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    College costs a whole lot of money these days, doesn’t it? You go to school and hope to learn something and be able to use it in the real world but discover that, well, what you learned has NOTHING to do with the real world and all you did was spend another 4 years in school learning more things that you may never use again in your life. Sort of how we all felt about taking algebra or trigonometry in high school, huh? 
 
      
 
    So, I decided that I wanted to go to school to become an English major. So I got to read a whole bunch of books and write a bunch of papers and basically, read a whole lot and learned not so much. I had decent grades and all but, well, what good would that do? But I did manage to get through college and graduate. 
 
      
 
    My parents had passed before I even entered high school. Luckily, we were well off. Not rich, mind you, but good. And the accident gained me more money, all put into a trust fund per the will. I got SOME when I got out of high school, which paid for college and such. No car though from that money as that was specifically spelled out. But when I graduate college, I get more money and was allowed to use that money for a car. I never understood the reasoning behind it but, well, whatever. I didn’t need a car anyway since I stayed at home and went to college right there in town. 
 
      
 
    When I was younger, I had a guardian. Now, it was weird to me at the time that this person who essentially moved into the house to take care of me was there. I didn’t really know them at the time, though they were family. But it was some sort of “distant” relative, an aunt, I believe it was my father’s sister from the other side of the country. And she was, well, an odd duck. Like I said, never knew her before. 
 
      
 
    When she moved in, we took all of my parents clothes and put it into storage. It was so that we could hold some sort of garage sale, with the clothes and much of the other things that she felt we didn’t need. But she used my mother’s car to get around, leaving me with nothing, though it was not like I really needed a car. The town was small, except for the college on the outskirts, and everything was no more than 15 or 20 minutes walk to get there. 
 
      
 
    Now, before they had passed, I was just your average boy, running around and getting into trouble. And the trouble a young male child can get into can run the gambit, let me tell you. But the trouble with that was living in a small town, where everyone and I do mean EVERYONE knows who you are and who your  
 
    parents are. So, well, you try not to get into too much trouble. 
 
      
 
    I was also a shy kind of guy, never really growing out while I hit puberty. In fact, I sometimes wondered if I had actually HIT puberty. Because while all the other guys in my age were like 6ft tall and built somewhat masculine like with their broad shoulders and such, well, I was the exact opposite. I was like 5ft 9inches tall in my socks. I was skinny as a rail and my hair, while not too long, looked really nice and was full and flowing. Some of the girls in my school even asked me HOW I got my hair like this. I told them it was genes, as my mother had the same kind of hair. I considered myself lucky since my father was bald as a cue ball. It was really bad since his name was Hue so, you can guess the jokes… But mom’s hair was always beautiful! I was kind of glad I got those genes. I also kind of figured that I was really getting her genes since she was not really tall, but dad was really tall. He could have played basketball professionally, though he always said college was easier to play, plus he didn’t quite have the REAL skills needed. I was so far from athletic that, well, I kind of felt girly! I tried to brush off some of the jokes back then about making a better girl than a guy but it hurt at times. 
 
      
 
    Of course, you can tell that my confidence level was right there in the toilet by the time school started. My aunt was doing her thing, making sure I was fed and such but beyond that, there was no real nurture. But she was there to ask questions and such and sometimes get help with school work, so I guess it was okay. 
 
      
 
    The summer before I started high school, it was decided to finally hold the garage sale. So we went into the storage room and started bringing out everything. Of course, all of dad’s clothes were nice and the only thing that we didn’t put out was his underwear, since, well, who buys used underwear. Good used socks, yes. Work and casual clothes for sure. So we got that all set up. His golf clubs and other things we put out as well. 
 
      
 
    When we got to mom’s things, the first thing my aunt did was actually go through them to see if anything would fit her. Big shock. But where mom was about my size, my aunt was about 3 inches taller AND some 60+ pounds heavier. So, nothing for her. But I looked at the things and figured that some of the clothes were memories of my mom and I had a hard time wanting to part with the person who always told me I was a good, kind hearted person. When we got to the underwear of my mother’s, my aunt just threw that stuff into a trash bag. I was kind of shocked as she was throwing the stuff out. I never really thought of my mom in that way but she had stuff that I had only seen in my hidden Playboy magazines! She had stockings and garter belts to go along with some of the rather racy lingerie. One never really thinks that their mother could be a woman with a woman’s needs. But I was rather intrigued. Because I had always wondered, well… 
 
      
 
    When the garage sale started, we managed to sell a lot of things that we didn’t need. A television set, a computer and printer, golf clubs and all sorts of weights and tools that dad had. We sold MOST of dad’s clothes but, as for my moms stuff, I was kind of glad that not much of it sold, as it might have been out of fashion. Oh, some of the casual clothes went. In fact, all of her slacks and t-shirts and some of her blouses went. Even some skirts. However her dresses and, in my opinion, the nicer blouses and skirts, they didn’t sell at all. My aunt threw them into the same bag as the rest of it and told me to throw it all into the trash. But for the first time ever, I didn’t do what I was told. Instead I carried the bag up to my bedroom. Of course I didn’t let her see me do it. Part of me wanted to keep ahold of something of my mom. Beyond a picture that is. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I was also of an age where curiosity is king. And I was really curious. So one night, I decided to open that bag I hid in the closet and pulled out a pair of mom’s stockings and a garter belt. Like I said, I kind of had girly features and part of that included the fact that my legs didn’t really have hair. It was really light and soft. So as I rolled up the stockings and then put them on my legs, I only got about half way up the first leg when I kind of stopped and asked myself what I was thinking about. I started to take it off but instead of throwing them back into the bag, I decided to take a shower. My aunt wasn’t there at the moment, gone off somewhere or another so, why not. 
 
      
 
    I hopped into the shower just to clean up, thinking that maybe by doing this, I would maybe clear my head of these bad thoughts. I really didn’t think about it but somehow, I ended up shaving my legs. I actually spent 30 whole minutes shaving my legs, my crotch, my ass, chest, arms and that other little spot, my crack. I don’t know why I did it but when I finished that, well, I just went on auto pilot. I used up all the hot water by the time I was out of the shower and had to get a good amount of hair out of the drain cover since the water was not going down. I picked up the HUGE clump of hair and threw it into the toilet. But I was shaven from head to toe. Okay, not my hair and eye brows but everything else I could reach. I was able to get down a little of my back at the top but I looked in the mirror and didn’t see any dark hair on my back so… 
 
      
 
    I walked back to the bedroom and picked up the stockings again. As I rolled it up my smoothly shaved leg, I felt a tingle and a shock as I pulled it up. When I rolled the other one up my leg, the same feeling came over me and I started to shake a little. And my cock was starting to get hard. When I picked up the garter belt and wrapped it around my waist, as I attached the garter tabs, I could feel the pull of the stockings and they made me get even harder, if that was even possible. 
 
