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Chapter 1

The sidewalk seemed incredibly hard as I landed on the pavement with full force after being ejected from the bar I’d been partying at all night. The only thing that probably saved me from having any broken bones was the heavy coat I was wearing.

Looking back at the door I could see the manager, who also clearly doubled as the bouncer, pointing his finger at me and yelling, “Austin, that’s it, you stay the fuck out of here you troublemaker.”

“That guy started it; I was just defending myself.”

Shaking his head, the middle-aged man with a full head of gray hair and steel blue eyes said, “You know that’s a bunch of shit, you hit him first.”

“But he ….”

“But nothing, you’re banned from here and if you come back, I’ll call the cops.  Got it?”

He then stepped back and pulled the door closed. As the door closed, any illumination from inside was gone which left me in the darkness.

“Fuck those guys,” I muttered. 

Grabbing onto the lamp post I pulled myself up and tried to get my bearings. I was not doing well since I was drunk off my ass and my head was spinning like crazy.  For the life of me I’d never put down that much alcohol in my life, but for some reason I drank way more than usual that night.  Not recalling clearly how much I had actually consumed, I estimated that it must have been at least a dozen shots of vodka, then a guy sitting at the bar shared his bottle of red wine with me.  That had to be close to about fifteen drinks.  Way to many for anyone, let alone me.

On top of getting blasted out of my mind, I’d also gotten into a discussion about our president, foreign policy, and the U.S. military, which was not the thing to do when you’ve had a lot to drink.  The discussion soon escalated and became heated, and since I am a veteran and a former member of special forces, the last thing I wanted to hear was a bunch of liberal mumbo jumbo.  That’s when I socked the sorry son-of-a-bitch in the gut, ultimately leading to my expulsion from the tavern.  I was probably fortunate that the police were not called, and that the other patron did not file charges against me.

Working my way across the sidewalk to the building I’d just exited, I used the brick wall to navigate my way down the street and to the alley where I’d left my shopping cart behind a dumpster with my remaining worldly possessions.  All the way there I felt sick to my stomach but kept pressing onward toward my destination hoping it would pass.

As I arrived behind the dumpster, I found my cart was right where I’d left it and everything appeared to be there so I grabbed my sleeping bag and threw it onto the ground with the intention of climbing in and going to sleep.  Sick as a dog and not able to hold it back any longer, I slid the side of the dumpster open, leaned in and began to vomit. I have never thrown up that violently in my life.  Just when I thought I was done I would throw up some more until finally there was nothing left.  Making my way back to my sleeping bag I climbed in and zipped it up the best I could trying to keep the cold out.  Afraid I might vomit in my sleep and choke I edged up against the building making sure that my back was against the brick wall before I passed out.

The time that I slept was less than restful and full of nightmares, essentially a recording of my life the past few years since leaving active duty.  What was it they said I had?  PTSD?  Sounded like a bunch of bullshit to me, just some stuff made up to excuse veterans from being able to function in the real world once they were discharged.  There was one thing though that I could not deny and that was I had some of the symptoms associated with the condition.

The three years I’d been back were pretty unproductive, a little time in the VA hospital, psychological counseling to help me get over the mental trauma I’d suffered in the Middle East, and a failed marriage with my high school sweetheart.  The fault was all mine and not hers as she’d done everything possible to tolerate my mood swings and drinking.  She could only take so much from me before she wanted out and I couldn’t blame her.  For some reason I thought the alcohol could help to solve my pain, but in the end, it took everything.

After losing my job I soon lost my apartment and the next thing I knew I was on the street, not a very glamorous way for a highly decorated veteran to end up after serving his country and doing two tours in the desert. 

I’d been homeless for about seven months and had learned my way around. I knew where all the soup kitchens were located and where to get social services.  One thing you picked up quickly was which of the people living on the street were bad news, and by that, I mean those who were junkies and those who were dangerous.  Associating or becoming friendly with them was the worst thing you could do because they would slit your throat for fifteen cents, and I’m not kidding about that number.

My friend Paul Brunson, also a homeless vet, had taught me how to panhandle which was the best way to earn money, and that translated into alcohol which was my best friend.  I’d thought about going to the mission and asking for help, but they had too many rules which included not being able to have a friendly drink and I was having no part of that.  Father M, as they called him ran the mission and encouraged me to get the help that I needed when I would come and eat there on occasion, but as nice as he was, I always turned it down.

I wasn’t sure how much time had passed, maybe a couple of hours, but I woke up to the sensation of my heart racing, which alarmed me.  Lying there, I waited, hoping the symptoms would pass quickly but they did not, and the longer they lasted the more terrified I became thinking that maybe my luck had finally run out.  My mouth was dry, probably from being dehydrated by the alcohol, and I knew I was in desperate need of water.  Remembering that I had a small bottle of H2O in my pocket given to me earlier in the day by a social worker on the street I pulled it out drank it quickly. 

With my heart about to beat out of my chest I came to the realization that my time on this earth would probably soon be over, and my relentless abuse of alcohol day after day would be the contributing factor.  However, no one was to blame as I’d done it to myself thinking that booze was the answer to my personal problems but in the end, it was not, it was my downfall.

Feeling short of breath, I gasped for air, and knew it was time to face the truth, that I probably had alcohol poisoning and was not going to make it through the night.  Laying there in my sleeping bag I looked up and for some reason the stars were especially bright that night despite the smog and light pollution.  Continuing to gaze upward the North Star caught my attention as it seemed to be glowing more brilliantly than I’d ever seen it before.

Still looking upward at the star, I said, “Oh Lord, I know I’ve not always lived a good life and have not always been the best person, but if it’s my time to go take me and let there be no pain.  If it’s not and you want me to remain on this earth to do your work, I will gladly follow your plan for me if you will save me, please.”

Noticing a brilliant illumination at the foot of my sleeping bag I looked and saw a glowing figure dressed in white which I could not clearly make out.  It appeared to be a woman with long golden hair who was smiling at me and she began to speak to me in a soft voice which could only be described as angelic. 

“Austin, you are about to pass from this world from alcohol poisoning and I am here to take you if you are ready,” she said.

As far as I could figure, this was clearly an angel from heaven who had been sent her to collect me, and she was far prettier than the grim reaper who I had always assumed would be assigned to pick me up.  Nodding and trying to prop myself up to see her form which was slightly fuzzy, probably because of the amount of alcohol that I had consumed I said, “Yes, and I am sorry, if I had it to do over again I would have lived differently, and if it is God’s will I’m ready.”

Being scared to death about what was to come I think I was shaking but at the same time relieved as the pain of this life would most likely be over and I would be free of the suffering I had experienced in recent years.

“Are you an angel from heaven?” I asked.

Smiling she said, “Let’s just say that I’m here to take you home, as your time here is done.  That’s the only way I can describe it that you might understand.”

Well, she was definitely condescending, but then again if she was an angel from heaven then she was definitely a lot higher up the spiritual ladder than me so I would just have to accept that fact.

“You say if you had it to do over again you would live your life differently?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “Yes, I would clean up my act, get off the heavy drinking, and start living a normal life, maybe even try and make life better for others.”

“Would you be willing to do that under our conditions?  Life would not be the same, and you would not be the same old Austin Abney you’ve always been, it will be a new beginning for you in every way.”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I would, whatever those are, I would accept, gladly.”

“There will be no going back once you agree and your life will be far different, you will essentially be a different person.  Do you agree?”

Nodding I said, “Yes.  I will do your will and that of the Lord, just tell me.”

“You will know what to do,” she said gently and then finished by saying, “Enjoy your new life as it will be worthwhile, and you will find joy like you’ve never known.  Do not be hindered by the changes that will occur but accept them and live your life as would your new physical presence.  I wish you joy and peace all the days of your life.”

