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The Me I Choose

Chapter 1 – The Name I Chose
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Rebecca had learned that there were some mornings when a person could wake up already tired.

Not physically tired.

Emotionally.

Those were the mornings when the past seemed to arrive before she had even opened her curtains.

She lay quietly beneath the blanket, staring at the pale strip of morning light beneath her bedroom door. Outside, the city was beginning its usual rhythm. Cars moved along the street. Someone downstairs closed a door too loudly. A dog barked twice and then stopped.

Rebecca listened.

For a few minutes, she allowed herself to remain completely still.

Then she reached for her phone.

There were several messages waiting for her, most of them ordinary. A reminder about work. A message from a friend asking if she wanted to have lunch later in the week. A promotional email she immediately deleted.

Then she saw one message that made her stop.

It was from her mother.

Rebecca stared at the name on the screen.

She didn't open the message immediately.

Her relationship with her family had become complicated over the years. Some things had improved. Other things hadn't. Her mother had learned to call her Rebecca most of the time, but there were still moments when the past slipped through.

Moments when an old photograph appeared.

Moments when relatives asked questions.

Moments when someone used the name she had been given at birth.

Wilson.

Rebecca closed her eyes.

She hated how one word could still carry so much weight.

She had not chosen that name.

It had been placed on her when she was born, long before she understood herself, long before she had the language to explain why the person everyone expected her to be never felt like the person she was inside.

For years, she had tried to become comfortable with it.

She had tried to be the person other people expected.

She had tried to convince herself that discomfort was simply something everyone experienced.

Eventually, she had realized the truth.

She wasn't uncomfortable with herself.

She was uncomfortable pretending to be someone she wasn't.

Rebecca opened her eyes and looked at the message again.

She finally tapped it.

Good morning. I found some old things while cleaning the house. Maybe we could have coffee sometime soon? There are some photographs I'd like to show you.

Rebecca read it twice.

Old things.

Photographs.

She already knew what that meant.

She put the phone facedown.

"Not today," she whispered.

She got out of bed.

By nine o'clock, Rebecca was dressed and sitting at a small café three blocks from the bookstore she liked visiting on weekends. She had a cup of coffee in front of her and a paperback open beside it.

She wasn't really reading.

Her attention kept drifting toward the window.

She watched people walk past.

A couple holding hands.

A man carrying flowers.

A woman rushing down the sidewalk while speaking into her phone.

Rebecca wondered what it would feel like to live without constantly considering how other people saw her.

Then she caught herself.

She had spent years thinking about that question.

She was tired of it.

She picked up her coffee and took a sip.

Her phone buzzed.

She glanced at it.

Another message from her mother.

Rebecca didn't open it.

Instead, she put the phone into her bag.

She needed a distraction.

The bookstore was perfect for that.

Twenty minutes later, she pushed open the glass door and stepped inside.

The familiar smell of paper and coffee greeted her.

Rebecca smiled.

She loved bookstores because nobody expected anything from her there.

Books didn't care about her history.

They didn't care about the name she had been given at birth.

They didn't care about how she dressed, how she spoke, or who she loved.

They simply waited.

She wandered toward the fiction section.

She had been looking for a particular novel for several weeks. The bookstore had a handwritten recommendation card beneath it, and she had promised herself she would buy it if she found a copy.

She turned into the aisle.

Someone else was already standing there.

A man.

He was tall, with dark hair and a relaxed posture. He wore a gray jacket over a black shirt, and he was holding a book in one hand while examining another.

Rebecca slowed.

She didn't know why.

There was nothing remarkable about him.

At least, nothing she could immediately explain.

Maybe it was the way he smiled at the book in his hand.

Or the fact that he looked genuinely interested in what he was reading.

She stepped toward the shelf.

The man noticed her.

"Sorry," he said, moving slightly to the side.

"You're fine."

Rebecca looked at the shelf.

There was one copy left.

She reached for it.

At exactly the same moment, he did too.

Their hands touched.

They both stopped.

"Oh."

Rebecca pulled her hand back.

The man laughed softly.

"Sorry."

