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Chapter 1

“I love you, Daniel.”

“Love you too baby,” I replied to my girlfriend Jenna before pressing the end call button on my cell phone and then setting it down on my desk.

She and I had been going out for about five months and I was really digging her because what was there not to like!  Jenna was 5’5, had black hair and dark brown eyes, and all the right curves in all the right places.  Plus, she had the best personality I’d ever seen in a young female, well, one that I was dating anyway.  Traditionally it seemed that most girls I had dated always seemed to have a mental disorder of some sort including jealousy, possessiveness, substance abuse, bad with money, needy, dramatic, paranoid, and some just plain old insane.  If I’ve left anything out, fill it in here _________.  However, the point I was trying to make was that she was different and that’s what I liked about her. She seemed well balanced in just about every area of life.  Based on everything I had seen thus far Jenna was definitely the kind of girl that you would want to take home to mother, and if everything continued as it has been, I was going to suggest that soon.

I met her at a party a friend of mine had thrown at his house just over five months ago, and it was like at first sight and I remembered it well.  As I stood there looking across the room at her, practically in a trance because she was so beautiful, she finally noticed me and smiled.  Eventually, I approached her and tried to make small talk and she still seemed a bit standoffish but she was cordial, leaving me with the impression that she didn’t really care for me as she was definitely not overfriendly.  However, after turning on the old Daniel charm she never stood a chance and quickly began to warm up to me and by the end of the evening, it seemed that we had really hit it off.  I asked her out about a week later and the rest was history as we had been seeing one another regularly since.

Walking out of the office, I headed back into the warehouse since there was some additional work I wanted to get done before going home for the evening.  If all went well, I would hopefully be able to test the project I had been working on so diligently for a year and a half over the next couple of days.  I was super excited at the prospect of flicking the on switch and seeing it all come to life and if it was successful, it would be groundbreaking, to say the least, plus it would be my lifelong vision fulfilled.  You are probably wondering, what is this guy talking about?  Let me start at the beginning and bring you up to speed so it will all make sense.

Upon graduating high school, I attended Middle State Technical University on a full scholarship where I worked on my B.S. in Physics and graduated four years later.  Following that, I was accepted into their doctorate program and received my Ph.D. three years later.  Afterward, I had the good fortune of being offered a job as a teaching assistant with the school which I gladly accepted.  My preference would have been to have started as a professor but those positions are difficult to come by and I had to start somewhere.  Plus, it beat working as a waiter, which I had done plenty of while in school. In the end, I was glad to get the position and felt with hard work I would move up eventually.

I enjoyed my position at the university and really liked everyone that I worked with as I was getting to do what I enjoyed most which was talking about physics.  However, after a couple of years on the job, I was beginning to grow restless and was ready to move up the career ladder, at least a little.  Unfortunately, every member of the professorial staff in the physics department at the school was tenured and on top of that was still fairly young. This meant they were not retiring anytime soon.  It was one of those situations where you weren’t moving up until someone retired, left, got fired, or died, and the odds of any of those things happening were not likely.  At one point I jokingly asked my girlfriend at the time, a huge murder mystery book fanatic, if she could give me a few ideas on clearing the playing field out a little to open up some career opportunities.  Taking me seriously she shared about ten foolproof ideas with me on how to gaff someone off and get away with it.  After hearing her talk about how to commit murder and get away with it in such precise detail I was scared beyond belief and split up with her very shortly thereafter.  I would just have to wait on a career opportunity to come up that didn’t involve homicide.

I then began to think about how any open position of that type at the school would not only put me into competition with internal applicants but external candidates as well, delaying my potential career advancement.  Oy vey!  It seemed that I was going nowhere fast. They say that good things come to those who wait. If that was true there were many blessings ahead, and the sooner they arrived the better.

However, one cloudy Tuesday morning everything turned around when I received a phone call from an attorney in town who asked if we could meet as he had something, he would like to discuss with me.  The first thing that ran through my mind was that I was in trouble. The second thing was, should I even be speaking with him?  Perhaps I needed to refer him to my lawyer, the only problem with that was that I didn’t have one.  Finally, horrified at the prospect that I was in big, big trouble I blurted out, “Am I being sued?  Am I in trouble?”

Laughing, he told me it was nothing like that and the reason he wanted to meet with me was because he represented a client who had been following my career at the school and was interested in my work and wanted to discuss me potentially coming to work for them.  He asked if I could sit down with him, listen to his client’s proposal, and after that the ball would be in my court.  So, figuring that I had nothing to lose except a little time I agreed, and we set up a meeting at his office the following day.

The next morning, bright and early, I walked up to the office door and looked at the name imprinted on the glass which read, Robert Weinberg, Attorney at Law.  Deducing that he was Jewish I assumed that he was probably a pretty good lawyer, which was probably stereotyping on my part, but at least it was not negative stereotyping.  Opening the door I entered and found a young receptionist sitting at her desk. She was probably in her early to mid-twenties with long dark hair which she had put up in a bun and was wearing red square wire-rimmed glasses.  Looking up at me she barely smiled and asked, “May I help you?”

“Yes, I’m here to see Mr. Weinberg.  I’m Daniel Foster.”

Emotionless she said, “One moment,” and she got up and walked over to the door behind her, gave it two quick knocks and opened it slightly, and said, “There is a Mr. Daniel Foster here to see you.”

I could hear a voice coming from the room but could not make out what it said but when she looked toward me and announced, “Right this way please,” and pushed the door open, I had a pretty good idea what was communicated.

Walking into the room it appeared to be a typical attorney’s office and was loaded with shelves containing books with boring titles regarding case law as well as a plethora of other legal mumbo jumbo.  The furniture was dark and heavy looking which was appropriate for the setting, which I would have classified as serious.

Standing and smiling at me was a man of small stature about 5’6, roughly 40 years of age, and who had a full head of jet black hair. He looked at me from behind his silver rim spectacles and extended his hand and said, “Robert Weinberg, call me Rob.”

Shaking hands, I took a seat in front of his desk in a comfortable red leather chair, and no sooner had I sat he asked, “Something to drink?  Coffee?  Water?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No thank you but I do appreciate it, sir.”

Chuckling he said, “Sir was what they called my father, please, call me Rob.”

“Okay, Rob.”

Leaning back in his chair he said, “I am sure that you probably wonder why you’re even here, and you are also probably thinking who the hell is this Jew offering me a job and hasn’t even told me any of the details, right?”

“Well, you’re right on the job part, as far as the religious part I hadn’t even thought about that, until now.”

He burst into laughter and said, “Daniel, I like you, you’ve got a sense of humor. I bet with your name being Daniel, you’re most like of Jewish lineage as well.  You and I might even be related.”

“Maybe back down the line a bit, but my family’s immediate religious history is more like Methodist.  I take it you are a practicing Jew?”

Shaking his head and waving his hand he said, “Nahhh, haven’t practiced in years, I mainly use the whole Jewish thing as a conversation starter.”

Nodding I said, “You definitely got my attention.”

“That’s nothing; you should see some of the reactions when it’s a Muslim.  Oy vey!” and as he laughed, I joined in and said, “I bet.”

“Daniel, I represent an individual who is, shall we say, tied to the field of physics and is familiar with you and your background.  They’ve tracked your career, and publications, and were very impressed by your presentation at the International Physics Symposium.  They feel that you are a bright young man with lots of potential and a cut above the rest and believe you have what it takes to make this particular project a success.”

“Me?  Mr. Weinberg, I mean Rob, are you sure you’ve got the right guy?  Outside of graduating from school and working as a teaching assistant, I’ve never headed up any serious projects.  I have written a couple of papers that were published in the back of industry trade publications and I did give a presentation to a small group at the conference you spoke of, but me?”

“They know all that, and as I said, they know all about you so that’s not an issue, and let’s move on.  For some time, this person has had an interest in launching a research project that would be cutting edge, or groundbreaking to use their exact words, and they believe you’re the right man to oversee it.”

With a confused look on my face, I asked, “Can you tell me what this project is and what I would be doing?”

Leaning forward he asked, “Do you know what ….,” and then he stopped talking and continued, “Let me rephrase as you do know what this is.  Daniel, my client would like to work with you and have you construct an Einstein-Rosen bridge.”

Turning my head sideways and grinning, I barely whispered, “What?”

“That’s right.  I’m sure you know what that is.”

“My question to you Rob is do you know what it is?”

Chuckling he nodded once and said, “After doing a little research I became familiar with the concept.”

“So, you represent a guy who wants me to create an Einstein-Rosen bridge?”

“Yes.”

“Like, a wormhole?”

He nodded and said, “Yes.”

“Once again, I’m going to have to circle back and ask, why me?  I’ve never worked on any projects, research or otherwise, that even come close to the expertise required for something like that.  Why does he, or I guess, she think that I’m so special?  Surely there are lots of people that are more qualified than me.”

“You are correct. From a scientific and experience standpoint there are others that are way more qualified.  However, there are a number of reasons that they want you.  One, you are brilliant, and they know that.  During all your graduate and undergraduate studies, you were a natural when it came to understanding the potential for time travel which you even discussed in your doctoral thesis.  Also, according to my client, you had an excellent comprehension of the Einstein field equations like they’d never seen before which was also quite impressive.”

“Yes, that’s right, wormholes and the potential for time or inter-dimensional travel has been something I’ve been fascinated with since I was a kid,” I added.

Nodding he continued, “Yes, they are aware of that too Daniel.  Moving on, item two, in their own words, you are trustworthy.  When you are developing something of this magnitude you have to be extremely careful of whom you share the information with as there are a lot of people out there who would love to take credit for such a discovery.  There’s also the potential to sell such technology to private corporations and even governments, and I don’t even have to tell you of the potential consequences if such a device fell into the wrong hands.  Finally, you’re in the perfect place in your life as well.  If you accept, you simply vanish from your current job, not really lose any career traction as you’ve only been working at the school for a couple of years, and you are not married so you don’t have the distraction of a wife.  Daniel, you are the perfect choice.”

Sitting there looking at him I said, “I appreciate all the high praise, but there’s something that you don’t understand, I don’t know how to build a machine capable of creating a wormhole.  Oh, I’ve got an idea of the basics along with the theory, but from an engineering standpoint, I’m just not there.  With that being said I’m assuming that there will be a team working with me and there will be people that know how to do that?”

Shaking his head he said, “No, you will be the only person working on the project.”

“What?”  I said in a slightly elevated voice.  “How could I be expected to build this thing all by myself with absolutely no help?”

“When you start the project, you will be working on it in a warehouse in a building that is off by itself on the very edge of an industrial park.  Upon arrival, you will find the basic equipment that you will need along with blueprints on how to start building the device.  They will also provide you with their theoretical notes, which they are sure that you will be able to extrapolate on since they know you are a brilliant young scientist.  Most of the parts needed will be present, but not all, and for good reason.”

“And what’s that Mr. Weinberg?”

“Call me Rob?”

“So, Rob, that reason is ….?”

“No one has ever built such a device before, but they feel you are resourceful and will figure it out eventually.  Also, any additional materials, tools, equipment, or support required will be provided, all you need to do is let them know.”

“So, when do I get to meet my employer?”

Shaking his head, he said, “You won’t meet them.  You will communicate with your benefactor via text message or chat when you have questions.  Also, they will also keep an eye on you via a camera system in the building.”

“This is pretty weird and I don’t know how I feel about that,” I said in an annoyed tone.

“It’s not to spy on you or make sure that you’re not slacking and are earning your money, it’s to make sure that you don’t allow any unauthorized visitors into the building. Also, once development is far enough along that you don’t run off with the technology.”

“I thought you just said that they trusted me?”

Nodding he said, “Daniel, they do trust you very much, but what’s the old saying?  An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure?”

“Okay, here’s a question, if they have a good idea of the basics of building the machine, then why do they need me?  Why don’t they just build it themselves?”

“You have to admit, the undertaking of such a project is somewhat outrageous?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, it is pretty farfetched, but if we make it fly it will be the greatest invention on the face of the Earth.”

“And if people knew of the project and that millions of dollars were being poured into it and in the end, it flopped?” he asked.

“In the scientific world, it would end up as a joke because physicist types are pretty unforgiving.”

“Exactly.  And that’s the reason they don’t want to build it themselves or have their name anywhere on it until it is completed and working.  My client is, as I indicated earlier, tied into the field of physics and university research, and on top of that wants to protect themselves and those close to them as they are rather affluent individuals.”

“So, with me working on the project alone, if it flops no one is the wiser, and my reputation as well as the person bankrolling it is intact?”

“Yes.”

“And if it’s a success, the benefactor and I become rich and famous?”

“Exactly.”

After sitting there silently for a moment pondering, I finally asked, “So, if it’s not a rude question, what’s the pay?”

“Not at all, after all, who works for free?  Except for an attorney who works on a case and then gets stiffed,” he said as he handed me a folded piece of paper.  As I opened it and looked at the number with the dollar sign in front of it my eyes widened.

“This is several times what I make now!” I exclaimed.

“That’s not all because if you are able to actually make the project work ….”

Cutting him off I said, “And that a big maybe, and I hope my prospective financier knows that?”

Nodding he said, “He is all too aware of that fact.  As I was saying if you make it work there’s a partnership in it for you as well.”

“Really?  What percent?” I asked.

Smiling he said, “If you decide to accept then we will talk about that.”

Nodding I said, “I believe I’m definitely going to have to think about this because it is all pretty weird, to say the least.”

“I completely understand,” he said.

Standing I said, “Thank you, Rob, I’ll think about this and get back to you.  When do you need an answer?”

“Noon tomorrow.”

“Noon tomorrow?  That’s pretty quick.  Why the hurry?”

“Because my client believes that those who can make decisions quickly know what they want in this life, and that’s one of the personality traits he is looking for and apparently believes that you have.”

“Then noon tomorrow it is.  I will call you.”

“One more thing Daniel, will you please keep this meeting and everything we discussed completely confidential?  A project like this would definitely perk up ears, especially in a university physics department.  You do understand?”

Nodding I said, “Rob, you have my word.  Not a peep.”

**********

The rest is pretty much history, I gave Mr. Weinberg, Rob, an answer the next day by noon and it was a done deal.  He told me to swing by his office and sign some papers, including disclosure documents at my earlier convenience and also reemphasized the importance of absolute discretion. 

When I gave notice at the school, I told them I’d gotten another job and of course, everyone asked where and with you, and what’s your new job title and what will you be doing?  You know, the standard stuff.  To be sure my reason for leaving did not sound strange Rob coached me on what to say.  I told everyone that I was going to work for an aerospace start-up firm that had just gotten a contract with the new U.S. Space Force.  I would be working as a materials engineer making sure that the parts they manufactured met required specifications and since it was a new company I would also perform other duties as assigned.  I had a conversation with the man who mentored me and told him that I really liked working there and hated to leave, but I had to put my career first.  He said he completely understood and if he had it to do over again himself, he might have thought twice as working your way up in a university system takes a long time.

After giving notice to my employer, the school, and then leaving two weeks later I reported to my new worksite and began the process of building a machine that could create an Einstein-Rosen bridge.  After a year and half of working on the project diligently, that brings us back to where I started my tale of how I got there, and now the rest of the story.

As I said earlier, I had some things that I wanted to finish before wrapping up for the day so I went back to work on the device’s electrical system.  This was the final component to be completed and aside from that everything else was done, or so I hoped, but I would find out soon enough.

The next thing I knew I had lost track of time and it was 9 p.m. and three hours past when I had originally planned to leave for the day.  Thinking that maybe I could keep on working and potentially have the machine ready to test that night I soon realized that I had incorrectly wired up some of the controls.  At that point, it was clear that I needed to hang it up for the evening as the last thing I needed to do was fry the electrical components and end up having to redo them.

Knowing the project would still be there the next day, I headed home planning to get a bite to eat and then turn in.  After a good night’s rest, I would be bright-eyed and bushy tailed and would return to the warehouse the next morning and finish up the last bit of required work on the electrical system.  From there I would power up the machine, and shortly thereafter discover if the past year and a half’s worth of work had paid off or not.  Between my benefactor’s research, technical schematics, and theoretical data, not to mention my extrapolations based on that information I would soon find out if it was all science fiction or reality. 


Chapter 2

After a fantastic night’s sleep, I was up early and back in my lab as I liked to call it, even though it was really a warehouse, working on the project which I had unofficially nicknamed ERM which stood for Einstein-Rosen Machine.  I knew if I was able to make the thing actually work that someone would have to come up with a better name because ERM sounded dorky in my opinion, and I was the one that made it up.  However, for now, since it was just little ole me working alone in a warehouse, ERM would have to do.

The device itself was built into the shell of what was at one time a CNC machine, an apparatus used to machine parts for manufacturing and aerospace use.  It was an excellent selection for the project and was something that I would have picked myself if my benefactor had not thought of it first.  About fifteen feet tall it was already in place when I arrived to start work.  The bottom had a door in the center where you could walk into the machine if you wished, the place where the machining was formerly done in its previous life.  Looking to the right of the entrance was a computer terminal which was used to control the equipment.  Most of the components which would, in theory, open the inter-dimensional gateway were housed in the top of it, and when activated would fire downward, and voila, instant wormhole.

Overnight my benefactor, or financier, had sent me a message asking how things were coming and I told them that within a few days I hoped to be able to fire it up and see what happened.  The truth was that I was closer than that, but I had always subscribed to the adage that it was always better to under-promise and overdeliver.  That was for two reasons, one if you ran behind on what you were working on then you’ve always got a little extra time to get it finished, and two, you always look like a hero when you deliver something early.

Jenna and I were going to get together for dinner that night and I told her to stop by the warehouse about 7 p.m. and we would go from there.  She had agreed to pick me up as my car was in the shop and I had no wheels. I was grateful for the lift since I’d had to use a ride share service to get to work that day.  It was probably not the best of ideas but I gave her the door code, which was a big no-no but did not want her to have to wait outside in the rain because there was a 40% chance of it in the forecast.  Additionally, I advised her that when she arrived and entered to press the buzzer and that would alert me and I would come to the front.  Was I putting myself at risk of getting in trouble?  Perhaps but if my test was successful that afternoon it wouldn’t matter because I would be responsible for one of the greatest devices ever created if not the greatest.  Besides, coming into the lobby she would not be able to see anything that I was working on or gain access to the rest of the building.  Also, many of our regular delivery guys had the door code and dropped stuff off in the lobby all the time and it had never been an issue.  Just to make sure it was not going to be an issue I decided to put the lobby camera system into a loop as I had become familiar with all the internal workings of the building and its camera system during my time there.  The inside cameras went to a special DVR unit in the server room which stored the footage that was recorded, and then as my benefactor saw fit he or she could log in and review it as needed.  I had figured out early on that I was not being watched all the time via live cameras and that my financier was actually only logging in from time to time to spot-check me.  So, as there were no external security cameras in place no one would even know that she had visited me.

It was about 5 p.m. and everything was finished and I was ready to power the machine up and see if it worked and I was giddy with excitement, and who wouldn’t be because if successful I would be in the history books.  If not, I would be in the book of world records as the guy who built a machine that did nothing and would be looking for a new job by next week.  However, I was going to remain hopeful and was positive that she was going to fire up and work perfectly.

In front of the machine’s computer console, I accessed the program that I had written to control it, began to move through a series of screens, and soon arrived at the display where I could start the device.  As I initiated the startup sequence the lights in the building dimmed briefly and I then heard the equipment in the ERM start to hum.  I then received a message on the screen which read Engage Neutron Accelerator Y/N and I promptly pressed the letter Y.

