get it.”

Looking at her I said, “That would be so cool don’t you think?  Imagine if I really could own a large chain of coffee shops.  That would be awesome.  You’ve got me really excited thinking about this Sandra.”

“Sometimes it’s fun to dream and think about the things that we would like to do or have,” she said.

“Yep, I would do anything if I could have my own chain of coffee stores.  That would be great.”

“Would you hire me?” she asked looking at me flirtingly.

“Absolutely, what job do you want?”

“Oh, I don’t know, how about you start me out as your personal assistant?”

“It’s a deal,” I said, and we then shook hands, and after we finished we stood there looking into each other’s eyes. 

After she said that she wanted to be my assistant I started to think, especially the way that she was looking at me during our exchange, and I realized that she had definitely taken a shine to me.  That’s not a phrase that I would normally have used but I had heard my grandmother use that expression before, and it was a good one.  Despite the fact that she was really cute, and we were attracted to one another I still needed to keep my distance as I was now in management.  Fuck!  Being the boss can really suck.

Right about that time the doorbell jingled indicated that we had a guest, and as I turned I could see that we had a young Asian man with his backpack walking through the door headed toward the cash register.

“Hey Corey, there’s a customer, want me to get him?”

“Sure, go on, I’ll finish cleaning up in the café.”

“Cool, you’re the best boss ever”, she said as she batted her long eye lashes while walking toward the main counter to greet our guest.

I smiled as she took care of business and continued to clean up the seating area, trying to make it presentable for the next group of coffee aficionados that might enter through the door at any moment.

Suddenly I heard a voice saying, “Excuse me, could you please get me a napkin?”

As I looked over the middle aged lady, maybe 50ish, who had temporarily put down her newspaper to ask me to assist her, I noticed that she was well dressed, elegant, and had dark brown hair and Mediterranean features.

“Right away Miss,” I said.

I returned from the self-service area with a couple our company branded napkins and placed them on the table before her.

Looking up at me and smiling she said, “Thank you very much, you are so kind.”

“Glad to help,” I replied, and then continued wiping down tables in an attempt to get the café clean before the next wave of coffee drinkers entered and began enjoying the beverages that we offered in quantity.

“Sir, may I ask you a question?”

Looking at her I said, “Of course.”

“God knows, I don’t mean to be disrespectful, but I could not help overhearing your conversation with your co-worker.”

“If you did, I hope we did not say anything that would have been inappropriate or have offended you as a customer of this company, as we always hope to deliver the highest possible experience every time you walk through our door.”

Laughing she said, “I appreciate that, I can see you’re a company man all the way.”

“I do my best.”

“And you’re doing a great job,” she replied.

“Anyway, how can I help you ma’am?”

As she turned toward me I could see that she had green eyes, was wearing a stylish dress, and a pair of blue turquoise glasses rested of the top of her head which were secured around her neck with a chain. “What is your name?”

“Corey.”

“Ah yes, Corey.  I could not help but hearing that you have a dream of having your own chain of coffee shops.  I hope it is not embarrassing me bringing that up?”

“It is not something that I am ashamed of, maybe a bit apprehensive about bringing up because you know how it is, people are often quick to take shots at you when you have lofty goals.”

“So, you would like to own your own coffee shop chain?”

Looking at her I said, “Yes ma’am, if that were possible, I would truly like to own my own coffee shop company.”

“And am I mistaken, or did I hear you say that you would do anything to have it?” she asked.

“Yes Miss, I did say that.  It would be so awesome, and I would sacrifice whatever I had to and do almost anything to have that.”

Looking at me she said, “That’s a pretty strong statement saying almost anything Corey.  Anything could be a pretty big sacrifice, depending, don’t you agree?”

“It could be, but it would be so worth it to be in that position.  Imagine how prestigious it would be to be a coffee overlord,” I said.

We sat there silently for a moment and then she asked, “That would really mean a lot for you to have that I can see.”

I nodded and said, “Yea, it really would, and it would truly mean the world to me.  Imagine how proud everyone would be of me if that were the case.”

Sitting there she then asked, “What if you could have your dream and none of your friends and family were proud of you, or recognized your accomplishment, would you still want it?”

Looking a bit perplexed I said, “That’s a bit of an odd statement.”

“Of course, it is, but the question stands.”

Thinking for a moment I said, “You know what, even if none of my existing friends and family was proud of me, I would still want it.”

“Well, it sounds like you know what you want from life and if that’s what is truly important to you then you will get it.”

“You sound pretty sure about that,” I said.

Reaching into her bag she took a very small brown paper bag out and handed it to me and said, “I want to give you something,” and then she handed the parcel to me.

“What’s this?”

“Your ticket to getting what you want.  Take this home and grind these coffee beans, it is enough for one cup.  Try it out this evening and then let me know what you think the next time you come see me.”

As I looked at her, I could see that she looked somewhat distinguished and then thought to myself, this is not some old woman, she is really someone.  Perhaps an executive from another coffee company, and she is targeting me to get in on a startup of some sort.

“Miss, is this a new brand of coffee?  And you’re looking at bringing me in on the ground floor as you begin a new coffee company of some kind?”

Laughing she said, “Corey, it is a unique brand of coffee, and the answer is yes, sort of, as it will result in a coffee company being created with a new CEO that helps to shape the industry.  If you think that is something you might be interested in?”

With the small paper bag in my right hand I raised it to my nose and sniffed and let the full aroma of the dark rich beans, a variety that tickled my senses that I had never smelled before, sink in.

“Thanks, I will take them home tonight and try them out, and let you know how it was.  If all works out, maybe we will do some business?” I asked.

“Perhaps.  However, I will see you soon Corey.”

“By the way, I did not catch your name Miss ….””

She had stood quickly and was almost out the door as I completed my sentence, but the last thing she said was, “Corey, I will see you soon, and good fortune to you with what lies ahead, as I feel you will soon be getting your wish.”

The door closed behind her and as I walked over, opened the door, and looked out, she was not to be found in any direction whether straight ahead, left or right.  It was if she had vanished.  Looking at the bag I decided I would take it home and try the beans out, after all, what did I have to lose?

After getting off work that afternoon about 2:00 p.m., I immediately headed for campus since I had two classes to attend, which were a necessary evil if I was going to graduate in the spring.  Finally about 7:30 that night I was done and headed back to my apartment where I put together a ham and cheese sandwich and consumed some barbeque potato chips.  While eating I studied for a test I was supposed to be having the following day in one of my advanced business classes.

About 10:00 p.m. I finally took notice of the small parcel casually resting on my dining room table that had been given to me by the lady in the coffee shop earlier in the day.  Sitting there looking at it, I thought about what she had said to me and had pretty much written her comments off, because statistically I was not going to be the next bigshot in the java business.  Continuing my studies I could not help but looking up at the small bag and eventually curiosity got the better of me.  I picked it up and headed off to the kitchen where I ground up the small portion of beans, put them in a French press, and then filled it with hot boiling water. 

Upon filling up my coffee cup I tasted the beverage and noticed it had a deep rich taste and aroma, which was different that anything I’d ever had before.  It was enjoyable, but odd, if that even makes any sense, but none too soon it was all gone, and I could not make any more as she’d given me such a small sample of coffee beans.

About midnight I decided I’d better hang it up for the day since I had to be at the coffee shop by 6 a.m. to help open so I headed off to bed, pulled the covers over my head and was asleep in no time, despite the fact that I’d just had a full mug of coffee.  However, tomorrow would be a new day, full of surprises I could not even imagine.


