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Chapter 1

“That’s a great color, I’m glad you suggested it.  What do you call it again?” I asked as I looked down at my toes.

“Watermelon,” said Millie, “And it looks really great on you.”

“Good job Millie.  Am I dry?”

“You’re all ready to go.”

Climbing down out of the chair where I’d just had my pedicure, I carefully put on my sandals with Millie’s assistance, so I wouldn’t smear her craftsmanship, and followed her to the front desk where I took out my debit card and paid her.  After finishing she asked, “Big plans for the weekend?”

Shaking my head I said, “Nah, I might go out and eat with my next-door neighbor but that’s about it.  What about you?”

“Tomorrow is Saturday, and you know how it is for a salon owner on a Saturday, it’s our busiest day of the week.  The girls and I have a full day of hair, nail, and waxing appointments starting at 8:30 a.m. and we will be extremely lucky if we are done by 6 p.m.”

“But just think, you’re piling up all that money,” I said and then smiled.

“A very small pile,” she replied and then we chuckled at her comment.

Looking at her computer screen she asked, “Still coming in to see me on Wednesday at 10 a.m. to get your hair cut?”

Taking a few locks of my blonde hair in my fingers I looked at them, scrunched my nose, nodded, and replied, “Wouldn’t miss it for the world, and besides, looks like I need a haircut, and badly.”

“You have beautiful hair.  Anyway, thanks for coming in Nicole and I will see you on Wednesday.”

“That is, if I don’t see you before, because you know how it is in a small town.”

“Rolling her eyes up in her head she then returned her gaze to me and said, “I know all too well how it is, and it’s not perfect, but I would rather live here than in the city any day of the week.  Metropolitan areas are just too crazy in this day and time for this small town girl.”

“Why do you think I live here?”

“I will never know what caused you to want to settle in a small town, but I’m glad you’re here.”

“Thanks Millie.”

“By the way, how long have you been here now?”

“Six years, but I think I first started coming here about two years ago.”

“That long?  Wow, the time has just blasted by. It seems like it was only the other day.  Anyway, at this point I’m under the impression that you’re staying.”

“I guess you’re stuck with me.  Anyway, see ya, say hi to your husband.”

“I will, bye Nicole.”

Opening the door, I stepped out of the shop and started down the sidewalk toward home and considering that it was sunny and not a cloud in the sky, I couldn’t have picked a better day to walk.  That was one of the things I liked about living in North Point, it wasn’t all that far to anywhere in town as it was well designed and quite easy to travel by foot or bicycle anywhere you needed to go.

Continuing down the sidewalk, I noticed a few more people than normal but then again it was Friday, and today, tomorrow, and Sunday the town would be busier than normal as it was a popular weekend getaway for city dwellers.  North Point had loads of charm including a variety of touristy type shops with curios, antique stores, and a variety of cafes and restaurants not to mention a number of B&B’s that catered to couples looking for a romantic weekend getaway.

Passing by one of the local shops, R&R Antiques, I saw Rebecca and Rosemary, the sisters who owned the place, outside watering the flowers which lined the walkway leading up to the entrance.

“Hey Nicole,” said Rebecca as she waved at me with her free hand as the other had a watering can in it.

“Oh, hi Rebecca.”

“I just love that white dress you’re wearing.  It looks great on you.”

“Thank you, Rebecca, you are so sweet.”

“And it’s just perfect for the weather were having today,” Rosemary added.

“You girls are just the sweetest, have I told you that I absolutely love you?” and as I finished speaking, we all laughed briefly.

“Doing some shopping?” Rosemary asked.

Shaking my head I said, “Nah, just got my toes done,” and I looked downward.

“Great color,” Rebecca added, “You just have the best taste, you went to Millie’s?”

“Sis, Millie’s is the only game in town,” Rosemary added.

“Where’s your wife Emma?” I asked.

“She’s over at her parents’ restaurant with the baby.”

“Please tell her I asked about her.”

“Will do,” Rosemary said before adding, “Oh by the way, please stop by for lunch sometime, we’ve just changed up our tearoom menu.”

“Why?  You already had the best lunch in town.”

“We just thought it could stand a little jazzing up, and now it’s better than ever.”

“Can’t wait to see what you’ve added, and thanks for letting me know.”

“See ya later Nicole,” Rebecca said.

“Good seeing you girls,” I replied and then continued walking down the sidewalk.

During my six years in North Point, I had developed a few friendships and had also gotten to know many of the residents, making me think that my decision to move there had been a good one and I had no regrets.  However, how I came to be here is an entirely different story, and if you have a few minutes sit back and let me tell you all about it.


Chapter 2

Yours truly, Timothy Nicholas Carlisle, was born to a very average American couple in Fort Wayne, Indiana and had a very common midwestern upbringing.  Good decent hardworking people were the best way to describe my parents, who both worked at the same automotive manufacturing plant.  Dad was an assembly line worker and Mom was an administrative assistant in the human resources department, until it finally closed, a common theme in the rust belt.

Afterward Mom became a CNA, then an LPN and quickly found work in the healthcare field while Dad was a different story.  Like so many men thrown out of a job they had been in for a long time he was directionless for about two years and even began to drink, and for a while it looked like my parents’ marriage was not going to survive.

One day a friend of his asked him if he would help him out in his HVAC business and Dad agreed.  His duties included assisting in the office, running parts out to job sites, and even lending an extra set of hands when needed.  Eventually he decided that he kind of liked it and went back to school and became an HVAC repairman and continued to work for his friend.

After high school I decided that I didn’t want to stay in Fort Wayne because I couldn’t see a future for myself there as the manufacturing base had dried up, so I joined the Air Force to see the world and off I went into the wild blue yonder.  During my years in the service, I was always an administrative specialist and worked in a variety of roles at each of the places I was stationed.  I had the good fortune to be able to travel the world and was stationed in England, Germany, Japan, Hawaii, and lastly Texas, where my career seemed to take somewhat of a turn, and this is where my story begins.

The years had continued to click by and the next thing I knew I was thirty-five years old and was stationed in beautiful San Antonio, Texas, a city full of military bases as well as history.  As everyone knows, in 1836 a famous battle was fought here, one of the things that the place is well known for as everyone has heard of The Alamo, where a group of about two hundred men stood their ground in the fight for Independence from Mexico, which did not turn out well.

With seventeen years of service, it was good that I had finally returned stateside as I only had three years to go should I decide to retire from active duty, and I needed to be back in the good old USA because there would be much to do and it would be easier to retire here vs overseas.  For one thing, I had never owned a house as traveling around the globe and always being on foreign soil, with the exception of Hawaii where it was too expensive to live anyway, was not conducive to buying a home because of the way you’re constantly picking up and moving.

I also knew that once I retired that I didn’t want to just sit on my ass as so many people do once they end their military career, and then just do nothing all day.  To me that sounded like a great way to die early, which is pretty common with twenty-year veterans whether you know it or not.  My plan was to start my own business after retiring and that way I could be my own boss and set my own schedule as life was too short to go and get a “real” job.  If I was going to do that I might as well stay on active duty.  Anyway, I knew that launching my own business would take time, plus it would take a while to get everything in place and get my marketing ramped, that we it would be up and running when I handed in my stripes.

Additionally, after a decade and a half of picking up and moving every couple of years it was time to select a location where I would settle down and I had begun to research places that I thought might be a good fit for me.  I had created a list of seven different communities around the country and had actually visited several of them since my return and my plan was to visit the remainder over the next three years and then choose one, settle down, and try and build a life.  Incidentally, San Antonio was not one of them as it was too big, too crowded, and there was too much military, active and retired, for my taste.  Plus, I’d also been hankering to live someplace that was a bit smaller where I could really put down some roots, and maybe even meet a nice girl and settle down for good.

I had tried to do just that about eight years prior with a beautiful young woman I had met while stationed in England, but that hadn’t gone so well.  After a whirlwind romance and four months of dating we married and that lasted a year.  Apparently, she had decided that a Major on base who just happened to be my superior was a much better fit than I was and could accommodate her expensive tastes much more readily than me, and that was the end of that.  The two of us did not stay in touch since there was no reason to because there were no children to discuss.  A friend of mine who was stationed at the same base that they had transferred to in upstate New York told me that they now had three children, and that her new hubby had just been promoted to full bird Colonel.  I found that strange because she’d always told me that she wasn’t even sure if she wanted to have kids, but I guess those gold leaves on his uniform made her change her mind.

My new assignment was at the base education center which was a pretty sweet gig. It was a Monday to Friday 9-5 job and was very low key.  I was the only active-duty member in the office and the rest of the staff were civilians. This made an already excellent assignment a super excellent one as they were much easier to work with than many of my active duty counterparts.

It was an average morning and I had just gotten up and as usual I stumbled to my kitchen, pressed the on button on my coffee maker and then pulled the curtains over the sink back.  It was clearly going to be another beautiful day in San Antonio. As I scanned the courtyard of my apartment complex, it was not bustling with activity, which was about normal for that time of day.

My cell began to ring and as I looked at the caller id, I could see that it was my boss John calling.  Despite the fact that he was a Senior Master Sergeant, he was a pretty laid-back guy and only insisted on formalities when others were around.  He worked at the headquarters building in administration and was technically my supervisor but seemed to be an all-around good guy.  Pressing the answer and then the speakerphone buttons I said, “What’s up boss?”

“Tim, good morning.”

“Good morning to you too sir.”

“Save that sir stuff, I work for a living,” and we both chuckled at his response.

“Hey Tim, sorry to call and fuck up your day but you won’t be going into your usual assignment at the base education center today.”

“I won’t?”

“No, they need some help moving some boxes and equipment over at Warehouse 26 so that’s where you will be going today.”

“Can’t you find some other guys to do it?  I’m not lazy or pretentious or anything but after all, I am a Tech Sergeant, I may not be the base commander but doesn’t rank, even mine, have any privileges at all?”

“With the recent flu outbreak there’s a number of people home sick, and since that area also requires Top-Secret clearance, you are a perfect addition to the team.  Sorry Tim.”

Apparently, the clearance that I had received when I had been assigned to a communications squadron a few years back was coming back to haunt me.  Damn it!

“That’s what I get for being assigned to that communications squadron a few years back.”

“I thought you said it was a great assignment?”

“It was, and now I’m paying for it.  Anyway, with your permission, I won’t plan on getting too dressed up.”

“Great, most likely you’ll be back at your regular job tomorrow.  Thanks again.”

“Okay.”

Well, that was that, and it looked like I had a day of hard labor ahead, well, maybe not hard, but non-administrative type work anyway.  However, I would survive, and the physical activity might actually be good for me because for the most part I had been spending too much time sitting behind a desk the past seventeen years.  With that I grabbed my cup of coffee, got ready, climbed in my car, and headed off toward the base, ready for the day that awaited.


Chapter 3

Warehouse 26 was in a secure area on the north side of the base and the security was phenomenal.  The high cinder block walls (which I’m sure were reinforced with steel) as well as the network of fences in place assured that no one would gain access without authorization.  There was even a sign posted on the fence which read Warning, Restricted Area, it is unlawful to enter this area without the permission of the installation commander and at the bottom it said Use of deadly force authorized, which was a real attention getter, or it got mine anyway.

Its official name was not Warehouse 26 but that was the nickname that was adopted because of the street address of the compound, which was 26 Jetway Avenue.  The facility itself was not simply a warehouse but a series of interconnected buildings which when viewed from overhead resembled what might be construed as a large storage facility, though in essence was much more.

No one on base really knew what went on in Warehouse 26 but the word was that high level research as well as the storage of invaluable artifacts were its two primary purposes, but then again none of that was rock solid but just stuff that floated out of the rumor mill.  The staff who worked in the most secure areas of the facility were a combination of military and civilians who interacted and socialized very little with the permanent party.  On top of that, none of them were technically assigned to the base itself but an outlying unit, which also helped to keep the goings on there under wraps.

After an additional follow up phone call from my boss telling me they didn’t need me to show up for another hour, I stopped and got a cup of coffee to pass the time and ended up reporting to the front gate of the facility at 9:00 a.m.  There I signed in and was patted down and checked for contraband by a security policeman, better known in the Air Force as SPs.  All the while I was standing there, his associate, another SP, stood there holding an automatic weapon in one hand while restraining a German Shepherd with the other.  By the look on the dog’s face, it was clear he was still holding a grudge against us for landing at Normandy in 1944.  I along with half a dozen other airmen were then asked to board an oversized golf cart and we were ferried to the main building and escorted into the actual warehouse part of the facility.

Upon entering, I scanned my surroundings and saw that for the most part it looked like, well, a warehouse, which was something of a letdown because in the back of my mind I had been envisioning a place which would contain the car of a double naught spy or a tank where clones were being grown or maybe even an alien spacecraft.  However, no such luck as the place appeared pretty boring in every sense of the word.

Spending most of the morning loading and unloading boxes from very generic looking delivery vehicles, which included an assortment of panel trucks as well as one eighteen wheeler, we finally broke for lunch at 1:30 p.m.  Then an hour later we returned and continued our repetitious work, which was generally unexciting. 

The next thing we knew it was 5:00 p.m. and most of the work was done with the exception of a few boxes that needed to be stored away.  I agreed to stay behind with of the regulars that worked there so the rest of the guys could go home, because while having lunch I discovered that all of them were all married and had families and as I had none, I was in no hurry to get home.  This was something I had grown accustomed to during my seventeen years in the military and it had been a lonely life, but it is what it was.  Hopefully all that would change in the coming years as it was truly my intention to settle down and try and build a life for myself and maybe, just maybe, I could find someone to share it with.

We had just finished loading the last pallet onto one of the storage racks when a very oversized and insignificant looking white delivery vehicle pulled up and then backed into the bay.  The driver got out and said he had a delivery and since we were the only two guys left it was clearly our duty to unload it.  Getting the cargo out of the van and onto the floor was not difficult and the two of us got it done in just a couple of minutes.  Just as quickly, the driver thanked us, closed the rear doors, and drove away.

As the two of us stood there examining the contents of the load we surmised that we could put it away jiffy quick.  There were six small boxes as well as two oversized ones, which were about six feet by three feet, and were secured to the pallets they rested on with industrial cellophane and the writing on the side said Danger, Handle With Caution, Contents Under Pressure.

Even though we had no idea what was inside, and I was pretty sure the guy named Dave I was working with didn’t either, the contents sounded hazardous.  Because we were handling materials at Warehouse 26, I surmised that it could have been anything and as far as I was concerned caution was the order of the day.

