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Since Dad Passed Away

By Bibi Dorb

It was tough after Dad passed away. As the only child, my Mom concentrated everything on me. We were lucky in one respect; Dad had a decent life insurance policy. We would not starve, and we would not lose our house. But the money the policy paid out was only enough to cover the basics. Anything we wanted beyond that would require work on our part to bring in additional income. 

Mom was quick to get a job. That left me free to continue my schooling. I only had one more year to go. I had gotten into some small-time trouble when my father got sick, so my head really wasn’t into learning or worrying about homework. Now that he was gone, my mother was determined that I would make up the grades and go on to higher learning. 

She also had some other funny ideas that only became clear to me later on. 

Something must have been going on between my parents because I always knew that my Mom resented my father for something. I was never able to find out what, though. She always denied it. I had this gut feeling that she wasn’t telling me the truth. 

After a few weeks of mourning, we settled into a routine, some aspects of which were very annoying. Mother became very protective of me. She hassled me to no end about the friends I kept at school. She made sure that I ate a solid breakfast every morning and gave me either a hefty bagged lunch to take to school or enough money so that I could buy a good meal. Sometimes I felt as though she was fattening me up. I was one of the lucky ones; as much as I ate I remained about the same weight. That's not to say I was skinny. 

Actually I was a bit chubby. 

At first, I thought I was developing a chest, like muscle men had. Only problem was that my arms didn’t show it. My friends suggested that I was developing a big chest cav-ity. A lot of guys do. I accepted this as an explanation, though other things were on my mind that I never verbalized. Maybe I should have. 
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It was Spring and I tried keeping up with my school friends. Unfortunately they were bigger than me and at some point they started ignoring me. I never seemed to have the

“presence” they did in a crowd. In a one-to-one situation, I did OK, but in a crowd of rough guys, I almost disappeared. 

I talked about this a lot with my Mom. She was very understanding and explained that a lot would change between school years and later in life. Guys that were real jocks in school many times ended up as auto mechanics for the former nerds who owned busi-nesses. After this coming summer, I would only have one more year of school before graduation; that was something that I should look forward towards, at least if I did well in school. 

So there were times when I was sad and other times when I was OK with the situation. 

The guys never made fun of me or tormented me as they did some of the other kids in the school. In some ways they were even protective of me, I think because, before my father’s death, I was one of them. After he died, they sensed a change in me, and they respected it. 

They all had fathers and it bothered them to think what it would be like if they lost theirs. 

At the age when they sprouted in height, I remained virtually the same. There were some other guys who were 5’7”, but they all had broad shoulders. I was 5’6” and ordinary. 

When Mom wore heels, she towered over me. My height was one of the reasons I never picked a real fight with her. Her height in contrast to mine was intimidating. 

A MONTH BEFORE SCHOOL LET OUT FOR SUMMER VACATION

With another month to go before school let out for the summer, I kept mentioning to Mom that I had this itch in my chest. Every time she inspected me she said there was nothing to worry about since there were no red patches of skin. She suggested that maybe I was allergic to something, possibly her laundry detergent. She started using another one. 

The itching did not go away. There were other telltale signs that something was bothering me, but as she pointed out, it was probably in my mind. So I lived with it. 

One Friday evening, I was leaning against the kitchen counter, watching Mom prepare dinner. Looking at her, it occurred to me that she looked very comfortable. Maybe it was the way she moved comfortably about the kitchen. Whatever it was that caught my interest, it was bound to change my life for a long time. 

“Mom, you look so serene and comfortable. How come?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, I don’t feel all that comfortable, you know, physically. I know you said that I am still growing and that is just part of the growing process. But when I look at you, you look so comfortable with yourself and the clothes you are wearing. Maybe I need some different clothes and then I will be more comfortable as well?” 

“You know, that gives me an idea. Maybe you are right. Why don’t we do that right now!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Let’s put you into some other clothes and see if you feel more comfortable.” 
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“You mean go out right now, or after dinner, and buy some clothes?” 

“Better than that. I’ve got some clothes you can try on. Let’s see how that goes.” 

“OK, I guess.” 

With that, my mother took me by the hand and led me into the living room. 

THE SWITCH

“Start undressing.” 

“Here? Why can’t I go upstairs to the bedroom?” 

“It was your idea, and I want to move on it before you or I change our minds. Now be quick about it.” 

With that, she began tugging my shirt out of my pants until I agreed to continue on my own. 

I was down to my underpants when she went behind the couch and also started undressing. 

“Mom, what are you doing?” 

“Shh, dear, let me get this off and then I’ll tell you.” 

When she was down to her panties, she turned to me and said, “OK, now take off you underpants and put on my panties.” I didn’t move or do anything other than look at her breasts. She cupped them in her hands and asked,” Does this do anything for you?” 

It took me a while to get hold of myself before replying, “Mom, you’ve got to be kidding!” 

It was then I saw her get angry at me. Without heels, we were about the same height. 

But she was my mother, and her anger was not something I wanted to deal with. So I took my underpants off and handed them to her. In exchange, I got her panties. She was totally nude. She had a good figure, if one can look at their mother and make a judgment of that kind. After putting them on, I was given her bra. She watched as I struggled to get it on. 

Wearing only my underpants, she came over to me and straightened one of the bra's shoulder straps. Then without warning, she placed one hand inside the bra cup and pulled some of my chest flesh up so that it partially filled the cup. She then did the same with the other cup. It was strange that I had enough loose flesh to partially fill the bra cup. 

Next she gave me her pantyhose and told me to put them on while she went upstairs for something else I needed. I sat down on the couch and watched her bouncing breasts as she went upstairs. In the meantime, I struggled to get her pantyhose on. By the time I was standing and pulling them up to my waist, she had returned, wearing a loose-fitting throw-over dress. She came over and inserted two Jell-o-like, flesh-colored silicone fillers into the cups. Positioned just below my nipples, they helped lift my chest just enough to give the impression of breasts. 
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Next she had me put on her body-hugging white short-sleeved turtle neck sweater. 

Then she had me step into her pencil skirt which she zipped up in back. Sitting on the couch, I felt the slithery feeling of the pantyhose against the skirt. Then I put on her shoes one at a time. Again there was that slithery feeling as I slipped my feet into her low heels. 

“OK, now stand up.” 

I stood in place, not sure what to expect. 

“Let’s go into the kitchen.” 

I followed her into the kitchen and stood in place as she brushed out my shoulder-length ponytail, dividing it evenly on each side. All the guys had one, tied at the base of the neck, but none of them wore it the way my mother was fashioning it. When she finished with it, she went over to her pocketbook and took out a tube, which after twisting, protruded a red stick. I started to resist and saw that same anger in her eyes until I relented. Applying it on my lower lip only, she had me smack my lips together till I had as much color on my upper lip as I did on the lower one. As she went back to her pocketbook, I wondered what was coming next. 

“OK now, you are wearing all my comfortable clothes. How do you feel.” 

“I, I, don’t know. This is not what I expected. I feel like I'm dressed like a girl.” 

“You were talking about comfort. You’ve been complaining for the past few weeks, and now you get the opportunity of seeing the other side. Don’t you feel comfortable?” 

With that, she grabbed my hand and took me back into the living room where there was a large mirror. I stood there looking at myself as she went back to the kitchen. 

I didn’t move. I was afraid to move. I don’t really know why. What I saw in the mirror was a cute girl. I looked like a cute girl! How come I was able to wear my mother’s clothes? How come I looked so good? I looked like a real live girl. I just couldn’t take my eyes off her. It was my breasts that were the most intriguing. As I cupped each one and lifted a bit, it felt as though I was touching myself. They felt so real. 

I don’t know how long I stood there looking at myself before my mother called me back into the kitchen. I walked slowly and carefully, not able to take large steps. The skirt was restrictive and the small heels caused my ankles to swivel. By the time I made it into the kitchen, I began to notice my protruding and somewhat jiggling chest, otherwise known as boobies. 

I wasn’t sure how I should hold myself or what I should even do with my arms. Once through the doorway of the kitchen, I stood waiting for the next command. 

“Well, don’t just stand there, say something.” 

“I am not sure what I should say or what you want me to do now.” 

“If you are not sure what to do, then help me finish preparing dinner and washing up. 

Put on an apron before touching anything. I don’t want you to get my clothing dirty. I pretty much know how to stay clean. In your case, I’m not that sure.” 

Taking the apron, I placed it over my head, then secured the waist straps. Walking over to the counter, I began following my mother’s instructions. When we finished, I took the apron off and sat at the opposite end of the table to eat with her. Aside from mentioning Page - 6
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that I had to stick my neck out while eating so that food would not drop on my breasts, she maintained an everyday conversation about school and her job. After a while, I began answering her as though nothing had changed between us. 

We continued talking even as we cleaned the pots, dishes and silverware. Actually, I don’t think I ever talked so much with my mother as I did that night. Afterwards we went in to the living room and turned on the TV. At some point she mentioned that I could take off the shoes and that I might be more comfortable tucking my feet under myself. My biggest problem while sitting was what to do with my breasts. Wherever I moved they were jutting out in front of me and required some type of accommodation for me to be reasona-bly comfortable. 

Conversation was interjected during commercials. Basically, what I was led to understand was that I was to spend the weekend in her clothes. By the time I went to sleep Sunday evening, I would know if dressing this way was more comfortable for me. 

I can’t say I objected, and I can’t say I agreed. I was able to talk about everything except what I was wearing. Somehow, it was not something to be discussed. So for the rest of the evening, we spoke about a lot of things, just not about how I was dressed. 

I got up a couple of times to go to the bathroom, each time coming back and resuming the conversation with my mother. She didn’t say a word about how I was dressed. 

She asked me to make a small hot chocolate for her before going to bed. I also cleaned up after that. By the time I reached the bed, she had laid out a pair of silky pajamas on the side of my bed. I undressed and placed her clothes on the chair beside my bed. Wearing only panties and bra, I went to the bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth. I think she saw me walking by her room, but said nothing. 

I took her bra off before putting on her pajamas. Once in bed with the lights out, I quickly fell asleep. 

The next morning I awoke, not sure how much had been a dream. As soon as I realized I was still in her pajamas, I knew. Walking down the hallway to the bathroom, I really needed a shower. Once in the bathroom, I fully undressed and was glad to have the hot water shower over me. By the time I got out of the shower, the pajamas and panties were gone. After drying myself off, I wrapped a towel around my waist and made my way back to my room. 

In the room on the chair was a fresh set of clothes. This time I was a bit luckier. Instead of a skirt, she gave me a pair of her pants. She left me a pair of matching bra and panties which I put on, making sure to place the cup inserts in as she had done the previous day. 

Evidently I was to still wear pantyhose, which was now a bit easier. Putting on a blouse required that I learn to thread the buttons from the opposite side of what I had been used to. 

The pants had an elastic waist band, so there was no need for a belt. But there was a problem. The pants were too long for me. I was about to ask my mother what to do when I noticed that my prior night's shoes had been replaced with 2” heeled mules. Slipping my feet into them gave me enough additional height so that the pants fit just right. There were also two hair clips on the chair which I used to keep my hair back behind my ears on each side. 

I was now ready to go downstairs. 
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Although the mules had chunky heels, they still presented a problem when walking. 

They tended to flap the bottom of my heel on every step, making a curious noise. Walking down the stairs was also a bit more strenuous than before for two reasons. The heels provided unsure footing on each stair and my boobies obstructed my view of each step going down. Holding on to the railing gave me some much-needed support. 

I could hear my mother in the kitchen preparing breakfast. Evidently she was either not curious or was very sure that I would make it down without any problems. I walked into the kitchen keeping my back a little straighter than normal. It was a combination of countering the weights on my chest and adapting to a new foot position while wearing heels. 

“Good morning my dear, you are looking very nice.” 

“Thank you, Mom, you also look nice, what’s for breakfast?” 

“Do I look nice enough for you to want to switch clothes with me again?” 

“I think I’ll stick with what I am wearing for now. Maybe another time.” 

“OK, just tell me when. In the meantime, I want to mention two things. First, when you parade through the hallway wearing a towel, it should be pulled up to just below your armpits. Second, to finish dressing means putting a little color on your face as well. You can use whatever you feel comfortable with. Everything is available to you in my room at the vanity. We are so lucky that we are about the same size. That means we can share everything. That includes my makeup. OK?” 

“OK Mom, after breakfast, I’ll put some lipstick on.” 

With that, she turned around, getting ready to serve. “Just sit down and enjoy the food. 

You can clean up afterwards.” 

“OK, Mom.” 

We sat and talked about some items in the newspapers. After finishing our food, she went into the living room and I started the cleanup. When finished, I went back upstairs and sat down at her vanity. I applied the lipstick as she had shown me the previous night. 

Looking a bit closer at myself, I decided to redo my hair. When finished, I stood up and walked to the full-length mirror. Standing a bit sideways, I looked at myself, trying to get a sense of the clothes and how they made me feel while wearing them. 

Joining my mother downstairs, I found her looking over newspaper ads. I turned on the TV and began surfing for something interesting. As soon as the Home Shopping Net-work came on, she stopped me. They were advertising a dress and shoes that interested her. For the next half-hour, I sat watching her watch women talking about clothes. Occasionally she would ask for my opinion. At first I had none, but as she kept asking many more times, I finally relented and began giving her my opinions. 

As noon approached, the question of lunch came up. When she asked what I wanted, I didn’t have anything particular in mind. She made some suggestions which I went along with. It was only when she mentioned getting ready to go to a restaurant that I realized her idea of “lunch” was not in the house. 
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GOING TO THE MALL

“Mom, please, I can’t go out like this. Everyone is going to laugh. I’ll never be able to show may face in this city or even in the county again.” 

“Nonsense, not only do you look comfortable but you also look great. There is a way to look in the house and a way to look when going outside. We’ll go upstairs and get ready to go out. I am sure that once we are ready, your mind will be at ease.” 

“Mom, I really can’t. What if someone I know recognizes me, simply because I am with you?” 

“You have a point. To make sure that doesn’t happen, we’ll drive to one of the other malls.” 

I started to protest again but saw that she was intent on having her way. Upstairs she sat me down at her vanity. She proceeded to work on my face, adding color in many other areas, especially around my eyes. When she finished with my face, she began working on my hair. Adding a hairpiece to my head made the difference. I no longer looked like myself, even  to  myself. Earrings, a necklace and bracelets helped focus an onlooker’s eyes on other things. The only other change to what I was wearing was my shoes. She gave me a pair of sturdier 2” heels to wear. Standing in front of the full-length mirror, I found that I was not looking back at myself. 

Back downstairs, I was given a light jacket to wear and one of her older pocketbooks to carry. She made sure to point out that there was a tube of lipstick and mirror in it, commenting that I would need it to refresh my look after about an hour or so, and certainly after we ate lunch. 

I followed her out the door and on the driveway. She got in the driver's side while I got in the passenger's side. It was all surreal. I kept my head low, using part of my hair to hide my face. While we were not overly friendly with the neighbors, they did know us. I would die if they found me dressed like this. Once in the car, I settled down a bit as mother backed out of the driveway into the street. 

“So how are you feeling, dear? Are you comfortable?“

“Yes, I am comfortable, but also feeling a bit awkward. I’ve never walked in heels before and I’ve never had to deal with a chest like this before either.” 

“Oh dear, I almost forgot about that. Us real girls are so used to it that we don’t really think about it. I am sure you’ll get used to it also. After a while, you’ll see, you don’t even know they are there. In the meantime, we must give you a name to match your new look, something appropriate. What girl's name would you like?” 

“I never thought of myself as a girl, even now I don’t. I have no idea.” 

“Well, you need a name that fits the look. Otherwise people will start talking. How about Linda?” 

“I guess that's as good as any other name. OK.” 

“So Linda, do you have any particular clothing items you’d be interested in acquiring today?” 
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“Mom, you don’t have to go that far.” 