Chapter 2

“Ms. Hollister?”  Was the first thing I heard as I woke up.

When I looked over the desk I was sitting behind I saw the lady who I had met in the coffee shop the day before who had given me the beans, sitting in a chair and smiling at me.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Fine,” and as soon as I uttered those words, I noticed that something was wrong as the voice responding to her was not mine and I placed my hand over my throat.

Trying to speak again I asked, “What’s going on?” and much to my amazement my voice was that of a female.

“You’re probably a bit confused by all of this so I thought I would be here to explain as you assumed your new role.”

“What do you mean my new role?  And why am I speaking in a woman’s voice?” I asked.

Standing up she said, “There’s a full-length mirror in the corner behind you,” and walked over behind the desk and said please, stand up, and as I did she took me by the arm and stepped me over to the looking glass.

As I peered into the reflection, I got the surprise of my life as looking back at me was a petite middle aged blonde haired blue eyed female who was about a foot shorter than me in my normal state and was dressed in an orange top, white pants and was barefoot.

“I’m a woman!  How the hell did I get to be a woman?”

“You’re just getting what you wanted Corey, oops, scratch that, you’re not longer Corey.  From this point on you are Lisa Hollister, CEO of Hollister Coffee Company.”

“What do you mean I’m getting what I wanted?”

“Remember in the coffee shop yesterday where you said you would do anything to have your own chain of coffee shops?”

“Of course, I do, what does this have to do with it?” I asked.

“Well, you’ve got it.  You now have your own company with 5,000 locations all across the country, plus a few overseas.  You just happen to be Lisa Hollister and not your old self, so I hope that’s okay.”

“Okay?  When I said I wanted my own business I meant as me!  A man!  Not as a woman.”

“When you said that’s what you wanted you did not specify that, so I figured it would not matter,” she said.

“You’ve got to be kidding?  You thought it would be okay to turn me into a girl and give me my own chain of coffee shops?  What kind of thought process is that?  I want to go back.”

“I’m sorry I’m not going to be able to change you back, and by the way, in this reality you don’t even exist.”

“So, on top of changing me into a woman, Corey does not even exist?  Here?”

“That is correct, you were never born.  But hey, remember?  You said, you would be okay with it even if none of your friends and family were proud of you?”

“I do but your kind of twisting this around.”

“Am I?” she asked while putting the tip of her forefinger on her chin.

“Look, I want you to change me back,” I said.

“Let’s get this straight, I did not change you, the beans did, and it’s a one-way trip.  Do you not think you’ll be happy as the beautiful CEO of a large corporation?”

“This is fucked up, I want to be me, Corey, a guy.”

“We’ve already been over that and that’s not happening, but take solace in your new life, it’s exactly what you asked for, and you didn’t even have to work for twenty years to build it.  You see you were twenty-two yesterday, and today you’re forty-two.  You’ve got all the spoils and bypassed all the hard work, isn’t that cool?”

“No, it’s not, I want my old life back, look at me,” I said as I looked down, “My toenails are painted.  Red!”

“Candy apple red is one of your favorite colors, and by the way, your shoes are under the desk.  Lisa likes going barefoot every chance she gets as heels can be a killer, which you will soon find out.”

She walked back over to the chair and took a notebook out of her bag and handed it to me and said, “Here’s information on the new you to get you started.  It’s got just about everything you’ll need to resume your life as Lisa Hollister including all your personal information, etc.”

She started walking toward the door and just before she opened it I asked, “So that’s it?  You’ve switched me and now you’re just abandoning me here?”

“I am not, this is exactly what you asked for and you got it.  It’s not so bad, after all, you’re worth a small fortune, but you can read more about that in the notebook.  And by the way, it’s almost five o’clock on Friday afternoon so why don’t you think about packing it in for the weekend and heading home and get familiar with the new you.”

“What do you mean its 5 p.m. in the afternoon?  I just went to bed!”

“All this dimension jumping stuff is not perfect, sometimes the timing is a little off, oh well, TTFN my dear,” and she stepped out the door of the office and the translucent glass door closed behind her. 

Following I grabbed the handle and pulled the door open and as I looked outside, I did not see her but did notice a young girl in her early thirties in a white dress sitting behind a desk.  She looked up at me and smiled and asked, “Do you need something Ms. Hollister?”

“That woman who just left, where did she go?” I asked.

“I’m sorry but I did not see a woman, when was this?  Now?  Earlier?”

Not wanting to sound like a nut job I said, “It’s okay,” and I stepped back into the office and the door closed behind me.  As I looked at my desk, I could see it was a dark cherry wood just like the paneling in the office and as I looked around the room I saw it was nicely decorated.  Surveying the place I saw a number of photos of the new me with celebrities, politicians, including one with a president, so clearly I was a big to do.

Returning to the mirror near my desk I stood in front of it and took another look at myself and realized that it was true, I was a female.  I had gotten exactly what I had asked for, my own company, but in the process, I had changed sex and lost twenty years of my life.  What’s a guy, I mean girl, to do?

I sat down at my desk and opened the folder the mysterious woman had left me and started to look at the information and realized that just about everything I needed was there, all I needed to do was study up and become familiar with the new me as there were no other options.  Thinking about what the woman had said I decided that I might head on home for the weekend and educate myself in the comfort of my home versus here.  I looked up my home address, stuffed the folder she had given me into a tote, grabbed my purse and headed out the door stopping at my secretary’s desk.

“I think I’m going to head on home for the weekend,” I said.

“You are?” she asked in amazement.

“Yes.”

“Ms. Hollister, I think that’s great.”

“You do?”

“You work so hard all the time, so it does my heart good to see you taking a little time for yourself.  Have a fantastic weekend.”

“You too,” I said and then started to walk toward the door.

“Ms. Hollister?”

I turned and looked at her and she continued, “Your shoes.”

I looked down at my bare feet and asked, “Will you run into my office and ….”

“I will be glad to she said,” and quickly returned and handed my heels to me by the straps.

I sat down in a chair in the lobby and put them on, and by the appearance they were a low heel which meant I was probably going to be able to actually walk in them.  As I stood I grabbed my bags and began to walk slowly but not comfortably, but then I remembered something my mother had told my sister as she was learning to walk in heels which was heel, toe, heel, toe, and almost instantly I was underway.  Also recalling that mom had told her to put a little hip swing into it I was quickly walking with confidence, slowly, but surely, toward my car to head home.


Chapter 3

The new me, in addition to having a very nice luxury car, also lived in a gated estate, not one like a movie star would live in but very nice to say the least.  Estimating the size of the house I guessed it must have been at least five thousand square feet.  Upon driving up to the entrance I hit a button on the remote control and the gates swung open and I proceeded up the driveway where I stopped halfway around the circular drive right in front of the main door. 

Walking up to the front door I set down my bags, took the key ring out of my purse and began trying keys until one of them fit, and when one finally did I turned the lock and pushed it open, grabbed my stuff and walked in, but none too soon I realized I needed to turn off the alarm.  Grabbing the notebook out of my tote I started looking through the notes left to me by the strange woman and quickly found the code to disarm it, breathing a sigh of relief as I pressed the last digit and heard it deactivate.  After walking inside I then closed the door and locked it behind me, grabbed my bags and walked into the kitchen where I dropped everything before continuing my exploration of the place I would be calling home for the foreseeable future.