      
 
    I then pulled out a pair of the panties. Now mom wore several different styles and while most guys might like to see a girl’s ass while she is wearing a thong, when I tried it on, it felt REALLY uncomfortable. Her bikini panties were kind of small and didn’t offer too much support. But when I found a pretty pair of nylon and satin panties that were like the “granny panty” and pulled that up my legs and adjusted everything, I was in heaven! But my cock was certainly telling me that this felt REALLY good too, as a little pre-cum started to dribble out. 
 
      
 
    I picked up a matching bra and worked out how to get it on. I tried just putting it around my chest and while it was tough to clip the hooks, I managed it, then put my arms through the straps and put it into place. I was actually shocked that it fit around my chest, though my mom did have real breasts and I had nothing of the sort. But I reached into the bag and pulled out some panties and wadded them up and put them into the cups. I now had c cup breasts like my mom! 
 
      
 
    I then found a really pretty slip and pulled that over my head and down my chest. The feeling of the nylon against my skin was electrifying, and that was just when it slid against my hairless arms! I then pulled out a nice dress. It was a little wrinkled but I shook it out and pulled the zipper down and stepped into it like I had seen mom do countless times. Usually I would then hear her ask me to zip her up if dad wasn’t there. I managed to get it zipped up myself and then I looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    Something was missing… I knew what it was but, well, I was afraid now to do anything about it. But I somehow got up a little courage and walked back into the bathroom. Now, mom and dad had a master bath, but usually mom used the other bathroom to put on her make-up and such and, well, since my aunt was using the master bath, all of moms make up was in the other bathroom. I had been so busy at times watching her do her make-up, especially when she was going out with dad, like on the day they were killed, and in a trance, I started putting on my mother’s make up just like she would. Moisturizer, foundation, blush, eye shadow, mascara, eye liner and finally, lips. I picked each one up and took my time. My hand shook a little but when I took a breath, I got my hands under control and got it all done. I took mom’s brush and brushed out my hair. While it was not as long as my mom’s, it was long enough that I could do something with it. 
 
      
 
    Another 30 minutes later and there I was. I looked in the mirror and while I did not see my mother standing there in front of me, I did see a nice looking girl. I realized that I still needed some shoes and knew I had some pairs thrown in the bag with everything else. So I padded my feet down the hall and pulled out some heels. I looked at them and still in a trance put them onto my feet. THEY FIT! I was ecstatic!!! I looked like a girl! And what’s more, I felt like it was the RIGHT thing to do. My cock kind of thought the same thing and I could feel something about to come over me as I walked over to the bed and lied down on my back. I had a towel there with me and I managed to get the dress up and panties down and towel in place before I had a huge orgasm that just didn’t want to end! That, however, made me cry and feel disgusted with myself. I hopped out of bed, pulled everything off and beat feet back to the shower and using whatever hot water was left washed off everything! I threw everything in the bag and promised to take it all to the garbage in the morning. 
 
      
 
    That night, I prayed to my mom and asked her forgiveness for what I had done. I hoped she was watching over me. Oddly enough, I felt at peace and felt like she was telling me something in a dream. I didn’t throw her stuff away but I didn’t touch any of it for quite some time. 
 
      
 
    I got through high school and when I hit my senior year, my aunt was gone. She was being paid by the estate until I hit 18, which I did just before my senior year. But the car was hers to keep so, no car still. It didn’t bother me seeing as I didn’t have a license either. No big deal. But by senior year, I had still not really had a girlfriend, though I had some female friends. I was into the drama club and musical theater, which may have gotten me tagged as gay. Personally, I wasn’t sure what I was, let alone WHO I was. But as the year went by, they announced the musical for the year, “La Cage Aux Folles!” and I was FLOORED! Did these people KNOW what was involved in this production? I knew! And I was among the first to sign up for auditions. Okay, I signed up for auditions every year and for the last 3 years, well, I knew how to run the light boards, spots and all sorts of other things but never got on the stage for the musical. I could sing but, well, the shows we did were, well, not suited for me, they would tell me. 
 
    Hell, one teacher told me that if I had been a girl, she would have had no trouble casting me at all! But I figured that I would at least, because I could dance a little, FINALY get on stage! When the time came for the auditions, well, I was ready! And the same teacher was casting this show and when she saw me, she walked up to me and whispered in my ear, “I think I can cast you in this show dear!” I just smiled. 
 
      
 
    I did indeed get cast into the show. But what shocked me was the roll I got! I got Albert! The male/female lead!!! All I could do was cry when she told us who got what role. The girls in the cast and such walked up to me, congratulated me and some even hugged me. Some of them knew I had been wanting to get out on the stage and now, because of this show, I was going to get my chance. 
 
    I went to EVERY rehearsal, even if it was not one that I had to be there for. Because the dance instructor was also there every time and would, if I begged her, help me perfect my routines. Albert didn’t have too many, not anywhere near as many as the girls in the chorus line, but Albert had to MOVE like a girl and, well, who better to teach me to walk like a girl than the dance instructor. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I also had to sing and, well, that was not a problem either. In fact, I was told that the main reason I got the role, beyond my girlish looks was my voice. I had the range necessary for the show. And while I had practiced the number for my audition, I wanted it to be perfect. 
 
      
 
    I had also drawn the attention of one of the girls in the production. She came up to me after I was given the role and offered to help me out. She never really liked getting on stage, as she was more of a back stage girl. She offered to help me with make-up and other things and I accepted her help, partly because, well, I thought she was cute and, well, theatrical make up is way different than normal make up and, well, I thought it would helpful. 
 
      
 
    Over the following 8 weeks, when I wasn’t in the rehearsal, Sarah would come over and help me with lines. The price for that was, well, helping her with her school work. I had to keep my grades up in order to be in the production so I started to get serious. Besides, I wanted to go to college because, well, I thought that was what you were supposed to do after high school. So, we worked on lines AND we worked on school work. All in all, it was a good deal. Right up to the time I left the closet door open. 
 