“Girls talk girl talk. You can’t expect to start a conversation on football while we are at the mall shopping, can you?” 

“OK, OK, I suppose a comfortable dress would be interesting.” 

“That sounds like a great idea. I’ll make sure not to forget.” 

We arrived at the mall, one that I hadn’t been to before. As is the case with most malls, parking requires walking. I was lucky that it is acceptable for girls to walk arm in arm. My mother took my arm as we walked. I was glad she did so. 2” heels may not be very high, but when you are not used to wearing heels of any kind, they take some getting-used-to. 

Once inside the mall, Mom let go of me and I was expected to walk on my own. We strolled through the center causeway, looking for stores with sales items. We both wore jackets and we both carried pocketbooks on our arms. And we both made clicking noises with our shoes against the floors. It was all so totally female. In an odd way, there was comfort in that. 

The first store that interested Mom was a shoe store. We went in and touched, I-don’t-know-how-many different pairs of shoes. Finally my mother settled on three pairs she wanted to try on. She egged me on, so I chose two pair to try. Needless to say, heels are the

“in” thing. 

We sat down and as I tried on my two pair, each time walking back and forth in front of a mirror with my pants folded up so my legs could be seen, she did the same. I only did it because my mother forced me into it. I had no intention of buying any shoes. In the end she was OK with that. But she wanted one pair of shoes for herself. They were 3” heels with a toe peep hole in black. The heel was slender and flared out to about 2” as it touched the floor. Needless to say, before she made the buy, I had to try them on as well. Only after I agreed that they were very nice did she make the purchase. 

A store further on had a sale on dresses. Before passing it, Mother grabbed my arm and pulled me in. As before, we looked through the dresses until we both had something of interest. I waited outside as Mother went into the dressing room first. Each time she came out in another dress, I told her how nice it looked on her. In the end, she couldn’t make up her mind; it was my turn to try on the dresses I chose. I only chose two. The first one she did not like. The second one she did like. Before entering the dressing room to take it off, she insisted that I try walking back and forth a few times wearing the heels she had just bought. So, standing in my stocking feet, I put on her new shoes and walked back and forth a few times. 

The dress was relatively form-fitting with a cascade down from my neck that stopped just above my bust, where it hugged my body until the waist. The waist was separated from the rest of the dress with a belt, which also acted to accent my spreading rear and hips. I think it was more optical illusion than reality. The skirt portion ended just below my knees. I admit to looking attractive as I watched myself wiggle/saunter back and forth from one mirror to another. By the time I had dressed in my original clothes and exited the dressing room, Mother had made up her mind to buy the dress. 
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We stood at the cash register waiting for the clerk to check something as I quietly told Mother I wanted to make sure the dress was really for her and not me. All she responded with was, “For sure, dear.” 

Now with each one of us carrying something besides our pocketbooks, we looked for an area to eat. Finding a table, I waited as Mother bought us food, and brought it back to the table. 

I was about to forget how I was dressed and take a big bite out of a hamburger when Mother reminded me that I was wearing her clothes and that I had to take care of them. 

With a bit more forethought, I stretched my neck out over the table before taking a bite. 

The small drips of grease that followed fell on the table. 

After eating, we continued walking the mall. When my feet began hurting enough so that I complained, Mother agreed to go back to the car. By the time we’d get back home, it would be time to start preparing dinner. 

Although the car ride was uneventful, it was not silent. Mother kept up a barrage of conversation on a multitude of topics. Only occasionally did she mention how wonder-fully I passed without anyone giving me a second look, except for a few guys that had

“other” thoughts on their minds. That fact alone was something to feel good about. Not that I wanted to be a girl, but knowing that I passed the acid test of a guy's look was reassuring. 

At home and without changing, I helped Mom prepare dinner. Again there was more conversation as we sat and ate. This was turning out to be an adventure in socializing with my mother, something I had never expected I would be doing. Even though the subjects were not typically those I would have chosen to talk about, they were interesting enough so that I didn’t keep quiet. Our outing for the day was also something to talk about. It included gossiping on what others had done as well as the way people paraded around the mall. 

After dinner, we were about to sit down and watch TV when Mom suggested going to the movies. I was hoping for an action flick but had to settle for something a bit more

“home-y.” 

In the end, it wasn’t that bad. There were a lot of girl/guy interactions. As the girls appeared on screen, I thought how it would feel wearing the clothes they wore, a very definite “un-guy” thing to think. But dressed as I was, I was able to make comparisons that normally I would not have been able to make. 

On the way back home, we stopped off for a snack. As before, I passed without questions, and even got some admiring looks from guys. Since Mom had been reminding me every so on to freshen my lipstick, it was now becoming a habit. As some guys watched me, it was such a girlie thing to do that I began feeling feminine. 

When we got home, we were both tired. We followed the same routine as the previous night. 

The sun was out as I opened my eyes. It was probably a bit chilly outside, but in my bed, everything was cozy. Although dressed in my mother’s pajamas, I just sat up leaning against the headrest and thought about the previous day and evening. It really wasn’t all Page - 11
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 that  bad. Sure, there were times when I was worried that I would be found out. But in the end, I looked the part. And,  that  was what counted. 

I was still daydreaming when Mom walked in. 

“Hello, sleepy head. Have some great dreams? Well, we can talk about them over breakfast. Why don’t you get ready and meet me downstairs?” 

As before, in her pajamas I went down the hall to the bathroom to shower. By the time I got out, she had taken my clothes. After drying off, I wrapped my towel around myself, just under my armpits, as mother had said, and walked back to my room. 

Again, she had changed the clothes. I put on a fresh set of matching bra and panties, then placed the inserts appropriately. After putting on the pantyhose, I found a slip to put on. The blouse was a full arm's

length and had ruffles in front. 

The pencil skirt had a tight waist

and hung down to below my

knees. A jacket lay on the chair

and under the chair was a pair

of pink heels to match the color

of the skirt and jacket. 

Instead of putting on the

shoes, I decided to put on the

mules and go downstairs. 

Mother greeted me cheerily as

we sat and ate breakfast. 

FIRST SUNDAY OUT

“I saw the clothing you laid

out for me. It's rather formal for

a Sunday, don’t you think?” 

“Not really. Where do you

think I go every Sunday? Well, 

you’re coming with me this Sun-

day. The only difference is that

we’ll go to a church a bit further

away so that I won’t have to

make explanations to people I

know.” 

“Mom, don’t you think there

is something wrong with bring-

ing your son to church dressed

as a girl?” 

“Not really when you consid-

er the alternatives. As a boy, you
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never went. Dressed as a girl, you do go and get some good values. What’s more appropriate, or the better thing to do? I think going is better that not going, no matter how you are dressed. God doesn’t care as much about the clothing as he does the person.” 

“Do I  really  have to?” 

“Yes you do, Linda.” 

There was no more conversation till after we finished breakfast and had cleaned up. 

Then we went upstairs to get ready for church. Mom made an even bigger fuss with my hair. She had to do a lot of things all over since I had not removed my fall before going to bed last night. But when she finished, I looked good. In addition to the heels and jacket, I was outfitted with additional jewelry, and my makeup was redone. By the time I got back downstairs, I felt somewhat like a peacock, outfitted to attract the eye. 

While my mother wore a formal dress and coat, I wore her pink coat. Strange, I never noticed that she had it before. Then again, I never did hang around to see her going or coming from church. 

My biggest apprehension that morning was getting from the house to the car and driv-ing off. Dressed as I was, there was no doubt, even from afar, that I was a young lady. And since everyone knew us, it would be easy to assume that I was the one in pink. 

While my mother moved casually between the car and the house, I stayed in the doorway till she had the car doors unlocked. Then I rushed, as best I could in heels, to the car and got in as fast as possible. 

“You really think people are just looking out their windows to see what is going on? 

They have their own things to do. If anybody sees you, they’ll just think I am going to church with a friend. No big deal.” 

“Maybe you are right. I just don’t want to take that chance. I don’t want to have to look a neighbor in the eyes, thinking that he might recognize me. And what if one of my friends happens to be walking down the street? Then I am ruined in school. I only have one more year to complete. It would be hell for me.” 

Mom was quiet during the drive. We listened to the radio. As we neared the church, I became more agitated. Mom saw this and tried to calm me down, talking to me as though I was a real girl. 

“But I’m not, Mom!” 

“Calm yourself, Honey. Only you and I know that. As far as everyone else is concerned, you  are. And the only things you should be concerned about are things that a young lady like yourself has to deal with.” 

“Yeah, like what?” 

“Well, there are times during the service where you may have to kneel. It is not the easiest thing in heels, skirt and pantyhose. So when you do it, you have to be careful. Also, after the ceremony, they sometime have snacks where people can meet each other. At this time, you should not give out your phone number. I don’t know that you are interested in dating any guys.” 

“Mom, what are you doing? I’m your son. This is not right!” 
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“Linda, you keep claiming to be my son, but I don’t see it. You look like a lovely girl, one who is bound to have a loving husband and a lot of children at some future time. For now, you just have to do well in school. The rest will come in its own time.” 

With that, Mom took her eyes off the road for a split second and gave me that look that said I’d better not make an issue of it. I shut up. 

We found a church pretty far from where we lived. The parking lot was full as people were leaving their cars to enter the church. It was a bright sunny day with a slight breeze that made it feel a bit chilly. We parked and exited the car. We were dressed like everyone else as we walked towards the church entrance. At the door, we were greeted by a minis-ter and welcomed. Immediately inside, we found a side room with racks to hang our coats. 

Inside the chapel, we found seating about midway down and in the center of the row. It was a bit uncomfortable squeezing past the others who were already seated. 

As the sermon began, I sat and listened like a demure young woman. I did not want to attract any attention to myself. I picked up a prayer book from the rack in front of me and tried to copy what the others were doing. Sitting and dressed as I was, was difficult. I was used to moving around more. But every time I moved into a more comfortable position, I felt as though the people around took notice of me. It was the very thing I did not want. 

I did not look around me to see who else was attending services. I was not interested in attracting someone’s eye. I was a bit concerned that that might be happening anyway since there was a large contingent of boys in attendance as well. 

When the service finally ended and I was able to stand up, it was to my great relief. But instead of everyone exiting to the rear as they had come in, they walked to a doorway on the side. Pulling me along, Mom made sure we followed the crowd. Through the doorway there was a staircase leading downstairs. At the bottom of the stairs was an entrance to a much larger room. As we entered the room, we were approached by one of the priests and welcomed in. 

“You and your daughter are new here, aren’t you? I don’t remember seeing you before.” 

“Yes, we’ve been in the area a few years and somewhat unhappy with the Church we’ve been attending, so we thought we’d try a different one, maybe one more to our liking.” 

“Very understandable. Please come inside and help yourself to our refreshments. It will also give you an opportunity to meet some of our other parishioners. Oh, by the way, we also have a young peoples' group that meets every so often. Your daughter might be interested in that. Does your husband also attend?” 

“I’m a widow. It's just me and my daughter now.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. But maybe you’ll find a place in our congregation.” 

With that, we walked in and stood on the side. looking at the refreshments table. I was starved. Mother wanted to get a feel for the place when a young man walked over to us and introduced himself. “Hi, my name is Ken. You look new here. I’ve been coming here with my Dad for a few years now and this is a real nice place. How about I bring you something to drink?” 
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He was talking more to me than my mother. But it was my mother who answered, 

“That would be very nice, thank you.” As he walked away, I whispered to my mother that he was hitting on me, and that I wanted to get out of there. “Quiet,” she said, “this is just one of the things you have to put up with. You’ll learn to handle it in no time.” 

I continued standing with my mother at my side, waiting for Ken to return. As we waited, I mentally reviewed Ken’s approach to us, or maybe to  me. I was dressed in my mother's Sunday clothes, teetering in her heels and feeling very much exposed. Luckily my hair provided me with something to play with. 

When Ken returned, while keeping his eye on me, he gave the first cup to Mom. Then turning his full attention to me ,he handed me a cup and asked if there was anything else he could do to make me feel more comfortable. I thanked him and said that bringing me the cup was more than enough. 

While Ken tried to speak with me, Mom got into a conversation with some women standing next to her. Seeing that there was no way out of it, I smiled and tried to be nice to him. He was nice and much taller than me, so for most of our conversation, I had to look up at him, all while wearing heels. It was obvious that his eyes were looking over my body, with a bit more time focused on my breasts. That part was unnerving, considering that I really didn’t  have  breasts, or at least not enough of anything to be called breasts. 

Mother moved away while in conversation with the women, leaving me alone with Ken. I was surprised at how many things we found in common. After a while, he suggested we take some available seats in the far corner. Ken was 19; while working at his father’s law firm, he was entertaining the idea of college. He hadn’t made up his mind yet. 

So, while he was older than myself, he was still “in” with what 17-year-olds were listening to and doing. I could see becoming friends with Ken, except that what he saw and what I was  didn’t match. 

As the number of people in the room dwindled, Ken was able to look across and see a group of his friends. Taking my hand, he pulled me up and across the room to meet them. 

Heels may give your body a more sensuous look but they are hard as all hell to deal with when getting pulled across a room full of people. Ken in his enthusiasm didn’t seem to understand that. Once we got to the other side, Ken began introducing me to the group. I was OK as long as I didn’t think about being a guy wearing my Mom's clothes. When one of the girls complimented me on my matching outfit, my response became that much harder. 

The vulnerability I felt having my legs exposed below my skirt and the instability of the heels dramatically increased as I thought about the clothes I wore. 

Finally, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I was relieved to find that it was my mother. 

“Come on sweetie, we have to be getting home.” 

“OK, Mom.” 

At that point, there was a chorus of voices asking that I (we) come back the following Sunday. I tried to answer that I was not sure while my mother said that it was a good pos-sibility we would. 
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Going back up the stairs, we walked to the back room where our coats were. While we were putting them on, Ken reappeared. “I just wanted to say I would really like it if you came back next Sunday.” He was saying it to both of us, but looking at me. 

“I don’t know. I don’t drive yet, so everything depends on my mother. We’ll have to see.” 

“Well, if you do come back there are a lot of interesting things we can do and see.” 

“Young man, you may be a little too old for my daughter.” 

“We’ll be doing it as a group. It's like having a lot of chaperones around all the time.” 

Mom smiled and said, “We’ll see.” 

The drive home was uneventful. I spent most of the time looking out the window watching the serene scenery pass by, all the while playing with my hair. At other times I looked down below my skirt to see my bare legs encased in pink heels. It was then that I felt the weight of my coat as it lay across my breasts. Mother, watching me, made a few comments about the scenery but also noticed how I looked at myself. 

“Can you say that my clothes are uncomfortable?” 

“Not at all, they are very comfortable. Only thing is that I have to be a girl to wear them.” 

“They certainly bring a lot of attention your way.” 

“That would be great if I was really a girl. I could see becoming good friends with Ken, except that he sees me as a prospective girlfriend, and I’m not.” 

“You really need to refresh your lipstick, dear.” 

Without responding, I took the lipstick out of my pocketbook and looking into the mirror above the sunscreen, and reapplied it to my lips. 

Pulling up into our driveway a little after noon, we were tired. At least I was. I forgot myself and didn’t think to worry about someone seeing me. We both got out of the car and as we walked the short distance to the house, our next door neighbor waved to us. Without thinking, I smiled and waved back, as did my mother. The neighbor then turned away and continued doing something in the garden. I realized that I had just done something very stupid. I had acknowledged knowing the neighbor. The clicking of our heels against the pathway leading to the entrance of the house increased dramatically as I occasionally peeked to the side to see if the neighbor was having second thoughts about the young woman accompanying my mother. 

I couldn’t wait to get indoors. 

“Mom, I am dead. Mrs. Needham saw me. I even acknowledged her. Everyone is going to know about this.” 

I began to cry before even taking off my coat. 

