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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sort of remember like it was yesterday but, well, it certainly wasn’t. And with the childhood that I had back in the days, it’s amazing that, well, let’s just say that it could have been a whole lot different. 
 
      
 
    I was what they called a “military brat” and for those unaccustomed to that term, I was a child living from military post to military post while growing up, and as such, at least when I was young, spent time on post, going to school and such. Once dad got higher in rank, we were able to afford off base housing, usually in the form of a trailer or apartment. It was nice and all but it wasn’t really “home”, but mom and dad, when he wasn’t deployed or sent somewhere. It was not like he was a S.E.A.L. or Special Forces, but he was in the Air Force and at that time, there were some duty stations where he could NOT bring family. Usually at those times, thus reinforcing those feelings of being a loner, we would stay at either my grandparents (when I was in elementary school, as grandma was a teacher) or, once I was in secondary school, where we had a place we could kind of call home, we stayed in place. And it was at this time, well, things started to become formed inside my mind. 
 
      
 
    I loved my mother, but she was “plain” as it were, though really what did I know of plain, but she worked and it was during that time in this country when kids could be left alone somewhat, given that the neighbors KNEW what you did and reported back to your mom if you did something stupid. We came in when the street lights came on, that sort of thing. I had been going to the same school now for 1 year; dad had been overseas for 14 months on a 2 year tour in Korea. 
 
      
 
    Now, I became fascinated with silky things, not so much from mom and what she wore, though she did have some things that I liked, but this was also the time when pantyhose were introduced and mom, well, when she did, it was those and not stockings. Oh, I knew what they were, because there were still women in the neighborhood that wore them. And this was also the time when clothes were put out on lines to dry, and occasionally, one would see the colored nylons hanging from the line, along with the panties and the rest. But my interest was not is seeing them but, well, you guessed it, wearing them! Oh, I had snuck a pair of moms’ panties and such and found them nice and all, though when I found the really NICE silky panties, well, I almost ruined them the first time I pulled them up my legs. 
 
      
 
    But there was this one neighbor lady, Mrs. James, whose husband was killed many years before, also military, and she had 2 kids. Her son had entered the military, I believed it was Annapolis at the time, and her daughter was, unfortunately, killed in an accident, which we learned was caused by a drunk driver. The neighbors all knew that it almost killed HER but she was seemingly getting better. She was not one for pity and, for a while, she was really bad. She didn’t drink but, well, at times, she had let herself go to waste. But after a time, she got her act together and she seemed to start taking care of herself again 
 
    Now, I am not saying that I fell in love with her or anything, but she was definitely NOT “plain” and many people really thought she was “hot” but she still kind of kept to herself, except on the days when she was doing women’s hair. She had opened her own little shop at home and many of the neighbor ladies, including my mom! That was how I got to find out about her, since my mother saw her maybe every couple of weeks. She didn’t charge nearly what the shops were charging and, well, the gossip, as mother put it, was juicier! 
 
      
 
    Mother also made sure that I remembered that being nice to her meant helping out when I could. Not too many of the guys around here were really willing to help out a neighbor and, well, all the fathers in the neighborhood kind of avoided her because their wives might get upset. So, on occasion I would walk by and see if she needed help. I never charged her for helping out, except maybe a cookie, maybe a soda or even a sandwich. It was good, made me feel better and helped her out some as well. And my mother certainly approved of my going over to help. I think it was because what she would have given me was taken off her bill for hair stuff. Who knows. 
 
      
 
    So one afternoon, as I was walking home, there she was, with her arm in a sling. Now, I had not PLANNED to stop by but even before I could say “hi” she saw me and called me over. 
 
      
 
    “Stephen, I am SO glad to see you! I did something to my arm and the doctor put a bangade of some sort on it and told me to put it in a sling. Can you PLEASE help me with a couple of things? I have to get the linens off the line and have some other things that will need to be hung. Can you do that for me?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oh Lord, you would think I had died and gone to heaven with what she wanted help with. I happened to have seen what she had hanging on the line, other than her sheets. She had two loads of laundry that needed to be hung on the line and a bunch of stuff that needed to be taken down. I smiled and said no problem. So she handed me a loaded basket as well as an empty one to take the clothes down off the line. It took me a couple minutes to get the stuff off the line, as the sheets were a little difficult and folding the fitted sheet, well… But then I started to pull down her skirts and blouses, underwear and stockings. And when I touched them, it felt like a shock ran through me as I took them down. I didn’t know if she was watching me but I was very careful, not only not wanting to ruin them but also trying to figure out how I could steal some of these things. 
 