      
 
    I still slept in MY room, not the master bedroom. I was just not comfortable there, even though, well, the house was in my name. I owned it. Well, the trust owned it until I graduated college then I would technically own it. But I left the closet open and, well, I had been wearing mom’s stuff more and more, though not whole hog. But I did wear the panties while at school, when I didn’t have gym. But the bag was there on the floor and, well, I had my clothes AND mom’s clothes hanging in the closet. I didn’t pay too much attention to the closet door being open since we usually worked in the living room and kitchen. 
 
      
 
    But Sarah excused herself and went up to the bathroom. As she did, my bedroom door was open and as she reached in to close it, she saw the clothes in the closet. She also saw the scattered panties and such on the floor and the other things on the dresser. She creeped out of the room and walked to the bathroom only to find that I had stockings hanging off the shower rod. Talk about being dumb! But she came down the stairs with a smile on her face and walked right up to me and gave me a kiss right on the lips! 
 
      
 
    OH MY GOD! 
 
      
 
    I looked at her in shock. She looked at me, smiled and said, “so, practicing being Albert at home are you?” I looked at her questioningly. “Well yeah, isn’t that what we’re doing now?” She shook her head. “No sweetheart, I mean the kind of practicing that you need to do to get used to the idea of being a girl! Like wearing stockings, panties and dresses!” 
 
      
 
    My jaw dropped to the floor. Before I could say a thing, she put her finger in front of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “You can not tell me that you have not been wearing all that sexy lingerie and the nice clothes in your room! I can tell that you have and, if I am not mistaken, you might even be wearing some now!” I looked down and could just make out the garter tab holding my stockings up. I blushed beet red! 
 
      
 
    “Chris, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. I remember your mom and she always had the nicest clothes! Please, for me, would you go up and, well, get dressed???” I looked at her. I was too afraid to move. When she bent back down and gave me another kiss, I eagerly kissed her back. I guess this gave me the energy to get up and walk up the stairs. Sarah followed me up the stairs and as I took off my boy clothes, she saw the panties and stockings I was wearing. My pants were baggy so normally the stockings and such didn’t show. 
 
      
 
    “You were wearing that all day?” she asked. I just nodded, afraid to say anything since I thought if I did, it would break the spell. I opened my dresser drawer and pulled out my breast forms. Now that I had money, though not much, I decided that I needed these rather than wadded panties. Amazing what you can find on E-Bay, isn’t it?  
 
    I peeled off the backer paper and put them on my shaved chest. Then I grabbed my bra and put it on and then finished dressing. My hair was a lot longer and I could style it nicely. I looked at Sarah. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Chris, you look good as a girl! Do you wear make-up?” I nodded. “Go on.” So, I walked over to the table in my room. It looked like a desk until I pulled the center out and up came a mirror and cosmetics were in the compartment. Sarah looked and smiled. “I always thought that was just a desk. Damn, that’s nice!” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks!” it was the first thing I was able to say. She leaned over and gave me another kiss. “I want to see my new girlfriend, Chris… Christy! Yes, I like that!” I liked it too. So, I worked on my make-up and in 15 minutes, I was done and definitely feeling like a girl again! Sarah looked at me in the mirror and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Get up and turn around. I want to see the real you now!” I got up and turned around to face her. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Christy, you look AMAZING! How long have you, well…” 
 
      
 
    “The first time, well, was just before freshman year. I did all of this and then felt, well, kind of bad. So I took everything off and put it back in the closet, asking my mom’s forgiveness for doing what I did.” I took a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    “Let me guess… Did you have an… accident?” 
 
      
 
    I blushed even deeper crimson. I didn’t have to say a thing. She knew. 
 
      
 
    “Come on Christy, you remember the human physiology teacher in school talked about all sorts of things, including involuntary responses like orgasms. Nothing to be ashamed about.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I stopped for a while until Ms Jones said something to me that stuck in my head like, ‘if I was a girl, she could have cast me in her last show during freshman year. That got me started back up.” Talking about this, while dressed, with this girl, WOMAN, was having an effect on me as I could feel my cock getting hard. Okay, being dressed still did it to me but not quite to the extreme that the first time did. I could actually go quite a while without having an accident. But I always relieved myself in the old fashioned way, making sure NOT to damage the clothes or lingerie. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how or why, but Sarah stepped closer to me, took her hand and brought it down to my crotch and in a second, she found my hard on. She rubbed me through my panties and in a second I was moaning. “You like this, don’t you?” I just moaned louder and when I opened my eyes, I could see something in Sarah’s eyes. I know I was looking at her with lust or something but the look in her eyes was animal! She leaned in for another kiss and, well, with all the make up on, I found that lipstick contact between us sent a shiver through me and as she continued to rub me through the panties and dress, she pushed me out of the bedroom and into the master bedroom! I was normally uncomfortable going in here but with Sarah, it was different. She pushed me onto the bed! 
 
      
 
    “TAKE OFF THAT DRESS!” she growled. I pulled it over my head, leaving me in my lingerie. I watched as Sarah pulled off her tee shirt and then pushed down her jeans. Underneath it all, she was wearing a cute, lacy bra and a thong. When she twirled around for a second, I was able to see her ass and I marveled at it. She saw me looking then reached behind her and unhooked her bra! She kept her panties on for the moment as she climbed onto the bed, directing me to scoot back onto the bed a little further. 
 
      
 
    We were now in the center of the king sized bed. She crawled up on top of me and we made out like bandits. I was seeing her breasts and caressed them and as I felt her nipples get hard, took one and pinched it a little. I heard her moan into my mouth and she pushed herself up. I pinched and twisted it and she moaned so loud. “SUCK IT CHRISTY!” She growled and I certainly obliged. I took the left nipple, the one I had not been playing with into my mouth and sucked at it and even bit it gently. She moaned and started to pull up a little as I was biting on it and playing with the other one. I could tell that she was enjoying it and I didn’t let up. And I realized that she was kind of dry humping my cock through both of our panties. Damn, that felt good too! 
 
    When she dropped down a little, I took my mouth off the left nipple and latched onto her right one I had been playing with. When I sucked that one, I started playing with the left one. I could hear her moan and growl in my ear. “OH MY GOD! I’M CUMMING!!!!” and I could feel a wet spot coming on my panties as she started soaking her panties and even mine. And my cock was getting so hard just from all the contact and her moaning. What she did next shocked me. 
 
