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Chapter 1

From my earliest childhood memories, I had always felt a little different.  When you’re a kid it’s nothing you can put your finger on, you just know it’s there ya know.  That’s the great thing about youth, you’re innocent, which is a beautiful thing because as there’s no right or wrong.  This is because your parents haven’t instilled their perceived sense of morality into you and totally fucked you up yet, but once they do it’s over.  Statistically, you will struggle to shake off their programming the rest of your life and will most likely suffer mental anguish and confusion as well as a wide variety of neuroses until the day you’re laid to rest.  However, this is nothing for you to worry about as you are not alone.  Just look around, this is something you have in common with everyone else on this big blue ball called Earth, which explains why the entire world seems to walk around in a daze as though they have hole in their soul.  I was no exception as eventually I would have feelings that I didn’t ask for which would take me down a path that would not be considered the societal norm.  This is my journey.

I was born Alexis Ann George on a rainy Sunday morning in April to an average all-American couple who were borderline Baby Boomers/Generation X’ers.  By profession my father was an accountant and my mother a teacher and they met as a result of a fender bender one morning in rush hour traffic.  Apparently, mom was messing with her car radio trying to improve her reception and not paying attention to the road and ended up rear ending dad’s vehicle.  Initially she thought he was an asshole because he was pissed off that she had run into him and definitely let her know it when it happened.  Later however, after her insurance had made everything right and had fixed his car, he stopped by the school where she worked and gave her some flowers and apologized for his initial behavior and said it was unwarranted since in the end everything had turned out okay.  After they chatted for a bit, he ended up asking her out.  Though hesitant, because initially he had been such an asshole, she couldn’t stop thinking about how handsome he was, and accepted his offer. 

They were married less than a year later and ten months after that I arrived, a bouncing baby girl, and I was definitely the apple of my Daddy’s eye and had him wrapped right around my little finger.  Whatever Alexis wanted she got.  Well, most of the time anyway as Mom was a lot tougher and would sometimes override my shenanigans. 

By the time I had turned five the pressure of day-to-day life had affected my parent’s relationship.  With mom working full time and then taking care of me, Dad had felt neglected and ended up having an affair.  Even though he was the one that could not keep his schlong in his britches, Mom was crushed and blamed herself for the whole thing.  She said that apparently, she had not been a good wife, had not properly attended to her husband and she accepted full responsibility.  If you ask me my mother has always had something of a martyr complex.  Anyway, they ended up going to Christian counseling as a result and afterward selected a church to attend and that was the beginning of my experience with the Pentecostal movement.  At the time, I had no idea why mom selected this religion, but she did, and I can assure you one thing, if I could time travel back I would have told her to pick the Catholics or Episcopalians instead, and as you read on you will understand why.

Now, there are a wide range of Pentecostal elements out there, and most of them are extreme if you ask anyone that is not of that faith.  Some fractions are a little tamer than others, but most believe in speaking in tongues and casting out demons, it just goes with the territory; and oh, some of those think if you can’t speak in tongues you can’t get into heaven.  Some think it’s okay to dance while others don’t, but some subscribe to the notion that it’s okay to dance in church and then fall down in the aisle and go into convulsions as they are in connection with the holy spirit.  Lastly, a few think it’s okay to handle snakes and it is a true test of one’s faith as God will protect you from getting bitten if you truly believe in him. Believe it or not, they bring actually bring the damn things into the church building and play with them.  Personally, I would think that it would be God’s will to keep them out of the church and I’m going with that.  These are merely a few examples, and I will stop there.

The more modern segments think it’s okay for females to wear pants, but more conservative ones truly believe that women should be clad in strictly skirts and dresses and to do otherwise would be a sin.  Rules for females can be quite harsh as jewelry and accessories as well as cosmetics are frowned upon, depending upon the segment, as the perception is that you are trying to look like a whore.  Last but not least let’s forget about a woman being able to show off her long, beautiful hair, which makes her more attractive.  In most Pentecostal churches women are told not to cut their hair as It is their glory, and they are welcome to wear it long if they wish, but for some reason our group was a bit different and totally discouraged that practice.  If one of our female members did so she might as well put a sign around her neck that said Prostitute because she was clearly seeking attention and had the ulterior motive of wanting to tempt the male members of the congregation.  In order to avoid this label, the ladies always kept their hair up in a bun as it was the best way to avoid the wrath of your fellow parishioners, mainly the other women.

Within six months of joining dad was appointed head of the budget and finance committee because of his accounting background and was considered a real asset to the team.  He was a breath of fresh air and helped them streamline their processes as well as accounting procedures and everyone thought he was wonderful and a great addition to the church.

Because of dad’s work on the budget and finance committee, not to mention the fact that he was so well spoken and professional, the preacher really took a liking to dad and a mere six months later appointed him to church leadership.  Pop was the new associate pastor and was honored that he had been asked to assist in that capacity, even though it was only as needed.

Six months down the road the preacher dropped over dead from a massive heart attack and dad was number one in line to the throne so to speak; and as the pastor had been grooming him and there being no other contenders he was in!  With Pop being very good looking, charismatic, and smart as he was an accountant, and with an attractive wife (mom was pretty even without makeup, unlike so many of the others, just saying) the entire congregation voted and it was unanimous, he was the new pastor, and he graciously accepted.

Still working during the day as an accountant he scrambled to find the time to do his 9-5 gig and then pastor the church on Wednesday and Saturday nights and then again on Sunday morning.  He was clearly stretched pretty thin.  Dad then got the idea that maybe he could give up his job with the accounting firm and be a preacher full time, which would give him more time to prepare his sermons, work on church administration and finance, and even visit the sick and elderly.  Mom’s view was that she thought that was a spectacular idea with just one little problem, the loss of income from his regular gig as an accountant, which the family needed to continue eating and living indoors.

One would think that a small Pentecostal church that’d had an unpaid volunteer preacher for the past fifteen years would be hard pressed to pay a salary, most likely because there wasn’t enough money in the coffers for a salaried position, right?

Wrong!  It turned out that their reserves were padded nicely to the tune of $700,000 as apparently Dad’s predecessor had been very aggressive over the years about encouraging tithing.  As a result, the congregation had been very generous as he nudged them to contribute when the collection plate was passed three times each week.  But $700k over fifteen years?  Was that possible?  No.  Turned out that a couple of members, or should I say former ones, had passed over time and had left their entire estate to the church, ergo, seven hundred big ones.

The elders of the church approved dad’s proposal to be their full-time pastor, he left his position at the accounting firm, and he was off and running.  He wasted no time and began a campaign of working to convert the old neighborhood church into one that was visible in the community.  Implementing an aggressive marketing campaign, he encouraged the parishioners to be open about their faith and actively encouraged them to bring visitors.  The way he explained it to the congregation, for the past decade and a half we had essentially been inbred, stagnating, and not growing, which he said in itself was a sin because we were not doing the work of the Lord as he had intended.  As dad described it, we needed to repent, and the solution to that was to grow the church as that was the key to spreading the word of God.

Pop’s plan worked and the church started to take on new members and in record number and as it did, tithing increased and the church’s bank account grew as well.  Because most of the congregation was impressed Dad’s salary went up as well because in the parishioner’s eyes, he was worth every penny of it as he was growing the congregation.  Dad was on top of the world.

The time passed quickly, and Dad’s popularity continued to grow, right along with the church’s membership and it’s soaring revenues and in the eyes of the parish he could do no wrong.  Or could he? 

Dad’s sermons began to change, very slowly, almost unnoticeable at first but they were changing.  At first no one said anything, not even mom as her initial thoughts were that he was just trying to keep the services interesting for the congregation. 

His first new pitch involved requests to the congregation to tithe and give to the Lord, not unusual in itself as he had been doing that for a long time, but his new slant, which was very charismatic, offered an incentive.  The way he explained it, if you give to the Lord, you can be assured that you will receive every penny you tithed back several times over.  He then assured everyone that would happen without exception if you did two things, you gave, and believed, and if you did you would be wealthy, financially and spiritually and your world would be filled with happiness.

In addition to asking for more money he also took off down another path, one even more disturbing, as it bordered on subjects which were rarely spoken of in congregations such as ours.  In one sermon, he spoke of the Old Testament story of how Lot’s daughters had seduced him so they could have his children, and in another about how Abraham’s wife Sarah insisted he take her servant Hagar to provide him with a son.  As the weeks pressed on, he continued this deviation and also spoke of The Mormons and how some of their sects believe it is okay to have multiple wives.  He said he could not condemn them and wondered if they were truly being sinful because if they were, would God not have stricken them dead already and maybe it was best to let the Lord make such decisions and he was going to stay in his lane and out of their business.

The members of the church were a little concerned at his new line of sermons which for the most part seemed to center on men having multiple wives and/or partners.  This was definitely a variation from what they had been used to prior to my father taking over the church and they seemed a bit rattled.

One evening my father and mother were sitting in the living room and he brought up the topic which he had recently brought up at several sermons, that of men having multiple wives and/or concubines and asked mom what she thought.  She said she didn’t think it was a good idea because from everything she had learned growing up in a Presbyterian household, one wife should have one husband, and that was the way it was.  Then asking him what he thought he said that modern times called for modern solutions and that maybe it was time to move beyond outmoded concepts.  As he explained his thoughts to her he said that the guidelines given to man in the bible were instituted for the times that people lived in and made sense in that day and age.  He also stated to her that the idea of one man and one woman helped keep STDs under control and provided identity to any children that might be conceived, otherwise the youths would not have community acceptance nor know where they came from.

Mom then asked him if he would like to have another wife in addition to her and he said he would under certain conditions.  One, she would need to approve of it, and two if it were more socially acceptable.  Continuing his thoughts, he then explained how it would provide a lonely female with the opportunity to have a husband and would provide her with a sense of family.  He then told Mom that the two of them would be like sisters and as they had additional children, we would have an even larger family to spend the holidays with and the support everyone could provide to one another would be fantastic.

Though Mom wanted to, she decided not to respond, and the conversation ended there.  She was deeply concerned as her Pentecostal preacher husband and his new mode of thinking were definitely straying into waters which his congregation would not appreciate.  Although they were only opinions, they would have been over the line as far as his congregation would have been concerned.  If they had discovered that he had shared with Mom what he did they would be dismayed as not a one of them would have wanted a man in the pulpit who truly believed in his heart what he was telling my mother.

It was a sunny Friday afternoon, and I was waiting outside the elementary school I attended, just as I did every day after class, waiting on Mom to pick me up.  She was typically there waiting on me just as soon as I walked out the door but today was different and I thought it strange that I did not see her car. This was very unusual because she was always right on time.  I continued to wait patiently by the curb and as the minutes passed, the congestion of automobiles in front of the student pickup area thinned out and soon there were none.  Looking around, I saw that I was the only person in sight and as that had never happened to me before I became concerned, and just as I was getting ready to head back into the school to call home a moving van entered the pickup lane.  As I examined it closer, I noticed it was pulling a trailer on it was a car that looked just like Mom’s.  Rolling down the drive it then stopped in front of me and as I looked up into the cab a woman was waving at me.  It was Mom, who motioned for me to get in the truck.

Putting my backpack on, I jumped onto the step, grabbed the rail and pulled the handle and as the door opened mom smiled at me and said, “Hi honey, get in.”

I complied and as I closed the door, I began removing my backpack and asked, “Mommy, why are you driving this moving van, and is there something wrong with our car?”

“Go ahead and get your seatbelt on sweetie,” she said.

Following her orders, I buckled up and then asked, “Where’s Dad?  Is there something wrong with his car too?”

She put the vehicle in gear and began driving and then said, “He’s not going to be coming with us honey.”

“Mommy I don’t understand, we’re not going home?”

“No baby.”

“Then why, and where are we going?”

“We’re going to stay with my mom and dad for a bit in North Point.  Do you remember them?”

“Grandpa and Grandma?  Of course, I do.  How long will we be visiting with them?”

“Until mommy gets a job in the Four Points area, then we can move out and get our own place.”

“Will Daddy be coming later?”

Shaking her head she said, “No, he won’t be angel.”

“Why Mommy?  Is it because he has to work at the church?”

Sniffling she shook her head and said, “It’s not that either honey.  The truth is that Mommy and Daddy aren’t going to be living together anymore sweetie.  From now on it’s going to be me and you.”

“But I don’t understand Mommy, why are you and Daddy not going to be able to live together?”

Still sniffling she was struggling to hold back the tears, trying to appear strong for me.  Finally, after a few moments she said, “It’s complicated and I would actually rather not talk about it right now, but I promise that I’ll explain it to you later, so for now let’s talk about something else, okay?”

“Okay mommy.”

She was clearly broken up over what had just happened and unable to talk about it and I think she was also trying to spare me the shock of the details as most likely she was not sure that a child as young as I would understand them.

Changing the subject she asked, “Did you have a good time at Kasey’s last night?”

Over the course of time, I would eventually learn the gory details from Mom as to why we were in that moving van headed for my grandparents’ house in North Point with my dad nowhere in sight. Let’s just say it is quite the tale:

After the Wednesday night service ended Mom and I headed home, and Dad stayed behind at the church.  He said he had some accounting work to get caught up on and he would be home later and told Mom not to wait up, so we went to the house and got in bed.  Waking up about 2:30 AM, mom noticed that he was still not home and picked up the phone and called the church.  Upon answering he said he had gotten busy working and didn’t know it was as late as it was and that he was going to work for a bit longer and then lie down on the couch in his office.  According to him there was no sense in driving home at that hour, he would just sleep there and would see her in the morning.  Though she thought it sounded strange she turned off the bedside lamp and went to sleep.

Getting up the next morning to get ready for work, she noticed he had still not returned home and was not alarmed because she figured he was fast asleep on the couch in his office and would be home a bit later.  After dropping me off the next morning Mom headed off to work at the school where she taught. On the way she stopped at the store to pick up a few classroom supplies, which teachers frequently do so out of pocket.  At the register she pulled out the household debit card to pay and it was declined which she found strange because she had checked the balance online the day before and there was $8,000 in the account.  Since the clock was ticking and she needed to get to work, she used a credit card instead, planning to call the bank later as she was sure it was simply an error of some sort which could be easily corrected.