After a quick tour of the house I returned to the kitchen and began looking through the frig hoping to find something to eat, and after not seeing anything I liked moved on to the pantry where I found some chicken picante flavored ramen.  Standing there looking at the packet I decided to do what any normal guy who had just been turned into woman would, order out.  Pulling my cell phone out of my purse I ordered a Super Meat Pizza with a side of wings, put it on my brand-new credit card, well new to me anyway, and waited on the delivery guy to arrive.  While waiting on the time to pass I continued looking through the notebook, learning more about Lisa Hollister, the new me.

The doorbell rang and I headed to the front entrance to meet the delivery guy and get my food, as I was hungry to say the least.  As I pulled the door open there stood a guy in his mid-twenties, long hair, wearing birth control glasses and fully dressed in his company’s pizza uniform and ball cap.

“I have an order for Lisa?” he asked as he looked at me.

I nodded.

“Okay cool, here’s your pizza and order of wings,” he said as he removed them from his warming bag, and as he handed the boxes to me, I gave him a ten dollar bill as a tip.

“Thanks a lot, greatly appreciated.”

“You’re welcome.  Have a great evening.”

“You too Miss.”

Turning to walk away he asked, “Would you like any ranch dressing for those wings?”

“I would, what are wings without ranch dressing?”

He laughed and then reached into a bag he was carrying and attempted to hand me four dressing packets which I asked him to throw on top of the wing box as my hands were full.

“Thanks again Miss, have a nice night.”

“You too,” and as we concluded our transaction, I pushed the door closed with my foot and headed toward the kitchen with my dinner.

Sitting at the dining room table I looked through the notebook to get some more background on myself and find out who exactly Lisa was.  She dropped out of college at age twenty and became manager of a restaurant where she met her husband Mick who was a regular customer.  After getting married they had one child, a daughter named Violet two years later.  Still in the hospitality business Lisa was soon made an offer by one of the originals partners of the restaurant she still worked in and left to act as district manager of a startup that opened three coffee shops. 

After working for her friend Rob’s company for two years she was told that they would be closing the three coffee shops because their profit margins were practically non-existent, plus they were $50,000 in the red.  Believing that she could make the coffee shops successful she offered to buy the equipment and inventory for $10,000 and take over the three commercial leases if the landlords would agree.  Renaming her shops to Lisa’s she revamped the menus and the look of the stores and was off and running.  With her new concept in play sales were soon up and she was soon making a profit.

A year after starting Lisa’s her husband Mick was getting tired of being home alone while his wife worked and soon had an affair which ended up contributing to their divorce.  Lisa agreed that she was probably responsible in large part and even wanted to reconcile and stay married to him, but it was too little too late, as he said he could not be married to a workaholic, which she was. 

Now twenty-five years old Lisa was getting the itch to expand and soon started seeking venture capital so she could open more stores but had no luck in obtaining the needed money.  Good fortune smiled upon her when her aunt passed away and left her $5,000,000, more than enough to open the additional locations she sought.

With hard work and perseverance, she had expanded her coffee empire to a total of one hundred and nine stores five years later, not including the franchisees which brought the number of locations to three hundred and forty two.

The rest was history, over the next twelve years Lisa’s expanded her business to over 5,000 locations worldwide.  She had done well and at age forty-two, between her shares in the company, now publicly traded, plus her cash and investments she was worth $100,000,000, not bad for a small town girl. 

Her only child Violet, now twenty years old, had just started her junior year at Central State University and was majoring in Interior Design and minoring in Business, and was also actively involved in a sorority on campus.

There were other details in the notebook which included friends, family, employees, and her relationships with them in quite a bit of detail.  Whatever else was missing, I guessed I would just have to fake it until I made it as there was no other choice in the matter.

I threw the pizza and wing boxes into the recycling container in the garage, grabbed my bags and found the master bedroom, which was quite spacious.  It was a bit feminine but then again so was I and did not have a lot of room to be critical, however in surveying it everything looked very nice and I was sure I would be comfortable there.

Discarding my shoes my bare feet sunk into the plush carpet which felt heavenly to my soles and toes and I then started thinking about finding something to sleep in.  As I rummaged through the drawers, I could not seem to find a pair of pajamas or even bottoms but did find several nightgowns which I was not thrilled about putting on as the male side of me had a problem with this.  I finally gave up and found a dark blue nightgown with spaghetti straps and threw it on the bed, and after taking off my clothes I threw everything on a chair and slipped it on, and as the silky material hit my flesh I could not help but notice how good it felt.

Walking over and looking at myself in front of a full-length mirror near the closet I quickly realized that I was not in Kansas anymore so to speak.  I was now a forty two year old lady, but as far as middle aged women went I was quite pretty and petite, plus rich, so if I was going to have to be a mature female, this was better than being a poor one that was not as beautiful.  However, despite all those points this had not been part of my life plan, but unless I woke up from this dream soon, I’d better get used to it.

I turned down the bed and slipped under the sheets and propped myself with pillows and flicked on the television using the remote control.  As I lay there watching the mindless trash that plays on practically every channel on cable these days I thought about my situation and how it would make a great reality program as well, but who would believe it?  As I lay there watching shows about other people’s problems, I quickly found myself distracted and forgot about my own personal dilemma, which was just what I needed as I was soon fast asleep.


Chapter 4

“Mom?”

After hearing that I opened my eyes and the first thing I saw was a young woman with long dark brown hair and eyes hovering over me smiling gently.  Not expecting company I was alarmed and gasped and pulled away from her.

“Mom, it’s me.  Are you okay?”

Recognizing her photo from the notebook I realized it was Lisa’s daughter, now technically my daughter.

“I’m sorry,” I said to her placing my hand in the middle of my chest, “You just surprised me.”

I sat up in bed and as I did, she reached over and gave me a big hug and said, “I am so sorry, I did not mean to scare you.”

Returning her hug, I said, “It’s okay.”

“It’s almost 8:30 mom, you never sleep this late.”

Looking at the clock and then back at her I said, “I must have been really tired.”

“I guess.  However, I’m glad to see you taking it easy for once, you work way too hard as it is.”

In an attempt to make small talk with my daughter of twenty years, who I just met I said, “It is so good to see you Violet,” and I hugged her once again, figuring that would be something that a mom would do to her daughter who had been away at college and had returned.

“And it’s good to see you too mom.  You’re affectionate today.”

Looking at her I said, “Can’t I be happy to see my daughter?”

“Of course, you can and I’m loving this mood you’re in, don’t change a thing,” she said while beaming radiantly at me.

At this point I was wondering if Lisa Hollister was not all that affectionate, and if that was the case I didn’t want to stray too far from her original character.  Until I got in the groove and figured this all out I just wanted to maintain the status quo and not rock the boat.

“So, are you all ready for Zoey’s wedding?” she asked.

I did not know who Zoey was nor did I know she was getting married but to act like I did I said, “I’m as ready as I’m going to be.”

This was clearly one of those things that was not in the notebook the woman gave me so I was going to have to wing it.

“Okay great, what are you going to wear?”

At this point I was definitely operating in the dark and asked, “Let’s see, when is it again”

“Mom, it’s at noon today, you know that.”

For all I knew it could have been any time over the next year, but her telling me was a great help, and if was happening today at 12 p.m. I was going to need her help in getting me ready for the event as I did not have a clue about what to wear.

“I’ve not decided what to wear, maybe you could help me pick out an outfit,” I said.

“Oh my God, you need my help in picking out what to wear?  I can’t believe it.”

“Why not?”

“Mom, are you kidding me?  You’re always on top of everything and have your entire life planned out.  I wonder if you’re ill,” she said as she put her hand on my forehead.

“I’m just fine, what’s wrong with a mother and daughter doing a little fashion coordination?  After all, you’ve got great taste and maybe I want to try and spend a little more time with you, unless you object.”