      
 
    She gently removed my hands from her breast and I took my mouth off. Then she just yanked her panties off. They were ruined anyway, I figured. Then she took a giant leap I guess and brought her now glistening and soaked pussy up to my face. She looked down at me and I could see lust in her eyes. I looked up at her and as she moved her mound towards my mouth, I knew what she was asking me to do without words. I saw it in her eyes and she saw in my eyes that I was willing. I felt her lower herself onto my mouth and I licked her juices and inhaled her scent. I was in heaven. This was nirvana! I licked her gently at first, discovering what made her shiver, what made her moan, what made her grab my head and grind herself into my face. And all through it, I was loving it. I was loving her! 
 
      
 
    I also learned at some women can squirt a whole lot. I should have known that when she soaked her panties but now, she was flowing right into my eager and waiting mouth and I was swallowing it all! I knew my make up was shot now but I also laughed as I could also see my red lipstick all over her mound and thighs. 
 
      
 
    She did finally get up off of me and she leaned down and kissed me, giving me a little tongue at the same time. “Damn, I do taste good, don’t I?” she chuckled as she kissed me. I rolled my fingers down her back and she arched some. Then she looked down at me and saw that I was still hard as a rock. She looked at me and gave me an evil grin. Then she reached down and pulled my panties down and it popped straight up. There was pre-cum all over the head and she bent down and kissed the head. I moaned with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Christy, you did get me off so I guess I should be good and return the favor.” She bent down and started to take my cock into her mouth. I moaned and growled as she started and she moved herself and suddenly, I could see her ass in front of me. I don’t know what came over me but I bent my head in and licked her ass. She stopped going down on me. I was still in her mouth and then she took my entire length inside her mouth and throat. I licked her again as she started moving up and down my shaft. I didn’t have any energy to hold off and within five minutes was filling her mouth with my cum. I was exhausted. I could tell she was too. But I gave her ass one more lick and she came around to me, with her mouth shut. 
 
      
 
    She bent down to give me a kiss and she brushed her lips against mine. Then I felt her dribble some of my cum that was in her mouth into mine. I tasted myself for the first time and it was not as scary as I had heard. She kissed me a little more and I got more and more. I took all she gave to me and swallowed it. When she was done sharing, she kissed me hard on my mouth, gave me tongue, and when I gave her mine in return, she gently bit down on it. 
 
      
 
    “So, did you like?” I looked up at her and smiled. “Every single bit of it, Sarah!” 
 
      
 
    Now, while we didn’t go hot and heavy every day until we graduated, we did get heavy a few times. The next time was after we did the play for the first weekend of two. We did a Friday and Saturday night and then a Sunday afternoon. In the Sunday paper there was the review. I was afraid to see it but when Sarah came over after the matinee show with the write up, I read it and I was actually blushing harder than I thought possible. The critic, which was from the big city rather than the little town we lived in, said that the production, though amateur and high school, had several redeeming qualities. It took until the third of four paragraphs for him to mention the cast and their work. He did not pan us or say a single bad thing. But when he got to me in the last paragraph, I read the words and started crying. 
 
      
 
    “Christopher Jessup, the young man in the lead of Albert, if we did not know he was a man, would easily be mistaken for a woman, and for this show, it is a good thing! His skills and impersonating a woman even had some of the members in the audience wonder if they had cast a woman to be in the role. His voice, when doing the numbers was right on and entranced the audience. It was indeed a love story of epic proportions and Christopher is to be commended. I believe that he will go far in the theater as long as they take his very good skills and use them as they should be used.” 
 
      
 
    I was crying by the end of that and Sarah gave me a kiss on the cheek. That soon changed into another wonderful romp in the bedroom for several hours. At least, by now, I had moved into the master bedroom and the clothes were all put away neatly. My old bedroom was just cleaned out and I put the clothes that I really didn’t wear all that much, like almost half of my boy stuff and some of the girl stuff, like winter clothes, in there. The dresser held that which folded but the closet, well, it was all seasonal girls stuff. 
 
      
 
    When we got to school then next day, everyone was talking about the show and the review. The principal came up to me and shook my hand. “We have never gotten such a glowing review for our productions. You did good, son. Your parents would have been proud!” When he said that, I knew in my heart that he was right. I looked towards heaven and smiled. I could feel them looking down on me and smiling. 
 
      
 
    The second weekend was a great one. The audience was there and I enjoyed both remaining shows. The show closed to packed houses and after the last performance, we had the cast party. Well, it was really an everyone involved party, so Sarah, who did everyone’s make up (she did spend a little more time on me and everyone knew it and why) and the entire stage crew. We all got down and danced, having a good time. Of course, slow dancing with Sarah was divine! It was even better since we held it at my house, though there were adults there to make sure we kids didn’t do anything bad. Ms Jones, the director, who had been quiet the entire time, other than giving notes, when the show was over, came up to me.  
 
      
 
    “Chris, you did well! I wish I had been able to cast you in other shows before. Had I known how good you were, I probably should have taken a chance on you. I put you in for an award and I hope that you get it. Thank you for making this production as special as it was!” She then gave me a hug. I hugged her back because that was the nicest thing I had heard from an adult in a long time. When Sarah walked up, she saw the tears in my eyes and I told her what Ms Jones said. She hugged me and said to me, in a whisper, “Christy, if they only knew you as well as I do, they would know just how great you are. And you are great to me as well! I love you, girlfriend!” she then brought her lips to mine and gave me a long and hungry kiss. 
 
      
 
    The party finally broke up. It was kind of funny, since here I was starting to clean up as most of the cast left. But it was the chorus girls, all but one of them were actually girls, as well as the same guys and gals that I always worked with behind the scenes that helped me out cleaning up. As they did, I got a couple of hugs from the back stage guys and gals. One of them walked up to me and told me that he wished I would be HIS Albert. He then blushed and left. I had known this guy for some 6 years and never would have known. One of the girls cornered Sarah and I and confessed that she had always found me nice but never could get the courage to talk to me. I hugged her. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and then, surprising me even more, gave Sarah a wet kiss square on the lips. I watched as Sarah swooned from that kiss. When they parted, Sarah was panting a little and so was Jenn. I looked at both of them and smiled. Jenn then whispered something in Sarah’s ear then left. She was the last one to leave. Now it was just Sarah and me. 
 