On her lunch hour she called the bank attempting to find out what the previous issue was and was told that overnight all the money in the checking was wired out of the account.  She told them it was clearly fraud, and they would need to correct the problem and was then told that it was done in a local branch by the only other authorized user on the account, her husband.  The person then said that the two of them would both need to come in and talk to a banker and file a report with the police if the money truly had been stolen.

At first, she tried to call Dad at home and there was no answer, so she left a message on the answering machine asking him to contact her at her school straight away.  She then called the church and the receptionist answered who told her she was glad that she had called as things were in a frenzy down there and asked if she knew where the pastor, her husband, was at that moment.  Telling her that she did not know because she had been at work all morning, she then asked what the fuss was at the church.  After a long pause the lady then asked if there was any way that she could come down there because she didn’t want to go into it over the phone.  Attempting to call Dad on his cell phone, he did not answer, and it went straight to voicemail and with that mom’s anxiety grew as something seemed very wrong.  Getting someone to cover her class for the rest of the day she left work, and as she drove toward the church a thousand possibilities danced through her head as to what could possibly be going on.

Deciding she would do a quick check at the house and see if he was there; she pulled up in front and not seeing his car in the driveway hit the remote raising the garage door to find it was empty and it was clear that he was not there.  Trying him once again on his cell phone he did not answer causing her anxiety to grow and she headed straight to the church as that was apparently where she would find out what was going on.

Upon arriving at the church, Mom headed straight to the office where she found two of the Elders, the associate pastor, and the receptionist, who thanked her for coming down and immediately asked if she had heard from my father.  Once again, she said that she had not and had even driven by the house and he was not there either.  She also said she was extremely worried because he was not answering his cell phone and told them that all the money in their checking account was gone, and she was beginning to fear that he may have been the victim of some sort of foul play.

At that point the associate pastor showed her a letter that he had left behind in an envelope on which was written My Beloved Congregation.  In it he talked of how it was time for a new beginning for the church and it was time to start living as the Lord truly wanted and he was beginning that journey immediately.  He said that God came to him in a vision and told him to take two women from the church and proclaim them as his wives and in the eyes of the Lord they would be married and would be without sin.  Continuing he explained that in the Old Testament men could have multiple spouses and that was right and good and should not be questioned. 

After that, he went onto say that he had been tasked by the Almighty with the duty of setting up a community where such practices would not be subject to scrutiny by man and families could live as God intended them to.  He then said that the Lord above told him to use all resources at his disposal and to not fear as he would be protected.  In closing, he said he knew that as a result of his actions he would be under great scrutiny from the congregation but for them not to be angry but accept it as he was leaving to prepare a place for them.  He then went onto say that he would let them know when it was ready and together they could all live in harmony just as they were supposed to.

After Mom finished reading the letter, they showed her several shocking pieces of information.  One, he had recently taken a line of credit on the church building itself to do improvements, totally without the knowledge or consent of the membership, and the bank had authorized him to have two million dollars at his disposal.  He had accessed the full amount and transferred it into the church account.  Two, yesterday he wired all of that plus the money that the church had built up in its coffers since he had taken over to an offshore account.  Total amount: $3,750,000.

Mom sat down on the couch and began bawling as she was in disbelief. In later years, she told me that during those moments she thought it was all a bad dream and that she would be waking up any moment and it would all be over, and life would be back to normal.

The office phone rang, and the receptionist answered it and very quickly another question was answered.  Apparently two of the single women in the congregation, Eva and Judy, who were sisters, had emptied out their apartments and quit their jobs over the past couple of days and their brother was looking for them and figured the church they attended might be a good place to start.  Turns out that they were the two wives that Dad had taken and, in more ways than one as according to their brother, they had both announced they were pregnant at a family dinner several days ago, which everyone found quite disturbing because neither of them even had a boyfriend, or so they thought.

Mom was quite hysterical but eventually regained her composure enough to head home, where upon arrival she found that Dad had returned home at some point and gathered his clothes and a few personal belongings.  On the counter was an envelope addressed to her which contained a letter that read:

My darling, by now you’ve realized that I’ve gone and are probably asking yourself why, what have I done?  I want to assure you that you are a good woman and to never questions that as long as you live.  For some time now I’ve been having visions from the Almighty himself, just as many men in the bible had, and I am convinced of one thing, that if those men’s words were true and not fraudulent then mine are too because I have seen it and have touched the face of God.  I am sure that you have been to the church, and they have told you of how I have taken the church’s funds, and I want to assure you that this is all untrue as they money was never theirs in the first place, it was the Lord’s and he has reassigned it to me to do his work.

He continued by saying that he was going to prepare a place in South America near Argentina and there he was establishing the community which he spoke of in his letter to the church.  Dad continued by saying that he was not abandoning her, and he wanted Mom and I to join him as she was his first wife and she had earned that right and would always be number one in his life.  He said he feared she might not be receptive to the whole idea and that’s why he did not tell her what he was planning as he could not risk being stopped under any circumstances.  At the end, he provided an email address and said that if she wished to join him to send him a message and he would make arrangements and would bring the two of us to where he was located.

After she read the note, she knew her life in that community was over and it was time to go.  She asked one of the women from church who had a little girl that I was friends with if I could spend the night with them and then packed a bag for me, called me at school and told me that I would be staying with Kasey’s family overnight.  She then rented a moving van and early the next morning hired a couple of day laborers from a nearby convenience store with money she had stashed away in her personal savings account.  They helped her load as much stuff as they could and loaded her car on a trailer and hooked it up to the van.  Just before she picked me up, she stopped at the landlord’s house who we were renting from and handed them the keys and told him what Dad had done.  He must have been a pretty cool guy because he eventually sent Mom the deposit back, despite the fact that Dad was the only one on the lease.

This was a prime example of how Christianity has been used for thousands of years to enslave, threaten, coerce, manipulate, trick, abuse, control and in this case steal from individuals.  If Jesus could see what it has become, he would be infuriated, though I suspect he can!  It often seems the entire faith has been transformed into a huge financial opportunity and prosperity-based churches and TV evangelists asking their flock for money so they can buy business jets for fifty million dollars, which they claim better enables them to spread the word of God, are common.  Finally, I am frequently disappointed by those who claim they are good Christians.  This same group seems to have no trouble gossiping about their friends and neighbors and turning up their noses up at the poor as well as the homeless and accuse them of being bad people because they have no job or no place to live.

The entire experience caused us to take a different view on religion after attending that church and Dad pulling what he did, and who could blame us after what we had gone through, especially my mother.


Chapter 2

We lived with my grandparents in North Point for about six months before Mom got back on her feet and landed a new job as a teacher in Four Points. She rented a nice little cottage that was just perfect for us.  The two of us were now bachelorettes and on our own, but it was also good to know that we had Grandpa and Grandma only half an hour away in the event we needed them.

I was eight years old and going into the third grade at Four Points Elementary, the same place where Mom was starting her new job as a teacher, which was convenient because I was looking forward to riding in with her each day versus catching the bus as I would sometimes do at my old school. 

It was the first day of school, for both of us, and I was sitting in the living room with my backpack waiting on mom.  As she entered, I could not help but notice how pretty she looked as she was like a gorgeous butterfly that had broken out of its crusty brown cocoon.  The hair in the bun, the dull looking skirt and top had vanished and there stood a brand-new woman before me, and she was beautiful.  Her long beautiful dark brown hair was down and resting on her shoulders and she was wearing a lovely blue floral print dress.  On top of that she was also wearing earrings, makeup, and even heels and as I looked at her toes, I could see they were painted a light shade of red.

“About ready hon?” she asked.

Sitting there with a shocked look on my face I said, “Mommy?”

She realized that she’d gotten my attention with her new wardrobe and then smiled and asked, “What do you think?”

“You’re wearing different clothes.”

Nodding she said, “Yes, I definitely am.  Come on let’s go.  We don’t want to be late to our first day of school now do we.”

Grabbing her purse and tote bag she headed out the front door; and I followed behind and we subsequently got in the car and began to drive toward the school.

After traveling for a bit, I asked, “Mommy, can I ask you a question?”

“Of course, sweetie.”

“Why are you wearing different clothes than normal?”

After a brief pause, she said, “I see you’ve noticed that I’m not wearing the things that I have been for the past couple of years.”

“Mmm hmmm.”

“I didn’t want to wear them any more sweetie.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know if you’re really going to understand this, but those clothes were tied to the last three years of my life and the identity that I agreed to accept in an attempt to save my marriage with your father.  You were probably too young to remember but we had some trouble about three years ago, and what I thought was the solution, going to that church, was not.  Alexis those clothes, those awful clothes, were never part of who and what I was, and I need to leave them behind because they are a reminder of the limited life I led while I went to that church.  I gave up so many of the good things in life simply for an ideology, all the while thinking I was saving my marriage.  Heck, I couldn’t even have a glass of wine because according to them it was a sin.  Those clothes are also a reminder of your father and the way he not only abandoned but betrayed us and drained every last penny out of our checking account and left us with nothing, save the few dollars I had tucked away.  Thank God I had a separate savings account with a few thousand bucks in it that he knew nothing about.  Finally, and I say finally, those clothes are not clothes, they are uniforms, for prisoners and are nothing more than a step or two above what the Jews were given to wear when they were marched into Nazi death camps….”

Stopping herself she then glanced at me and said, “Okay, maybe I’m being a bit overboard with that last statement, but I’m not too far off.  Anyway honey, that’s why I can’t wear those awful things anymore.”

Being that I was eight years old that was a lot to take in, but it was clear that she needed someone to talk to and despite the fact I was so young I believe she felt that I could relate to her because I had been with her through the entire ordeal.

After a long silence I said, “I think you look pretty mommy.”

Her face lit up and she said, “Thank you sweetie.”

“Do you think maybe I could get some new clothes too?  I want to look beautiful just like you.”

Beaming she said, “Absolutely,” and she shot me a big wide smile and chuckled.


Chapter 3

Apart from my grandparents pitching in from time to time, Mom raised me pretty much by herself.  She was smart, thrifty, and did the best that she could considering all factors and, in my opinion, did a wonderful job.  All the while she kept to herself, except for a random date here and there but never brought them into the house.  It was clear that Mom was somewhat guarded and who could blame her after what Dad had put her through.

Religion never played a part in our lives afterward aside from going to an occasional baptism, wedding, or funeral of a family member or friend.  After what happened with Dad, we never attended again, and the fact that I didn’t wasn’t because Mom discouraged me from doing so, because if I’d wanted to she would have been supportive.  I didn’t because I too was still reeling from exiting school that fateful day and seeing mom driving a moving van and subsequently telling me the story of how we were moving to live with her parents and Dad would not be joining us.  Ever.

The years flew by and the next thing I knew I had blossomed into a young woman and was in high school and just as quickly that time seemed to click by pretty fast as well.  I was a good girl, stayed busy with a variety of activities at school including choir and drama, and out of trouble.  In many ways I didn’t really stand out and just kind of blended in and that was the way I liked it.  From time to time, I would have an occasional date, but it was usually pretty light, one time only, and never amounted to anything.  This was for two reasons, one because I wouldn’t give them any pussy, and two when push came to shove, I was just not really interested in any of the boys I had gone out with, I think because they all wanted things to move so fast.  That was a shame because several of them were quite nice and if they could have taken things a bit slower, I might eventually have gotten comfortable enough with them for a relationship. 

Was I traumatized because of what had happened to my mother and was also afraid to take a chance on love?  Or was I attracted to girls instead?  Or was it something else?

I clearly wasn’t a raging lesbian because there were some boys at school that I thought were cute and that’s why I went out with them but there was one girl that totally floated my boat, and her name was Kassidy Ross.  She and I met my first year in high school as we had freshman English as well as biology together where we were lab partners.  Any time it came to dissecting something, I always took the lead, which she liked because she was a bit squeamish.  From time to time, we would go to the movies, hang out at the mall, and even spend the night at one another’s house and as time passed, I knew one thing, that I was madly in love with her.

Even though gay acceptance as well as marriage was becoming more and more accepted across the country it was not where I lived.  The Four Points area was a smaller community though not teeny, but it was still not The Big City, and you had to be careful when it came to such attitudes which was why I kept it to myself.  As badly as I wanted to tell her how I felt, I did not dare to because if she wasn’t onboard it would have been social disaster and in a little place like our town you just couldn’t take such a chance. Otherwise, you could be driven out of town by a mob carrying pitchforks and torches like in an old movie.  Maybe that’s a bit dramatic but you get the idea.  Then again considering how conservative the place was, maybe not.

Even if I’d had the courage to test the waters and she had rejected my advances there was something more, it might have ended our friendship and I couldn’t have stood the prospect of being without her.  With that, I decided I would rather have her close as a friend than risk it all and lose her completely and with the way things were I could at least be physically near her in class and when we hung out after school.  However, deep in my heart, mind, and soul I burned for her, and I prayed for relief from her charms, but my requests continued to go unanswered and for me, the lovesick little girl, I waited patiently, hoping, that one day it all might change.

I often wondered if she had any of the same stirrings inside as I had for her, even in the slightest, but knew deep down inside she did not because she typically either had a boyfriend or had her eye on a guy that she liked.  Occasionally, she would setup a double date with her boyfriend of the moment and one of his friends and even if I didn’t like him all that much I would participate simply because I liked her company as well as just being close to her. 

It was exactly one week after my eighteenth birthday and once again Kassidy had arranged a double date and I accepted.  Finishing up dinner at the local pizza place we frequented, we then headed back to her house as her parents were going to be out late and I was going to be spending the night.  After arriving at her home, we went into the living room where Kassidy and her boyfriend took the love seat and my date, Tyler, and I took the couch.  The four of us chatted for a few minutes about general topics such as school, graduation, etc. and after a bit the two of them started their own conversation effectively leaving us out.  As I observed them, I could see that she was chuckling slightly and had one of those starry looks in her eyes that meant she was digging him, and very shortly thereafter the two of them began gently kissing which quickly transformed into full blown making out.  Tyler and I then glanced at one another and chuckled and after a few moments made an attempt at light conversation, which was pathetic at best.

The awkwardness of the situation finally caused me to decide, when in Rome…., and we began making out as well.