The vision then faded slowly away and the last thing I noticed was her beautiful face still smiling at me and then she finally vanished.  None too soon, from the same place she had been standing, there was an immense flash of light which was so brilliant that I covered my eyes with the back of my hand to deflect it, but within seconds it too was gone.

At this point I was feeling better, I was breathing normally, my pulse had returned to normal, and my stomach was no longer upset.  The angel had saved me from alcohol poisoning, and it appeared that I truly had been given the second chance that I’d asked for and I had a new lease on life. 

Laying on my back I let out a sigh of relief and snuggled up in my sleeping bag determined to get some sleep as tomorrow was a new day which would be the first day of the rest of my new life, and I was determined to make the best of it.


Chapter 2

I think that was the best night of sleep that I’d had in years and I would have kept on snoozing if it hadn’t been for the garbage truck picking up the dumpster I was sleeping behind.  Looking up and seeing the huge metal container being raised into the air I quickly got out of the way before the driver lowered it back to the ground, making sure I was not in the way when it came down.

Clear of the container as it arrived back on the ground, I stood to the side holding my sleeping bag in my hand just looking at the driver who appeared to be staring at me.  Sticking his head out the window of his truck he announced, “You need to be careful lady, I wouldn’t want you to get hurt.  If I were you, I would find a better place to sleep than behind a dumpster.”

He then put his truck in reverse and started backing up, a beeping sound accompanying his reversal, and then took off down the alley speeding toward his next destination.

Then it hit me.  You need to be careful lady?  What a peculiar thing to say.  He probably just got his words jumbled up, that or I heard it wrong.  No matter, I had survived trash day, and for that matter, last night and as I thought back to the previous evening, I started to recall the incredible event and my encounter with the angel.  Well, at least I think she was an angel, even though I was not sure I was going to go with that assumption.  I was excited about the day ahead and was determined to start turning things around.  Throwing my sleeping bag into my shopping cart I started pushing it down the street, my destination being the 22nd Street Mission.  There I was going to get a bite to eat and talk to them about getting back on my feet, maybe consider getting a job, perhaps even an apartment.  Anyway, it was time for me to start thinking about getting back into the game of life, as all the things that had bothered me for so long and had resulted in me ending up on the street, seemed rather insignificant. 

What a change of heart from yesterday to today.  When the angel I encountered saved my life they also must have healed my heart, mind and soul as well, as that could be the only reason, I’d had such a full transformation.  The pain and anguish were gone, and I was happy, happier than I’d been in years.

As I exited the alley and entered the street, I continued down the sidewalk toward my destination, but I suddenly began to realize something I had not in the previous thirty feet of pushing my cart, I felt shorter.  I stopped and stood there motionless to see if I was imagining things and after a few seconds I realized I was not, and I was pretty sure I was about eight inches shorter than normal.  How could this be possible?

Now, looking at my gloves it felt as if they were roomier, so I took off my right glove and looked at my hand and I was shocked to see that it was small, way smaller than normal.  It also felt as though my feet were kind of flopping around in my boots as well, so I sat down, took off my boot and sock and behold, the same thing.  My foot was smaller and appeared, well, petite.

Because it was so cold, I put my sock, boot, and glove back on and pushed my cart for a short distance until I came to a storefront window which just happened to provide me with a reflection of myself and I got the surprise of my life.  As I stared at myself, I was shocked to see that the Austin Abney I’d been all my life was gone, and in his place was a petite young woman with long brown hair in her mid-20’s.  Waving at myself I could see my counterpart in the glass waving back.  As I tried different things such as smiling, making faces, and so forth, she mimicked my action perfectly.

I was a woman?  How could this have happened?  Wait!  Oh my God!  The angel from last night said that I would be a different person and boy, she was not kidding. However, I didn’t think it would be this extreme.

I tried to convince myself that I just needed to calm down as this might be a dream, yes, yes that’s it, that is exactly what this is and none of this is real.  Before I knew it, I would be waking up and everything would be alright. I would be normal and be back to my old self.  Yes, that’s it, just play it cool.  However, until then, I’m going to continue my journey toward the mission and get something to eat, which will make the dream pass more quickly.

After ten more minutes of travel I reached the mission where I parked my cart up against the side of the building, grabbed my backpack and got in the breakfast food line along with everyone else who was looking for a meal.  After a couple of minutes, I made it into the building and could see the serving line ahead. There was Father M, as we liked to call him, helping serve food, which was unusual as he normally did not help out in the soup kitchen.

Getting my tray of food, I sat down and started to eat and was grateful for the meal as it tasted so good. Breakfast that morning was comprised of scrambled eggs, bacon, toast, hash browns and a banana.  After eating I noticed I felt a little fuller than normal and could not figure out why, but then it hit me, I was a woman and had a smaller stomach, which holds less food.  Guess I was going to have to get used to that, for the duration of the dream anyway.

After finishing my meal, I headed into the mission and asked to speak with one of the social workers and I was told to take a seat and I would be called shortly.  Sitting there I opened my backpack and started looking through my effects and realized that the contents of my bag were altered slightly.  Instead of my wallet there was one that might normally be carried by a woman. As I came to my driver’s license, I was surprised to see a photo of the new me as a female.  It had my original birthdate and name, but my height and weight had changed as well.  How strange.

Rifling through my backpack I came to my DD-214, which was the document the military had given me when I got off of active duty, and as I examined it everything was the same once again, but it said I was a female.  My date of enlistment, date of discharge, medals, tours of duty, all the same, but as Austin Abney, a woman.

Still looking through my bag I found my divorce certificate and just like the other documents everything was the same, except I had been married to Michael Higgins, in this reality, versus Michelle Higgins in the other.  My ex had a brother named Michael, was it possible I’d been married to him?  Gross dude!

When the angel changed me, did they also rewrite history to take my gender change into account?  Seemed that way so far.  All I could do was roll with it since I didn’t have any other options.  I told her I would do the work of the Lord if they would save me and they did so here I am.

I did find a cell phone in my bag. The phone still had a little bit of a charge and looking at it, I saw that I had a plethora of text and email messages.  There were too many to even considering answering at that moment so I figured I would get to them later as they were not going anywhere.

Eventually the lady behind the counter escorted me to an office where I was invited to have a seat and told that the social worker would be in shortly.  I sat there for a very short period of time before a man of about thirty years of age with dark hair and eyes entered and extended his hand.

“Hi, Gary Morales,” he said with a beaming smile.

Standing to shake his hand I smiled back I said, “Austin, Austin Abney.”

Moving behind his desk and sitting down he asked, “Hey, haven’t I seen you here before?”

“I think that’s very possible,” I said, not knowing for sure but thought I should cover my bases.

“So, have you had breakfast?”

“Yes, and it was very good thank you.”

“Glad to hear that.”

“So, Gary, I would like to talk to you about getting off the street,” I said.

“I am pleased to hear that and would be glad to get you started.  It’s really not safe for women to be on the street, especially ones like you.”

With an inquisitive look on my face I asked, “Like me?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, you’re young and pretty, which puts you at even higher risk of being hurt, killed, or raped.”

“That’s not good at all.  Now I think I’m scared,” I said, and at that point I was kind of alarmed at the prospect of being raped, and the killed part did not turn me on very much either.

“Not to worry, we’re going to do everything we can to take good care of you and get you on your feet.”

“Gary that would be wonderful. I would like to get back in the workforce, maybe even get my own place.”

“Nice, what kind of work experience do you have Austin?”

“When I was on active duty, I did see some combat but I’m sure you don’t have much need for that kind of experience.”

He laughed and said, “Not really, but sometimes we do have our own set of issues around here.”

“I can only imagine,” I said.