Shaking her head once again she said, “This is a bit of a surprise as I’ve been trying to spend time with you my entire life, but you’re always so busy I practically have to schedule an appointment to get to see you.”

“Well you’ve got me now, if you want me,” I said smiling at her.

“Mom, you are in rare form today so I’m going to take you up on your offer, because by this afternoon you may do a complete one eighty and take off to the office for some sort of a coffee shop emergency or something.”

“Coffee shop emergency?  Who?  Me?”  I said innocently.

“Oh yes, all you need is one phone call informing you that the Panamanian coffee harvest came in short or that an espresso machine blew up somewhere and you’ll be at the office meeting with the board of directors.”

“Well, until then let’s not worry about that because we need to eat a little breakfast and then get ready for the wedding, so I’d better get moving.”

After grabbing a bite to eat, which consisted of toast with butter, as well as some yogurt, I headed back to my bedroom in a somewhat disenchanted state because of the lack of pork products available for breakfast.  Since I was worth so much money that was going to change the first time I went to the grocery store.

Starting the water and letting it warm up for a bit I then took off my nightgown and got into the shower.  Looking down at myself I noticed that my breasts were pretty firm for a woman of my age and the urge to touch them was irresistible, so I stroked my nipple with my fingers and as I did it hardened.  Looking down I could see that Lisa, now me, wasn’t much for pubes and as I lowered my hand to my crotch, I could feel that I was incredible smooth, a sign that I wax.  This was not something that I was looking forward to doing, not because I thought waxing was wrong quite the contrary, but it was the sheer pain part that I was worried about.

After taking a shower that was probably longer than Lisa would normally take because I was exploring her naked body and getting turned on in the process, I was finally finished, and as I stepped out of the shower onto the soft mat I grabbed a coral colored bath towel and started to dry off.  Standing there in front of the mirror looking at myself naked I was actually starting to get aroused and for a moment I thought about getting myself off, but then realized that the clock was ticking, and I needed to get ready for the wedding.  Damn it!

Thank goodness for the smartphone as it enabled me to learn in a jiffy how to put makeup on as well as blow dry and style my hair.  I had no sooner finished when I heard a tap on the door and I said, “Come in.”

Violet entered and was talking as she did so, “I just finished getting ready….”

She stopped speaking when she noted that I was standing there naked as a jaybird and she said, “Sorry mom, do I need to give you a minute?”

“Oops,” I said, “Come on in, won’t be a sec,” and I then ran for my dresser and pulled out a pair of panties and a bra.  The panties went on pretty quickly, the bra took a little more work as I’d never put one on before.

“So, you want me to help you pick out something to wear?” she asked.

“Please, that would be great,” I said as we headed toward the closet, and upon opening it I saw that I had quite a collection of clothes as well as shoes, so most likely I would be able to find something to wear.  As we walked in and started looking around, she said, “Hey, what about this one?” she asked as she pulled something off the rack.

I stepped over to where she was and she held up a red wrap dress with cap sleeves that was almost knee length and said, “I like, see what you think,” and then handed it to me.  Slipping it on I then stepped in front of the mirror and was pleasantly surprised at what I saw.

“Violet, this is nice.  It is very pretty.  Good choice.”

“Thanks mom, now, what are you going to do about shoes?”

Oh shit, I thought to myself, I hope she doesn’t pick out heels.

“Mom that would look great with these tan heels, don’t you think?” and then held up a pair of close toed heels that had a strap on them.

Not wanting to hurt her feelings or bust my ass as I’d never walked in high heels before, just the low ones I’d worn yesterday I said, “They look perfect, but I want to go low heel or wear flats today.”

“Why is that?  You wear heels all the time.”

Thinking fast I said, “I think I’ve been having foot problems from wearing heels too much.”

“I’ve been telling you that for years mom.  Maybe you need to go to the doctor on Monday?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’ll be just fine, but I am going to take your advice.”

Ruffling through my shoes she then presented a pair and said, “Here are some tan low heel sandals that would look super cute, plus they show your toes, and your polish looks like it matches your dress.”

Looking down at my feet and then back at her I said, “You’re right, you are the best fashion coordinator ever,” and she then looked at me and gave me a hug and said, “Thanks mom.”

“By the way, that’s a great blue dress you’re wearing, it looks really pretty on you,” I said.

“Thanks, I just bought it yesterday especially for the wedding today.”

“Great choice, you’ll be the prettiest girl there,” I said.

“Except for the bride?” she asked.

We laughed and I then winked at here and said, “You’re prettier.”

“You’re just saying that because I’m your kid.”

“Parental privilege,” I said.

Finally dressed and with my purse in hand the two of us headed toward the front door when I suddenly realized that I had no clue where I was going so I asked, “Hey, do you want to drive?”

“Mom you almost always drive when we go somewhere, is everything okay?”

Thinking fast I said, “Of course, I just need to check email and return some messages on the way and would prefer not to do those things while driving.”

“Can I drive your car?” she asked.

I reached in my purse and handed her the keys and she said, “Okay, let’s go,” and we headed out the door to Zoey’s wedding, whoever that was, but I would find out soon enough.


Chapter 5

Once I got in the car I got on my smartphone and accessed my social media account in an attempt to learn more about Zoey and anyone else who I might encounter at the wedding.  I was quickly able to deduce that she was the daughter of my ex-husband’s wife, from her first marriage.  It was hard for me to fathom having an ex-husband because yesterday I was a guy, but apparently that was all over now that I was Lisa.  I guess I would just have to try and make the best of it.

Upon arriving we went into the Episcopal Church and took a seat in the third row and started looking around to familiarize ourselves with our surroundings.  My biggest fear was someone striking up a conversation with me and not knowing who they were or what they were talking about, but however I was going to have to encounter that at some point and needed to get used to the idea.

“Lisa,” said a voice behind me and as I turned a curvy blonde woman in her late forties with brown eyes in a yellow dress sitting in the pew in back of me stood up and reached out to hug me.  Returning her hug, she looked at me and said, “It is so good to see you.”

“It’s great to see you as well,” I said, and then she hugged Violet after which we all sat down.

“So, what have you been up to?” she asked.

“Just working.”

“Isn’t she always?” said Violet.

Deciding I would try and blend in I asked, “What’s up with you these days?”

“Same old, same old, oh, I’m dating a new guy, but I’m not sure if it’s going to work out or not.”

“Well how long have you been dating him?” I asked.

“Nine months.”

I’m sure I had a confused look on my face as I asked, “If it’s not too personal of a question ….”

“Honey, there’s no such thing as too personal of a question with me and you, after all, we’re family.  Despite that fact that you and Mick divorced you will always be my sister-in-law.”

I was certainly glad she told me who she was, now all I needed was her name.

“So, as I was saying, if it’s not too personal ….”

Cutting me off again she said, “Just ask.”

Nodding I asked, “If you’ve been going out for nine months, he’s not really a new boyfriend, is he?”

“I see you’re point, I guess I meant new because he’s new since I saw you last, make sense?”

“I’m sorry to hear it’s not going to work out,” I said.

“Me too, and it’s a shame because he’s almost perfect.”

Violet and I looked at one another and then turned back toward the woman and I said, “If he’s almost perfect then it must be something huge.”

“Oh, it is,” she said shaking her head.”

I sat there silently for a moment and then she said, “He is a super nice guy and I don’t want to let him go.  This situation is just killing me inside as I can’t keep him even though he is almost perfect.”