My date was a pretty good kisser and was better than many I’d had so what the heck, it was more fun than just sitting there on the couch doing nothing.  I was also hopeful that Kassidy would see that I was having a good time with the guy she’d set me up with since I wanted her to be happy considering that she had taken the time to do so.  As I continued making out with my date, I would occasionally peek across the room to see what her and her boyfriend were doing and as time progressed, I could see that they were really getting intimate.  Eventually her date, whose hand started out on her leg just above her knee, started his slow advance and eventually worked his way upward to where the edge of her short white dress rested which is where he stopped.  At that point he had a decision to make, roll the dice and keep edging upward or hold the line.  By moving forward, he might risk the humiliation of having her grab his hand and stop him cold in his tracks, then again maybe not.  That’s the gamble you take when you’re a guy.

Apparently, my date was also watching his friend across the room as his hand was now in the exact same place, right where the seam of my plaid skirt was resting on my leg.  What the fuck?  This guy was copying what his friend was doing, exactly! 

Seeing that Kassidy’s boyfriend had now passed the edge of her dress and was clearly underneath it was clear that she wasn’t going to stop him.  As I wanted to appear cool to my best friend and at the same time show her that I was enjoying our double date, I placed my hand on top of Tyler’s, grasped it, and pushed it ever so gently underneath the hemline of my skirt.  His breathing was now heavier than ever and as my hand briefly brushed his crotch, I could tell that he was ready to go, and the thought that I had the power to rev him up as such kind of excited me.  Anyway, about a quarter of a second before he reached my panties, I heard a female voice announce, “Kassidy, we’re home.”

In less time than it takes for a politician to spend money, everyone in the living room’s hands were back where they belonged, with several inches between them and their respective dates.

As her parents entered the living room Kassidy said, “Oh hi, you’re home early.”

Her father said, “It was a boring speaker and we thought we would just come on home.  We don’t mean to interrupt you and your guests, just pretend like we’re not here.”

She stood and said, “Oh no, it’s okay, the guys were just leaving, and we were getting ready to walk them out.”


Chapter 4

After seeing our dates to their car, we returned to Kassidy’s room where we changed into our nightgowns, turned on the TV and climbed up on her king size bed and talked.  Sitting there I could not help but notice how pretty she was even with her makeup off; and as I scanned below her knees, I also noticed how beautiful, silky and smooth her legs were and every fiber of my being wanted to touch them, though I didn’t dare.

On more than one occasion I had fantasized about being with Kassidy in her room just like we were at that moment, sitting on her bed talking, giggling and just being girls.  On television something would come up about gay marriage as that was the hot topic of the day and she would ask, “Alexis, can I ask you a question, and I hope you won’t think it’s too weird.”

Nodding I would say, “Sure.”

“There’s all this talk about gay marriage in the news right now and personally I’m okay with people doing whatever they want with their lives because it’s none of my business, ya know?”

“I feel the exact same way.”

“It’s been on TV and in the news so much it makes you think.”

Looking at her intently I ask, “What does it make you think Kass?”

“Here’s the part where you’ll probably think this is a weird question, but have you ever thought about being with another girl?”

Smiling at her I say, “You answer first,” and then we laugh.

Shaking her head she says, “No you,” and I respond with “No you, and you started this.”

“Okay, but what we say here stays here, agreed?” she asks.

“I promise.”

“And if you break that promise I’ll say you’re a liar and never speak to you again.”

“Okay, okay, I promise.”

After a few seconds she says, “I have to admit that I am a bit curious as to what it would be like to be with another girl,” and a few seconds later she said, “Now you.”

Rocking my head from side to side and then looking upward I then say, “I agree, I have wondered on more than one occasion what it would be like myself.”

After a few moments of silence, I looked directly into her eyes and added, “I do know one thing, if I ever did it, I would not want it to be with just anyone.”

Smiling at me she asked, “What would they be like?”

“It would need to be someone I cared for and who cared for me you know, not just sex or a one-night stand.  I would want a romantic atmosphere with candles burning dimly in the room and for the experience to be loving, tender and romantic.”

Looking down momentarily she then looks back up and asked, “Would she have light brown hair and blue eyes?” and then while biting her lower lip issues an impish smile.

“If I could be so fortunate,” I said while gazing adoringly into her eyes.

Leaning toward me slightly I meet her halfway and our flesh is soon pressed together, and the tenderness of her lips is more remarkable than I had previously imagined even in my wildest dreams.  Opening my mouth, she quickly responds in kind and our tongues begin swirling passionately and I put my arms around her and at long last I’m finally holding her in my arms just as I had envisioned for so long and my dream is fulfilled.

After a couple of minutes, she pulls back and then gets off the bed and just stands there on the floor gazing at me and suddenly she drops her nightgown to the floor baring all and as I scan her from head to toe, she is just as I imagined, absolute perfection down to the last detail.  Her small supple breasts appear to be very inviting as well as perky and have large areolas, exactly as I had envisioned.  As I look downward, I can see that she is clean shaven, just as I’d dreamed she would be, enabling me to fully pleasure her as there was nothing more that I wanted to do than make her happy, in every way.

I move over to where I’m sitting on the side of the bed near her and she steps in between my open legs and puts her arms around me and says, “Here I am Alexis, I’m all yours, if you want me.”

“Oh Kass, I’ve been dreaming of this moment for so long, I didn’t know you felt the same way.”

Nodding she says, “Yes, for four years I’ve wanted to let you how I feel but have been afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“That you would reject me, and I wouldn’t get to see you anymore, and that then everyone in school would find out and I would be a social pariah for liking a girl.”

Shaking my head I say, “No Kass, I would never reject you and I’ve been wanting to tell you how much I care about you for such a very long time and haven’t, but I am now.  I love you Kassidy.”

“And I love you,” and we have the most romantic kiss in the history of the world and the two of us make love all night long and bring each other to one glorious climax after another.  Finally, we collapse from exhaustion and just lie there holding one another gently, and as I breathe in, I catch her scent which fills me with delight and I give her a slight squeeze and we quickly drift off to sleep.

Thinking I was fast asleep holding Kassidy in my arms I was soon shocked back to reality by the sound of Kassidy’s voice, “Alexis?”

“Huh?  Sorry, what?”

“Are you okay?”

Nodding I said, “Oh yes, just kind of zoned out there for a moment, sorry.”

“I said your name at least three time before you snapped out of it.  That must have been some kind of daydream you were having.  What were you thinking about?”

Definitely not wanting to tell her what I was really thinking about I said, “Oh, just stuff.”

“Must have been some pretty heavy stuff.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “I was just thinking about how high school is almost finished and in barely a month and a half it will be over, and we’ll be adults in the real world.  Kass it’s kind of scary.”

Nodding she smiled and said, “So, I see that you and Tyler were getting to know one another quite well, before mom and dad came home that is.”

We both giggled and I then said, “And might I say the same about you, young lady, as I noted that you weren’t stopping him from getting to know you on a more intimate level.”

Chuckling she then added, “Fair enough but I did observe that you were edging Tyler’s hand underneath your dress.”

“Perhaps, “I said, “Maybe we are both guilty as charged?”

“I plead the fifth,” she said, and we giggled.

After a brief silence I asked, “Provided that your folks hadn’t arrived, would you have stopped him?”

Looking up at the ceiling briefly she then said, “No and yes.  I was going to let him touch me because I was pretty revved up and it would have felt good to have him rubbing on me, but I would not have let him go all the way.”

“Especially with me there in the same room,” and we burst into laughter.

She then asked, “What about you?”

Grinning I said, “It was just our first date.  However, I was having fun and was getting pretty warmed up just like you, know what I mean?”

After a few moments she said, “What you said earlier about high school and how it’s almost over, you’re right.  It won’t be long and we will be off to college.”

“That’s right.”

“I’m really glad that you decided to apply to Midwestern Central State, that way we will still be together, well, at least some of the time,” she said.

Nodding I said, “Of course, and besides it’s right here in the Four Points area and we will both be close to home.”

“Which can be good and bad,” she added, and we then chuckled.

After a few moments she said, “I don’t know about you but I’m about ready for bed.”

“Me too, it’s been a long day.”

Hopping off the bed we rolled the bedclothes down and then got in and then reaching over to her bedside table, she turned off the lamp and momentarily afterwards, I clicked the one off on my side.  The room was now dark except for a few rays of moonlight creeping through windows plus there was a small nightlight in the bathroom which gave off a faint glow.

“Sleep well,” she said.

“You too,” I replied.

After a few moments I said, “Kass, thanks for being such a good friend to me all these years.”

“You’re welcome and thanks to you for being a great friend too.”

“You know in so many ways you’ve helped to add normalcy to my life being around you and your family.  You’re all so well balanced.”

“I’m very fortunate to have such a nice family, and you know that you are part of it, now and always.”

“That means a lot.  I don’t mean to complain about my family because my mom is great but ….”

“The whole thing you told me about with your dad all those years ago?”

“Yea.”

“And after all that?  He was never heard from again by anyone?”

Shaking my head I replied, “It was like he simply vanished off the face of the Earth, and to this day he’s still made no contact with us.”

“I would think that he would have at least tried to reach out to his daughter.”

“You would think, but then again he may have several more children by now, wherever he is.  Plus, from my understanding there are several outstanding warrants for his arrest which might discourage him coming back into the country or contacting anyone because if he is in a country that has an extradition agreement with the U.S. he could be brought back.”

Nodding her head Kassidy said, “That may be why he’s laying low.”

Pausing for a bit she then said, “I know it’s got to hurt, your father running off, abandoning you and your mom, stealing all that money.  You’re a great person Alexis and definitely didn’t deserve that.”

After a few moments of silence I added, “It was ten years ago and it doesn’t bother me or hurt as much as it did at the time, because what is it they say?  Time is the great healer.  There’s a lot of truth in that statement.  Anyway, I’ve not forgotten the experience and never will.”

“Who could?  It must have been pretty traumatic.”

“I think I’m still kind of scarred.  However, I’m getting better.  And like I said, thanks in part to being around you.”

“Thanks Alexis.”

“Well, I’ll shut up now and let you get some sleep.  Good night.”

“Good night Alexis, I love you.”

Though she did not see it a huge smile came to my face, and I replied, “And I love you too,” and under my breath where she did not hear I added, “More than you know.”

Lying there I could see the outline of Kassidy’s head facing away from me and as I lay there staring, I was grateful simply to be there next to her.  As I gazed at her form, now faint in the light I could see her shoulder rise and fall with each breath she would take and as I inhaled, I was taken by the sweet scent which was emanated from her which was also present on the sheets as well as my pillow.  I loved her so much that it hurt but I could not tell her, and as bad as I wanted to reach over and touch her flesh I did not.  The greatest love I had ever known at that point in my life, the one who filled my soul with joy every time that I saw her, that made my heart go pitter patter just thinking about her and that was my reason for getting up in the morning and I were only inches apart, but it might as well have been a million miles.


Chapter 5

Graduated!  As we threw our caps high into the air that night it signaled that the innocence of childhood was over and we were entering the real world, well sort of, if college counts, but I’m going to say that it does.  After all I could have been drafted into the military, right?  Oh wait, I don’t think they’ve passed a law forcing girls to be part of any conscription that might occur, yet anyway.

Afterwards, several of us got together at Peggy’s Cafe, including Kass, to celebrate and it turned out several other groups from our graduating class had the same idea as there were quite a few people when you added them all up, maybe fifty.  The entire evening would have perfect if I could have had Kass all to myself, but that was not the case as a boy from our class, Will, was all over her making it literally impossible for me to engage in conversation with her.  In addition, Tyler, the guy from my double date with her about six weeks prior was all over me which impeded my efforts as well.  It just wasn’t how I had planned to spend my graduation evening.  However, everyone else around me seemed to be having a good time socializing, laughing, and celebrating, but I was just not in the mood to participate so I sent Kass a text message telling her that there were so many people around her I couldn’t get close enough to her to say goodbye and that I was heading home.  I also added that mom and I were heading up to see my grandparents in North Point the following morning and that I hadn’t even packed.

Just as I was walking out the door of the cafe I heard my name, “Alexis,” and it was Kassidy.  Walking up to me she said, “I saw your text and I’m sorry you’re leaving.  Won’t you stay?  Please?”

Looking into her eyes I said, “You saw my text, I think I’d better head on home.”

“Okay,” she replied and then reached and gave me the warmest hug I’d ever had in my life and as she did, I returned hers.  For those few moments where we held one another I felt the warmth and comfort I’d been wishing for so very long and I savored it because those times were few and far between.  She had no idea how much I cherished her and though I could not I truly wished I could show her the love in my heart.

As she pulled away, she said, “We did it girl,” and smiled at me and then took my hands in hers for just a couple of seconds and said, “Love ya girl,” and turned and walked back into the café.

Though she could not hear me I said, “I love you too.”

It was a beautiful night and I decided that I would walk home as the weather was clear and the way home was safe as Four Points was a crime free area for the most part.  However, mom would probably have killed me if she had known that I was walking home alone as her preference would have been for me to have taken a ride share or even called her to come and pick me up.  Maybe she was a little overprotective, but I understood because I was her only child and she wanted to make sure that her daughter was safe.

Starting down the sidewalk, I was quite sad as I thought about Kassidy and how much I loved her as I knew that she would never be mine in the way that I wanted; and the thought of not being able to ever have her as my own filled me with disappointment.  After four years I knew her well and had no doubt that she would never be able to return the feelings that I had for her in the same way.  This was nothing new and I had known it for a long time, but sometimes, things are just hard to accept. 

Maybe, just maybe, it was time for me to put my big girl panties on and get over it and move on.  I had invested four years of my life doing nothing but hoping that one day she could be mine.  For so very long I had been hoping that she would give me a sign, something, anything, that I had not been wasting my time yearning over her and that the possibility of the two of us connecting was real.  Anyway, that’s what I had been waiting on and at long last had realized it was clearly not happening. 

As I continued walking, I thought of what I could do to break her spell and perhaps the solution was just to not be around her.  That in itself would be difficult because over the course of time I had become addicted to her and in plain simple language I was a junkie, and she was my fix.  Every time I saw her sweet face or caught her scent, I got a rush like you would not believe as her mere presence caused a sense of warmth to travel from the tip of my toes all the way to the top of my head.  It was the best legal high that one could have; but just like drugs, it was a temporary solution to a long-term problem, in my case an aching heart.