“Don’t cry, dear, your makeup will start to run. Don’t worry. I am sure you are exaggerating. You know, at her age, people don’t see clearly.” 
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Mother had taken me into he living room and had me sitting on the couch, trying to al-lay my fears about possibly being caught, when the doorbell rang. While I continued sitting on the couch, she went to answer the door. It was Mrs. Needham, our neighbor. 

“Good morning, Barbara. How was church this morning? I noticed you had company this time. Someone visiting?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Needham, my niece and Lenny sort of exchanged places for the weekend. 

Since her parents are not churchgoers and she didn’t want to go to church alone, she came here. Since Lenny never goes to church, he went there.” 

“How nice that you have someone to go with you. Is she going to be a regular with you?“

“I don’t really know at this time. I guess she’ll let me know during the week if she wants to continue. In the meantime, please come in and meet Linda. Can I take the plate you're holding? Is that for us?” 

“Sorry, I forgot I was holding a plate. Yes, this is a fresh pie I baked. I thought that since I'm alone, you might as well have some of it.” 

Mom brought Mrs. Needham into the living room and sat her down on a chair opposite the couch. I got up slightly to shake her hand hoping that that was the right way the greet her. I mean guys get up when greeting a woman. I just wasn’t sure what a woman did when meeting an older woman. 

“Please dear, don’t bother getting up. It was such a pain when I wore heels. I used to go through that a lot in my days. Now, if and when I wear heels, they are very low. So, how did you like church this morning? You must have gone to a different one because I didn’t see you at the one where I usually see your aunt on Sundays. 

I was about to chirp that we did a little sightseeing before church started and that when we came across an interesting one we thought to try. Instead, my mother said it all. I smiled in response and was glad that my mother took the initiative in providing an answer. I wasn’t sure what to do with my voice so that she wouldn’t recognize me. 

We sat for a while longer talking. I kept my answers short while busying myself with keeping my skirt from riding up. After what seemed like an hour, Mrs. Needham decided to leave. As she and my mother walked towards the door, I followed a short distance behind. Before saying goodbye at the door, Mrs. Needham asked my mother to let her know if I came back for another weekend. She had a nephew of about the same age she would like me to meet. That's what I needed, one guy to hit on me and an introduction to another. 

When the door finally closed, I asked Mom, “Can I please go and lie down for an hour or so? I am very tired.” 

“OK, dear.” 

Without wasting any time, I went upstairs and fell backwards onto the bed and immediately fell asleep. 

“Honey, wake up, it’s been almost two hours since you fell asleep.” 

I groggily opened my eyes to see my mother standing over me. 
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“Next time you want to sleep like this, you have to take off your shoes and undress first. Now everything is creased and putting shoes on the bed just makes the bed dirty.” 

“Sorry, Mom.” 

“Well, I can see that you are comfortable in my clothes. So comfortable in fact that you didn’t even bother taking them off. Why don’t you undress and hang the clothes and put the shoes back in the closet. I’ve put out a fresh set of clothes for you on the chair.” 

“OK, Mom,” I said, as I swiveled my legs off the bed onto the floor. 

As Mom walked out of the room, I stood up, not bothering to take off the heels. Walking over to the mirror, I looked at my disheveled self. Pulling my skirt down, I tried straightening myself out before undressing. I walked into Mom’s room, because that is where all her clothes belonged and again saw myself in the mirror. I did look very attractive. While mother was downstairs, I sat down at her vanity, applied a fresh coat of lipstick, straightened out my hair a bit, and just sat there looking at myself. 

I would have stayed there a long time had my Mom not come up looking to see what was taking me so long. “Dear, you’ll get other chances to dress up. For now though, I made you a snack. Come on, hurry, I'm waiting for you downstairs. 

“OK, Mom.” 

I stood and undressed making sure to hang the clothes and put everything in its proper place. Back in my room were the clothes she’d laid out for me. I put them on, then hurried downstairs. 

I was again wearing her mules as I sat at the table in pants and tight-fitting pullover with V-neck neckline that showed the tops of my “breasts.” As I sat and ate, it was strange to look down and see a part of my chest jutting out. Obviously the bra and insert I wore helped create this image. 

“Instead of eating in, I thought we’d eat outside and take in a movie as well, unless you have another suggestions?” 

“No, that would be fine, I guess. I just don’t want any more guys coming my way. I don’t think I could handle it.” 

“OK, we’ll stay away from guys. Just make sure you don’t make eye contact with any you see. You evidently have the right moves to create interest. I knew you’d pass, I just didn’t think you’d have the moves to go along with it.” 

“I don’t know if that is a compliment, Mom. I am a boy and I am attracted to girls. 

Looking like and behaving like one of them is not a real guy thing.” 

“Maybe so, but I think you’ve answered your own question about comfort, and maybe a bit more.” 

It was that “bit more” that bothered me. There was an obvious difference in action. As a guy, I did things without thinking about them. As a girl, a lot of things required some thought, and a lot of that thought was directed towards myself. This was especially true when dressing. But it was also true even when just going up or down the stairs, especially while wearing heels. 
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While Mom went upstairs to change, I cleaned up in the kitchen. By the time she came down, I had everything in its place. Walking towards the front entrance, we both put on light coats and took up our pocketbooks as we exited the house. 

Once in the car, I again remembered that I was exposed to the neighbors. I hadn’t even tried hiding this time. Although we hadn’t seen any neighbors, that didn’t meant they didn’t see us. 

The sun was on its way down and it was getting dark outside. I sat and watched as my mother drove. 

“What are you thinking, dear?” 

“Nothing in particular. Just watching how you drive.” 

We found a place to eat and later made it to a movie. I was so tired from the day that I just went along with everything Mom directed at me. Only later did it occur to me that we were pretty close to home and that there was a good chance of meeting someone I knew, or someone who know my mother. 

If someone did see us, we didn’t see them. The movie was moderately interesting. As a guy, I would never have gone to see it. But as woman, well, it seemed more appropriate. 

There were no single guys in the movie house. There were groups of girls and some couples. So, my mother and I fit in perfectly. 

By the time we got home that evening, we were both beat and ready for bed. We didn’t say much to each other, other than the normal good nights. Before I made it to bed, my mother reminded me to set the alarm clock since I had to get up on time to make it to school. 

The alarm went off just as the sun was rising. I groggily got up and stood looking at the chair, expecting to find some new clothes to put on. The chair was bare. I was about to call on my mother to find out what she wanted me to wear for the day when I remembered that school meant I was Lenny, a boy, and had to dress as one. 

Unlike the past two days, I went to the bathroom in my boy’s underwear; after washing, I came back to my room in my boy's underwear. Mom saw me and didn’t say anything. I put on jeans, a sweatshirt and sneakers, then went downstairs. Mom was already there with something for me to eat. Our conversation was short and she asked about my homework. There was no problem since none had been given. I walked out the door, down the street and reached the corner where I caught the bus. 

The day was normal in everything except that, as I looked at the girls, I fantasized about what they were wearing. Every move they made reminded me of moves  I  had made. Watching them walk up or down the stairs reminded me of the difficulties I had when doing the same. In the lunchroom, I watched as they sat and ate, leaning a bit further over the table to avoid dropping anything on their breasts. This was much more evident with the larger-chested girls. 

I was daydreaming when I stepped off the bus at the stop near my home. Walking toward my house, I was mentally digesting my ordeal of the weekend. Was I interested in doing it again? Wasn’t I happy being a boy? Maybe I could try it out again before Mom got home that evening? 

Page - 19

SINCE DAD PASSED AWAY

BY BIBI DORB

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

The house was quiet as I opened the door. Everything was in place as usual, even my mother’s note reminding me to do homework and what was available for a snack before dinner. It was as though I had gone through a dream. What I remembered of the weekend seemed unreal. 

I walked upstairs determined to look in mother’s room, thinking that I might try on her clothes, again, if I really had done so during the weekend. Walking into my room first, I wanted to drop off my school bag and maybe take off some of my clothes. As I got into the room, on the chair next to the bed was a set of clothing neatly laid out. Underneath the chair were a pair of heels. I knew then that the weekend was no dream. The question I had to ask myself was, did I want to go through this again? 

MY CHOICE

I had mentally prepared myself for sneaking into Mom’s room and trying on some of her clothes. She had evidently anticipated this and had already prepared. I was alone, so doing this was all my own choice. Although I hesitated, it was evident, even to me, that I would soon be dressed in the clothes she laid out for me,  her  clothes. 

I felt the tension in my body as I undressed and put all my clothes in the corner of the room. Walking back towards the chair, I wanted this to be like a fresh start, something a natural girl would do. As I approached the chair, I shuddered in anticipation of how I would soon look. 

Taking the panties, I sat on the side of the bed and slid them up my legs until I had to stand to pull them up all the way. Then pulling the elastic waistband away from my body, I reached in and tucked my manhood backwards between my legs. The flat front gave me an instant vision of a real girl's front end. Taking the bra, I slipped one arm through each strap opening and took the effort to fasten the clasps from behind. Pulling the bra from my chest, I pulled up my loose skin and placed the inserts just below my nipples. Walking into Mom’s room, I sat at her vanity and brushed my hair into the feminine style I had worn during the weekend. Back in my room, I put on her pantyhose and heels, then just sat there looking at myself in the mirror. 

I don’t know how much time I just sat there looking at myself, but there was an over-whelming feeling. Somehow everything felt good. I mean I just felt at ease with the way I looked. Some noise from outside awoke me and I resumed dressing. Mom had prepared a blouse and pants to be worn with the heels. I sat on the side of the bed and slipped my feet into the pants. As I stood up, I put on the blouse and tucked it under the elastic waistband of the pants. Standing while looking into the mirror, I held my chest out and ran my hands down my sides to smooth things out. Yes, it felt great to look at myself. I looked like a housewife, a good-looking housewife. 

Taking the chair, I moved it over to my desk and began doing the night’s homework assignment. Occasionally I was forced to clear my face of hairs that fell down in front of me. It was so natural a thing to do. 

By the time Mom got home, I was already in the kitchen, preparing some of the items she left on her note. 

“My, you are looking good, Linda. How did school go today? 
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“Well, to tell you the truth, Mom, I had some trouble concentrating. I kept thinking how I would look dressed like some of the girls in my classes.” 

“That’s only natural, dear. I read somewhere that women tend to dress for other women as opposed to dressing for men. I suppose to some degree, that is true. I know that I always look at how other women are dressed. I wouldn’t want to be out-dressed. So what I am really saying is what you were doing was only natural.” 

“Maybe for some women, but I think my case is a bit different.” 

“Well, it may be a bit different, but when you first started this you were wondering about being comfortable, dressed as I was. Why do you think having similar thoughts about other women is so different?” 

“OK, maybe you have a point on that.” 

“Did you finish your homework?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good, that leaves us plenty of time to do other things.” 

After putting down her things and changing clothes to something similar to what I was wearing, she joined me in the kitchen and we worked together to prepare dinner. She had a lot to say about her day's work and asked me a lot about my day in school. After eating and cleaning up, we went upstairs. Mother was intent on educating me on the finer ele-ments of dressing and putting on makeup. After about two hours, we returned downstairs and sat on the couch, looking through women’s magazines. There were so many things that I had never noticed before. Later that night, we said goodnight as we went to our rooms. 

In the morning, I was Lenny again. I did everything as Lenny, including walking in the hallway with the towel around my waist. At breakfast, Mom’s conversation with me was as though we hadn’t talked the previous evening. She was now talking to her son. Last night, she had spoken with her  daughter. As I left for school, I wondered if she would lay out clothes for me to wear in the evening. 

When I got home, on the chair in my bedroom was another set of clothes. I didn’t hesitate, and went about dressing for the evening, taking a bit more time to apply a light coat of makeup. As before, by the time Mom got home, I was in the kitchen working on dinner. 

That night I had a lot of homework and spent most of the evening doing it in my room. 

Later that evening, my Mom walked into my room and suggested that I take a break and go out for a walk with her. I was about to say something about the neighbors seeing me when she mentioned that it was already dark outside and we would probably be the only ones on the street. Anyone that might see us would be passing in a car. I readily agreed, I needed the break. 

Two woman dressing to go out for a walk. We didn’t need pocketbooks since we were only going to walk in the neighborhood. Mom placed the house keys in the pocket of her jacket after locking the door. 

Everything was quiet as we walked on the sidewalk. The only sound was the clicking of our heels and the occasional passing car. Otherwise it was a walk in nature. Somehow, Page - 21
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mother always seemed to find things to talk to Linda about. This was in contrast to her behavior with Lenny with whom she had few words; many times there was friction. 

I seemed to fall in with this new persona. Somehow, being Linda was markedly different from being Lenny. As Lenny, I didn’t care about how I was dressed. As Linda, I was willing to put the effort into looking well-groomed, it was important. You might ask if it was important because I was afraid of being caught. I don’t think so. I think it just made me feel better about myself. Maybe it had something to do with the time I spent on myself, something I didn’t really do as a boy, unless I had to, or wanted to impress a girl. 

When we got back to the house and were going up the stairs to prepare for sleep, Mom stopped me and cheek kissed me while hugging, saying something to the effect the she really enjoyed our time together. 

“Me too, Mom.” 

With that, we went to our separate bedrooms and got ready for bed. In the morning, I was Lenny again. 

This routine repeated itself on Wednesday and Thursday. When I got home on Friday, there was nothing on the chair. I was bewildered and depressed. What was happening? I was looking forward to this. I called Mom at her office. 

“Mom, I'm home and...” 

“Wear whatever you want, dear.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“You heard me. Wear whatever you want. It would be nice to have Linda come and stay for the weekend and go to church with me. But if Lenny has other plans, I’ll understand.” 

“Mom, that’s not fair. You know what might happen if I go to church. I'm not ready to start dealing with boys.” 

“Whatever you want, dear, I’ll understand.” 

“Mom...” 

“Yes, dear?” 

“I can’t decide!” 

“Do whatever you truly feel like doing, dear, I’ll understand. I have to get back to work now. Don’t forget to do your homework. Love you. We’ll talk when I get home.” 

She hung up and I stayed rigid, not sure where the conversation left me. 

I went upstairs and sat on my bed looking at the chair. It was empty. I wanted it to have clothes on it, clothes that I would wear. Why was she doing this to me? 

I walked back and forth between our rooms several times. Each time I was in her room, I wondered about looking through her clothes and choosing something to wear. What this meant was that I had to make a choice. So far Mom had made all the decisions. Now she was laying it on me. 
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I kept walking back and forth

between the rooms, undecided

in what I should do. Mom

would be coming home soon. 

She would either be spending

the weekend with Linda or

Lenny, but I had to make that

choice, and it had to be made

soon. 

While in her room, I finally

decided. I would try on one item

at a time, just to see how I

looked, or, how it felt. Then, de-

pending on how I felt, I would

either put everything back or

take the next step and put an-

other item on. 

My first item was a pair of

panties. In the mirror, I looked

too boyish. Sitting at her vanity, 

I brushed my hair into a femi-

nine style, then looked at myself

again. The flat chest still made

me look too boyish. Taking out a

matching bra, I put it on, then

pulled my skin to partially fill

the cups. In the mirror, I still had

that wrong-size look since the

bra was loose-fitting. Putting the

inserts in corrected this image. 

Now I looked the part. But as I

sat facing the mirror, it occurred

to me that even from this angle, I

was shapely. I definitely had

some meat sticking out on both sides just below my waist. There was no doubt I could pass, even with as little as I was wearing. 

I put on a pair of knee-highs and found a pair of her jeans. Back in my room, I put on one of my shirts, obvious because it had the male button style. I didn’t wear any makeup or jewelry. I had to wear heels since her jeans were too long otherwise. Looking at myself in the mirror, I seemed sort of androgynous. Then I reminded myself that I was going to try one item on at a time before deciding whether to be Linda or Lenny. I could still go either way, but everything felt comfortable. 