Once again Violet and I looked at one another and then turned our attention back to her when she moved up closer to me and whispered, “Can I ask you a question, and you promise to keep it secret?”

“Of course.”

“How long should you go out with a guy before you have sex with him?”

“I guess that would kind of vary from individual to individual.”

“Lisa, we’ve been going out for nine months and he’s not even tried to have sex with me.”

As I glanced over at Violet, I could see her eyes opening wide as she overheard that woman’s comment to me.

Not really sure what to say I asked, “Oh really?”

“Yeah, he’s not even grabbed my titties or anything.  I don’t know what’s wrong, but I suspect he might have a problem of some sort, if you know what I mean.”

Violet chimed in and asked, “Have you tried to bring it up in casual conversation?” and as she did, I gave her a slightly disapproving look, but at the same time felt her question was appropriate.

Clearly not offended that my daughter had joined the conversation she said, “It seems like every time that I do he changes the subject.  He is the nicest sweetest man and treats me like a princess, but at forty-nine years of age I don’t think I’m ready to give up sex.”

“Gosh, that’s a hard one,” I said, and as I completed my sentence Violet looked at me and we both grinned.

“Most of the time when you’re dating a guy he’s trying to get in your panties within the first couple of dates and you try and slow him down so he won’t think you’re a hoe.  But never in my life did I ever envision that I would have a situation like this.  Whispering quietly to me she said, “What I would give if he would just fuck me, or at least tell me why he’s not.”

The organist started playing Bridal Chorus, sometimes referred to as Here Comes the Bride and we all stood up and as we rose Violet leaned over toward me and I whispered to her, “Saved,” and she shot me an ear to ear grin.

After the wedding Violet and I jumped back in the car and she drove us to the location of the reception which happened to be at a Masonic Temple near the heart of downtown.  The exterior architecture, as well as the interior, were striking and must have been expensive to build.  What was very unfortunate was the fact that the building was falling into disrepair and might be sold off in the near future as the local Masonic organization was in decline financially and its membership depleted, just like so many other service organizations in this day and age. 

Violet and I took seats at a round table in the middle of the room and then took a look around the room to survey our surroundings. 

“Mom, there’s Aunt Kimberly and it looks like she’s coming over here, I think she’s going to want to sit with us.”

Turning slightly I saw the lady who had been sitting behind us at the wedding who had been telling us about her lack of intercourse, and as she approached I turned to Violet and said, “Cool, I want to find out more about why she’s been dating this guy for nine months if he’s not putting out.”

“Mom, I almost never hear you say the word cool and have never heard you say anything like what you just did.  Not putting out?  I’m shocked.  You’re almost acting like a different person”

“Maybe I’m just learning to relax,” I said.

Now at the table Kimberly asked, “Are all these seats saved?”

“Please join us,” I said, and she sat down next to me.

“Mom would you bring me a drink?” asked Violet.

“Why don’t you go and get your own?”

“Uh, I’m like 20, not 21, and in this state you have to buy it and then supervise my consumption.”

“Sure, what do you want?” I asked.

“Just a glass of white wine.  Need some money?” she asked as she started going through her purse.

“I got it.  Kimberly, need a drink?” I asked.

“I’ll have the same,” she said.

“Why don’t one of you come with me and help me carry our drinks back? I asked.

Violet and I walked to the bar, ordered our drinks and headed back to our table, and by the time we got back four additional guests had joined us, none of which Lisa knew meaning four less people that I had to pretend I was acquainted with, thank the Lord!

Eventually the bride and groom arrived, did their first dance and the food line opened which was welcome because I was hungry as a horse.  This was somewhat surprising as petite as I was, but then again even little gals like me need to eat too.

At one point all the girls got up and started dancing which was not uncommon and now being one of them I was forced to join in and dance to a variety of music which in my right mind I would never have done.  However, it was kind of fun for some strange reason and the only thing I could envision was that being a female had altered my thinking.  Even if that was not the case I’m sticking to my story.

While walking off the dance floor a man who was not looking where he was going bumped into me and stepped on the side of my foot, which was especially susceptible as I was not wearing any shoes.

“Ouch,” I said as I dropped my shoes and grabbed the back of a chair with one hand grasping my injured foot with another.

The man said to me, “I am so sorry, are you okay?”

Looking at him I could see he was fortyish, had dark hair and eyes, was well dressed and was one of those guys that women usually swooned over, but he was not doing much for me.

Looking at my foot it appeared undamaged and I said, “I will be okay, I think.”

“I was not looking where I was going and I can’t apologize enough,” he said looking at me with puppy dog eyes.

With the pain now subsiding I was now able to stand on two feet and I said, “Well, I don’t think any harm was done.”

Extending his hand, he said, “Tom, Tom Ryan.”

Shaking his hand, I said, “Lisa Hollister.  Good to meet you.”

Turning his head slightly sideways he asked, “Like Lisa’s Coffee?”

“That’s me,” I said smiling at him.

“It is a great honor to meet you,” he said, “I’m actually a fan of yours.”

“You are?  Well thank you,” I said.

“I just love the way your roast your coffee, it’s the best,” and then whispering he said, “It’s even better than Seattle Star.”

“I promise not to say a word,” I said.

Handing me his business card he scribbled something on the back and said, “I wrote my cell number on the back.  If you ever need anything at all, please give me a call.”

“Thanks.”

“Again, it was great meeting you.  See you soon,” and he walked away

Standing right beside me Violet said, “Mom, I think he kind of likes you.”

“Why do you say that?”

“A girl knows these things, plus I could tell, and it almost seemed like you liked him too.”

“Violet, I think you’re playing matchmaker.  He’s just a nice man who stepped on my foot and stopped to apologize, nothing more.”

Looking at me perplexed she asked, “You really don’t know who that was do you?”

“Of course I do, he said his name was Tom Ryan.”

“Come on mom, like Tom Ryan, U.S. House of Representatives.  Did you really not know who he was?”

“I guess not, sorry.”

“Poor man, his wife was killed in a car wreck about three years ago and it was all over the news.  I’m surprised you don’t remember it, or him, for that matter.  Then again, you’re always working and busy, so maybe I’m not all that surprised after all.”

Looking at his business card and then back at my daughter I said, “He was a nice guy, and you never know, I may have to call on him for a political favor.”

Laughing she said, “Now that’s the mom I know and love.”  And then she gave me a hug.”


Chapter 6

After getting through Saturday, Violet and I spent the rest of the day together before she headed back to school on Sunday morning.  I ended up spending the rest of the weekend studying up on Lisa Hollister’s personal and business life as well as familiarizing myself with my new wardrobe, becoming proficient at applying makeup, as well as learning to walk in heels.  Surviving Sunday I arose on Monday morning and I reported to work at 7:00 a.m. as this was the time that she normally went into the office according to my notes, and thought I’d better stick to her, or should I say my schedule for now.

Deciding I needed some coffee I thought about making a pot but did not know where the kitchen was.  Then it hit me, there was a Lisa’s right downstairs in the lobby so why not pay them a visit and get a cup of joe, so I grabbed my purse and off I went.

Arriving at the coffee shop I got in line behind a couple of other people and waited my turn, and before long I was at the front ready to place my order.  The barista looked up at me and said, “Can I help you?” and then after taking a second look at me gasped, “Oh my goodness, Ms. Hollister.”

Looking at her nametag I said, “Good morning Lori, how about a cup of Columbian?”

“I am so sorry you had to wait in line, you should have come to the front and we would have gotten you take care of,” she said.

“Smiling and shaking my head I said, “Not a problem, I can wait, and besides, paying customers should come first, don’t you think?”