The larger boxes were to be stored on the floor underneath the large industrial racks, just like the ones you would see in a warehouse club.  Being there were two parcels I took one with the pallet jack and Dave took the other with the forklift.  I quickly stored mine away and then stood there watching as he ferried his over to be stored in the space next to where I had stored mine.  After lowering his load to the ground, it appeared he was done, and he began to backup.  With the forks about halfway out of the notches the wooden slats of the pallet suddenly collapsed without warning and because the forklift was in motion the pallet and its contents were traveling right along with it.  As quick as Dave noticed what had happened, he hit the brakes and for reasons unknown his forklift swerved slightly and the pallet hit the side of the storage rack relatively hard, so much in fact it began to move.  Industrial racks such as those are typically very sturdy and can withstand a lot, as that’s what they are designed to do, but for some reason it was still moving.  As I looked up, I was horrified as I saw that all six sections, about four racks high, were swaying, just as how one might envision a high-rise building shaking during an earthquake.

These bad boys were coming down and I knew I was going to be crushed by the racks and their contents and it was clear that I wasn’t going to be able to run far enough away to get clear of them as there just wasn’t time.  Having an epiphany, I quickly took cover underneath, right in the spot where I had just stored my pallet, hoping that as they fell, they would fall away from me leaving me unscathed. 

The last thing I saw before the collapse was Dave jumping off the forklift and trying to run, but it was too late as he just couldn’t outrun the falling racks and as they fell to the floor he vanished from sight and that was the last I saw of him.  I felt bad because it had all happened so fast that I was not even able to help him and thought about how maybe if I had yelled and told him to get underneath the racks as I had that he would still be alive.  But I had not, as I had barely saved myself.

With the racks all over the floor it was clear that I had survived their wrath and I was grateful, but within seconds something else began to happen.  Scanning the bay, I noted that several of the boxes had broken open and within them were a large plastic cannisters, each of them containing a variety of multi-colored liquids whose contents were now oozing onto the floor.  Looking closer I noted what almost resembled a mist rising from them as it appeared that they were interacting with one another and that couldn’t be good, especially breathing it.  Suddenly I heard a hissing sound and as I looked to my right, I saw that the contents of the pallet Dave had been trying to secure had also been damaged by the falling racks and the contents of the box it had held were exposed.  Looking closer I could see what resembled a large silver propane tank and it was clear that it was under pressure and its contents were spewing into the air. 

Realizing that I was in a sea of toxicity that could potentially kill me I knew that I had to get out of there and fast as I was in great danger.  Standing up I began to work my way across the landscape of broken boxes and damaged equipment that had fallen to the ground when the racks collapsed.  I had no idea what a lot of it was, but it looked important and was way above my level of technical and scientific expertise.  Working my way across the bay I attempted to avoid the areas where the liquids had spilled and were merging together, creating an ever-expanding foggy blanket which was slowly beginning to conceal the mess now covering the floor.  Taking another step or two I suddenly lost my footing and as I crashed to the deck, I felt my head impact on something, though I knew not what, and that was the last thing that I remember.


Chapter 4

Upon waking I discovered that the most unbelievable thing had happened, that Timothy Nicholas Carlisle was gone as he had been transformed into a biological female, yes that’s right, a real honest to goodness woman.

“But how I asked?  And where was I?  And how much time had passed?”  All questions I eeked out using my new high pitch feminine voice to the team of medical experts surrounding my bed who I could tell were just as amazed at what had happened to me as I was.  Okay, let’s emphasize almost because there’s no way they could have been as freaked out as I was at that moment.

According to those who were overseeing my care I had been found about forty-five minutes after passing out, hardly breathing and my heart was barely ticking.  Because of the nature of the materials that were being stored at Warehouse 26 they knew that treatment at any of the local hospitals was out of the question since none of the staff would have a clue how to treat me.  With time running out, mine that is, that they decided to medevac me to a secret government facility where I would have the best chance of survival, and even those odds were slim at best.

After a couple of days of touch and go, I appeared to be stable as my pulse was strong and my respiration was normal, but I was not waking up, so they decided to let me sleep.  After about a week they noticed something quite peculiar, it appeared I was shrinking, very slowly but contracting, nonetheless. Not only was I getting shorter, but the mass of my body was decreasing as well.  Over the next few weeks, they noted other modifications as well including my penis and testicles, which had become shriveled up, and a small slit was now present beneath them, which appeared to resemble a vagina, and I was also beginning to develop breasts.  With that much going on externally they wondered what was happening internally, so they decided to do a body scan which revealed that my prostate was as small as a dime and that I had female organs including a full uterus with ovaries.  Lastly, they noticed my facial features changing and before they knew it, my natural rugged look was gone and I had the soft features of a woman, and with that it was official, I was a girl.

They said there were still trying to figure out exactly how it happened because they had never seen anything like it.  Apparently, the bizarre combination of chemicals and biological agents that I had inhaled during the forty-five minutes I was out had begun to rewrite my DNA, and over a period of five weeks completely transformed me into the member of the fairer sex.

I still had blue eyes and blonde hair, that had not changed, but my height on the other hand was a different story. I went from 5’10” to 5’1 ½” tall.  As far as my build I had always been about average and that was the same, but it was now considered average for a female and not a guy, but in my opinion, I was borderline petite.  However, I was probably the wrong person to ask because when I’d been a man, I thought that all women were kind of small, in comparison to me anyway.

Over the next sixty days, I was examined, poked, prodded, scanned and tested in every way known to mankind, or in my case womankind.  The government was determined to find out anything and everything they could about what had happened to me as it was truly a revolutionary breakthrough.  According to the staff at the facility I was the first human being in history to have their sex changed all the way down to the cellular level and I was truly an anomaly.

During my time there one of the staff, an RN named Mary, took me under her wing and was truly the closest thing I had to a friend at that time of my life.  She was an attractive brunette with sparkling green eyes who was the kindest human I had ever met and treated me like I was her sister.  On the personal front she was single, late thirties, divorced, and had one son who had just departed for college and was now an empty nester.  She told me this was one of the reasons she sometimes took extra shifts, so she didn’t have to go home to an empty house. 

She was very pretty and initially I was very attracted to her because let’s face it, I had been a heterosexual man all my life and liked women, a lot.  However, she did not feel that way about me as she simply viewed me as her girlfriend (but not in the romantic way) and it took every ounce of willpower I had to not cross the line, and I never did.  I wanted and needed her friendship more than her intimacy and there was no way I was going to mess that up because in many ways she was the best friend I’d ever had in my life.  However, I frequently fantasized about her making the first move on me, but no such luck.

My very good friend Mary taught me the fine art of being a woman, for which I will always be grateful as her tutelage enabled me to not only adapt more quickly but successfully as well.  She instructed me in all the little nuances that go along with being a woman including mannerisms, makeup, clothes, and accessories as well as a wide variety of other subjects too numerous to mention.  In the end she gave me everything I needed to launch my new life with my new name.

When they asked me what I wanted to go by I couldn’t think of any variations of Timothy that were feminine, but I could think of one close to my middle name, Nicholas.  Voila!  And Nicole was born.

For the next thirty days Mary was granted special permission to take me home, and I was her full-time assignment, as it was her duty to acclimate me to the world. During that time, she ran me through the paces of living and acting as a woman in real time.  Over that month she did her best to expose me to social situations as well as the day to day experiences a female might typically go through including shopping, dining out, and not to mention beauty appointments.  This category included a wide variety of activities in itself as it covered hair, nails, spa treatments and last but not least waxing.  Mary told me this was an optional area but many women, including herself, liked doing it because they loved the look and the feel of it and it also felt more hygienic, whether it actually was or not.  After my transition it was clear that I was a full-fledged member of the bush league, pardon the pun, and I had a decision to make, maintain the appearance of a 1970’s porn star or move into the next millennium.  I chose the latter, and it hurt like hell, but after a day or so of recovery the irritation settled down and I was truly pleased with the results.  Another thing Mary told me was that guys absolutely love it and I thanked her for sharing that, even though that was something I already knew, but at that time the prospect of having sex with a guy was the furthest thing from my mind.

Mary also arranged for me to attend a social outing.  Once a month the singles group from the Catholic church she attended got together and she thought it would be the perfect opportunity for me to mingle with other singles and introduced me as an old friend visiting from out of town.  The setting was a neighborhood Italian restaurant and there were about fourteen of us sitting around a very large table, and of those there were about nine women and five men.  A man named Steven, who’d been eyeing me since we’d all met at the front door, made a beeline to make sure he had a seat next to me and it was clear he was interested in me.

Steven was late thirties, not a terrible looking man but not a movie star either.  He could have done a bit to improve his appearance including combing his hair and changing out his birth control glasses, which I found less than flattering.  Apparently, he was a manager in the I.T. department of a very large company.  I don’t remember the name specifically, but it was Barkley something or other.  For the first time in my life a man was interested in me in a romantic way, and he was pouring it on asking me questions about where I was from, what I liked to do, if I was single as well, and how long I would be staying in town.  I did drink several glasses of wine that evening to take the edge off and found with my reduced body mass that the alcohol worked on me a lot faster than when I had been a dude.  Despite the fact it was a church group they did not seem to mind because after all, they were Catholic, and they’re okay with one having a glass of vino here and there.

As my time at Mary’s grew to a close, I went back to the base where she worked for an appointment with General Ford, a four-star Air Force General, and a gentleman dressed in black who identified himself as Mr. Jones, which was clearly not his real name.  The civilian also never identified the agency he worked for though I suspected he probably worked for American Counterintelligence and Espionage also known as ACE.  Though I wanted to ask I didn’t because you don’t mess with the boys from ACE.

They told me that it was in my best interest, as well as that of the military, for me to spend the last three years of my tour of duty on detached service.  Telling them that was a broad term I asked them if they could expand on that, and General Ford said that I would technically be on active duty during the next thirty-six months but would not be showing up for duty at any given location.  He told me that I was being promoted to E-9 and to find a civilian community where I thought I would be happy, and the government would buy me a house.  There I would blend in and start a new life.

The man in black slid a piece of paper across the desk and asked me to sign it and told me I was never to reveal what had happened to anyone under any circumstances.  He went onto say that if I did that I would be picked up and forced to live as a resident at a special military facility designed for those who were considered security risks.  I told them it would not be a problem.

A complete dossier had been constructed to help me start my new life and every detail was in place from childhood on and it was my duty to memorize it and never stray from the script.  They told me that in order to keep my new identity intact, I must strictly adhere to the credentials which they had created and that going forward there would never be one person that I could entrust with this knowledge.  They also added one more threat, or should I say motivator, that if I did tell someone I might not have to worry about the U.S. government at all as there were a plethora of other risks awaiting me.  First, there was the potential of being kidnapped by a foreign power, who might torture, kill, and then dissect me to find out how I might have been transformed. That would be a useful tool for any nation to have if they could figure it out because with that information, they could transform their agents into the opposite sex who could perform a wide variety of espionage as well as intelligence related activities.

There was also the possibility that a group of religious nut jobs might believe that I was the Anti-Christ, or something equally absurd, and try and exterminate me in the name of the Lord.  I told General Ford and the man in black that they had my full assurance I would never breathe a word, vowel, letter, or syllable, and I was actually way more scared of the non-government threats than having to live in a special facility, because I could end up, well, dead.  It wasn’t that I feared being dead, but I had a real problem with the whole dying part of it because I was pretty sure it was painful, not a very attractive prospect.

The cover they constructed for me was thorough and I was now Nicole Carlisle, who was left on the steps of a church in South Dallas about thirty-five years ago and was soon adopted by a very nice couple who raised her in the section of the city known as Uptown.  She attended a private school from kindergarten to grade 12 which was closed many years ago and the structure, along with all records were, unfortunately, destroyed in a fire.  The day after her high school graduation her parents were killed in a boating accident, and as they were both only children and both of their parents deceased, Nicole was an orphan, once again.  Because her parents had lived large over the years there was no inheritance, the house was repossessed by the bank, and the only money she got was from the contents of the house which she sold off on the front lawn of the property one weekend and raised $5,000.  Tucking the cash in the bank along with $6,000 more she had scrounged up from various sources, she examined her options, and college now seemed like a complete impossibility, though she desperately wanted to go.  Then after striking up a conversation with a recruiter in the grocery store checkout line, she learned there was a mountain of money available, essentially providing her with a free university education, simply by signing up with Uncle Sam.  Since she had no relatives and no place to go, she enlisted in the U.S. Air Force and going forward that was her family for the next seventeen years.

Most of her military career was spent at very large bases and she was assigned to detachments that never existed or that base personnel at those locations knew of but never had access to.  She was never married and had no children.  A complete banking, credit, and medical history was constructed for her along with a driver’s license, social security card, passport, private email account and a variety of loyalty card programs.

With my new identity in place, I was set and the next day Mary walked me to the car where the driver was waiting to take me to the airport.  As I said goodbye to her, we both hugged one another and each of us shed a few tears.  She had done so much for me, and I would definitely miss her friendship as I would soon be on my own in a brand new place, starting over in every single way.  However, that was okay as I’d spent the past seventeen years doing just that over and over again, but this time I was hopeful that I would finally have the opportunity to put down the roots I had been looking to as this new chapter in my life unfolded.


Chapter 5

True to their word the government bought a house for me, just as they said they would, and I was very excited as I was living in my very own two bedroom cottage in the picturesque town of North Point, one of the places I had been thinking about settling down after I retired.  My new home was perfect as it was a 2/2, with hardwood floors, had a farm sink in the kitchen, as well as a wraparound covered porch.  Painted pale blue with white trim it was the cutest little place you’d ever seen and after all I had been through, I was glad to finally have some peace and quiet and was looking forward to a new beginning.

North Point was the Northernmost city in Point County, and as I previously mentioned was a popular weekend getaway as city dwellers frequently flocked there, usually starting on Friday afternoons, to escape the metro mess where they resided.  This was a place where people could get away from the crime, traffic, and general insanity and enjoy the quaint setting as well as the overall charm the town had to offer. 

As far as the surrounding area Center Point was directly to the south of it while the towns of South Point as well as East Point were in the southern and eastern most parts just as their names implied and those were not touristy but residential areas.

Four Points was the county seat of Point County and was also where the regional hospital was located and compared to its neighboring towns had more ties to business and industry than tourism.  Interestingly enough, the town lay almost smack dab in the middle of everything and shared a border with all the other towns, which is probably why it was named Four Points.

Living as a peaceful citizen in the town of North Point, I was cordial but worked hard at keeping a low profile at the same time, mostly because I was still trying to get comfortable in my new role as a woman not to mention a brand new life, as the old one had been erased. 