Thinking for a moment I then said, “I was our unit’s personnel or human resource specialist, as needed, if that counts.  Plus, I’m good at administration and can do just about anything.”

Leaning back in his chair he said, “I want to ask you a question.”

I nodded and said, “Of course.”

“Do you have a problem with drugs or alcohol?”

“Gary, I have had in the past but not anymore.  I was never on drugs but did have drinking issues but all of that is behind me.”

As I completed my sentence I thought about what I had just said and realized that what I was saying might not be one hundred percent true.  However, it was the way that I felt and I truly believed I had been given a new clean body for some purpose greater than I could envision.

Pulling a small electronic device out of his top desk drawer he flicked a switch on the side and handed it to me and said, “Blow into this.”

“What?”

“Let’s see how clean you really are.  Blow.”

Taking it from him I blew into the end of it and then handed it back to him, and as he took it from me I was petrified as to what the results were going to be, and as he sat there looking at the digital display I became even more anxious.

“Well Gary, are you getting ready to tell me that I was straight with you or that I’m a liar.”

Looking at the meter and then back at me the serious look on this face changed to a wonderful smile and he said, “You passed.  This is a pretty sensitive meter and will frequently detect if someone’s had alcohol the past ten to twelve hours.”

“I’m not perfect and I make mistakes, but I’m looking to get a new start and try and build a life worth living.  I don’t need a handout just maybe a hand up.  Please.”

“Do you have a place to stay?” he asked.

I shook my head and said, “No.”

“You also look like you could stand a change of clothes.

I was not totally insulted as I was still wearing the same male clothes I had on when I was gender swapped last night so I’m sure they looked ill fitting, plus they probably needed to be washed as well.

“Austin, would you like to pick out some clothes to wear?  We have a donation center here at the mission where people drop off clothes, and I bet we could set you up with a new wardrobe.”

“That would be awesome,” I said excitedly.

“Look, I have a good feeling about you and am willing to take a chance on you.  I have a position for you here at the mission if you are willing.  It pays $10 an hour to start and you will be a clerk.  Your duties will be administrative, will include HR, social work, and just about whatever we may need at any given moment.  What do you think?”

“How soon can I start?”

He stood up and said, “Straight away.”

I rose and shook his hand and he said, “Good.  Let’s get you some clothes, a shower, and make arrangements for you to stay here at the mission for a night or two and then work on getting into some temporary housing.”

“Thank you so much.”

“Come with me,” he said.

I started to follow him down the hallway when I said, “Gary.”

Turning around he said, “Yeah?”

“I appreciate all of this so much.”

Smiling back at me he said, “You’re welcome.”


Chapter 3

I was able to pick out a nice little starter wardrobe from the mission’s donation center and was truly amazed at all of the good stuff there was to choose from and also a little surprised at all the nice clothing that people had gotten rid of, or should I say donated. 

Size four was apparently what I wore now in pants and I sported a six in shoes.  For starters I went with flats because I knew I would be on my feet a lot, plus I had no idea how to wear heels so that would come later.  At the recommendation of one of my new co-workers I did pick out a couple of pairs which were barely worn including some black pumps and a high heel mule which I would practice in when I had time.

For the first two nights I stayed at the mission along with all the other folks looking to get in out of the cold.  Some were people with a drinking or drug problem while some were just people that were down on their luck needing a place to stay.  I felt especially bad for the children who were pretty much victims of what was happening to their parents at that point in their lives.  Anyway, the shelter provided a safe and clean place for people to stay, get a bite to eat, do laundry, and even get back on their feet and I was glad to be a part of their efforts.

During my time on active duty I had taken my share of lives, but not a one that didn’t deserve it.  Every life I took was from some son-of-a-bitch who was trying to kill me, but that didn’t make it any easier.  It was hard not to think about the family members who would grieve as a result of my actions, but what could I do?  Kill or be killed. 

Anyway, this was truly a chance to put all that behind me and serve mankind.  It was so hard to believe that in this land of plenty that there were so many people that were down on their luck whether they were living on the street, had a substance abuse problem, or were just between places to live.  I was excited at being able to bring a little relief to others.

After the first two nights I was given a voucher to a local motel where I stayed for three weeks.  It was not glamorous by any means, but it was a decent place to stay until they were able to get me setup with my own apartment.

When I got the keys to my own place I was thrilled beyond belief and from the way I acted you would have thought it was the Taj Mahal, and to me it was that and much more.  I furnished it and setup housekeeping with items that had been donated to the mission and when all was said and done it looked absolutely great.  Plus, it was not all that far from work, so I got a bicycle from the mission’s donation center for a small fee and rode to work each day.

As far as my normal workday I would arrive at work at 7:30 each day and I hit the ground running and did not stop until 4:30 p.m. when it was time to go home.  There was always so much to do and I loved every minute of it whether it was filling in at the donation center, helping with payroll, or doing intakes on new clients. I felt I was really making a difference and doing to work that needed to be done.  I still wondered why I’d been changed into a woman if this was to be my life’s calling since I could have done it just as readily as a man. The man upstairs knew better than me and if I was supposed to be a girl it was for a reason.

I’d been working at the mission about two months and everything was going great. I had learned my job, or should I say jobs, and even started to develop some friendships with co-workers.  Gary often told me to slow down or I was going to wear myself out, but I just kept on moving as there was so much to get done.

Walking into Gary’s office I knock on the door frame and asked, “You wanted to see me?”

“Austin!  Please, come in, and close the door.”

I complied and then took a seat in front of his desk, now slightly concerned because he had asked me to close the door.  Sitting there while he fiddled with his cell phone my tension grew and I started wondering what he could possible want.  Were there reductions in force coming and I was going to be fired?  I certainly hoped not as I liked working here at the mission.

Setting his cell phone down on his desk he said, “Sorry about that.  Now, I bet you wonder why I’ve asked you to see me.”

I nodded and said, “It had crossed my mind.”

“First off, it’s potentially good, depending on your point of view.  LaTanya’s last day is next Friday.  She’s taken a job as a social worker with another non-profit and is going to be leaving us.”

“I really hate to hear that,” I said, “She’s helped me so much and I couldn’t have learned my job without her.”

“We all feel that way.  I’ve tried to talk her into staying but it’s not going to happen, as her new job is not only offering more money but it’s ten minutes from her house.”

“It’s hard to beat being so close to home,” I added.

“Exactly, now back to the thing I wanted to talk to you about.  Her position is going to be open and I wanted to see if you had any interest in in taking over for her.”

“Really?  You’re offering me her position?” I asked excitedly.

“If you want it.”

“Do you think I’m qualified to perform her job?  She’s a social worker, and I don’t have any experience in that field.”

Leaning back in his chair he said, “I’ve been watching you the past couple of months, and I think you are more qualified than you’re letting on as you seem to be capable of doing just about anything required.  Plus, remember all the times you’ve filled in for the social worker staff?”

“There was nothing to any of that, it was easy stuff.  I’m sure real social work is much more complex.”

“Look Austin, you can do this job, but if you don’t want it just tell me.  If you decide you do want it, I will raise your pay to this,” he said as he slid a folded piece of paper across the desk to me.

I opened it and looked inside, and said, “Wow, this would be quite a nice little raise compared to what I’m making now.”

“Well, what do you think?”

“Gary, I will do a good job and won’t let you down.”

“I know that.  I’ve already told LaTanya I was going to offer it to you, so she starts training you tomorrow.”

“You were pretty confident that I was going to accept,” I said.

“By the way,” he said as he slid a document across the desk to me, “Fill this out, it’s a job application for the new job you just got.”

Taking the document, I stood up and said, “I will get it filled out ASAP.”

I turned and started to walk out the door and said “Gary.”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks again.”

He looked at me warmly and smiled.