I didn’t do any homework, but was downstairs working on supper when Mom arrived home. My back was towards her as she came in the kitchen. I anticipated the silence. 
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“Well, what have we here, Linda or Lenny?” 

I turned around and although my breasts looked small under my male shirt, I really could have gone either way. 

“Thought I would give you the choice, Mom.” 

“I have to admit, I didn’t think of this. So how do you think is the best way to settle this? You’ve lived one way and tasted another.” 

“Maybe we can talk about this over dinner.” 

“OK, but how do I know who I am talking to?” 

“Who would you  like  to be talking to?” 

“Given the choice, I would choose Linda. We have a lot to talk about and have so much in common. After all, I can go shopping with her and talk girl stuff.” 

“OK then, until we or maybe  I  decide, I am Linda.” 

Mom went upstairs to change, then came down to help with the meal, all the time re-ferring to me as Linda. 

“Linda, I like the way your dressed. It has that 'boyish' look about it. Some guys find that really sexy. You know, one way to enhance your image is to let your shirt fall straight down without tucking it in. Allowing it to drop straight down over your breasts sort of promotes that nighttime look.” 

I heard her but didn’t answer. 

While sitting at the table, we had a frank discussion about the coming weekend. Whatever she had in mind was OK for me as Linda, except the church thing. There I was on display as a young woman and the object of attraction by some of the younger males. I had no interest in being someone’s girlfriend, and I certainly was  not  looking for a boyfriend. 

So now she knew that I sort of liked the play acting and the feelings I got from wearing her clothes. But the problem of dealing with boys was another matter. I had absolutely no interest in them. I was still interested in girls. How could I pursue those interests while dressed as one of them? 

Mother understood the dilemma. But as she pointed out, over the past few years I had not really done anything about dating girls. In fact, aside from a few guy friends, I was pretty much a loner. Maybe the resolution to my dilemma lay in being one of them for a while. Maybe then I could understand them a bit better, and grow to understand how they saw boys. Another benefit she pointed out was that I was much more open as a girl than I was as a boy. Being a girl more might improve my communication skills. What better place was there to start this off than at church? 

Aside from my shirt, I was dressed in her clothes. This affected to some degree the way in which I acted. Even now, many of the things I did, I did as a female rather than a male. 

“Come on, dear, didn’t we have fun last weekend? We can do many of the same things, or other things you might want. What’s a few hours at church going to hurt?” 

“OK, I give in. What are we going to do tonight? Should I change into something else?” 
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“Well for starters, why don’t you change your shirt into something more appropriate? 

Choose anything you want. You have my entire wardrobe to choose from. Why don’t you take one of my pullovers, something that’ll show some cleavage.” 

“Mom...” 

“OK, choose what you want.” 

I went back upstairs while Mom cleaned up after dinner. In my room, I took off my shirt and walked down the hall to mother’s room, wearing only a bra on top. Looking through her stuff I finally decided on a V-shaped pullover that showed some chest but not enough to show cleavage. While in her room, I also chose some earrings, a bracelet and a slim watch. Sitting down at her vanity, I redid my hair in a more feminine style, then applied a bit of lipstick to give my face color. 

When I got downstairs, my mother took one look at me, then came over and gave me a big hug. I felt our breasts meshing together as I hugged her back. 

We spent the rest of the evening deciding on what we were going to do over the weekend. We had a whole day Saturday and half a day after church on Sunday to plan out. 

I fell into character pretty quickly. We were soon giggling and pointing to all sorts of absurd things in the papers and ladies' magazines. The issue of my womanhood came up from time to time. Not as a reminder but more as an open question of what would be the proper thing to do. This was especially true when it came to the subject of church. We already knew that I had made an impression there. There was no doubt I would be drawn into a social environment that demanded I respond as I looked. Ken would probably be there as well. 

We got up late Saturday morning. I again had to choose what clothing to wear. That became a problem because I just couldn’t make up my mind. Mom didn’t seem bothered by that. In fact, I think she fed into it. It is difficult deciding on what to wear when so many emotions play into the decision. Maybe she just saw that as my feminine side coming out. 

I wore pants with heels for most of the day. We went shopping at the mall, buying a few items I could call my own. We spent time at the makeup counter and had something to eat. I was lucky, either we didn’t see anyone we knew or they didn’t recognize us. So we were left with each other. In the late afternoon, we returned home and I took a little nap. 

Towards evening, we dressed up a bit and went out to eat before going to the movies. As before, the movie was better suited for women or couples. 

Mom didn’t put a lot of effort into correcting me. What she did instead was show me by example. So even though I was wearing pants, the proper way for a girl to sit was to not spread her legs. Men scratch their crotch areas during the day and in mixed company. 

It is in bad taste for a woman to, say, adjust her bra in mixed company. Needless to say, a woman scratching her crotch area in mixed company would get a lot of attention, from both sexes. 

All in all, it was a very pleasant day. I am sure Lenny never had as good a time with his mother as I was having with mine. There was a bonding that occurred during this time. I noticed that Mom was more intimate with me. She was more willing to listen to me as I Page - 25
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was more willing to listen to her. By the time we got home that evening, I was thinking of her as my best friend. This was something I am sure Lenny would never have thought. 

Once back in the house, we went about preparing the house for the night. Mom did her things as I did mine. When we turned the lights out, both of us reached the staircase at the same time. I was no longer feeling as though I was wearing strange clothes. Everything was starting to feel very natural. Even the weights on my chest were not bothering me as much. While they continued to jiggle and have that extra movement to every movement of mine, I just took it naturally and in stride. 

Mom hugged and kissed me on the cheek before retiring to her room. I was happy she did. Once in my room, I began to undress and get ready for bed. I wasn’t thinking about wearing girl clothes or what the clothes were doing to me. It was just clothing and I was just doing what I had done all my life, getting ready for bed. 

Before putting on my nightie I studied myself in the mirror. As long as the panties held my manhood in check, I looked feminine. True, I did not have much of a bust. But if you looked closely, there was secondary movement in my chest. That would also account for my ability to partially fill Mom’s bra cups. 

“Wake up sleepy, we don’t want to be late.” 

I had slept so well and so soundly that it was hard to fathom that I had to get up. Yet, hearing my mother’s call to wake was enough to nudge me into action. 

This time after finishing my shower, I went back to my room, expecting to find clothes on the chair. No clothes. With the towel still up to my armpits, I went into my mother’s room. She was walking around in panties and just about to put on her bra when she saw me. 

“Well sweetie, seems we are in the same position, both looking for a matching, comfortable bra to put on. Drop your towel and let's have a look.” 

“Aw Mom, you know I don’t have anything.” 

“Everyone has  something. Even your father had something. I think he could have worn an A cup comfortably. But men don’t have boobs, they only have pectorals. Let’s see what you have. Maybe I can suggest something that might be more comfortable for you.” 

I always felt that she had the upper hand in most discussions. That she let me think I had a strong case, was to her credit. She must have had Dad totally bamboozled into thinking everything was his own idea. So, why fight her when I knew I was going to lose anyway? I dropped the towel so that now we both only had panties on. 

We stood side-by-side in front of the mirror. In truth, we looked like sisters. While she had an obvious advantage over me breast-wise, it was unmistakable that I, too, had breasts. Unlike hers, mine were not strongly defined. Hers protruded from her chest in a defined manner. They were sort of Perky. Mine, on the other hand, stayed closer to the body, sort of more athletic. She also filled a B cup bra while I needed additional inserts. I probably could have worn an A cup bra comfortably. But that is not what she had in the house. For now I was stuck with her bras, but with a promise that the next time we went shopping, I would get my own bras. 
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In her room, like two teenage girls, we got dressed for church, one piece at a time. By the time we were fully dressed, we had to go if we were not going to be late. 

Unlike the previous Sunday, I dressed a bit more conservatively. My skirt was down midway between my ankles and knees, flaring out as it got lower. And my jacket showed less skin than the one previously. I wanted to look less attractive. I didn’t want any guy hitting on me. 

We were having such a good time as we exited the house that I forgot where we were. 

Mrs. Needham was in her yard as we walked out to the car. She waved and asked if we were on our way to church. Mom answered in the affirmative. She said something about being sorry she would not see us at the church she attended. 

Pretty soon we were in the car, speeding along to the church. I was still not very happy with the prospect of having guys hitting on me but it was worth it for the good time I was having with my mother. How much could a few hours in a church really hurt? 

As before, we got to the church and the parking lot was almost full. We finally found a place to park and got out of the car. As we started walking towards the building, I heard me name called. It was Ken coming toward us with an older man. We exchanged pleasant-ries and Ken explained that the older man was his father. His mother had died some years ago and his father had stopped coming to church for a while as a result. His father’s name was John. John was introduced to my mother, Barbara. As we walked into the church, Ken escorted me while John escorted Barbara behind us. We weren’t able to find four seats together, so Ken took me to sit next to him while my mother sat next to John, a few aisles away from us. 

I was very uncomfortable with this arrangement. Mother and John seemed to be chatting amiably while Ken kept whispering comments related to what the priest was saying. I played the good girl and kept a smile on my face all the time. While I smiled and listened to both the priest and Ken, I tried hinting to him that we should sit in silence and listen to what was being said. He agreed with me for the short term, then began making comments again soon afterwards. 

Ken never touched me, but I could feel his presence as we sat and stood. I could feel his eyes taking me in. I knew what he was thinking and it made me very uncomfortable since I was not the kind of person who could do what he would have wanted me to do. This was not going how I had expected. 

When the sermon ended and everyone headed downstairs, Ken took my hand and led me through the crowd. Looking back, I could see my mother following, with John right behind her. My skirt tended to exaggerate my leg movements by swirling as I walked. This became very apparent when walking down the crowded staircase to the hall. As we got down, Ken pulled me aside waiting for his father and my mother to come down. When they finally appeared, we got together near a wall. 

John started the conversation by saying, “ Your mother tells me that...” I smiled and answered, trying to guess what my mother’s intentions really were. We had not sat down and made any stories up to cover my appearance. Although we had previously stated that I was still in high school, we didn’t figure on having to tell anyone  which  high school. In conversation with John, other subjects arose that required that I try not to answer them. I Page - 27
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didn’t know what my mother had told him and I didn’t want to say anything that would conflict with what she said. As it was, as I stood there, it occurred to me that we had previously told Ken that Barbara was my mother. To Mrs. Needham, I was a niece. Which was it going to be? Too much conflicting information could be trouble since people in the area knew that Barbara only had one child, a son. 

After some polite conversation, there was dancing. Ken invited me and I could find no graceful way out of it. So holding his hand, I followed him onto the dance floor. This was a church and the music and dancing were very restrained and conservative. From the corner of my eye, I saw Mom dancing with John. 

“I see that your mother and my father are getting along.” 

“Yes, that does seem to be the case.” 

“Maybe that means we’ll get to see a lot of each other?” 

“That would be nice,” I said, but I thought to myself, “Help, get me out of this!” 

Mom and John were evidently getting along very well. Ken had re-introduced me to his crowd of friends and I was on the spot trying to fit in. Luckily, I was given a seat that allowed me to shrink out of sight a bit. Unfortunately for me, Ken stayed close by. While his attention was nice, it was his intentions I knew I could never live up to. It was more than hour before the congregation started dispersing. I was hoping that this would con-clude our church adventure. I was not going to be that lucky. 

As everyone started filing out of the room, upstairs and to the coat room, John and my mother caught up with us. 

“You kids seem to be getting along,” John remarked. 

Ken readily agreed and I was forced to concede that he was right. Next thing you knew, we were going to meet my mother and John in a few hours. In the meanwhile, I was supposed to go with Ken and his friends. While mother drove her car with John, Ken drove his father’s car with me sitting by his side. 

We met the other kids at a local dinner where they put a few tables together. Although Ken stayed near me, there was a separation between the sexes. I was delegated to sit and talk with the girls while Ken focused his attention on the conversation of the guys. Being new to the crowd, a lot of questions were directed my way. The most obvious of which was whether I had a boyfriend. Then the usual questions followed regarding High School, subjects, friends I had etc. After a while, I was glad the conversation drifted to other subjects I was not familiar with. By the time we finished, I was not sure how many lies I had told or whether any of them conflicted. 

Two hours later, John and my mother walked in. After letting us know they were there, they sat at a nearby booth and continued to talk. As the group we were with started to break up, Ken suggested that we join our parents. We said goodbye to the remaining group from the church and joined our parents. Ken sat beside his father as I slid into the seat besides my mother. 

“Well dear, did you have a good time?” 

“Yes mother. They are a very nice group of people.” 
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“Nicer than those you hang around at school with, I hope.” 

I could feel that she was giving me a dig for the few friends I had in school. 

“I don’t know about 'nicer,' just different.” 

After that brief exchange, the conversation shifted to different things. Evidently my mother and John had hit it off. They seemed to have found common ground for convers-ing and looked to bring both Ken and myself into their understanding of each other. What emerged from the conversation was that they were going to meet during the week—a date. I immediately saw problems with this. Some of my worst fears were coming true. 

How could he come to the house and find me there? Was I now being forced to be Linda even in my own home? What about the story Mom told the previous week that I was a niece that exchanged places with Lenny? How was all this going to work? 

I kept smiling, mostly listening to the conversation. Ken seemed more enthused than I about the prospects of our parents getting along. He had mentioned in passing that his Dad was lonely since the passing of his mother. Although he dated, he never found that spark that would cause him to date a woman a second or third time. 

I knew my mother was lonely. Maybe that was one of the reasons she enjoyed Linda’s company so much. Only problem was, I was not really her daughter. 

I was apprehensive about this new and forming relationship. Where was this going? 

What was going to happen to Linda...or Lenny? 

We stayed in the diner another hour or so. In the meantime, the church group we had come with all but disappeared. A few of the girls stopped by me on their way out and suggested that maybe we should get together during the week, if our parents permitted. Mom approved of it, stating only that I had to finish my homework first. I was forced into agree-ing about getting together, though I had a lot of reservations. But when Ken also expressed an interest in seeing me during the week, all I could say was, “That would be nice.” I could feel that I was building my own trap. 

It was getting late and my mother suggested that we leave. We had to prepare dinner. 

Besides, the following day was a school day for me and a working day for her. 

John didn’t miss a beat. He offered to buy us all dinner. He knew a nice place that would give us a chance to continue talking. Mom was all for it. When John mentioned the name of the place, Ken added that he was familiar with it and he knew where it was. 

Shortly afterwards, Mom and John went in one car while Ken drove me in the other car. 

It was not boring being with Ken. There were a lot of things we were able and comfortable talking about. If silence became uncomfortable, Ken had new subjects to discuss. As a result, our ride went by pretty fast. Ken kept my mind on various subjects, not letting me think about how I appeared to him or any of the others. But during some quiet moments in the car, I again looked down at my skirt covered legs perched on heels. Occasionally, passing street lights illuminated the area below the dashboard, highlighting my legs. It was obvious to me that Ken picked up on those moments as well. Here was a guy I was getting along with. But to him, I was more than just another guy. I was a prospective girlfriend. Somehow that was not comforting. 
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By the time we reached the restaurant, I think we were all hungry. Since we had all spent the better part of the afternoon at a diner, we mostly drank coffee and talked. So we never really had a decent meal. Mom and John were already there when we pulled into the parking lot. As we entered the restaurant, two people waved at us from a table at the far end. We walked over and, after talking off our coats, sat down. Conversation started anew. Again I was lost in the discussion of the topics and almost completely forgot about the character I was in. It was becoming second nature. 

By the time we finished eating, plans had been made for Mom and John to meet one night during the week and Ken and I agreed to meet on a different night. I was feeling giddy as I walked with Mom, arm-in-arm, towards our car. I think the little wine I tasted was affecting me. 

“Well, you certainly made an impression on Ken.” 

“You didn’t do so badly with John.” 