I hated the fact that Timothy Nicholas Carlisle had been declared dead and that my parents were now grieving my loss, and I knew that the military insurance policy as well as the private one I had purchased would not heal their broken hearts.  I wanted more than anything to be able to tell them what had happened and that I was alive and well, but one word and the government would pick me up and lock me away.  There was also the fact that there was no way they were going to believe a crazy lady who was telling them that she was their son as they would have called the police and had her hauled away.  With that I prayed that with time their souls would be healed as them thinking I was dead was the most painful part of the whole ordeal.

As far as everyone in town knew I was Nicole Carlisle, an active-duty E-9 detached to the DOD contracting office in Madisonville, and that I worked out of my house and was liaison to several defense contractors in the region.  When asked why I never wore a uniform I told them that I was not supposed to bring attention to myself while visiting the production plants and was supposed to blend in, just as I was instructed by General Ford and the man in black.  Once in a while someone would ask exactly what I did I would state that most of my work was administrative and dealt with timelines as well as quality assurance and despite the fact that it was not top secret, I was not supposed to talk about it and assured them it was quite boring.

I had several relationships with women over the next three years as that’s what came natural to me because after all I had been a guy and was attracted to females. My relationships were an absolute blast because I was having sex with lots of beautiful women.  This excited me sexually because after all men frequently fantasize about girl on girl relationships and there I was, right in the middle of such escapades and living the dream.  However, the excitement began to fade, I didn’t know why but it just did as the novelty had worn off and I couldn’t figure out why my attraction to females had drifted away.  Even though the sex was good, there was something else wrong which I found strange as it just didn’t seem emotionally fulfilling, something that I found quite unsettling because as a man that had never been an issue as sex had simply been for physical gratification and nothing more.  At that point I decided to take some time off from relationships hoping that would clear my head as the strange thoughts and feelings that I had been having just didn’t make sense to me.

Before I knew it, I was thirty-eight years old and at that point the military officially retired me, even though I hadn’t reported for duty in three years.  It didn’t make much difference in my day-to-day routine but there was something about knowing that my obligation was up that gave me a sense of relief. However, I still had the responsibility of keeping my big secret and there was nothing that would ever make me reveal that.

A year had passed since retirement and I was a year older, thirty-nine and I had spent time over the last year building my own business.  Originally, I had planned to do something in real estate such as investing in old properties and then fixing them up and renting them out.  However, the changes I had experienced since then had caused me to rethink my strategy as I just didn’t have the upper body strength to perform hard manual labor, which is often required when you’re rehabbing properties. 

That was when I came up with another idea that I liked even better and decided to become a professional writer.  This was perfect, well for me anyway, as I had spent my entire career working in administration and even had a degree in English which I had obtained during my time on active duty.  It was a match made in heaven and I loved it as I performed all sorts of writing assignments which I picked up online from internet job boards.  These included technical writing, writing ad copy on occasion, resumes, homework assignments, and even assisting small companies who needed help developing policy manuals.  I also liked it because it enabled me to keep a lower profile compared to going out and getting a traditional nine to five job, plus, I truly liked my privacy.

It had been a year since I had decided to take a break from relationships, as I previously shared, and that was okay as I had been quite busy with my writing gig, which I was still enjoying.  However, in a very short amount of time something very strange started to happen and I began to notice that I was becoming increasingly attracted to men, which I found quite unbelievable.  Throughout my life I had never found the male of the species desirable and the thought of being with a man in that way was repugnant, but now all that had changed, and I didn’t know why.

Lying in bed at night I began to think about what it would be like to be with a man and the prospect of it filled me with excitement.  I would fantasize about meeting a man at a bar, taking him home, and sitting with him in the living room drinking wine, all the while we were talking and laughing.  Then there was this intimate moment where he kissed me, and we began to make out and before we knew it one thing had led to another, and we ended up in the bedroom.  Now naked on my bed we continue kissing, also exploring one another’s bodies and in a short amount of time I’m so charged up I want nothing more than for him to take me and I whisper my desires into his ear.  Because I am so turned on, he enters me quickly and easily and with that single thrust he fills me up completely and the feeling of him, now deep inside me, causes me to lose my breath, but only for a moment.  Continuing to kiss me he moves slowly and in short order begins to increase his rhythm and each thrust he delivers sends waves of pleasure I had never envisioned possible. 

Now pounding me relentlessly, I scream for more pleading with him not to stop as it is the most mind-blowing experience I’ve ever had in my life.  Seconds away from ecstasy, I’m so close and moaning like crazy, all the while begging for him to slam me faster and harder as my body is on fire and I just can’t get enough.  Finally, I climax, and the pleasure is so intense that I am unable to control it and I scream at the top of my lungs as waves of satisfaction I’d never thought possible fill me from head to toe and a warmth then washes over me filling me with euphoria.  I’ve never felt this complete in all my life and everything seems so incredible clear, and I know my purpose on Earth which is to love and be loved as my heart, mind and soul are fulfilled. 

His turn has arrived and by the contorted look on his face I can see that his time is at hand, and as he empties himself deep inside me, he then collapses, struggling to catch his breath.  As I wrap my arms around him, I smile as I am satisfied, not because of the pleasuring I had just received, oh no, much more.  The fact that he was gratified and that I had made him happy is what gave me the greatest sense of satisfaction, and as strange as it sounds almost seemed more important than the physical fulfillment that I had just received.  Though I could not explain my feelings I did know one thing, that they were genuine and what I wanted to do more than anything in the world was please him, and afterward we continued lying there for some time as I felt a sense of peace as I had never known. 

Fantasies aside I made the decision to test the waters and see if the male of the species was what I really wanted or if it was just a flight of fancy, so I began to strike up conversations with men when I was out and about.  At places such as the local grocery store or coffee shop, I would ask men standing in line next to me if they had the time, or looking outside I would say something about how overcast it looked and if they knew if we were supposed to get rain today, etc.  I was hopeful that by stirring up some dialogue they would get the idea that I was interested and maybe ask me out.  Even though I was working hard at it I wasn’t getting a lot of interest and was puzzled as to why because in my opinion I was quite a catch.

Reading several self-help books about attracting men I realized that the problem might have nothing to do with them but with yours truly, and for several reasons.  First, a woman in her late thirties does not have her pick of suitors as she does when she is young because many are already married or have died in wars, industrial accidents, etc.  Two, because there were more women than men in my age bracket guys could have their pick of any girl they wanted, sort of, unless they were a total loser.  Anyway, this meant that I was going to have to do something to give myself an edge so I would standout against my competition as it was obvious that what I was doing at present was clearly not working to attract the opposite sex, and I was determined to change that.

A thorough examination of what I was doing was the first order of business and after studying it in full I determined it wasn’t much at all.  I was clearly falling down on the job in the personal appearance department as I always kept my hair in a ponytail, wore loose fitting jeans, t-shirts and tennis shoes as my standard uniform.  Thinking back to when I had been a guy, I asked myself, Would I date me?  Pardon the bad English, please.  My response was, Well, she’s cute, I’ll give her that.  Maybe if she fixed herself up a bit because she’s pretty plain.  My answer was somewhat cruel but true, and exactly what I needed to hear.

I also thought back to my last days at the base and my time with Mary who had given me all the basics I needed to be successful as a female.  After moving to North Point, I soon disregarded them and quickly fell into bad habits, or should I say no habits and before I knew it, I was essentially dressing like a guy, the old me, Tim, and hadn’t even realized it.  At that moment I understood that the reason I was not attracting guys was because I looked too much like one of them and if I was going to be successful that needed to change.  This also explained how I had so easily developed relationships so quickly and easily with a few women, but I won’t go into that.

It was time to take my boxers off and put my big girl panties on, pardon the expression, and get to work and I knew exactly what I needed to do.


Chapter 6

My first order of business was getting into girl mode, and it was truly time to shed Tim once and for all because that part of my life was over and had been for some time.  Taking inventory of my closet as well as my drawers, no silly not the ones in my pants, I pulled out all garments that were even remotely masculine and donated them to a local charity for those less fortunate.

I had a number of things tucked away that Mary had given me or that I had bought on shopping trips with her several years prior and I pulled them out to get an accurate inventory of what I had already.  As I unpacked them and lay them on my bed, I scanned the assortment of goods now completely obscuring the pattern on my comforter and realized that I was not in as bad a shape as I thought.  With several dresses, a pair of skintight jeans, a couple of tops, three pair of heels, several cute purses, and a nice assortment of accessories, I clearly had enough stuff to get up and running as the new me, which was long overdue.

I figured the best thing to do was to get into good habits immediately and when going to bed that night I didn’t don a pair of lounge pants and t-shirt but put on a silky dark blue nightgown, one that I had purchased when I stayed with Mary.  Slipping it on the silky material felt cool against my bare flesh and as I noticed myself in the mirror, I felt sexy, a wonderful feeling that I had never experienced before, and I loved it!  Continuing to look at myself I smiled and then pulled one of the spaghetti straps down my shoulder slightly, winked and then pursed my lips.  Then taking my hair out of the ponytail it was in, I shook my head and as my long blonde hair fell it landed on my barren shoulders.  Continuing to stare at myself in the looking glass I truly realized, for the first time since my transition, that I wasn’t just a woman but one that was beautiful.  At that moment, for reasons unknown I was overcome with emotion and a single tear ran down my cheek.  Then I realized what it was, I was happy, and could not recall a time when I had been as filled with joy as I was at that moment. It seemed that my entire world had fallen into place.  The internal confusion I had suffered the past several years, as well as my entire life was gone, and I finally knew my place in the universe as I felt complete.

Right then and there I promised myself from that moment forward I would live my life to its fullest as a woman, for I was blessed in every way and not only that but grateful and proud to be the woman now staring back at me in the mirror.  With that I climbed in bed and pulled up the covers as tomorrow this new chapter in my life, which had been delayed, would now continue.

**********

The next morning, I got up, took a shower, and made sure to shave my legs as well as under my arms, something I had been a little lax about doing recently as it just hadn’t been a priority for me.  Drying off I then started to put on some rather insignificant undergarments and then stopped myself and selected a lacy pink bra as well as a red thong, because if I was going to do this, I needed to be all in, I was going to be a woman or I wasn’t.  With my sexy brassiere and undies on I then began getting ready for my day and started by applying my makeup, which I hadn’t worn for some time. I actually did an okay job as apparently it was like riding a bike, you never forget how.  Then, with the forecast calling for a sunny day I decided to put on a nice floral print dress which was red and had white and pink flowers on it and as I looked at myself in the mirror I nodded and thought to myself, not bad.

Then putting on a necklace, some bangles, a couple of costume jewelry rings, and a pair of earrings I looked at my selection of shoes and picked out a pair of white sandals which I thought matched my dress quite nicely.  All that was left now was to select a purse and I picked out a white satchel which I thought would finish my outfit perfectly.

With it being a beautiful day, I decided I would walk versus drive, also giving me the chance to get some much needed exercise as I had been spending too much time sitting on the couch recently, something else I was going to change.

As I pushed the door open and stepped inside a middle-aged woman behind the counter smiled and me and said, “Welcome to Millie’s.”

“Thank you,” I replied.

“How can I help you today?”

“I would like to schedule some services please,” I said and then smiled at her.

“Great, what would you like to get done and when would you like to come in?” she asked.

“I would like to get my hair trimmed but just a little bit, but what I’m really looking to do is get it styled.  I’d also like to get a manicure and a pedicure and I also wanted to ask,” and then looked around the empty waiting area and added, “Do you do waxing?”

Smiling she said, “We do all of the above.”

“That’s great.”

“When would you like to come in?”

“First available appointment.”

Looking at her computer screen she said, “I could fit you in a few days, on Thursday at 2:00 p.m. and get all of it take care of at that time.”

“That would be great,” I said excitedly.

She then added, “I’ll get it scheduled,” and then added, “Or I can do it all right now.”

“You can?”

“I’m sure you probably have some place to be and ….”

Cutting her off I said, “Right now is perfect.”

“Great, come with me.”

The first order of business was styling my hair and all that I wanted was for her to trim it a little.  At present it was halfway down my back and for the most part I liked it, as I had always thought that long hair complemented women.  With that I had her take off about two inches and trim the bangs a bit so it wasn’t always in my face.

Then it was onto the waxing, which I hadn’t partaken of in years.  She asked me what I wanted, and I told her to go all the way, and with that she gave me a full Brazilian, which I hadn’t had in years, and afterward I was glad that I’d requested she take it all.  The smooth feeling as well as the look gave me extra confidence, also making me feel super sexy, and in the event I happened across the right guy he would absolutely love it, as most do.

My rather blah nails had to be addressed as well and I had the technician get to work as they just wouldn’t do.  I had her do a full manicure and pedicure and when she was done my lifeless fingers and toes had been transformed from very uninteresting to the most brilliant shade of blue I had ever seen.

The new me was ready to conquer the world with my new do, wax job, and nails and with that I reported to the front desk where Millie was patiently waiting.

“Did we get everything taken care of for you today?”

“Yes, you did and good job on everything.”

“Well thank you, we try. I don’t think I’ve met you before,” she said.

Extending my hand, I said, “I’m Nicole.”

“Great to meet you Nicole, are you new to the area?”

“I’ve lived here about four years.”

“Four years?  Hmmm.  Now that I think about it, I think I’ve seen you around town.”

“Yes, and I think we met at the grocery store once a couple of years back when I crashed into your cart,” I replied.

“That’s right I remember that. I think you broke the dozen eggs I had in my shopping basket,” and we both chuckled.

“Yes, I do remember that, and I assure you Millie, my driving skills have improved and I’m no longer a hazard at the grocery store.”

She then smiled and said, “I sure appreciate you coming in today and hope you will come back soon.”

“You can count on it,” I replied.

After paying she thanked me once more and I stepped out of her salon and onto the pavement and walked down the street to another shop which specialized in women’s clothing and the place was called Allison’s.

As I entered, I could see that the shop had a wide spectrum of women’s goods which was not uncommon in a smaller community such as North Point, as I wasn’t in a major city such as Chicago or Dallas where stores frequently specialized in lingerie, general apparel, shoes and so forth.

After looking around for a bit I found several items which I believed would complement my existing wardrobe including a cute orange sundress, some additional undergarments as well as a bikini.  As I pondered on it, the thought of wearing a two-piece swimsuit was still a little unsettling, but I decided to go for it anyway because after all I truly had a great little figure for a woman just under forty.  Besides, I had decided to embrace my womanhood and there was no stopping me.