As much as I loved her, I knew that I could not go on as I had been for so many years and I had to do something as staying in the status quo was painful and when we started college in the fall it would be just like high school, and I would waste four more years suffering all the while.  Was I ready to do what it truly took in order to move on? To have an actual life worth living, perhaps one filled with happiness and someone who could love me back the way I wanted and needed to be?  If there was someone out there fitting that description, I wished I could find them as I had so much affection to give and was just clamoring for the opportunity to love and to be loved.

My thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a voice coming from my left, and as I turned my head there was a homeless woman leaning against the side of a red brick building who stepped forward and extended a Styrofoam coffee cup and said, “Spare change?  Is there any way that you could help me as I’m just passing through and need bus fare to get on down the road?”

As I examined her, I noted that she was gray headed, maybe in her fifties, though I could not determine exactly where she fell on that spectrum as she could have been fifty-one or fifty-nine, and was wearing an odd dark brown floral print dress.  It was definitely not fashionable but more like you would envision a woman wearing who lived in the country, maybe on a farm.  I could just envision her standing next to a man holding a pitchfork with a barn in the background.  It appeared that her skin was slightly leathery, and she had somewhat of a tan indicating that she had spent a great deal of time outdoors in the sun, probably because of her homeless condition.  Peering at me with her light blue eyes she just stood there patiently waiting on a response from me.

“I’m sorry but I can’t help you tonight,” and as I took a step forward to begin walking away, she said, “There’s something troubling your soul.”

This definitely got my attention as that’s not something a person living on the street would typically say to a stranger that they were trying to bum some money from, according to my knowledge of them anyway so I replied, “Why do you say that?”

Smiling she then said, “I can see it in your eyes.”  After a brief pause, she continued, “Are you sure you can’t spare a few coins?”

Shaking my head, I replied, “I’m sorry, but I’ve got trouble of my own and besides, I’m a young girl that just graduated high school this very evening and I have little money.  I’m what they call a starving student.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, what’s the subject of your troubles?  Money?  Love?  Health?”

Standing there looking at her I could not help but wonder why she was even asking this because what these folks typically wanted was some money and nothing more.  Just as I was about to walk off, I stopped myself, looked right at her and said, “Love.”

Nodding, she said, “Ah, so if your love issue was resolved, all would be right with your world?”

At that point I wasn’t even sure if I should answer. In my opinion I had played along with her long enough and it all seemed like bullshit; but something inside me told me not to walk away but stay and listen to what she had to say.

“Yes, if it was and I had exactly what I wanted everything would be perfect and I would be so happy.”

Smiling, she asked, “I take it there is someone in your life who you truly adore, and they are not in your life, at least to the degree you wish?”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, I love them so much it hurts and would give anything if they could be mine as they have no idea how madly in love in am with them.”

Turning her head sideways, she asked, “So your heart truly burns for them?”

I nodded.

“And you would make any sacrifice to have and to hold them?”

I nodded and then sighed, and she replied, “Anything at all?”

This old chick was truly a crackpot as most of them would have told me to have fucked off already for not giving them any money but this one was apparently training for a career in social work, so I thought what the heck, I would keep playing along.

“You know, yes, I would give anything at all.”

Reaching into her pocket she then produced a thin silver ring that had an emblem on it comprised of two hearts looped together, which she held between her fore and middle fingers and then extended her arm and said, “This may be the answer.”

Squinting at it and then at her I asked, “What?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, what you look for may lie in this ring.”

“And how’s that?”

“Take this ring, put it on and wear it overnight and tomorrow morning when you wake up your wish will be fulfilled.”

As I stood there looking at the ring I glanced back at her, and she said, “Go on, take it.”

“Just like that?”

Nodding she then extended her Styrofoam cup and said, “You can make a small contribution if you wish.”

This woman was good and clearly had her routine worked out, so I thought what the heck and I chuckled and got in my purse and took out seven one-dollar bills, all the cash I had on me, and deposited them into the cup.  I then took the ring from her and said, “I only gave you seven bucks, which is hardly a fair price for it.  Do I just keep it, or will I need to return it to you?”

Smiling, she said, “You can return it to me when and if you see me again.”

“What if I don’t run into you, and you sure don’t know where I live?”

“Not to worry, our paths will cross again, and I will collect it from you then.”

After a long pause I asked, “So, just put it on before I go to bed and presto change-o?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, when you wake up it will be done, just take the ring off and put it in a safe place.”

“Okay.”

“Have a nice evening,” she replied, and with that I continued on my way.

This was all complete bullshit and there was no way it was going to work but I decided what the heck, the experience did provide me with some entertainment value and potentially a fun story to share with Kass and Mom.  It was also a welcome distraction from the heavy thoughts I had been having before I ran into her, which was welcome as well as appreciated.

At long last, I finally arrived at home where I washed off my makeup, put on my nightgown, and slipped on the ring given to me by the lady I had met earlier.  I stood there for a few moments and looked at it and chuckled and thought to myself what the heck, the worst that can happen is for it not to work, as all I had in it was a seven-dollar investment.  I then climbed into my bed and as I slid in between the cool sheets they felt wonderful against my flesh as it had been a long day and I was ready for some well-deserved sleep.

As I lay in bed, my mind went back to the conversation I had been having with myself earlier in the evening regarding my friendship with Kassidy before I was interrupted by the homeless woman who gave me the ring, which I was now wearing.  Even though the whole encounter with her was amusing I had little faith it would improve my situation with Kass and doubted that anything could do that and that my fate was sealed.

Returning to my train of thought from earlier before I met the homeless woman, I remembered what I had been thinking, that all that I wanted was to love and be loved and have a little happiness out of life.  Was that so much to ask?  I cared for Kassidy more than anything and wanted to try and remain friends, but I knew deep down that every encounter with her would stir my heart and soul and it would be the same thing over and over.  It would be me, madly in love with her and all the while she would not have a clue how I truly felt about her.  Our friendship was impossible because I knew deep down in my heart of hearts that as long as we remained friends it would be like a broken record, just playing the same old song over and over again while I pined for her.

It panged me greatly, but I knew what I had to do to save myself and it hurt to think about, but I knew it was necessary for my personal salvation, I had to end our friendship.  It was not necessary to tell her that I was as there was no need in hurting her, plus she would wonder why and would start asking me what she had done and how could she make it right.  I didn’t want to go down that road as I felt that eventually I might break down and tell her the truth which would open a whole other can of worms.

I knew what I had to do, I would start minimizing contact, return messages much slower, and not be available to get together when she would ask if I wanted to do something.  Yes, I would just kind of fade away quietly and with high school over and the two of us starting college it would appear normal as frequently friends drift apart under such circumstances.  Rolling over and looking at the wall, I began to sniffle, and tears began to roll down my cheeks.  I loved her so much, but I had to give her up and for the first time in a long time I prayed to the Almighty above for healing as my heart desperately ached at the prospect of what I was about to do.  As much as I wanted Kassidy in it, my new life would not include her, and it clearly never could and the thought of her not being in it shattered my soul into a million pieces.


Chapter 6

My slumber was disturbed as I heard a several soft knocks on the door of my room and the voice of my mother saying, “Good morning sweetheart it’s 7 a.m.  Let’s see if we can get on the road by 8:30 and maybe we can stop and have breakfast on the way,” and then tapping on it three more times she said, “Hope you slept well.”

The first morning after high school had officially ended had arrived and so early on top of that.  It made me wonder if now that I had graduated this was what was in store, getting up at the crack of dawn each day.  I certainly hoped not as it would not be at the top of my list of favorite things to do.  I was so comfortable and had been snoozing so well, but no need complaining about it because the longer I put it off the more mom would bang on the door, so I decided to get moving.

Throwing the sheets back I swung my legs over the side of the bed and was amazed at how quickly my feet hit the floor.  How strange I thought to myself as at my standard 5’3 height my soles did not typically touch the carpet until I scooched off the side of the bed and gently landed on the floor, which was my routine.

Slowly walking through the darkness, I made my way to the bathroom where I flicked on the light and then headed toward the toilet and just as suddenly, I stopped as something in the mirror caught my attention.  Gazing into the looking glass there was the head of a young man in the spot where mine should have been and as I waved my hand so did he and as I moved, he did as well.  As unbelievable as it was it appeared that I was in his body but for some strange reason he was wearing my nightgown, which was amusing to some degree.

By all appearances he was in his late teens to early twenties, had dark brown hair and a beard and piercing blue eyes and he was very nice looking.  Or should I say that it was me that had all the features I just mentioned?

Muttering, “What the ….,” I suddenly stopped myself as my voice had changed and was now much deeper, which was not surprising as I was in the body of a guy.

This had to be some sort of a dream as something like that was just not possible because these kinds of things only happened in Hollywood movies, and I knew for a fact I was not in one and had never even been to Los Angeles or Southern California.

Still gazing at myself, I thought of what a handsome body I was now in and if I was a girl, as clearly I was not at the moment, I would go out with this guy, because he was pretty cute.  I then thought of something else, that this was the kind of guy that Kass would be all over and then it hit me.  Looking at my hand the ring I had put on before going to bed was still on my finger and by all rights should have been too small but oddly enough was not as it appeared that it had expanded along with me.

The ring had worked, I had turned into the person that I had perceived as being Kass’s perfect match, except for the beard, in every detail, just as she had previously described to me, but in my wildest dreams I hadn’t wished to become a guy.  I was pretty sure that hadn’t come up in my conversation with the lady who had given me the ring, but thinking back I then remembered her asking me, “And you would make any sacrifice to have and to hold them?” and I said something like, “I would give anything at all.”

I also recalled telling her, “I love them so much it hurts and would give anything if they could be mine as they have no idea how madly in love in am with them.”

Continuing to look at the dude before me I realized that I had gotten exactly what I had wanted, but at a very high cost as I was no longer a lovely young woman but a guy, which did not fill me with joy.  Then it truly hit me, I now had a potential shot with Kassidy because I was a guy and exactly the kind she had been wishing for, and with my new body I also had a penis and could make love to her properly.  Maybe it wasn’t so bad after all.

First, how do I explain to mom that it’s truly me in the body I’m in? She’s never going to believe me.  Hell, I was standing there looking in the mirror and still couldn’t believe it myself, so why should she?  Who in their right mind would believe such an outlandish story?

I would have to figure that out later because at that moment in time I had a more pressing need because I needed to pee badly and could not wait any longer or I was going to bust or urinate on myself.  Stepping over to the toilet I was uneasy at what lay ahead as this would be my first encounter with my new equipment which I could feel dangling gently beneath my nightgown.  This was a sensation that I had never experienced and a bit odd at that because when you’re a female the real estate is as flat as Texas and nothing’s hanging between your legs.

Pulling up my nightgown I looked down and quickly identified my penis and it was clearly uncircumcised which was not surprising as I hadn’t had the opportunity to get that taken care of yet – ha ha!  I knew in order to urinate standing up as guys do, I would need to grab and point but the truth of the matter was that I was scared to touch it.  I was not sure why because it was clearly mine, but that didn’t change things because in the back of my mind it was a foreign object attached to my body.  Since I needed to go right then and there I couldn’t keep debating as to whether I was going to grab it and pee or just keep staring at it, so I did the next best thing, I sat down and urinated.  Upon finishing I wasn’t sure what to do as I was used to wiping but I did know that most guys gave it a shake, but I was still not ready to touch it.  Once again, I went with plan B and raised up slightly, shook my hips, stood up and let my nightgown fall into place and returned to the bedroom.

Getting back to the business at hand, I could not simply jump out the window and run away from the situation for several reasons.  One, I had no identity as the new me, two, no money or men’s clothing, and finally, no place to go.  Somehow, I needed to devise a way to convince mom that it was me and fast because the last thing I wanted her doing was calling law enforcement, filing charges on me for breaking and entering, abducting her daughter, and then cross dressing in her nightgown.  But how?  There was no easy way.

Opening the door to my bedroom I marched down the hall to the kitchen and as I entered Mom, who was sitting at the table drinking coffee and looking at her cell said, “Good morning sweetheart,” not even looking up as her eyes were glued to her mobile device.

Grabbing a mug, I filled it with coffee and sat down at the kitchen table directly across from her and then whispered loudly, “Good morning.”

“Why are you whispering?” she asked as she raised her head and as she caught sight of me her eyes widened and her mouth fell open.  For several moments, though it seemed a lot longer, she sat there motionless, the two of us saying nothing, just staring at one another.  Suddenly I noted her taking a quick glance at the table and as soon as I looked down, she picked up a table knife that had been resting there and said, “You make one move and I guarantee you’ll never get out of this house alive you son-of-a-bitch.”

I was a bit surprised at her language as I wasn’t used to hearing her talk that way but for her it was a potential life or death situation and for all she knew I was a homicidal maniac who had broken in and was getting ready to rape and kill her.

“You are perfectly safe, and nothing is going to happen, and at the end of our conversation if you want me to leave I will.”

Looking at me with a scowl on her face and she said, “Have you done something with my daughter,” and then called out, “Alexis, come down here,” and there was no response.

“Where’s my daughter?” she said angrily.

“She is safe and close at hand.”

“If you’ve hurt her, I swear to God that I will kill you right here and now.  I’ll cut you up into so many pieces they’ll never be able to put you back together again.”

Mom was really pissed, and I needed to play it cool, otherwise she was going to run me through.  Even though it was only a table knife it could do significant damage to my internal organs if she let the fury loose that was raging in her eyes.

“I’ve done nothing to her in any way, I promise.”

“Then why the hell are you wearing her nightgown you perverted weirdo.”

Taking a sip of my coffee, I then put the cup down and said, “It’s complicated.  However, I ask you to hear me out before calling the police and having me arrested because my fate as well as that of your daughter lies in your hands and your willingness to listen as I have quite a fantastic tale of which I’m sure you will be skeptical.  The only thing I ask is that you have an open mind and ask me any questions that you wish along the way, and, in the end, I think you will believe me because I can hardly believe it myself.  At the end I will get up and leave, or better yet, I will sit here obediently, and you can call the police.  Fair enough?”