Once again, the lights in the building dimmed, this time for several seconds longer, and as I looked into the chamber there were flashes of blue and white shooting downward and there was also an electrical sound present.  It reminded me of what it was like being caught outside in the middle of a thunderstorm.  Standing there looking through the window in the door, I noticed that the lightning storm of sorts soon began to transform, and in its place was a swirly thing, for lack of a better term.  Continuing to observe the now gray funnel-like formation before me the top of it soon rolled down and was now facing me.  The interior was pitch black while the exterior or rim of it rotated slowly in a clockwise motion and as I stood there looking at it I was scared to death and who wouldn’t be if a large black hole was swirling in front of you.

It definitely didn’t look like I envisioned it and it was not as glamorous as the ones I’d seen in the movies, but don’t get me wrong it still looked formidable.  However, the bottom line was that there before me was a wormhole, an Einstein-Rosen bridge, and from this point going forward the world would never be the same.  All the great inventions of the past would be dwarfed by this and being a partner in the project I would be wealthy beyond my wildest dreams and then some.

As I leaned against the door peering inside it suddenly pushed open and fortunately, I was able to grab the sides of the machine and prevented myself from falling in.  At that moment all I could think of was what if I had?  Where would I end up?  In another dimension?  The past or future?  Or just floating through infinity until time itself came to a stop?  The possibilities were endless.  Despite the fact that I had created a wormhole there was one more piece of information that was important, it was not a traditional time machine as one might envision.  Now, it could be but certain work would have to be done to pull that off, but this design was simple, to create an Einstein-Rosen bridge.  The glamorous Hollywood notion of having a control pad where you can type in the date, time, and place was not a reality at this moment in time and might require a lifetime of research.  So for that moment in time, I was the inventor of a machine that opened a portal to only God knows where, and the thought of falling in, which I had just narrowly escaped, sent chills up my spine.

As I continued to observe it, I noticed that for the most part it was quiet and made relatively little noise and the sound it did make could be compared to that of a mild western desert wind blowing across a barren plain.  Taking the headphones from around my neck with which I had been listening to music earlier I fired them up, putting on some of my favorite tunes, and then slipped them over my ears and continued looking at the strange swirling vortex.  For the next couple of minutes, I stood gazing at its awesomeness, all the while my hands braced against the door frame, as I definitely wasn’t ready to jump in and see what was on the other side.  Finally, I stood up straight and took half a step back as I needed to get in touch with my silent partner and let them know what I had created, thinking they might be so excited that I might get to meet them.  Anyway, just as I was getting ready to turn to the right and head for the computer workstation to power down the equipment, I had an unexpected surprise.  Suddenly, someone pushed me full force from behind into the chamber and as I lurched forward my headphones fell off, and the last thing I heard just before I was sucked into the vortex was someone yelling the word no.  Because of the windy sound created by the swirling disturbance and the fact that I was shocked by what had just happened I couldn’t tell much about the voice, but I was fairly sure that it sounded like that of a woman.

You know how in the movies when someone is thrown into a wormhole and they are swirling round and round and in the background, there are people, places, and things that keep changing indicating that the person is traveling through time?  My experience was not so glamorous as I saw nothing but pitch black until a few seconds later when I was deposited and there I lay flat on my back, wherever I was.  Looking up at the wormhole that had brought me to wherever I was, I could not help but notice the faint sound it produced, which was that of a western desert wind.  For the next few seconds, I lay there watching it rotate before it simply vanished before my very eyes.  Nothing very Hollywood, such as it shimmering out of existence, and while it did there was this really cool sound that accompanied its disappearance.  None of that!  It was just gone, and I was now looking up at a white ceiling.

Propping myself up on my elbows to survey the situation I looked forward and as I did, I caught sight of an attractive young woman in blue scrubs who appeared to be a healthcare professional, most likely a nurse.  She had long blonde hair and was holding a clipboard and as she saw me looking at her she smiled.

“Hey there, how are you feeling?” she asked.

Starting to speak I asked, “Where am ….,” and then stopped and cleared my throat, as there was clearly something wrong with my voice as it didn’t sound right.

“Maybe you need something to drink,” she said and then walked over to my bedside table and poured some water into an empty glass, and handed it to me.

Reaching up to take the glass I glanced at her and said, “Thank you,” in the same strange high-pitched tone I had blurted out before.  Taking the glass into my hand I noticed something odd, that my hand seemed to be smaller, and quite a bit at that, and it also looked a little bit feminine.  The cool water felt good going down and after a few gulps, I stopped and handed the glass back to her.  By this time she had raised the back of my bed and I was now sitting up.

“There, that’s better,” she said.

Noticing what felt like something on the side of my face I took some of it in my fingers and pulled it around where I could see it and to my shock it appeared that I now had long brown hair.

What was going on?  Why did I have a high-pitched voice as well as small feminine hands and apparently long brown hair?  Taking my hands and casually running them down the front of my hospital gown like I was wiping them off, I could feel large, soft mounds underneath on my chest and this alarmed me even more as it appeared that I had all the characteristics of a woman.  I had just fallen through a wormhole but I had no idea where I was, except in a hospital bed, but was I in my own dimension, or I had I landed in one that was parallel?  Apparently, the young nurse who was standing beside me didn’t know that I had just landed there two minutes prior and believed that I belonged there, wherever it was.

I decided I was just going to play it cool, not tell here that I just arrived via wormhole from another universe where I was the other sex, and just take it easy and see how this flowed, despite the fact that my heart was beating like crazy and I was scared to death.

“Where am I?” I asked, and as I did, I was still freaked out by my feminine tone, but it was all the voice I had so what was I going to do, right?

Pulling up a chair beside the bed and sitting down she said, “You’re in Four Points Regional Medical Center?  Do you know where that is?”

I could tell by the way that she was looking at me and had just asked me that particular question that there must be some doubt about me knowing where it was located.  Of course, I knew where it was as I was no stranger to the greater Four Points area as I’d lived there just about all my life.

Nodding I said, “Yes.”

“Good.  Now, can you tell me your name?”

I could tell her my name, which was Daniel Foster, but how well would that go over?

“Do you not know my name?” I asked.

Shaking her head she said, “No when you arrived here three days ago you were unconscious and had no identification on you.  On top of that, there haven’t been any missing person reports matching your description, so we have no idea what your name is.  By the way, the EMTs found you in Center Point Park.  It’s dangerous for a pretty young woman like yourself to be in the middle of a public park like that in the middle of the night, what on Earth were you doing there alone at that hour?  You could have been raped or even killed.  Fortunately, it appeared all you had was a bump on the head which we believe you got from a fall.  The good news is that the x-rays indicate that you are going to be fine.”

Shit.  She said pretty, young woman.  My suspicions were pretty much confirmed at that point and it appeared that in this reality I was no longer a man but was now a member of the opposite sex.  As for the part about being in a park in the middle of the night I totally had no recollection of that but that led me to ask myself a couple of questions.  Did I now inhabit the body of someone that had it before or was it something else?

“So the doctor says I’m going to be fine?  That’s good.”

Smiling she said, “And since I am the doctor you can take that to the bank.”

She was not a nurse but the doctor, and all the while I’d thought she was an R.N.  A good lesson for me since I had been a lifelong stereotyper.  Is that even a word?

“So, do you remember your name?” she asked.

Acting like I was trying to remember I wrinkled my forehead and looked down and shook my head slowly, attempting to give the impression that I just couldn’t recall.  I was really not sure if I should play dumb and say I didn’t know or make something up, as this was the first time I’d fallen through a wormhole and ended up as a female.  However, I had a feeling that there could be positive or negative repercussions no matter what I said so maybe I could stall a bit longer until I figured it all out.

“I see you are having a hard time remembering.  Do you have any family?  If you can remember any of their names, we might be able to call them?”

Still sitting up quietly in the hospital bed I looked at her and bit my lower lip and shook my head slowly and said, “I ….,” and continued shaking my head.

“Are there any names of anyone that you remember at all?  If there are and we can track them down, they might be able to help us find your family.”

Looking at her I said, “It’s like there’s something, right on the tip of my tongue, but for the life of me, every time I think I’ve got it, it just vanishes.  Doctor, does that even make any sense?”

Smiling she said, “Yes, I’ve heard that before from patients who have lost their memory.”

“I am so sorry; I really wish I could be of more help.  If I could just remember, and I know I’m so close.”

I was really pouring on the drama, and at the rate I was going I was likely to be put in for and win best actor, oops, I mean actress.

“Not to worry, these scenarios are almost always temporary,” she said.

“Really?” I asked, once again playing dumb.

Nodding she said, “Yes, and it wouldn’t surprise me if you remembered something any moment.  However, for now all that’s important is that you are awake, in good health and that in itself is a positive sign.  For the moment let’s concentrate on you getting some rest and if you feel up to it you can watch a little TV or read the newspaper.  Maybe doing that will jog your memory a little bit.  Sound good?” and she then handed me the white control box which was connected to the bed where you could operate the TV or call the nurse.

I nodded and said, “Thanks.”

She then stood up and said, “You take care and I’ll see you soon.  I’ll tell the nurse at the station that you are awake and probably hungry?”

Nodding I smiled and said, “I sure am.  Oh, and doctor, can you also ask the nurse to bring me a hand mirror?  If it’s not too much trouble, that is.”

I wanted to see what I looked like as I had no idea.  I sure hoped I was an attractive female versus an ugly one, but then again if I was too pretty I would have tons of guys trying to get in my panties.  Then again, I thought to myself, given the current state of affairs that it was highly possible that I might end up being a lesbian.  What a dilemma.

Laughing she said, “There’s actually one right there on the tray table beside your bed,” and as I glanced over, I saw it.  Continuing she added, “Get some rest and I’ll see you later,” and she walked out of the room.

Picking it up, I held it before me and was quite pleased with what I saw as it appeared that in this reality I was a pretty young woman of about eighteen to twenty years of age with a full head of medium brown hair and light brown eyes.  Happy with what I was seeing, I grinned, and it soon became clear that I had the warmest smile and a very nice set of straight pearly white teeth as well.  Well, if I was going to be a woman I guess I might as well be one that is young and attractive, as I knew for a fact that girls who were beautiful tended to get more of the things they wanted or needed.  At least I had that going for me.

Okay, now that there was no one in the room I could confirm my greatest fear once and for all, had I fully turned into a girl?  Even though I already knew the answer, I stuck my hands underneath the sheets and pulled my hospital gown up, and then took my right hand to check and see if it was really gone.  It was, my manhood had been erased.  As I parted my legs several inches I could now feel an opening and as I touched myself I pressed my middle finger past my labia and it eased inside of my vagina.  Quickly yanking it out from fear I thought to myself, damn it!  I was a real girl.  What was I going to do as I had no education in the fine art of being a female?  Even a girl who had lost her memory would have the basics down out of instinct, but I had none.  Deciding there was no need to panic I attempted to calm down and told myself that I would get through this and everything would be alright.  Despite that, I still had my doubts but was just going to have to take this one step at a time.  One positive was that I had nice-sized breasts, which I checked out thoroughly after the doctor left and I noted that it felt nice when I touched them.  Or was I just a horny guy that liked touching women’s breasts?  At that point, it didn’t matter.  If I was going to be stuck in this reality at least I would have nice boobs.

Looking up at the television mounted on a stand at the top of the wall I was surprised as it appeared to be one of those bulky older models with an artificial wood finish exterior, versus a newer sleek flat-screen TV.  It was almost unbelievable that they hadn’t upgraded their older sets and personally I was amazed that the things would still work after all this time as the one I was looking at must have been manufactured a couple of decades back.  Was the hospital running low on money or something?

Then looking over at the tray table, which the doctor had edged up against the side of my bed before she left, I just happened to see a newspaper lying on it, America Today.  Not my favorite but at least I could check the sports scores and catch up on what celebrity was getting divorced, and which of Hollywood’s elite they had decided to marry.  I swear those people change spouses more than most folks change their underwear.  Picking it up, I thought about how you see fewer and fewer newspapers in this day and time, and for the most part, they had become practically non-existent.  Well, it was nice they had them here and it would give me something to do while I assessed my newfound situation.

Now with the newspaper in hand, I was shocked and amazed when I saw the date in the top right-hand corner.  It was July 31, 1995.  In addition to being transformed into a female, I was now exactly twenty-five years in the past to the day.  I understood that some sort of transposition had taken place and with time I would figure out all the details, or so I hoped, however, there was one thing weighing on my mind.  Was I even in my own universe or had I landed in one that was parallel?


Chapter 3

After another day in the hospital, they determined that from a physical standpoint that I was in excellent health and there was no need for me to stay with them any longer.  However, since I still did not know what my name was that presented an issue, as it is considered uncouth in the medical and mental health community to simply turn someone out on the street that has no idea who they even were.  Fortunately, during my time in the hospital, I was befriended by a nurse who had a sister that was a social worker at the 1st Street Mission.  With their help, I was released from Four Points Regional Medical Center into her care, which was exactly what I needed. 

Celia was a 5’0 fiery redhead with long curly locks and sparkling green eyes in her mid-twenties and had just received a Master’s in Social Work, was super motivated, and ready to save the world. She was starting with me, and that was okay as I needed all the help I could get.  She made arrangements for me to work at the mission under her supervision and also let me stay with her as she had a spare room.  This was highly unusual as social workers are never supposed to let clients stay in their homes.  However, she said that she had a good feeling about me as well as her agency’s approval.

My position at the mission which paid $4.25 per hour had no official title but was pretty much a jack of all trades job, so if something needed doing I did it.  I had told Celia that I did know one thing regarding my identity, that I was pretty sure that my first name was Dee or started with that letter.  So, she and I decided that until we knew otherwise that I would go by that name until my fingerprint check came back and we learned my identity.  Hopefully, when the results did arrive they would not reveal that I was a lunatic who had escaped from an insane asylum or someone who was wanted for armed robbery in seven states.  I still had no idea how I fit into this timeline and why my transposition had taken place, and I just needed to be patient and not let my imagination run away with me as I would find out soon enough.

During my time staying with Celia I learned the basics of being a girl, and thanks to her I got what I needed to fake it until I made it as the old saying goes.  Under her tutelage, I learned how to dress, accessorize, do my hair, and even put on makeup.  Without her, I would never have known that being a female was such a fine art and for the first time in my life I truly realized how much work ladies put into making themselves beautiful.  Going forward, whether I was ever able to get back to my own reality as Daniel or not I knew one thing, that I would have a lot more respect for all the time and trouble women put into making themselves look nice, which was usually for guys.

Within a few weeks, I found myself moving up out of the trenches and into administration and they said they were very impressed with my computer skills.  The technology was cutting edge for the time but prehistoric compared to where I had just arrived from.  To me, it was easy stuff as I had always been a bit of a nerd and knew all about antique hardware and older operating systems, as well as software. 

That Friday before heading out Celia let me know that she had received a call from the local police department who had been nice enough to run my prints in an attempt to help figure out who I was and they had received the results.  Running my fingerprints against every database available it turned out that I was a no match, meaning that I had no background, and for all intents and purposes I did not exist.  However, in 1995 law enforcement didn’t get freaked out if nothing at all came up on a background check compared to 2020.  In the mid-nineties and before the ready access to everyone’s personal lives with the press of a button simply did not exist as it did in the time I came from.  Well, with the exception of IRS, and being that I was eighteen years old and probably had never worked it was not unusual at all.

It was Saturday morning and I just happened to rise a little bit early, so I got ready and sat down in the living room waiting on Celia.  She said she was going to be a few more minutes as she’d slept a little late, so I told her I was going to walk to the mission which was only about ten minutes away by foot and she said that she would see me there.

The sun was shining and it was truly a beautiful day as I walked down the sidewalk in my white and blue floral print dress and sandals.  Despite the fact that I did not ask for it, I was truly getting used to my role as a female and was becoming more and more comfortable with it by the day.  One of the things I was attempting to learn to deal with was flirty guys at work, a problem that I had never had to deal with until recently.  I could not blame them because I was an attractive female and I knew exactly how a man’s mind worked, however, a few weeks ago I had been a man and was not ready to turn that corner quite yet.  Thanks to Celia running interference and telling them I didn’t even know who I was and that they would be fired if they showed me any disrespect seemed to help back them down, which I appreciated.

I had walked the route before but for the first time I noticed a good-sized cemetery along the way, and I couldn’t believe that I had not noticed it previously.  Looking across the sea of headstones I noticed one in the distance that just happened to have a Masonic inscription on it.  That caught my interest because my grandfather had been a Mason and had always encouraged me to ask about joining.  In case that doesn’t make any sense, there’s this whole Mason thing where they can’t ask you to join, you have to ask them about doing so.  Anyway, I’d never gotten around to it as it always seemed that I was so busy with school or work, and the next thing I knew he had passed away, and after that, I kind of forgot about it.   

Deciding I would walk over and check it out, I entered via a rusty iron gate which creaked as I opened it, and then proceeded into the graveyard about seventy-five feet heading towards the tombstone I’d seen from the sidewalk.  Once there I found a variety of Masonic headstones in the general area and many of them had lots of fancy engraving as well.  As I looked at the plots, I noticed that many of the buried had been in World War II which had supposedly been the war to end all wars, well, according to my grandfather anyway.

Deciding I had better get going since I would need to show up for work at some point, I started walking across the graveyard toward the entrance.  Well, about halfway back across the cemetery my sunglasses, which I’d previously pushed up my head to view the gravestones, fell off and as I leaned down to pick them up I noticed a marker before me.

Danielle LeBlanc

Born April 5, 1977

Died April 6, 1977

In God’s Loving Arms

How sad I thought that this baby girl lived for only one day and was then taken away.  I was sure her parents must have been devastated at the loss as who wouldn’t be if they had lost a child. 

Now back on the sidewalk, I continued toward the mission and as I walked it was hard not to think of the grave marker I had just finished viewing.  I could not help but think that if the child had lived she would be my age as the body I was now in was about eighteen years of age.  Another thing that struck me was that her Christian name was very familiar to me as well, as Danielle was a variation of my name Daniel.  On top of that, her family name was LeBlanc, which was familiar.  These were all coincidences as they could be nothing else.  Continuing my journey toward the mission, an idea began to form in my mind, and at first, I wondered if I was completely nuts, but by the time I arrived everything was crystal clear, and I knew exactly what I was going to do.

Entering the building I walked into the administration area and into Celia’s office where she was just plopping down in her chair and as her butt hit the seat she said, “I see we got here about the same time.  You should have waited and ridden with me.”

Sitting down in the chair in front of her desk I said, “Celia, I was so glad that I walked to work today as it really helped me clear my mind and I remembered something.”

Leaning forward and smiling she said, “Honey that’s great.  What did you remember?”

“It may not be much but of this I am certain, I know for a fact that my name is Danielle.”


Chapter 4

Deciding that I was going to assume the identity of Danielle LeBlanc I thought the best thing I could do was tell Celia that was all that I remembered. That would give me time to get everything in place before I told her I remembered my last name as well.

Heading to the local post office after work one day I rented a post office box. This would be necessary for me to have considering what I was getting ready to do.  Additionally, I sure didn’t want Celia to know what I was doing and this would help me keep it a secret.

Contacting the state health department, I ordered a copy of Danielle’s birth certificate and was told that it would arrive within two weeks. This document is something that I would need to construct my new identity.  When Danielle was born in 1977, hospitals were not automatically ordering social security numbers from the SSA when children were born, giving me yet another advantage.  So, I requested a social security number which would supposedly be sent to me within a month.  I was frustrated by the lack of speed because, as of yet, the information age was not in full swing, but then again this lack of technology was going to enable me to pull off what I had planned, or so I hoped.

My birth certificate came in the mail thirteen days later and when it did I removed it from the envelope and took a look at it and saw that the name was just as the tombstone read, Danielle LeBlanc, born April 5, 1977.  As I glanced at the name of Danielle’s mother I was taken back when I saw the name Connie Milner, which blew me away as that was the name of my mother and as I looked at her date of birth it was a match.  My mom was Danielle’s mother. 