From there it was onto the home furnishings store as I was determined to jazz up my home and give it a bit more of a feminine touch.  Picking out new throw pillows for the sofa as well as the bedrooms I also chose some baby blue lacey curtains which truly added the perfect touch to my lifeless kitchen.  Last but not least, I stopped by the florist and picked up some fresh flowers which I put in several pretty vases and then stationed them in a number of locations around the house.

Self-improvement is a never ending journey and I knew I still had work to do, so the next thing I did was to institute a plan to soften my persona even further because in my opinion I still had too much of the old me inside.  I began by using affectionate terms as I ran across various individuals while out and about at the grocers, etc.  Going forward everyone in my path was almost always referred to as honey, sweetie, sugar, and so forth and it was clear that what I was doing was working.  I was well on the way to being the most girly girl I could be and was loving every minute of it.

As I continued my journey it was clear that I was making progress and with my new attitude the very last shreds of my natural male aggression had been squashed out of existence as well, and when someone cut me off in traffic, I didn’t want to drag them out of the car and beat them to death.  In so many ways this was a great relief and felt like a great weight had been lifted from me and that going forward I could truly just be me, a simple girl.

My efforts soon began to pay off as I was finally meeting men and not only that but was going on actual dates with them as well.  I met some of them online and others in town, a few through acquaintances, while shopping etc. but the cool part was that I was having fun and quickly discovered that I truly adored being the girl in the relationship as it came with perks.  Having men open doors for me, pulling my chair out for me at dinner and buying me meals made me feel like a princess, something I had never experienced before as the attention I was getting really filled me with delight and made me feel special.  However, having been a man I knew one thing, the way that the male brain was wired.  These guys were courting me, hoping that they would be able to partake of my charms, more specifically get my panties, as that’s just the way it worked, and I knew that.

Over the next year I continued dating and had relationships with a number of men and at long last experienced the intimacy that I had been fantasizing about and to put it bluntly the sex was just as good as I had dreamed it would be.  In addition to the physical fulfillment the emotional satisfaction was present as well and at that point I knew one thing, that I wanted to meet a nice guy who I could settle down with.  Every fiber of my being yearned to have a man with whom I could build a life, one that I could make happy and share my life with and maybe even get married.

Despite the fact that I knew exactly who I was and what I wanted there was one little problem, finding quality men, as there always seemed to be an issue with every single man that I dated.  I did not require perfection and was not asking for the moon and understood that everyone had some baggage, but I was not satisfied with putting down roots with any that I had met, even though several of them were interested in doing that with me.

As I said, there was always some sort of an issue.  Now, I don’t want to come off as having been petty, but I did have minimum standards and was not satisfied with the caliber of potential partners that I had encountered. 

Commons issue I ran across included men telling me: they were divorced and they were actually still married, had a job but didn’t have a car, had a car but didn’t have a job, behind on child support, their child support exceeded the GDP of a third world country due to too many kids from their previous marriage or marriages, outstanding warrants, they were psychotic or had stalkerish tendencies, were constantly asking to borrow money and/or could not manage their finances, had a drug or alcohol issue, was a control freak, or they were deranged and thought I was cheating on them and/or seeing other men.  I could provide other examples, but I will stop there because I’m sure you get the point.

After that, I decided to take some time off from dating and relationships, and time sure flies because that was a year ago.  Based on what I’ve described, what sane person would not do the same because I was absolutely exhausted.  At that point relationships seemed like just way too much work and I had decided to give up, for the moment anyway because it seemed way easier to just live alone, and since I enjoyed my own company that was not an issue, and I definitely did not miss the drama.

And that, just as I mentioned at the beginning of this story, pretty much covers how I ended up in North Point, as well as the six years of my life following my arrival and is a bit of an unusual to say the least.  Now, as a famous personality once said, And now the rest of the story.


Chapter 7

Not to sound like a broken record, but as I mentioned at the beginning of this tale, during my time in North Point I had gotten to know a few the residents and had even developed friendships with some of them. But the person I considered to be my best friend was Amy, my next-door neighbor.

A longtime resident of North Point, Amy was forty-seven, divorced, had dirty blonde hair, brown eyes and overall was a very attractive woman even though she was a little curvy.  This was clearly not an issue for her because it seemed as though she was always going out on a date with some new guy that she met online.   However, just like me she hadn’t found any winners, or any that had placed, showed, or had even gotten a participation trophy.  Such is the plight of middle-aged women.

As I stated previously, it was Friday evening and I had just returned from Millie’s Salon where I’d gotten a pedi and as I walked up the front steps of my porch, I heard Amy call my name.

“Nicole!”

Turning in the direction of her voice I saw she was standing out in front of her house, and I waved briefly and said, “Hey girl,” and after a brief pause added, “Come on over.”

I then turned the key, pushed the door open and subsequently grabbed my mail out of the box which was attached to the side of the house.  Entering the house, I set my purse down on the entryway table and then began to look through letters I had received from the postman.  Hopeful that I had received a sweepstakes giveaway for $1,000,000 it was soon clear that I’d had no such luck as all I had gotten was junk mail.  However, that was okay because I would win it next time and then I would be rich and famous and as I thought about it more, I remembered that I did not want or need any notoriety so maybe it wasn’t such a good idea after all.

All of a sudden, I heard three light taps on the glass of my storm door and as I turned Amy was pulling it open and peeked her head in and said, “Hi.”

“Come on in,” I said as I motioned for her to enter.

“Hey Nicole, been out running errands?”

“Just been in town getting a pedi.”

Looking at my toes she said, “Great color.  You just have the greatest taste in all things feminine.  You are the girliest girl I know.  I wish I was like you.”

After a few moments I said, “Trust me, it doesn’t come as natural as you think.”

Chuckling she said, “Oh, are you still up for doing dinner tonight.”

“Sure.  Where would you like to go?”

“Where would you like to go?”

“Amy!  I just hate it when you throw it back on me.”

Standing there for a few moments tapping my forefinger on my chin I finally said, “Okay, if we feel like getting in the car and driving, we could drive out to South Point Lake and eat at Frank’s Lakeview Inn, or motor down to Four Points to The ChopHouse.  If not and we would prefer to stay local we could eat at The Bleu Olive, that way we could get liquored up and walk home versus driving and risking a DUI.”

“That sounds good to me, besides they’ve got a great bar and the food is fantastic.”

“What time would you like to go?”

“6:30 okay?”

“Great.  I’ll meet you on my front porch.  See you then.”

The Bleu Olive was the only Greek and Mediterranean restaurant in town and had some of the best food as well.  It was owned by a couple whose roots spread back to that part of the world and their family had obviously brought their culinary talents with them when they came.  Coincidentally enough, I had spoken with their daughter-in-law Rosemary earlier that day when passing by R&R Antiques as she was married to their daughter Emma.

6:30 p.m. arrived before I knew it and Amy and I walked into town, okay, we were pretty much already in town as we lived there but traveled by foot to the part where the restaurant was, checked in with the hostess, and took a seat at the bar while we waited on our table and chatted.

“So Amy, had any hot dates lately?”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “About the same.  You?”

Shaking my head I said, “Not in some time.  Still taking a break.”

“Girl, you need to get back out there.”

“It just seems like such a large amount of work, and the pickings are slim.  You know what I want Amy?”

Leaning toward me she asked, “What?”

“Just the basics, a decent man.  If he has kids, okay, as long as his ex isn’t psycho.”

“That’s pretty broad Nicole, in your book what constitutes psycho?”

Turning my head slightly sideway I said, “Well, if I came home one day and a rabbit was boiling in a pot on my stove, that might be an indicator.”

Chuckling she said, “What else?”

“He does not have the be the CEO of a multi-national conglomerate because you know how I am, I’m not all about the money, but he can’t be a bum either.  I want a guy who isn’t abusive and won’t beat me, unless it’s S&M and I’m doing the whooping,” and we both laughed.

“Oh,” I added, “I do prefer he has his own teeth and good hygiene is a must.  And, last but not least, I prefer he’s not fucking anyone else as long as he’s with me, and he will have no excuse because I will screw him twice per day and fake an orgasm each and every time if that’s what it takes.  Anyway, that’s it.  Just a nice man who I can love and who will love me in return.”

“Nicole, you are so funny,” and after a few moments said, “Everything you just said?”

“Yes?”

“Me too,” and we chuckled and clinked our glasses together.

After having a drink, we settled up with the bartender and eventually moved into the dining room where we looked over the menu and then settled back and waited on our appetizer, chatting while we waited.

“There’s Emma,” Amy announced, “And Rosemary too.”

As I looked across the dining room I said, “Oh, it is.  I guess they’ve come over to see her parents, and oh, it looks like Emma’s mother is handing their baby back to them.”

“Yes, Emma’s mom just loves that little baby and who can blame her, that child is so adorable.”

After a few moments she said, “I hope I get to be a grandma someday so I can play with my grandchild, and then give them back when I’m done so I don’t have to do any of the hard stuff because I’ve done my share of that,” and we both laughed at her comment.

“You will Amy, one of these days Zachary will drag some girl home which you will not approve of and defy you when you tell him he can do better and will end up marrying her and you will end up with 1.9 grandchildren.  Unless they’re Mormon, or maybe Catholic.”

Leaning back in her chair she looked at me seriously and asked, “Do I seem like the kind of mother who will have issues letting her son go, and potentially spend a great deal of time meddling in his and his wife’s affairs?”

Rolling my eyes up in my head I moved my head from side to side slightly and then looked at her and smiled.

“Nicole, I assure you, that’s not the case. And if it ever is I’m asking you here and now to crack the whip and put me in line because I don’t want to be one of those kinds of mothers.”

Sticking my hand out we shook, and I said, “Deal.  But when that day comes don’t hate me.”

“Hate you?  Girl you’re my best friend in the world.  You’re like the sister I never had.”

“I thought you had a sister that you were alienated from?”

Nodding she said, “Yep, and that’s the sister I wished I’d never had,” and we chuckled at her comment.

Taking a sip of her drink she said, “You know Nicole, I love having my son live with me as he provides me with a lot of company, and it feels comforting just having him in the house.  You know what it’s like being an unmarried woman, it’s nice just having someone around, ya know?”

Nodding I said, “I get you, but let me say, I’m a little different and probably like being alone a little more than the average girl.”

“I wish I was that way, what’s your secret?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Amy, I’m a unique individual.  I was just born that way.”

If only she knew.

“Well, it must be nice, I wish I was too.  Anyway, as I said, at the moment, I enjoy having him around and I feel safer as well having a man in the house.  However, living with his mom over the long haul is not a good thing and at some point, he should really think about getting his own place, and maybe even a girlfriend.  All I want is for him to lead a full life and to be happy, and I think the longer he stays with me the harder it will be for him, after all he’s twenty-six.”

“He’s still working for that I.T. firm over in Four Points?”

Nodding she said, “Yep, and he loves it.  You know how he is, a bit of a computer nerd.”

“Does he have a girlfriend?” I asked.

Shaking her head she said, “No.”

“Why not? He’s actually a very good-looking young man.  The girls ought to be lined up around the block to get to him.”

“Right?  Plus, I know he likes girls, but I think he’s kind of petrified of them.”

“I don’t think that’s uncommon with young men as they are frequently intimidated by the opposite sex.”

This was something I knew about firsthand because when I had been young, I was also horrified of girls, and would have been more comfortable facing a firing squad than having to ask one out on a date.  Yep, I understood it all too well but would have to keep it to myself as there was no way I could share that with Amy.

“And, with his dating experience being somewhat limited I think he’s kind of unsure how and where to start, and with me being his mom that’s not something I can bring up because he would say something like Mom, let’s not have this conversation and walk out of the room.

“Didn’t his father ever talk to him about stuff like this?  Or can he now perhaps?”

Shaking her head she said, “His father was never around much when he was growing up and wasn’t all that great of a dad, or a husband for that matter, but I’m not complaining.”

“Yes, you are.”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “Okay, I guess I am.  Anyway, he’s moved onto greener pastures and has remarried and at present he lives with his newest betrothed, who is nineteen years old, in the Philippines and rarely comes back to the states.”

We sat there in silence for a bit and then Amy looked right at me and said, “You know what he needs?”

“What?”

“He needs an older woman to show him the ropes you know, kind of break him in.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” I said, “I bet there’s a lot of ladies out there that would love the opportunity to do so, after all, he’s a handsome young man.”

Sitting there saying absolutely nothing she suddenly began smiling at me and after a few moments I asked, “What is it, Amy?”

“What about you?”

At that point my mouth had fallen open and I’m sure that my eyes were as wide as the Grand Canyon and I asked, “Amy?  Are you saying what I think you are?”

“I thought you just said, and I quote, that’s not a bad idea, and there are a lot of women out there that would love to do so because he’s quite handsome.”

Stuttering I said, “Well yes, I did, but that was when you were talking about it in general and it didn’t apply to me!”

“Girl, you and Zach would be the perfect May to December relationship.”

Squinting at her I said, “Hmmm, I’m not sure that I like that term.”

“Okay, maybe you would be more like November then, but just hear me out on this, all I’m asking you to do is listen to my logic, okay?”

“Personally, I think I would be more like Labor Day, but go on.”

“He has a lack of experience with the opposite sex, correct?”

I nodded.

“Given his situation, an older woman would be perfect, and for a couple of reasons.  One, he needs to get some experience in the relationship department before he can move onto a younger woman and two, it would provide her with a younger companion or lover, keeping her warm on those cold lonely nights.”

“You know Amy, your son is a very nice-looking young man, but I’m your neighbor and best friend.  Are you sure it wouldn’t bother you if you knew I was having sex with your son?”

“Look at it this way, if he brings a girl home one day and says Mom, this is my girlfriend, it will be obvious he’s been having sex with her, right?”

Nodding I said, “Well, of course.”

“And there will be nothing I can do about it, and on top of that I don’t know or trust her, but I do you, and I wouldn’t begrudge either of you because sex and love are beautiful things and I know beyond the shadow of a doubt that you would take great care of him, more than anyone else.  So, no, I wouldn’t be weirded out that the two of you were together and as you are the two people that mean the most to me in this world,” and as she finished speaking, I could tell that she was getting a little emotional, “I would be happy for both of you.”

“Oh Amy, that is so sweet.”

We sat there silently for a bit, and I finally said, “I am flattered that you would entrust your son to me Amy, but I’m not going to agree to this, not at this time, and maybe even never, as there are emotions involved, plus you’re my neighbor as well as my best girlfriend, and I would never want to do anything to jeopardize that.  Do you understand?”