      
 
    “She said that she liked your choice in panties, Christy!” I looked at her in amazement. “yes, she saw your panties one night in the dressing area when you changed costumes. She also told me that she, well, likes girls, which was kind of obvious!” I looked at Sarah. “Yes, I think she does. But I have to tell you, sweetheart, I wouldn’t want to lose you, even to her!” 
 
      
 
    “Christy, you are never going to lose me!” She then kissed me lewdly on the mouth and dragged my ass up to bed with her. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the play had ended, I could not help but think about several of the things that I learned at the party. I learned that Jenn kind of knew about Christy, though not all that much, and liked girls. But the part that had me REALLY curious was Patrick. I kind of kept it within me, not mentioning it to Sarah right away but I knew that I was going to need to discuss it, because I just couldn’t stop wondering what it would be like. It took me a couple of days to finally get up the courage to say something. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, I gotta talk to you about something that’s bothering me.” I started. Sarah looked at me from across the counter as it seems every time we have something important, we are either in the kitchen or at the table. Today was the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “What is it, Babe?” 
 
      
 
    “What Patrick said at the party is getting in my head and it kind of, well…” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, I was wondering what it was on your mind. I wasn’t sure if it was Jenn or Patrick. Do you want him?” I could see that Sarah was a little concerned when she said that. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, I LOVE YOU! But what it is could be that I am, well, kind of curious about… Well… You know…” 
 
      
 
    I could see Sarah’s face light up. “You want to know what it feels like to be fucked like a girl, is that it? I nodded. “Babe, I think that we can work something out. But do you want him to KNOW this about you? I mean, Jenn kind of suspects but what about him? Are you up for something THAT big?” 
 
      
 
    At first I thought she meant his size rather than what this might mean between Patrick and myself. I looked at her confused for a moment, then I realized how she meant it. 
 
      
 
    “I think I can handle it. I mean I didn’t realize that he went that way and I’ve known him for six years. It’s not like it’s something guys talk about every day. But I am also curious about how you feel about not only that but Jenn, as you mentioned her.” 
 
      
 
    Now it was her turn to smile a little. “Yeah, I did like her kiss. It’s not as good as yours and goodness knows you are very good at kissing me in some rather naughty places. But I am kind of curious about her too. But would it be, well, weird?” 
 
      
 
    I thought it over a minute and then laughed. “Well, we are starting to become the poster children for weird, given what we like.” I said this with a big grin on my face and once finished, she bent over and gave me a kiss. What I didn’t know is that the very next day, steps would be taken to fix both of us on our curiosity. 
 
      
 
    That next morning, we decided that Christy needed to go out in public. Of course, Sarah was at home since we weren’t living together yet, and her parents, though happy with her grades, had been kind of worried that she might be spending TOO much time at my place. If they only knew! 
 
      
 
    So when I got up, I decided that if would make sure that I looked far better than I had ever looked before, but not quite flamboyant. So I spent some 20 minutes working on my face. Then I went to the closet and looked for something summery and very feminine. Once I had selected a cute little dress with flowers and very silky, I went to the dresser and picked out some nice undies. I was going to be very girly so I found my peach colored bra and panties. I found some nice soft pink stay up stockings and rolled them up my legs. I got out my breast forms and pulled off the backing and put them into place and then finished dressing. Before putting on my panties, however, I had to go through the tucking procedure and made sure I taped, as it would NOT do to have it slip out at a bad time. 
 
      
 
    I brushed out my hair and styled it some and was finally ready to go. When I got down stairs, I realized that I was not alone in the house as I could hear Sarah talking to someone. At first I thought she was on the phone until I heard Jenn reply to her just as I walked into the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my! Chris???” 
 
      
 
    I just stopped. I could see Sarah looking at me with a smile on her face and Jenn was just looking stunned. I felt REALLY bad and thought I had done a bad make up job if she knew who I was that fast! I started to cry, thinking that I did such a bad job to be recognized that quickly. 
 
      
 
    Jenn saw my reaction and quickly fixed it. “Chris…” Sarah interjected. “Call her Christy, okay Jenn?” Jenn nodded. “Sorry… Christy. You look, well, DAMN girl! Honestly, sweetie, I knew you were wearing panties before but damn, you look like a chick I would definitely want to get to know. Because, well, girl, you got it going!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and smiled. Jenn then walked up to me, gave me a hug and whispered, “Welcome to the other side of the looking glass, Alice” and I couldn’t help but laugh. Sarah looked at us quizzically and we both smiled. “She just welcomed me to the sisterhood, sweetie.” Then Sarah walked up, hugged us both and then we went to the mall. This was a big step for me, personally, since the most dressing I did in public was those five days doing the show, not counting rehearsals, so this was going to be BIG! 
 
      
 
    We hopped into the car. Jenn got in the back, I got in the front with Sarah and off we went. I was nervous but I was also eager to see how well this went. When we got there, we actually parked further out, so I could get some time working on the walk that I developed and though I was in short heels, I needed to develop some balance. By the time we got to the doors, I was fine and I could feel my ass wiggle some and my legs were getting a little work out. Luckily, the girls were kind of dressy as well since I really didn’t want to stand out that much, hanging with a couple of girls that were dressed down as it were with me dressed up. That and Sarah wanted to get a dress for graduation. I wasn’t sure why Jenn was there but, well, the more the merrier. 
 
      
 
    As we walked the corridor, I noticed a couple of guys walking towards us. I really didn’t pay it much attention but as we walked, I noticed in the store window that all three of them turned to look at us, each with a smile or smirk. Sarah saw it too and leaned in and whispered, “yes, you are now a member of the sisterhood, babe!” then she took my hand. I then noticed that she reached out for Jenn’s hand and there we were, all holding hands. 
 
      
 
    We got to the first of many stores for Sarah to find a dress. Of course she found several and Jenn and I would comment on them as she came out. We both liked maybe two of the ten she tried on. But we didn’t LOVE any of them. But there was one that Jenn saw on Sarah and she went to find it in her size and tried it on. When she came out, for some reason it looked way better on her than it did on Sarah and even Sarah applauded the look. 
 
      
 
    Jenn bought it and we went off to another store. It took three more stores to finally find one that just screamed Sarah. I happened to see her as she came out of the fitting room before Jenn saw her. I knew then that this was the one for her. Jenn agreed the second she saw it. Sarah looked in the mirror again and fell in love with it. So now they had their dresses. But then the two of them walked me over to the dress rack and pulled out three different ones for ME to try on. 
 