    When I got to the clothes to be hung though, I started to feel like it was going to be a good day. There I saw the garter belt, bra, panties and all the other underwear, as well as some nicer clothes of hers. I got that load all up and walked to her back door and brought the basket of dry clothes in. I saw the second basket and brought that out. I saw that this load was all similar things, as well as some smaller sized clothing and such and even some male clothing. I remembered her son was off so maybe he had left some stuff. Either way, I got them up and went back to the house. 
 
      
 
    “So, how much do I owe you, young man?” I looked at her kind of funny. She knew that I never asked for money or anything. “Mrs James, you know my mother would probably smack me if I took money from you. And if your arm is in that sling, that would be wrong of me as well.” Of course, I HOPED she didn’t know I had pilfered some of her lingerie but… 
 
      
 
    “Okay, but do you think you can come by tomorrow to help me out getting that off the line. I want to get Derick’s stuff put away since he won’t need it for a while and, well, I have to get stuff ready for goodwill.” When she said that, I realized that the smaller clothes were her daughter’s and I just nodded and told her that I would be back in the late morning if that was okay. It was and off I went. 
 
    When I got home, I found my mother sitting there smiling at me. “Mrs James called and told me you gave her a hand what with her arm in a sling. You didn’t take any money from her, did you?” I told her that I certainly did not take any money from her as that would be wrong of me. My mom smiled and after a few minutes, we ate dinner and I went to work on my homework, even though I had time since we had the next day off. 
 
      
 
    The next day, I spent the morning looking at my stolen treasures, the stockings, panties, bra and garter belt. It was even sillier that they all kind of matched, though at the time I didn’t really care. It took me a while, but after mom had gone, I decided to actually try them on. I guess it helps that I was not all that big in size, only about 5’9” tall and weighed in at a mere 145. I had long hair which my dad was on me about every letter home. Mom also kind of got after me but I managed to keep it long as long as I made sure to not be like some kids out there and let it get greasy and such. Ok, I did use mom’s shampoo and conditioner and it did make my hair look okay. But as I looked at the stockings, I realized that putting those on with my hairy legs was going to be, well, dumb… But I couldn’t shave them, could I? 
 
      
 
    Well, an hour later, I managed to shave my legs for the first time and only managed to nick myself once with moms’ razor. And when I rolled up the stockings and put them on my shaven legs, I could not help but feel excitement and as I got them up, I was shaking. I was tingling all over from the feeling of those nylon stockings on my legs! The garter belt was just about the right size, though I could lose a little weight to make it fit better. And once the garter tabs were attached to the tops of the stockings, I caressed my legs and LOVED the feeling! And the feeling of the straps along my shaved legs holding the welt of the stockings was even nicer! 
 
    I managed to get the panties on, and since these were not bikini but rather full panties, I felt like I was I heaven and didn’t feel like things were going to fall out. I then picked up the bra and as I was putting it on, looked at my chest and all the hair there… But rather than grab the razor again, I went into the closet and found the hair clippers. I wished I had thought of these before. Five minutes later, I had the hair clipped off my chest and put the bra on. Mrs. James was a little full up top and I had stretch to make the band go around and clip it in back (I didn’t know about the clipping in front and twisting it around trick until later) but I was noticing that I was a little empty up top so I grabbed a couple of pairs of my socks and put them into the bra cups. 
 
      
 
    Now, I didn’t think I looked like a cute girl or anything like that at the time, but I looked at myself and thought that if I could only figure out how to do make up and such, MAYBE I could pass… Except for that little bulge in the panties. But then I remembered that I told Mrs. James that I would come back and help her out again. So I took everything off and started to get dressed in my boy clothes, but then decided to put on the panties since they did feel so good. So I got dressed up and went to the side of the house and unlocked my bike. I hopped on and pedaled to her house and arrived at 10am. And there she was, sitting on the front porch, waiting to see if I would show up or not. The look on her face was one of curiosity I thought, though I never really understood some people’s looks. I slowed my bike and hit some loose stone, felt the tire slide out from under me and ended up ripping my pants right down the leg and I felt something cut into my leg at the same time! Mrs. James laughed a little until she saw me really take the tumble and then saw my pants rip. She was up in a shot and ran to the fence and saw the blood leaking through the pants. She grabbed a rag out of her pocket and slapped it on my leg and with strength I did not realize that she had, picked me up and carried me in to her home and put me on the floor. I personally forgot that I had HER panties on under my jeans right up to the point that she had pulled my jeans off and SAW me wearing them, which she noticed and muttered under her breath “we’ll talk about THAT shortly” and then she told me to hold the rag in place while she grabbed a bandage. A couple minutes later, she came back with a first aid kit and placed a gauze pad and taped it in place.  
 