Nodding she said, “I do, and I will respect whatever decision you make, and if the subject is never brought up again, I won’t say a word going forward.  However, the offer still stands as I think the two of you would be good for one another.”

“Amy, what if he and I got into a heated relationship and were madly in love with one another, and several months down the road you came to me and said, “Okay, trial period is over, he can’t hang around with an old broad like you all his life.”

She laughed and said, “Nicole!  I would never say anything like that to you, I swear, and I would stay completely out of it.  All I want is for my son to get a move on with his life and eventually meet a nice girl who loves him.  That’s all I want.  However, he needs to get started and it would be better if it was a good woman who was nice, decent, pretty, and classy.  Essentially you!”

Despite a few delays in the restaurant’s kitchen, we eventually got our meal and finished our dinner, with Amy occasionally bringing up the subject of her son.  After a few more minutes the server dropped the check off and before I could take a look at the bill, she grabbed the folio and sat there and smiled at me.

“How much is my share?” I asked.

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

“Nonsense, what do I owe you?”

“Not a thing.  After all, it’s your birthday, and this is my present to you.”

“Oh my God, thank you sweetie, I appreciate you remembering, and I’m glad you did because I had forgotten.  Can you believe I almost forgot my own birthday?”

“Happy Birthday Nicole.  What does it feel like to be twenty-nine?”

Laughing I said, “More like forty-one.  Anyway, I feel just as good as I did at twenty-nine, I might look a tad older, but I’ve got just as much energy.”

After Amy paid our bill, we walked home and as we arrived at the sidewalk that led up to my house, I thanked her once again and then gave her a hug and said, “You are the greatest friend I’ve ever had Amy.”

“And honey, you are the most wonderful friend I’ve ever had as well, and you don’t know how much you mean to me.  I love you more than any member of my own family.”

“Thanks again for dinner Amy.”

“You are quite welcome birthday girl.”

Turning slightly to start up the walkway toward my house I stopped as she said, “Please think about it,” and gave me one last hug and then continued down the sidewalk toward her house.

As I closed the door and set my handbag down on the entryway table, I headed off and began to get ready for bed, all the while thinking about the great evening I’d just had.  It was difficult not to think of the conversation we’d had about her son and how she thought that the best thing for him at that point in his life was to have a relationship with an older woman.  As she put it, he needed someone who could show him the ropes, which translated into someone having a love affair with him, which included having sex, and she had selected me.  It was clear that since he’d not interfaced with the opposite sex early on in life that he’d fallen behind socially and he needed some help, and if he didn’t get it, he very well might continue to flounder and never have the confidence to be successful with women his own age.

Then again, was I willing to do something like that because there were emotions at play and not just his but mine too.  It didn’t take a PhD to figure out that any such relationship would be short lived, and he would eventually leave me as that was the natural order of things ninety-nine percent of the time.  Plus, since he was a virgin, I would have an awesome responsibility because I would be his first love, or lay, take your pick.  Either way it would be something he would remember for the rest of his life, and it felt like quite a responsibility, especially since his mother is my best friend, which was also an issue because her friendship meant a lot to me, and I was concerned a fling with him could affect that friendship.

For the moment it was all academic as nothing had been decided and might never be.  However, the truth of the matter was that I’d had my eye on him for some time as it had been impossible not to notice him, as he was quite handsome.  More than once as I sat in Amy’s living room chatting with her, he would pass through the room, always at least saying hi, and I would shoot him a smile and tell him it was good to see him, and as he departed, I would always check out his rear end and think about what it looked like with his jeans and boxers off.  Yes, I’d had some very provocative thoughts about being with him but had dismissed them due to the fact that his mom was my best friend and that he was fifteen years younger than me, but now that Amy had given her stamp of approval, it was a lot closer at hand than I thought.  However, now that this was a possibility, I was excited at the prospect of potentially being with him and the carnal stirrings occurring inside of me caused a tingling sensation between my legs as I thought of the possibilities.

Then again, my fantasy as well as his mother’s plan might all be for nothing because he might have no interest in me at all, but then again, I was an attractive woman of forty-one and knew exactly how men thought and what they really wanted.  Zach on the other hand was a young man and was most likely discontent with his current situation but didn’t know how to move forward and improve his love life.  Considering the fact that he was twenty-six and probably had a hard dick a lot of the time, it might be easier than I thought. 

Then as I thought about it more, I remembered that relationships are fraught with emotions and a fling with him that went wrong could easily destroy one of the best things I had in North Point, my friendship with Amy.  Even though she had said that she would stay out of mine and Zach’s business, provided something developed, and that there was no way our friendship would be affected if anything went wrong, I knew better.  When it comes to affairs of the heart and someone’s loved ones, blood is always thicker than water, and a wounded loved one, especially a child is always personal, and often unforgiveable.


Chapter 8

As I heard the wooden planks on my front porch creak, I peeked through the glass and saw the mailman walking down the steps, a good sign that he had just visited and had potentially left me something. I stepped outside and grabbed the mail out of the box, came back in, and began going through it.  As usual it was just about all junk destined for my recycling bin but then one piece of it in a black envelope with silver lettering caught my attention and little did I know the impact it would have on my life, as it was from AAVC.

Having been a former military man, or should I say woman, I had always been a supporter of veterans’ charities, especially the AAVC, or American Association of Veterans Charities.  I had always been impressed with the work that they had done as they supported a wide range of causes that helped vets and their families who were truly in need.  Another thing I liked about them was that they were a legitimate organization and only supported others that were as well and to receive funding from them non-profits had to go through a rigorous approval process.  During my first seventeen years of active service, I donated to them regularly, and for the past six I had as well, but more recently under the name of Nicole Carlisle versus Timothy.

Opening the envelope, I saw that I had been invited to a black tie gala in Madisonville which consisted of a dinner, awards ceremony, an auction, and also a dance.  I had received an identical invitation every single year since I had lived in North Point but had never attended as the $100 a head for the tickets seemed like a lot.  Plus, it was in Madisonville, which meant if I went, I would have to drive all the way there to attend the event, then back that night, all by myself, unless I got a room.  But then again, I would be spending the night, paying out a bunch of money for the accommodations, and I would still be in my hotel room, alone.  How much fun would that be?

Just as I was about to toss it in the recycle bin, I took another look at the flyer and began to think about how much fun it might be, because it seemed like all I ever did was hang around North Point and it might be nice to get out of town one weekend.  Besides, I couldn’t take my money with me and being that I had no heirs to leave it to I decided that I would attend.

Yes, I was going to attend the gala, and there was no way I was going to drive back afterward.  I would get a room at the hotel and spend the night, and why not splurge a little, because no one deserved it more than I did.  Continuing to think, I concluded that it would be a whole lot more fun to take someone with me, and the first person that came to mind was Amy, and if she would go it would be an absolute blast.

Pulling my front door closed I headed down the steps of the front porch and over to Amy’s where I pressed the doorbell and after a few seconds the door opened.  Smiling at me she said, “Come in Nicole,” and I entered.

“Thanks again for dinner last night,” I said.

“Anything for my best girlfriend,” she replied.

Waving the envelope in my hand I told her what I had received in the mail and asked her if she would like to go with me to the gala, my treat, and we could be roommates and spend the night afterward and if she wanted, we could even go earlier in the day and do some shopping.”

“Oh my God Nicole, that sounds great,” she said excitedly, “We could get all dolled up in formal evening attire, wear dresses with sequins and sexy heels and maybe turn the heads of a few good-looking men,” and we then giggled, as even forty something year old women occasionally do.

“So, you’re in?” I asked.

“Are you kidding?  A girl’s weekend, me and you, and in Madisonville at that?  It sounds like heaven.  Count me in.  When is it?”

“I think it’s in about six weeks, maybe even seven as they usually mail these invitations out pretty far in advance.’  Then taking the flyer out of the envelope I looked at it and said, “Shit, the date says exactly two weeks from today,” and then scanning the postmark on the envelope I saw that it had been dropped in the mail four weeks ago.

“Amy, this has been in the mail, or should I say lost in the mail for four weeks.”

“Darn it.  It sounded like a blast.  I wonder if you can even get tickets at this point.”

“Oh poo,” I said disappointedly and then after a few moments smiled and said, “Be right back.”

Racing home, I opened the lid to my laptop and went to the website listed and quickly found out that there were a number of tickets still available, so I entered my registration information including my credit card number, also selected the option of reserving a room for the night and momentarily received an email confirming my tickets to the gala as well as my hotel room.

Heading back over to Amy’s I pecked on the storm door and then pushed it open and said, “Amy?”

“Come on in.”

“Hey girl, I’ve got two tickets reserved along with a room right in the same hotel.”

“Oh, that’s fantastic.  This is gonna be so much fun!  I just can’t wait,” then after a few seconds she said, “Fuck.”

“Amy, what’s wrong?”

“Oh my God, I completely forgot.  My first cousin’s daughter is getting married that evening.”

“And there’s no way you can get out of it?”

“We were very tight growing up and she was almost like my sister, okay, one that I would like, because you know how much I like my actual sibling.  Anyway, as much as I would love to bail, as it would be so much more fun to go with you, I have to go, or I will be persona non grata with her going forward.  I am so sorry for not remembering Nicole.”

“It was not your fault.  Seeing that it was two weeks away you didn’t even have time to even think and with me dashing off at the speed of light to book the tickets and the room you didn’t have time to respond.”

“Is there anyone else that you can think of that might like to go?  What about Millie from the salon?  Aren’t you good enough friends with her?”

Nodding I said, “Maybe, but not like you and me, plus, she always works until 6:00 or 6:30 on Saturdays and is always beat after a full day.”

After a few moments Amy said, “I’m going to throw something at you, and I don’t want you to freak out okay because it’s just an idea.”

“I promise not to freak out.”

“What about Zach?”

“Zach?”

“Yes.”

“Doesn’t he have to go with you to your cousins wedding?”

Shaking her head she replied, “Nah.  He’s invited and everyone would like to see him, but he does not have to attend, and besides, I think he would have more fun with you at the veteran’s thingy,” and she then smiled as she gently bit her lower lip.

“Amy, I’m getting the distinct impression that you are using this as an opportunity to setup what you were talking about last night.”

Shaking her head she said, “Is that the impression I’m giving you?”

“Yes.  It is.”

“Like I said, it was just an idea, and with me not being able to attend I thought he would be a good substitute.  Besides, are you saying that you would not enjoy attending the event with a good-looking young man like Zach?  He could not be that repulsive now, could he?”

“I think you already know the answer to that, your son is a drop dead gorgeous young man.”

“And you would be ashamed to be seen with him at the gala?” she said sarcastically.

“Nothing could further from the truth, and I know what you’re doing, so stop, okay?” and gave her an annoyed look.

“I was just kidding Nicole.”

“Forget about it.”

After a few moments I said, “Besides, we would have to ask Zach first, and he might have plans, or not be interested in in overnight trip to a stuffy gala with a woman fifteen years older than him.”

“Fair enough, but I can already tell you that he never has plans on a Saturday night.

“Plus, it’s black tie, and he may not have a tux.”

“I tell you what, if he wants to go, I will buy him one.”

“Just for this event?  So, he can go with me?”

“No, because you know what they say, every gentleman should own a tuxedo.”

We turned and looked as the front door opened and in walked Zachary who subsequently said, “Hi mom, and hey Nicole, how’s it going?”

As I stood there looking at him it was impossible not to notice how cute Zach was as he was definitely handsome.  At 5’10” with brown eyes that a girl could just drown in as well as a full head of dark chestnut colored hair I wondered why some young girl had not snatched him up yet, but I already knew the answer.

“Great, how about you?”

“Doing good, ya know, just working and stuff.”

Sitting there on the sofa Amy had a smug look on her face and I knew why, she was loving how the two of us were conversing, all part of her evil plan.  Okay, maybe not evil, but you know what I mean as she was wanting to get the two of us together just as she had discussed the evening before.

After a few moments of silence I asked, “So, everything good at work?”

Nodding he said, “Yep.”

“That’s good.  Do you like working there?” I asked.

“Yep.”

Nodding slightly, I said, “That’s good.”

After a few moments passed I looked over at Amy, who was sitting there quietly letting it all play out as she knew she needed to let me bring it up.  Otherwise, it would seem liked she was involved, and sons don’t like anything that their mother has had a hand in.

“Busy weekend planned?” I asked.

Shaking his head he said, “No, not really.  You?”

Impressed by the fact that he finally responded to a question using more than one word I said, “No, this will be a pretty quiet weekend.”

After glancing at his mother briefly I then said, “There is an event I’m planning to go to in Madisonville two weeks from tonight.  It’s a charity gala with a dinner, dancing and even an auction and I’m really looking forward to it.”

Raising his eyebrows he said, “Sounds like fun,” and as I looked at Amy, I saw a huge smile come across her face.

“Have you ever been to that type of event Zach?” I asked.

Shaking his head he said, “Can’t say I have.”

“I have an extra ticket if you’re interested.”

Shrugging his shoulders he asked, “Maybe, how much is it?”

Chuckling I shook my head and said, “If you want to go, it’s on me.”

“Really?”

Nodding I said, “Yes.”

“That’s really nice of you giving me a ticket like that for free.”

“Let’s say it’s your payment for escorting me to the gala, okay?”

A huge smile came across his face and he said, “That’s great, thank you so much.”

“You are very welcome.”

After a few moments he said, “What’s the dress?  A suit?  I’m asking because I don’t think I have anything that nice.”

“How about I get you a tux to wear to it?” Amy asked.

“Mom, are you serious?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, every man needs a tux for special occasions, and it’s about time you had one.”

“Thanks mom, you’re the best, and thanks for asking me, Nicole. I appreciate it, and I won’t even drink so I can help drive us back after it’s over.”

Shaking my head, I said, “We are staying at the hotel afterward and will come home the next morning, so you can drink as much as you want, and before you ask, the room is on me.”

“Cool.  I’ll put it on my online calendar for that Saturday night.”

“Thank you so much for being my date Zach.”

“You’re welcome and thanks for asking me, I’ve never been to a fancy ball before.”

“Well now you will be able to say that you have,” I replied.

“Thanks again,” and he headed off down the hall toward his bedroom where he entered and closed the door.

As Amy sat there with a smirk on her face I said, “I know what you’re thinking.”

“You do?”

“Yes.  Let me just say that your son is a kind young man, friend and neighbor who is simply escorting me to the gala, nothing more, as I had two tickets and a hotel room booked and no one to go with, and considering that the first person I had chosen bailed on me, he was nice enough to fill in.”