Then looking down the form once again I scanned the information regarding the child’s father and saw the name, Kenneth LeBlanc.  Mom and I had been close and she always seemed to feel comfortable talking to me about anything and everything which I appreciated. She was a remarkable woman who I absolutely adored.  Thinking back, I did remember her telling me that before meeting my dad that she’d had a long-term relationship with a man named Kenneth LeBlanc. After it ended she took a long break from relationships.  She must have taken a pretty long rest as she was thirty-nine when she had me, kind of late in life, especially for that time period.  I also wondered, did I, Daniel, even exist in this timeline, and if I did I would be four years old.  There was no way for me to run and check because if I existed I was in Memphis. My family would not be moving back to the Four Points area, where mom was originally from, for a couple of more years when my dad would relocate there for a job.  As I had so much going on in my life at that moment I decided that I would just let sleeping dogs lie and not try and complicate my life further.  If I did try and look up my family and confirm that I existed as a little boy in Tennessee I couldn’t walk up to my mom and say, Hey it’s me!  Mom, you’re not going to believe this, but …. 

WTF dude?  What was going on with all this?  The thought of mom having a child out of wedlock and then it dying one day after it was born totally blew me away.  Why had she never shared this with me?  Was she ashamed?  Was this really true?  Apparently, it was, as I was now seeing the proof with my own eyes.

With this being the case, I now felt I was a natural for assuming the role of Danielle LeBlanc in more ways than one.  She was my mother’s daughter, and I was her son, but in this case, I was now my mother’s daughter.  What a mess.  My advice to anyone that may ever read this is don’t play around with wormholes as the outcome can be less than desirable.  Get a job doing anything, but don’t sign up for a career in physics and agree to construct machines that open interdimensional gateways, because if you do you might end up like me.

My social security card arrived about two weeks later and I was all set for the next phase of my plan which involved me being able to get out on my own and starting my new life as Danielle LeBlanc. From there, well, I would be making it all up as I went along.  My first choice would be to build another Einstein-Rosen bridge and travel back home, however, there were just a few little problems holding me back.  I had no laboratory where I could build the device or the heavy power to run it, nor did I have the money to buy the equipment to construct it, and on top of that the required technology did not yet exist, especially the computing power as this was 1995 and PC’s were in their infancy compared to 2020 standards anyway.  All I could do for the moment was stay the course, be patient, and see how everything unfolded in this new reality. I was sure if I stayed cool and calm that new opportunities would present themselves.  Yes, that’s what I would do, settle in and build a new life for myself here, and I was determined to go forward with a positive attitude.

I came in to work several hours late on the next Friday morning and headed straight to Celia’s office where I went in sniffling and occasionally boo-hooing.  As I sat down, she said, “You’re late, I was worried something had happened to you.  Where have you been?”  Then noticing I was crying she asked, “What’s wrong honey?”

Acting as though I was regaining my composure I said, “Oh Celia, while I was walking to work today, I remembered everything.”

“You did?  That’s great.  What did you remember?”

“I remembered my last name, it is LeBlanc.  I’m Danielle LeBlanc.”

“That’s good.  Now we can start trying to track down your family and reconnect you with them,” she said cheerfully.

Shaking my head I said, “No.”

“No?”

“No.  After I remembered my last name everything came flooding back including the address of the place I lived, and that’s where I’ve been.”

Leaning forward she asked, “Did you find your family?”

“Yes.” I then reached into my navy-blue tote bag and pulled out a red ceramic container which was elegantly decorated with lots of gold trim and then sat it on her desk.

“What’s this?”

“My grandmother’s ashes.”

With her eyes extremely wide now she asked, “What?”

“This was all the family I had in the world Celia,” and then I began to cry.

Coming around to my side of the desk I stood and she held me as I bawled, which was clearly fake but I wanted to be convincing.  As we pulled apart, she said, “Oh I’m so sorry, I hate to see you cry,” and I then noticed that she sniffed a couple of times.  I definitely didn’t want her picking up on the onion I was hiding inside a handkerchief in my coat pocket as I’d been using that to generate my tears so I stepped back a few inches.

We both sat down in the chairs in front of her desk and she asked, “Do you feel up to talking about it?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I’m fine and I’m okay talking about it, but where do I start?”

“At the beginning,” she said as a warm and caring smile came across her face.

“Okay, I guess that’s the best place.  My parents met in 1976 and I was born in April of 1977.  My father was still in the Army the day I arrived but was released from active duty about a week later and was on the way home.  Mom said he was super excited to see his baby girl for the first time and couldn’t wait to meet me.  While traveling home the bus he was on collided with an eighteen-wheeler and he was killed.”

“Oh my God Danielle, that’s just awful.”

“Mom never remarried or even had any relationships afterward and concentrated all her efforts on raising her daughter, me, and she worked as a legal assistant and made pretty good money for not having a college degree.  When I was fifteen years old I began noticing that mom had been dragging and it seemed like she was not herself, and I insisted she go to the doctor.  After a couple of weeks, she finally took my advice and went and the results were devastating as she had pancreatic cancer and it was in the final stages.”

“Danielle,” Celia said as tears came to her eyes, “I am so sorry.”

“After mom passed about four weeks later I came here to Four Points where I lived with my Grandmother for the past four years.  She was really good to me, but she was old and in poor health and did the best she could.  A lot of the time I was taking care of her.”

“Did you remember how you ended up in the park?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “On the night I was found, I had left the house about 10:30 p.m. and was heading to an all-night pharmacy to pick up a prescription for my grandmother as she had run out of the blood pressure medicine she was on.  She was such a worrier and didn’t think she could wait until morning.  Stupid me decided that I could save about fifteen minutes on my walk by cutting across the park, and when I did, I ran across some hoodlums who wanted my purse.  I couldn’t give it to them as it had the money that I needed to buy the medicine, so I fought them.”

“And they hit you on the head?”

“Funny enough no, during our tug of war with the purse I ended up losing my footing and fell and that’s the last thing I remember.  When I fell, I must have hit my head on a rock or something.”

Nodding she said, “It was still dangerous being out in a park at the time of night, especially with you being a pretty young girl.  That was not wise.”

“I’ve heard that before, and yes, I totally agree.  Anyway, now on to what I found this morning.  Once I remembered the address, I headed over to the house that grandma rented and when I arrived the door was open.  Expecting to find her I was greatly disappointed as all I found was an empty house, but the landlord was there.”

“Did he know who you were?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I had seen him a couple of times over the years when he stopped to pick up rent or fix something, so he did know who I was.  I asked him where my grandmother was and in turn, he asked where I had been.  After telling him the entire story he said he was so sorry, but she had passed away about seven weeks ago, which I figured was the same night that I went missing.  Apparently, that evening she was out on the front porch, probably waiting on me to return, and she died of a heart attack.”

“Danielle this is just unbelievable.  Why didn’t he or a neighbor or a friend file a missing person’s report?  And for that matter why didn’t your high school teachers or friends notice that you were missing?”

“We had that exact conversation.  By coincidence, over the past year, every time he’d stopped by I was out on an errand for grandma, talking a walk, etc., and since I’d not come up in casual conversation between the two of them he didn’t know for a fact that I was truly missing.  He said despite the fact that a number of my personal items were still in the house that he assumed that I had probably gone to live with another relative or had gone off to college.  As far as high school teachers and friends that’s another story in itself.  My grandma thought that the public schools were dangerous and insisted on homeschooling me despite the fact that she was usually too ill to make sure that I did all my studies.  In the end, I never graduated or even got a GED as she’d been really sick the last six to nine months of her life.  With that being said I think you can figure out why none of my high school friends missed me.”

“Oh honey, is that because ….”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I didn’t have any.”

Sniffling she said, “That is soooo said.”

“Anyway, when I got there he’d already had the place cleaned out and was getting ready to show it to a prospective tenant, so I was fortunate to catch him there.  In his car, he just happened to have some of the personal documents which he removed from the house including my birth certificate and my social security card.  I’d actually just gotten my SS card at grandmas’ insistence some while back as she said now that I was older I would probably be going to work at some point and would need it.  He also just happened to have grandma’s ashes in the trunk of his car which I thought was kind of strange.”

“Yes, that does seem rather weird.”

“Apparently after they found grandma, they didn’t know what to do with her as she had no family or none that they could find anyway.  So, after the county cremated her they called the landlord one last time and asked if he’d had any calls from her family as they always prefer to pass the deceased’s remains onto them if possible.  Otherwise, they dispose of them as they see fit.  Unfortunately, he had not but since the employee calling from the M.E.’s office was his brother, the landlord asked if he could have them, hoping someone would turn up to claim them eventually, and well, I did.”

Looking at the container on the desk Celia asked, “And he put them in this urn as well?  It’s beautiful.  That was so nice of him to do.”

Shaking my head I said, “No, they were actually wrapped in brown paper, and I don’t think this is technically an urn, just a pretty container.  While walking back to work I stumbled across a yard sale and sitting there on the table was this beautiful vase.  I thought to myself, my grandma deserves better than being in a brown paper wrapper.  So, I bought it for three dollars, even though they wanted five and I moved grandmothers’ ashes into it.”

Well, that wasn’t totally true.  In the event that Celia opened it, even though she probably never would, I wanted to have that covered.  Giving the lady running the garage sale a $20 bill she went into the house to make change, and while she was away I took a small shovel and filled the container with ashes from their barbeque grill which just happened to be sitting on their front sidewalk.  Hopefully, Celia would not notice the mesquite scent emanating from the vase.

“So, Celia, that’s my story of how I came to be where I am today, and like I said earlier, I didn’t remember any of it until this morning.  On one hand, I am saddened that I have absolutely no family in the world as when my grandmother passed, I essentially became an orphan, but in a way, it is a relief finally knowing something of my past.  Then again, on the other, I almost wish I’d not remembered any of it at all because sometimes ignorance is bliss.  Believe it or not when you don’t know something you can at least dream of what your imagined family will be like when you finally get to meet them.  Know what I mean?”

As I sat there with Celia looking at me I was having a hard time discerning if her bullshit detector had picked up on the fact that everything that I had just rolled out was a complete lie or not.  I had in fact just rolled out the greatest line of B.S. ever created!  Except in Washington D.C. where they do it for a living.  So, I sat and waited on her response as her face remained emotionless and she sat there quietly.

Finally, I noticed her eyes filling with tears, and with her voice crackling she said, “Danielle, you have gone through so much, and no one should ever have to go through what you have.  I want you to know that despite the fact that your grandma is gone that you are not alone as I am your family and am here for you,” and as she finished speaking we hugged.

At that point, it appeared that my plan was successful and with my new identity now in place, I could move forward in my new life as Danielle LeBlanc.  Despite the fact that I was now a young lady and twenty-five years in the past I did have a few tricks up my sleeve because after all, I knew the future, now I just need to figure out how I was going to play that to my advantage.


Chapter 5

Celia agreed to keep me on as a temporary employee with the mission until they could help me find a permanent job elsewhere, and I was thankful for her help.  The agency also had a program to help get the homeless off the street and into their own place and fortunately, I was able to take part in it and the one-bedroom apartment they set me up with was just perfect.  Not to mention it was also a short walk to the mission which was convenient as I still did not have a car.  I ended up furnishing the place with furniture and housewares which had been donated to the mission and when all was said and done I had the cutest little apartment ever.  Never in my life had I imagined that I would be as good at decorating as I was and I set up a very nice little bachelorette pad which was very cozy and I felt right at home.  I could not help but wonder if the fact that I was now a female had something to do with it and I wondered if it was something built into we girls.

Back in my old reality I had a Ph.D. in Physics and had no need for further education.  However, in this universe, whether it was parallel to the one I came from or I was simply in my own dimension and twenty-five years in the past I had to face facts.  In this one, I didn’t even have a high school diploma and would most likely need one, so I enrolled in a GED program that was offered by the mission and started attending their evening classes to prepare.  I also spent a good bit of my spare time prepping for the test and thanks to hard work I took the exam and passed it in a few weeks, and everyone was amazed at how I pulled it off.  Little did they know that in my past, where after going to school for eight years and being a teaching assistant, that I had the skills of a professional student. Studying and taking tests was a breeze.

In addition to being a Jack of all trades around the office, or should I say, Jill of all trades, I was asked if I was interested in earning some extra money and my immediate answer to that was yes as I needed to get my life up and running.  The assignment was to help another non-profit agency in the evenings that did HIV/STD social work in the field and it would consist of interviewing and talking with individuals who might be in potentially high-risk situations.  This included the homeless, clubs catering to certain lifestyles including the gay community (LGBT in my old-time), as well as other types of establishments.  With the pay being $9.00 per hour I was totally on board and started my new part-time position. Little did I know that this would be a very important juncture in my new life.

It was a Thursday evening about 8:30 p.m. when a male co-worker, Doug, and I went into a gentlemen’s club not far from downtown.  At that time, it was not uncommon for those types of places to require females to have a male escort to enter; otherwise, I would have gone in alone.  We already knew for a fact that we had the best success rates in titty bars, as they are sometimes referred to, where female social workers spoke with the women versus men.  That night Doug was simply accompanying me and not participating in any of the interviews.  His role had been reduced to sitting there and taking in the visual entertainment.  Knowing how guys are I was sure he would be okay, though he did make a few comments about how awful it was that the girls working there were selling their dignity for money, so after he said that I dismissed the idea of buying him a lap dance.  My mission was to try and talk to some of the dancers without drawing attention from the management as they were sometimes less than hospitable to those who might disrupt their business operations.  The last thing they wanted was someone preaching to their girls about the evils of that kind of work and they were very watchful when it came to troublemakers.  However, it was my goal to act quickly, quietly and be respectful and cause no problems.

Despite the fact that these types of establishments were not total hotbeds of prostitution, a few of the girls would occasionally have sex for money.  However, another fact was that a fair number of the girls would have drug or alcohol habits and/or be supporting abusive boyfriends as well, and those were secondary outreaches of the agency, and we could arrange that type of help if needed.

After ordering a couple of drinks, as there was a two-drink minimum, we sat there and observed our surroundings which consisted of a girl dancing on center stage as well as a number of smaller platforms where girls were pole dancing.  On top of that, there were a number of ladies working their way around the room providing lap dances, and that seemed to be the primary activity.  We had cash in hand to pay the girls for their time in lieu of lap dancing services for those who would sit and visit with us, which usually consisted of about $20 for five minutes of their time.  This was not totally out of line as most lap dances consisted of about three to four minutes for twenty bucks.

Some of the girls were simply not willing to talk to me, either out of fear of reprisal from management, or because they didn’t want any of the help that we offered.  You know the old saying, you can lead a horse to water but …., and you know the rest of the story.  However, there’s another old saying that if you throw enough mud at the wall eventually some will stick, and before I knew it I had my first interviewee of the evening.  Destiny, as she called herself, was a young lady in her early to mid-twenties with dark brown hair and piercing eyes which were the most beautiful shade of blue I had ever seen and she was now sitting beside me.  She was wearing an aquamarine-colored dress which hugged every curve on her body and high heel mules with see-through soles which I had noticed that so many of the other girls were wearing as well for some reason. 

Destiny, which I was sure was not her legal name, had a radiant smile and was very personable as well as charming, and I could tell that her secret to success was making you feel special.  Despite the fact that I was not a guy getting a lap dance did not matter as she extended the same warmth and hospitality to me that she would a customer but in a different way.  She had this way of making you feel like you were the most important person in the world, and I knew if she treated all her clients as she treated me she was a great success.  Up until just over two months ago, I had been a man and despite the fact that I was now a biological female I found myself extremely attracted to her.  As I scanned her I could not help but feel somewhat turned on as she was beautiful and it was hard not to stare at her.  Plus, the alluring way that she continued to look at me did not help as her smile and body language were quite inviting.  However, with me being a girl I’m sure she thought of me as nothing more than a nice young woman and was just being friendly and I needed to calm down, as I could tell that my pulse had picked up, not to mention that my privates were tingling.

As the two of us visited I found out that she had been employed there for about three years and was working her way through college and this was a better way to pay the bills versus flipping burgers.  When I asked her about her personal habits including sexual favors, she said that she refrained from getting too intimate with the customers as that could result in problems.  She then said that she had seen other girls get into trouble for crossing the line, and when I asked what that was she refused to expand on it.  Additionally, she said that the worst thing a girl could do was get too cozy with the clientele and end up dating them as that always ended in disaster.  According to her, there was plenty of money to be made working the floor doing lap dances alone and there was no need to take the risk.

I asked her what kind of money one could potentially make working there and she said that the girls who were willing to work hard and take extra shifts could make up to $200,000 a year.  Dumbfounded I asked her to repeat that number and she confirmed it and I asked her how that was possible.  She said with the high-tech boom in progress and there being multiple technology employers in the areas that people seemed to have lots of disposable income, especially men.

At the end of the interview, we made sure she was promptly paid and before getting up off the couch she asked, “Have you ever thought about doing this yourself?”

Pointing my finger at my chest I raised my eyebrows and asked, “Me?”

Nodding once she said, “Yes, you’re very pretty and have a nice figure, not to mention a great personality.  I bet you would do well.”

I sat there silently, and she then added, “Anyway, I did not mean to offend, I was trying to compliment you.”

She and I both stood and I said, “Thank you for your time Destiny.”

“Thank you and come back and see me.”

Getting ready to turn and head toward the door along with my co-worker Doug I looked at her and asked, “Did you mean what you said?”

“About you doing well at this?”

She nodded.

“Like $200,000 a year well?”

“I have absolutely no doubt.”

Doug and I left the club, got in his car, and took off. Within 20 minutes or so I was unlocking the door of my apartment. I kicked off my shoes, washed the makeup off my face, brushed my teeth, put on my nightgown, and made myself a cup of peppermint tea.  Then climbing into the bed, I clicked on my television, and there on the news a man in a dark blue suit was talking about another record-breaking day on Wall Street.  Then they showed a group of business executives all standing around clapping as they sounded the closing bell.

Watching that clip on the news stirred up memories of my past and I suddenly remembered dinner conversations where my father would talk about his investments and the stock market.  He would often talk about this stock and that one and said if he’d bought in when the IPO came out he would have had more money than he knew what to do with.  Mom and I would often listen to him ramble and then look at one another and smile as he continued to talk about what if.

Most of the time we just listened politely, despite the fact that we were bored and in my mind, I was sure it was information that I would never ever need for any reason.  Apparently, the human mind is an incredible machine and capable of almost unlimited recording and playback because as I lay there in bed I began to remember his investment commentary.  The more I thought back, the more I recalled, and all of dad’s advice, which had been a day late and a dollar short at the time he’d shared it, didn’t seem so farfetched after all, and as a matter of fact, made sense.

After having the ah-ha moment I’d just had, I sat up in bed as I was truly onto something and at that point, I could not help but think about my evening and my conversation with Destiny at the club.  After a few moments, I smiled and reached over to my bedside table and picked up the journal which I had yet to write anything in as well as the pen lying on top of it.

Opening the dark brown leather book I said, “Yes!” and I began to write and as I continued my excitement grew, and after a few minutes I stopped and closed the journal and returned it to the bedside table.  Sitting there in bed I smiled and enjoyed the feeling of immense satisfaction that cascaded over me as I had figured out exactly how I was going to live my life in this new reality, and it was going to be awesome, to say the least.


Chapter 6

The next day at work I arrived early, got a cup of coffee, and went into Celia’s office to find out what our priorities were for the day, and as I walked in she smiled and offered me a seat.

“So, how’s the fieldwork?” she asked as she smiled at me.

“It’s good, I’m learning a lot, and I appreciate you helping me get the job because the extra money is nice.”

Flicking her long red hair with her right hand she said, “You do a great job at whatever you do, so I had no reservations about that.  I am glad that you stopped by because there’s something I needed to speak with you about.”

“Sure.”

“Despite the fact that we absolutely love you here you know that your position with us is temporary.”

I nodded and said, “Of course.”

“And with us being a non-profit the pool of money we pay you from is limited and we can’t keep you forever as much as we would like to.”