With the knife still in her hand and a mean look on her face she said, “This better be good.”

Nodding I said, “It all started last night when your daughter ….”

I told her the whole story in third person format from the point where Alexis left the graduation party, encountered the homeless lady who gave her ring in addition to the entire conversation they had, her coming home and going to bed and the surprise she had when she woke up this morning finding that she was now a young man.  I then took off the ring with the looped hearts and set it on top of the corner of the napkin holder which resided on the center of the kitchen table.

As I finished, I sat back and waited on her response and for a few moments she just sat there looking at me saying nothing.  Finally, she asked, “Do you think I’m a complete fucking idiot?”

Shaking my head I said, “Not at all.”

“So wise ass, where is she then?”

Sweeping my hands down and then up I said, “Right here mom, that’s why I’m wearing this nightgown.”

“This is complete fucking bullshit and I’m calling the police right now,” and she then reached for her cell phone while holding the knife in the other pointed at me.

“I understand your skepticism, but before you make that call, let me validate my story.  With a few questions I can quickly prove that I’m telling the truth, if not, then you can have me taken to jail.”

“What are you saying?”

“Ask me any question, any at all.  I can quickly prove that it’s your daughter in this body.”

“Really?”

Nodding I said, “Mom, it’s me in here.  As unbelievable as this story is, it’s true.  I swear!  Before you have me arrested and hauled off let me prove it.  There are many things you and I went through together over the years that only you and I know about as there’s no possible way a stranger could know the details of the experiences we’ve had together as mother and daughter, especially the last decade.  Go ahead, fire away, ask me any question about anything at all.”

Sitting back, she peered at me and began to ask me questions one by one about our history together as mother and daughter and everything that we had been through together.  As I answered each question correctly, she would squint and nod as though she were satisfied but was not because she would immediately fire off another one.  After no less than twenty-five questions she finally asked, “Alexis, is that really you?”

“I swear to you, it’s me mom.  I woke up this morning in this strange body and I’m afraid and don’t know what to do, and I need you now more than ever.”

After a long pause she said, “I’ve asked you plenty of questions and based on all your responses it appears to be you, but now, tell me something from the heart that only you and I would know about.”

As a looked into her eyes I could see that she was waiting on my response and I knew what I was about to say would open old wounds but I had no choice so I said, “I had spent the night at Kasey’s at your insistence, which was cool but I didn’t know why because doing something like that was usually a Friday or Saturday night kind of thing, unless it was a long weekend.  Anyway, when I got out of school that afternoon I waited and waited but you didn’t show up at the time you normally did, and I was becoming worried.  Just as I was about to go back inside to call you, I noticed a moving van rolling down the pickup lane with our family car sitting on a trailer behind it and as I looked in the cab there you were waving at me.  When I got in, I began to ask you what was going on and you told me we were going to live with grandpa and grandma in North Point and that Daddy would not be coming with us and you didn’t want to talk about it.  Do you remember that?”

Her eyes began to fill up with tears and she subsequently lay the knife down on the table and said, “Oh my God Alexis, is that really you?”

Nodding I asked, “Mom, what am I going to do?”

Stepping over to me she gave me a great big hug which felt so good and at that moment I knew I was not totally in the situation alone as I had my mom and everything was going to be alright.


Chapter 7

The first thing that mom did was call her parents in North Point and told them that we were not going to be able to make it as it appeared we had both come down with a bug of some sort and were not capable of traveling.  Additionally, she said that she didn’t want to bring something into their home that they might catch as that would be the worst thing of all, and they said they appreciated that because older folks were more susceptible to the flu and viruses and had a harder time fighting sickness off than younger people.  They agreed that it was probably a good idea for us not to come but encouraged us to visit when we could because they would love to see us, plus they also had a graduation present for me, which I suspected was cash, woo hoo!  Mom told them that we would come just as soon as we could, and we would be in touch.

Though I told her it was not necessary Mom insisted on fixing me a big breakfast claiming that since I was now a young man, I needed a hearty meal.  Hmmm, she never worried all that much about feeding me when I was a girl.  Had she always secretly wanted a boy?  Anyway, she was correct because I had more body to power now which required more food as I was several inches taller and bulkier than before.

As I finished up breakfast, mom put the dishes in the sink and then sat down at the table across from me and brought up the story about my encounter with the homeless woman the night before, just as I had relayed it to her.  Revisiting the part where I had told the lady, “Yes, I love them so much it hurts and would give anything if they could be mine as they have no idea how madly in love in am with them,” mom then asked who that was in reference to as she had no idea that I even remotely liked anyone at all.

Swallowing hard I then told her the story of how over the past four years I had secretly been in love with Kassidy and had spent almost every single day of that time yearning over her to no avail as apparently, she just wasn’t interested in girls.  I told her that I had not asked for the feelings that I’d had for her, and I had frequently fought them, hoping they would go away because being crazy about her and not being able to be with her was the worst pain I had ever experienced.

She told me that she suspected that might be the case but was not sure and when I asked how she knew she said that most young girls are interested in dating boys and my interested had been lackluster at best.  However, she’d noted that I always had a twinkle in my eye when it came to Kassidy and the mere mention of her name seemed to bring me to life and always put a pep in my step without exception. 

I then asked her if she was ashamed of me having such feelings about Kassidy with me being a girl because according to the bible it was wrong, as we had heard in Dad’s church repeatedly all those years ago.  Mom then told me that when she was in college, she had a brief relationship with her roommate for about a year and it was a beautiful as well as a special time but eventually it just burned itself out, they drifted apart, and went their separate ways and that was the last female she had ever had a relationship with.

“Did Dad ever know?”

Shaking her head and chuckling she said, “Good Lord no, I didn’t tell him when I first met him and sure wasn’t going to after we started going to that church.  Could you imagine?”

I laughed and said, “There would be a line of people all queued up ready to pray the lesbian out of you,” and we both burst into laughter.

“So, you’re not ashamed of me?”

Shaking her head she said, “No sweetie, you’re my daughter, well were, and I love you regardless.  Those feelings you have are natural and were not something you asked for but to say they are bad and that you are evil simply because you have them is wrong.”

Smiling ear to ear I said, “Wow, that’s definitely not the answer I expected.”

Nodding she said, “I’m a lot more liberal as well as open minded than you might think.”

“Especially after all we went through?”

She chuckled and said, “Especially after all that.”

Now that it was summer, mom was out of school which was the reason we were going to go and see my grandparents for several days since we didn’t have anywhere that we had to be for three months until she and I both started back in the fall, her teaching and me as a student at college.  Now that we were not going to North Point the first order of business was to procure some new apparel for me but before we could do that, I had to have something to wear to the store as I had nothing, that fit anyway.  Scrounging up a pair of sweatpants that were too short, a workout shirt, and a pair of flip flops that were too small as my heels hung over the back I was set, almost.  Mom did remind me to remove the nail polish from my toes unless I was okay with attracting undue attention as I was now a man, so I got out the acetone and went to work, leaving my nails bare for the first time in a long time.  Thinking about it I thought, what’s wrong with a guy wearing the stuff? The times I had seen a dude wearing it they didn’t look that bad.  Continuing to look at my plain nails, I thought of how lifeless they looked because I usually liked a splash of color.  Kass and I would often do our nails together and as we would start, I would always ask her what she thought would look best on me, not because I wanted her opinion on style or anything but because I wanted to appear attractive to her in every way possible.

Now that I was dressed, like shit by the way, and ready to go, mom whipped out the tape and took my new measurements, which were very different than my old ones.  My 34-22-34 hourglass figure was long gone and had been replaced with a straight up and down one of 38-34-38, not curvy at all and pretty much flat.  With my new measurements in hand, we set off to get me outfitted for my new life as a young man.

Upon arriving at the first store, I began to try things on and very quickly learned that my new sizes in mens were as follows:

Shirts: large

Pants: 34 inches in the waist, 34 inches long

Underwear: medium (I did not try on underwear at the store straight out of the package, just saying)

Shoes: 10

I hated how basic everything was when it came to men’s clothing but then again, I loved it in a way because it was very utilitarian and required little thought, just the way most of the males were that I had met up to that point and I was now one of them.

After hitting several retail stores where I purchased a small assortment of clothing items, I finally suggested that because of the cost of this newfound venture that we stop at a nationally known thrift store which was famous for bargains of all sorts, especially apparel.  There we picked up several items of clothing that were barely worn for almost nothing including a couple of pair of jeans, several shirts and a belt that were in great condition.  Despite the fact that mom didn’t think I should, as she said it might be perceived as effeminate, I purchased a pink sports coat that was a size 38 and it fit me perfectly.  I didn’t know where and when I would wear it, but it was quite cute and the girly side of me just loved the color, and besides it was only $12, and at that price I just had to buy it, need it or not.

Over the next couple of days, I settled into my new role as a young man and quickly began learning the ropes of my new gender.  Though there were plenty of things that I missed about being a female I worked hard to embrace the identity I had been given as there were many positives.  I liked how easy it was to get ready in the mornings as there was no leg and crotch shaving, eyebrow plucking, application of makeup or styling of one’s hair.  It was pretty much taking a shower, get dressed and go, though I had to admit I did miss all the little things I did each morning that made me a girl.  Now, onto manhood itself.  I had never had a penis before, obviously, and that in itself was an adventure, and I was amazed at easily it became erect.  All it typically took for me to become rock hard was seeing an attractive young man, or woman, live, on TV, or the internet and my underwear were instantly catapulted across the room busting through the wall.  Okay, maybe that’s a bit of an exaggeration but you get the idea.  I also learned that it helped to relieve myself as this eased my suffrage and I was amazed at how easy it was to orgasm compared to when I was a female.  Additionally, I learned that it was a good idea to have a towel handy or to be near a toilet or sink because when I climaxed I typically released a good volume of semen.  The first time I pleasured myself I was scared when I came as it was quite strange to me but after that I had it well in hand, pardon the pun.

It had been three days since my transition and I was sitting on the living room couch watching TV when suddenly I got a text from Kassidy, Hey girl, are you back yet?

“Mom,” I said as I headed into the kitchen where she was sitting having a cup of coffee and playing on her mobile device.

“Yes dear.”

“I just got a text from Kass and she’s asking if I’m back yet.  I did tell her that I would be gone for three days on graduation night and would be back today.  Oh my God, what do I tell her?”

Before she could respond the doorbell rang and she and I walked toward the front together.  We’d not had any visitors since my change and had no idea who it could be.  As she pulled the door open there stood Kassidy and as I caught sight of her my heart stopped as I wondered how we would explain this situation, and secondly, the mere sight of her always caused my heart to go pitter patter anyway.

“Hi, is Alexis home?” she asked as she stood there in her light blue summer dress and sandals, her brown hair resting gently on her shoulders as she smiled at mom.

“Oh, hi honey she’s not here.  She decided to stay with her grandparents in North Point for a bit.  Have you tried texting her?”

Excellent mom, nice fast response.

Nodding she said, “I just sent her one, but she’s not had time to reply.  Anyway, I was in the area and saw the car in the driveway and was pretty sure you guys had returned.”  Then looking over at me she smiled and said, “Hi.”

“Hi,” I replied nervously in my new masculine voice.

“I’m Kass,” she said as she extended her hand.

“Ummm, Alex,” I replied as we shook and I then followed up by saying, “Call me Butch.”

Chuckling slightly, she giggled briefly and then said, “Alex, what a coincidence.”

Mom added, “Isn’t it though.”

Continuing Kassidy said, “Well it is good to meet you Butch.”

“He’s a friend of the family and is staying with us temporarily until he gets settled in the area,” mom added.

Good job Mom, nice quick thinking.

“Welcome to the area.  Are you familiar with Four Points and the surrounding region?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “A little but I’m not an expert.”

Biting her lower lip, she then released it and smiled and said, “If you want, I would be glad to show you around sometime, I you would like.”

“That would be great,” I said enthusiastically.

“Here, let me give you my number, what’s yours?” she asked.

The only phone I had was mine, or should I said Alexis’s, and I couldn’t give her that, so I grabbed a notepad and pen off the table and said, “Sure, I’m ready.”

Chuckling she then gave me her number and I said, “Got it, I’ll text you.”

“It was good seeing you again ma’am,” she said to mom, “And it was nice meeting you Alex, or should I say Butch?”

“Good meeting you too.”

She gave me one final smile, turned, and walked down the sidewalk to her car.

As mom closed the door, she looked at me and smiled and said, “Well Romeo, I think she fancies you a little bit.”

Bobbing my head from side to side I replied, “It sure seemed that way didn’t it?”

“Maybe you’ll have the luck with her now that you weren’t having before?” Mom said and then an impish grin came to her face.

I suddenly received a follow up text message from Kass saying, Just stopped by your house and found out you’re staying in North Point for a while.  Hope you return soon.  By the way, your house guest Alex is kind of cute.

“I have to admit, it seems like my odds with her are improving,” I said as I showed her the text.

Reading my message, she nodded once and said, “It would seem so,” and she began walking back toward the kitchen. 

About halfway down the hall she stopped, turned around and looked at me and after a long pause she asked, “Where on Earth did you come up with the name Butch?”


Chapter 8

Prior to my transition, my original plan had been to get a job for the summer once school was out as that would fill up my days and also provide me with the opportunity to earn and save a little extra money before starting college in the fall.  Mom had said that I was an adult now, it was time step up to the plate and start acting like one and work was part of that, and I agreed.  From the want ads it looked like there were plenty of part time gigs in Four Points for someone like myself ranging from cashier to restaurant wait staff and I envisioned it would not be a problem at all, until I woke up and discovered I was a man five days ago.  Otherwise, it was a damn fine plan.  The problem was that I had no driver’s license or photo id with my new face on it and that was going to be required by any employer who agreed to hire me as a W-2 employee.  As I thought about it, I also knew that I wasn’t going to be able to start college in September either because they would also want a photo id when I signed up for classes.  Need I add that I also couldn’t drive either?  Imagine me getting pulled over and then presenting my driver’s license with the original me, then I would have a job, in jail!