“What are you going to do as far as sleeping arrangements?  Share the king-sized bed like you and I were going to do?” and she then smiled and waited on my response.

“I will figure something out short of us sleeping in the same bed Miss Smarty Pants.”

With a warm smile she said, “Seriously Nicole, wise cracks aside, I’m glad he’s going with you, and I mean that.  It will be good for him just going on an actual date, even if it’s simply going with you to the dinner and dance and nothing more.  It will give him some experience, which is what he desperately needs.  Plus, it won’t be bad for you either, on the arm of a younger man.”

She was right, the thought of having a good-looking young man as my escort was exciting.  I could just imagine Zach and I sitting at the dinner table along with six other individuals and at some point, someone asks how we know one another with someone potentially asking if I’m his mother.  “No, I’m his date,” and I smile and then lean toward him and place my arm on his back letting them know I am not ashamed and am proud to be there with him.

Nodding I said, “You’re right, it won’t be bad at all.”


Chapter 9

The big day had finally arrived, and I was super excited.  Zach and I left North Point about 1:00 p.m. and it took us just over forty-five minutes to get to Madisonville and considering that check in time was 2:00 p.m. our timing was perfect. 

Heading upstairs we dropped off our luggage and subsequently inspected our accommodations and were not disappointed.  It was perfect since it had two separate bedrooms, each with its own bath plus a large living area, and we were blessed to have it.  After finding out that Amy could not go with me and that Zach would be traveling with me instead, I had called immediately and inquired about alternate accommodations and fortunately landed the suite we now occupied.

Zach and I then left the hotel and set out to explore Madisonville.  When you live in a place like North Point and then visit a larger city, you’re always excited about partaking in all the amenities it offered, and we planned to do just that. 

After a quick lunch in the food court of a shopping center I decided to peruse the stores a bit.  When you’re a girl living in a small town it’s sometimes difficult to get everything that you need, and that was the perfect opportunity for me to do a little shopping.  Zach was a pretty good sport about it and waited patiently while I looked.  Then it was on to a natural history museum where we both enjoyed looking at the wide range of exhibits and I was quite surprised that he found it just as interesting as I did. The more he talked, the more I discovered just how brilliant he truly was.  We had more I common than I thought.  An unusual thing that we did, at Zach’s request, was visit the Madisonville Airport.  There just happened to be a picnic area at the end of one of the sets of runways where you could sit and watch the planes takeoff and land.  Additionally, there was also a speaker where you could listen to the controllers in the tower talking to the aircraft, giving them instructions.  In the end, I was glad he suggested it because it was kind of cool.  The roar of the jet engines did remind me of my active duty days in many ways which now seemed like a lifetime ago. And considering I was another person back then, Timothy, I guess it really was.

The last place we stopped was at a coffee shop where I bought us a couple of drinks and we then sat outside at one of the tables and watched the world go by and chatted.  I had never spent as much time with him as I had that afternoon but had discovered that he was a wonderful young man with a great personality and was lots of fun to be around.  It was undeniable that the more I was around him the more he grew on me, and I could tell the reverse was true as well because he talked more that afternoon than he had during the previous six years that I had known him. I liked the fact that he was warming up to me.

We got back to the room about 5:15 p.m. which was perfect as that gave us plenty of time to get ready. The happy hour didn’t start until 6:30 p.m. which gave us an hour to socialize and partake of adult beverages prior to the dinner at 7:30 p.m. 

Turning on the television we then sat down in the living area and began flicking through the channels, and there were hundreds and still, there was nothing on, story of my life.  He thanked me once again for bringing him and then said if there was ever anything I wanted or needed to just ask.  I then told him that coming along as my escort was payment enough but if he really wanted to repay me, he could dance with me when they fired the music up after the awards ceremony.  A look of embarrassment then came over his face and he told me that he did not know how to dance. I was a bit surprised that he appeared to be so ashamed of something so miniscule.  I then stood up and told him to join me, and he complied.  Taking the remote control to the TV I found a channel playing soft music and gave him a basic lesson in slow dancing, which wasn’t too complex because it was really more like belly rubbing.  While we were slow dancing it was impossible not to notice that we had some chemistry because I really loved the way that he held me in his arms, and I could tell he was enjoying it as well.  Not letting things get too out of hand, I took the remote and turned up the heat and put on some faster stuff and showed him a few basic moves appropriate for the type of music.  He wasn’t going to be Fred Astaire by the time the dance started but would have enough skills to squeak by, or enough for me anyway.

It was 6:24 p.m. as I walked into the living area of the suite, and I was the first to arrive as his bedroom door was still closed as he was apparently still getting dressed.  I had spent a good bit of time getting ready that evening as I wanted to look nice for Zach as I wanted to please him and couldn’t wait for him to see me.  In a little black sequin dress that came about three quarters of the way down to my knees and a pair of open toed mules studded with rhinestones I felt very sexy as I continued to wait patiently.

In a few moments he entered and as I caught sight of him it almost took my breath away as he looked absolutely dashing in his tuxedo.  I had never seen him dressed up before but apparently, he cleaned up well and had transformed from computer nerd to super handsome since I last saw him.

“Wow Zach, you are the most handsome young man I’ve ever seen.”

“Thanks.”

After a few moments of silence as he stared back at me and finally said, “Nicole you are absolutely beautiful.”

“Well thank you Zach,” I replied and then smiled and batted my eyelashes.

Shaking his head he said, “No I mean it, you are just as gorgeous as any movie star I’ve ever seen, just like the ones attending a Hollywood premiere.”

I truly loved the way that he was flattering me, and I was getting a real charge out it as well and the fact that he truly meant it filled me joy and a warm feeling then filled me as I thought of how lucky I was to be spending the evening with a guy who was genuine, and not just trying to get a piece of ass.

Leaving the room, we caught the elevators to the main floor and proceeded to the events section of the hotel and located the ballroom where the AAVC, or American Association of Veterans Charities, was holding their event.  We then checked in with the association representative on duty who thanked us an told us to enjoy the happy hour and that dinner would start in an hour.

With a couple of glasses of wine in hand Zach and I stood off to the side and chatted while watching the other guests arrive, many of them also taking advantage of the open bar just as we had, enjoying the free wine and beer.

While standing there a good looking middle aged couple struck up a conversation with us and very quickly I found myself engaged in a conversation with the lady and Zach with the gentleman.  Apparently, he was a retired Army Major and she was his wife and after twenty years the two of them had decided to settle down in the Madisonville area and he had started his own company ten years ago after retiring.  She told me that she was glad to finally have some roots after two decades of moving around and I told her that was something that I could relate to because that had also been the story of my life until a few short years ago as well.  After a few minutes we wrapped up our conversation and they moved on down the corridor as they saw some other friends also attending the event and wanted to chat with them too.

As Zach stepped closer to me, I asked, “Did you make a new friend?”

“Yeah, he was a super nice guy, and he even gave me his business card?”

“Oh?”

Nodding he said, “He owns a cyber security company right here in Madisonville and I’ve actually heard of them.”

“Really?”

“They’ve got a pretty good reputation and are highly respected, and I’ve actually read a couple of articles on their approach to cybersecurity in the world today and I’ll tell you this, they are no slouches.”

“Perhaps you made a good contact?”

Nodding the said, “The guy asked me what I did, and I told him that I worked as a generalist at the company where I was employed performing a wide range of duties and he then asked about my education. I told him that I had a B.S. in Cybersecurity and an Associates in Software Engineering Technology.  Anyway, he told me that he was always on the lookout for talented people and that I looked and sounded like a sharp guy and if I was interested to send him my resume.  Pretty cool huh?”

“Very cool.  He may snarf you right up, so to speak, as good talent is hard to find in any field.  Are you ready to move to Madisonville?”

Before he could respond a soft female voice came over the public address system and asked for all guests to please take their seats in the dining room and that dinner would be served shortly.  Then smiling at me Zach extended his arm and as he did, I smiled as it was clear he was getting more and more comfortable with me.  Slipping my arm through his he then led me into the ballroom where we found our table and sat down in our assigned seats.

In addition to me and Zach, there were four other individuals sitting with us at the table set for eight including a retired Marine Lt. Colonel and his Mrs. as well as a local businessman and his younger wife, who was at least twenty years his junior.  It was one of those situations where you tried to strike up conversations and you just couldn’t get one going, at least with the jarhead and his bride anyway, but the other couple was a little more willing to converse.  His name was Riley and he told us that he was forty-one years old, despite the fact that we didn’t even ask.  Apparently, he owned a pharmacy on the outskirts of Madisonville and was accompanied by his wife whose name was Jenny, and they flat out told us that she was exactly twenty years younger than him.  I think the reason was they were attracted to us was because it was apparent that just like them, we too were a May to December couple. 

After dinner finished there was an awards ceremony and a number of plaques were handed out to individuals as well as corporate sponsors who had contributed to the charity over the past year whether via monetary donations or otherwise, but mostly cold hard cash. 

When that was finished it was onto the dancing and after convincing Zach to get out of his chair and boogie with me, I was quite impressed as he was really getting into it.  It was clear that the butterfly was emerging from his shell, which he had clearly been in for too long, and he was loving it.  After a couple of fast songs, it was onto a few slow ones, and we were still standing on the dance floor as the first one came on.  Zach looked at me, smiled and asked, “Pretty lady, may I have this dance?”

Placing my hand in the center of my chest because I was so moved at how his words touched me, I could not speak and simply nodded and he then took my hand, pulled me close and we then began dancing, very slowly.  Now that I was now in his arms I felt a sense of comfort, one that only a woman knows when she’s being held by someone she is attracted to and cares for and knows that he feels the same way. 

As we moved together on the dance floor, ever so slowly, I just happened to catch a whiff of his musk and as I inhaled, it almost instantly had the most incredible euphoric effect upon me, one which was almost primal in nature.  At that very moment every fiber of my being felt alive, and more than I had ever experienced, and as I looked up at him, I wanted nothing more than to be close to him and then pulled him slightly closer and leaned my head against his chest.

I could feel that he was looking down at me and as I glanced upward our eyes met and we both smiled, and I knew in my heart that he was having the same feelings for me as I was him.  At that moment I wanted nothing more than for him to kiss me and as I circled my tongue gently to moisten my lips, I continued to gaze at him with my mouth half open hoping he would take my que.  Then remembering he needed a little help with certain social and/or romantic queues I bit my lower lip and then smiled at him and then reached up and took hold of both of lapels and pulled slightly downward while at the same time standing on my tiptoes, all the while gazing into his eyes. 

Seeing that he was now leaning slightly closer I pulled harder on his lapels and moments later our lips finally met and as his flesh pressed against mine, I was filled with a sense of warmth as the sensation was just as spectacular as I had imagined it would be.  Pulling back, he looked down at me and smiled and I said, “Zach, that was very nice,” and I then leaned my head against his chest, and we continued dancing.

It was midnight and as the clock struck twelve the music stopped and the band stopped playing, formally signaling the end of the gala as the party was finally over.  Zach and I caught the elevator and headed upstairs and upon entering our suite I kicked my shoes off and plopped down on the couch and said, “What a night.”

As he sat down beside me, I said, “I hope you had a good time.”

Smiling he said, “Are you kidding?  It was great, almost like a fairy tale, except for the fact that I was the prince,” and as he finished, we laughed at his comment.

“Want to watch a little TV?” I asked.

“Maybe, what about you?”

“Sure.”

“Oh, Nicole, would you be okay if I put on a pair of lounge pants and a t-shirt because I’m about ready to get out of this monkey suit.”

“That’s a good idea, and I may do the same, oh, and by the way, you looked extremely handsome wearing that monkey suit, so much in fact that I’m amazed all those women didn’t carry you off to have their way with you.”

Chuckling he said, “Thanks Nicole, but I was already with the best-looking woman there,” and he entered his bedroom and closed the door.

Heading into my suite I took off my dress and undergarments so I could put on my pajamas as well, and at the moment in time I had a decision to make, to put on a matronly nightgown and end this trip on a simple note where we’d had a nice outing and return home the next morning.  Or was I going to wear something that showed a little more of what I had been blessed with and give into the desires racing through my heart and soul as every fiber of my being was burning for him as it never had for anyone before.  It was like my body, as well as my spirit, were on fire and the only thing that could extinguish the flame was him taking me for his own selfish pleasure, of which I would freely give myself.  His physical gratification would also alleviate mine but more importantly my greatest longing was to satisfy him and that in itself would fulfill my soul as I wanted nothing more than to please him and for him to be happy, and more importantly capture his heart.

Opening the door, I looked into the living area and saw him sitting on the couch in his red t-shirt and gray lounge pants watching TV while also playing on his mobile device, apparently engrossed in both as so many young people are in the modern age.

As he saw me walking toward him, he stopped everything he was doing as I clearly had his full attention, which was the effect I had been going for as in the end I had put on sleepwear which was a bit more suggestive than a matronly nightgown like one’s grandmother would wear.  Knowing this opportunity was more than likely going to present itself during this trip I had gone online and ordered a very special nightie which I knew would turn his head as no man in his right mind would be able to resist.

Now before him in my new red V-Neck satin lace mini teddy which was just barely containing my breasts I stood there looking at him and then grinned and asked, “Mind if I join you?”

His eyes were wide, and he eventually spat out, “Oh, uh, yeah, sure,” and I sat down beside him on the couch and then tucked my legs up under myself and put my hand on his shoulder and asked, “Whatcha watching?”

By glancing at the screen, it was clear what he was watching, an adult comedy about several foul mouth young kids who lived in a small white bread mountain town somewhere, I think it was called North Point, no wait, that’s where I live.  Maybe it was South something?  Anyway, it didn’t matter because I was hoping I could get his attention so we could potentially spend some quality time together.

Offering me the remote I said, “No, it’s okay, I just like sitting her with you and will watch whatever you’re interested in,” and I then shot him a big warm smile and edged a little closer toward him.

Despite the fact that he had kissed me earlier in the evening and that I had let him, he was just sitting there watching TV and diddling on his smartphone, occasionally looking over at me and smiling before returning his eyes to the boob tube, and I was wondering why he wasn’t tuning into mine instead.  However, I knew the answer, he wanted to but wasn’t sure if I would be receptive, despite what I was wearing and that I was cozying up to him.  Glancing at his lounge pants I could see that though I hadn’t distracted him from the television but I had gotten his attention in another department and it was clear that he was rock hard by the bulge in his pajama bottoms.  No matter, he was still a little slow on the uptake, and I was going to have to help him once again, but I suspected that I wouldn’t have to put in too much effort with what I had just observed.