Chapter 4

After about a month into my new position as a social worker with the mission I was really getting the hang of what it took to do the job, and there were so many people coming through the mission needing help that it was practically non-stop.  I spent a lot of my time managing cases of those using our services so my duties typically included an initial meeting with the client, finding out what their needs were, putting them on a plan to get what they required, and then monitoring them as they moved through the process.

Overall, I found it very satisfying and was glad to help those who truly wanted and need our assistance, however, there were those that you could not help no matter what you did.  A pretty fair number that came to see us had drug or alcohol problems, were mentally ill, came to the mission for a meal, or to get out of the weather when it was too cold or hot.  The other social workers told me when I started the job that was the way it was and to not get too wrapped up in helping those who refused to help themselves.  Initially I thought I could save the world but as time went on, I realized what they said was true and the most important thing for me was to stay mentally healthy so I could help those who would let me.

It was a Wednesday night and I’d been working in my new position for about six weeks and as I looked at the clock on the wall it said 5:45.  Gary walked by my desk and said, “Hey I’m heading out, see you tomorrow.”

“I’m right behind you as soon as I finish up this last bit of paperwork,” I said.

“Well I’m off to church, see you tomorrow.”

Starting to walk away he turned and looked back at me and asked, “What are you doing tonight?”

“I’m just heading home; I’ll probably make a little dinner and hang out at the house.”

“Want to go to church with me?”

“Tonight?”

“Sure, like right now.  We have a potluck meal first and then have a service.”

“You know I’m riding my bike, is it far away?”

“We’ll throw your bike in the back of my pickup and I can drop you off afterward.”

Sitting there I reluctantly said, “I don’t know.”

“Suit yourself, it’s a free meal which means you don’t have to cook either.  Oh, it’s also the church where Father M serves as part time clergy and you might even see him there.”

As I sat there looking back at him, I noticed he was standing there smiling at me and I was pretty sure he was a little bit attracted to me, a girl just knows these things.  Gary was a nice-looking man, but I was still settling into being a woman and was trying to identify who and what I was, so I was in a conflict zone mentally.  I’d spent my entire life dating women and had even been married to one, and it was kind of hard to flip a switch and kick that into full reverse overnight.  Something else that I had observed over the past couple of months was that I was noticing men more and more.  Now, I’d always noticed men in the sense that they existed, but in this case, I’m talking about how I had become more aware of them from the standpoint of being not fully, but somewhat attracted to them.  For some reason I was noticing things like their features, how they were built, and I was especially drawn to good personalities, as well as men that were confident and funny.  This was strange to me because as a guy you operate from a completely different perspective, say big hooters?

So, Gary had given me my big break at the mission and had helped me get my life back up and running and had done nothing but help me and make my life better.  Plus I hadn’t been socializing much outside of work and figured this might help get me out of my rut.

“You said we would put my bike in the back of your truck?”

“Yep,”

“And there’s a free meal?”

“Yep.”

“And you would drop me off at home afterwards?”

Chuckling he said, “Absolutely.”

I stuffed the papers on my desk in the top drawer, locked it, flicked off the desk light, grabbed my purse, stood up and asked, “What are they having for dinner?”

There was still light when we arrived at St. Andrews Episcopal and it looked like an old parish church that you might see while you were driving through the English countryside.  It’s architecture inside and out was beautiful and the stained-glass windows were the most gorgeous I’d ever seen in my life.

There was a group of ladies in the parish hall that handled most of the food preparation and that night was apparently Mexican food night since the table held beef and chicken fajitas, rice, beans, and all the trimmings. Everything was delicious, definitely much better than what I had planned to make for dinner that night at home. There was also had a nice spread of desserts which included cake, cookies and ice cream, and it was hard not to indulge in all of them.

Afterward Gary and I were walking down the hall toward the sanctuary when he asked, “Did you get enough to eat?”

I nodded and said, “Oh yeah, probably more than enough, but I’m not going to be able to come back here with you after tonight.”

He stopped and looked at me and asked, “Why not?”

“If I eat like that every week, I’ll be a big bottomed girl in no time, and my size 4 figure will be gone.”

“Oh, you were kidding?”

“Yes Gary, I was kidding.”

We continued walking and I noticed that he looked forward and then behind us before whispering in my ear, “I hear ya, I think a lot of ladies that attend here have that issue.”

“I wasn’t going to say anything.”

Entering the sanctuary, we sat down close to the front on the right side behind some other attendees and sat there silently until the service began.  After the traditional Anglican opening ceremony, they decided to sing so I joined in and it was my first time really singing as a woman, and as the words came out of my mouth, I was amazed at what a beautiful voice I had inherited with this body.  Continuing through the service we eventually finished and stood up, ready to leave.

“Miss?”

As I turned and looked at the woman who had spoken to me, I noticed she was well dressed, had long blonde hair and blue eyes and was maybe forty years old.  She was quite attractive and by all appearances was a businesswoman.

“Me?” I asked as I looked at her and pointed my right forefinger back at my chest.

“I just wanted to say that you have an incredible voice,” she said, “It’s one of the most beautiful I’ve ever heard in my life.”

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

“Are you in the church choir here at St. Andrews?” she asked.

“No, I’m not a member, I’m just visiting with my friend,” I said as I motioned my head gently toward Gary.

“I’m Gary,” he said as he shook her hand.

“Lisa Brannon,” and then she shook hands with me as well and said, “Good to meet you ….”

“Austin Abney, and it’s good to meet you as well.”

Gary said to her, “I think I remember you, but it’s been a bit since I’ve seen you.”

“I’m busy with work so it’s often hard to find the time to attend, plus I also travel extensively,” she said.

“So, Austin, do you have any choral or musical background?” she asked.

“I was in choir in high school, if that counts.”

What I was unable to tell her was that when I was in choir in high school, I was a young man, but she did not need to know that, as who would even believe it, right?

“It sure does.  Well it was great meeting the both of you, and hopefully I will see you again soon.”

Gary and I both told her it was good meeting her as well and then the three of us walked out of the church together and went our separate ways in the parking lot.

Getting in Gary’s truck we headed toward my apartment courtesy of the GPS on my phone considering I wasn’t sure where the church was in relation to my apartment.  After about fifteen minutes of driving we arrived at my building where we parked the truck in one of the available spaces.  Exiting the pickup, he promptly unloaded my bike and set it on the ground.

“Alright, I guess I’ll see you at the office in the morning.”

“Sounds good.  Thanks for taking me to church with you, it was fun.”

Chuckling he said, “That’s good to hear you say as most people don’t describe going to church as being fun.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Perhaps not but I’m going to say it was fun.”

“You’re just saying that because there was a free meal.”

We laughed together at his response and I then said, “Maybe, but I really enjoyed the environment there.  It was the most comfortable I’ve felt in a church in my life?”

“Really?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, it’s true.  Maybe that’s telling me something, like that’s the place for me.”

“Could be.”

“Oh, and what did you think about that lady, Lisa, who seemed very interested in my voice and singing?”

Stroking his chin, he said, “I’ll admit, she was a little bit overly interested, wasn’t she?”

“Seemed that way, well maybe she was just being nice, I’m sure that’s it.”

We stood there silently for a moment and he said, “Well, I’d better get going.”

“Okay, thanks again,” and I extended my arms to give him a hug.

He complied and gave me a great big warm hug and as we started to pull apart our eyes seemed to lock and as I stood there looking at him, I had a stirring of feelings like I’d never had before, toward a man anyway.  The only way I could describe it was attraction, and trust me, with Gary there was a lot to be attracted to as he was good looking, smart and had a wonderful personality.

At that point I was thinking he was going to kiss me which thrilled and terrified me at the same time.  The old Austin side of me was telling me it was not right as I was a man, but the new side of me was saying that this was perfectly normal, and I just needed to relax and let nature take its course.  I wanted him to know that I was interested in but at the same time I was still scared to death, so I got on my tiptoes, put my arms around his neck and gave him a quick peck on the lips.