Sharing my frustration with Mom I told her it was going to be impossible to get a gig with a regular employer, but there must be something I can do to pass the time and earn a few bucks because sitting around the house doing nothing was driving me crazy.  She said I was way more restless than usual, and it must be because of my newfound biology and my testosterone was probably what was keeping me so revved up and full of energy.  Mom said she didn’t have an answer at the moment but would think about it and let me know.

It wasn’t an hour later until she walked into the living room with her trusty cell phone in hand looked up from the screen, smiled and subsequently asked me, “Want to earn some money?”

Sitting up I asked, “Really?  Who?  Where?  How much?”

Chuckling Mom asked, “Do you know Mrs. Nelson that lives on the next street over?”

Nodding I said, “Sure, she’s great.”

“Anyway, she just posted on the neighborhood board that she’s eighty-two and in good shape but not a spring chicken and needs some help around the house for a bit this afternoon and says she will pay $20 an hour if someone is interested.”

“That’s awesome,” I exclaimed.

“I will tell her you will be there this afternoon?  About 1:30?”

After I finished eating lunch, I got on my, or should I say Alexis’s, white girls bike and headed to Mrs. Nelson’s house and hoped that no one would see me riding it, but then again as I thought about it, I asked myself, why should I care because a few days ago I was a girl.  Anyway, over the next four hours she had me perform an assortment of odd jobs including sweeping out her garage, carrying boxes from one of her spare bedrooms to the trunk of her car so she could take them to the charity shop, taking a leaf blower and clearing off her sidewalk, raking and bagging a small number of leaves which were strewn across her front yard and finally cleaning her front storm door until it sparkled.

Next thing I knew it was 5:30 p.m. and I couldn’t believe it as the time had just blasted by.  As I put the finishing touches on the front door glass I asked, “Anything else Mrs. Nelson?”

Shaking her head she said, “I appreciate you coming down to help me because I could never have done all that by myself.”

“Glad to do it,” I said as I wiped the sweat off my forehead with the bottom of my shirt.

“Let me get you some money,” she said as she stepped into the house and momentarily returned and handed me a white envelope.

“I would love to have you back again if you’re interested, you’re a good worker and that’s hard to find in this day and time.”

“Thank you very much.”

“I appreciate it Alex,” she then stopped and said, “You prefer Butch, right?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Okay then Butch, and thanks again for all your hard work,” and she stepped into the house and closed the door.

Opening the envelope, I pulled out the contents and counted the money, there were five twenty-dollar bills.  She had apparently given me a picture of Andrew Jackson as a tip totaling one hundred bucks!

Getting on my bike I headed home and upon arrival, dismounted and headed into the house.  Upon walking in the door Mom’s face lit up and she asked, “How was it?”

“Mom it was hot, hard work and I’m beat, but I made one hundred dollars,” and then took the money out of the envelope and fanned the bills in front of her.

“Wow that’s great.”

Nodding I said, “Yep, and that’s more than I would have earned if I’d gone and gotten a regular job.”

“And it’s tax free,” and as she finished speaking, we both chuckled at her comment.

“Oh, I picked something up for you,” she said and motioned for me to follow her into the kitchen.  Handing me a blue box she said, “Here, I think you’d better use this versus Alexis’s, don’t you?”

Mom had purchased for me a prepaid cell phone, which was a good idea as I definitely didn’t need to be carrying Alexis’s around as that could have opened a can of worms I needed left closed.  I could just imagine standing in front of Kass at some point in the future and she decides to text Alexis and my phone dings every time that she hits send and eventually, she says, “Hmmm, that’s funny, your phones goes off every time I send Alexis a text.”  Anyway, you get the picture.

“Thanks Mom, this will come in handy for scheduling all that work I’m going to get or hope too anyway.  Plus, now I can text Kass back and give her my new number.”

“Why does that not surprise me?  And oh, there’s a prepaid card taped to the front of the box, that should cover your first month’s service.”

“Great, you’re the best mom ever,” and I gave her a hug.”

Smiling and hugging me back she said, “And you’re the best daughter, I mean son, I mean kid, ever,” and we chuckled at her comment.


Chapter 9

News of good workers willing to do manual labor apparently travels like wildfire, or at least it did for me because by the evening I had two gigs lined up for the next day paying right about what I had made that afternoon, and by the next morning had another pair of jobs scheduled for the following day. 

Over the next two days I performed an assortment of duties including walking dogs, sweeping off sidewalks, raking leaves, helping clean out an attic as well as garage, polishing windows, washing a car, and running a variety of errands with my bicycle.

As I arrived home about 3:45 that afternoon after two grueling days of hard work, I walked into the kitchen and plopped down in a chair at the table and as mom turned around and as she looked at me she grinned and asked, “Hard day?”

“Oh my God Mom, I’ve never done this much manual labor in my entire life,” and she chuckled and then added, “But then again, you’ve never been a man either, who I think is more than capable of doing it.”

She then squinted at me and said, “I think you’ve gotten a little sun the past three days.”

“Do I look tanner?”

She nodded and said, “Despite the fact that you are a big strong rugged man, if you go out tomorrow you should really put on some SP50 because all that sun can be bad for your skin.”

Taking that day’s wages out of my pocket I counted what I had made and just as I was finishing up Mom looked down at the bills lying there on the table and asked, “How did you do?”

“The past three days I made $370.”

“That’s great,” she exclaimed.

“And I earned every penny of it.”

“Not only that but you’ve learned something.”

“That manual labor is damn hard?”

Shaking her head she said, “You’ve learned what it’s like to work for a living.”

“That’s for sure Mom.”

About two seconds later my cell phone rang and as I looked at the screen, I could see it was Kass calling so I pressed the answer button and said, “Hey, what’s up?”

“Hey, how’s it going?” she asked cheerfully.

“Good, just been out working a little bit.”

“I know, when I passed by Mrs. Robbins house, I saw you out in the yard raking leaves.  From what I hear you are quite the entrepreneur.”

“From what you hear?  From whom?”

“Oh, you know how it is in a small town, everybody knows everyone else’s business.”

“Apparently.”

“So, it sounds like you’ve had a hard day’s work?”

“I certainly have.”

After a brief pause, she said, “Have you ever heard of The ChopHouse in Four Points?”

Of course I knew what it was, a very nice restaurant with great food and a spectacular view as it overlooked the Point River which ran through the middle of town.  However, I needed to play dumb and not act too knowledgeable because I had told her that I wasn’t a native to the immediate area and needed to stick to my story.

“Hmmm, I think someone told me that might be a restaurant?  Is that right?  Or am I thinking of something else?”

“Exactly, and a very nice one at that.  Anyway, I know this is kind of last minute but a friend of mine gave me a gift certificate good for dinner for two at The ChopHouse, and it expires tonight.  Being that you’re new to Four Points I thought maybe this would be a good chance for you to get to try some of our local cuisine and maybe afterward I could show you some of the area, if you’re interested that is.  I know that you’ve worked all day and if you’re too tired I completely understand.”

Though I had been dead tired as I was sitting there at the table, I was suddenly re-energized and asked, “What time would you like to go?”

“How about I pick you up at Alexis’s house at 7:30?”

“You’re going to pick me up?  Shouldn’t it be the other way around?”

“Hey, for one thing I invited you, and two you don’t know your way around yet.  So 7:30 it is?”

“Sure.”

“Great.  Oh, what are you wearing?”

I was not surprised that she asked me as females always want to try and dress somewhat in line with what their date is going to wear.  It’s totally a girl thing.

Rolling my eyes up toward the ceiling as I thought, I responded and said, “Dress shirt, sports coat, and a pair of jeans.”

“Sounds good.  Well, see you tonight.”

“See you then.”

“Bye,” and she hung up the phone.

Mom was just standing there leaning up against the kitchen counter looking at me with a slight grin on her face.

“Well,” she said, “I had something I was going to make for dinner, but I guess it will keep until tomorrow night.”

“I’m sorry Mom, I didn’t mean to mess up your dinner plans.”

Waving her hand she said, “It’s okay, just giving you a bad time.  I would ditch you too to eat at The ChopHouse,” and we chuckled.

After a long pause she added, “Wow, looks like you’ve got an honest to goodness date with Kassidy.”

“Sure does look that way.”

“That’s what you’ve been wanting for four long years right?  To have a proper date with her?”

Looking at her intently I said, “I can’t help how I feel.”

Nodding briefly, she said, “I know honey.  So, I heard you tell her what you’re going to wear.  Unless you have something else in your wardrobe, I take it you’re wearing the pink jacket?”

Nodding I said, “That was my plan.”

“I’ll tell you one thing, you’ve got more guts than most men I’ve ever known.”

“But then again, of those, I’m the only one of them that started out as a girl.”

Chuckling she then said, “That is a fact.”

I then looked at her and said, “If only Dad could see me now, his little girl, now a man, and going out on my first date with a young woman.”

“I can see it now as he tries to exorcise the man out of you so you can turn back into a girl,” and we both laughed.

“Alex, I really do want you to know that I am so sorry about all of those years that we spent in that church and everything we went through which ultimately led to your father leaving us.  I hope you don’t hate me for any of that, because if I could go back in time, I would change every bit of it.”

“Don’t beat up on yourself Mom, at the time you made the best decision that you could, which in the end is all that any of us can do, right?  And besides, you couldn’t help that he completely lost his mind and ran off to South America with two other women, you had nothing to do with that.  The problem was with him, not you.”

Smiling at me she said, “Thanks.  You’re a great kid.”

“Even though I’m now your son?”

“Absolutely.”

“You know Mom, after all that stuff we ended up okay.  We moved here, you got a new job and eventually bought this house and we’ve done pretty well together.  Don’t you think?”

“I think you are very wise.”

“Thanks.”

“Now, about your date tonight, do you mind if I give you a few pointers?”

“Mom!” I exclaimed.

“I’m not going to get in your business because you’re a grown, well, whatever you are.  Anyway, don’t forget to open the door for her when she gets in and out of the car.”

“She is the one driving but I see your point and will do my best.”

“Two, when you sit down to dinner pull out her chair.”

“You know Mom, I was a girl until a week ago and am knowledgeable of what a lady likes when they are out with a gentleman.”

Bobbing her head from side to side she said, “That’s true.  Anyway, let me throw this in, if you have sex ….”

“Mom for God’s sake.”

Shaking her head she said, “Just listen, as a young man you probably have an incredible sex drive and considering how you’ve been madly in love with her for years, well, if the opportunity presented itself, you might not be able to control yourself.  I just want you to take precautions, because the last thing you need is to be supporting a family, as that takes a whole lot of casual labor on a full-time basis, and unless you want to do that for five days a week or more?”

Nodding I said, “Point taken.”

The prospect of doing hard work as I had, day in and day out as I’d been for the past three days was not an attractive prospect and not part of my career plans and as much as I liked Kass I didn’t know that I was ready to have a bunch of kids, but the thought of practicing sure seemed like a lot of fun.

“Good, I’ve got a couple of extra condoms I will give to you before you leave.”

“Where on Earth did you get condoms Mom?  That just seems so creepy.”

“Alex, I’m a woman, and you know how I occasionally have a date?”

“The thought of you having sex Mom is just so, ewww, I don’t even know what to say?”

“If your father and I had not you would not be here, just remember that before you say how yucky the prospect of me being intimate with someone is young wo… I mean man.”

“Sorry.”

“Anyway, I have them because I’m a woman and need love sometimes as well but also have to take care of myself at the same time.  With that being said let’s stop there because I’ve said my piece and you know how all this works.  I do believe that we had the birds and the bee’s conversation with you long ago, which at the time was given to you as a female, as there was no way to know that you wouldn’t always be.  So, for any information that I did not provide you will have to improvise.”

Looking down briefly and then back at Mom I said, “I appreciate you trying to help, and I think you’ve given me some pretty good advice, and I’ll do my best not to make you a grandmother.”

“For my sake, and yours, lover boy.”


Chapter 10

As the hostess opened the door of the restaurant, we were immediately escorted to our table where one of the servers pulled out Kass’s chair for her, which was good as it had slipped my mind, despite Mom telling me earlier.

After getting settled in and looking over the menus we started by ordering appetizers and as we sat there afterward, I said, “I sure do appreciate you asking me out, it was very nice of you to do so.”

Smiling she said, “Sure, you seem like a nice guy and if you are a friend of Alexis and her mom then you’re a friend of mine.”

“That’s certainly nice of you to say.”

As I sat across from her it was impossible not to notice how beautiful she was with her lovely long brown hair resting on her shoulders and her full lips, highlighted with a nice shade of pink lipstick, which in my mind were just begging for me to kiss them.

After a few moments I added, “If you don’t mind me saying you are certainly beautiful this evening.”

Suppressing a giggle she said, “Why thank you, and no, I don’t mind you saying that at all.”

Earlier when we’d gotten out of the car and were walking across the parking lot, I could not help but notice how pretty she looked in the white strapless dress she was wearing which was flared at the bottom and fell about three inches above her knees showing off her pretty legs, and I was having a hard time keeping my eyes off them.

“By the way, I really like your jacket.”

As I looked down at my pink sports coat my eyes returned to her and I said, “Thanks.”

“It looks really good on you.  In my opinion pink is not just a color for girls as it also looks good on guys, and I admire you for wearing it?”

“Oh yeah?”

Nodding she said, “It takes a man with a lot of confidence to wear anything pink and I think that in itself is a trait that is very attractive in a man.”

“Well thank you Kassidy.”

Resting her chin on her crossed hands she smiled and said, “You are welcome.”

After a few moments she asked, “So tell me, Butch?  Where did you get that nickname?”

“I figured you were going to ask me that.”

“Of course, it’s unique, and would love to hear how you became Butch.”

Hmmm, I am in more ways than you could possibly know, I thought.

“It all started when I was a small child …” and we both burst into laughter as I finished my wise crack.  After regaining our composure, I said, “Okay, when I was a little kid, about eight or so, we’d moved into a new neighborhood and there was a little boy named Butch who lived in the area and was about a year older than me.  He was beefy for his age and was tough and was a bit of a bully and when he took a notion, he would pick on me.”

“That’s terrible,” she said.