“Oh Ms. Hollister, you are awesome.  I will have your coffee right out to you,” and she turned to get my beverage.

“Would you like me to pay?” I asked.

“You don’t have to pay.”

“Of course, I do, and I handed her a five dollar bill out of my wallet and said, “Put the rest in the tip jar.”

I walked away from the register and took a seat while I waited on my coffee, and as I looked across the table who did I see but my new friend Tom Ryan, and just as I caught sight of him he saw me as well.

“Ms. Hollister, good to see you again,” he said, “What are the odds of us running into one another so soon?”

“I guess it’s just one of those things.  I office here in the building so I came downstairs to get a cup of coffee.”

“One of the benefits of owning your own coffee shop chain I suppose.”

Smiling at him I said, “It is.  What are you doing here of all places?  You didn’t come here hoping to run into me, did you?” and as I finished my sentence, I thought to myself, why did I say that?

“I have to meet with a banker across the street at the Commerce Bank, and being as they don’t open until 9 a.m. I had some time to kill and thought I would stop in for a cup of coffee.  Seeing you is an added bonus.”

The Congressman was quite charming, and I liked him, especially the way that he was flirting with me which surprised me, as I was a guy, or had been up until a couple of days ago.  So why was I liking this?

“So, Lisa, can I ask you a question?”

“Of course.”

“Are you dating anyone?  If that’s not too personal of a question, and I do not mean to offend,” he said humbly.

“No, at present I’m not dating anyone.  Did you know someone you wanted to fix me up with?” I asked with an ear to ear grin?” and then laughed as I sat there playing with my long blonde hair.

“Mmmm, there was this one guy that was interested in taking you out to dinner, if you had a hole in your schedule that is.”

For reasons unknown I was getting excited by our exchange and the prospect of having a date with him seemed fun, but then I suddenly asked myself what the heck are you doing?  You’re a guy and you don’t go out with dudes!

As much fun as I was having and despite the fact that I was wanting to say yes I decided I needed to figure all this out before I proceeded and said, “Tell you what, I’ve got your business card, let me look at my schedule and I will give you a call.  Okay?”

“That’s all I ask.”

“I’ve got to get back upstairs to work but it was sure good seeing you again,“ I said as I stood up.

Standing up as well he said, “Good seeing you too.”

As I walked away, I had a sudden urge to turn around and as I looked back toward him I said, “Tom.”

He looked up from his newspaper and said, “Yeah.”

“I’ll talk to you later,” and I smiled and continued on my way.

As I walked back to my office, I thought about what had just happened and the strange feelings that I’d had while I was around him.  I did not understand why I had felt the way toward him that I did because after all I was not even physically attracted to him.  But on some other level I was clearly drawn to him and as time went on hopefully, I would understand the changes my mind and body were undergoing, because at that moment I was very confused.  Apparently so much that I walked off without getting my cup of coffee.

As the weeks rolled on I became very proficient at being Lisa Hollister and quickly learned that being CEO of a large chain of coffee shops was a lot of work, and a whole lot more than I had envisioned when I told the strange lady who got me into the situation that was exactly what I wanted.  I truly suspected that if it had been up to the twenty-two-year-old young man I once was that I would never have put in the hard work required to build a great company like the one I had now.  However, since it was now mine, I was determined that it would run at top efficiency using the model that Lisa Hollister had in place.

It had been about two months since I became Lisa and I was sitting at my desk when all of a sudden my secretary knocked on my door.

“Come in.”

“Ms. Hollister,” said my receptionist Lucinda.

“Yes?”

“I think you need to see this.”

Standing in the front lobby I could see a line of protesters through the glass windows who were marching out front holding a variety of signs protesting Lisa’s Coffee.

“What on earth is going on?” I asked as I stood there.

My Vice President, Mia Portman, who was standing beside me also watching the entire affair said, “Looks like they are saying we are not participating in Fairtrade.

Not knowing exactly what she was talking about but wanting to find out more I asked, “Why would they say that?”

Returning to my office I read up on what Fairtrade was and discovered it is the purchase of coffee from suppliers that makes sure the farmers who grow it are paid fairly and that the beans are grown according to a set of standards.  It also takes the preservation into the environment as well as a number of other factors.

I immediately went back to my office and called a meeting of my staff to find out what was going on and quickly found out what the problem was.   One of our suppliers purchased coffee from a farm in South America that was using prison labor at a variety of points in the production process and it had been discovered by a Fairtrade staff member.  As we sat around the conference table, we agreed that we needed to let everyone know that we had no idea what was going on as quickly as possible.

After the staff left the room my VP, Mia Portman, a pretty blonde in her late thirties stayed behind to talk to me.

“What do you think the best course of action is Mia?  Tell the public like we discussed?”

“Go public now and tell everyone what happened.  However, you know how people are, there will still be some that will say we knew, but that can’t be helped.”

Sitting there pondering for a moment I said, “You’re right, but you know what?  I’ve got an idea.”

It was a sunny day as I stood out in front of my company headquarters three days later with the press gathered around.  There I gave a speech on how our firm would never buy coffee that was produced with forced labor and we were committed to using Fairtrade principles when purchasing products.  As I wrapped up, I said, “Now, I have the great pleasure of introducing someone to you who also believes in fairness when it comes to global trade, Congressman Thomas Ryan.”

As he took the podium everyone clapped and he eventually said, “Thank you, it is a great pleasure to be here today.  I would like to thank Lisa Hollister for asking me to speak to you on the subject of Fairtrade, not just in the coffee industry but in all industries where individuals are exploited.”

During his speech he also spoke about introducing legislation that would prevent the import of products into the U.S. that had been produced with slave, prison, or child labor.  He also talked about how other industries should follow suit, like the coffee business already does, and make sure that their imports are just as ethical.  As he finished, he thanked me and left the podium and we went into the building.

Passing Mia, she said, “Oh my God Lisa your damage control strategy was brilliant, how did you ever pull this off?  And, how did you get a U.S. Congressman to come and speak on top of that?”

“I will tell you the whole story later,” I said.

Turning around I could see that Tom had stopped to talk to some constituents and I had to go back and retrieve him before we could continue.

After arriving in my office, I offered him a seat at a chair in front of my desk and then sat down beside him.

“Tom, I can’t thank you enough for doing this for me, I really owe you.”

“Hey, you don’t owe me a thing, always glad to help my constituents.”

“Well, just let me know if you need anything and I’ll be glad to help if I possibly can.”

Sitting there for a moment he looked at me and grinned and said, “Well, there might be one thing.”

“Of course, just ask.”

“Remember that friend of mine that wanted to take you out to dinner?  We talked about it a couple of months ago and you never got back to me.”

I knew where this was going and it was time to pay the piper so to speak, as he’d just done me a huge favor and made me, and the company, look really good in handling the Fairtrade crisis.

“I apologize for not getting back with you and am not making any excuses for my behavior in not responding before now.”

Leaning toward him I asked, “Where would your friend like to take me for dinner?”

“Well, it turns out he’s not available, so I hope you’re not too disappointed,” he said playfully.

“I’ll just have to get over it.  Maybe you could fill in for him?” I asked.

“I certainly can, especially if it’s this Saturday night, about 7:00 p.m.?”

“7:00 p.m. it is Congressman.”

“Call me Tom, Ms. Hollister.”

“And call me Lisa, Congressman.”


Chapter 7

“I’ve got it!” exclaimed my daughter as she zipped back into my walk-in closet like a blaze of lightning.