Pulling away from him I could see his face had lit up and at that point I knew I had handled it perfectly, so I said, “Thanks again.  Good night,” and I then grabbed my bike which was leaning against his truck and started walking toward my apartment.

“Good night. See you tomorrow,” he called out.


Chapter 5

I got to work about 7:30 the next morning which was a few minutes earlier than normal since I needed to get caught up on the paperwork that I didn’t finished yesterday.  I’d slept fair overnight but not perfectly because I was pretty excited about my first date as a woman, such as it was, but I was counting it anyway.  I think becoming a female had changed me and the associated hormones were having an effect on me as I was giddy with excitement, plus a variety of thoughts had been running through my mind like would he ask me out on a real date?  Would we go to church together again?  Did he have the same feelings toward me that I had toward him?  I certainly hoped he felt the same way because as far as I was concerned, I was a good match for him, whether he knew it or not.

Sitting at my desk slurping on my coffee I finished working on the two case files I’d not completed the night before, and now it was time for me to look at my calendar for the day and see what was scheduled.  As I was perusing my workload for the morning Gary just happened to appear in front of my desk.

“Oh hi, good morning Gary, how are you?” I asked enthusiastically and then stood up.

“Great, how about you?”

“Couldn’t be better,” he said and then scanned me from head to toe and said, “That’s a great dress you’re wearing today.”

“Thank you.”

What he did not know was that I’d picked out this floral print dress I had on because it hugged my curves and showed off my figure, which I wanted him to notice.  I’d also put on a pair of high heel sandals and had painted my toenails dark purple to match the flowers in my dress.  Yes, becoming a girl had definitely had an effect on me, and the hormones inside me were clearly driving me to act in ways that I’d never imagined possible.

“Gary, I really enjoyed going to church at St. Andrews.”

Smiling he said, “Great.  It’s a good place to go.  I’ve been going there for quite some time.”

“I can see why; I may have to attend again.”

Smiling he said, “That would be awesome.  You would be a good addition to the membership, maybe even a good addition to the choir, based on what Ms. Lisa Brannon said last night.”

I chuckled lightly and said, “You think?”

Nodding he said, “You’ve got a remarkable voice.”

“Like I said, I like it there, so I will think about it.  Fair enough?”

“Fair enough!  By the way, choir practice is on Wednesday nights after the service.”

“I will keep that in mind.”

We stood there awkwardly for a few seconds before he said, “I’d better let you get back to work before I get you in trouble with your boss.”

Smiling at him I said, “Good idea, he’s a total slave driver and also extremely hard to work for, well, most of the time anyway.”

We chuckled and he said, “See ya later.”

Holding up my right hand I gave him a half wave with my fingers, and he turned and started walking away, and as he was walking away, I surprised myself when I realized I was looking at his rear end.  Standing there I thought to myself did I just do that?  Then I thought, well, he does have a cute hiney.

The following Wednesday night I went with Gary once again to St. Andrews where we had a meal, attended mass, and then went off to choir practice together.  He had not been a regular in the church choir but claimed he was considering it.  However, I suspected the real reason he was going was because I was and he liked being with me, and what he did not know at the time was that the feeling was very mutual.

The choir director was a man of about sixty years of age named Freddie Davis, who had supposedly been doing the job for ten years.  Fred was skinny, about 5’11, had round turtle shell glasses, and wore a white shirt tucked into a pair of black slacks which were held up by an oversized black belt.  Despite his dress he did seem to know his stuff.

We practiced a number of songs which would be performed at the Sunday service including Amazing Grace which would be performed by Tina, one of the long time regulars who had an outstanding voice.  She would sing most of the song and the rest of us would cut in at certain points in the song acting as her backup singers.

When practice was over Freddie came up to me and said, “Wow, have you got a voice or what?”

“That’s nice of you to say.”

“I know this was kind of a test the waters visit with us, but we would sure love to have you perform with us if you are interested and have the time.”

“Do you think I’m ready to perform on Sunday?”

He nodded and said, “More than ready.”

Gary and I looked at one another and I said, “Well, I’m in if you’re in.”

He chuckled and said, “I’ll even give you a ride.”

Looking back at Freddie I said, “Look forward to seeing you on Sunday morning.  What time do I need to be here?”

“10:15 please.”

“See you then,” I replied.

Pulling up to my apartment building Gary parked in one of the guest parking spots and we proceeded to get out of his truck and he promptly unloaded my bicycle and I took it by the handlebars.

“Once again, thanks for giving me a lift.”

“Not a problem.”

“See you at the office in the morning?” I asked and then smiled at him.

“Sure.  Have a good night.”

“You too I said,” just before I turned and started walking my bike toward the building.  In an instance I thought about what a good time I’d had and how much I enjoyed being with him and I didn’t want the night to end, not yet anyway, so after a few steps I turned and said, “Hey.”

He turned and looked at me and said, “Yeah?”

“Would you like to come up for a cup of coffee or something?”

Based on the expression on his face I knew how he was going to answer before he uttered a word, but he did respond with a huge smile and, “That would be great.”

We made our way into my apartment where I leaned my bike against the entryway wall as I normally did before proceeding into the living area.

“Why do you bring your bike inside?” he asked.

“It’s my primary form of transportation, and in this neighborhood if you don’t safeguard your stuff the locals will liberate it from you.”

He laughed and said, “You have the greatest sense of humor.”

Slipping out of my heels I asked, “Gary, do you mind taking off your shoes?”

“Sure,” he said before taking off his shoes and following me into the living room.

Between my living area and kitchen was a small stretch of counter which had two barstools that faced back into the kitchen.

“Have a seat,” I said as I went into the kitchen and then turned back around and looked at him looking at him across the corian countertop and asked, “What do you fancy?”

“What do you have?”

“Coffee, tea ….”

The one thing I was thinking but did not say was the word me, however, a good church going girl like me probably shouldn’t say things like that, especially when it’s your boss.  Then again, he might totally have loved it.

“Oh,” I added, “Looks like I’ve got some hot chocolate as well.”

“That sounds good, especially if you’ve got some of those little marshmallows to put on top.”

I started the kettle and then began to look through the cabinets to see if I could find any of the little marshmallows he had requested, which I did have to admit make a cup of cocoa extra special.

Standing on my tiptoes I looked in my overhead cabinet to see if I had any marshmallows, and as I stood there stretching to see I thought about how inconvenient it could be at times to be a short woman, and thought back to the days of when I was 5’11 versus 5’3 as I was now.  However, my life had been spared, and I was grateful having this second chance, despite my handicap.

“You’re in luck,” I said as I pulled the plastic bag down and shook it in front of him.

“You know, I think I’m going to copy you and have the same thing,” I said.

I took two mugs which I’d gotten from the mission when I setup housekeeping and dumped the cocoa packets into them and said, “Now we wait.”

Looking around my apartment Gary said, “Hey, you’ve got this placed fixed up nice.”

“Thanks, practically everything you see here was given to me by the mission to get me started.”

“Really?”

I nodded. 

“Everything is nice and looks clean and orderly.  You sure do keep your place immaculate.”

“I’m a little bit particular.  Couldn’t you tell by the way that I have a no shoes rule.”

“A little.  You know, you’ve done so well getting your life turned around.  You’ve got a great place and really have your act together, just about better than anyone I’ve ever seen come through the mission.”

I nodded and said, “I know.  So many of the people we help and even assist them with getting into an apartment end up abandoning it and returning to the streets.”

“Yes, it’s interesting how so many of them just walk away from it because they miss their friends who live on the street and want to be near them,” he said.