Shaking my head I said, “Nah, he picked on nearly all the kids.  He was tough and would hit you or knock you down, just to let you know he was a badass and was in charge.  One minute he would be your friend the next minute shoving you and calling you names.  Anyway, after about a year his family moved and that was the last that I ever saw of him.  Even though he was a bully and was mean to me, in a way I kind of respected him because he was tough.  So, a short while after his departure I started calling myself Butch because I thought it was a cool name and I wanted to be respected, or should I say feared, like him.  Anyway, it just kind of stuck, and that’s the story.”

I hadn’t told her a complete and total lie as part of it was true.  When Mom and I moved to Four Points ten years prior there was a neighborhood kid named Butch who was a badass and was pretty tough and he did eventually move away.  However, I did not pick up his nickname and start using it as it would have been inappropriate for a young girl named Alexis to call herself Butch, or kind of weird anyway, but as I told her I did respect him, which was true. 

With a huge smile on her face she asked, “Did you start being mean to all the other kids?”

Chuckling I said, “No,” and we laughed.

“So, I understand you’re starting college in the fall?” I asked.

Nodding she said, “Yes, along with my good friend Alexis.”

“Are you two close?”

A huge smile came to her face, and she said, “She’s my best friend and means the world to me.  I can’t wait until she gets back from North Point.  I’ve been texting with her sporadically since she’s been gone, and she has been slow to respond.  She must be really busy with her grandparents.  Anyway, I’ll be glad when she returns.”

After a few seconds I asked, “May I ask you a personal question?”

Nodding she said, “You were going to anyway, right?”

“Yes,” and we laughed briefly, and she said, “Shoot.”

“You’re a very beautiful woman, are you dating anyone right now?”

Shaking her head she said, “No, I’m not.”

“That’s surprising.”

“Why,” she asked.

“Because you’re too beautiful not to have a boyfriend.”

With an ear to ear smile she shook her head slightly and said, “Oh you are good and know exactly what to say to a girl don’t you.”

With an innocent look on my face I asked, “Who, me?”

Nodding she said, “Mm hmmm.”

“I know you think it’s just a line, but I meant what I said, it’s hard to believe you’re single because you could have anyone that you want, and I mean that.”

At that point I was truly speaking from the heart because in my mind and soul she was the most beautiful and desirable woman in the western hemisphere, was perfect, and to have her as my own would simply have made my life.

“That’s very nice of you to say, thank you.”

Nodding I said, “I’m just calling it like I see it.”

After a long silence she said, “You dated during high school, right?”

Nodding I said, “Of course.”  If only she knew that I had double dated with her, she would pass out.

“Despite the fact that you did date during high school, and many of those people really liked you ….”

She then stopped talking and took a long pause before continuing, “Scratch that.  Was there every anyone that you really cared for, I mean really and truly?  Like fireworks in the sky kind of cared for and you were head over heels about and you just never got over them, and they still occupy your waking thoughts even to this day?”

Had I ever felt that way about anyone?  Hell yeah!  For four long years!  I knew that feeling all too well and just as she described it; and I’d still not gotten over them to this very day and was still heart sick for them at that very moment.  Little did she know that the person that I was suffering over, and had been for so long, was only a couple of feet away from me.

Nodding I said, “I think most of us have, and I’m no exception.”

As I began pondering her words, I couldn’t figure out who she would have been so absolutely crazy about and the fact that I hadn’t know about it as her best friend blew me away, because after all I was her best friend and we both knew each other’s business in detail.  All during high school she’d had a variety of boyfriends who she seemed to like fairly well but, in the end, they fizzled out and it was onto the next one, but she never ever shared her feelings with me as she’d just described.  Is it possible that she had feelings for someone that deep and decided not to share that information with me?  I guess that was possible, but I doubted it as we were pretty close and I’d never kept anything from her, except the fact that I had secretly been in love with her for four years.

“Kassidy it sounds like you still have strong feelings for him, how long did you guys’ date?”

“Shaking her head she said, “We didn’t?”

Leaning forward I asked, “You didn’t date him at all?”

“During school I dated a number of guys but ….”

Sitting there taking a long hard look at her I then asked, “Did he know that you were even interested in him?”

“No, but there was no way they couldn’t have known.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I constantly…., Butch, you don’t really want to hear this do you?”

“If you’re interested in talking about it, I’m interested in listening.”

Smiling she said, “And you listen well.  Not many people do that these days as it seems everyone is more interested in talking.”

“A friend of my dad’s from Texas once said, “When you’re talking you ain’t learning nothing, and I think he was right.”

She chuckled and said, “You’re very wise Butch.”

“Thank you,” and after a brief pause said, “Please continue.  The last thing you said was that there was no way he could not have known.  How is that?”

“I was constantly flirting, trying to make myself pretty, always acting like I was interested in what they were doing and even setting up social situations where I could be with them, no matter what I was doing.  I tried and tried all the way until the end and even wore the prettiest and sexiest dress I had to the party after graduation, but still, nothing.”

At that point I still didn’t have a clue who she was talking about and was beginning to think that my best friend had clearly been keeping secrets from me for the past four years, because that was something that I should have known as her bestie.  Maybe, just maybe, I didn’t know her as well as I thought I had.

“I’m really sorry to hear that.  If you don’t mind me asking, what was their name?”

Looking down she said, “At this point it doesn’t even matter because if it hasn’t happened by now, it’s never going to.  At this point I need to do one of two things, keep loving them privately right in plain sight, all the while they still have no idea how I feel about them, or I finally try and close that door and move on, which is the best thing to do, though the most difficult.”

It was clear she didn’t want to say who it was and that was okay, even though I was dying of curiosity as to who the young man was.  On top of that I was amazed at her response because it sounded exactly like the one I had planned out in my head regarding her when I went to bed on graduation night and it was truly uncanny.  I knew that she was really hurting inside, and I also knew exactly how she felt because wanting someone and not being able to have them is one of the worst feelings you can have as it just keeps lingering on and on.  As much as I wanted her for myself it was clear that I would never be able to have her as my own, as Alexis anyway, so you know what they say, if you love something set it free…., and I think you know the rest.

“Kassidy, have you ever thought of letting the person know how you feel?  Direct and upfront?  Maybe just tell them, what’s the worst that could happen, they say no?  If that’s the case you’re no worse off than you are now.”

She smiled and then said, “If nothing has happened after all this time, I think I would be embarrassed to tell them that I’ve had a crush on them for so long because I would look like a total fool and then they wouldn’t want me for sure.”

“What if they’re feeling the same way as you and are afraid to say as well?”

“You sound like you have firsthand experience at this?” and she tilted her head slightly to the right.

I smiled and said, “Well I ….”

Suddenly a server was standing in front of the table, and I stopped talking as our appetizers had arrived, thus ending our conversation about her personal life for the duration of the meal.


Chapter 11

After finishing up dinner, Kassidy suggested that we take a walk along the Point River which ran through the middle of town and was a popular destination with the locals as well as visiting tourists and was straight out of Americana.  Its picturesque sidewalk ran the length of the body of water and at night was well lit with a long row of gas lit antique streetlamps on both sides providing a very romantic setting and I couldn’t help but wonder if she had selected it on purpose.

It was a clear evening as we strolled down the sidewalk, and it couldn’t have been more perfect as the sky was full of stars and the full moon bright, setting the stage for a perfect evening stroll along the river.

“Sure is a beautiful evening,” I said.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Kass replied.

After a few moments she asked, “So how long are you staying in Four Points?  Did I understand you’re working on getting settled in?”

Clearly making all this up as I was going along, I nodded and said, “Yep, the plan is to get job, then a place, maybe even think about going to college.  We’ll see.  Just taking it one day at a time.”

“So, you told me earlier that you graduated high school about a year ago?”

I nodded.

“Where?”

Why the hell did she have to ask so many questions?

“It was in Madisonville.”

“Madisonville?  Wow!  That’s a pretty good size town.”

“Compared to here anyway,” and we laughed at my comment.

“Why on Earth did you leave there to come here?”

“My mom, who I was living with got remarried and moved into her new husband’s house leaving me the following options.  One, get my own place, which in Madisonville is expensive for a young guy starting out.  Two, join the Army, as they clearly provide housing,” and as I finished speaking, we both chuckled.  Continuing I said, “Oh and three, moving out to a smaller town where it costs less to live, which is why I picked the third as the people are friendly, the air is clean, and hard work is respected.”

As I finished speaking, I thought to myself, Where the hell did you come up with that complete line of bullshit?

“I’m glad you decided to come here to live, I think you’ll like it,” and she stopped walking, turned toward me and smiled.

Now stopped, I as well rotated toward her, looked down, and gazed into her big beautiful blue eyes and as she looked back at me, she smiled radiantly and just stood there, practically motionless with her gaze locked upon me.

She was so beautiful, and I wanted nothing more than to kiss her and all the signs I was getting told me that she was ready, but then again, I didn’t want to come on too strong on blow it because for the first time in my life I felt like I really and truly had a shot at being with her.

Finally, deciding that if you don’t take a chance you can’t possibly win at anything in this life, I edged up slightly closer to her, leaned down and pressed my lips against hers and as I did it was clear that my hunch was right and that was what she had been waiting on.  For four years that had been the moment I had been dreaming of and as my flesh pressed against hers, I was truly in heaven and the touch of her lips against mine was just as wonderful as I had envisioned. 

Placing her right hand on the side of my face she began to gently stroke my beard with the tips of her fingers which felt very good by the way, and that wasn’t all as my member had fully sprang into action and was as hard as granite and as we were pressed up against one another there was no way she could not have noticed it.  At that moment I truly knew what it was like to be a man who was holding a beautiful woman in his arms who he truly loved, and every fiber of my being was telling me to take her relentlessly and without mercy as that would be the only thing which would extinguish the flame that was burning inside me.

After a very long kiss, she pulled back and then just stood there smiling gently at me for some time and then said, “It’s getting late, and I think I’d better think about heading home.”

“Really?  Why?  Weren’t we having a nice time?”

Chuckling she said, “Yes, and a very tempting one, but let’s save some for next time, okay?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “Okay.”

“You’re funny,” she said and then chuckled before adding, “Come on,” and then turned back the other direction, took my hand in hers and we began walking back the way we had come until we made it to her car where I opened the door for her as any gentleman would, closed it, and then climbed in myself.

Upon arriving back at my place, or should I say Mom’s and Alexis’s, she pulled up in front and put the car in park.

“I had a really nice time Butch.”

“So did I, it was great,” and after a long pause continued, “Maybe we can go out again?”

A huge smile came to her face, and she said, “I would like that.”

“Cool,” I replied.

After a long pause she added, “Remember what I told you earlier about the person I was interested in and how I waited for so long for them to even notice me?”

I nodded and said, “Mm hmmm.”

Looking at me intently she said, “As strange as it sounds there’s something about you that I just can’t put my finger on that reminds me of them, which is quite ridiculous as you don’t resemble them at all, except for …., never mind.”

That was indeed a strange statement because based on all my years at school she’d never gone out with any guys that even remotely resembled the new me, plus, I was way better looking than any boy in that entire school ever was.  I had no idea who this international man of mystery was, not a clue, and not knowing was driving me insane.

“I would ask you what you were going to say when you ended your sentence with the words except for, but I’m sure you would simply say it was unimportant and not worth talking about.  How am I doing?”

She laughed and said, “For someone who’s known me such a short time you seem to know me well,” and we both chuckled.

“Thanks again for going out with me Butch, it was exactly what I needed,” and as she leaned toward me, I kissed her once again and this time she opened her mouth and I accepted her invitation.  Within seconds our tongues were swirling together passionately and once again my motor was getting revved up beyond the safety line as I was really getting turned on.

Pulling back, she said, “Good night.”

“Sleep well,” I said, and then got out of the car and walked a few steps before turning slightly and waving at her as she drove off.  Hobbling up the sidewalk since my member was swollen, making walking quite uncomfortable due to its position at that moment in time, I entered the house and fortunately Mom had already gone to bed.  I was hoping that she had because the last thing I wanted was for her to see me in my then condition or detain me, so I headed to my room where I took matters into my own hands and upon completion it was clear that I had badly needed the relief.

As I climbed into bed I lay there and looked up at the ceiling and thought about the evening I had just spent with Kassidy including our time at dinner as well as our walk along the river; and as I thought about it, I realized that I had never been happier.  For one thing I’d had a proper date with Kassidy, and two, at long last, I had held her in my arms and had even kissed her passionately, yep, it was an evening where my dreams had come true, and hopefully as time progressed, I would finally be able to call her my own and love her as a man does a woman, exactly as nature intended, and I quickly drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 12

As I awoke the next morning, I knew it was earlier than I normally got up, and as I rolled over and looked at the clock saw that it was 6:30 a.m.

Still tired I decided I would roll over and try and get back to sleep for another hour or so and as I turned, I felt a very familiar sensation on my chest, though one that I had not in a week, which was that of breasts being present. 

Sitting straight up in bed I put my hands under my t-shirt and behold, my breasts had returned! I could also feel that my long hair had as well.  Putting my right hand down my lounge pants I quickly discovered that my male member was long gone and in place of it was a slit.

Shit!  Jumping out of bed I headed to the bathroom where upon entering I flicked on the light and looked into the mirror and standing there before my very eyes was the old me, Alexis, and a sinking feeling came over me as I realized that my days as Butch had come to an end.  The fact that I was a female once again was not what truly bothered me as I had always been okay with being a girl, but what really hurt was knowing that any shot I had with Kassidy was gone.  After feeling so good the night before and relishing in the possibility that she could finally be mine once and for all, it was over, and the pain in my heart and soul was unbearable as she’d been stripped away from me, and I felt crushed.

Sitting at the kitchen table with my head down, crying, the next thing I noticed was the overhead light coming on and as I looked up there stood Mom who said, “Alexis?” and a huge smile came to her face and she said, “Honey, you’re back.  What happened, did you just wake up like this?”

After nodding I then mumbled, “Hey Mom,” as streams of tears ran down my cheeks.

“What’s wrong sweetie, you’re back, you’ve returned to normal.  Aren’t you happy?”

Shaking my head I said, “Oh mom, this is just awful, now I’ll never have Kassidy,” and then put my head down and continued bawling.  Pulling up a chair she sat there beside me and put her arm around me saying nothing as I cried my eyes out.

After some time, I began to regain my composure and mom asked, “Want to talk about it?”