Leaning forward in my seat I asked, “Are you getting ready to let me go?”

Chuckling she shook her head and said, “No, but we do need to start the process of finding you a permanent job somewhere.”

“I’d kind of hoped something would open up here and I could stay permanently.  What do we need to do?  Or should I say what do I need to do?”

Handing me a cream-colored business card with black lettering on it she said, “I want you to call this number and ask for Robbie.  She has an administrative assistant position that needs to be filled, and she is expecting your call.  Are you interested?”

I smiled and said, “Administrative Assistant?  That doesn’t sound too bad.”

Then looking at the card I saw where Robbie worked, which was in the Physics department at Middle State Technical University, my old Alma Mater and former employer.  What were the odds of this?  Were the currents of time and space somehow moving me back toward the school or was it a massive coincidence? 

I think I must have had a shocked look on my face after scanning the business card, which did catch me off guard.  She then said, “I understand they have pretty good benefits including pension and medical insurance.  Are you okay?  You look disappointed.”

Thinking quickly I responded and said, “No, that’s not it at all. I was just thinking about how I’m going to really hate leaving here as everyone, especially you, is like my family.”

“Who is to say that you can’t come back one day if we have an opening?”

Smiling I said, “That is true.”

“Danielle, have you ever thought of working on a college degree?” she asked.

Little did she know that I’d had more schooling than any human being should have, and the thought of returning to the college classroom and starting all over did not completely fill me with glee.  In my previous existence as Daniel, I had gone down the path of getting a university education and had fortunately ended up in a job that I really liked.  However, in the end, despite enjoying physics it was a vocation with limited career prospects and income, mainly due to the number of people in the field as there was not an overwhelming demand compared to other lines of work.  Did I even need to return to school or should I just make money this time around?

I nodded and said, “I’ve thought about it, sure.  I know that my mother and my grandmother both believed that it was the key to a successful future, and it was their wish that I could one day attend and graduate college.”

I was such a liar.

“I agree with them, as it can open many doors.  Anyway, it’s something to think about, and if I’m not mistaken employees of the school can go to school for free or at a greatly reduced rate.  Anyway, it’s something to think about,” she said.

“Thanks, Celia, I will give it some thought.”

Despite the fact that Celia had my best interest at heart and the advice she was giving me was sound in the general scheme of things, I had something else in mind. 


Chapter 7

The interview at the school went smoothly and the office manager Robbie hired me almost immediately afterward and I began my job at the university.  I sure hated leaving Celia and the mission but it was time to move on, despite the fact that I wanted to stay, as one they couldn’t keep me there any longer and two, I had bigger fish to fry. 

In my new position, my duties were pretty routine and not very glamorous.  My day-to-day work consisted of a variety of tasks including word processing, filing, making copies, answering phones, and making flight, hotel, and rental car arrangements for our staff when they had to travel for business to name a few.  Everyone was very nice and it was a good place for me to be as the hours were reasonable, the benefits were good, and the position was not too demanding.

It was now twelve weeks since my arrival and transformation and I was falling into the role of Danielle LeBlanc quite nicely and I was really getting the hang of my new gender.  I truly did miss being a guy sometimes, especially for one week a month when Aunt Flo visited.  However, the days of being able to pee by simply whipping it out and using the urinal versus having to go into the bathroom stall, lower my panties, sit, pee, and then wipe were long gone, and I accepted that.  I had also learned that women have a lot of control and power, especially when it comes to the opposite sex, and each passing day that I continued to live as a girl reinforced that notion.  I knew I could turn that to my advantage.

The following Saturday afternoon I arrived at The Peppermint Pussycat, where I had originally met Destiny. I had scheduled an interview with a gentleman named Rocco who would be interviewing me for a dancer position.  The evening that I had met with her about a month ago had definitely piqued my interest, especially the part where she said it was possible to make $200,000 per year. 

Part of my interview consisted of him telling me not to get too close to the customers nor should I develop any external relationships with them, and that drugs would not be tolerated.  He went on and explained that such acts could result in the club being shut down and on top of that they could lose their license to sell alcohol.  Additionally, he shared with me that undercover police and alcoholic beverage commission agents performed spot checks on the place regularly and many of them were just itching to close their doors permanently as they despised gentlemen’s clubs.

Then it was time for me to show him what I looked like in the company uniform, such as it was, as I had worn the appropriate apparel which he requested I bring with me.  Taking off the seductive dress which I had worn, there I stood in nothing but a thong and high heels with my hands on my hips.  While he sat there looking straight at me with no emotion, I opened my mouth and ran my tongue around my lips one time very slowly, and at that point he smiled and asked, “Can you dance?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “A little but I can learn.”

He laughed briefly and then said, “I don’t think it’s going to be an issue.  You’re quite beautiful and have a great body, and we can teach you the dancing part, no problem.  When can you start?”

“How soon can I start?”

“Shit, if you want tonight.  Be here at 6:00 p.m.  You said you were a friend of Destiny?”

“That’s right.  I don’t want to get her in trouble but ….”

“But?”

“She said she thought I could potentially make $200,000 a year.”

He nodded and said, “Yes, and I can see you making that kind of money if you are willing to work hard.”

“That’s why I’m here.”

“I look forward to working with you.  Hey, can I give you some advice?”

I nodded and said, “Of course.”

“You seem like a really nice girl and I think this could be a real opportunity for you so just let me say this okay?”

“Sure.”

“Danielle, you can make really good money working here and my advice to you is to save it, and not be like nearly all of the girls who work here who end up blowing it on a habit, a sports car, jewelry, lavish vacations, or end up keeping up some guy.  Use it to set yourself up for life.  Anyway, that’s all I’ve got to say.”

“Thanks, Rocco, and I think that’s good advice.”

“You do?”

I nodded.

“In all my years in the business, you’re the first girl that’s ever said that to me.”

“They just don’t know a smart guy when they meet one.”

He laughed and said, “You’re going to do well here.”

“So, Destiny seems like a nice girl.”

Nodding he said, “She is.  Destiny follows the rules, seems to save her money, and is working her way through school, and seems to have her head screwed on straight, which is the reason I’m going to have her train you.”

“I look forward to seeing you tonight Rocco.”


Chapter 8

Arriving at the club that evening I just happened to walk in the main door at the same time that Destiny did and as she saw me she said, “Oh my God, Danielle?”

I absolutely could not believe that she remembered my name but she did and immediately threw her arms around me and said, “I am so glad that you came back to see me.”

Returning her hug I said, “Of course.”

“Where’s the cute guy that was accompanying you that night?” she said while looking around the lobby.

“He won’t be coming.”

“Then who are you here with?” she asked.

“This is my first night and you’re going to train me,” I said and then looked at her face waiting on a response.

Her face illuminated and she shot me a huge smile and then hugging me once again said, “We’re going to have so much fun and I’ll be glad to show you the ropes girl.  Just stick with me, okay?”

Over the next few weeks, she showed me the ropes and taught me the basics of becoming a dancer in a gentlemen’s club, aka, a stripper in a titty bar, and under my new pseudonym of Crystal I went to work in my new part-time profession.  In addition to teaching me the essentials, Destiny also taught me something which really fueled my dancing career, and that was the art of seduction.  She was truly a master at it, and under her tutelage, I was unstoppable.

Initially, I was a little bit hesitant at the prospect of sitting on the laps of a bunch of strange men, as some of them were smelly, old, unattractive, or otherwise just downright creepy.  However, as time went on I loosened up and the friendlier I was the better the tips.  As time went on I became more and more comfortable peeling off my tight seductive dress and showing my tits and before I knew it, I didn’t think twice about it.  I had become very good at prancing around in nothing but a thong and heels and it was paying like a slot machine.

Despite the fact that I was still a male inside and not even attracted to men, I volunteered for every shift that I could get as my goal was to rack up all the cash that I could.  For the rest of my tour there, I was handled, groped, and even pushed the line a time or two in the private room, as you’ll be surprised what you will really do for money when there’s a lot of it and it’s in cash, however, I was a good girl and never went all the way.

During my time there I steered clear of developing friendships with most of the girls, save Destiny, whose real name was Leslie, as she really seemed to have her act together and her primary goal was to get through school and save a few bucks along the way.

At the end of two years, I decided to hang it up and just work my day job at the school as I was exhausted from the long hours, the smoke-filled club, and the disgusting people that I had been exposed to on a daily basis.  In the end, I hadn’t done too bad as I had made just over $400,000 and a lot of that was in cash which I kept in my safe deposit box at the bank.  Over the course of time, I slowly started to move the money into my savings account which was paying about five percent interest, and I also began to invest in the stock market as well.  My plan was right on track.

Just after leaving my stripper position, I saw that an online bookseller I was familiar with had gone public and I invested heavily as in the coming years their stock would be worth an absolute fortune.  At that point in 1997, they had no idea how the future was going to unfold for them, but it was going to be huge.

During my time working at the school I had pretty much stayed to myself.  I figured that was for the best, especially during the time I was working at the club, as that would probably have been considered inappropriate and I might have lost my job.  Now that I was no longer working at The Peppermint Pussycat I’d begun to loosen up a bit and was even developing some friendships at work, including one with a Dr. James Woodson, who was a teaching assistant in the physics department at the school.  He was not someone I knew at the university in my previous timeline, which was not really surprising as I would not be starting college there as an undergraduate for another twelve years.  Clearly, he was someone who had come and gone long before I even gotten there as I’d never even heard his name mentioned during my time there as Daniel.

James was a nice-looking man of 5’11”, who had dark brown hair and blue eyes and we had started to become friends in the spring of 1997 and initially, we just started off chit-chatting from time to time.  As the year went on we began spending more time together and had even gone out for lunch a time or two.  Finally, in the late summer, just after I stopped working at the club I agreed to go out to dinner with him.

The school frowned on employees dating but pretty much had a “don’t ask don’t tell” policy.  So, if there were no problems all was well, if there ended up being problems, they would fire all involved.  Pretty simple really. 

Picking me up at my door I was a little taken back at him standing there as he was wearing a suit with a dark blue tie and looked quite striking, and initially, I was quite amazed at how handsome he was.  This was a new emotion for me because never in my life had I thought of men as handsome, however, during my time working at the club that had changed.  From time to time I had begun to have stirrings inside and had started to notice I was drawn to certain men, frequently those that were nice looking and had a good personality.  Some of these encounters with men had even caused me to feel aroused, which was also foreign to me.  Confused by this I worked hard to push these feelings aside as my primary goal in working at the club was to make money and not explore my newfound emotions, I had plans after all.

James took me to a little Italian restaurant downtown Center Point where we had a nice little table for two in the back corner.  Agreeing to share a bottle of Pinot Noir we decided to sit and visit and get to know one another before ordering our main course.  So we would not die of starvation, James did order an appetizer of cheese sticks which came with marinara sauce, which was sufficient to hold us over until we were ready to order our entrée.  Fried in hog lard I knew that they would add padding to my hips, but they were hard to resist as they tasted so good.

As we sat there and talked I was really drawn to James.  He was a brilliant young physicist and really knew his stuff.  I was especially fascinated by his knowledge of time travel theory including wormholes and I knew he found it just as interesting as I did, as I had typed up some lesson plans for him a few times.  I was very interested in discussing Einstein-Rosen bridge principles with him but knew that I would have to tone down my actual knowledge of the subject as an administrative assistant shouldn’t have in-depth knowledge of Einstein’s field equations.  If I came across as too knowledgeable on the subject that would seem weird to him so I decided that I would try and come across as smart but not brilliant.

“This is really a nice bottle of wine, I’m glad you recommended it,” I said.

“Of course, I’m glad you like it.”

Leaning forward I asked, “You’re sure this is okay?  Us being out together for dinner?”

“It’s no big deal.  After all, we’re just two friends out for a bite to eat right?”

I nodded and said, “Right.”

“Now, if we ended up in a relationship and that caused trouble in the workplace, then that’s another story.”

“Okay, if you’re sure.”

“It’s fine, don’t worry.”

“James you’re a pretty smart guy and I was wondering if I could ask you a question about physics.”

“Really?” he said turning his head slightly sideways.

“Yes.”

“I guess that kind of surprises me.”

“Why?  Because I’m a secretary?”

Rolling his eyes up in his head and then back down he looked at me and said, “Well, yeah.”

Deciding I would give him a hard time I asked, “Is it because I’m just a secretary or because I’m a girl as well?  I’m not a total dummy you know.”

I was a little agitated, though not totally pissed off, and decided I would see what he said next.

“Look, I was just surprised that you asked, and I don’t think that you are a dummy, so please don’t ever think that, okay?”

With a mildly annoyed look on my face, I said, “Well….”

After hesitating for a few seconds, I said, “Okay.”

“Now, what’s your question?”

“Okay, this is going to sound really weird but see if you can explain the theory behind this scenario okay?”

He nodded and took a big gulp of wine and said, “Ready.”

“A man in the years 2020 who is twenty-nine years old constructs an Einstein-Rosen Bridge, aka wormhole, and accidentally falls into it and when he lands, he finds he is now twenty-five years in the past.  To complicate matters he is now ten years younger and a woman on top of that.  My question to you is why did he not land as himself at his own age?  What happened to cause those events?”

Leaning forward he asked, “Where did you come up with this?”

“Oh, I was watching late-night TV the other night and there was a movie about that, but I got tired and turned it off before he found out why that happened.”

“Danielle that’s one heck of a movie, what was it called?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “I don’t know.  Anyway, what do you think?”

“Hmmm.  Let’s think about this for a moment.  Okay, did this man exist in the past, even as a younger version of himself?”

Thinking for a moment I then said, “Yes, yes he did.  A younger version of him who was only four years old did exist in the timeline he traveled back to.”

“Well that’s it then isn’t it?”

“It is?  Tell me, in terms that I can understand.”

I could clearly have understood anything that he might have told me but decided to keep playing the part of the pretty administrative assistant who was not university educated as a Ph.D. physicist.

“Okay, in space-time there are laws which govern and keep everything in perfect harmony and balance and do not allow the universe to get out of alignment, such as having two versions of the same person in the same timeline at the same time.  This is all theoretical of course.”

I nodded and said, “Yes, of course.”

“So, to make sure that they two never came into contact, which would be disastrous for both of them, the natural laws of time and space added him to the timeline in a different form, in that case, a younger woman.”

“You mean the universe just made up a new reality and turned him into a young woman?” I said as though I were a ditsy brunette who was trying to figure all this physics stuff out.

Shaking his head he said, “Yes and no.  It could have been something like, his mother became pregnant with him, or should I say her, at an earlier age for some reason, versus the timeline before where she did not.  There are many possibilities.”

“James, could it have been something like his mother had originally had an infant daughter that died at birth and when he arrived in the past, he became that young woman?  The universe rewrote the timeline and gave him the girl’s body at the age she would have been had she lived?”

Raising his eyebrows, he said, “Well, yes, that would be a possibility I suppose.”

For two years I had surmised something like that might have happened, and that was the reason I had not arrived as myself, and being able to hear it from another physicist validated my original hypotheses.  Believe it or not, I had not had the opportunity to bounce the concept off any of my customers while working at The Peppermint Pussycat as they usually had other things in mind, including parking their hand on my thigh.  However, I now firmly believed that there was a good possibility that in this timeline I was truly Danielle LeBlanc, mom’s deceased baby that she’d never told me about.  But if that were so, and the timeline had been adjusted to account for me, why was there a grave?

“Any more physics questions,” he asked and then shot me an ear-to-ear grin.

Looking across the table at James I was taken by the warmth of his smile which made him even more attractive.  Initially I thought that I should shut those thoughts down and not think that way, after all I was a man, but then again, was I?  Continuing to gaze at him I kept thinking about how right being with him felt, and if that was the case should it really be something that was wrong or that I was ashamed of?  After all, I was a full-fledged woman.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, no more questions.”

“You look deep in thought Danielle.”

Taking a drink of my wine I put the glass back on the table and then said, “No, I was just thinking about our physics conversation.”

He chuckled and said, “Would you be offended if I said you are a very smart young lady?”

Using my right hand to flick my hair back I said, “What do you think?”

“I mean it.”

“Well thank you James.”

After pausing for a moment, he said, “You certainly are radiant this evening?”

“Thank you, James, that’s very nice of you to say.”

“I’m not just saying it, it is true.”

“Thank you,” I said as I smiled and batted my eyelashes at him.

“You’re welcome.”

Before he arrived to pick me up I had worked hard on getting myself all dolled up.  The thought of going out on a proper date alarmed as well as excited me, and despite the fact that I was still trying to get the hang of being a girl I wanted to look nice for him, though I didn’t know why.  For our date, I picked out a little purple cocktail dress that hugged my curves perfectly and then slipped on a pair of high heel mules that showed off my newly painted red toenails.  Then deciding I would be a little sassy, I put on a very thin gold ankle bracelet, which I thought completed the outfit.

“Might I say that you look very nice as well?”

“Thanks, Danielle.”

After dinner, we headed back to my place and I decided to invite him in for coffee.  Entering my humble apartment I told him to have a seat in the living room and I would be right back. I then headed to the kitchen where I started the water boiling and then returned to the living room.

“Water should be ready in just a minute.  Decaf or regular?”

“Regular is fine.”

“Good, because that’s all I’ve got.”

He chuckled at my comment.

“Oh, and it is instant, so I hope that’s okay as well.”

“That’s fine too.”

Sitting there I kicked off my heels and tucked my legs up under me and looked over at him. As I did, I noticed that he was scanning my legs which were clearly visible as my dress was a bit short.  He was checking me out, just like a guy does a girl, and I totally loved it, even though I wasn’t quite sure why.  There was something inside me that wanted his attention and as we sat there he continued to admire my smooth legs with his hungry eyes and as I continued to watch him I started to become excited myself.  As he raised his head slightly and our eyes met mine, we both smiled.  He because he’d been caught and me because I liked the fact that he apparently found me attractive. 

We both chuckled and he then said, “I like your ankle bracelet.”

Yes, I thought to myself.  When I was a guy I absolutely loved seeing a girl wearing an ankle bracelet and knew I could not be alone, and the fact that he’d noticed I had gone to the trouble to put one on was nice.  Or was he just saying that to try and cover up the fact that he was looking at my legs? 

“Thank you, James.  You know what I like about you?”

“What’s that?”

“You pay attention to detail.”

Laughing briefly he said, “Well, I guess I kind of do.”

“Would you believe me if I told you that I put it on just for you and I was hoping that you would notice it?” I said as I smiled and then bit my lower lip.

Hearing the kettle start to whistle I said, “Water’s ready,” and I jumped off the couch and headed toward the kitchen. 

“Need any help?” he called out.

“I’ve got it.”

In the kitchen, I reached into the pantry and took out the instant coffee and then reached up and opened the cabinet door and grabbed a couple of mugs, and as I set them down on the counter I suddenly noticed James was standing beside me.

“You must be really thirsty,” I said.

“I just thought I’d see if you needed any assistance.”

“That’s sweet,” I replied.

As I turned and looked at him our eyes locked, and I stopped what I was doing and looked into his big baby blues which had me mesmerized. As I did, he returned my gaze and I could see that we were of like minds and wanted the same thing.  Setting the spoon I held in my hand down on the counter, I turned slightly and was now fully facing him. As I stood there before him there was nothing I wanted more than for him to kiss me.  Tilting my head back and parting my lips, I reached and took his left hand into mine, and as he leaned toward me I stood up on my tiptoes and moved closer to him, and the next thing I knew his flesh was pressing against mine.  It wasn’t an ordinary kiss but one that was gentle and soft, and as we continued he placed his right hand against the side of my neck which he began to caress tenderly, and each stroke of his fingers against my skin sent chills throughout my body.  Raising my arms I took my hands and lay them flat against his chest and just stood there enjoying the moment we were having together.