“It’s true, in their new environment they just can’t take the loneliness and would prefer to have one of their friends on the street sacked out in the sleeping bag next to theirs.  We’ve got a lot of work to do don’t we Gary?”

Smiling he said, “We certainly do.”

We sat there for a moment and then he asked, “What’s your secret?  Why are you doing so well?”

“If I told you, you would never believe me.”

“Try me.”

“Do you want the long version or the extended one?”

“Your choice Austin,” he said.

Laughing I then said, “Then condensed it is.  Okay, if you want to know the truth, I was born a man, and ended up on the street after returning from an active duty tour in the Middle East.  After almost dying in an alley from alcohol poisoning, I was saved in my final moments by what I could only describe as an angel, who I told I would do anything for a second chance.  Agreeing, I awoke the next morning as the young brunette you see sitting here before you and made my way to the mission where you now employ me as a social worker.  Any questions?”

Grinning at me he asked, “What about your forged records like your driver’s license?  How did you pull that off?”

“After I was changed into a woman the angel modified the timeline, so there would be no record that I was ever a man, it was like I never existed.”

Sitting there silently for a moment he chuckled lightly and said, “So, you don’t want to talk about your past.  That’s cool, you don’t have to, I was just making conversation.  But I am impressed at how well you’ve done and think you could be a source of inspiration to others, especially women.”

“Gary, let me just say this, I’m with you now because I had a divine intervention, of sorts, and got a second chance.”

The kettle cut off and I said, “Water’s ready,” and I proceeded to the kitchen where I prepared our beverages which I sat on the counter and then returned to my seat beside him.

“Here you go, with little marshmallows on top.”

“Perfect,” he said as he tried to take a sip from his cup but quickly stopped due to the heat.

“Too hot?”

He nodded and said, “Guess I’d better let it cool off,” and returned the mug to the counter and then turned and looked at me.

As I sat there looking at him it was impossible not to notice his espresso colored eyes and the longer I gazed into them the harder it was to stop.  Finally, not wanting to come across as a weirdo I finally glanced down and then back up in an attempt to break my stare, and as I looked back up, he had a gentle smile upon his face.  I’d developed a thing for Gary and there was no denying it, and at this point I knew it was ridiculous to fight it and was not going to any longer.  I was now a woman, and there was nothing weird or abnormal about me being attracted to him and I was going to embrace it, as every fiber of my being was telling me this was right.  I’d been given a second chance and the path I was on was clearly my destiny, and on top of that it just felt right, better than anything had in my life as far back as I could remember.

I turned ninety degrees in my stool toward him and as I finished my rotation, he did the same.  Sitting there looking straight at one another I slowly leaned toward him and he toward me, and after what seemed like an eternity our lips eventually met, and I had my first real kiss as a woman.  It was a slow, soft, and gentle kiss, that let me know that he liked me, a lot, and wasn’t just trying to get in my panties.  After about a minute we pulled apart and then he took both of my hands and sat there just looking at me, and all I could do was sit there.

“I really like you Austin.”

Looking down and back up I nodded and said, “And I really like you too Gary.”

“You’re a good kisser,” he said.

We both chuckled and I said, “I was just thinking that you’re not so bad yourself.”

After a few moments he let my hands go and tried his hot cocoa again, and this time was able to drink a bit.

“Good chocolate,” he said.

“It’s my secret recipe.”

“Well it turned out great.”

After a few moments he said, “You know Austin, I am your supervisor.”

Nodding I said, “I am fully aware of that.”

“You realize if we take this any further it could be a real sticky wicket, so to speak.”

“I was kind of thinking about that as well.  I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble, or for that matter I wouldn’t want me to get in trouble either.  I’ve finally got my life together, and don’t want to mess it up as it seems to be running so well.  Gary, I love working at the mission, it’s the most fulfilling job I’ve ever had.”

“So, what do you think we should do?”

“Gary, I like you so much and would love to explore our potential, tell me you don’t feel the same say.”

He nodded and said, “I can’t deny that, I really like you a lot.”

“I suspected you did.  Here’s what I think we should do, so far nothing has happened except we kissed, correct?”

“You are correct.”

“We go on back to work, continue with business as normal, and kick the can down the road until next Wednesday night when we will go to church together again, and see where we are then.  That will also give you time to explore what options, if any, for having a relationship and being able to both work at the mission.”

Leaning back, he said, “You’ve really got everything all figured out, don’t you?”

“Got a better plan?”

“No, I don’t.”

Finishing up his drink he stood up and said, “Well, I guess I’d better get going.”

“I’ll see you to the door.”

Stopping in the entryway so he could put his shoes on we proceeded to the front door where he looked at me and said, “See you in the morning.”

“See ya then.”

As he started to turn I grabbed him by the arm, turned him toward me and stood up on my tip toes and gave him a passionate kiss, just like the one we’d had earlier, and after a few seconds we pulled apart and stood there smiling and gazing into one another’s eyes.

“You’d better get going,” I said.

“Good night,” he said,

“I’ll see you at the office in the a.m.” I said and I closed the door behind him.


Chapter 6

It was Sunday morning about 10:15 a.m. as Gary and I walked into the church and the first thing we did was report to the choir loft so we could get ready for the performance. 

We were chatting with other members when our choir director Freddie came up to me and frantically asked, “Austin, could I speak with you?”

“Of course.”

“Tina called in and she’s sick and won’t be able to make it,” he said.

“I am so sorry to hear that.  What are we going to do?  Just sing the whole song as a group with no solo?”

“We could but I had another idea, how do you feel about doing the solo part of it?”

“What?  Freddie!  I’ve not practiced the piece as a solo at all.  What if I mess it up?”

Shaking his head and smiling he said, “I have the utmost confidence that you can pull it off.  Do you remember the parts where Tina was supposed to sing solo?”

“Which was like the whole thing.  Well sure but ….”

“Austin, you can do this, the question is will you?  I know it’s scary, but I also know you have what it takes as you are so gifted.  Please?”

Standing there for a few moments I then said, “Despite the fact that I have not rehearsed and am nervous about doing it I’m going to.  However, if anyone complains I’m going to throw you under the bus, got it?”

Nodding he said, “I agree to take full responsibility.”

I returned to where Gary was standing and he asked, “What was all that about?”

“Tina can’t make it and he wants me to do the solo piece?”

“That’s super.”

“Wish me luck because I’m totally unprepared.”

“You’re going to knock ‘em dead Austin.  You can do anything, and you do it well.  That’s why I took a chance on you at work.”

“Thanks Gary, you’re the best.”

Right about that time the organ started playing and we took our positions in the choir loft ready to start the first hymn.

*****

Gary and I had stored our choir robes and were headed toward the front door of the church when he asked, “Want to get some lunch?”

“That would be great, I was just thinking the same thing.”

“And I’m buying, you deserve it with the fantastic job you did filling in for Tina this morning.”

“Thanks.”

“Austin,” a voice called out and as I looked ahead, I saw the lady I had met the previous week at Wednesday night service, Lisa Brannon.

“Oh hi, good to see you.”

“I just wanted to come up and tell you what a wonderful job you did today filling in for the soloist, you truly have a remarkable voice.”

“Thank you, Lisa.”

“I want to ask you, have you ever thought about singing professionally?”

“What?”

“Yes, have you ever considered singing professionally?”

Standing there trying to figure out how to answer I said, “Well, maybe when I was in high school for a brief period, but that would have been about it, why do you ask?

She handed me a business card and said, “I’m a talent scout for a Christian music company and we are always on the lookout for new talent, especially when they are as good as you.”

Looking at the card I said, ‘Wow, I hardly know what to say?”

“Right now, you don’t have to say anything, if you’re interested in talking with me further my cell phone number is on the card.  We can setup an appointment, chat, and see if you’re interested in moving onto the next step which would be an audition in the studio.  Will you think about it?”