“Who knows, maybe we can make it a double wedding?” 

“That would really be something,” I laughed. “You at least get screwed. In my case, Ken would be getting the short end of the stick, since we both have the same equipment.” 

“Well, you know, dear, even in those cases, arrangements can be made that satisfy both partners.” 

“I don’t think he would be very accommodating to that type of arrangement with me. 

As soon as he finds out what I really am, I am history with him and I'm not sure what his father’s reaction would be.” 

“You have a point. I have to think about this for a while.” 

“How do you want to handle this coming week?” 

“What do you mean, dear?” 

“Well, if John is going to pick you up from home, should I hide out until he is gone?” 

“There’s no reason to hide. You can just dress as you have been doing for the past week.” 

“I could, but you told Mrs. Needham that I was your niece temporarily replacing Lenny. And you told them at the church that I was your daughter. Don’t you think this might be a bit confusing to our neighbors, especially since they know you have a son, Lenny, and they know him?” 

“Yes, I can see where that might present a problem. I’ll have to give that some thought as well.” 

We got back into her car and started for home. The restaurant was located midway between our home and the church, so the ride was going to be a short one. 

“So, how do you expect to handle your get-togethers with both the girls and Ken when the problems you just raised still exist?” 

“I don’t know, Mom. I felt forced into both situations. I don’t think I could have said anything different without totally alienating both of us from the group. And Ken didn’t leave me much choice once you had agreed to go out with his father.” 
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“I guess this is something we are both going to have to think about. It does seem a bit messy at first glance, but there is always a way out. We just need to find it.” 

When we got home, it was dark. I couldn’t have cared less if someone saw me. I was giddy on one hand and contemplative on the other. 

When we exited the car in front of the house, we were both laughing and swaying as we walked. I think my walking was a bit more unstable because I had never drunk wine or any alcohol before that night. I think I saw Mrs. Needham entering her house as we drove up the driveway, but I could have been mistaken. I might have also been mistaken when I saw her window shade move a few times. 

We got in the house and Mom became strict, making sure that I knew that clothes had to be taken care of before retiring for the night. Upstairs, each in our own rooms, we were still laughing. Finally, Mother brought me into her room and insisted that I undress and immediately hang up her clothes. 

We both undressed and hung the clothes we wore. By the time we were down to our panties, Mother pushed me out of her room, telling me to get ready for Lenny’s return tomorrow. Lenny had to wake up and get ready for school in time to meet the bus. I walked back to my room wearing panties only. I felt the shifting of my chest as I took each step. I didn’t feel as though Lenny should be coming back tomorrow. He was presently nowhere in sight. 

2 MORE WEEKS OF SCHOOL

I made it to my bed and even managed to turn out the lights. But I failed to put anything on, other than the panties I was still wearing. 

“Wake up Lenny, you’ve got to get ready for school,” my mother said as she peeked into my room. 

“Mom, I have a real headache. Maybe I should stay home today.” 

“No, young man, It's the end of the term. You still have a few tests to take and I want to make sure you move on to the next grade. Get dressed and don’t forget you have obligations.” 

The headache was real. Nonetheless, I got dressed and came down for something to eat before leaving for school. Mom didn’t say much to me as I quickly ate something. I am sure if I had come down as Linda, there would have been a lot more conversation. I finished eating, said goodbye and left for school. 

There was nothing unusual that happened at school other than me looking at the girls and wondering how I would look in their clothes. I took a few tests and did pretty well. 

Luckily the weather was cool and it justified my wearing a loose-fitting shirt. Underneath, I wore a small T-shirt that helped keep at least some of my chest from showing. I was afraid I might portray the image of a young girl with two prominent protrusions on my chest. I wore my hair back and secured it in a low ponytail; there were some girls who did the same. 
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I was again home after school much earlier than Mom. Again, she didn’t leave me anything on the chair to wear. I was sure that had I called her, she would have had the same reaction as she did the previous Friday. So it was evident that the choice was up to me. 

There were some things I had to do around the house; I wanted to study a bit for a test later in the week. But there was no reason that Linda could not do all of that. 

Again in Mother’s room, I began looking for something to wear. While I couldn’t immediately decide, I figured that changing into her underwear would not be problematic. I found a matching bra and panty set and put them on. Lenny’s clothes I left on her bed. 

I had spent a lot of time lately either wearing Sunday clothes or pants. It was time that I try on something different. I decided on one of Mom’s suits. She came home in one almost every day and they looked very comfortable. Mom had her suits hanging with matching blouses and shoes underneath. She evidently did not want to have to think about how to coordinate her different clothes. I picked a blue suit with pencil skirt and pink blouse. The blouse was form-fitting and hugged me below my breasts. It had short sleeves and a square neck. This necessitated matching neck jewelry which she had not laid out. Once in her skirt, blouse and heels, I walked over to her vanity and began work on my face and hair. With everything finished, I found some nice large clip earrings and a matching necklace. There was some other jewelry that seemed to fit the occasion. Standing and looking at myself, I think I had the image she would like. 

Taking Lenny’s clothes from her bed, I took them into my room and placed them neatly on my bed. Linda did things a bit differently than Lenny. Lenny would have just thrown everything on the bed and walked away. Somehow it made sense that I do it the feminine way. Looking at Lenny’s room, I thought to myself, “What a slob.” Taking some reading material from Lenny’s school bag, I went downstairs. Putting everything on the kitchen table, I took some food from the fridge, then sat down with a cup of hot chocolate and began preparing myself for school. 

I was totally absorbed in my reading when Mother walked into the kitchen. I didn’t even hear her come in the front door. As she walked in and looked at me, I could see a smile on her face. 

“I couldn’t ask for a better daughter. You look so grown-up and ready for the work-force. You do realize that you are wearing one of my suits, the type I normally wear to work?” 

“Yes Mom, since I have worn pants or a Sunday outfit lately, I thought I'd like to try this look out.” 

“Well, you look simply scrumptious. You’d be a real knockout in any workplace.” 

I blushed a bit and thanked her for the compliment. She let me stay at the table reading as she went upstairs and changed her clothes. Then she came back down to prepare supper. I just about finished reading the material when her preparations were complete. 

She had me stand and walk back and forth a few times just to see how I moved. What I had previously worn allowed me to open my legs quite a bit. The pencil skirt of the suit was more restrictive. It required that I take smaller steps. Even sitting down required a bit Page - 32
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more maneuvering. The closed jacket also tended to hold my breasts in so that I felt a bit more support in that area. 

When we finished eating, we sat in the living room, planning for the remainder of the week. 

“I am going out with John on Wednesday evening. I know you are going out with Ken on Thursday. What were your plans about getting together with the girls?” 

“Well, I was hoping to put them off since I don’t have transportation. But I have to call, or maybe they will call me this evening to set something up. Whatever the case, we still have to come up with one story about me that we can use with everyone. Did you think about it today?” 

“Yes dear, but I don’t have any answers yet. It would be so much easier if the summer break had started and Lenny was 'away' for the summer. But the way it is, we have another almost two weeks for Lenny to be here.” 

“Mom, what are you thinking about for the summer? Why do you think Lenny has to go anywhere?” 

“Did you get dressed today without my saying anything? 

“Yes.” 

“If Lenny stayed here during the summer, would I see Linda again?” 

“Sure, why not?” 

“Well, I expect you to work and bring some money into the house. How do you think you can handle that as Lenny, then turn around and be Linda?” 

“I never thought that far ahead. I didn’t have any plans for doing anything. I don’t have any problem about working during the summer, but I sort of thought that if I had to, I would do it as Lenny.” 

“I’ve been talking around and looking for summer work for both of you. There are some manual labor jobs that pay pretty well considering. But I am not sure you would want to take them on. Generally, it's big guys that take those jobs. They need a lot of muscle. The menial jobs available for Lenny don’t pay much at all. On the other hand, Linda can get a fairly good-paying job as a temp secretary. Temps are in demand during the summer when people take vacations.” 

“So you are actually considering that I be Linda the whole summer?” 

“Why not? You have already established yourself with a social crowd, albeit from church. And you might even have a boyfriend, maybe just for the summer. I’ve seen how you handle yourself as Linda. I don’t think you’ll have any problems with it.” 

“Mom, its one thing to play dress up and another thing to live full-time as Linda.” 

“It comes down to what you really want to do? You have the guys from school to so-cialize with, but I think that even you realize that they're not a great crowd for you. Then there’s the church crowd. From what I saw at the dinner, you seemed to be having a good time. I can only imagine you’ll have a much better time with them during the summer.” 
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The phone rang and I picked it up. It was one of the girls from the church group invit-ing me for a girls get-together on Wednesday. I looked at Mom, hoping she'd provide an excuse; there was none. Since Mom was to be out the same night, I figured why stay home alone? “OK,” I said, “but I don’t have transportation.” That was not a problem. A few of the older girls had cars. One of them would swing by and pick me up. I gave my address and hung up the phone. I had made a decision which my mother assumed included the summer months. I was still keeping that option open. 

The phone rang again. It was Ken. He wanted to see me. He thought we might go out to a movie. He suggested Thursday and I agreed. Mom looked at me as I spoke with Ken. 

There were a few more things he wanted to talk about but I mentioned that I was in the middle of talking with my Mom and could it wait? He understood and said he would look forward to Thursday. With that, 

he hung up. 

“It seems you are doing ex-

ceptionally well in the social de-

partment. What did Ken want to

talk about?” 

“I don’t know. He never said. 

I think all he just wanted to

make a date. Mom, I think I am

getting in too deep. I am not a

real girl and a lot of this, I

shouldn't be doing.” 

“Nonsense, you are doing

just fine. Not everyone has to

live by the same rules. There are

physical and mental differences

in all of us. We have to live as

comfortably as possible, at least

when we can. You have choices. 

For now, go with it and see

where it leads.” 

For the rest of the evening, 

we discussed summer options

for both Lenny and Linda. Linda

was certainly coming out ahead. 

She had much greater social and

financial prospects. At least that

was the way I was starting to

think about it. I must give Mom

credit for opening my eyes. On

the other hand, maybe she was

closing my eyes to the many op-

portunities available to Lenny. 
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We had something to eat shortly before going up to bed. There was something about our mother-daughter relationship that I never had with my mother before. Everything seemed non-threatening. Lenny had a lot more threatening situations in his life. 

We went upstairs and I was about to go to my room when Mom pulled me into her room. 

“You might as well undress in here since you have to hang my clothes in here.” 

So as we did the other night, we undressed together down to our panties. After hanging up her clothes and putting everything else in place, we kissed and I went to my room to prepare for being Lenny the following day. 

I sat in my room for a while just thinking about how I felt before undressing. Turns out, I felt really good. I guess I felt good because I  looked  good. Looking good meant putting time and effort into it. That is precisely what most women did. That is what Linda was doing, and she was learning it from her mother. 

I slept well until Mom woke me with, “It’s time to get up, Lenny. You don’t want to be late for the bus.” 

TUESDAY

I followed the same routine as on the other days. I made the bus on time. The school day went by fast and I was soon on the bus back home. I was wondering what this evening would hold for me. Since the first day I dressed in my mother’s clothes, every day had been an adventure. Every day has been different. 

Again, Mom didn’t lay out any clothing for me to wear. In Mom’s room, I wanted to wear something really different this time. Looking through her clothes, it occurred to me that maybe I could dress for a party. Mom had a few party dresses. I wanted to dress sexy. 

Taking a pair of black panties, I ran to my room and totally undressed. Putting on her panties, I ran back to her room and started dressing as if for a party. Unlike before, this time I chose one of those support or push-up bras. I wanted to show as much cleavage as I could muster. The bra did a good job with my natural attributes alone. Putting the inserts in gave me that big boobs top heavy look. So far, so good. 

Instead of pantyhose, I chose to wear a garter belt and black nylons (stockings). I fastened the garter belt around my waist, then inserted the straps through my panties so they hung down waiting to be fastened. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I pulled up one stocking, then stood to fasten the garters. I did the second the same way. 

Going over to the vanity, I redid my hair into a feminine hair style, trying to pin as much up as possible. Mentally, I had the image of a French twist. I'm not sure how suc-cessful I was. After that, I began work on my face. By this time I had gotten the hang of doing makeup, especially lipstick. Over the past two weeks, my mother had reminded me numerous times to redo my lips. After enough reminders, one tends to do it automatically. 

In the mirror, I thought I looked pretty good. 

Mom had this tight low-cut black dress I had seen her in a few times. I always thought it exposed too much. Nonetheless, it was a sexy number. Now  I  wanted to wear it. The dif-Page - 35
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ficult part of putting it on was zipping up the rear. I found myself struggling to do it. It was low-cut in the front, showing off the tops of my breasts. The rear was also low-cut, but it covered my bra. There was enough over-the-shoulder material to cover my bra straps. 

The dress had short sleeves and was very tight between my breasts and waist. It ended just below my knees. That was fortunate because while sitting, my panties might have been visible. What I needed next was a strappy pair of black heels. I found them with 3” 

heels. Sitting on the vanity chair, I put them on and pulled up a strap holding my heel in the shoe. They were higher than anything I had walked in before. That, coupled with the straps, gave my feet a lot of leeway, making it even harder to walk in. In the mirror, I looked real foxy, real sexy. This was the look I was going for. I wondered how Mom would react to this. 

It was a bit more difficult walking downstairs. Once in the kitchen, I brought out my books and began reading for the following day’s test. When my mother finally showed up, she took the chair opposite me and said nothing. It was a while before I noticed her. 

“You must really have a hot date by the way you are dressed, dear.” 

“No, I just thought I would try something different. I remember seeing you dressed this way once and I wanted to see if I could look as good.” 

“My dear, I think you look better. But how did you get so much breast to show? When you look down, I can almost see your nipples.” 

I blushed slightly and said, “I seem to have enough loose chest skin to create this image. I sometimes feel as though they are getting bigger. I mean, from the beginning I’ve been able to fill your bras a little. The double inserts helped fill them. I started using only one insert over this past weekend. But for this dress, I am using both inserts. I wanted to see if I could create enough cleavage to properly fill the dress. I guess I can. What do you think?” 

“I think you better never wear that dress in public. You’ll have every man salivating after you. And according to you, that is the last thing you want to happen. Why don’t you give me a little demonstration by walking back and forth a few times. I want to see how you carry yourself.” 

I did as she asked and was rewarded with comments indicating that I carried myself pretty well considering the shoes I was wearing. I continued studying as she prepared dinner. After eating, I put on an apron and helped clean up. 

In the living room, we again discussed plans and dress for the rest of the week and weekend. There was no doubt that this coming Sunday, I was going to church. My most immediate concern was tomorrow, Wednesday, evening. John was coming to pick “her” 

up and the girls were dropping by to pick  me  up. From what I understood, pants would be OK. But since all her pants required at least two-inch heels, there was not much choice for me in that department. I was just hoping the other girls would be wearing the same. Something new I learned, always make sure to find out where and what you are going to be doing, otherwise you might not be dressed appropriately. 

We kissed at the entrance to our bedrooms and Mom let me wear her clothes into my room. She closed her door and I went into my room. I sat on the chair next to my bed and just looked at the contents of the room. What a slob this boy was. Here I was, elegantly Page - 36

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

dressed sitting in a slob's bedroom. Somehow that bothered me enough to go back downstairs and take something to drink while watching a bit of TV. On one of the channels was a repeat of a daytime show with four women giving beauty tips. I related to their tips! 

How revolting! Guys don’t relate to things like that. On the other hand, guys are not gen-erally dressed as I was. I was still completely dressed for a party and I felt good about it. 

As the women continued giving beauty tips, I walked back and forth in front of the full wall mirror, looking at myself. I looked good. What I needed to complete the picture was to hold on to the arm of a man. Oops,  that’s  a dangerous thought. Why did I need a man to complete the look? I wasn’t interested in anything but the look. 