"No, I—"

She smiled.

"You take it."

He looked at the book.

Then at her.

"I think you wanted it."

"I've been looking for it."

"So have I."

Rebecca raised an eyebrow.

"Seriously?"

"Seriously."

They both laughed.

The tension disappeared.

He held the book between them.

"Maybe we should settle this like civilized adults."

Rebecca smiled.

"How?"

"Rock-paper-scissors."

She stared at him.

"You want to play rock-paper-scissors over a book?"

"I think it's the fairest solution."

Rebecca laughed again.

"You're ridiculous."

"Probably."

She looked at him for another moment.

There was something disarming about his confidence. Not arrogance. Just ease.

She hadn't expected to meet someone like that.

"Fine," she said.

They played.

He lost.

Rebecca smiled triumphantly.

"I'll take that."

He handed her the book.

"Apparently fate wants you to have it."

"Apparently."

"I'm Brendon."

She hesitated for half a second.

Then she smiled.

"Rebecca."

"Nice to meet you, Rebecca."

The way he said her name was completely ordinary.

And somehow that made it meaningful.

No hesitation.

No strange look.

No question.

Just Rebecca.

She looked down at the book.

"Nice to meet you too."

Brendon glanced at the cover.

"So, what makes this book worth fighting over?"

"I don't know yet."

"You've never read it?"

"No."

"Then you fought me for a book you don't know you'll like?"

"Yes."

He nodded seriously.

"That's brave."

Rebecca laughed.

"I think it's impulsive."

"Maybe bravery and impulsiveness are related."

"Maybe."

They stood there for another few seconds.

Neither seemed in a hurry to leave.

Finally, Brendon lifted the second book in his hand.

"I suppose I'll take this one."

Rebecca looked at the cover.

"I've read that."

His eyebrows rose.

"Is it good?"

"It depends."

"On what?"

"Whether you like complicated endings."

He smiled.

"Now I'm interested."

"You shouldn't be."

"Why?"

"Because I'll probably tell you what happens."

"Then I definitely shouldn't let you."

Rebecca smiled.

For the first time that morning, the weight in her chest seemed lighter.

They walked toward the café area together.

It wasn't planned.

It simply happened.

Brendon ordered coffee.

Rebecca ordered tea.

They sat at separate tables at first.

Then Brendon looked across the room.

"Would it be strange if I joined you?"

Rebecca looked up.

"A little."

He smiled.

"That's fair."

She moved her bag from the chair beside her.

"But you can sit."

He joined her.

Their conversation was easy.

They talked about books first.

Then movies.

Then music.

Then travel.

Rebecca discovered that Brendon had a habit of remembering small details. When she mentioned a city she wanted to visit, he asked why. When she talked about a writer she loved, he remembered the author's name.

It felt good.

Too good.

That thought made Rebecca cautious.

She had learned not to trust happiness too quickly.

Eventually, Brendon glanced at his watch.

"I should probably go."

Rebecca nodded.

"Me too."

They stood.

For a moment, neither said anything.

Then Brendon smiled.

"I enjoyed this."

"So did I."

"Maybe we could do it again."

Rebecca felt something flutter in her stomach.

She hated that feeling.

And secretly, she loved it.

"Maybe."

He smiled.

"I'll take that as a yes."

"Don't get ahead of yourself."

"Wouldn't dream of it."

He walked toward the entrance.

Before leaving, he turned around.

"Goodbye, Rebecca."

She smiled.

"Goodbye, Brendon."

The door closed behind him.

Rebecca remained still for several seconds.

Then she looked down at the book in her hands.

She smiled.

It was a small thing.

A chance meeting.

A conversation.

A name spoken without hesitation.

But somehow it mattered.

Later that afternoon, Rebecca returned home.

Her mother's message was still waiting.

This time, she opened it.

I found a photograph of you from when you were little. I thought maybe you'd want to see it.

Rebecca stared at the screen.

The warmth of the morning slowly disappeared.

She sat on the edge of her bed.

A photograph.

A name.

A past she couldn't erase.

For a moment, she wondered what Brendon would think if he knew everything.