“Got what?  How many dresses have we tried on already?” I announced as I stood in my bedroom’s dressing area in my tan colored lacy bra and thong.

Violet had come home for the weekend on Friday and was ecstatic when I told her I had a date with Congressman Tom Ryan, and ever since that moment the night before I could almost swear that she was more excited about it than I was.

“I don’t normally wear a thong.  Why did you say it was necessary?”

“Mom, it’s to conceal your panty lines, I already told you that.”

“Okay, I hear you, but don’t you think he probably already suspects that I wear panties?  Or is this a clandestine attempt to hide that fact.”

Talking to me from within the closet she said, “Mom, just go with it, okay?”

I had gone along with everything that she had come up with since that morning when we made a trip to the waxing salon, where a Vietnamese lady treated my pubic region like the war was still going on resulting in a scorched Earth policy for my private parts.  Then it was on to the nail salon where Violet insisted that I get a mani-pedi which resulted in my fingers and toes becoming painted a shade of candy apple red which she said would make me look feisty. 

Walking out of the closet she showed me a little black dress and then handed in to me, and I slipped it on and then stood in front of the full-length mirror and looked at myself.  It was an A-line off the shoulders frock that hit about four inches above my knees and as I looked at myself wearing it, I could not help but notice how pretty I looked in it.  How pretty I looked wearing it? I could not believe it just thought that!  What was wrong with me?

Dropping a pair of shoes in front of me Violet said, “Slip these on mom.”

Slipping my feet into the black high heel open toed mules, which elevated my height by a couple of inches I surveyed the final product and once again could not help but think how beautiful I was.  Was it wrong of me to be thinking that?  Was it a sin, or was it actually okay?  I was truly a biological woman and not a crossdresser, so maybe, just maybe, it was okay for me to be having the feelings that I was.  What was the alternative?  For me to butch out?  With this body and these looks?  I don’t think so!  Fuck it!  I was drop dead gorgeous and I was going to run with it.

“Mom, you are so pretty,” said Violet.

Hugging her I said, “Thank you baby, and I appreciate all your help.  You are the best daughter ever.”

Pausing for a moment she said, “You know mom, you and I have never been distant, but we’ve never been super close, if you know what I mean?”

I just barely nodded my head waiting on what she was going to say next.

“But it seems like the past couple of months there has been something different about you and on top of that we’ve talked more than we normally do and have spent more time together.  I can’t tell you what it is but I can tell you one thing, I love you,” and then she started to cry and I hugged her and said, “It’s okay sweetie.”

Straightening up from her sobbing she continued and said, “And mom, I love this new you and don’t want you to change.  It seems like you’ve finally become the mother that I’ve needed so badly for so long, and mom ….”

“Violet, I’ve worked so hard for so many years to build a successful company, and during that time I may not have paid you the attention you deserved, and if that’s true I’m sorry.  But I want you to know that a mother loves her daughter more than anything on earth, and please don’t ever forget that, okay?”

Sniffling she said, “I won’t.”

As we stood there holding one another we finally pulled apart and I asked, “So, do you think I will pass inspection?”

Laughing she said, “And then some, he won’t be able to keep his eyes off of you.”

“Violet!” I exclaimed.

We both laughed and she said, “Well, it’s true, you’re probably the hottest forty-two year old in the country, not to mention that you’re rich and successful.”

“Thanks Vi.”

“You know, I’m really glad you’re going on a date mom, you deserve to have some fun.  Are you excited?”

For some reason I decided to take her into my confidence, well, not all the way as she would probably not believe me if I told her everything.  So, I decided I would tell her as much as I could, without sounding like a complete psycho.

Nodding I said, “I really am, and I like him so much, despite the fact that I’ve had a part of my soul telling me this is wrong and going on a date with this man is somehow wrong, and I should be working and doing other things instead of this,” and I then started crying.

Violet hugged me and said, “Oh my God mom, there is nothing wrong with what you are doing, and I want you to know that I support you all the way.  You deserve to have some happiness and someone in your life, so don’t ever let me hear you say anything like that again, okay?”

With tears running down my face I muttered, “Okay.”

“You’ve worked so long and so hard and not had a life in decades, so I’m not surprised at all that you’re feeling like this, and it’s time for a change.”

Leading me toward the bed we both sat down on the end of it and she said, “Look mom, you are a woman, a beautiful woman.  Do you deny that?”

Moments before I had viewed myself in the mirror and could not deny what she was saying as it was true, I was absolutely gorgeous, and in my old body I would have truly qualified the new me as a MILF, and you are going to need to look that term up yourself.

“No, I am fortunate and grateful to be who and what I am.”

And right after I made that statement to her the tears stopped, a smile came to my face and I said, “Vi, I am a beautiful, intelligent, and successful woman, and this is how God has delivered me to this place I am now at in life, and from this day forward I will never question who and what I am again.”

“Now that’s the Lisa Hollister, mom, I love.”

“And I’m going to go on this date with our esteemed Congressmen and knock this out of the park.”

With an ear to ear smile she said, “You go mom!”

The doorbell rang and we both stood up and I said, “Will you go answer the door so I can have a few minutes to fix my makeup?”

“Sure mom, I’ll entertain the congressman.  But don’t be too long!” Violet replied.

As I walked into the living room, there stood Tom in a black suit wearing a blue shirt and red tie, which matched his pocket square.  When he caught sight of me, he said, “Wow, Lisa, you look absolutely fantastic.”

As he completed his sentence a smile automatically came to my face as I was thrilled that he felt that way.  There was no longer any need denying it, when I’d been getting ready earlier, I was working so hard to try and be pretty for him, as I wanted him to find me attractive as well as desirable.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Ready when you are Lisa.”

Picking my purse up off the entryway table Violet said, “I’ll lock up behind you,” and as I started out the door she said, “Mom,” and I turned toward her, “Have fun and I love you.”

We hugged and I said, “I love you too baby.”


Chapter 8

After a delicious dinner at a little Italian restaurant called Sal’s that had been recently featured in a local magazine, we finished up and headed back to my house, and upon arrival we went in and took a seat in the living room and I offered to make Tom a cup of coffee.

On the way home I had texted Violet and told her we were coming back to the house to have coffee and she said she would not come into the living room or kitchen and would stay out of the way, which was pretty cool of her.

After making us each a cup of java I returned to the living room where we sat down, sipped our drinks and chatted.  It turned out that Tom was just not your average politician hell bent on getting re-elected and taking PAC money, he was also very concerned about doing a good job and making a difference in the lives of others, a vision I also shared.

Before we knew it two hours had passed and he said, “Well, I guess I’d better be getting home,” and he stood.

“I’ll walk you out,” I said as I led him to the front door and walked him down the entryway stairs to his vehicle.

“I had an absolute blast tonight,” he said.

“So did I.”

“Well, maybe we’ll have to do it again Lisa.”

Nodding I said, “I would really like that.”

We stood there awkwardly for a few moments and he finally said, “See you soon,” and as he hugged me, I caught a whiff of his scent and as it traveled up my nostrils, I could feel my very being coming alive.  As we broke our embrace, I looked up at him and could do nothing more than look into his dreamy eyes and wanted nothing more than for him to kiss me.  Moving toward me, his lips were almost to mine when his car alarm went off.

“Oh shit,” he said as he deactivated the alarm.  “I must have been holding it too tightly and accidentally have pressed the panic button.

Laughing hysterically, I said, “You know, timing is everything.”

“Sorry about that Lisa.”

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s okay.”

“I guess I’d better get going,” he said as he grabbed the handle on his car door and started to pull it open.