Opening my mouth he quickly accepted my invitation and we began to kiss more deeply, our tongues now together and rolling passionately.  With both of his hands running through my hair I was getting really revved up and I could feel the desire inside of me growing.  As I put my arms around him, our bodies now even closer together, I noticed that I was having an effect on him as his manhood was pressing against me firmly.  The idea that he was aroused by being with me excited me, as I really liked him, and it was clear that he felt the same about me.  I decided that every few seconds I would accidentally bump up against his member as I was getting a charge out of the fact that he was hard and hard for me, which filled me with delight and thrilled me even more.

My breathing was heavy and my body was aching with desire.  I was so turned on I could barely stand it and my womanhood was proof of that as I could feel that my panties were now drenched from the excitement.  I couldn’t help myself but there was one thing that I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt, I wanted to be with James, submit myself to him, and ultimately feel him deep inside me, and I wanted nothing more than to please him.  However, I was at a crossroads in my life and I’d never been with a man and had no idea what to expect.  Should I make love with him or put it off until another time?  After some contemplation, I decided that this was my new reality as I was a real girl after all and I might as well live my new life to its fullest.

Breaking our embrace, I took him by the hand and led him to the living room where I told him to have a seat and that I would be right back.  I then winked at him and subsequently disappeared into my bedroom.  After a few minutes I returned and as I entered the living area I walked up in front of him and smiled and asked, “What do you think?  Do you like it?”

As he scanned me from the top of my head to the bottom of my feet I stood there before him in my short dark blue chemise with white lace trim, and as he caught sight of me his mouth fell open and a few moments later he finally nodded his head and said, “I do.”

With an ear-to-ear smile, I said, “I’m glad.”

I took him by the hand and helped him up off the couch and once he was on his feet I said, “Come,” and he obediently followed me.  The antique lamp on the nightstand barely illuminated the bedroom but as far as the atmosphere it was perfectly intimate and romantic.  I had already taken the liberty of turning the bed down as I figured it might be in use in the not-too-distant future.

Putting my arms around his neck I kissed him briefly and then looked at him and said, “I really like you James.”

Smiling he said, “I really like you too Danielle.”

Pressing up against him I said, “I’m glad,” and I then broke our embrace before I lay down on the bed and added, “I think you’ve got too many clothes on,” and then shot him a huge smile.

Removing his shoes, he then unbuttoned his shirt and threw it to the side and then dropped his pants leaving him in his boxers which he quickly discarded and as he did so his member sprang free.  By all appearances he was well gifted, if you know what I mean, which excited me even more than I already was and as I continued staring at him I could feel myself becoming moist as I was ready to take him.

In the middle of the bed and flat on my back I parted my legs which he slid in between and then laid down on top of me and we began to kiss deeply and passionately.  As we lay there making out I could feel his hardness brushing against my entrance and little did he know how ready I was to take him as my body was screaming for fulfillment that only he could deliver. 

Never in my life had I imagined ever being in the situation that I was in at that moment. I had never envisioned that I would be a woman and want to have sex with a man.  However, at that point, my feminine desires had taken full control of me and despite what my mind might have said it did not matter as my body was demanding satisfaction and was determined to get it.

My breathing was heavy and my heart was beating so rapidly that I thought I was going to have a coronary as I was excited and scared to death at the same time.  He had now slipped the straps of my nightgown down and exposed my firm breasts and his mouth now covered my right nipple and the way he was working on me I thought I was going to lose my mind as he knew exactly what I needed.  He would start out sucking on it gently, working his way to up medium and then very firm, and then would nibble on it, not too soft, not too hard, but just right before starting the process again. 

Not being able to stand it any longer, I pulled my legs back as far as I could and said, “Oh James, oh God,” and I reached down and took him in my hand and began to rub his manhood against my moistened folds.  Now hovering over me, he was breathing heavily, and as our eyes met we both smiled at one another at the exact same moment.  Suddenly and without warning, he pressed forward and entered me with one single thrust, and as he filled me completely I cried out as the combined physical and emotional sensations of the act seemed to complete me.  In my mind, all that was important at that moment was being with him, and feeling his flesh against mine, and I wanted nothing more than to make him happy.

As we made love that night and shared ourselves with one another, a warm wave suddenly washed over me from head to toe, and I was filled with joy as I had never known and I felt complete in every way. The remaining reservations that I’d previously had about being a woman were gone.  I knew at that moment that I had crossed the threshold and was now a member of the fairer sex, as my body, heart, mind, and soul were now in harmony.  Moving forward I was determined that I would embrace my new life and it was time to close the doors of the past and experience my new reality as a woman to the fullest.


Chapter 9

The next morning, which was Saturday, I woke and noticed that the sun was up, and from the amount of light in the room, it had been up for some time.  Looking over at James I could see that his eyes were closed and as I lay there watching him sleep I could hear the faint sound of him snoozing gently. He was clearly worn out from the night before. 

Getting out of bed quietly I slipped into my chemise which had somehow ended up on the floor and then put on my matching navy-blue robe.  Tiptoeing out of the room I closed the door gently behind me so as not to disturb him since he was bushed from our late-night activities.

Half an hour later, James entered the kitchen where I was working diligently and said, “Good morning,” and gave me a kiss, which I returned.

“Better be careful, or we might get into the same predicament that we did last night,” I said as I winked at him.

“I wish,” he said and then gave me another kiss before asking, “What are you doing?” and then scanned the kitchen.

“I’m making you breakfast.”

“Hey, a girl who cooks, I love it!”

“Don’t get too excited.  It’s nothing fancy, just scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast.”

After breakfast, James took a quick shower, and I just happened to join him for some good clean fun, and yes, we did have sex in the shower.

Getting dressed he headed out after giving me a kiss and we agreed that we would talk later, and maybe even get together. 

It was a nice day so I put on a floral print dress and sandals and decided that I was going to take a walk. I had a destination in mind, the cemetery where Danielle LeBlanc was buried.  As I entered through the iron gate, I closed it behind me and then walked across the grass headed toward the spot where she was interred, but when I arrived at her plot there was no headstone.  On top of that, it also appeared that the dirt had never been disturbed, which also got my attention.

Looking around I wondered if I had gotten something wrong, after all, I had only been here one time before and that was over two years ago, is it possible that I had forgotten or had gotten turned around or was confused?  As I scanned the area I could see that I was in the right spot as I even recalled some of the names engraved on some of the headstones, and if that was true and I was in the correct spot, what was going on?

Fortunately, I just happened to see a man in work clothes walking parallel to me and by all appearances, he was clearly a groundskeeper and not just a random guy walking across the cemetery with a bucket in one hand and a shovel in the other.  Trying to get his attention I began to wave and since I was a pretty young brunette I just happened to catch his eye and he began to walk toward me.

As he grew closer to me he smiled lightly and called out, “Can I help you?”

“Yes please, I wanted to ask you a question?”

The elderly gentleman who was about seventy years of age was unshaven, donned in dark slacks and a long sleeve work shirt, and to protect himself from the sun he was wearing a grey fedora which had clearly seen better days. 

“How can I help you today?” he asked as he smiled at me.

“Sir, are you familiar with this place?”

Nodding he said, “I should be, I’ve been caretaker here for about twenty years.”

“Sounds like you do then,” I replied.

“Well, just part-time though as this is an older cemetery, and when graveyards start getting older and filled up, they usually don’t have a full-time overseer.  I retired from my job about two decades ago and needed something to do, so this was the perfect part-time job for me.  So, what can I do for you, pretty lady?  I know you’re not here to buy a plot and by your looks, you won’t be in need of one for at least sixty years.”

Chuckling I said, “You’re probably right about that, but yes, I was wondering if you could tell me about this plot?” and I pointed down and to my left where Danielle had originally been.

“There’s no one buried there, it’s an empty space.”

I’m sure I had a perplexed look on my face despite the fact that I was attempting to conceal it.

“Sir, has there ever been anyone buried there?” I asked.

A grin came to his face and he shook his head very slowly a couple of times and said, “No ma’am.”

By this point, the guy was clearly thinking that I was one bizarre chick, as my questions probably came across as strange, but then again, in the graveyard business, you probably see and hear everything.  However, I still wanted to make sure that I had not gotten Danielle’s location wrong and he was the perfect guy to help me.

“I know that’s an incredibly bizarre question, or questions, but I do have a reason for asking, so please don’t think I’m some kind of a nut job and call the police on me, okay?” I asked as I batted my eyelashes at him.

“Not to worry, you wouldn’t believe the stuff that I see and hear, and that’s just working out here part-time a few hours a week.”

“Okay, my name is Danielle LeBlanc, and a friend of mine told me that there was a Danielle LeBlanc buried here in the cemetery and according to her description this was the spot.  Is it possible she is somewhere else in the graveyard?  The reason I’m interested is twofold, one matching names, obviously, and two I’m a bit of a genealogy buff, and she might be a relative of mine.”

“Get a lot of people through here working on genealogy so I understand.  Now, the name Danielle LeBlanc, hmmm.  I don’t recall ever seeing the name anywhere in the cemetery.  I tell you what, see that little shed?” he asked as he pointed to a small metal building on the side of the property.

I nodded.

“Walk with me over there and we can look on my master plot diagram and that will tell us for sure.”

“Thank you, sir.”

**********

Standing on the sidewalk in front of the cemetery he said, “I’m sorry I couldn’t have been more helpful.”

“You were of great help, I’m sure my friend must have made a mistake or something.  They must have been talking about another cemetery.”

“Good luck”, he said, and then turned and started walking back across the graveyard.

As I was walking down the sidewalk headed toward home I pondered my conversation with James the night before and thought about what he said, as to how the laws of the universe seem to keep everything in alignment and I had just seen that firsthand.  It was clear that somehow after my arrival from the past, I was drawn here to see the grave of Danielle LeBlanc, thus directing me to establish my identity as her in this reality.  And somehow after my visit to the grave two years ago, the forces that govern time and space erased the gravesite of Danielle LeBlanc since she was no longer dead, which was uncanny, to say the least.

The next question I had on my mind was now that the grave was gone, and I had clearly not died, what was my history in this timeline?  Had the universe set up some scenario where my mother thought that I had died and I had not?  Had she given me up for adoption just after I was born?  Did she actually know me and we were estranged for some reason?  The list of possibilities was endless.  Did I really even need to know or was this lining up to be a situation where curiosity killed the cat and maybe I just needed to leave it well enough alone?


Chapter 10

My relationship with James blossomed over the next two months and I was head over heels in love with him, just as he was with me.  We couldn’t get enough of each other and spent as much time together as possible, and do you know what happens when a man and woman in love spend a lot of time together?  And the female is not on birth control?  Before I knew it I was pregnant and the evening that I told James he proposed and I accepted.  It was like a fairy tale as there’s nothing more romantic than getting engaged on Christmas Eve.

I couldn’t believe how excited I was at the prospect of getting married, and to a man, which totally surprised me, as the last thing I ever envisioned as Daniel was walking down the aisle in a pretty white dress and saying I do.  Wanting to keep it simple I picked out a white dress with spaghetti straps that came down to just below my knees and then selected a pair of low heel white mules to walk down the aisle in on my wedding day. 

James asked me if I wanted a large wedding and I told him absolutely not as it sounded like a lot of work and expense and that maybe we could just do a nice honeymoon instead.  So, we had a small wedding at an Episcopal church with a few close friends and co-workers and fortunately Destiny, aka Leslie, served as my maid of honor.  After the ceremony, a large group of us went out to dinner at a nice restaurant and we had an absolutely wonderful time.  It was the perfect end to a wonderful day where I married a man that I had fallen in love with and was now excited at the prospect of having his baby.

After tying the knot, I moved in with James. He had a two-bedroom apartment compared to mine with one which made sense as we would soon need the extra space.  Overall, his place was neat and clean but his idea of interior decorating was, well, non-existent, so I went to work, and with a little bit of coaxing I had it up to par in no time.  In all my life I had never envisioned that I would be good at things like picking out furniture and curtains but at the end of the day, I seemed to be a natural and apparently had a gift for making everything come together.  When all was said and done we had a cozy little apartment for two that was picture perfect and it was so cute it could have been featured in a home and garden magazine.

It was mid-April of 1998 and I was five months pregnant and there was no hiding my baby bump and I could definitely feel the life inside me becoming more prominent with each passing day.  James and I were thrilled at the prospect of meeting the newest member of our family and we were happier than we had ever been.  He was such a good man and I loved him with all my heart and I just couldn’t tell him enough what he meant to me as he was the best husband a girl could ever want and I knew he was going to make an excellent father as well.

I had just finished making another deposit into my savings account via my safe deposit box where I had stored a significant amount of cash from my days of working at The Peppermint Pussycat.  Over the course of time, I had continued to move my money from my cash stash to my savings account slowly for a very good reason, to stay off the IRS radar.  All I needed was a random audit where they were asking how I had all this money in my account, and oh by the way, why didn’t you pay tax on that?  And now we are just going to have to tax you and add penalties on top and maybe take it all. 

Since my arrival over two and a half years ago, my money continued to grow as I had worked hard, been frugal, and lived on just over half of my salary from the university which was $33,000 per year.  Between what I’d saved from work and what I had continued to transfer in from the safe deposit box I had built my savings account up to $50,000.  In addition, the $50,000 I had put into the stock market had turned into $400,000 and I still had over $340,000 in my safe deposit box, giving me a net total net worth of $790,000.  At some point, I was going to have to tell James about all the money I had and I was not sure exactly how I was going to explain it away. A twenty-one-year-old administrative assistant in a quasi-civil service job making just over $30k per year typically is not worth $800k.  Oh, well, I would continue to think about it and would come up with something.

As I was leaving the bank I remembered that I needed to pick up a couple of items from the grocery store so I headed on over to the local supermarket where I normally shopped, parked, walked in, got a cart, and started down the aisle.  When shopping, I had a route that I normally followed where I started out on the left side of the store where the fruits and vegetables were and then went up and down the other rows from there.

After picking out what I needed in the produce section I started to push my cart forward heading toward my next destination which was the meat department.  Before I had even traveled a couple of feet I felt an impact on my backside and as I turned around to see what the disturbance was, I saw a small boy lying on the floor.

“Are you okay?” I asked as I looked down at him.

Picking himself up he just stood there looking at me and as I realized who he was I about shit in my pants, or dress rather, as that small boy of about six years of age was me.  The younger male version of myself, Daniel, was standing right there in front of me bigger than life. 

So, at that point, it was clear that I was either still in my previous timeline or one that ran parallel to the one I had formerly existed in.  My money was going to be on the premise that I was still in my own dimension until I found out otherwise as everything I had seen with world history during the past two and a half years had not indicated otherwise.

“Daniel,” announced a firm female voice that definitely got his attention, and when he heard it he turned his head and looked at the approaching woman who was marching up to him, and she was not pleased with him, to say the least.  Looking down at him with a grimaced face she said to him in a stern voice, “You just wait until I get you home mister,” and then turning toward me she asked, “Miss, are you okay?”

At that point, I was in a situation that I had been hoping to avoid at all costs as the last thing I had wanted to do was have any contact with my family or my former self.  I suspected that my arrival in this reality had already disrupted its potential history if even in a minor way; however, I did not want to cause additional damage as the future needed to play out exactly as it was supposed to.  Daniel needed to fulfill his destiny and in my mind the best way to ensure that was to stay away from my family, as much as I wanted to see them. 

There in front of me was my mom and she was as pretty as ever and twenty-two years younger than when I had last seen her before I departed 2020.  Every fiber of my being wanted to run up to her and hug her and tell her how good it was to see her, but unfortunately that was completely out of the question as I was a stranger to her.

As our eyes met we stood there looking at one another and until that moment I had not truly realized how much we resembled one another, despite the fact that I had been in my new body for a couple of years.  However, at that moment I could see that I was my mother’s daughter, and by the way, she was looking at me, I wondered if she was seeing the same.

“Miss are you okay?” she asked me once again.

Nodding once I said, “I’m fine.”

“I can see you’re expecting, you’re not hurt are you?”

Shaking my head I said, “No,” and I patted myself once on the rear and said, “He hit here, and I’ve got plenty of padding,” and we both chuckled before she lightly tapped her booty and said, “I’ve got plenty myself.”

We both laughed briefly before mom continued, “I’m glad you are okay, and I am so sorry for the way he acted.  You can be sure that once he gets home he will be reminded not to misbehave in such fashion again.”

“It’s okay, little boys will be little boys.  That’s their job.”

Looking down at my baby bump and then back at me she asked, “How far are you along?”

“Five months.”

Smiling, she then asked, “Boy or girl?”

“Girl.”

“I bet you are so excited.”

Smiling I said, “My husband and I are thrilled beyond belief,” and then we both chuckled briefly.

Extending her hand she said, “I’m Connie,” and then pointing down to her little me she said, “This is Daniel.”

Shit, I thought to myself, she’s told me her name, which puts me in the position of having to tell her my name, which was the last thing I wanted to do, with my concern being that if I did tell her my name she would realize that I was her daughter.  But then again, if I did tell her, maybe I could find out what happened to me in this timeline, for example, why didn’t I grow up with her?  What was I thinking?  She and Daniel must never know who I really am and where I came from.

Shaking her hand I then looked down at him and said, “Good to meet you, Daniel,” and then looking back at her I said, “Great to meet you as well Connie.”

Several seconds had elapsed, even though it felt like a whole lot longer and she was still kind of staring at me despite the fact that she was trying not to but could not seem to help herself.  I believed that the reason for it was that she was seeing what I had earlier, that in so many ways I looked like a younger version of her. 

Knowing I was going to have to give it up and tell her at some point, otherwise, I would be deemed rude, I announced, “Oh, I’m Danielle,” and as I finished my words her eyes widened and her mouth fell open slightly and she continued to gaze at me practically mesmerized for some reason, and it was clear what that reason was.  The fact that we had that strong resemblance and I had the same name as a child she had borne would have been enough to cause such a reaction. 

With a serious look on her face, she said, “Good to meet you, Danielle.”

“Connie, I hope this does not sound strange but by the way you are looking at me …., have we met before?”

Shaking her head, she asked, “No, why do you ask?”

“Your look is one of….,” raising my eyebrows I then continued, “Familiarity?  Perhaps I look like someone you know?”

Looking down and then back up she now had tears in her eyes and with her voice slightly crackling she said, “I apologize for staring, it’s just, Danielle, may I ask you a question?”

Nodding I said, “Of course.”

“Do you think that we kind of look like one another?”

Scrunching my forehead and examining her, for dramatic effect, I gently nodded once and then said, “Yes, I do believe we do favor one another to a good degree, interesting, kind of a coincidence.  Is that what it is?”

Closing her eyes and nodding briefly one time she said, “Yes, and when I saw you I was willing to mark it up to random chance, and then you told me your name, Danielle, and it stirred up some memories.”

“Really?  You knew another Danielle that looked like me, and you?”

Looking down at her little boy, the former me, she then looked back up at me and said, “Danielle it was really good meeting you, and please forgive me for acting so strange.”

Smiling I said, “It’s okay Connie, think nothing of it, we do kind of look alike, it’s almost uncanny in a way.”

Reaching out she took young Daniel by the hand and looked at me and said, “Have a good day Danielle.”

“You too Connie, I’ll see you around the grocery store.”

Nodding she said, “Looking forward to it.”

As I stood there watching the two of them walk away I knew that mom had the answers that I wanted regarding my past as Danielle in this reality and it seemed like she wanted to share it with me and then stopped, but why?  Maybe it was because young Daniel was standing there and she didn’t want him to hear what she had to say?  Perhaps it was just as well because the more exposure mom and little Daniel had to me the greater the chances of the timeline being altered for all of us, especially for him.