      
 
    “It’s not as bad as I feared it was going to be, young man, as I was afraid it was going to be bleeding for a while. But you might want to have your mom take you to the doctor’s office to get a tetanus shot. I don’t THINK you will need stitches but a doctor should make that call.” I nodded, now dreading what was to come next. 
 
    “Now that we have the cut and such taken care of, I think that we should now have a discussion about your being discovered wearing a pair of MY panties! I had thought I had misplaced them at first but, it seems that instead, you are wearing them. And if that is the case, then I believe that you have a few OTHER things of mine at your house, don’t you?”” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her and then at the floor, feeling my face turn beet red I could barely get out, “I’m sorry” out of my mouth when I felt her hand on my chin and she made me look at her. 
 
      
 
    “it’s nothing to be ashamed of, sweetie. I know a few men MY age that like silky things to wear and all. But, well, I wasn’t sure why your pants pocket seemed to be a little bulging but I figured that, well, not that it would have been strange either but now, I guess, I know why. But I want to know about YOUR reasoning and such so I can understand you. And please, be honest with me. Maybe I can help you a little too.” 
 
      
 
    In the course of the next two hours, she learned that I had been trying on panties from my mom and some of the other neighbors in the past couple of years but that hers were the first ones that I REALLY had liked and enjoyed the feelings that it created. I also told her that it actually sometimes helped me get my classwork done when I was wearing panties and such since it allowed me to relax some, feel good about things and actually concentrate on what I was doing. Strange, huh? 
 
      
 
    After we finished talking, with her asking some questions and I would answer her, she asked me if I would like to be able to spend time as a girl? I looked at her and smiled. “Of course I would. I would love it!” I told her. She smiled. But then she told me that there were a couple of things that I would need to know. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, STEPHANIE. That is what I will call you, when you are here, when you are dressed like a girl. You know I have neighbor ladies who come here to get their hair done so on those days, you can’t come over to dress up. You’ll know when those days are. 
 
    “Secondly, you will BEHAVE like a proper young lady. That means you will do your homework here and your mother will know that is what you are doing here, as well as helping me out. 
 
    “Third, you will NOT steal, borrow or anything else like that, other women’s underwear! I am sure I have some things upstairs that you can wear, from underwear to clothes, as I believe you are about the right size. 
 
    “Forth, you will be good or else I reserve the right to punish you. You have already earned a punishment for stealing my lingerie so you should know that you will have a choice to be punished like a boy or a girl. Your choice on this remains in effect at all times. 
 
    “Fifth, as a girl, I think you will need to learn how to apply make up and other things, from how to walk and talk to how to do many other things, including cleaning and cooking! That way your mother will have a helper around the house and you know I will find out how you behave at home, right?” I nodded, knowing that Mrs James would make sure she found out how I was doing. 
 
    “Lastly, calling me Mrs James is all polite and such but I would rather you called me mama Claire, or something along those lines. Even mom or something, at least if you feel comfortable with that.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and smiled. “Yes mom. I call mother, mother, so I can call you mom when we’re alone. If there is someone nearby, I can say mama C? 
 
      
 
    “Thanks. So, punished like a girl or like a boy?” She did not elaborate on what that meant but I said “girl, mom” and she said, “so be it. I thought you would. But first you have to LOOK like a girl and I have a LONG list of things I would like your help on today.” 
 
      
 
    She led me to the upstairs bedroom where her daughter had her room. “Okay, you know I lost my daughter a while back. Everything in here was hers, I just never got around to getting rid of it. Let’s see if anything of hers will fit. I hope you aren’t uncomfortable with this?” I told her I wasn’t and even told her that I hoped that she wasn’t uncomfortable. She gave me a little hug and then showed me the underwear and such, plus all the clothes. First I found the pretty lingerie that her daughter had and while not quite as nice as mama C’s things, they were kind of nice as well. And her daughter apparently wore stockings and such, as well as some bobbie socks. I was taught to put on the bra the way it made it easier and was in what was now my lingerie now. Mama C looked at me and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Well, need to fill out that top area.” She reached in and pulled a couple of pairs of pantied, wadded them up and put them into the cups. “A little better. I will find a solution for you soon. Now onto the clothing.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later, there I was, standing in a pretty dress, wearing panties, stockings, slip, bra and low heels, looking in the mirror and seeing the beginning of a young girl. Mrs. James came up behind me and smiled. “Well Stephanie, I think we need to give you some lessons in makeup, don’t we?” and thus came my lesson in makeup. It was basic and simple but I no longer looked like a boy now. Then she brought me back down stairs and told me that I needed to bring in that laundry from the line and that I had to make sure I folded everything nicely AND, with a smile on her face, that EVERYTHING gets into the basket. 
 