I was up till past midnight listening to the beauty tips and looking at myself before I decided to go to sleep. With the house dark and me in my bedroom, I began undressing. 

This time it was an erotic undertaking. I could feel my panties getting wet and wondered where the wetness was coming from. Each item I took off, I neatly placed on the back of the chair. By the time I had completely undressed, I was feeling frustrated. Up till now I was very tense each time I wore my mother’s clothes. This was especially true in front of others. But for whatever reason, this evening I was  not  tense. I was just feeling good, the same way I looked. 

By the time I made it into bed and was nearly asleep, I think I came. Everything was sticky. I had to go to the bathroom to clean myself off before eventually falling asleep. 

WEDNESDAY – DAY AT SCHOOL

Mom woke me up in time for Lenny to make the bus. But I was nervous. I was going out with the girls tonight and I was the only one who was  not  a girl. I wasn’t exactly sure where we were going. I was dependent on others for my ride, so what they did, I would also do. 

 WEDNESDAY EVE – OUT WITH THE GIRLS, MOTHER ON DATE WITH JOHN

I started getting ready for my night out with the girls as soon as I got back from school. 

I was ready by 4:30 and didn’t expect them until six or six-thirty. I wore a high open neck blue pullover with short sleeves and a pair of matching pants with heels of the same color. 

To be on the safe side, I also wore a pair of pantyhose and kept my jewelry and makeup to a minimum. In my pocketbook I had bare necessities should I have to fix my face or use a tampon. I carried tampons because it was expected that I have something in case of emergency. It would look odd if I never had them with me, even though this was not the type of items that was publicly viewable. 

Mom came home a half hour before the girls were scheduled to show up. She gave me some last minute tips and some extra money for emergencies. When the horn honked outside, I put on my coat and cheek-kissed with my mother before going out to the street. 

Mrs. Needham was there. She waved to me, asking something about my being there during the week instead of just on the weekend. I said something about going out with friends and continued walking. There were three girls in the car. 

I was lucky; they were dressed in a similar fashion to myself. One girl was wearing heeled sneakers. Another was wearing chunky heels. And the third girl was wearing Page - 37
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something almost the same as my outfit. They all wore pants and had different amounts of makeup on. This was a good start. I sat in the back as we took off. 

“Where are we going?” I asked. “Well, first we thought we’d go to the mall, sort of window shopping.” 

“Anything in particular?” 

“Just boys.” 

“You mean window shopping for boys?” I said half joking. 

“Boy, she is really quick,” said one of the girls. “Have you been doing that a lot yourself?” she asked. 

“Well, school provides a lot of opportunity. I never really thought of going to the mall to do it.” 

“It's more than just window shopping for boys. It's also a lot of fun window shopping for clothes and other things. And we can sit, talk, and eat. They have the most fabulous Sundays.” 

“That’s great,” I said. 

The car ride was full of chatter about many things. The conversations drifted from one subject to the next and back to the first one, sometime within one sentence. Somehow, when they were in mixed company at the church, it was easier to follow. Now, all I could do was smile and pretend to laugh when they laughed. I had no idea what they were talking about most of the time. 

In the mall, we strutted our stuff as we walked from the car into the mall. In the mall, we remained as a group and continued walking till we met some other girls. I was introduced to everyone, though some of them I had already met at church. About halfway through the mall, there was an old time-style diner where they had the best sundaes. The ice cream was real good. It was amazing that almost none of the girls got any ice cream on their blouses. I watched and noticed how they extended their neck so as to eat over the table and not their bosoms. 

I kept quiet for the most part, answering when asked but not volunteering too much. I may have passed as a girl by my looks but I was not sure what they would think of me if I talked about the subjects I knew. I could talk cars and sports and some other non-girl things. Needless to say, guys almost always talk about girls. But now that I was one of them, that subject would not have gone over well. 

I got back home about three hours after I had left. Everyone was super friendly with lots of cheek-kissing and promises to get together in the near future. But I can’t say I enjoyed the time with them. It wasn’t like, unenjoyable, but I could have found better things to do with my time. Strange though, that during the entire time, no one mentioned anything about Ken. They did mention some of the other guys, then drifted onto other subjects. 

Mom still had not returned from her date with John, so I was stuck at home alone. I didn’t bother changing clothes. I even stayed in my heels; I guess I had gotten used to them. I certainly had done enough walking in them that evening to get used to them. 
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When I felt myself nodding off to sleep, Mom had still not returned. I was too tired to stay up. I had school the following day and a date with Ken in the evening. I needed to get my rest for the upcoming events. 

Turning most of the lights off, I went upstairs. I undressed in Mom’s room and put all her clothing away. Wearing only panties, I walked back to my room, turned off the light and slid under the covers. 

 THURSDAY MORNING – MOM JUST GETS HOME

I woke in the morning because of some noises from downstairs. Walking to the top of the stairs, I heard the door closing. Keeping myself in the shadows, I peeked to finally see my mother coming up the stairs. When she finally made the last step up, she turned on the light and went towards my room. When she saw that I was not in bed, I made a noise while standing in the doorway of her room. 

“Well Mom, what have you got to say for yourself?” 

“I was just about to come and wake you, dear. Did you sleep well?” 

“Mom, you just got in. Where were you? No, on second thought I can guess.” 

“Now dear, don’t start imagining things. We just had a lot to talk about. It’s been a long time since your father died. I’ve been lonely.” 

“Mom, you slept with him, didn’t you?” 

“That is a subject I will not talk about with my son, especially when he still has paint on his face. It’s about time you started getting ready for school. Move!” 

Yup, I was back to being Lenny. Her reference to 'paint' was because I hadn’t bothered to remove my makeup from the previous night. I wondered if she would have been more forthcoming if I was Linda. I took my shower and walked back to my room with my towel around my waist. 

There were no more words between us that morning till I said goodbye and left for the bus. I was on time for the bus but all I could think of was that she had spent the night with John. I was happy for her and yet a bit worried that that had happened too fast. 

It was the usual end-of-year class situation. I was just one of many kids; no one paid me any special attention. But for me, in my mind it was very different. I kept thinking about my Mom. I also spent a lot of time thinking about myself, what I had done last night and who I had pretended to be. Then there was that part of me that looked at other girls and wondered how I would look in their clothes. Sometimes as I looked at them walking, I subconsciously began imitating their walk. Other times as I sat and watched one of the girls doing something, I moved in imitation of her. Luckily I caught myself before any one noticed...I hope. 

On the bus ride home, I was thinking again about imitation of the girls both the previous night and during the school day when I almost missed my stop. As the bus pulled away, I stood looking at it, seeing some of the girls that got off the bus with me walk in other directions. I almost envied the freedom they had to attract attention. I, on the other hand, walked home alone; no one paid me any attention. I bet that would not have been the case with Linda. 
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Once in the house, I began thinking about my date to come that night. I sat down on the living room sofa and tried to imagine Linda sitting there. How would she look? What would she wear? How would she look to Ken? How would she hold herself? Why was I imagining it? It would soon be  me! 

After taking a quick something to drink from the refrigerator, I went upstairs. This evening, homework was a secondary item on my to-do list. There were no clothes on my chair in my room. Again, Mom was leaving it up to me. I could wear what I wore with the girls last night. He would never know. On the other hand, there was something nagging me to wear something different. 

There was a chance that we might go bowling. But I was pretty sure I could convince him to go to the movies, maybe something more along the lines of what he would be interested in seeing. There was this action flick I wanted to see and he would be the perfect person to see it with. Two guys with the same interest, what more could a guy ask for? 

I didn’t want to put too much effort into dressing for Ken. I figured he’d already seen me in my Sunday best, now he should see me a bit differently. I didn’t want to be too pro-vocative, so it seemed the best thing for me was to wear pants. Pants meant I had to also wear heels, since all my mother's pants were too long to be worn without heels. The big question that remained was I going to wear a blouse, pullover, or something that showed off my assets? The answer was clear: I was going to wear a nice loose-fitting blouse. 

Digging through Mom's clothes, I found what I thought would be the perfect attire for the evening. Mom came home about a half-hour before Ken was scheduled to come over. 

Aside from complimenting me on my choice of what to wear, not much was said. Mom knew I was going to eat out and there was no real reason to prepare food for herself only. 

 THURSDAY - DATE WITH KEN, JOHN COMES ALONG TO SPEND TIME WITH

MOTHER

The door bell rang. Mother watched me go and answer it. Ken smiled as I opened the door. Right behind him was his father John. 

“Hello John, I didn’t know you were coming over tonight. Mom didn’t mention anything to me.” 

“She didn’t know. I figured I’d take a chance and maybe find her home alone since I knew you were going out.” 

Mom heard his voice and came to the door. 

“Why John, what a lovely surprise.” 

“Well, I just thought that, since I wasn’t doing anything, and I sorta hoped you were not doing anything, maybe we could do something together.” 

“Come in, come in. Now I have a reason to cook some dinner.” 

While they were talking, Ken gave me the signal to get ready to go. He either wanted to get away from this activity or he wanted to be alone with me. Whatever the case, after what I knew happened last night, I wanted to be away from there as well. As we said goodbye at the door and Mother mentioned that we should not stay out too late, I men-Page - 40
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tioned that who knows, we might even come home earlier. “Not too early,” my mother responded. 

As Ken and I walked away from the house, I knew what they were going to do. How could  she? My father wasn’t dead that long. How could she just jump into bed with another man? How could she do it, knowing that I knew? What kind of a woman  was  she? 

She was my mother but...I just didn’t understand. 

Ken was very nice. He opened the door for me, because it was locked. He didn’t wait till I got in. He just went around to the other side and got in, in about the same time I did. 

Moving in heels and dressed the way I was placed certain boundaries on the speed of my movements. You can tell when someone is a nice person, and Ken fit that image. That was not to say that he was a real “gentleman,” but at least he would at the very least be consid-erate of my limitations. 

We went for something small to eat before the movies and later stopped by for a coffee. 

Ken never put or tried to put his arm around me in the movies. He always kept a respect-ful distance. This was in contrast to what I knew most boys did. Ken was able to talk about a multitude of things. There were very few quiet times between us. Aside from his respect-ful distance, I am sure he liked me. 

There were times when I almost forgot the character I was playing. Ken managed to maneuver me into conversations I had not expected to have with him. Some of them re-volved around sports, something I am sure he was surprised to learn I knew a few things about. When I became passionate about a subject, I tended to become more animated as well. In doing so, I made sudden body movements that always result in the same response from Ken; his eyes would focus on my breasts. It was then that I remembered the character I was in, and sometimes blushed as we both knew where he was looking. 

All in all, it was a pleasant evening and my fears of having to deal with an aggressive male were put to rest. We continued talking in the car while parking in front of my house for a while. When it finally seemed obvious that we should call it a night, we both exited the car at the same time. We walked up toward the house, then stood a few moments before I began looking for my house key. I was poking around my pocketbook for my key when it occurred to me that Ken was not making any move on me. I found that disturbing. 

“Ken, I really had a very nice time. I hope that we can do this again sometime.” 

“Me too.” 

“Don’t you like me?” I asked. 

“Yes, very much. You are so easy to be around. I wasn’t sure what to expect.” 

“Well, if you like me like you say you do, aren’t you going to kiss me goodnight?” 

Ken looked unsure of himself, so I moved in closer to him. I didn’t say anything, but I think he was getting the message that I expected something from him. 

“You know, even friends can kiss goodnight. It doesn’t have to be a sexual thing. you know. It can be something nice between friends.” 

With that, he placed his hands on my waist and pulled me a bit closer. As his mouth came closer to mine, I puckered up in anticipation of what might be a move to make up on Page - 41
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lost time. Instead, I felt a soft caress of his lips on mine. It was a kiss but without passion. It was light and conveyed a lot of feeling while not being too intense. When we parted, I felt as though I had been “touched.” 

“Can I do that again?” he asked. 

I nodded yes and we kissed again in the same manner as the first time. 

“Can I tell you something?” he asked. 

I nodded OK. 

“I don’t think I have ever kissed anybody with the same feeling I just did with you. 

You are a very remarkable girl. I would like to think that we can become very good friends.” 

“I hope so, Ken. I need a good friend like you.” 

With that, he turned away walking back to his car. Every few feet, he stopped and looked back at me without saying anything. I just stood there, trying to look as pretty for him as I could. I wanted him to remember me when he could no longer see me. 

As he reached the car, I heard, “Linda, is that you? My, you are coming home late. 

Don’t you think your aunt will worry about you?” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Needham. This is about the time I promised her I’d come home. So there is nothing to worry about. How are you doing? Aren’t you out kind of late yourself?” 

“Nope, I come out about this time every night. The dog needs walking. Strange, though, that he has taken an immediate liking to you. Most times it takes him a while to get used to a new person.” 

“What can I say, animals like me,” I said as I pulled out my key, unlocked the door and entered the house. I wonder what she would have thought had she known that I was really Lenny? 

“Well, well, look who is home after making such a conquest.” 

“That was no conquest. What else was I supposed to expect after an evening out?” 

“It looked to me as though you were pursuing him rather than the other way around.” 

“Maybe he is just shy. Did that occur to you?” 

“Either way, you could have let it drop. Instead, you decided to do what many girls in your situation would do, you got him to kiss you.” 

Yes, she was right. I was totally acting like a girl. To be honest with myself, getting him to kiss me was an achievement. In some way, it validated me. This whole thing was getting inside my head. I needed to stop it or I would really turn into one, like it or not, with or without any physical modification. 

We stayed up a bit longer talking about the events of the evening. She wanted to make sure I knew that John had stayed less then two hours and that nothing had happened. I don’t know if I believed her and I didn’t want to talk about it any more. Tomorrow was my last day of school, and I had yet to think about what I wanted to do for the coming weekend, and the summer months. 
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Upstairs, she had me undress in her room and put the clothes away before retiring to my room. Again she had me stand beside her as we looked at ourselves in the full-length mirror. With both of us still in panties, we looked like mother and daughter. And yes, I did have enough chest to qualify as having breasts. Only this time, it appeared to me that my breasts were more obvious, even without a bra to provide contour. 

“Don’t worry, dear, it takes a while for the skin to return to normal after being held in position for such a long time. On the other hand, maybe you are developing secondary female characteristics?” 

“What does that mean, Mom? I am turning into a girl? I don’t think I want that. I am happy being a boy, albeit a boy who likes dressing up in his mother’s clothes. And if this is really happening to me, we are going to have to do something to fix it.” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“Good night, Mom,” I said as we cheek-kissed and I exited her room for mine. 

Once again, I did not bother putting anything else on or cleaning my face of makeup and just fell asleep wearing panties. In the morning, Mom woke Lenny up as usual. We followed the same routine we had for the past many months. I got to school in time and just followed the other kids from class to class. I had a lot of things on my mind that I would have to address when I got home. 

FRIDAY – DAY AT SCHOOL

The bus ride home was sort of sad. I was leaving a place where I had spent so much time and would not see for another two plus months. I never really made plans for the summer so there was no exciting future prospects to look forwards to. All I could see was a boring summer. Then there was the issue of Linda Vs. Lenny. What did I want to do? I could not imagine myself wanting to do anything other than remain as Lenny. There were so many freedoms that Lenny could pursue that would not be available to Linda. Besides, I was a guy and impersonating a girl was fun for a while, but there had to be a limit to it. 

When I got home, I never bothered going upstairs. I had no thought of becoming Linda. I just wanted to be myself. Even though Lenny would not have the close relationship that Linda had with Mom, I felt that it was too much effort maintaining Linda. 

Mom came home and found Lenny lying on the sofa watching TV. “Well dear, maybe we should talk?” 

“Aw Mom, I thought about it and I just want to stay as Lenny for a while. You know, relax.” 

“Well, you should have said something about that to me earlier. I already invited John and Ken over for dinner this evening. And you know who they are expecting to see at the table.” 