All of a sudden a memory was resurrected and I stood there in awe as I recalled an incident in a grocery store when I was a small boy.  I remember that I was running and crashed into a pregnant woman wearing a tan dress who was pushing a cart.  Me!  Afterward, my mother stood there and talked to her for a couple of minutes and when we got home she busted my ass with a belt.  Why had I remembered it just then?  Did it happen in my timeline and I had simply recalled it from memory?  Or had it just happened here, in this modified version of my timeline for the very first time and the event was recorded into my mind as a child and I was now remembering it?  There was absolutely no way to know because when you’re dealing with time travel and body swaps the possibilities are absolutely endless.

I still had questions but for the moment I was going to leave well enough alone, despite the fact that I adored my mother and wanted nothing more than to spend time with her and eat her home cooking, which I missed.

However, I knew in my heart that I had not seen the last of my mother and it was just a matter of time until I did again, whether it was sooner or later.  As to how much time? I had no clue but I did have a gut feeling that mom and I would meet again in this reality as we still had unfinished business, whether we liked it or not.


Chapter 11

Returning home that evening, the events of earlier that afternoon were still on my mind as I made dinner for James and it was hard not to think about my encounter with my younger self and my mother.  It would have been so nice to have had someone to talk to about all of it but I did not and because of the uniqueness of the entire situation it was my cross to bear.

After eating, James helped me clean up the kitchen and we then sat down in the living room to watch a little television and spend some quality time together.  We decided that we would watch a movie as we had a couple on hand as we had recently subscribed to a new service where you got online, ordered a couple of flicks and they mailed the discs to you.  Once you had watched them you simply put them into the return envelope and dropped them in the mail, and once they received them they would ship you the next motion picture that you had in your online queue.  James had told me that it seemed flaky and would never last, as there was a very large national chain that dominated the video market. From his perspective, they were not going anywhere in the near future.  If only he knew!  However, it was at the top of my list of things to do to load up on their stock when they went public four years down the road, as I knew investors who did would see returns that they couldn’t imagine, not even in their wildest dreams.

As the movie was finishing, I began to think and decided I wanted to have a conversation with James about a secret I was keeping and this was as good a time as any.  To date, all that James knew about me was what I had told him, which was essentially a repeat of the story that I had told Celia about my past, which was total bullshit.  I hated lying to him but then again I certainly couldn’t tell him the truth as he would never have believed it, so the logical thing to do was stay on the course I was on and stick to my story.

After getting married three months ago, James and I had agreed to split our living expenses.  He made more money than me and actually wanted us to pay based on our income where he would be paying more as he had a higher salary than I did.  I told him that I appreciated the offer and if it got to a point where I felt I needed him to pick up some of the extra expenses I would not hesitate to let him know.

James was not a disaster with money but he wasn’t a financial wizard either.  His strong points were that he didn’t carry much debt and had a small savings, and in the grand scheme of things he was better off than most people.  He and I did agree that I had a gift when it came to managing money and in no time at all, I was managing the household checkbook and paying the bills.  I also clipped coupons and looked for sales on everything and in short order, James got on board, just like any good husband would do.

As the movie finished I took the remote control and flicked the TV off and told him I needed to talk to him about something. I was as nervous as I could be because essentially, I had been keeping secrets from my husband and I hoped he wouldn’t be mad at me.

“James, I’ve got something I need to talk with you about regarding household finances,” I said with a serious look on my face.

“What have I done now?” he said humorously.

Grinning I said, “Nothing silly.  However, James, this is serious as I’ve not been honest with you about something, essentially I’ve been keeping something from you and feel that I need to share it with you, and I hope you are not mad at me when I’m done.”

With a puzzled look on his face, he said, “I have no idea what you are getting ready to tell me.  At all!  I’m all ears.”

I proceeded to tell James that over two years ago just after starting my job at the school that I took a job at The Peppermint Pussycat where I worked for two years as a dancer and saved every penny that I could get my hands on until I left there last year.  Additionally, I told him that my girlfriend Leslie had also been a dancer there, and with the money she earned she had paid her way through college and had also put away a nice little nest egg for herself. 

Sitting there looking slightly agitated he asked, “Why did you keep it a secret from me?”

“For two reasons, one I figured if I told you that you would think I wasn’t a nice girl. Almost from the moment, I met you I liked you and wanted you to like me.”

A slight smile came to his face when I said that, and he nodded slightly and said, “I liked you from the very first moment I met you as well,” and then squeezed my hand.

“Secondly, I figured the school would get pissed off at me and fire me if they found out what I was doing as you know how self-righteous some people can be, so I figured it was best kept a secret.”

“I can understand that.  It was probably a smart move.”

We sat there in silence for a bit and he then said, “I know the job you’re in does not pay an absolute fortune and I get that, and now that I’ve had a chance to process it I’m cool.  I just have one question and answer me honestly, and no matter what you say you and I are good, okay?”

I nodded.

“Did you ever have sex for money?”

I laughed and said, “Absolutely not.  Is that what you think goes on in those places?”

“Well, I wasn’t sure ….”

“James, if a woman wants to make sure her husband is safe from other women, then that’s the safest place to send them because at the end of the evening the girls end up with all the money, and the guys end up with no cash and nobody gets any pussy, pardon the expression.”

He laughed out loud and said, “I usually don’t hear you use salty language like that, except in the bedroom.”

I chuckled at his response and then added, “Trust me. A woman’s husband is in more danger at the grocery store or coffee shop than in a titty bar.”

The one thing I did not tell him was that one night in the private room there was a middle-aged businessman who’d had way too much to drink and he was really digging on me and wanted me to give him a hand job.  As usual, I absolutely refused as I was propositioned like that constantly, but after he gave me a large envelope with $7,000 cash what could I say?  The black tablecloth easily concealed what I did and for almost three minutes he played with my titties while I sat there in nothing but my G-string and heels and massaged him all the way to ecstasy.

Sitting there in silence I asked, “James, answer me honestly, do you have less respect for me now?  I can take the truth.”

“No baby, you’re the mother of my child and I love you, and there’s no changing that.”

Kissing him I said, “James, I love you so much and would do anything for you.”

“And I feel the same way about you,” he said as he hugged me.

After a pause, he asked, “Danielle, you know if you had never told me about this, I would never have been the wiser.”

“I know that.”

“So why did you tell me?  Were you feeling guilty for not telling me about that before we got married or something?”

“A little.”

“By the way, didn’t you say something about us needing to talk about household finances?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“And you then proceeded to tell me about working at the titty bar instead.”

“Gentlemen’s club. And it is related.”

“Okay, gentlemen’s club.  So now that we’ve discussed that, what is it that you wanted to discuss regarding household finances?  Did you need me to pick up some more of the expenses?  You know I will be glad to do that.”

Putting my arms around his neck I asked, “You know how I’ve kind of got this gift when it comes to money?”

I then explained to James how much money I had made during my two years at the club, and how I had saved and invested it and even showed him my most recent brokerage account statement and he was definitely surprised at my net worth, to say the least.

“Baby, this is unbelievable, you have almost $800,000.”

Shaking my head I said, “No baby, we have almost $800,000, and that my love is the secret that I couldn’t keep from you any longer.  I hope you’re not mad at me.”

Putting his hands on the side of my face he kissed me and said, “How could I be pissed at my drop-dead gorgeous wife who is also super-rich?  I love you baby and could never be mad at you.”

“Good, and if you stick with me Dr. Woodson, we will have more money than we know what to do with, as I have a plan for our financial future, and we are going to be set for life.”

“Really?”

I nodded.

“Sign me up.”

Straddling his lap I put my arms around his neck and kissed him and said, “James my libido has really been through the roof recently.  I think being pregnant has kicked my hormones into overdrive or something,” and I then kissed his neck and ran my fingers through his hair.

“I’ll do anything I need to help you during this time.”

“That’s what I thought,” I said just before I reached over and turned off the lamp sitting on the end table next to the sofa.


Chapter 12

I was scared to death in the days leading up to my delivery as the prospect of pushing something as large as a baby out of my teeny little opening, which just barely accommodated my husband during sex, filled me with horror.  James knew I was frightened and worked hard to calm me down and truly did a great job.  My old friend from the club, Leslie, was also there and held my hand right hand while my hubby held my left and her support for me during those hours in labor was remarkable.  The two of us had been thick as thieves during my two years at The Peppermint Pussycat and now we had something in common again as she was six months along herself and had just gotten married two weeks before.  She knew that one day soon she would be in the exact position that I was at that juncture and I promised her that I would be there for her as well on her special day, and I was.

July 31, 1998, was the day that Hannah Ann Woodson became the newest addition to our household and we were thrilled to have her join our family.  She was born about two weeks before her estimated arrival date which is not at all unusual as babies are frequently born a little earlier than due and sometimes a little later.  However, the fact that it had been three years to the day since I had arrived in the past and had subsequently woken up in a hospital bed as a new person was awfully coincidental in my opinion.  Then again maybe that’s all there was to it and I was reading too much into the situation, however, time would tell if there was any significance.

After Hannah was born I left my job at the school to stay home and be a housewife and being that we had plenty of money that was not a problem.  We had even bought a house in early June about two months prior to her debut, in preparation of her arrival, and had worked hard getting her room ready in addition to fixing up the property as we wanted it, with all the special little finishing touches to make it ours.  This was going to be our family home and we wanted everything to be perfect.

The years seemed to pass quickly and my baby girl was growing up before my very eyes and the next thing I knew she was three years old and for her birthday we had a quaint celebration at our house with neighbors and James’s family.  I absolutely couldn’t believe how rapidly time had passed.

Knowing the future can be a good thing as well as a bad one and I never felt worse than on the morning of September 11, 2001.  Waking up at about 6:30 a.m. (in my time zone) according to the bedside clock I thought about what lay ahead, and that in just over an hour the first plane would hit the world trade center in New York and another shortly afterward.  Part of me wanted to call in and tell the government what lay ahead, but I worried that if I did and they actually stopped the events of the day it would alter the timeline.  Changing the past can cause irreparable damage to the future and bring about consequences that are even worse than those one might be trying to stop and it is typically best to leave well enough alone, no matter how much it hurts.  Then again, they might not even believe me and nothing would happen, until after the fact when they would come and arrest me for having knowledge of the event, and that wouldn’t be good at all either.  This would be another secret that I would have to keep to myself and I did just that.  As the events unfolded before my very eyes on the television I wept as this was the second time I had lived through that day.  I clearly recalled the first as I was a ten-year-old young Daniel whose class was called into the cafeteria and shown the entire thing on TV, an experience that was vividly burned into my mind.

Despite the tragic loss of life there was nothing I could do about it but did know one thing that the stock market would sink like rock when it reopened.  When Wall Street opened the following week I began to buy as stocks sunk to low levels as I knew in the coming months and years they would rise back up and even beyond.

Before I knew it the summer of 2008 was upon us and as I looked in the mirror I could see that I was not as young as I used to be as I was now thirty-three, but was still in damn good shape and had a nice figure for an old broad.  However, James said I still looked as young and beautiful as the day we first met so who was I to argue?

Hannah was now ten years old and had just finished the fourth grade.  She was relatively easygoing and in some ways a bit of a free spirit but I was not worried as she was still young and had a lot of growing up to do, so there was no need to stress.  With long blonde hair, blue eyes, and a winning smile she was an absolute charmer and as cute as could be.  Most of the time she had her dad wrapped around her little finger and in his opinion, his little angel could do no wrong. This frequently made me the bad guy whenever she got into trouble as I didn’t put up with any nonsense.  I had no problem that James was her favorite and I accepted that fact. Despite that, she and I had a good relationship, probably more than most mothers and daughters do, and in some way, I think it was because my brain was wired a little differently.  I’m sure you remember that I started out as a guy, and I think that played into the way that we connected on some plane.  She also had a level of respect for me that she had for no one else because I laid down boundaries for her and set expectations which all children really want and need.  Even though she didn’t always like it she knew I loved her and wanted nothing but the best for her.

Under my guidance we continued to save and invest our money and our portfolio grew, and at that point, our net worth was $9,750,000, and we were living the great American dream.  Despite our net worth we kept our finances private and shared them with no one and on top of that, we lived a lifestyle that made us look like plain old ordinary folks.  It’s always better to keep a low profile when you’ve got money as that keeps you off of the radar and a whole lot safer because when people know you’ve got a few bucks you can become a target.

I knew what lay ahead in the coming months and years and it was not pretty.  The bad home loans that were made to everyone and their dog over the past few years would be coming due very soon and the country would fall into recession.  Knowing the future I told James that the run of financial prosperity the country had been having would be short-lived and that the nation was probably facing some rough times in the future, however, I was pretty sure that we were going to be okay. 

Many times in the past he had said that it was almost uncanny that I always seemed to know every stock that was going to hit, and that I almost had a psychic connection as far as the economy went.  However, that time he asked me how on earth I could possibly even think that there were rough times ahead as the economy seemed so prosperous.  As usual, I told him that I did a lot of reading and I just seemed to have a good nose for business and finance and he shrugged his shoulders and admitted that was true as he had done so many times before.  James was a smart man and was truly brilliant and on some level, he knew something was not quite right, but being the scientist he was he would accept the status quo until he had evidence to say otherwise.  With that being said, he would simply have to live with his beautiful brunette wife who was making his family a small fortune, such is life.

As the stock market sunk to all-time lows in the early spring of 2009, I bought in heavily, despite the fact that James thought it was a terrible idea, and according to his thinking our current investments were down and he was freaked out that they might never recover.  He was also stressed that me making additional investments was crazy as we were sure taking a huge risk with our money.  I reassured him that within a very short amount of time we would see the market recover and we would be worth more than ever and when that happened he could do anything that he wanted, even take early retirement if he wished.  Despite his objection, he knew that I had my mind made up and was going to do it whether he wanted me to or not. He finally told me to do what I wanted and to not complain to him when and if I lost it all and I agreed to his terms.

In the end, my knowledge of the future paid off and our fortune swelled to record height as the market rebounded in the coming years, and this time we decided to spend a little of it.  There was an old Victorian home in the middle of the town square that we’d had our eye on for some time and when it went up for sale and we jumped right on it.  It was just loaded with charm and knew this would be our lifelong home and we spared no expense fixing it up.

I was settled in my new life and had now been living as Danielle for fifteen years and from time to time my thoughts would go back to my former life as Daniel, which at that point almost seemed like a dream.  Sometimes I would get so busy with my new life that I would forget about my previous existence until something happened that triggered a memory, and it all came flooding back. 

In this reality, I was happily married to a man I loved, had settled into the role of womanhood and felt extremely comfortable as a member of the fairer sex, and had a wonderful twelve-year-old daughter who I absolutely adored.  When I first arrived from the future I would have given anything to have gotten back to my old life, but all of that had changed as I loved my new life and had everything that I wanted and had never been happier.  The prospect of returning to where I had started and as Daniel was unappealing as I truly loved being Danielle and a female and the thought of not being able to live as a girl any longer saddened me, as odd as that sounds. 

Most people spend their lives searching for answers as to their existence on this big blue ball called Earth.  They wonder Why am I here?  What is the meaning of life?  However, that was no longer the case with me.  Over the years I had come to realize that becoming a woman had fulfilled me and I truly felt complete, heart, mind, and soul, and I truly knew my place in the universe as it was my destiny to be who I was, where I was. I wouldn’t have traded my new life as Danielle for anything.

However, the years continued to pass and I knew that July 31, 2020, would eventually arrive, which was the day that my life as I once knew it would change forever.  Whenever that day did arrive I had absolutely no plans of stopping Daniel from fulfilling his destiny, which was also mine.  However, I was curious beyond belief as to who pushed me into the wormhole and wanted to know their identity, and badly, and not only that, but why?  The best thing to do would be to leave it well enough alone, however, it was still a ways off and I had plenty of time to think about it, but before I knew it, that day would be upon me.


Chapter 13

The years passed quickly and the next thing I knew I was forty-three years old but was not totally freaked out about it because the new paradigm was that forty-three was the new thirty-three, and being that I hadn’t let myself go like so many other women my age I was totally onboard. 

James had left the university about ten years prior and had taken a position at a private university which he thoroughly enjoyed much more as the setting was more intimate and less political.  The pay was not as good but that was not important as we had plenty of money. Our fortune had grown to almost $125,000,000.

He had also begun spending more time studying time travel, a subject which I found fascinating for obvious reasons.  Sometimes we would have discussions on the subject including all the associated theories, and he was always amazed at the grasp of physics that I had.  Little did he know that I was just as well educated as him in this field.  He had also begun to talk about assembling a group of investors and taking it to the next level, and when I would ask what he meant he would say that he was simply talking about advanced research.  I was not sure what he meant as I had been an expert in that arena myself, however, I had given all that up long ago to become a housewife, mother, and investor.

My husband was now fifty-three and was still an attractive man, despite the fact that he had a little bit of a belly, an indication that I needed to work on the portion sizes I was providing him at dinner.  Additionally, I was not helping the matter as I loved cooking for him and he loved eating what I prepared.  James always said that he was the luckiest man on earth because he had his own personal chef who prepared a gourmet meal for him every night.  I would commonly respond and say, “You’re just saying that to try and get in my panties.”

He would reply, “What if I am?”

I would say, “It’s working!” and we would trot off to the bedroom.

We had a wonderful sex life and the years hadn’t slowed us down as they do most couples as it was routine for us to make love about four times a week on average.  I was the luckiest lady alive as he was a fantastic lover that really knew how to push my buttons, and I just couldn’t get enough of him.

Our daughter Hannah was getting ready to start her senior year in college at Middle State Technical University where James and I had both worked in the past, and I had spent time in my previous existence.  She was majoring in psychology and was also on the pre-med track as she planned to attend medical school and become a psychiatrist after graduation.  Young people often have a hard time deciding what they want to do with their lies but that was not the case with her as she seemed to have it all figured out.

Hannah was a beautiful young woman and a girly girl in every way and it was noticeable every time that she and I were out in public together as men could hardly keep their eyes off of her perfect little figure.  However, she was always down to earth, never snobby, and was very sociable, but in many ways, she was a private person, especially since starting college.  From time to time she would mention that she was going out with friends, a few of whom we had met, but overall James and I usually knew nothing of her daily activities or her love life and she rarely mentioned anything at all regarding any love interest.  In many ways, it seemed strange that she was not in a relationship and never even mentioned anything in regard to dating as she was so strikingly beautiful.  I knew that there had to be an army of young men dying to date her as she was not so unattractive that you would have to tie a bone around her neck to get the dog to play with her.  However, it was her business and none of mine but I always let her know that I had been down the road of life myself and was always available to talk if she needed me.  I just knew that James and I were looking forward to having dinner with Hannah that night at 8:00 p.m. at a local place called The ChopHouse, which had some of the best food in the Four Points area.  The occasion was that she was turning twenty-two that day and we were taking her out to celebrate her birthday.  In addition to that, it was also the same date that I had left the future as Daniel exactly twenty-five years ago and it was also clear that I would never be at rest if I didn’t know the identity of the person who pushed me into the wormhole.  Looking at the clock on my cell phone I could see that it was 3:59 p.m. and Daniel was just over an hour away from firing up the ERM for the first time shaping his and my history for the next two and a half decades.

Grabbing my purse off of the kitchen table, I then headed toward James’s office where the door was cracked.  I knocked once and pushed the door open slightly and poked my head inside, and as I did he looked away from his computer monitor and toward me and raised his eyebrows.

“Honey, I’m going out for a few minutes and will be back in a bit.”

“Where are you going?” he asked.

I sure hated lying to him as that was not something that I did except when it came to my past but I had little choice as I sure couldn’t tell him his wife was transgender and used to be a man.  Another thing I could not do was tell him that I was from the future and today was the day of reckoning, so, another lie it will be, and hopefully, after today, all that would be over.

“Babe, I’m going to fill up my car for when we take Hannah out to dinner tonight and then stop by the store.  That fundraiser for the homeless shelter is coming up next month and I was thinking about getting a new dress to wear for it so you won’t be ashamed to be seen with me,” and I then smiled at him and winked.