      
 
    I finished that chore, not even caring about anything, because I felt so GOOD being there in that dress and such. I didn’t think that the neighbors would think anything strange, though they might. But then again, I didn’t really care as I was being a… GIRL! 
 
    Then she asked me to help her clean up the house, vacuum and such, even help her clean the shop since she was going to have a client in tomorrow morning. I learned that most of the women would come in on the weekend and those would probably be days when it would have to be Stephen rather than Stephanie that came over to help out. But during the week, I could be Stephanie. 
 
    I also learned how to cook some basic things. It’s not like I needed to become o gourmet cook or something, just that I should know who to make some basic meals since mom worked and it would be nice to help in that way as well. We finally finished around 5pm.  
 
      
 
    “Okay Stephanie, it is time to receive your punishment. Now I know that maybe you feel like you are a little too old to be spanked or anything, you certainly deserve to be punished for what you did. But you also did a very good job today helping me out and I should maybe go easy on you. But I will not go easy because you need to know what happens to my girl when she is bad. Do you understand that, Stephanie?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, mom!” 
 
      
 
    “Good girl. I figure fifty for stealing my panties, bra and another fifty for the stockings and garter belt, which you will now keep since, well, you are going to need them. But I do suggest that you bring them here rather than leave them at your home.” I cringed when I realized that I was going to get 100 swats on my butt and when she showed me the HAIR BRUSH, I winced a little. 
 
      
 
    “So you know, Stephanie, if you had chosen BOY, I would have taken the leather strap to your butt instead of the hair brush. My son, well, he certainly did not like it when my husband used it on him and when I used it on him the one time, well, I think he was more embarrassed than scared. But I will allow you some modesty by letting you keep your panties in place. Now, I want you to lay on my lap with your butt where I can spank you. Don’t kick or anything or else I will have to start over again! And to make sure you understand your punishment, I want you to say ‘thank you’ after each swat. You understand, Stephanie?” I gulped as I said, “yes, mom!” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my dress and slip up and feeling a little embarrassed myself, laid across her lap and using my hands to help hold me up. Then she grabbed the hair brush and started to spank my panty clad bottom, and after a few I was certainly crying but I made sure to say “thank you, mo.” after each smack. When she was done, she took a hankie and handed it to me and I dabbed my tears, blew my nose and thanked her again. But there was also some other things running through my head that I was not sure I really understood at the time. 
 
      
 
    “Now, here is what else I will do for you, Stephanie, as long as you abide by my rules here. I will also help you out with your homework assignments each day. You can come over, run upstairs and dress however you want. You will also have to wash the things you wear and you will help me around the house as well. I will let you know if something comes up during the week if you can’t dress up as Stephanie but I will still help you with your classwork if you want. You will be my NEW daughter and you will become a very good secret daughter to your mother. Do you agree?” 
 
      
 
    Oh my God! This was amazing! What a deal!!! “Yes, mom! Thank you ever so much!!!” I got up and hugged her so tight! She hugged me back. 
 
      
 
    “Also, you should know my daughter, that if you are a bad girl, either here, home OR in school, I will know and you will be punished accordingly.” I nodded and hugged her again. 
 
      
 
    For the rest of the school year, Stephanie was becoming more and more of a girl. My dad was not scheduled to be home until the end of the term so that was not going to be a problem. My shaving my legs and such, however, was going to be a problem with some people, like my mom and while in the gym class, since we did have to change in the locker room. But, I also saw that there were openings for track and since I did want to run and hopefully loose a little weight, why not. So I started to run some track, not sprint races but more the longer distance races and while I was not great, since I was a freshman on the team, I did some good times and managed to eventually place in meets. And when I did well, mama C gave me an occasional treat. My mother and her even came to some of the meets, and I even called her mama C in front of my mother. She laughed, looked at Mrs James and even laughed with her. 
 