I really wasn’t in the mood for this. I just wanted to veg out. This was forcing me into another day of being Linda. Mom was very persuasive. She knew what buttons to push and she knew I liked Ken, so I was sure to have at least a decent time. 

 FRIDAY EVENING DINNER WITH KEN & JOHN
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Before I knew it, I was back upstairs, standing in panties alongside my mother, wondering what to wear. Friday evening with guests required something a bit formal, but not too  formal. We were both going to wear skirts and low heels. After getting ready, we went to work in the kitchen, preparing for the two gentlemen we were expecting. 

There must be something in the female code that says “keep busy, guys can veg out but you  must keep busy.” There is always something to be done. As soon as Linda exited Mom’s room, she knew what had to be done and she was intent on doing it. How could this be? The same person in the guise of a different character has an immediate need to satisfy different desires? 

As Lenny, I acted as any normal guy. But as Linda, I was acting like a girl. I found it very disturbing that I was comfortable in either guise. What part did my true gender play in this? Even as I wondered about all these things, I had to admire myself in the mirror. 

The truth is that Linda was a pretty good-looking woman. No, that was not right. Linda was a good-looking girl. At that age, I could still be called a girl. I was doing it again! 

Thinking like a girl and at the same time worrying about my gender identity. This was going to kill me. 

Mom’s enthusiasm for our impending guests was infectious. Soon, the two of us were prancing around in our heels, trying to make everything “just right” for our “men.” Even though I moved in a manner befitting my appearance, there was a nagging feeling that this was not right. Moreover, how long could I keep this up? At some point, I was going to be found out. Then, all the shit was sure to hit the fan. 

Our preparations never seemed to finish. Even when I thought, and Mom agreed, that everything that could be done had been done, we began re-fixing ourselves. 

In the mirror, I saw a really nice-looking sweet girl. Even while fixing my hair and making sure there was no lipstick on my front teeth, she still looked sweet. An older ver-sion of her could be seen when I looked at my mother. There was some satisfaction to that. 

I would never have admitted that openly, though. From my mother’s smile, I could see that she was taking pleasure in watching me preen myself. I think that her look alone was a form of bonding. 

We met each other in the middle of the living room barely two seconds before the doorbell rang. I was looking forward to a few minutes of doing nothing but feeling satisfaction that we had done all we could do. Instead, when the doorbell rang, the adrenaline started to rush. We were now on stage! 

Mother got to the door first. As before, I was apprehensive of this whole thing. I wanted to remain as Lenny and now I was being forced to be Linda. There was a certain level of resentment in being put on display again. That resentment evaporated when I saw Ken. 

Although Ken stood behind John, I could see he was also a bit apprehensive about this evening. As they came in, we stood in a group of four. Shortly we broke into couples, John following Mom into the kitchen, while I led Ken into the living room. I could hear Mom and John talking in the kitchen, even though I could not hear what they were saying. Ken sat on the three-seat sofa while I sat on the two-seat sofa. Fussing with my dress, I was Page - 44
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waiting for Ken to start a conversation. It took him a while to start. But once he started, it was easy for me to join in. 

What can I say, it was a great dinner. The men not only offered to help, but insisted on it, so that there was a lot of scurrying back and forth by us all. With a limited amount of room, that meant bumping into each other frequently. After a while, bumping created an atmosphere of informality. This was sometimes more apparent than others. While squeezing in against the counter to let one of the men pass, occasionally I would feel a hand or two on my waist, supposedly for the purpose of keeping us apart while passing. The first few times I wondered, but I soon learned that there was no ulterior motive. 

Sitting at the table was a real pleasure. The conversation was lively and there was a lot of laughter. With the many mirrors we had that faced the dining area, I was able to get quick peeks at myself. My movements were genuinely female. And while I was having a good time, deep in the recesses of my mind, I found that disturbing. Only when I got Ken’s full attention, did I stop thinking of anything other than the pleasant company we were having. 

John insisted on helping Mom clean up. That left Ken with me alone. The age old silence breaker, the TV, had nothing of interest. Ken suggested we take a walk outside. It was already dark and I figured that the neighbors would not be a problem at this hour. If they saw Linda with a boy, there would be no questions. I agreed. 

Mother and John could not have been more happy to have some time alone. They actively pushed us to take the walk. Ken was his usual gentlemen self and helped me on with my coat. We left through the front door. Once outside, Ken gave me his arm. I was not sure how to react. 

“There’s nothing wrong walking arm-in-arm. It doesn’t mean anything special. Besides, it is a bit cold outside and walking this way helps keep the chill away. Anyway, you’re wearing heels, and in the dark I understand they are a bit harder to walk in without a little outside support.” What could I say? 

“OK, I’m in. Let’s walk like an old married couple.” 

“I didn’t mean anything by it,” he said defensively. 

“I know, I know, I was just kidding. It's really sweet of you to think of me,” I said as I took his arm. 

We walked down the pathway to the sidewalk and turned left past Mrs. Needham’s house. I think she saw us, but said nothing. Maybe she was thinking there was more to it than there really was. 

Anyway, it took us the better part of 30 minutes to walk around the block. It was a slow walk with plenty of talk. Again, the female in me kicked in as I listened to him talk about himself. Somehow that was satisfying. Lenny, I am sure would have spent all his time talking about himself. But Linda was a listener. But like all good listeners, I chirped in a comment occasionally to show I was listening and interested. It took a while, but he finally asked me about myself. 

I had no plans for the summer except that I wanted to make some money and enjoy myself with things like swimming, movies, maybe a road trip, bowling and other fun stuff. 
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I couldn’t tell him if I wanted to go to college or not. It was not something I had given a lot of thought to. Besides, I still had a year of high school to complete. 

When we got back, John and Mom were sitting on the sofa, drinking coffee. I offered to bring Ken a glass as we joined them in the living room. 

“I hear you are looking to make some money for the summer, Linda?” John said. 

“Yes.” 

“Any idea what you want to do?” 

“I guess something secretarial. I am pretty organized and a good typist. Besides, I like working with people. I’ll know it when I find it.” 

JOHN OFFERS SUMMER EMPLOYMENT TO LINDA

“Well, I was talking with

your mother and the firm I

work for needs temporary sum-

mer help. A lot of the regulars

take vacation then and the com-

pany needs to keep things mov-

ing. There wouldn’t be anything

with a lot of responsibility but it

would give you some good ex-

perience and the pay is pretty

decent, considering the work

hours.” 

“What is it?” 

John explained the position

and what would be required. It

sounded great for Linda. Only

problem was that I was still

thinking about a summer for

Lenny. 

“Can I get back to you later

in the week? I want to think

about it.” 

“No problem, just remember

these jobs go fast. Most go to

college girls for the summer. So

don’t take too long. 

“OK.” 

By the time they left, there

was this real warm feeling be-
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tween us all. Even my delicate situation was not too much of an issue. Not that it ever was with  them, but it was for  me. 

John walked out first after kissing Mom. Ken followed and I followed Ken. John was at the car while Ken and I were still partially in the shadows of the night. I was behaving like a little puppy dog. I was not sure what he was going to do, but I wanted to be there when he did it. My anticipation did not wait long. Halfway between the house and his car, Ken turned around and looked at me. 

“You know, Linda, there is something very special about you. I may seem shy, but I really like your company. Most times I am trying to act according to what I think others are expecting of me. I don’t feel that way with you.” With that little speech, he leaned over and kissed me. 

“I hope you didn’t do that because you thought I was expecting you to do it,” I said. 

“On the other hand, I was hoping you would.” 

In a surprise move, he took a tighter hold of me and kissed me a bit too passionately. 

“That  I did because that is the way I feel.” He turned and walked away towards his father in the car. 

I just stood there watching as they drove away. I would have stayed still looking into the distance except that Mom nudged me to come in. 

“So, who was standing there egging him on for a kiss, Lenny or Linda? 

I turned red. “Look Mom, I can’t explain it. When I am dressed as Linda, I seem to have feelings that go along with the way I look. But when I am Lenny, I am just Lenny. 

Anyway, I’ve been thinking, Linda is having too great an influence over me. I need to get away from her for while, maybe for the summer.” 

“That does not sound like a good plan. Firstly, that creates problems for me with John. 

It also means that Ken will think you wanted to get away from him. Those are just the personal issues. What about the money and getting work experience? As Lenny, you  might earn half of what John’s company is paying. And look at the conditions a job with his company offers. It's office work in the middle of the summer. Would you rather be outside sweating on some physical job or inside dressed nicely in air conditioning?” 

I didn’t answer but she had brought up some things to think about. 

“At least let Linda stay with me for the weekend, OK?” 

“OK Mom, I guess I can go that far.” 

After spending some time cleaning up, we both went upstairs and began getting ready for bed. As before, she made me undress in her bedroom and stand in front of the mirror by her side. There was something about looking at myself and making a comparison with her that was unnerving. We  did  look alike. We did look like two women. Seeing her in the nude generated images of how I would look when I reached her age, drooping breasts and all. It was then that I caught myself thinking the wrong type of thoughts. I was a guy. That I looked so female was disturbing enough without wondering how I would look as a woman in my old age. 
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Mom made sure to hug me firmly before cheek-kissing and letting me go to my room. 

During that hug, I could feel the bit of extra pressure generated between our breasts. There was a warmth and bonding to it. 

I walked back to my room, feeling the slight sway of my chest. Either my mind was playing tricks on me or I was really beginning to take on female attributes. When all this started, I may have had some excess skin on my chest. But now it was beginning to feel as though there was enough excess to be considered a small but definite bosom. 

Back in my room, I cleaned up a bit and covered myself without wearing anything more than my panties. Most nights I fell asleep on my back and never felt anything awkward about it. This evening, I decided to turn onto my side. I was having trouble finding a comfortable position when I suddenly realized that one part of my chest was actually leaning on the other part of my chest. Taking one hand, I lifted the upper section of my chest and realized that... 

SATURDAY MORNING – STAYING AS LINDA

I woke in the morning and was about to get ready as Lenny. Realizing that I had promised Mom that Linda would stay for at least the weekend, I went to the bathroom for a shower. Walking back to my room after the shower, my towel was held up to below my arm pits. There were no clothes on the chair in my room. It was evident; I was to again choose my clothing for the day. Back in Mother’s room, I chose a light pullover and skirt. 

It would look good over my matching bra and panty set. I was about to just slip on a pair of flats when the coolness of the morning convinced me to put on a pair of pantyhose first. 

Working quickly, I fixed my hair and put a little color onto my face. By the time I got downstairs, Mother had finished preparing breakfast. 

“You know, Linda, if you don’t stay for the summer, I can see that I am going to be very lonely. Lenny will look to be out with his friends and I will be left alone in the house.” 

“Mom, stop it! You know how I feel. This whole thing is unnatural.” 

“But I thought you  liked  being Linda. You certainly looked as though you liked it last night with Ken.” 

“That’s the whole problem. I should not have liked it. Boys have penises.” 

“And girls have breasts! And what do you think you have? How do you think you fit so well in my bras? You’ve even got enough rear end to mostly fill my pants. You may not want to admit it, but body-wise, you are certainly not ‘all boy'.” 

I knew there was truth to what she was saying. I remembered last night lifting one of my breasts. But...what did all this mean? What was I really? I turned a bit red when she mentioned my breasts. Looking down, I began to feel as though a good cry would help. As I continued to look down, my longish hair fell to either side of my face, further reminding me of how girlish I was. 
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“Come on sweetie, let’s just see how the weekend goes. I don’t want to put any pressure on you. I want you to make your own decisions. That way you know it will be what you wanted.” 

“But Mom, I am feeling a lot of pressure. Some of it is from you, and some is from the feelings it get when I am dressed this way. I even feel pressure when looking into the mirror. I feel that I have to do something to make myself look better then I do. And that is true, no matter how I really look. Then there is Ken. I can’t explain it but he does something to me. In fact, so do other boys, just not as much. But as much as I am still attracted to girls, I have this thing about the clothing they are wearing. If they look good in the clothes they wear, I want to look good in those same clothes. Maybe I am a freak?” 

“No, you are not a freak. You are just a person looking to find yourself. To some people, what and who they are is very clear from a very early age. For other people, it takes time. I am sure over the summer you’ll be able to come to some very clear understandings of yourself. You just have to stop worrying so much.” 

“Mom, look at me! I look like a girl. I know part of it is because I am dressed as one, but most guys look like guys even when in women’s clothes. In guy clothes, I can be taken either way. Most importantly, I am a boy with boy feelings and wants, at least when I am not dressed as a girl. I just don’t feel right about this. Then there's Ken. I feel good when he looks at me. But I only have those feelings when I am dressed as a girl. This whole thing bothers me to no end. And when Ken finds out what I really am, and that has got to happen, we’re both going to suffer for this.” 

“Putting aside your feelings for Ken, which way are you more comfortable?” 

“That’s not fair! You’ve been doing everything to make me feel comfortable as a girl from the beginning. I’ve never had such a good time with you as Linda has had. So it's only natural that I feel this way.” 

“Would you like me to keep my distance from Linda?” 

“That might be good for Lenny, but not for Linda.” 

“Well you have me confused then. Linda wants a relationship with me, but you claim that I am manipulating you when she is around. Linda likes Ken, but that is only because of the clothes. You like the clothes because they make you feel more comfortable, but then you start acting more feminine. During the last week, you chose to wear my clothes of your own free will, because...? Maybe you should stop blaming me and work on understanding what it is that you really want.” 

Defeated again. She did it again and I can’t find a way out. 

“OK, OK, so I can’t express myself too well. I just know this is not right.” 

“I guess the only way you’ll find out is by trying out both sides. You’ve got the whole summer. How many years has Lenny been around? Giving Linda a chance for the summer isn't asking too much, don’t you think?” 

I, as Linda, sat there unsure of where to take the argument. Dressed as I was, every move reminded me that I was Linda. As I was thinking, I caught myself playing with my hair, a girlish thing to do. Maybe Mom was right, the best thing for me to do was stay as Linda through the summer. 
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I was still in thought when Mom mentioned a whole list of things we might do for the day. One of the items was to spend time in the library looking up job opportunities and pay scales. Besides, Mom had some research she wanted to do on her own. 

As we finally exited the house, we were met by Mrs. Needham. Again, I had forgotten to take precautions when in front of neighbors. 

“Well I see you girls are getting along famously. Does that mean that Lenny is going to stay away for a long time?” 

“We really haven’t decided,” Mom said, “Linda might be staying for the summer, and Lenny has his own plans, whatever they are.” 

“Well if she is staying, I’ll have to invite you over sometime.” 

“Sure, just let us know when.” 

With that, we got into the car and drove off. As before, spending time as Linda, with my mother, was enjoyable. There were always things to talk about and there were always things to do. For whatever reason, I never had that feeling of wanting to “veg out” when I was Linda. The day passed quickly. After picking up some dinner on the way home, there was nothing much to do but relax. There was a call from one of the girls on the answering machine. By the time I called back, she was already out somewhere. I landed up spending about a half-hour talking to one of them; she was on a speaker-phone, so it was really a group conversation. They made it sound as though I had missed something. And they suc-ceeded, because after getting off the phone, I felt that way. Luckily I had my Mom to talk to, as soon as she got off her phone call. 

I didn’t think much about the problem of Linda vs. Lenny for the rest of the evening. 

We watched some TV, listened to some music and read a bit before going to sleep. As I entered my room to go to bed, I noticed an item on the chair. It was, I thought ,a sports bra. 

But it was very sheer and so light I almost couldn’t feel it. As I lay on my side, I noticed that it held my chest (breasts) slightly away from each other, making it more comfortable to sleep. I didn’t fight it, I enjoyed it. 

“Wake up ,sleepy,” my mother called. “We don’t want to be late for church.” 

“OK, Mom.” 