“Zach, can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“I was wondering if I should get a new smartphone or not.  The one I have works but is a bit older.  What kind do you have?”

He instantly slid back and smiled at me, then raising his right leg to conceal the one in the middle that had sprung to life he then began showing me his mobile device and explaining all the features to me.  Despite the fact I was not interested I acted as though I was all the while using a series of phrases including cool, neat, wow, really, and so forth to make him think I truly did care about his stupid phone.

Acting like I was trying to see the screen of his phone better I scooted right up next to him and then said, “Yes, I can see exactly what you’re talking about,” and then added, “Zach, you’re so smart, and I appreciate you taking the time out of your schedule to come with me on this trip as I am sure that you had lots of other things that you would have rather done such as going out with a girl closer to your age versus me, an older woman for who you were more or less doing a favor.  Anyway, I appreciate you being my date for the gala, and it felt so good walking through that door with a good looking man like you and I’m sure that every woman in that ballroom wished they were on your arm as I was.  As I said, thanks, it meant a lot.”

With a serious look on his face he said, “You know Nicole, I don’t date all that much.”

Acting surprised I said, “You don’t?”

Shaking his head he said, “No, I don’t.”

“I’m certainly sorry to hear that because all those young women out there have no idea what they’re missing out on because you’re a fantastic young guy.”

Grinning he said, “Thanks for saying that, Nicole, but the truth is that I’m a little awkward when it comes to girls because I always feel uncomfortable around them because I just don’t know what to say or end up blurting out something stupid.  That’s the reason my social calendar is not full, and the girls are not lined up around the corner waiting on me.”

“I think you’re a great guy Zach,” and sat there peering into his eyes before adding, “If that makes a difference.”

A huge smile came to his face, and he said, “It does.  And by the way, what you just said about me wanting to be out with younger girls tonight instead of you,” he then paused and looked down briefly before returning his eyes to me and then said, “That’s not true, not true at all.  Nicole you’re one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen and there’s no one I would rather have spent this weekend with than you.  Also, when we walked into that ballroom earlier you couldn’t have been any prouder than I was because I had the most gorgeous girl in the world on my arm, and it was almost like Cinderella for me in a way, because a doofy kid like me from North Point had a date with a girl that looked like you.  After so many years of feeling like a social reject because I couldn’t hold a conversation with a girl, I finally felt like I was normal and the feeling was fantastic, and I owe it all to you.”

As he finished speaking, I thought I was going to burst into tears as what he had said truly had touched my soul and for two reasons.  One, he spoke of how incredibly beautiful I was and how proud he was to have had me as his date, and for a good looking young man to feel that way about me warmed my heart and also gave me an incredible ego boost.  Secondly, he spoke of how he had always been socially awkward and unable to talk to girls and the fact that he had suffered with that for so long really broke my heart and at that moment I suspected that even Amy didn’t know how bad he had felt about it over the years.  The fact that he no longer felt like a social reject and felt normal as a result of having a woman that looked like me also struck a chord with me, and I was glad that I had made him happy and had brought a little joy into his life.

“Gosh Zach, it’s hard to know what to say after hearing all that, but I do know one thing, you’re a great guy and I really like you, and that’s not going to change,” and I smiled warmly at him.

“Thanks Nicole. I really like you too, and you know what I like best?  You accept me just as I am.  You’re the first woman aside from my mom ….”

Cutting in I said, “And she doesn’t count.”

Chuckling he said, “Right, she doesn’t.  You know I’ve got a few guys friends that I hang with some and they’re pretty cool, but when it comes to meeting girls it’s somehow different, and it always has been.  Anyway, you’re the first woman I have ever known who has truly treated me like I’m somebody and makes me feel normal, and even more than that gets me.”

“That’s very sweet of you to say Zach, and I feel the exact same way about you.”

Sitting there looking at me he said, “I don’t mean to stare Nicole, but you are so beautiful,” and he looked away momentarily as though he had done something wrong.

“Zach,” I said and then took my hand and placed it on the side of face and gently turned his head toward me and then added, “I like you looking at me and as far as I’m concerned you can gaze at me all you want, unless you find me unattractive?”

Shaking his head he said, “Oh no, that’s not the case at all.”

I then reached over and took the remote control and his cell phone away from him and set them down on the cushion to my right and then climbed on top and straddled him and as I did, I could feel his manhood beneath his pants still at full mast.  Putting my arms around his neck I smiled and said, “Just so there won’t be any miscommunication, I love the way you look at me, and just can seem to get enough of your big beautiful brown eyes as they are drop dead gorgeous just like you.”

As we gazed into one another’s eyes we smiled warmly at one another and a few seconds later began to kiss passionately and the touch of his flesh against mine filled me with a sensation that I had never imagined possible, and that was the beginning of my relationship with Zach, my best friend’s son, and now, my lover.


Chapter 10

Walking through the front door of my house early the next afternoon, I dropped my overnight bag on the floor and set my handbag down on the entryway table and it felt good to be home.  I had not slept well the night before and never had when I was away from home, and the fact that Zach and I had stayed up late having sex did not help matters. Due to those two factors I was tired, but very physically satisfied.

The night before my fantasies about being with a younger man had finally come to fruition and had been just as fulfilling as I had imagined and was as basic and primal as I had dreamed it would be.  In my lustful thoughts I had envisioned Zach mounting me and pounding me relentlessly without mercy as he took me for his own selfish pleasure.  As he continues hammering me, I lay there whimpering and begging for more as each thrust fills me with delight that I never thought possible.  After several minutes I know he is ready as I can feel the tip of his member, now swollen to capacity deep inside me and is ready for relief that only my womanhood can grant.  At long last he releases and as he does the expression on his face changes to one of contentment as well as fulfillment and he empties himself deep inside me as though it is his right.  As he collapses on top of me, I wrap my arms around him content in the knowledge that I have satisfied his physical cravings, the ones that burn in every man, that only a woman has the power the quench.

He told me afterward that I was his first, which I already knew based on his previous comments.  Our first time out of the gates he lasted about forty-five seconds and then looked at me with great shame and said he was sorry.  This was something that I understood all too well because I had been a man myself and there were times where you were just super excited and couldn’t hold it, but I’d never fired that quickly.  Okay, maybe a minute and a half, but not forty-five seconds.  Anyway, I chuckled and told him it was okay because practice makes perfect, and as the night went on his performance improved as he brought me to climax multiple times, plus I faked a couple of others.  It’s a girl thing.

Zach told me that he liked how smooth I was and that he thought it was a total turn on and I was glad to hear that because I wanted to please him.  In preparation for the trip, I had gotten waxed clean a couple of days prior, just in case something came up, pardon the expression.  After we got our clothes off, I noticed that he himself had no hair, and yes, I’m talking about down there and as I nodded my head, I commented on how well groomed he was.  Now, I had been with a number of men ranging from too hairy all the way to a couple whose bodies were completely hair free with the exception of what looked like a well manicured wi-fi symbol in their pubic region, but this was my first hair free guy.  When I asked why he decided to go bare his response was, “Why not?  All the porn stars do it.”  Later, I did visit a few of the more popular adult sites and found he was right on the money and that every guy on them was just as well groomed as the girls, showing me that I needed to start keeping up with the times a little better.

After a full night of making love we showered, got dressed and headed home and on the way back stopped at Global House of Waffles, a local chain that had a pretty good breakfast menu.  The two of us ate like there was no tomorrow as we were famished from all of the energy we had burned the night before.  Finally arriving at home, we pulled into my driveway, had a passionate kiss while sitting in the car and that’s my story.

Hearing a peck on the glass I turned and saw it was Amy and I motioned for her to enter.  As she stepped inside, she said, “Welcome home.”

“Thank you.”

“Did you have a good time?”

Hmmm, at that point I was wondering if she was wanting to know if I had a good time or if I’d had a wink, wink, good time, so I said, “Yes, it was quite nice, and your Zach is a wonderful young gentleman.”

“Thank you for saying that and I think he had a nice time as well.  He bebopped into the house with a spring in his step as I’ve never seen and when I asked how it went, he said fantastic.”

Bobbing my head from side to side I said, “He’s right, it was fantastic.”

With a grin on her face she said, “Nicole, I’m not going to pry, so let’s go ahead and get that out of the way, but do you think he picked up any socialization skills during the trip?  If you don’t mind me asking?”

Nodding I said, “Well, he spent an afternoon with me shopping and sightseeing, attended a happy hour and socialized with people there as well as at the table, and then danced with me until the party ended at midnight.  Yep, I think he did.”

“That’s great.  Anyway, I’ll get on out of here and let you get unpacked and get settled in, and I’ll talk to you later.”

“Okay, thanks Amy.”

She then headed toward the front door where she let herself out and subsequently walked down the steps following the walkway back to the sidewalk.

Standing there grinning I knew what she was doing, fishing for information to see how it went.  I suspected she had seen us kiss in the car when we arrived so in essence she already knew.  Now, she knew I wasn’t going to say anything, but she wanted to see what I would say, as that might lead to additional clues and unless Zach said something she wasn’t going to know, at least in the short term.  Personally, if I had been her, I’m not sure that I would want to know if my best friend and son had slept together the night before.  However, it was clear that she didn’t have any sexual hang ups regarding her son, and it was important to her for him to eventually take a wife and lead a normal life, and she was obviously wanted to make sure that happened.  Personally, I don’t know if I would have been that open minded about my kid.  But then again who am I to pass judgement because I just spent the previous night helping her with her plan, though not intentionally as what I had done was all for me, but she had opened the door.

Anyway, she would know soon enough because now that Pandora’s Box had been opened it wasn’t going to close anytime soon and I had every intention of letting Zach walk next door and visit me anytime and every time that he wanted.  The more I thought about it I finally decided that I wasn’t going to sneak around and keep it a secret, and why should we?


Chapter 11

The next three months felt like the most exciting time in my life as Zach and I were involved in a love affair that seemed to fill my heart and soul as I had never dreamed possible.  He was at my house nearly all of the time and I had even cleared out some space in my closet as well as my dresser so he could store some clothing and personal effects as he usually spent most nights with me.

In addition to making lots of love, and we did plenty of that as the two of us were in heat and banging like bunnies, we also did a variety of other things together including taking a couple of weekend trips, going out to dinner or lunch together, as well as even going to the movies a few times.  However, a lot of the time we just liked spending time with one another at the house and would stream a movie, or even cook dinner together.

I felt more complete that I ever had in my life, and I was madly in love with Zach, just as much as he was with me, as he filled my heart with song and my soul with delight.  This was the kind of relationship I had envisioned and was the one you read about in fairy tales where you live happily ever after, something I could see myself doing with him.

Amy and I eventually had a conversation about mine and Zach’s relationship as it was obvious that the two of us were an item, and she said that even though neither of us needed it that we both had her full approval.  She also said that we were the two people on planet Earth that she loved the most and promised to stay out of our business just as she had agreed when we’d had dinner together three and a half months prior.  We even joked about me becoming her daughter-in-law and her being my mother-in-law and agreed that if that ended up being the case at least there would be no awkward introductions because everybody already knew and liked one another.

It was a quiet Saturday afternoon and Amy just happened to be over at my house having coffee and as usual we were chatting away when all of a sudden Zach pecked on the storm door and then entered.  Walking over to me he gave me a kiss and said, “Hi babe.”

“Hey sweetie,” I replied, “Please have a seat.  Would you like a cup of coffee?”

“Oh, no thanks,” and he subsequently sat down and said, “I’m glad my two favorite girls are here because I want to talk to you about something.”

“Sounds exciting,” I said.

“It is.  Remember when we went to that gala in Madisonville and that guy gave me his card?”

“Yes, I certainly do.”

“Anyway, I emailed him my resume and had a phone interview as well as a teleconference with the hiring team and they offered me a job as Assistant Director of I.T.”

“That’s great sweetie,” Amy said.

“Yes, it is, that’s wonderful,” and I got up and walked around the table and gave him a hug and a kiss and said, “Congratulations.”

Bobbing his head from side to side he said, “Well, despite the fact that it’s a nice job, with a considerable pay raise, I’m not sure that I’m going to take it.”

“What?  His mom said, “You’ve worked so hard at building your career and you’re going to turn it down?  Are you kidding?  Why not?”

“There’s only one thing holding me back from taking it,” and then looking dead at me he asked, “Nicole, if I take it will you move to Madisonville with me, because I don’t want us to be apart.”

Barely able to respond I said, “Zach I don’t know what to say, this is all so sudden, and I don’t even know how to respond.  It sounds like a nice position, especially for a young man who is early in his career, so I don’t think you should make any rash decisions, especially about turning it down, because it sounds like a dream job.”

Shaking his head he said, “If you hadn’t taken me to the gala that night I would never have even known about the job, and besides, if I can’t be with you, the position and the money mean nothing to me.”

Amy then shook her head and stood up and said, “I think I’m going to head back to the house.”

“You don’t have to leave Amy, we can all talk about this together, we’re all family here,” I said.

With a somewhat serious look on her face she said, “Right, and so it will stay that way this is where I need to step out and let you guys hash this out because this is one of those cases where mother needs to let her grown son live his own life and make his own decisions, as bad as it hurts.  See you two later,” and she then walked out the front door and down the front porch steps, the door closing slowly behind her.

Looking dead at me he once again asked, “What do you think?  Will you go with me?”

“Zach ….”

“Nicole, I know I’ve not said it, but I love you so much and don’t want to be without you, not even for one day, and am asking you to come with me.  Please.”

Sniffling I said, “Zach, I love you too, and more than you can possibly imagine, after being alone for so long I finally found you as well as happiness that I never thought possible.”

“Then come with me, there’s nothing holding you here.”

After a few moments I said, “Oh God, I don’t know what to do.”

“It’s easy, just go with me.  We can get a house and everything.  Anything you want I’ll do because I love you Nicole and want you with me and want to make you happy, just as much as you’ve made me.”

Looking downward and then back up I said, “As much as I want you in my life and want to say yes, I need to think about it.  Will you promise to let me do that and then respect my decision afterward?”

With a somber look on his face, he nodded and said, “I promise Nicole.  But I also promise that if you come with me, I will make you the happiest woman on Earth.”

“You already do Zach, you already do.”

**********

The next day was Sunday, and the longest one I could remember as I spent the entire day thinking about going to Madisonville with Zach and had tried to weigh the good and bad, the pluses and minuses, as well as the undeniable fact that I loved him more than I ever had anyone in my life.