I’m sure I was smiling from ear to ear when I said, “Yes, I promise to think about it.”

“Will you call me this week and let me know one way or another if you are interested?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “Yes, I will.”

“Great, you’re also welcome to text me as well if you want.  Once again, good job today, you truly have a voice like an angel.  Talk to you this week,” she said and then turned and walked toward the front door of the church.

While standing there looking at the card in my hand Gary said, “Imagine, being in the church choir and you get discovered by a record company during your first performance.  Wow, what are the odds of that?”

Looking at him I said, “Yeah, what are the odds.”

“Pretty astronomical don’t you think?”

I nodded and said, “Pretty astronomical.”

Standing there thinking to myself I thought, yeah, and you don’t know the half of it buddy.  Was this all part of the plan that had been set in motion by the entity in the alley that night who saved my life, and if so, was this inspired by the creator above?  Things were falling into place in ways that I’d never envisioned, and it wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 7

It was Tuesday morning about 8:00 a.m. and I was sitting at my desk work on case files when, all of a sudden, I looked up and there stood Gary.

“Good morning,” he said.

“And good morning to you.”

“Just wanted to let you know that we are going to have a staff meeting this morning at 9 a.m. in the conference room, so see you there.”

“Great, I will be there.”

“By the way, have you given any more thought to calling Ms. Brannon.”

“I’m kind of kicking it around.”

“I think you are very talented and should go for it,” he said.

“I appreciate that Gary.  You do realize if I become a star, I will have to leave my position here.”

“I guess I’d not considered that, but you’re right.  Maybe I don’t want you to try out after all.”

“Why not?  You don’t think I’m good enough?” I asked with a serious look on my face.

“I would sure hate to see you leave, but then again, I’m selfish and thinking only of myself.”

“You know the odds of me making it big time are …., what did you call it?”

“Astronomical?”

“Exactly.  So even if I call her, setup and appointment, do an audition, I’m still a long way from being a superstar.”

“I guess you’re right, but you should give it a whirl, you don’t want to pass on the opportunity and then regret not trying.”

“I may just take your advice and go for it.  What will it hurt, right?”

“Exactly.  Well, I’ve got to get ready for our staff meeting so I will see you in an hour,” he said and then disappeared inside his office.

Sitting there I continued to think about our conversation, so I reached into my purse, found Lisa’s business card and set it on my desk.  Picking it up I looked at it and thought to myself, what would it hurt?

Opening the text app I punched in her number and sent her a message, Hi Lisa, this is Austin from church, remember me?  I did the solo on Sunday morning.  Anyway, I’ve thought about it and would like to talk with you more about setting up a meeting and auditioning if the offer is still open.  Call or text me any time. Thanks. Austin.

Laying my cell phone down on my desk I continued my work on the case file I’d been reviewing before Gary had interrupted me earlier, and within minutes my cell phone vibrated, as I always kept the ringer off at work.

Picking it up I saw that she had responded.  That’s great new Austin, when can you come in for a meeting and audition? 

How long will it take?  I replied.

Up to three hours.  I know that’s not very specific but that’s the way it works.

Continuing to text I asked, What day and time?  I do work during the day but can take off for a brief period if necessary.

If I set up this Wednesday at 3 p.m. would that work for you?

Looking at my calendar I then texted back, that will be great.

Wonderful, she replied, I will send you the address shortly.  See you Wednesday at 3

Sitting there with my phone in hand I stared off into space, trying to imagine the possibilities, but then I realized that I could think about those later as I had work that needed to get done before the staff meeting.  I was sure that Gary would want me to report on my case load so I would need to have that data available to report to the rest of the team, as well as any case information that might be relevant to the rest of the staff.  However, it was sure hard not to think about as the prospect of being a recording artist was kind of exciting.

*****

After the meeting everyone got up and left the conference room except for me and Gary.  He was sitting at the head of the table and I was to his left and as the last person exited, he started to get up when I asked, “Gary, can I talk to you?”

“Sure, what’s up?”

“I did what you said and contacted Lisa Brannon.”

With an ear to ear smile he said, “That’s great.  When do you start your world tour?”

I laughed and said, “Actually this Wednesday at 3 p.m. if I can get off work, so I would probably need to leave here by 2:30 to make it on time.”

“We will be stretched a little thin if I let you leave.”

“Really?” I asked.

He laughed and said, “Of course you can go, after all I’ve been harassing you to do it since Sunday morning when she asked you to meet with her.  I would be a real creep encouraging you to do it and then not allowing you to wouldn’t I?”

“Thank you so much Gary, you are the greatest,” I said and then kissed him on the cheek.  Realizing what I’d done I looked at the open door to see if anyone might have seen what I’d done and fortunately there was not a soul in sight.

“Gary I’m sorry I should not have done that,” and then I whispered, “Well, not here at the office anyway.”

Nodding the said, “No PDA in the workplace Miss Abney.  Do you know what that stands for?”

“Public display of affection, Mr. Morales.”

“Okay good,” he said before whispering, “Don’t get us in trouble Austin.”

“Sorry,” I whispered back.


Chapter 8

After I got out of my audition on Wednesday, I caught a ride over to church for dinner where I joined Gary in the Parish hall and we ate together.  Afterward we attended the service and then went to choir practice together where we rehearsed the hymns that we would be performing the following Sunday.  I was thoroughly enjoying getting the opportunity to sing, especially with my new female voice, as it sounded angelic, and having this gift also inspired my confidence making me feel like I could do anything.

Finishing up choir practice we headed toward my apartment courtesy of Gary since we had worked out beforehand that he would haul my bike to church in his truck from the mission and would give me a lift afterward.  Arriving at my apartment building he pulled my bike out of his pickup and I grabbed it by the handlebars.

“Come on up if you’d like,” I offered.

We made our way to my apartment where I unlocked the door, entered, and propped my bike against the wall and then slipped my shoes off, and headed for the living room.  Almost there I turned around and looked down at Gary’s feet, pointed at them and said, “Shoes please.”

“Oh sorry,” he said apologetically.

“Have a seat,” I said as I sat down on my couch and then patted the cushion beside me signaling him to sit down next to me.

“Want something to drink?” I asked.

“No, I’m good but thanks.”

Sitting there for a moment he said, “Sounds like your audition went well today.”

“I think so.  They said they would call me.”

“I bet you did great.”

“I’m not discounting my singing ability but there are a lot of talented people out there Gary, so me moving forward with this ….”

“Is what?” he asked.

“That’s all I’m going to say, I’m just going to wait and see.”

As I turned and looked into his eyes I began to think about the previous week where he’s kissed me and how he and I talked about the problems it could cause at work with him being my supervisor.

“So, Mr. Morales, here we are, right where we were this time last week.”

Turning toward me and edging a little bit closer he said, “That’s right.”

By the expression on his face and his body language I knew he wanted to kiss me, because I wanted to kiss him as well, but I still knew the issue of him being my boss had not gone away.  However, I sure was tempted as he was so cute and I had this deep-down urge to be kissed by him, to be held by him, and to be loved by him as well. 

“Gary, I think you’re wanting to smooch with me.”

He laughed and said, “That’s a term I’ve not heard recently, but yes, I would enjoy the opportunity to smooch with you if presented.”

“And I feel the same way, but since last week we’ve not discussed, nor come up with any solutions, unless you have, about our managerial employee situation.  Are you hearing me on FM?”

Looking down and then back at me he appeared slightly frustrated and said, “Yeah, I hear you loud and clear.  It’s a tough one Austin, and I appreciate you keeping all of this under control.  Women are so strong when it comes to things like this, and being a woman you probably don’t even really know how weak we men are in these situations?”