Since I had agreed to stay as Linda for the weekend, I guess I also agreed to go to church. After my shower, I was in Mom’s room, looking through her things, trying to decide what to wear. We both wore only panties as we went through the clothes. Every glance of myself in the mirror, sometimes with Mom in the background, reinforced my image of myself as a woman. As much as Mom’s breasts and rear end jiggled as she moved about the room, so did mine. I could imagine that a man viewing this would get an immediate erection. There was that part of me that wanted to react in a similar fashion. 

It took a while to find the right clothes and get into them. The finishing touches took more time. In the end, both mother and daughter, standing together in front of the mirror, finally decided they were satisfied. How can I describe the feeling of looking pretty as we walked downstairs? I felt pretty and I felt that my mother thought as much about me. The heels added a touch of femininity to my every step, though I didn’t think of it in terms of Page - 50
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sexuality. There was a certain pride in our walk as we exited the house and got into the car. 

Lenny would have been wearing a short jacket with his personal effects in his pants pockets. I was wearing a mid-length coat while carrying a pocketbook and balancing on heels, trying to maintain a level of modesty. While I was “fixed up” to look pretty, Lenny couldn’t have cared less. Every move I made was done carefully so as to maintain the look I had so carefully crafted. Lenny would not have cared about something like that, except when he looked at a girl who had done her best to look her best. 

I had the same feeling again as we walked between the car and the church. But with the sun shining on us, everything felt  so  good. 

Services were pretty much the same as before. Ken and John came in a bit late and were not able to find seats near us. Once down in the recreation room, we made a few joking remarks about their tardiness. As with the Sunday before, we split into groups. While Mom and John disappeared from the room, Ken and I joined the others in our age group. 

There were a lot of stories about the previous day’s excitement. For some reason, I was interested in hearing all about it. Ken stayed by my side. When Ken did finally leave for a few minutes, to bring me something to drink, there was a little banter about the fact that I was the first girl to capture his attention. Up to that point they thought he might be gay. I assured them he was not, which caused some problems. Some of them had taken my remarks to mean I had slept with him. I had to reassure them that that was not the case. 

As on the previous Sunday, after church, my mother and John drove off to a diner where Ken and I met them later. About a half-hour into the conversation, John asked me if I had made up my mind regarding employment. I was looking for a way to get out of making any commitment when Ken reiterated John’s statement that the positions would not be open for long. Then my mother said something about not being like Lenny who had no real plans. Although John and Ken did not know who Lenny was, they assumed the reference was something to spur me into making a decision. I said OK. 

John then instructed me about what to do on Monday and said he would help me through the process. We arranged to meet at his office. 

By the time we reached our car for the drive home, I was drained. I hadn’t wanted to make any decision, yet I felt it was forced on me. Now I was stuck and feeling depressed that I allowed them to push me into it. As we sat in the car, and before mother had turned on the engine, I began to cry. 

Mom didn’t say anything to me. She just let me get it out of my system. When I finally finished, she suggested we go for some ice cream. I agreed. Sitting in the booth after finishing my sundae, I again began to cry. 

“Dear, there is nothing to cry about. You’ll see. Everything will work out for the best.” 

“But, I wanted to make the decision on my own. You all pushed it on me.” 

Taking my chin in her palm, she lifted my face and looked into my eyes. “Everyone needs a push now and then. Think of it another way, only people who care would bother pushing for something like this. So what you really have is people who care. Now, isn’t that a great thing?” 
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“I guess so,” I said as I started to clean myself up. “I must look a mess,” I said as I looked through my pocketbook for my mirror. 

“You look fine, dear. You just need a bit of touch-up.” 

I found the mirror and fixed my face. The mascara had run under my eyes, making me look like Dracula. Once fixed up, we left the diner for home. 

There was a lot of conversation on the way home. There were a lot of things to be considered; chief among them was the clothing I would need. I could not continue relying on Mom’s clothes if I was going to live full-time as Linda for the next two-plus months. We would have to go shopping during the week to get me set up properly. Mom causally mentioned that I could continue wearing her clothes, mixing them with the new clothes we were about to buy. 

LINDA STARTS WORKING

Monday morning, I dressed in one of Mom’s suits. It felt good to be dressed this way. I looked sexy in her heels. More importantly, I looked like a young lady ready for the job market. 

Before leaving, Mom sat me down at the kitchen table and started off by telling me that I was not her only child. There had been another. I had a sister, a year older than myself who had died within six months of being born. It was important for me to know this because her name was Linda, and Mom had saved her birth certificate. It would be needed for work and for getting Social Security identification as well as possibly a driver’s license. 

The age difference between the two of us was 18 months. What this meant was that while Lenny had just turned 17, Linda had turned 18 a few months ago. As Linda, I had many more grown-up responsibilities. I liked the part of being able to get a driver’s license best. 

I felt very grownup and feminine as I walked into John’s office. I could see his men’s eyes taking me in. In a compliment, he mentioned that he could see why Ken was attracted to me. I looked down and tried not to blush too much while saying thank you. 

John walked me from office to office, introducing me to people. He made sure I filled out the paperwork and got the job. After a while, I began to see his arm around my waist as a fatherly gesture pointing me in the right direction. By the time I finished the process, it was lunchtime. John invited me out and, feeling grateful for his help, I did not refuse. 

Nothing unusual happened between us. Most of the conversation centered around what I was looking for in the future, what I thought about a family, and many, many questions about my mother. When we finished, we shook hands and I walked out. 

That night, Mother made sure we went shopping for clothes that a girl my age might wear. I hesitated about everything since I did not want to commit to this lifestyle. But Mom kept saying that should I not wear the clothes, she would, so there would be no loss. 

I started work the following day in heels and all. It is one thing to dress like this for a long period of time in a casual atmosphere where you can sit down when the urge strikes you, or your feet are demanding you do. But when the entire day is rush rush and every moment demands you be doing something, it is an entirely different matter. By the time I got home in the evening, I was no longer feeling sexy or very feminine. I just wanted to Page - 52
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take off the heels and clothes and get into something comfortable. That comfortable something still meant something feminine. 

When Ken called one evening asking to see me, I was too tired and told him so. Friday evening, he just showed up. When the doorbell rang, I opened the door to find him standing there. Since I was committed to staying as Linda for the entire summer, this was not a problem. I invited him in and even invited him to join us for dinner. After cleaning up, Mom went to her bedroom, leaving us alone. 

What can I tell you, there was just something about the way he looked at me that warmed me. Beyond that, I truly liked him. We had a lot in common and spoke easily about different things. Even touching was not out of bounds. And the warmth of his kisses made me want to curl up into him. Afterwards though, I had to question myself. Every time I went to the bathroom, there was no doubt what my gender really was. It was then that I began feeling foolish and resentful of the position I was in. 

SUMMER BEGINS IN EARNEST

The office work was not very taxing. While some of the girls sat in one place most of the time, I was more of a “gofer” and got to move around a lot. Having so many people, especially the guys, look me over was thrilling at first. Walking in heels was sometimes a real tease. After a while it became a chore as opposed to a pleasure. Over the first few weeks, I alternated the height of my heels, finally settling on 1-1/2” to 2” heels. Any higher were great for short walks but walking in them all day was too much. Some of the girls came to work in sneakers and switched to heels on entering the office. 

At first ,I was hoping the job offer would put me in an office with a relaxed atmosphere. I was very wrong in that. Women were expected to dress up as were the men. 

While the men wore mostly suits, the unspoken rule was that women were expected to wear skirts or dresses. I tried wearing pants a couple of times and everything was different then, even from the women. Comments about taking vacation and or competing with the men began surfacing. Taking the hint, I never wore pants again. Unlike wearing sneakers and changing to heels before entering the office, changing from pants to skirt was not an option. That meant that I had to leave the house wearing a skirt or dress. Because the office was always air-conditioned, it also meant that, even during the summer, I had to leave the house wearing pantyhose. 

Every morning before leaving the house, it was a race with my mother as to who got to choose what and do it when. We wore the same clothes, including underwear. Although she got to shower first by virtue of being up first, most of our dressing and makeup occurred after cleaning up from breakfast. Once up in her room, we were opening and closing drawers and doors looking for something, or looking at ourselves. As my personal clothing store began to expand in my room, there was no hesitation by either of us to go back and forth between rooms. While mother was obsessed with looking her best, I wanted that in addition to making sure I would pass for the day. We never went downstairs without an inspection by and approval of the other. The thought of being “made” 

was something that never left me. Time in the bathroom was always a reminder of reality. 
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My manhood was always there. Sometimes it even stood erect. This occurred mostly when I woke and had to go to the bathroom. Otherwise it seemed perfectly comfortable in the shrunk and folded position I required of it daily. It was strange that sometimes my body looked as feminine as my mother's. Although I had a naturally “heavy” chest, everything fell into place when I positioned a bra around it. Mom always had that perky look, with or without a bra. In my case, there was a marked variation in how I looked. Heels definitely make you look and feel different. This was so much more obvious when we stood in front of the mirror in heels ,wearing only panties and bra. Our every move was changed. 

There were other minute changes that were occasionally obvious. Even without clothes, it was evident that I had a waist. I don’t remember that it was always that way. 

Then again, a few months earlier, I was younger and my body had not begun the changes that would bring me into manhood. But manhood should not mean protruding hips and an enlarged rear end. I remembered having a lot more muscle and less fat. Now everything was reversed. 

On leaving the house, every time, there was that strange feeling of femininity. Instead of walking out of the house carrying everything I needed in the pockets of my jeans, I was now burdened with “other” things such as my pocketbook, a light coat, hair that covered my eyes occasionally, etc. Did all this hassle really add up to feeling feminine? 

As Mom kept seeing John, Ken was around a lot. Sometimes I had the feeling that they had moved into our house, they were there so often. Constant contact breeds familiarity that sometimes results in letting one’s guard down. This occurred one day when I allowed Ken to come up to my room. I just didn’t think. When I did, I rationalized that I had so many girlie things around that he wouldn’t think twice about what he thought I was. This was tested when some of my not-so-girlie things stood out. Boy's shoes, men’s jeans, men’s underwear, etc. led him to ask about who else had stayed in the house. I responded that a male relative occasionally stayed over and that sometimes I found it more comfortable wearing men’s things, since they were so much bigger. Besides, my mother always complained that I was a bit of a tomboy. He laughed it off, then set about getting to the reason of wanting to see my room, me. We were soon hugging, kissing and laughing while lying on my bed. Luckily a call to come down for dinner saved me. 

John was pretty sharp and picked up on a lot of things he saw around the house. It was evident to him that a boy had been living in the house for some time. He also commented a few times that I seemed to be intrigued by things that should have been second nature to me. As he became more aware of “oddities” in our house and with me, he began subtly trying to get to the bottom of it. During this time he was also becoming very involved with my mother. As their relationship grew closer, more things were cautiously revealed. 

MOTHER SPILLS THE BEANS

It is unclear to me exactly when my mother told him the truth about me. She was very afraid of a negative reaction, but it never came. Instead, he started asking more detailed questions. I only found out much later that she admitted to him that she had been giving me hormones. This explained why I had been developing female characteristics. This explained why Mom’s clothes pretty much fit me from the beginning. It explained a lot Page - 54
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about the way my body was changing and maybe even explained about the feelings I had towards Ken. 

It surprised my mother when John told her that Ken was probably gay. John was thrilled to find that Ken was finally involved with a girl. That meant that maybe Ken was not really gay. But on hearing the truth about me, it all made sense to him. Mom con-firmed that I had not divulged anything to him and that he was unaware of my true nature. It was then that they both conspired to bring Ken and me closer together. John’s thinking was that it might make Ken realize that he wasn’t really gay. That would help John with what he wanted for Ken. My mother’s thinking was that it would help reinforce femininity in me. They agreed this was a win-win situation. I was never told about any of this. 

Ken never knew what was going on. All he knew was that I was a girl and he was very attracted to me. Since our parents were getting along so well, I didn’t want to screw it up for my mother, and I didn’t want Ken or his father to think of me as anything but a girl. So I put more effort into becoming that girl. Ken’s secret from me was that he  was  gay. Because we were getting along so well, he began questioning this. 

MID-SUMMER

Life in the office was getting easier for me. I was adapting to being a girl full-time. I started making girlfriends in the office and would occasionally go out with them after work. Although the guys knew of my relationship with Ken, occasionally there would be a suggestion that maybe I should taste of “other foods” as well. There were a couple of guys in the office that I found attractive, both physically and personality-wise. I would have consented to going out with one of them but Ken dropped by so often that he would have known. I mentioned this a few time to Ken. His response showed me a certain level of pos-sessiveness. I was now his possession? All I needed now was for him to brand me like a steer, or give me a ring, necklace or ankle bracelet to wear. 

I finally got an ankle bracelet from Ken. Although I knew what it meant, I was excited to wear it. I ran into the bathroom, pulled off my pantyhose and placed it on my ankle, then pulled the pantyhose back on before walking back out. I saw the smile on his face as he looked at my legs. I jumped up and, with arms around his neck, kissed him. I was really acting the part. Only later when I was sitting on the toilet, looking down at my leg, did it occur to me how stupid this whole thing was. I was still a guy. 

Ken and I also started going out with some of the couples from Church. We were considered a couple, an item. Now instead of spending time with the “girls,” I was obligated to spend time with Ken. I knew that Mother was doing everything to push the relationship, as was John. Ken for his part, appreciated and was thrilled with their efforts. In his mind, everything was going his way. 

Ken and I spent a lot of time together. All young men have certain urges. He was no different. On many occasions, laughter would lead to teasing, then embracing, then kissing. On some occasions, this lead to the desire to do much more. Fortunately, Ken was re-ligious enough not to try and push me into sleeping with him. But on several occasions in the car, with windows steamed, desires saturated us both. As his hand began its travel Page - 55

SINCE DAD PASSED AWAY

BY BIBI DORB

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

down to my crotch, I knew I had to do something. I moaned as he gently caressed my crotch area through my pantyhose and panties underneath. It was then that I started messaging his pants, working up and down motions over his penis. Soon his hand retreated from my crotch area and he was moaning. The first few times this happened, he came in his pants. Later, I was forced to release his penis from the bonds of his pants and underpants. Once in the open air, I gently stroked him till he came. 

I admit it was my idea. While his penis was outside of his pants and I was stroking him, I controlled him. It was this power that intrigued me. I had seen it in films and porno magazines. When he was stiff, I placed my lips on his penis and slowly began licking it, finally taking the whole thing in my mouth and sucking in a stroking motion. The first time he came, I got out of the way and later helped him clean the car. The second time it happened, his orgasm was almost violent as he held my head down, forcing me to take his full load in my mouth. Even though he offered to do the same for me many times, I rejected it saying that if I got that far, I would want to go all the way. He understood that good girls don’t do that. From that point on, that was the form of sex we practiced. Interestingly, I never got an erection from this activity, even though I felt sexual frustration deep inside. 

There were several occasions when, while lying with his head on my lap, I allowed him to suck my breasts. It felt great having him play with my breasts. Although I still did not get an erection, my crotch area was very wet from this. Can a man ejaculate without an erection? 

As the summer was coming to a close, I knew that I would have to make some decisions. I still had a year of high school to complete. My body had changed enough so that taking a shower with the boys would be a problem. But on the positive side, wearing enough bulky clothes I could still pass as a boy. Would I be able to act as one? 

Mom’s relationship with John had become very serious. I didn’t want to screw it up for her. But I could not see how I was going to continue in school as a boy without John finding out. I brought this up to Mom on multiple occasions. She didn’t tell me that John already knew about me. 

One evening as the four of us sat and ate Ken, mentioned something about my future after graduating high school. I looked at him and furiously thought about the ramifica-tions of his remark. There  was  no future! I was a guy. He needed a total woman who would give him children. Under no circumstances could I ever do that. It was then that he added a comment, something about thinking that he was gay, but I was evidence of the fallacy of that thought. 
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