The thought frightened her.

Not because she was ashamed of being Rebecca.

She wasn't.

But because she had learned that some people could accept the woman standing in front of them until they discovered the history behind her.

Then everything changed.

Rebecca placed her phone beside her.

She looked into the mirror.

The woman staring back at her looked calm.

Strong.

Certain.

But Rebecca knew better.

There were still parts of her that were afraid.

Parts that remembered hiding.

Parts that remembered being called Wilson.

Parts that still wondered whether someone could truly love her without seeing her history as a problem.

She touched the mirror lightly.

"My name is Rebecca," she whispered.

The words felt steady.

True.

She thought about Brendon saying her name.

Goodbye, Rebecca.

No hesitation.

No judgment.

Just her name.

Rebecca smiled.

Maybe she didn't need to know where this new connection would lead.

Maybe she didn't need to predict the ending before the story had even begun.

For once, she could simply allow something good to happen.

She picked up her phone.

Her mother's message remained unanswered.

Rebecca wasn't ready to look backward.

Not today.

Today, she wanted to remember the bookstore.

The ridiculous game of rock-paper-scissors.

The coffee.

The laughter.

And the man who had looked at her without asking her to explain herself.

Brendon.

She wondered if she would see him again.

Then she smiled at her reflection.

For the first time in a long while, she hoped she would.
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Chapter 2 – A Different Kind of Interest
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Brendon thought about Rebecca on the drive home.

At first, he told himself it was because of the book.

The novel they had both reached for.

The ridiculous game of rock-paper-scissors.

The way she had laughed when he lost.

Those were reasonable things to remember.

But as the afternoon turned into evening, Brendon realized he wasn't thinking about the book anymore.

He was thinking about her.

Rebecca.

He liked the way she spoke. There was confidence in her voice, but it wasn't the loud kind. She didn't seem interested in proving herself to anyone. She listened when he talked and asked questions that made him feel as though she genuinely cared about the answers.

And there had been something else.

Something he couldn't quite name.

She had seemed guarded.

Not unfriendly.

Just careful.

Brendon had noticed it several times during their conversation. Whenever the subject became personal, Rebecca occasionally hesitated before answering. It was subtle, but he had seen it.

He wondered why.

He knew better than to invent an explanation.

Maybe she was simply cautious around strangers.

Maybe she had been through something difficult.

Maybe that was simply who she was.

Whatever the reason, he liked her.

That was enough.

He parked outside his apartment and sat in the car for a moment.

His phone was in his hand.

He opened his contacts.

Rebecca's name wasn't there.

Of course it wasn't.

He hadn't asked for her number.

"Brilliant," he muttered.

He laughed at himself.

He had spent nearly an hour talking to a woman he found interesting, had enjoyed every minute of it, and then walked away without asking how to contact her.

Maybe it was better that way.

Maybe he would see her again.

The bookstore wasn't huge.

People crossed paths.

There was no reason to assume the story had ended.

Still, as he walked upstairs, he couldn't stop thinking about her.

The next morning, he returned to the bookstore.

He told himself he needed another book.

That wasn't entirely true.

He wandered through the aisles, pretending to browse.

No Rebecca.

He checked the café.

No Rebecca.

He laughed quietly at himself.

"You're ridiculous."

He bought a book anyway.

As he walked toward the exit, he saw someone standing outside the window.

Rebecca.

His heart jumped.

She was looking down at her phone, completely unaware that he was watching her.

For a second, Brendon considered pretending he hadn't seen her.

Then he thought better of it.

He pushed open the door.

"Rebecca."

She looked up.

Her face immediately changed.

Surprise first.

Then a smile.

"Brendon."

"Hi."

"Hi."

They stood there smiling at each other.

Brendon realized he suddenly felt nervous.

That was unusual.

He was normally comfortable talking to people.

But Rebecca made him aware of every word.

"Are you here for another book?" she asked.

"Actually, yes."

She looked at the book under his arm.

"You already finished the one from yesterday?"

"No."

She laughed.

"Then why are you buying another?"

"I panicked."

"About what?"

"Not having
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