      
 
    I tried to beg off but there was no fighting the two of them. So I went into the dressing room and tried each one on. I liked the first one, which was a light blue patterned dress. It was nice, flowed rather nice and all but I didn’t LOVE it. The second looked just a little AWFUL on me and they agreed that it wasn’t the one for me. But the third one… 
 
      
 
    It was a white silk dress, coming about mid way down my thigh, covering the stocking tops but if I bent down, well… But it fitted me well at the top as well as at the waist. And when I came out, the two of them looked at me and said, all together, “WOW!” I turned in the mirror and realized that I absolutely LOVED this dress! 
 
      
 
    I turned to them and smiled. “I don’t want to take it off, girls. What do I do?” Sarah laughed. “Well, you should probably buy it but I think that you should also think about some different shoes for that. My shoes were yellow and they didn’t quite go with the white silk. I nodded and I really didn’t want to take it off but, reluctantly, I did. 
 
      
 
    I got dressed again and then I saw the tag with the price. It was on CLEARANCE! I put it back on the hanger and walked out. The girls were there waiting and we went off to pay for the dress. A few stores down was a nice little shoe store and the guy working there knocked me for a loop. It was Patrick! 
 
      
 
    He greeted us as we walked in, with a little kiss on the cheek of Sarah and Jenn and when he came up to me, he asked me who I was and how I knew these lovely ladies. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Christy, and you are Patrick.” 
 
      
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
      
 
    “Umm, your name tag maybe?” he looked down and laughed. “I forget I wear one, since everyone knows me anyway. So what can I do for you ladies?” 
 
      
 
    Here I was, talking to Patrick, and he had no idea it was me! I figured that maybe he was just humoring me and as they were shown shoes, I just followed along when I spotted a beautiful pair of white stiletto strappy sandals with a five inch heel! I just fell in love with them and actually squealed with delight as I picked them up. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have these in my size, Patrick?” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me. “What size do you wear, Christy?” 
 
      
 
    I actually blushed. “I don’t know???” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me confused a little. “Well, take a seat and we can find out.” I sat down on one of the chairs and looked over to Sarah and Jenn. They were both looking at me, smiling. When Patrick came back he took the machine and measured. “Size 10. Be right back” and off he went. 
 
      
 
    Two minutes later he had 2 boxes in his hands. 
 
    He then knelt down and took off my shoe and then placed the new heel on my foot. All I can say is that it was kind of like a Cinderella moment. I even felt a stirring between my legs as he wrapped the ankle strap around my ankle and repeated the process for my other foot, and I felt him caress my leg in the process. This caused MORE sparks inside me. But it also made me wonder if he KNEW it was me rather than a girl. I just couldn’t tell. When he got up he put out his hand to help me stand up. 
 
      
 
    When I got up, I could tell that these were THE shoes I wanted. Yes, they did cause my legs to use muscles I had not thought of, staying balanced on these things, but I felt, well… FEMININE! And within five steps, I was walking in them with only the slightest wobble! Jenn and Sarah looked at me and actually gave me a little applause for walking in them. Patrick saw that and looked at us kind of funny. 
 
      
 
    Sarah laughed. “She doesn’t usually wear this high a heel, Patrick. These are her tallest ones!” 
 
      
 
    “Then she is doing really well!” Patrick replied. I sat down and took them off and put on the others. “Enough practice for now I think!” and I got up, feeling a little unsure of myself for a second. Then I looked at the other box. “What’s in there then?” 
 
      
 
    I could see a little blushing as he opened the box and there was a pair of heels in there that were the same color as I was wearing but the same five inch heel. I saw right back down and Patrick put them on me. I leaned forward and kissed him right on the mouth and even slipped him some tongue! Oh my, was he ever shocked! 
 
      
 
    Patrick got up and looked down at me. He was blushing and then offered me a hand to help me get back up. As he did, I could feel his hand and arm tremble as he helped me up. Once I was up, I looked at him again and said, “kiss me, Patrick!” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me. Then he leaned in and put his hand on the side of my face and gave me a long, passionate kiss. When I felt him give me his tongue, I slipped mine into his mouth after nipping him a little. After what felt like a couple hours but was only a few seconds, we detached ourselves from each other and I could feel my heart beating really fast. 
 
    It took a couple minutes to calm myself down and I ended up walking out the door wearing those heels and carrying the other pair plus the ones I had been wearing in a bag. We walked the mall until we came to Victoria’s Secret. I had always wondered what it was like to buy things in there but never really went in. Now I felt like I could and all three of us did. 
 
      
 
    Of course, VS does not carry “brief” type panties but does carry thongs and bikini panties and even a few boy shorts. None of those appealed to me since I had something extra between my legs. That was until I found a pair of white silk thongs with a matching lacy bra. Oh, that was it, to go with the dress. Sarah chuckled a little as I picked up three of the thongs, one in black and the other two in white. I also got two bras, 1 white and the other black. Then I saw a garter belt that matched but they only had it in white. SOLD! A couple pairs of stocking and I was done! Sarah told me that she had a present for me but I didn’t see her buying it as it was not in a bag. Jenn was smiling so I knew SHE knew what was in the bag. But I didn’t care. 
 
      
 
    We realized we were hungry and we went to the food court. We got some food and sat down. I didn’t realize how tired my legs were from wearing the heels but I was loving it just the same. And then people started to come over and talk to us, usually because they knew who Jenn or Sarah was and each time I would hear, “and who’se this pretty young lady (or thing or girl) with you” And each time I would tell them that my name was Christy. Many of these people were people I KNEW and they did not recognize me one little bit! 
 
      
 
    As were about finished, Patrick came over with his tray of food and sat with us. “So, how are you ladies? I thought you would be all done by now.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah laughed. “Just about. We are getting ready to go in a couple minutes. How about you?” 
 
      
 
    Patrick looked a little down. “Yeah, I gotta hang out here for a couple hours until my folks can pick me up. I had a short shift and now I have to wait.” 
 
    Sarah fixed that in about five seconds. “We can take you home!” which brought a smile to his face. Right up to the point that he seemed to look down again. “So, where’s Chris? Usually you two are inseparable.” 
 
      
 
    Jenn smiled. Sarah smiled as well. Patrick looked at them, confused. He was sitting right next to me and he didn’t see me. I leaned over and kissed him again, looking right into his eyes as I did it. 
 