That evening he came over at my request and we sat down in the living room with a couple of cups of coffee and began to discuss the topics at hand which were, one, do I go with him to Madisonville, and two, if I don’t, does he turn down the position?

“Zach to use a computer type term I want you to know that over the past day I’ve dedicated all my runtime to making a decision,” and I then smiled, and he chuckled and said, “Well I can’t ask more than that,” and then added, “And I hope you’re ready to come with me.”

Shaking my head I said, “For two decades of my life I moved every couple of years, home being where my head hit the pillow each night.  As I approached retirement, I swore to myself that I was going to find a place to call home and put down some roots because I just couldn’t keep doing what I had been because I was tired and ready to settle down in one place.  Zach, I can’t go with you to Madisonville, and it breaks my heart in two telling you this, and I am so sorry because I love you so much, and as a matter of fact more than I ever have any human being, but I just can’t move again.”

Nodding, he looked down and then back up at me and said, “I can appreciate that, and I respect your decision and would never want you to force you to move to Madisonville if that causes you to not be happy.  I think the best thing to do is turn down the position because there’s no one more important to me than you Nicole and I want to stay here in North Point with you.”

“Zach, as bad as it’s going to hurt, I think the best thing for you to do is take the job.”

“What?  Are you kidding?  Nicole, I can’t believe you even said that.”

“In some ways I can’t either but hear me out.  You and I both love one another, of that there is no question, but it’s also true that we are each at different places in our lives too.  Look at me, I’m over forty and already retired from a career and ready to settle down after a lifetime of moving around.  You on the other hand are just getting started with yours and have a long highway ahead of you before you get to where I am.  Zach, you have to take career opportunities when they are presented, and let me ask you this, if you turn that job down how long will it be before you land another sweet gig like it?  Just answer me that?”

After a few moments of silence he said, “But Nicole, none of that matters if I can’t be with ….”

Cutting him off I said, “Zach, I know how you feel, but please, please, answer my question.  How long will it be before you, a twenty-six year old, gets offered a job as assistant director of an I.T. department?  How long Zach?”

After a long silence he said, “I don’t know.”

“Zach, sometimes in this life you have to be selfish, and this is one of those times because you have to take this job, and if you don’t you will regret your decision, and if something ended up happening between me and you at some point and we were not together you would resent me.  This is a big opportunity and when a door like this opens you have to take it.”

“But Nicole, you’re not listening to me, the most important thing in the world is you, and if I don’t have that I have nothing.”

“Why can’t you have both?”

“What do you mean?”

“Take the job, get a small apartment in Madisonville, and come home to North Point on weekends.”

“But that won’t be the same Nicole, because we won’t get to see one another every day like we have been.”

“Zach, we won’t be finished, we will simply be in a geographically imperfect relationship.  Look, you’ll get up a little earlier than usual on Monday mornings, drive into Madisonville, work through Friday afternoon, and return here and spend about two and half days with me.  That way you can have the best of both worlds.”

“You make it sound easy.”

Chuckling I said, “It’s not rocket science dude.”

Looking down at the floor and then back up he said, “If you weren’t willing to go with me, I was going to turn it down but now, you’ve actually got me thinking about this.”

“Sweetie you’ve got to do this, and you know it, and don’t worry, I’ll be here waiting on you every single Friday night as you pull in the driveway.  Remember, I love you, and nothing on Earth can change that.  So, promise me you’re not going to turn it down?”

After a long pause he said, “How about I go ahead and give it a try.  After all, it may not even work out, but I should at least give it a shot, right?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, and you’re going to do great in your new job, I just know it.”

As I finished speaking, he kissed me passionately and then lay me down on the couch and made love to me, and as our bodies moved together, I enjoyed every single moment of his flesh against mine.  However, part of me feared that his promotion might bring changes, perhaps ones that would even strip him away from me, but I had no choice as it was his time to fly.  It was just like the old saying, If you love something set it free, if it comes back it is your, and if it does not it never was, but deep inside I was praying it would, but only time would tell.


Chapter 12

Zach ended up taking the job in Madisonville and absolutely loved it and was glad that I had talked him into it because it was a massive jump up the career ladder, and those opportunities don’t come around very often.

Every single Friday about 6:00 p.m. he would arrive home and stay at my house for the entire weekend and we would make up for lost time, not only in the sack but in general as we absolutely loved spending time together.  It seemed like this semi long distance relationship was going to work out and the two of us were very pleased as it seemed like all of his initial worrying had been for nothing.

A few months passed and he was soon missing a weekend here and there and staying Madisonville for one reason or another whether it was work or doing something with new friends.  I totally got that as it was completely normal as he was finally branching out and expanding his friendship base just as he had needed to do.

Over the next few months his visits home were getting even less frequent than they had before.  He would always text me and say he was busy but would be coming to North Point soon, but I couldn’t help but worry that we were growing apart as he had started to build a life in Madisonville, and I feared the worst.

It had been seven months since he had left and another weekend had come and gone without him returning home to North Point, and by that point I feared the handwriting was on the wall as even his text messages were less and less frequent as well as short.  Then late one Sunday afternoon about 5:00 p.m. he knocked on the door and as I saw him through the glass I ran, opened it, and threw my arms around him and kissed him, and his lack of response said it all right there.

As we sat down in the living room, he told me he had something to tell me, which he had wanted to do via text message, but his mom told him that would not be appropriate, so he drove in, and as he completed his words, I feared the worst as I knew what was coming.  He told me that he had met a young lady a few months back who just happened to be his age, twenty-seven, and they were quite serious, and he wanted to ask her to marry him.  By then tears were flowing down my cheeks and I was bawling like a baby as it was clear that I had lost him, just as he said I would, by making the decision not to go to Madisonville.

He said that he didn’t mean for it to happen, but it just did and that he hadn’t met her at a club or anything but at the mailbox at the apartment complex where he lived as she lived in the next building over.  They quickly became friends and they soon discovered they had a lot in common and before they knew it, they were in love.

Zach then went on to tell me that he loved me and always would, and that he hoped that I wouldn’t hate him because I had done so much for him as I had given him the confidence to feel comfortable talking to and being around other females and without me, he would be nothing.  Finally, he told me that I would always be his first true love and would never forget me, and then kissed me on the cheek and told me that I would always have a place in his heart and that he loved me, despite the fact that I probably didn’t love him any longer.  And at that moment it was true, and I was glad I didn’t have a 9mm laying around because I would probably have shot him and then myself.

A few minutes passed by and the next thing I knew Amy was knocking on the door and I motioned for her to come on in.  She sat down beside me on the couch and as she did, I burst into tears once again, and she immediately put her arms around me until I was all cried out.

Finally regaining a little composure, I sat there sniffling and after a few moments said, “Oh God Amy, it hurts so bad, I just can’t stand it.”

Nodding she said, “I know honey.”

“You know that I do appreciate you not letting him break up with me by text.”

“He called me earlier and brought me up to speed on everything going on in his personal life over in Madisonville and I had no idea that he even had a girlfriend as he’d even kept it from me.  He then told me that he needed to tell you that it was over, and he really hated doing so, and he was going to send you a text.  I told him that he would do no such thing.  After all you had done for him and considering how much you loved and cared for him, he needed to be a man and do it in person and if he sent that text message he didn’t even need to bother coming back to North Point because he wasn’t staying at my house.”

“You’re a tough chick.”

“When I need to be.”

Despite the fact that I was feeling very blue and wanted to be alone and cry in my beer, or wine glass rather, Amy ended up spending the night with me, and we had a girl’s night in, which was exactly what I needed.  I was crushed as Zach had been the greatest love I had ever known as a woman and my heart felt as though it had been smashed into a million pieces and my soul ached as it never had before.  It was clear that my road to recovery would be a long and painful one, and that I would live, despite the fact that I didn’t want to, because all I wanted to do was lay down and die, as that itself might relieve my suffering.


Chapter 13

Fortunately, I lived and before I knew it another week had passed and it was Friday night and Amy and I drove down to Four Points as she was taking me out for dinner at The ChopHouse, the nicest restaurant in the Four Points area, and after a rough week I was ready for a night out.

Sitting in the bar waiting on our table we chatted, just as two friends do, especially girlfriends, after one of them as had a major heartbreak, as there is always a lot to talk about.

“You seem to be doing better,” she said.

Nodding I said, “I am, you know what they said, time is the great healer.”

“Nicole, I feel totally responsible for all this. It is truly all my fault.  If it hadn’t been for me and my bright idea of having Zach hook up with an older woman to give him some experience none of this would have happened.  I’m really a terrible friend and wouldn’t blame you if you never spoke to me again.”

Nodding I said, “You’re right, why don’t you put your house up for sale and leave?”

Surprised at my response she said, “What?”

Chuckling I said, “I’m just kidding.  Amy, don’t beat up on yourself too bad, you know the old saying that it takes two to tango?”

“Yes, I do.”

“I’m just as much to blame as you.”

Pointing at me she asked, “You are just as much to blame as me?  Do you have a martyr complex or something?  How’s that?”

“I have a confession to make.  For some time, I’d had my eye on Zach and couldn’t help but notice how cute he was, and I was very attracted to him.  However, because of the age difference plus the fact that you and I are best friends it was a hands-off situation, and all I could do was love him from afar, so to speak, and that’s exactly what I did.”

Leaning forward she smiled and said, “And that night at The Bleu Olive when I mentioned that what he needed was an older woman ….”

Nodding I said, “And you wanted to sign me up for the job?  Exactly, you opened the door to all of it and all I had to do was walk on through.  At that moment, I realized that the thought and feelings that I had been having about him were not so far out of reach at all, especially since I had your full blessing.  So, you see, there’s no reason for you to feel guilty at all, because I wasn’t as big a victim as you think I was.”

“Wow.  That was the last response I was expecting,” she said.

“I figured that you and I are good enough friends where I could share that with you.”

“Nicole, you are I are damn good friends.  After all, how many girlfriends can talk about fixing their son up with the other to break him in, and the other one admits she’s been fancying him anyway.  Here’s to best friends forever,” and we held up our glasses, clicked them together, and took a sip of our respective drinks.

“In the back of my mind I guess I always knew the deck was stacked against me and Zach and that it was all going to be temporary anyway as we were truly at different places in our lives.”

After a few moments I added, “God Amy, I’m really going to miss him, and I still love him so much.  I was so crazy about your son that I was actually starting to think I would be able to spend my life with him, as his wife, and maybe even have kids.”

Pausing I then said, “I’m sure I sound quite foolish Amy.  I was too old for him in the first place, and here I sit, a silly middle-aged woman pining over a young man.  I feel ridiculous and need to start acting my age.”

“Oh honey, no you’re not and don’t ever say that because dreams and love are what keep us going and when we lose that we have no reason to get out of bed in the morning. So please don’t every think or say anything like that.  After all, Zach still thinks you’re a babe, despite the fact that you’re not going out any longer.”

We laughed at her comment, and I then asked, “Really?”

She nodded and said, “Yes, but I never told you that,” and she then added, “And by the way, I would have loved having you as my daughter in law, and if he breaks up with his girlfriend, who I’m sure I won’t like, the offer still stands,” and she extended her hand and we shook, and I said “Deal.”

Our conversation was suddenly interrupted as we felt a presence beside us and as we looked up and saw a very well dressed and distinguished looking middle-aged man at our table and he extended his hand to both of us and introduced himself as Jeff.  I was captivated by him as he had the most brilliant blue eyes which were a unique shade of Mediterranean blue that I had never seen before.  On top of that he had a full head of beautiful brown hair without a speck of gray in it, which I found unusual as he was at least ten years older than me, or so I thought.

“Good to meet you, Jeff.  Are you the manager here?” I asked.

“There’s a full-time manager that runs the place, but in a way, I am. I’m the owner.”

Amy and I looked at one another briefly and nodded and I then added, “Well Jeff, we are looking forward to dining with you tonight, as I hear your food is incredible.”

“You are too kind, Miss?”

“Just call me Nicole, oh and this is my friend Amy.”

“Pleased to meet you both.  By the way, we are doing a wine tasting at the end of the bar and I was wondering if one or both of you would like to join me and I promise it won’t take too much time and you will be able to start your dinner as planned.”

“That’s nice of you to offer, but no thanks because we’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

Smiling he said, “Sure, but if you change your mind I will be right over there,” and he walked back toward the bar.

As he walked away Amy said, “I think he likes you.”

“Oh?  And why do you say that?”

“Women’s intuition.”

“I’ve never had much of that.”

I didn’t tell her why, but didn’t need to, right?

“You’ve probably got more than you think.  Anyway, I’m not kidding, I think he digs you, the way he was gawking at you.  I can tell.  Oh, and by the way, he’s a physician.”

“How do you know that?”

“Girl, in the greater Four Points area everybody often knows everybody else’s business, like it or not.”

“Including the fact that I’ve just had a relationship with a younger man?”

“That level of data, mm hm, only North Point people will know and care about something like that, so not to worry, Dr. Good Thighs standing over at the bar won’t know or care a bit.”

“Amy, it’s only been a week and I’m still trying to patch my heart back together as it was just blasted to smithereens.  Can’t I at least wait until next week?”

“You know what they say girl?”

“What’s that?”

“The best way to get over a man is to get under another one,” and as she finished speaking, I burst into laughter.

“Oh Amy, you kill me,” I said as I continued laughing.

As we sat there, I looked up at the bar I noted that Jeff was still standing there talking to the bartender, then looking back at Amy I said, “Maybe it won’t hurt if I try a couple of samples of their newest wines.”

She smiled and said, “Take your time, I will be right her waiting.”

Arriving at the bar I stood right next to Jeff and said, “Now, tell me more about these wines you were talking about earlier,” and he smiled and said, “It would be my pleasure Nicole, let’s start with this Cabernet made in Sonoma that just arrived today, which I’m sure you will love,” and he proceeded to pour some into a wine glass as he continued talking.

As I glanced over at Amy she smiled and then winked at me and gave me a quick nod and then turning my attention back to Jeff I was suddenly struck by how handsome he truly was.  As he looked at me with his big beautiful blue eyes, I could tell that he fancied me, just as Amy had said and as the thought ran through my mind, I thought to myself, well, he seems like a nice guy, and he’s clearly got more than two pennies to rub together, plus he’s very handsome.  At that moment I suddenly felt a little better and it seemed that some of the heartbreak I had been suffering had subsided, at least for the moment; and I knew one thing, that my true love was still out there.  Maybe it wasn’t necessarily him, but I did know that my soul mate was awaiting me, and now all I had to do was find him. 
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