Looking up at the ceiling and then back down I said, “Gary, you have no idea how well I understand that subject area.”

Sitting there silently for a moment I took his hand in mine and said, “Oh Gary, I like you so much and want nothing more than to be with you, but I need this job, and suspect that you need yours as well.  What can we do to make this work without violating HR policy aka getting fired?”

With a serious look on his face he said, “Well, I guess I could fire you.”

“That would solve one problem but not the other one.”

“Which one is that?”

“The one where you no longer have a girlfriend,” I said with an annoyed look on my face.

“I was just kidding,” he said.

Gary then leaned over touched the side of my face and turned my head toward his and as our eyes met, I knew I would not be able to resist him any longer.  Moving our heads closer to one another I opened my mouth and before I knew it our tongues with swirling together with a passion that I had never felt before, and as we continued, I could feel myself becoming aroused and I began to experience a tingling sensation between my legs which was also new to me.  My hands travelled to his shoulders where I moved them up and down his arms and as I did, I could feel his toned muscles which further exciting me.  I loved the way he ran his fingers through my hair, ever so gently caressing my scalp which added to the fire already building inside me. 

So turned on that I felt like I was about to explode I said, “Gary we need to stop.”

“I know,” he said while continuing to French me.

Pulling away from him he then moved to my neck where he continued kissing me ever so passionately.

At that point I just couldn’t take it anymore and was going to give myself to him when, all of a sudden, my cell phone started ringing.  My initial response was to ignore it because I was so turned on and wanted nothing more than to let Gary have his way with me, but then as I looked down at it laying on the coffee table I saw it was Lisa Brannon calling and said, “Oh my God, it’s Lisa calling.”

Breaking up our makeup session I grabbed it and pressed the answer key, “Hello?”

“Austin, Lisa here, did I catch you at an okay time?”

Looking at Gary who was now laying on my couch, probably frustrated, I said, “Absolutely.”

“Good.  I wanted to let you know that everyone who heard you today thought you were absolutely fabulous.”

“They did?”

“Yes, and we would like to move onto the next phase if you’re interested?”

“Sure, what would that be?”

“We’ve got a variety of Christian pop songs written but not yet performed and would like to start the process of cutting an album, if you’re up for it.  We will be giving you an advance and a percentage of the profits.  Additionally, we will be scheduling you to go on tour with several other Christian artists after the album is released.  So, what do you think?”

“Oh Lisa, that sounds absolutely awesome.”

“Don’t thank me, you’re going to be working hard to get the album put together and it’s not going to be a picnic.  So, when can you start?”

“How soon do you need me?”

“Do you need to give your employer two weeks’ notice?”

Looking at Gary who had heard the entire conversation I said to her, “Yes, I really do.  They’re good people and I owe them a lot, especially one of them,” and as I completed my sentence, I saw him smile.

“Okay, go ahead and do that.  Let’s go ahead and get your contract signed by next week though.  I will be sending you a copy to send to your attorney for review.  Do you have an entertainment attorney?  Duh, of course not.  I will provide you with a couple of references, okay?”

“Great.”

“Okay, I will be in touch next week.  Looking forward to working with you Austin.”

“Same here, thanks Lisa,” and I then hung up the phone.

Looking at Gary I was ecstatic and said, “Gary, can you believe it?  I’m going to get to record an album, and I’m going to go on tour around the country.  Pinch me, this must be a dream.”

He was rather quiet and then smiled and said nicely but in an unexcited tone, “I’m happy for you Austin.”

Looking at the expression on his face I could see that he was not happy and did not understand why and asked, “Gary, are you okay?  Did you hear me?  I’m going to be a Christian recording artist.”

“That’s great, I’m proud for you.”

“You sure don’t seem like it, what’s wrong?”

Sitting there quietly he said, “Austin, I’m happy you’re getting what you want, but ….”

“But what?”

“This means you’re going to be leaving, your job as well as, me.”

Leaning back on the couch I took his hands and said, “Gary, are you thinking that because I’m doing this that it’s the end of you and me?”

He nodded and said, “Look, things happen in life and I get that.  I care about you Austin and would never stand in the way of your happiness.”

“Oh Gary, I know that and that’s not even an issue.  Look, I want you to listen to me and listen good, okay?”

While looking straight at him I said, “I would not be where I am today without you, but that’s irrelevant because there’s something else you need to know.  Gary, without you none of this music career stuff means a thing, do you understand that?  What I want most of all on this planet is not money or fame, but, well, you.”

“Austin ….”

“Listen to me Gary, I want to pursue this opportunity and I want you to be part of my life as well, and if I can’t have both of those I’m going to stay right where I am at the mission.”

Shaking his head, he said, “I feel that exact same way about you Austin, as I would be heartbroken if you left.”

“Me too, and Gary there’s something else I just have to say, I love you.  I know there’s all these rules about saying it to soon in a relationship but that’s the way I feel.”

Laughing he said, “I love it!”

“So, have I scared you off?”

“Not at all, and Austin, I love you too, and knew I did from the first moment I saw you.”

Sitting there Gary and I kissed slowly and then I stopped and asked, “So, are we staying at the mission or are we going into the music business?”

“If we stay at the mission, we both won’t be able to work there, right?”

“Then it’s a no-brainer dude, just keep working there until I’m ready to go on tour, then you travel with me, easy stuff.”

“You are not only beautiful, but your logic is inescapable.”

Putting my hands around his neck I said, “Mr. Morales flattery will get you everywhere.”

“That’s the effect I was going for.”

We sat there on the couching smooching for a couple of more minutes and then I reached over and flicked the lamp off, and I’ll let you fill in the blanks.


Chapter 9

After cutting a ten-song album I finally hit the dusty trail and started touring around the country with some of the largest Christian Pop Stars in the business.  I must tell you, performing in front of tens of thousands of people is initially very unnerving, but the more you do it the easier it becomes.  Incidentally, two songs on my album are moving up the Christian Pop Charts, and will hopefully rise to number one, lord willing.

Gary has been travelling with me and we have thoroughly enjoyed getting to see so many different parts of the country.  Until you get out and start driving across the U.S., or should I say riding in a bus in our case, you really can’t understand just how big it really is, and we’ve met so many great people along the way.

So, before we started the tour Gary and I talked about it and decided that it would be inappropriate for a Christian Pop Star to be sleeping with her boyfriend while touring, so we got married.  I wish you could see the ring he got me, it is gold with the prettiest oval shaped diamond you’ve ever seen, or I think it is anyway.

It's been some time now since I was changed into a woman and I’ve quickly adapted to my new role as one, and in so many ways the experience has been healing for me.  All I can say is that the moment I was changed my urge to get boozed up every night was gone and so was the pain and anguish that I had been feeling inside since my tour of duty in the middle east.  My transition to a member of the softer sex also gave me a fresh outlook on life which I have truly embraced and thank our father above for each and every day.  Though I would never have imagined it possible I truly love being a woman and getting to do all the girly things that go along with it including going to the salon, having my nails done, and shopping for shoes.  Oh, and I love nothing more than getting dolled up and then seeing Gary’s head turn when I walk into the room.  It is my desire to please him in every way as that is one of the reasons I was put here in this new form.  He is a good man and takes care of me in every way and we love each other more than anything.

I’ve come a long way since my transition in the alley that night where I was about to die, but was given a second chance at life by what I can only describe as a heavenly being.  Was she an angel?  I’ll never really know as she did not say.  However, I do know one thing, she gave me a shot at a new life, and as we travel and I sing songs of praise to tens of thousands of people I know I am truly doing the work I was destined to do, and not many people can say that.  Plus, when I’m up on stage performing and everyone in the audience is singing along and cheering me on that is truly a fantastic feeling, one you’ll never truly know until you become a
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