At this point it was looking like I wasn’t going to get any sugar unless I took control of this situation and acted fast, so I said, “Tom, wasn’t there something we were starting before you set the alarm off?”

Looking somewhat surprised he said, “Yes, yes there was,” and closed the door.

As he stood there smiling at me, ready to kiss me I was extremely excited because he was so nice looking and I was really attracted to him.  On the other hand, I’d never kissed a man before and was terrified, so I had a raging conflict going on inside me and was determined to let it play out so I could have some peace, hopefully.

Standing on my tip toes to meet him his lips touched mine and as they did it was like I had gone to heaven and after a few moments I opened my mouth and we were soon kissing passionately.  After a couple of minutes of making out in my driveway we finally stopped and he said, “Well, I guess we’ve put on all the show we need to for your neighbors for one night.”

I laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it, this place is pretty secluded.”

“See you soon,” he said as he got in his car and started the engine.

Rolling down his window he asked, “How do I get out?”

Leaning over the opening I said, “When you approach the gate it will open automatically,” and I leaned toward him signaling him that I wanted him to kiss me again, and he complied and our tongues were soon engaged in a short round of tonsil hockey, which I absolutely loved.

After about thirty seconds he said, “Talk to you soon.”

“Looking forward to it.”

With that he had a reluctant look on his face as he drove down the driveway and out of sight.

Closing the front door, I suddenly saw Violet walking across the living room floor in her purple nightgown which just happened to match her newly painted toenails she’d gotten at the salon that afternoon.

“Wooo weee!” she said.  “How did it go?”

“It went great.  He is so interesting and so cute.”

“I saw that he kissed you,” she said in a playful tone.

“How did you know that?”

“I was looking out the window.  I wasn’t spying or anything I was just making sure that the security lights were working.”

“Uh huh.”

“And apparently he kissed you, a lot,” from what I saw.

“Violet, how would you like it if I spied on you and your dates?”

“Sorry mom, I’m just so excited for you.”

“Thanks sweetie.  And by the way, he is a great kisser,” I said and then squealed.

“I see why you like him, he’s actually kind of hot, for an old guy that is.”

“I think he’s about my age, roughly about my age, does that mean I’m old too?”

“No disrespect intended.  By the way, you’re a really nice-looking woman.  I’ve had guys my age tell me that you’re hot.  One of the hottest CEO’s in the country as a matter of fact.  My friend Kenny even said you’re one of the best-looking MILF’s he’s ever seen.  He also said if he’d had a mother like you, he’d of never have left home.”

She had grown up with Kenny and they’d been friends since childhood and I was a little set back that he would make such a remark, but then again, until a couple of months ago I might have said such a thing too, but now the shoe, or heel in this case, was on the other foot.

“So, are you going out with him again?”

“If he asks me I will.”

“He will, and mom you’re just beaming.  I don’t remember the last time I saw you like this.”

“Thanks, I appreciate it.”


Chapter 9

Tom wasted no time in asking me out again and we were soon embroiled in a whirlwind romance, as unbelievable as it was, I was quickly swept off my feet by the dashing Congressman.  I was absolutely crazy about him and he felt the same about me, and we just couldn’t get enough of each other.  I’d been Lisa Hollister for four months and was wealthy, powerful, in love, and couldn’t get enough of my new life.

It was a Friday night and I was leaving early as I had a date with Tom.  We were going to spend the weekend at a Bed & Breakfast, and I was really excited to get away.  As I was walking through the lobby I heard a voice say, “Corey,” and as I turned I noticed a woman sitting alone in a chair and as I looked more closely I saw it was the woman who had changed me from Corey to Lisa.

Sitting down in a chair next to her I asked, “What are you doing here?”

“I’m here to give you your old life back, if you want it that is.”

“I thought you told me that there was no way I could return to my former life, that’s what you said anyway.”

“I was less than truthful.  Anyway, the point of all of this was to give you a glimpse of what life might be like if you had everything that you wanted, well almost everything.”

“So, what are you saying?  You could turn me back to Corey and put me back in the timeline where I vanished from?”

Nodding her head, she said, “Yes, that’s exactly what that means.”

“I don’t even know what your name is.”

“It’s not important.  So, are you ready to go back?” she asked.

“What if I told you that I’m not?”

“I guess I’m a bit surprised, most guys who do this are usually ready to head back to their old life after spending time as an older woman, but you’re not.”

“I’m actually happy in my new life here.”

“You like being rich I take it?”

“I always thought that if I ever had a fortune that I would become eternally happy and it would solve any and all problems I might have.  What I’ve discovered the past four months is that it’s nice to have but once you do it’s not as great as you thought it would be.”

“I don’t hear that a lot.”

“I can’t go back, I’m happy here.  It’s fun running Lisa’s Coffee and I really like the people that work for me and the charities we support.  I have a fantastic daughter who needs me as her mother more than you’ll ever know and we’ve got a great relationship, and on top of all of that I’ve met a man who is absolutely crazy about me and I love him.  So no, I don’t want to go back, I may have lost twenty years of my life, but I love my life here.”

Smiling at me she said, “Corey or should I say Lisa, you are very wise, and I wish you well and think you’ve made a great decision,” and then she started to walk toward the front door.

I called out to her, “Hey.”

She turned and looked at me and I walked toward her and as I got to her, I said, “Thanks.  I’ve never been this happy.”

Opening the door, she said, “You did the right thing not staying Corey.  Remember the girl you worked with in the coffee shop, Sandra was her name.”

“Yeah, what about her?”

“If you’d returned to your old life you were going to end up in a relationship with her that would have ended badly, and you would have been fired for fraternizing with staff.”

“I could have gotten another job, surely.”

“You end up applying to the local police academy and become a cop, and within a couple of years you become a detective.  You have an affair with your partner’s wife, and he walks in on you while you’re screwing her, he pulls his Glock and smokes you on the spot.”

I stood there silently, and she said, “Goodbye,” exited and the door closed behind her.  I could see her as she walked down the sidewalk and watched her until she vanished from sight, and never saw her again.


Chapter 10

It’s been a full year since my transition to Lisa Hollister, and boy has my life changed drastically.  I went from being shift manager to owning a global coffee empire, only in America.

Tom and I got married and I couldn’t be happier because I love him so much.  It is a thrill getting to wake up next to him each and every day, and what I really like is the fact that we have similar libidos and make love just about every morning which sends me to work in a great mood. 

I was so sorry when he lost his congressional seat in the most recent election as voters can be quite fickle.  He was beaten by a candidate who promised change which is what all of them guarantee until they actually get into office, right?  Anyway, he’s okay and is going to move onto bigger and better things.

My daughter Violet has changed her major to business and is going to start learning the coffee business just like her old mom, despite the fact that I’ve got a lot of good years left I can’t do this forever.  Plus, we are both thrilled at the prospect of getting to spend more time together.  I’m definitely going to need help in the coming months and years as I won’t be able to be at work as much as I normally am. 

Remember I told you that Tom and I like to make love every morning?  Well, apparently when you don’t use birth control things happen, and I’m expecting in seven months.  The prospect of pushing a baby out of my snatch horrifies me like you wouldn’t believe, but at the same time I can feel it growing inside me and would do anything for this child who I love so dearly.  Tom never had any children and is looking forward to being a dad while Violet is thrilled at the prospect of having a sister, and we are all looking forward to the day when we have a new family member in our lives.

I sincerely hope that all who read this story will find the true joy and love that I have found because in the end money and success are nothing without love and family, and that comes from a gal who is at heart a
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