      
 
    Patrick started to close his eyes as he got into the kiss. Then he opened his eyes and looked into mine and almost stopped kissing me until I grabbed his head. He finally figured out who it was and kissed me back! 
 
    When I let him go, he looked at me, then at Sarah. Then he looked at Jenn. I could see confusion in his eyes trying to figure out what was going on. Sarah grabbed his hand. “Patrick, this IS Chris, though she prefers Christy. She kind of wants something from you, or of you. But as Christy, not Chris. Does that make sense?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him, then he reached over, putting a hand on my cheek, looked into my eyes and then gave me a tender kiss. I kissed him back. Out of the corner of my eyes, I could see Sarah and Jenn holding each others hand and kiss each other. The four of us got up, with me and Sarah in the middle, her holding Jenn’s hand and I was holding Patrick’s hand. Sarah and I were holding each other’s hand as we walked to the car. Of course, we only took ten steps before we realized that we had left our packages there. Amazing the things you foget when you have other certain “priorities” in your head. We grabbed the bags, got them in the trunk and drove to my house. 
 
      
 
    I went upstairs to the bedroom while they all relaxed down stairs. I put the stuff away that I had bought and that was when Sarah came into the room. She handed me a box from Victoria’s Secret. I opened it and say the pretty lingerie, in pink. It kind of covered my front and part of my top but the back was pretty much uncovered and it felt silky. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead, put it on. And you can keep the stockings on too.” 
 
      
 
    I stripped down and put it on and felt like it was made for me. She then took off what she was wearing and revealed that she was wearing something pretty much the same but in baby blue. I gave her a kiss. 
 
    “I bought this for US and for the next couple of minutes, it is ALL about us. But I know you want to experience what its like with a guy and I want to try it with a girl. What do you say?” 
 
      
 
    I bent down and gave her a gentle kiss, which became more fevered and passionate. I felt her reach between my legs and pull off the tape holding me in and in seconds, I was hard. I had her moaning in moments as I started to gently kiss her nipples and with a very tender but knowledgeable hand on her wet mound. We were on the bed in seconds and we couldn’t take it any longer. She got on top and slipped herself onto my shaft and started to rock on me while still locking her lips to mine. I grabbed her perfect ass and soon she was screaming. I was doing my best to hold off because I wanted her to cum first. That didn’t work out but I think that we tied as I felt her tremble as I shot my load there inside her. 
 
      
 
    We were tired after that, though it seems NOT that tired. Apparently Sarah and Jenn and Patrick came up with a plan because some 10 minutes later, in came Jenn and Patrick, holding hands as they came into the room. 
 
      
 
    Those ten minutes were enough for us to get some energy back. Patrick was standing there in his boxers and Jenn was wearing yet the same lingerie that Sarah and I were wearing but hers was in red.Within a couple of seconds, Sarah and I were on our knees, pulling Patrick’s boxers down. When I saw Patrick’s cock and balls, I did not even hesitate. I found Sarah was on one side of his cock and we kissed his length together. I licked his balls while she was licking his shaft.  
 
      
 
    But let us not forget that Jenn was there and I could tell that Sarah was getting some attention to her mound as I caught a glimpse of Jenn placing her tongue between her lips. And then I felt a hand grasp my cock and start to stroke me as I was sharing Patrick’s cock with Sarah. But she then told me to go ahead and suck it and I didn’t have to hear her say it again as I wrapped my lips around his growing cock. It was far longer than mine and as I worked to get it all into my mouth, I paid close attention to those sweet spots. And I could tell from his moans that he was really liking the attention I was giving his cock. Of course, Sarah was giving his balls a good licking too, though her moans were just getting started as well. 
 
      
 
    Jenn was now devoting her whole attention to Sarah’s mound. But rather than Jenn stroking my cock, Sarah was now stroking it. It was really kind of strange that the only one really naked was Patrick. Of course, us girls weren’t wearing fully covering clothes. But I realized that Jenn was not getting any loving between her legs and, well, I had a free hand and she was just within reach. As I glanced over and then moved my hand there, I could feel how wet she was and that she had been taking care of herself. But when I brought my hand there, she grabbed my hand and kept it there as I was gently fingering her. 
 
      
 
    Patrick was now starting to moan really loud and when I heard “I’m going to cum!!!” I braced myself for my first taste of cum. I didn’t have to wait long as he shot what felt like gallons into my mouth and it was a struggle to get it all. I had to swallow several times just so I wouldn’t lose a drop. I actually ENJOYED it. When Patrick finally pulled out, he was sweating. He smiled at me and then gave me a kiss. Then he knelt down and worked on getting my cock into his mouth. So there I was, as Jenn had Sarah writhing, so I decided that I would have Jenn going and in seconds, she clamped my head between her thighs and I proceeded to lick her to orgasm. She squirted just as much as Sarah did and I enjoyed every drop of it. It didn’t take long for all of to have orgasms, mine being the my second. 
 
      
 
    When we were finally finished, it seems we were all tired. I had Patrick on one side of me, Sarah on the other side and on the other side of Sarah was Jenn. All of us were now spooned on the king size bed. About two hours later, Sarah reached over and touched Patrick’s cock. I looked and he was ROCK HARD! Sarah looked at me. “You want him inside you now, don’t you?” I looked at her. “Yes, but I don’t want to do something that will ruin us.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah looked at me. “Baby, I want to see you get fucked like the little slut you are. If you are good, I will even get me a strap on so I can fuck you. But I know that you are curious and I want to watch. Patrick heard this and if anything, his cock seemed to grow BIGGER! Jenn looked over and said she wanted to watch too. 
 
      
 
    Patrick looked at me. Then I moved over to take him into my mouth again and started to suck his cock. After a couple of minutes, it was coated with my saliva. And the whole time I was doing the sucking, I could feel both Sarah and Jenn play with my ass. I didn’t know who had their finger in there first but eventually I could feel a couple of fingers going into my opening and I was moaning as they did it. Then Patrick pulled out of my mouth and I was on my hands and knees. I felt him grab my hips and start to slowly enter my ass. At first I fought it but I started to relax and I could feel him going in slowly. I also sw the girls start to finger each other as I was getting penetrated. After a couple of minutes, Patrick was inside me fully and was starting to pound me into ecstacy. With every thrust, I started to moan louder and louder, screaming for him to take me harder, which he gladly did. 
 