“I don’t think there’s much danger of that.  Oh, by the way, could you take the plastic fuel can in the garage and fill it up with gas, being that you are stopping by the gas station.”

“Why on earth do you need that?”

“You know the red tip photinia on the side of the house that died?  I’m going to use the chainsaw to cut it down sometime this weekend.”

“James, we do have a lawn guy that can take care of that.”

“That’s true but then we have to wait for him to schedule a special time to do it because when he comes for his regular visit he never has time for anything but a mow and blow.  So, can you do that for me?  If not that’s fine, I can get it myself later or tomorrow.”

Despite the fact that I did not want to mess with it I asked, “It’s the red plastic can in the garage?”  Even though I already knew that was correct.

“That’s right.”

“I’ll take care of it.”

Have fun and I’ll see you in a bit.”

“Love ya.”

“I love you too,” he replied.


Chapter 14

After filling up my car as well as the gas canister with fuel I headed toward my destination and soon arrived at the warehouse where Daniel worked (aka the former me) which in itself was remote.  The lone building sat off by itself on several acres and was isolated, to say the least as you couldn’t access it via the main road through the heart of the industrial park it was located in.  To find it you had to drive a couple of blocks away from the park, and then turn down a back road that was lined with nothing but undeveloped lots.  There was truly lots of privacy and was the perfect facility for working on a confidential project as no one was nearby and for the most part no one knew it existed. It couldn’t even be seen from any of the roads due to the lay of the land.

My black SUV just happened to be equipped with four-wheel drive which I might just need that day and was glad to have it.  As I approached the warehouse I then turned off the blacktop, slowly edging up over the curb, and then parked my vehicle behind the cover of a couple of small trees/oversized bushes where it couldn’t readily be seen.  However, I had a great view of the main door where everyone entered and exited the place, and my binoculars helped bring everything into perfect view.

The clock on my dash showed the time to be 5:00 and I knew that inside the building Daniel was firing up the device and the ERM was coming to life, and the perpetrator who changed my life forever would be arriving any moment, and shortly thereafter I would traveling through time and space headed for 1995 and womanhood.  Hopefully, they would arrive soon because sitting there smelling gas fumes from the fuel canister I had in the back of my SUV was not my idea of a good time.  On top of that, I was pretty sure long-term exposure to unleaded gas was probably not good for you either.

At 5:03 I noticed a dark blue sports car coming down the street and its driver made a very sharp turn into the building’s parking lot causing the tires to squeal a bit until it finally came to a stop.  As the driver’s door opened I saw a pair of heels touch the pavement and as my eyes moved upward I could see the young woman was wearing a white floral print dress and as she came into full view I saw who it was.  Hannah!  It was my daughter getting out of the car and heading for the door.  In her right hand was something that I could not clearly see but it looked long and black from what I could tell.

What the hell?  How did she fit into all this?

I grabbed my keys and smartphone and put them in my jacket pocket and headed for the building.  Traveling as fast as I could across the rough terrain of the empty lot, I watched my step and was as careful as possible because the last thing I needed to do was fall or step into a hole and sprain my ankle.  Fortunately, I had put on a pair of riding boots before I’d left the house that were now coming in handy as I traversed the hard terrain.

Arriving at the door I was too late to catch Hannah as she had already gone inside. The thing on my mind was how, as there was no way that she could have had the door code.  Fortunately, I remembered it myself, after twenty-five years, and I rapidly punched the numbers into the keypad and as I pushed the last digit I heard the electronic lock click and I quickly pulled the door open.  As I entered the lobby I could see that the door between there and the warehouse had been forced by my daughter and I was not sure what she had used but as I finally caught sight of her I found out.  In her right hand was a black crowbar and she was headed straight toward Daniel who was wearing his headphones and looking straight into the chasm.

“Hannah,” I yelled, and she momentarily stopped and turned toward me.

“Mom?”

“Honey, what are you doing?”

Looking at my sweet daughter, I was shocked as I had never seen her like that in my life. She was angry and full of rage and there was vengeance in her eyes.  With tears running down her face she said, “He’s going to pay for what he’s done,” and she continued heading straight for him with the crowbar in hand and it was obvious that she was planning to inflict damage on him which was not going to be pretty.  All the while Daniel had no idea what was going on behind him and was just standing there looking into the ERM while jamming out to music.

As I ran toward her, I screamed repeatedly, “Hannah, stop!” but she would not listen and continued to walk briskly toward him.  She had just about reached him and I knew I was almost out of time and just as she raised the crowbar slightly to strike him over the noggin I caught up to her and pushed her to the side and away from him.  Because I had been running I still had a lot of momentum and the next thing I knew I had lost my footing and I crashed into Daniel and then landed on the floor. As I quickly looked up I could see him falling into the wormhole and I yelled, “No,” but it was too late. I lay there on the floor watching him grow more and more distant until he was finally gone.  As I looked on the floor near the entrance to the machine I could see his headphones lying there and I could hear the faint sound of music still coming from them.  Listening closely I could actually make out the song that was playing as it had been the last one I had heard before I started the journey of which I had just gone full circle, twenty-five years ago exactly that very day.

Hannah had now gotten back to her feet and had joined me as I sat there on the floor looking into the vastness of time and space.

“Mom,” she said while still crying, “Where did he go?  Into that?”

“He’s gone.”

“Is he alive?”

I nodded and said, “He’s fine, and alive and well.”

Sitting down on the floor with me I could smell alcohol on her breath which was very unlike her and I held her as she cried until I finally asked, “Honey, what was this all about?  What were you doing?  It looked like you were ready to commit murder.”

“Oh mom, I went absolutely insane.”

“But why honey, what’s this all about?  And why are you here?”

Sniffling she said, “I guess I could ask you the same thing.”

I nodded and said, “You could, but you go first.  After all, I wasn’t the one trying to commit murder, and thanks to me you didn’t.”

“You seem pretty sure about that mom.”

I nodded and said, “I am.”

“Well, then, where did he ….”

Shaking my head I said, “I will explain later.”

Continuing she then began again, “By the way, what is this thing, it’s spooky.  I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“All in good time.  Tell me why you were trying to kill him.  Did you even know him?”

I already knew the answer to that question as Daniel Foster had never laid eyes on her in his life and hadn’t even heard her name.

“Oh my God mom, where do I even start,” she said looking down, and then after a few moments began to talk as her eyes turned toward me.

“Answering your last question, I had never heard of Daniel Foster before today mom,” she said calmly and then looked at me sadly.

“You were pretty pissed off at a guy you had never even heard of before.”

“You’re getting ready to learn some things about me that you never knew, but here goes.  For the last two and a half years I’ve been in a relationship with a girl named Jenna.”

Holy shit!  I thought to myself.  My old girlfriend was seeing my daughter at the same time she was seeing me in the previous timeline.  Unfuckingbelieveable!  What a little hussy!  On top of that my daughter was having a relationship with another girl but considering all that was going on that seemed like an incredibly small thing at that moment in time.

“Really?” I asked calmly.

Nodding she said, “We met at school a few years back and kind of hit it off.  First as friends and then, well, more, it just kind of happened.  Are you surprised?”

“A little but I’m not totally surprised.  Ever since you graduated high school and started college you’ve been a very private person, more than I’ve ever known you to be, and haven’t shared many of the details of your love life with me, so, with this newfound information I’m not.  Why did you hide it from me and your dad?”

“I didn’t know what your reaction would be, and I didn’t want you and dad to be disappointed in me.”

Putting my arm around her I said, “Sweetie, you know that we love you no matter who you love, and always will.  I wish you had felt comfortable enough to talk to me about it as I’m your mom and always here for you.”

Sniffling she said, “Thanks Mom, and you know what, I should have realized that because you are truly awesome.”

“Thanks, sweetie,” I said as I looked at her sitting there, now calm.  After a few moments, I added, “Go on.”

“Jenna’s been acting a little strange for some time now, may a few months, and has not been her usual self and I suspected that something was wrong.  I had asked her multiple times if everything was okay and she always said that it was.  I stopped by her place earlier today and spent some time with her, and while she was in the shower I looked at her phone and saw that she’d been seeing a Daniel Foster and even had a date with him tonight.  When I saw what had been going on, I played it cool and left without saying a word about what I’d found, even though I was furious.  After leaving her place I spent the afternoon at a bar drinking trying to figure out what to do.  Finally, I decided that I would confront him and tell him to stay away from her.  Mom, I love her so much and can’t imagine being without her,” and she began to cry again.

I consoled her as she wept once again.

“Let me ask you this, considering everything that you know now, do you still want to be with her?”

Sitting there silently she finally said, “I care for her so much mom and I can’t help myself.  But, now, after all this, I’m not so sure.”

“How on earth did you get into the building?”  I asked.

Continuing she said, “Since he’d texted her the address and door lock code to the building it was easy getting into the waiting area.  Based on his message he told her that the area beyond the lobby was secured and she would have to wait there for him once she entered.  Knowing that I wouldn’t be able to get past there I took the crowbar out of my trunk before I left the bar, as I knew it would grant me full access.  Mom, I never planned to hurt him, honest, I just wanted to threaten him and tell him to stay away from her as she was mine.”

“Then why did it look like you were ready to take him out?”

“After I got into the building and saw him, I was out of control, and I think it was the alcohol, because mom, I don’t normally act like that.”

Smiling slightly, I said, “Honey, alcohol can turn you into someone that you are really not.”

“I definitely realize that.  Now.”

“You know what I think?  I believe that you and Daniel were both in the same boat and he had no idea that she was two-timing him either.”

“Think so?”

I nodded, and after a few moments, she said, “I think you’re right.  Oh mom, I’ve been such an idiot, and on top of that I pushed an innocent boy into that!  Hopefully, he’s okay,” and she then pointed at the spinning vortex in the ERM.

After a pause, she continued, “I was so surprised to see you here mom.  How did you know I would be coming here?”

“Oh my God, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you sweetheart,” I replied.

Getting to my feet I walked over to the terminal and entered the ERM shutdown sequence and was frankly amazed that I remembered how.  The wormhole then began to diminish and in a short amount of time vanished.

“Mom, you know how to operate this equipment!  But how?”

“Have I got a story to tell you!”

Over the next few minutes, I told her the entire story of how Daniel Foster fell through the wormhole and had landed in the year 1995 as a female.  Continuing I told her the entire sequence of events and how I’d lived my life over the past twenty-five years up until that day, and the only reason that I’d shown up at the warehouse was because I was curious as to who pushed me into the wormhole.  Finally, as I finished I asked, “I know that’s quite a story.  Do you even believe me?”

Looking at me she smiled and said, “I would never have guessed that you were ever a guy mom.”

“Why?”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “You seem like such a feminine woman.”

“Hannah, I think you’re stereotyping and theorize that it would be more likely that I would be more manly or butch versus the way I am.  Think about that, you’re a girly girl and see women, and there’s nothing masculine about you.”

Chuckling she said, “Touché mom.  And Mom, Dad doesn’t know any of this?”

“Not a clue and it’s going to stay that way, promise?”

“I promise.”

“Okay good, so you believe my entire story?”

“You know, I really do, and you know why?  Because you just have a little too much knowledge about what’s going to happen in the future.”

“I do?”

Nodding she said, “Mom, you and Dad have an absolute fortune which I know is not because of Dad’s financial savvy but because of you, as you always seem to know what to invest in and what not to, and you’re never wrong.  You’re like some kind of a walking slot machine that pays off every time.”

I grinned as I was tickled at her comment and that was not the first time she’d said something similar.

“Oh?”

“Anything else?”

She nodded and said, “Sometimes we will be watching the news and you will make a comment about how something is going to turn out and you are always right.  You constantly pick the winners of elections and don’t miss a beat either.  Every once in a while we will be watching a movie and you will say I bet this is going to happen or that’s going to happen and once again you are correct.  You know what, this definitely explains a lot.”

She was correct as I had a bad habit of doing everything she had just mentioned.  However, when you know the future, well, it’s really hard not to say anything at all.

“I’ll tell you one thing, this is where I started twenty-five years ago exactly and is where my visions of the future end, as going forward I have no clue what lies ahead, but I certainly hope we can stop wearing these stupid face masks everywhere, and soon.

As we finished I began thinking about the last few minutes and the fact was that Daniel Foster had vanished and someone somewhere, probably his family and maybe even his girlfriend who was due at the building at 7:00 p.m. would eventually start looking for him.  Handled improperly that could mean trouble, and my plan was to head the whole thing off at the pass as I had an idea.

“Honey, so you’ve had no contact with Jenna since you left her place today?  At all?”

Shaking her head she said, “No, and I’ve not heard from her either.”

“Okay cool.  Keep it that way and she must never know that you knew about her and Daniel under any circumstances okay?”

“Yeah sure.”

Looking straight at her I said, “I mean it, as our lives may depend on it.”

“Okay.”

“Come on,” I said, as I began walking and she followed me to the server rack where I reached up and took down the DVR and pulled it out.  I quickly removed the connections from the back and handed it to her and said, “Hold onto this.”

“Mom, what is this?”

“It’s evidence that you and I were here, that hopefully no one accessed the last few minutes and saw that we were present.  Otherwise, we are good to go.”

Stopping and looking at her I said, “Hannah, this has been one hell of an afternoon and before it’s over it’s going to be a lot crazier.  Opening the right-hand desk drawer in my office I found a pack of matches which I put in my pocket and then taking an old t-shirt out of the desk drawer below it I handed it to her and said, wipe down everything you and I touched including the doors, and the keypad outside, then put the crowbar back in your car.”

Grabbing his backpack and cell phone off the desk I looked at her and said, “I’ll be right back.”

Running out of the building, I headed back across the field to where I was parked and started up my vehicle and drove across the field until I reached the pavement, and then pulled into the parking lot.  Getting in the back of my SUV, I took out the gas can and headed toward the door.

Hannah, who had just finished wiping down the keypad asked, “What are you doing mom?”

“Honey, did you follow my instructions?”

“Yes, I did.”

Heading inside I began to douse everything with gasoline including the ERM and its associated equipment, the research documents, and the computer equipment as well.  Unfortunately, during the process, I ended up spilling unleaded on myself which was not my choice of perfume any day of the week.  Finally, as I had wrapped up, I sprinkled a trail of fuel all the way to the front entrance where I met Hannah.

Taking the book of matches out of my pocket I lit one and then held it to the pack and the others illuminated almost instantaneously.  As I threw it into the doorway the trail of gasoline ignited rapidly traveling into the interior of the building.

“Mom I can’t believe this.  What are you doing?”

“I’ll explain later.  Give me the DVR.”

Handing it to me, I said, “I’ll see you back at the house in a bit.  Head on back and act like everything is normal and I’ll be home soon, and then we will get ready and go out and eat as planned.  Oh, by the way, happy birthday sweetheart.”

We then climbed into our cars and left. As I got a couple of blocks away I saw an army of fire trucks in my rearview mirror headed for the building I’d just left.  I didn’t suspect that they would find much as I’d done a pretty good job of marinating everything in gasoline.


Chapter 15

After Hannah’s birthday celebration the family returned home and settled in for the evening.  James headed off to his study to catch up on some work and I slipped into my silky nightgown which felt so good against my skin.  It had truly been a long day.

Heading down the hall to Hannah’s room I knocked softly on the door and heard her say come in, so I entered and closed the door behind me.  She was sitting up in her bed reading and I asked, “Can I join you?”

She smiled and patted the space on the bed next to her inviting me to join her, so I climbed up on the queen size bed and plopped down beside her, and gave her a hug.

“What a day, huh?”

She nodded and then asked, “Mom, now can you tell me why you did everything that you did today?”

“You mean like set the building on fire and dispose of the DVR, backpack, and cell phone?”

Chuckling slightly, she said, “Well, yeah!”

“I know it all seemed rather crazy but let me explain.  After Daniel fell into the wormhole and disappeared, it was clearly going to be a matter of time before people started looking for him, correct?”

She nodded.

“And that’s what we needed to change, as we didn’t want the trail to lead back to you under any circumstances, or me for that matter either. And we didn’t want to be accused of being responsible for his disappearance.  I could just see it now: jilted lover and her mother kill and dispose of poor Daniel Foster, News at 10.  We definitely couldn’t tell anyone what really happened and reveal that an Einstein Rosen bridge had been created and disclose that time, as well as interdimensional travel, was possible.”

“Gosh, I never even thought of that.”

Continuing I added, “Once the authorities coordinate with the man who originally hired Daniel, aka me, to work on the project they will sift through the ashes and find that the DVR is missing. That will be a clear sign that Daniel removed it on purpose so no one could see what he was doing during his final hours, such as downloading files and taking research documents for his own use, etc.  They will also come to the conclusion that his backpack and cell are missing as well, another sign that he was not present when the fire engulfed the place that he most likely set.”

“But why would anyone believe for a second that he set the place on fire Mom?”

“The research he was engaged upon was valuable and would have brought a lot of money considering the magnitude of it.  He clearly stole the research and then set the place on fire to ensure he did not leave a working model of the machine behind, nor any of the associated research, thereby increasing the value of the material he was planning to sell to only God knows who.”

“Who would want that information?”

“Think about it, foreign powers, large corporations, there are lots of potential buyers, providing he had valid information, plus he knew exactly how to build a working model as well.”

“So do you think the authorities are going to buy that?  That he stole the DVR and research, set the place on fire, and then just disappeared into thin air?  I’m not sure if I would.”

“Even when they go back and check his bank account and find that he went online and used his debit card and bought a bus ticket about 6 p.m. this past evening to Brownsville, Texas, where one could easily cross into Mexico?  And from there, travel to anywhere.”

“Mom!”

“It was the only thing to do, and it had to be done, baby.”

With a slight grin she said, “Mom, you are so evil.”

“Sweetie, a mother will do anything to protect her child.”

Touching the side of her face I looked at her seriously and said, “This must remain our secret until the day that we die, do you understand?”

She nodded and said, “I completely agree.  After all, who would even believe it?”

“Okay.”

“Oh, mom, don’t you think it’s going to be kind of weird going forward.  After all, you and I have both slept with Jenna, if you know what I mean?”

Smiling I said, “I see what you mean, but remember, for me that was twenty-five years ago, as a man, and it doesn’t even count if you were in a different body.”

She laughed and said, “I guess you’re right.”

Biting my lower lip, I then looked at her and said, “Hannah, I meant what I said earlier.  You can always come to me and talk to me about anything and I mean that, and I truly love and accept you just as you are.”

“Even though I date girls?”

Laughing briefly I said, “Yes, even if you date girls.  If you love someone then I love them too.  Until they break your heart that is, then it’s totally on.”

We hugged one another and she said, “I love you Mom, or should I say Daniel?” and she laughed.

“Mom will do just fine.”

Kissing her on the forehead I then said, “Sleep well angel and we will talk tomorrow.  I don’t know about you, but I am exhausted.”

“Me too Mom.”

Standing up I said, “Good night, love you, Hannah.”

“By the way Mom, thanks.”

“For what?”

“Everything.  Especially being the greatest mom ever.”

“Thanks, sweetheart.”

Walking down the hall, I was headed toward the bedroom and was seriously ready to turn in and get some sleep but decided to head down to James’s study and say good night first.  When I arrived at the door to his office, I found it closed, which was unusual as he typically kept it cracked.  I knocked on the door and then pushed it open and as I looked inside I saw James sitting at his desk and in one of the chairs on the opposite side from him was Robert Weinberg, the attorney who originally hired Daniel to work on the project.  Was he there because he and his client, Daniel’s boss, had discovered that Hannah and I had been at the warehouse earlier that day and they also knew that after throwing Daniel into the wormhole, accidentally, we had set the place ablaze?  Shit, how did they figure it out?  Unless they had accessed the camera prior to me unplugging it and had seen the perps, me and my daughter.