Still sniffling I told her how awesome my date with Kassidy had gone the night before and how we had kissed and after so many years of wishing to have her as my own it appeared that I finally had a shot at being with her.  However, considering the fact that I had returned to being Alexis I felt that opportunity was long gone as Kass liked guys and not girls.

I was down in the dumps the rest of the day and mom did her best to console me and though I appreciated everything that she’d tried none of it made me feel any better, especially later in the afternoon when I, or should I say Butch, received a text from Kass saying:

Hi.  Just wanted to tell you that I had a very nice time last night and I appreciate you going to dinner with me.  You are a super nice guy and I really enjoyed getting to learn more about you as you are smart, funny, and also a pretty good kisser.  Anyway, hope we can get together again soon.  XOXO.

Reading it did not make me feel any better as it was nothing but a reminder that Butch was gone, ergo, any possibility that I had getting together with her as well.  As I sat there with the phone in my hand, I wasn’t sure how to respond and if I should even respond at all.

Mom sat down beside me on the couch and put her arm around me and asked, “Feeling any better?”

Shaking my head I said, “It hurts so much mom, I had her right in the palm of my hand and now, poof, she’s gone.”

Then turning and looking at her I asked, “Mom am I a bad person?”

“Of course you’re not a bad person, why would you even ask such a question?”

“Apparently I’ve done something bad and either God or the Universe or someone is punishing me for something I’m not even aware of.  Why me Mom?  Why?”

“I think you’re being a little hard on yourself. You know, sometimes things just happen, and we don’t really know if it was intentionally done by a deity or if things just randomly occur in the Universe.  However, everything that we go through, including any mistakes or unfortunate happenstances, is a learning experience for us.  We may not realize it at the time, but we do later.  It definitely doesn’t seem that way as it’s happening, but I can say, without exception, that I’ve learned something from every bad thing that’s happened to me.”

“Even with the whole church and Dad thing?”

“Yep, even that.”

“Like what?”

“First, you know how I told you when I met your father and I thought he was an ass?”

Laughing I said, “Yes, I do recall that.”

“First impressions are usually accurate, and if I’d gone with my gut, I could have saved myself a lot of pain, but then again I wouldn’t have had you either.”

“Well, I guess I’m glad things worked out the way they did, otherwise there wouldn’t be a me.”

“I agree.  Anyway, back to what I was saying about learning from one’s past.  Remember how I told you that your father had an affair on me about thirteen years ago?”

“How could I forget?”

“Anyway, after it happened, I blamed myself, though it wasn’t my fault, something I later learned.”

Peering at her I asked, “Why did you do that Mom?”

“It was my upbringing that my parents instilled into to me, though not intentionally, that when something goes wrong in your life it’s always your fault, and shit like that can have a long-lasting effect, causing your kid to turned out, well, fucked up.

“Mom,” I exclaimed, “I can’t believe you just said that,” and we laughed out loud.

“Don’t tell your grandparents what I said, okay?  I don’t think they would take it too well.”

“Your secret is safe with me mom.”

“Good.  Okay, two, I thought the solution was to take our family’s problems and put them in the hands of God, not a bad suggestion overall, right?”

I nodded and said, “One would think.”

“However, I was in such a hurry to fix our troubles that I didn’t do my research and connect us with a denomination that was reasonable and would work for us as a family living in the real world today, oh no.  What I did was jump at the first thing that popped up in front of me which was the Pentecostal church, and as your father was begging me to overlook what’d happened and not to leave him, he would have agreed with anything that I’d said.  From that I learned, be patient, and do your research before making a decision.”

I nodded and she smiled and then said, “Lastly, after we had spent some time in the movement and I realized how extreme it all was and how I truly didn’t want to raise you in that environment, I didn’t speak up. Just like I didn’t say anything to your father or anyone else as I saw him starting to go overboard.  Lesson, when something is on your mind, say something, take action, address the situation.”

After a few moments I smiled at her and said, “You know what, you’re pretty smart, and I’m truly lucky to have you as my mom.”

Giving me a big hug, she replied, “And I’m lucky to have you, Alexis.”

“As corny as this sounds, I think I’ve learned some things today.”

“From me?”

As I nodded, she asked, “And what’s that?”

“Just like you said, one, first impressions are often accurate, two, that sometimes things are not our fault, and we shouldn’t take them so personally.  Also, we need to be patient, do our research, and when something is on your mind say something and then take action as that is the only way to address the situation.”

“I’m glad I was able to help.  So tell me, did you learn anything else?”

“Yep, that people don’t always say what’s on their mind, which may be the key to my dilemma.”

After a few moments I said, “Mom, I’ve got to be somewhere because there’s something very important that I need to do,” and I walked out of the living area and down the hall to my room.

As she sat there by herself on the couch Mom said, “Glad I was able to help.”


Chapter 13

“Come in,” said the voice from behind the door and as I pushed it open, I saw Kass sitting on her bed and as her eyes turned toward me, I said, “Hi, your mom let me in.”

Jumping onto the floor she enthusiastically said, “Alexis, welcome home,” and gave me a great big hug, which felt soooo good as there was no better feeling than having my arms around her.  Stepping back, she asked, “When did you get home?” and then stopped and scanned me from head to toe and said, “You are very pretty today girl, got a hot date or something?”

Prior to leaving home I spent a little time getting ready as I wanted to look nice considering what I had planned so I put on my makeup, selected a variety of jewelry including large gold hoop earrings, a cross necklace, several bangles, and a very petite ankle bracelet.  Putting on a berry-colored summer dress that had blue flowers at the bottom, I then stepped into my heeled sandals and looked down my newly painted toes which matched by frock almost perfectly.  Then checking myself out in the mirror I smiled as I looked quite pretty in my new dress with my long brown hair resting on my bare shoulders.  I knew I was ready, despite the fact that I was nervous at what I was getting ready to do.

“I can honestly say that I do not have a hot date today,” and then smiled at her, “Or at least one that I know of anyway.”

Looking down she said, “I just love the color of your nail polish, it’s very pretty.”

“Thanks.”

“By the way, it looks like you got a little sun while you were away.  Lying by the pool?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, working outside in the yard.”

Apparently when I changed back from being Butch to the old me my new tan carried over.

“Really?  I didn’t know you liked gardening kind of stuff.”

“Liked, is not the word,” I said sarcastically, and we chuckled.

“Come on I want to hear all about your week in North Point,” and she took me by the hand and guided me toward her bed where she climbed on and then patted the space next to her.  I slipped off my shoes and joined her.

“Not a lot to tell, just spent time with my grandparents.  What word or words am I looking for?  Uneventful?”

She burst into laughter and said, “I’ve really missed your sense of humor the past week, and until you left, I had no idea how much.”

Continuing she said, “By the way, about graduation night, I’m so sorry we didn’t get to hang out more.  The truth is that I got boxed in at the table I was sitting at and couldn’t get away, even though I was trying.  You and I spent all those years in high school together and I wanted to spend a little more time with you before you left for North Point.”

Sitting there silently for a few moments I said, “It’s okay.  So, what’s been going on with you the past week?  Anything exciting?”

“Anyway, you know how I texted you and told you that I had a date with that guy staying at your house?  Butch?”

I nodded.

“It went really well, and sadly enough as I’m sure you already know this, he apparently left earlier today.”

“Yes, he got the opportunity to move back to Madisonville and live with his mom and her new husband, temporarily, as they were going to help him get setup in an apartment after a bit.  He had spent a lot of time there and wanted to be close to his mom as well as his friends.  Guess I can’t blame him,” and shrugged my shoulders.

Looking down and then back at me she said, “Me too, but I would really have liked to have gotten to know him better.”

“He’s a cute guy, and if I had been here, he would probably have been seeing me instead,” and we began laughing and she said, “You’re such a bitch.”

“What can I say?”

After a few moments Kass and I both started talking at the same instance with me saying “There’s something I want to talk to you about,” and her saying, “Alexis I really need to tell you ….”

We both laughed briefly, and I then said, “Let me go first.”

Shaking her head she said, “Please let me because I’m dying inside and need to get this done and over with because I can’t hold it any longer.”

I wasn’t absolutely sure but had an idea as to what she was getting ready to say, or I was at least hoping, but I was also sure that I could have been dead wrong as well.  Anyway, all I could do was wait until she finished her story.  In my mind that was okay because no matter what she told me I had made my mind up that I was going to tell her how I felt about her, no matter what the cost, as I just couldn’t keep it inside any longer.

“I’m really nervous about telling you this and should have long ago, but sometimes even the best of friends keep secrets from one another, not out of distrust but out of being unsure of themselves as well as potential embarrassment.  You know what I mean?”

I nodded and said, “I totally understand.”

Continuing she said, “Alexis, for quite some time now there’s been someone I have had feelings for, and for so long, so very long, and I have waited patiently, hoping they would at least give me a sign that they felt the same way about me.  I’ve been dying inside Alexis because I care for them so much and just can’t keep it inside any longer.”

“And they don’t have a clue?”

“I don’t think so.”

“So, what are you going to do?”

“The boy Butch who was staying at your house gave me some advice last night at dinner and then reiterated it in the final text message he sent me earlier.”

“And what was that?”

“He said that sometimes in life you have to take a chance and let someone you care about know how you feel about them, because they may feel the same way about you and are scared to say it as well.  He also said since you don’t have them as your love at present, what’s the worst that can happen?”

“He’s a pretty smart young guy.”

Nodding she looked down and took both my hands into hers and said, “Alexis I am so scared right now but here goes.  Alexis, I’m in love with you,” and her voice been to crackle, and tears began to run down her face.

“What?” I said softly.

Nodding she said, “I have been in love with you ever since we were freshman and have kept it inside because in a small town like this, I was so afraid that if you didn’t feel the same that word would get out and well, you know how it is in a place like this, life would be hell.”

After another pause, she said, “I understand that you may not feel the same and are not capable of returning my feelings, and if that’s the case I understand but I do ask that you keep it confidential, and it would also mean a lot if we could remain friends.”

Still sitting there on her bed holding her hands I looked at her and smiled.

“You’ve not gotten up and ran off yet, I guess that’s a good sign,” she said and both of us laughed at her comment.

“Kass, do you know how many times we’ve spent the night at one another’s house and slept in the same bed?”

“Quite a few.”

“And what you didn’t know is that almost every time when we finally turned out the light each night and you were lying there next to me, I would look over at your dimly lit form and wish.”

“Wish what?”

Smiling I said, “That you would turn toward me, put your hand against the side of my face and then kiss me and tell me that you’ve been wanting to do that for as long as you can remember, and then we make love until were absolutely exhausted.  After that we lay there holding one another, nothing but our bare flesh separating us, and we lie there basking in each other presence until the sun peeks through the sides of the curtain the next morning.”

With an ear to ear smile she said, “Oh my God Alexis are you telling me ….”

Cutting her off I nodded and replied, “Yes, I love you Kass.”

With tears running down her face she hugged me and said, “Oh Alexis, I love you too,” and as she pulled back we looked into one another’s eyes for what seemed like an eternity.  Finally, moving toward her I pressed my lips against hers and we kissed passionately, and at that moment I felt complete as my greatest wish had come true, the woman I loved more than anything loved me too.


Chapter 14

Before I went to Kass’s that very afternoon I’d had a hunch, that maybe, just maybe the person she’d been talking with Butch about was me, though I wasn’t completely sure.  At first, I hadn’t caught it as I was thinking it was a guy, but then again, I was the only one making reference to her love interest in the masculine and as I re-examined our dialogue in my head, I realized she had used a lot of gender neutral terminology and never actually said her love interest was a male.  I wasn’t one hundred percent sure but knew that I had to try, that’s why I gussied myself up, so I would look pretty for her, and then sent her a text from Butch saying her was leaving town and would not be returning and encouraged her to live her life to its fullest and tell the person she was madly in love with how she felt.  I knew the chances of it being me were a long shot but had to go for it because it was all or nothing; and in my mind it was a final roll of the dice.  Fortunately, my hunch paid off, proving that sometimes you’ve just got to take a chance, because you might be successful.

When I returned home from Kass’s that afternoon mom told me the strangest story.  Apparently, a homeless woman came to her door and asked for a glass of water as she said she was quite hot.  Mom invited her in, and they walked back to the kitchen where mom got her a to go cup of ice water.  The lady thanked her and headed toward the front door and despite asking her if she wanted to stay and cool off, she said she needed to be going.  As mom described her to me it sounded exactly like the woman who had given me the ring on graduation night.  Racing back down the hall to the kitchen I looked on the bottom corner of the napkin holder and the ring was gone.  It had happened just as she said, she collected it from me.  How had she even known where I lived? 

Kass and I spent the rest of the summer getting to know one another better, which was long overdue, and we truly realized what we had been missing all those years by holding our feelings back.  The one positive was that we became friends first and lovers second, which truly cemented our relationship and to this day we are the happiest girls on planet Earth.

I decided it was best that I never tell Kassidy about the week I spend as Butch, because if I did, and she actually believed me, she might feel that I hadn’t been truthful with her by not telling her immediately, and that was a risk I just couldn’t take.  After all those years of yearning for her I finally had her and I was determined to protect my relationship with her at all costs, and my mother also swore on my life she would keep the secret as well.

Entering college in the fall we eventually decided to get an apartment together near the university, which we decorated according to our combined tastes, which turned out to be quite feminine as we were both kind of girly girls and were determined to stay that was as well at Kass’s request.  She said if she’d wanted a guy she would have gotten one and for me to stay just as I am with my feminine charms and she would as well.

This is where my story ends.  I never found out what happened to my father.  It was as though he vanished off the face of the Earth.  I still think of him occasionally and the pain he caused me and mom, but as time goes on the memories of it continue to fade, and as it’s all done and over with it is probably not even worth thinking about.  The mysterious lady who lent me ring, I never saw her again either.  I can’t help but wonder if she was put in my path for a reason, perhaps so I could finally connect with the one that I loved, but I will never know for sure and it will have to remain a mystery.  My past is dead and buried and I’m happy leaving it that way because in the end I finally landed the girl who I had loved for so long as she truly filled the emptiness that I had in my heart and soul for so many years as she truly completes me, and I am grateful to wake up next to her each morning.

The End
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