      
 
    I looked over to the girls and they were watching me get fucked and I was grinning from ear to ear. Then Jenn moved to in front of me and pulled my head down to her mound and I licked her for a couple of minutes as she came all over me. I didn’t realize that Sarah was anywhere until I felt her under me licking my cock. When I heard Patrick scream he was cumming, there was nothing I could do to stop him as I was about to cum in Sarah’s mouth while Patrick was filling my ass with his warm cum! 
 
      
 
    We all fell asleep on the bed. The room just smelled of lust, sex and, well, cum. When I woke up several hours later, the only person in the bed was Sarah. No Patrick. No Jenn. But I did see a note on the pillow from the both of them. Patrick was taking Jenn home as he had driven there. I turned over and wrapped my arm around Sarah and I could hear a contented sigh coming from her mouth. I gave her a little kiss on the lips and she kissed me back. 
 
      
 
    “So, do I need to get that strap on, baby?” I just smiled. My cock was hard. Sarah looked down, wrapped her hand around it and then got up, straddled me and guided my cock into her pussy. It felt so good. “I can’t wait until you get those REAL breasts so I can squeeze and twist your nipples and make you scream like…” I reached up and squeezed each nipple at the same time and she let out a moan of pleasure and started to bounce faster on my cock. When she brought her mouth to my lips, I kissed her deeply but kept my fingers wrapped around each nipple, gently twisting and pinching them. All I can say is that this was one hell of a way to wake up in the morning. And from the day in the mall, I guess I make a hell of an actress… Maybe a porn starlet too… 
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    Caught in the Act 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It isn't everyday that we get an opportunity to find out things about other people that we would never know. It's even more interesting, or scary when you think about it, when they learn something about you that you would rather others NOT find out about. However, sometimes the two of them come crashing together completely accidentally and, well, there is nothing that you can do about it but, well, survive. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had decided that I needed some Christy time, especially after working on the road with a second person with me. Normally, I travel alone and stay by myself in hotel rooms, meaning that I can at least slip into Christy for a few hours. If the hotel has an exterior door for the room, I might even venture out at night, taking a drive or a stroll. Okay, most times, it is a drive. But I have gotten out of my car a couple of times, usually at some highway rest stop or something, when I REALLY need to get out of the car. But I was stressing out and this was my most favorite way to relieve that stress. 
 
      
 
    So I had spent a few hours getting ready, stripping off my guy side with a razor and scented body wash. A little into the tub and the rest on my scrubby and I was soon in heaven. I made sure I was smooth, which is difficult after 2 weeks of not being able to! Of course, new razor helped in that, and all of the sudden, there I was, ready for my transformation. 
 
      
 
    First I brought out my lovely Vanity Fair panties. I am sorry girls and boys, but I do NOT like bikini's, thongs or even “hipsters” but rather prefer the full cut nylon panties that they have. And if I can't wear those, well, there is always Secrets in Lace and their vintage inspired panties and the like. This time, I actually pulled out the silky Secrets in Lace black panties with the lace trim along the legs and a lacy demi bra I picked up on sale at Penny's! Then I got my forms and put them into place and I was ready. 
 
      
 
    I pulled on the stocking over my head since I do not have sufficient hair on my head to just put on an extention. Meaning I am going bald on top. My sides and back are long but I prefer the auburn wig anyways. But first, spend the next 30 minutes working on my make up. Goodness knows, if you don't do it right, you have to work on it again. And I was out of practice and this time, I wanted it as close to decent as I could get it. (Perfect ain't happening, folks!) 
 
      
 
    Once I got that done, I pulled out my stockings and put them on. Sometimes I go the garterbelt thing and other times, I prefer the thigh high's. This time, it was the thigh highs and my stiletto heels. Now, since I already stand 6'2” tall, you would think low heels, right??? Well, not for this girl! I can not seem to walk in lower than 4 inch heels. I do not know why but it just feels weird and unsteady. But stick my feet into a pair of five or six inch heels and I am walking proud and comfortably! Then I pick out my outfit. I figured a skirt and blouse, seeing as I was going to hang at the house for a while until it got a little darker and then I would head out and take a drive along my favorite area. 
 
      
 
    You see, I had the hots for this one gal with whom I had known and been friends with for many years. However, she would have been shocked with my desired attire but she would have become yet another friend that I had lost because of my other secret. I had actually lost girlfriends before, first trying to hide all of this and then admitting it to them later. So, I just cooled my heels (pun intended) and avoided the conflict that was sure to arise and just stayed friendly with Martha. But I so loved her sense of style and dress. She even had admitted to me that she preferred “retro” clothing to the styles of today. I know that I had caught sight of her wearing stockings and she even had said that pantyhose had to have been designed by some guy and not some girl because of the way they felt. I didn't know and, well, never really thought about it, personally. (Come to find out, it WAS indeed some guy who invented the first pair. Google it and you will see) 
 
      
 
    Once I was all dressed I put on my wig and combed it out, making sure that everything looked alright. Then I used my bobbie-pins to hold it in place and was prepared to face the day as Christy. I went to my kitchen and fixed a light breakfast and turned on the news. After eating, I realized that I had all this time and I REALLY wanted to do something that I had not done in a while. So I went to the closet and pulled out my little black bag. 
 
      
 
    The phone rang and I decided that I would let the answering machine get it. It picked up and I heard Martha... 
 
      
 
    “Damn, I was hoping you would be there. Anyway, all my girlfriends have turned me down and, well, I was hoping that you could help me out... I got called away for work and I REALLY need someone to come over and take care of Buster! Can you PLEASE call me as soon as you can. I REALLY need your help!” 
 
      
 
    Luckily, the phone was right there and I picked up and called into the phone. “Martha, I'm here!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, thank goodness. I thought you had said you weren't doing anything this week. So, can you help me out. Only be a couple of days.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Martha. I can do that. And you know that Buster and I get along quite well. So, when you taking off?” 
 
      
 
    “Tonight. I have my tickets and everything. I will be back on Friday night, so it's just for the next four days. Is that going to be a problem?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope. I am taking vacation time this week anyway, after that long trip...” We spoke for a few minutes, catching up since we had not seen each other in a while. She told me that she would leave me a key in the mailbox after the mail had come and that she appreciated the help. Of course, I kept quiet about how she could repay it, but she did offer to cook me dinner when she got back. And boy, can she EVER cook. 
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