Both of them were now looking at me seriously making me feel uneasy and after a few moments James said, “Hey honey, come in.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, thinking I should pack a bag, charter a jet, and head for Argentina as I was busted.

Nodding, he shot me a quick smile and motioned toward the empty seat beside Mr. Weinberg.

As I walked in they both stood and the lawyer then gave me his hand and said, “Robert Weinberg, call me Rob.”

“Good to see you a…., I mean meet you, Mr., Rob.” and then we sat down.

James said, “Honey, Robert is an attorney that has been helping me with a special project and came over to brief me on an incident that occurred earlier today?”

“An incident?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “I hope you’re not mad for keeping this from you, but I’ve been working on a special project for some time now.  Remember how I’ve had an interest in creating a stable Einstein Rosen bridge?”

“Yes, I seem to remember you expressing an interest in that.”

“About a year and a half ago I contracted with a young man to help me create a wormhole….”

“You what?”

What in the fuck?  I thought to myself.  He’d better not be going where I suspected he was with this or I was going to kick him square in the nuts!

“Yes, he was a young man that I’d been keeping an eye on for some time and was absolutely brilliant and had an excellent knowledge of the subject.  His grasp of the subject was almost better than mine in many respects.”

Almost?

“I set him up in a lab along with my research notes and financed the equipment that he would need to complete the project, all via Robert, as I felt anonymity was best, at least until the project was deemed a success or not.”

Shit!  My husband was the guy that financed the operation!  Unfuckingbelieveable!

I was pretty pissed off and did my best to keep cool, even though I could have strangled him on the spot.  But being the good little wifey poo that I was I said with a mildly annoyed look on my face, “Go on honey.”

“Robert just found out that something happened at the facility earlier.  Apparently, there was a fire there late this afternoon and the place was destroyed.”

Acting like I really gave a fuck, I asked compassionately, “Oh, no, that’s awful.  Did everyone get out okay?”

Mr. Weinberg said, “I was over there earlier with the fire department and they went through the place after they got the flames put out.  There was no sign of a body at all, so he clearly survived.”

Acting naïve I asked, “So he had stepped out for a bit?  That’s good he didn’t get hurt.”

“We think he set the place on fire,” James said.

“Why on earth would he do that?” I asked batting my eyelashes at him and Mr. Weinberg.

“I believe that he completed the research and had developed a working model of the machine, and after testing it this afternoon, successfully, he took all the research notes along with the data he downloaded, set the place on fire, and then headed out of the country,” James said.

“But James, surely not, why would he do something like that?”

“Money,” Mr. Weinberg added, “You will be amazed what people will do in pursuit of the almighty dollar.  I’m a bit surprised as he seemed like a nice guy, and he didn’t seem like the type, but then again it’s not the first time I’ve been surprised, even though I am generally a pretty good judge of character.”

“It’s very sad as I was willing to share any revenues with him generously, plus I was paying him a nice salary to work on the project.  He really did surprise me.  Anyway, there’s not much doubt as he didn’t drive his car to work this morning, plus just after the fire was started he went onto his cell phone and bought a bus ticket to Brownsville, Texas, proof that he was planning to leave the country.  By this point, he's there and probably even across the border.”

“How on earth do you know that?  Did the police tell you?” I asked.

“No, they have no idea and we’ve not told them yet.  We’re still trying to figure out what we are going to share with them as we are not sure we want it getting out that we were working on creating a wormhole,” he replied

“Why?” I asked.

“Can you imagine if it hit the news and the feds found out that the thing might have actually worked?  No, we are going to keep it quiet for now.”

“James, back on point, how did you know about the bus ticket?”

“Oh, we planted software on his personal cell phone to keep tabs on what he was doing, as you can’t be too careful when working on a project of this scope,” James added.

Son of a bitch!  My fucking husband was spying on me the whole time, and probably even saw the texts that I exchanged with Jenna, even the naughty ones.

“You did?”

“Yes, and he even violated protocol earlier by giving the building lobby door code to his girlfriend.  However, she was never able to use it as he had set the fire and left long before she arrived.  I bet she was as surprised as us.”

The doorbell to the house rang and James said to Mr. Weinberg, “Will you get that please and bring her straight back?”

“Sure,” and he headed out of the office toward the front door to answer it.

Now that Mr. Weinberg had stepped out for a moment this gave me the perfect opportunity to talk with James further.  I was somewhat displeased that he had not been open and honest with me, a trait that I found disturbing.  Then again, who was I to talk, especially after the plethora of things I had kept from him over the years.

“Why did you not tell me about this?  Was there a reason you needed to keep it a secret James?”

“I wanted to make sure this was a success before telling you.  You know how I can be sometimes, not wanting to admit that I had failed at something.  So, by making sure it worked before I told you I would never have to say, hey honey, look what I just failed at doing.”

“You know I would never think anything like that.  I love and support you regarding anything that you want to do.”

“I did spend some money on this project, and you’re probably not going to be happy that we are out almost ten million dollars.”

With a scowl on my face, I said, “Ten million dollars?”

“That’s the reason I didn’t want you to know what I was working on.  I figured if you knew you might try and talk me out of the project because of the expense.”

Sitting there quietly for a moment I smiled at him and said, “You know, we’ve got plenty of money, and won’t even miss it.  Besides, it sounds like a tax deduction that will come in handy.”

“Thanks, honey.”

“Now, back to the subject at hand.  James, are you sure about all this?  These are some pretty strong accusations regarding this young man.”

“Then why did he remove the building’s DVR camera system that records everything that goes in inside the building just before the place went up in smoke?”

“And there were no off-site backups of the camera system?”

If he said there were, it was going to be Buenos Aires, here Hannah and I come.

“No.  I never thought there would need to be.  That’ll show me.  I normally checked on him here and there, kind of sporadically.  Sometimes several times a day at various times, some days I would get busy and forget.  Anyway, I last logged in and checked on him just before 5:00 p.m. today and all was quiet.  That was the last time that I saw him and at that time he was working on the equipment.”

“By the way James, who did you send Mr. Weinberg to the door to get?”

The attorney then walked into the office and right behind him was Connie Milner, now Foster, my mother, and as I saw her standing there in front of me in my husband’s home office my heart practically stopped.  She was twenty-two years older than when I’d last seen her in the grocery store but looked exactly the same as when I’d last visited with her before my departure twenty-five years ago.  As she saw me our eyes locked, and I could tell by her gaze that she recognized me.

James introduced himself and then introduced me as his wife and I then extended my hand and said, “Hi, I’m ….”

Cutting me off, she smiled gently and then said, “Danielle.  Do you remember?  I’m Connie.  We met at the supermarket that time.  It was twenty-two years ago and you might not remember.”

“Yes, yes I do.  We discussed how much we favored one another.”

She was right as family resemblances do carry forward, and at that point, I looked a lot like she had two decades ago when was last saw one another.  As she looked at me and I looked back at her it was obvious that I was my mother’s daughter, and there was no doubt, however, she was not aware of everything as I was and perhaps that was for the best.  However, the fact that we looked so much alike was truly the elephant in the room, but no one was making a big deal of it.

“Yes, that’s right.  Well, it’s good to see you again.”

“Likewise,” I responded.

“I can see you two have met.  Mrs. Foster, won’t you have a seat?” James said.

Taking a seat in the chair directly across the desk from James I sat down beside her and Mr. Weinberg stood off to the side and propped his rear end against the credenza. 

“You called and said that something had happened to my son?  Is he okay?” she asked.

“We believe so.  Have you heard from him recently?”

Shaking her head she said, “Not in a couple of days.”

“Has his father or any other family members perhaps?”

“His father passed away early last year, and Daniel was my only child.”

The loneliness that my mom felt was so clear at that moment in time. I could tell by the expression on her face and her crackling voice how heartbroken she felt.  Dad had passed away the year before and after he was gone mom was devastated.  Their relationship had been one of those truly great love stories that so few people ever have the joy of experiencing and I had always hoped to have one such as hers myself, and fortunately did.  However, it did not turn out as I envisioned it but it did materialize, the only thing that I did not plan for was being a woman in it, but hey, I’m not complaining.

James spent the next several minutes explaining to her that Daniel had been working for him for the past year and a half on a confidential scientific research project that involved particle acceleration, which was kind of bullshit, but he sure couldn’t tell her the truth.  He also gave her the nice version of his disappearance and said that the research materials were missing as was he, and there was no sign of him.  He did not come right out and say that he had stolen the DVR and research materials and then set the place on fire before leaving the country to potentially sell the project to the highest bidder.

She was clearly upset by the sequence of events and began to cry and as she did, I put my arm around her and began to console her until she regained her composure.

“I’m so worried that something has happened to him,” she said.

“We will do everything that we can to help locate him, Mrs. Foster.  We promise,” James said.

“Tell me, is my Daniel in trouble?” she asked, and as she completed her sentence there was a sadness in her eyes that made me feel just awful, as Daniel had been everything to her.

“At this moment we don’t know anything, and until we do he is not in trouble, we are just trying to ascertain what happened and if he is safe,” James said, even though he was lying as Daniel had potentially stolen research material from him.  However, based on my earlier conversation with him and Rob I was pretty sure that no one was going to be calling the police or the feds and complaining.  After all, that was impossible to do without saying, Oh, by the way, that guy stole the plans to build an Einstein-Rosen bridge and we want to press charges.  Since that would be opening a massive can of worms that no one wanted to deal with I was pretty sure this was going to go away quickly and quietly.

Standing she said, “Thank you for letting me know. I promise to contact you if I hear from him.”

As we walked down the hallway I held her arm and just before arriving at the front door she said, “I guess I’ll need to order a car to get home,” and she began to reach into her handbag, clearly to grab her cell.

“Oh, you Subered over?”

“Yes, after Mr. Weinberg called me and said something had possibly happened to Daniel I was way too nervous to drive and called for a ride.”

Stopping I asked, “Connie, would you like to stay and have a cup of coffee with me?”

“It’s so late. I don’t want to keep you up.”

“You won’t be.  Besides, you don’t have anywhere you have to be, do you?”

Smiling she said, “No I don’t.”

Mom and I sat down together at the bar that overlooked the kitchen and each of us had a hot cup of coffee before us, and the two of us sat there without saying a word for a bit before I finally broke the silence.

“You need anything else?  Sugar?”

“Oh, no thank you.  Danielle, I do want you to know that I appreciate your kindness.  You are such a nice person, and I can tell that you are genuine, and in so many ways it seems that you have many of the characteristics of my Daniel, as peculiar as that sounds.”

If she only knew.

“Thank you.”

“Danielle, I am so worried about my son.  Everything that they told me just seems so unbelievable and unlike him, to potentially vanish without a trace, and the thought that he might have taken things that didn’t belong to him just breaks my heart,” he said as she sniffled.  “I brought him up to be a good boy and over the years I never saw any indications to the contrary, and I just can’t believe it,” and she began to weep once again.

“Connie, I don’t know much but I’ll tell you what I do think.  I truly believe that right now he is somewhere, and is alive and well, and he always will be, especially as long as you believe he is, and will live on in your heart.”

“Thanks, Danielle.”

We sat there silently for a moment and then she asked, “Do you remember all those years ago at the grocery store when we spoke, after my little Daniel ran into you?”

Smiling I said, “How could I forget?”

Continuing she asked, “I don’t know if you recall but you asked me a question and immediately, I dismissed myself and walked away?  You had asked me if I had known another Danielle that looked like you as well as me.”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I remember it well.  As I recall you were looking at me as if you knew me, and when I told you my name you almost seemed shocked.”

Chuckling she said, “Danielle I’m sure it all seemed a little bizarre.  However, the answer was yes.”

“Really?  So, you knew someone that had our uncanny resemblance and had my first name?  That’s wild.”

“Yes and no.  It all started many years ago when I was a young woman and had met a man, a policeman, who I was so in love with.  Kenneth was his name and he was such a wonderful gentleman and treated me like a princess and adored me like no man ever had, even to this day.  Our relationship blossomed and I soon became pregnant and the two of us were super excited at the prospect of raising a child together and were planning to get married.  However, before we could something awful happened one night just minutes before he was to get off duty, as he was killed after pulling someone over for a routine traffic stop.  When I found out I was absolutely crushed as I couldn’t believe how cruel fate had been to me, as my heart was broken to pieces.”

“Oh Connie, that’s just unbelievable,” I said.

“The day finally came when my baby was born and as she was placed in my arms I felt nothing but joy.  As I held her close I felt the love that can only be experienced by a woman holding her child, which I am sure that you are familiar with.”

Looking at her I nodded and then bowed my head before looking up at her as I knew exactly what she was talking about because after carrying a child for nine months you can really appreciate and understand what she was attempting to explain.

“A day after being born my baby’s heart stopped and they brought her back, thank the Lord, as she almost didn’t live.  The doctor said it was a freak occurrence and there was no reason why it should have happened and later confirmed that all of her cardiac scans were normal.  At the time I was just happy that she had survived as it was clearly the will of God that she had.”

At that moment I could not help but think back to the grave that I had found in the cemetery all those years ago that had long since vanished.  This proved that my arrival in the past did change the timeline, and to prevent a duplicate Daniel, Danielle did not die and I became her, all just as I suspected.

Continuing to speak she said, “Finally taking my child home, to my parent’s house which was where I was staying, I settled in with my new baby girl.  However, being single and with no way to support myself my family soon talked me into giving up my baby for adoption, a decision that has haunted me to this day.  My dad said that she was so little that she would never know, and it would be for the best, and I listened to him and mom, convinced that I was doing the right thing.”

She was very emotional as she finished talking about the incident I truly felt for her, as a mother’s child is everything to her, and until you’ve lived it there’s no way you can understand it.

Bent over sniffling and weeping I had my hand on her back, and I actually began to tear up myself.  With a crackling voice I asked, “Connie, did you ever try and look her up and find out what happened to her?”

Shaking her head she said, “No, as after she was adopted I’m sure the new parents did a legal name change, making her practically impossible to find.  What was the point?  However, that day in the grocery store when you said that your name was Danielle, the same name as my baby girl, and you looked so much like me, the memories came flooding back.  So, now you know the rest of the story.”

“I noticed that you named your son Daniel, awfully close to Danielle.  Can I ask why that was?”

Nodding she said, “Yes.  After my separation from her, I was devastated and for many years a day didn’t go by that I didn’t think of her.  Years later when my son was born I decided to name him after his sister Danielle.  In my mind, by doing that I would still have her, in a way.  Maybe that sounds silly, but it all made sense to me.”

In my mind, it made perfect sense and all the dots finally seemed connected.  My poor mother had been through so much over the years, first losing her daughter, and now, to beat all, she was never going to see her son again, which she would not take well.  It was time for some healing for all of us.

“I don’t think that sounds silly at all, it just shows how much you love your children, and I think you’re a fantastic mother.”

Jumping off the barstool I took a few steps over to the couch from the kitchen, as we had an open floor plan, where I got into my bourbon colored tote bag and pulled out some papers that I had needed recently during a trip to the post office as I was renewing my passport.  Pulling out the document that I was looking for I returned to the barstool and asked, “Connie, what was your Danielle’s last name?”

“Her name when she was born was Danielle LeBlanc.”

Looking at the document I had just retrieved, which she now noticed that I had in hand she asked, “What’s that?”

“Maybe, just maybe, the answer to a lot of questions, for you and me.  What was her father’s name?”

“Kenneth.  Kenneth LeBlanc.”

“And your maiden name was Connie Milner?”

Looking at me seriously she asked, “Yes.  That’s right.  How on earth could you possibly know this?”

Handing her my birth certificate she began to examine it and said, “Oh my God, this is my baby’s birth certificate.  I have a copy of it myself.  How on Earth do you have a copy of ….”

She stopped speaking and then looked right at me and as her eyes widened briefly before filling up with water I blurted out meekly with a crackling voice, “Mom?”

“Oh Danielle, my baby!”

We hugged one another and began to bawl like babies and it was such a relief, as I had finally been able to reconnect with my mother as the years of staying away from her to ensure that Daniel would fulfill his destiny were over. 

“Sweetie, that day in the grocery store when I saw you I just knew it was you, as you couldn’t be anyone but my baby girl as you were my mirror image.  However, I was scared to say anything because you know how it is and I didn’t want to look like a fool.”

“Mom,” I said, still sniffling and wiping my eyes and nose using the paper napkin that had been previously sitting under my coffee cup.  “I have to tell you, that day, I wondered if it was you too, but just couldn’t say anything either.”

“Sweetie, all that doesn’t matter and it’s over, and all that’s important is that we’ve found one another, and we can be a family, which I need so badly.”

“Me too mom, and I can’t tell you enough how glad I am that I found you.”

“And I’m glad I found you, Danielle.”


Chapter 16

My mother and I had always been close, as I previously stated, and having her in my life again was absolutely wonderful.  As Daniel, we’d been super close, but as Danielle, we were closer than ever as there’s nothing like the bond between a mother and her daughter, especially after what we’d been through.  

I brought Hannah fully up to speed on the course of events, with us being co-conspirators and all, and introduced her to her grandmother, who she was absolutely thrilled to meet. The two of them have been thick as thieves ever since that day.  Unfortunately, my daughter had never known the joy of having grandparents who would spoil her rotten as a little one as James’s mother had died years prior to our meeting. On top of that, his father was living in New Zealand with his new wife and had been for years.  That being said, I was now glad that my daughter had a grandma who loved her with all her heart and whom she loves as well, which does my soul good.

My wonderful husband James was really glad that I had reconnected with my mother but was also shocked and amazed that my mother just happened to be the mother of Daniel, his former employee who had run off with his research.  Wink, wink.  James is a scientist and like so many of them, their attitude is Just the Facts, Ma’am, as they are not often influenced by general B.S. and miscellaneous platitudes that salespeople dish out to cover up the facts, with me being the salesperson. 

I explained to him and mom the following, which was a complete fucking lie, as I had to come up with something as there were way too many unanswered questions.  Hey, if you had been in my shoes what would you do? 

I sat them down side by side on the sofa in our living room on a Sunday afternoon at 2 p.m. and as I wept and tears rolled down my cheeks, I relayed to them the story that I had originally told Celia, with a few twists.  I told them that with the use of a hypnotherapist that I had recently worked with and who had just moved back to India to help his ailing aunt who had been bitten by a Cobra, that I was able to recall the following memories.  At the age of four the adopted family that I had been with since three weeks of age died in a car crash when returning home from dinner one evening, and their housekeeper Mitzi, who had also been babysitting me at the time, took me and raised me as her own, technically kidnapping me.  During my years of growing up, she told me that she went by Mitzi as that was her nickname but her legal name was Connie Milner, exactly what was printed on my birth certificate.  What could I do at the time because when you’re a little kid you don’t know better and go along with what grownups say, right?

From that point, I plugged in the bullshit story that I had originally concocted and told Celia, and James, about how I’d grown up after my mother, Mitzi, passed away, and as I finished my tale no one seemed to bat an eye.  Both of them seemed emotional at the conclusion of my tale and we all had a great big family hug at the end of it.  In the end, I hated rolling out another gross fabrication but truly I hadn’t really done anything wrong but had provided my family with an idea of how I’d lived, which seemed to satisfy them, and in the end, I was still my mother’s daughter and husband’s wife.

My life sure took a big turn on July 31, 2020, and was the beginning of a twenty-five-year roller coaster ride and when all was said and done I’d gone full circle with a few loops along the way, including that of becoming a wife, a mother and a daughter.  I’d gotten my mother back in my life, who I cherish more than words can say, have a wonderful husband who I love more than anything, and had strengthened my relationship with my fantastic daughter who I am now closer with than ever before.  And you know what?  If I was offered the chance to go back in time and do it all over I wouldn’t change a thing.  As Danielle I’ve found love, happiness, and fulfillment, and how many people can truly say they have all of that, as well as the perfect life?  Despite the fact that the entire story that I just told might seem like somewhat of a
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