      
 
    “So now you have two mom’s, Stephen? Lord knows she has been a good influence on you as your grades are getting much better. So Claire, I want to say thanks again, as he got his last report card and he is now getting “A” where he was getting B’s and C’s.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs James hugged my mom, told her that he just needed a little help and concentration and we all laughed. “I am just so proud of my little girl.” My mom whispered in my ear. I looked at her and she nodded. “You came home the other day with, well, mascara on your eyes and I asked ‘mama C’ about it. So, well, if it helps and you feel good about it, it’s fine with me. We even got you a present but you’ll have to wait until Monday for it! 
 
      
 
    The weekend felt like it was taking forever but Monday got there, I managed to get through school without feeling like it dragged on. Yeah right! It felt like forever before the bell rang and I could head out. But it rang, I jogged to mama C’s house and rang the bell, since I saw a couple of neighbor ladies looking at the house. 
 
      
 
    Mama C opened the door and let me in. “Okay Stephanie, your present is upstairs. Go on up and let me know what you think.” I practically RAN up the stairs but KNEW that if I did, well, I would get spanked. But I could not help myself and ran up the last five steps and into the room. Sitting on the dressing table was a set of… BREAST FORMS! 
 
      
 
    Mama C arrived at the top of the stairs and saw my expression. “Well, you need to kind of look the part better and those will work far better than some old wadded up socks. Go ahead and get dressed and then come on down stairs.” 
 
      
 
    After three months, I learned how to apply make up like a GIRL! I was dressed, like a proper young lady, in no time and was down stairs and went into the kitchen where she was waiting.  
 
      
 
    “You've done well, Stephanie, and I believe it was with discipline and hard work that you pulled those grades up like that. Your mom told me that she had never seen an A on your report card in all these many years. She knew you had the brains and talent but, well, I think that we found how to get those grades. But I wonder if you can keep those grades up there, or even improve them. But how to congratulate you and celebrate your grades is the question. 
 
    “I know that you have tried to be a good daughter to me, as well as your mom, but I have on occasion had to punish you for bad behavior. And it seems that MAYBE you LIKE being disciplined, is that true? 
 
      
 
    I looked at the floor, trying to figure out if there was some way I could hide my anxiety from that question. “Did your father punish you with a belt or anything while growing up?” I shook my head, as my dad never raised a hand to me in anger. “Do you LIKE it when I spank you, Stephanie?” I could do nothing but nod my head, as I did enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    When I looked up at her after a few minutes of silence, I could see her smile. “So, you were being ‘bad’ on purpose, so that you would have to be punished for being bad?” I nodded again. “So, you think a spanking should be a reward for GOOD behavior?” I nodded again. 
 
      
 
    “That’s kind of what we thought.” “WE???” I thought. Then mother walked in and I knew that I was in trouble. Mother knew about this part of me with the girl clothes and such but I was afraid to admit to myself that I liked being spanked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s alright Stephanie. You really do look like the daughter I had always hoped for and now, I have, even if just part time. Claire talked to me about you and how you seemed to be stressed about school and such and that she was going to help you out. But she told me that there was one thing that I needed to be made aware of and that was about Stephanie, not Stephen. She explained it to me and while I know your dad is not going to like it, we can cross that bridge when it comes. But you can still be Stephanie, though ONLY while you are here. At home, well, it could be a little awkward, as I am sure you know. 
 
      
 
    “Claire and I have agreed that you should find your peace, and if that is as Stephanie while you are here, as long as your grades do NOT suffer, which it seems to NOT be the case here, then Stephanie is certainly welcome. And she can be our little secret at home, as I do REALLY appreciate all the help there as well! 
 
      
 
    “See you at home in a little while, sweetie. It is certainly nice to know I have a secret daughter, so maybe we will have to do something sometime. And Claire,” she turned to Mrs. James, “THANKS YOU for my daughter!” Then mother left and I was standing there with Mrs James, or mama C. 
 
      
 
    “Well, lets us take care of a few things around the house, then we can give you your celebratory spanking. I know that your mom wants to go out to dinner with you to celebrate, so we will just take care of a few things. Later we can do the heavy work.” 
 
      
 
    For about 2 hours, we took care of some things. Vacuumed, dusted things and all sorts of simple cleaning jobs around the house. It seemed weird that I was enjoying the house work and such, but I paid it no never mind and in no time flat, we were finished. And it was not like I did all the work, as mama C was also cleaning things but it was just that kind of relationship between us. Then she told me that it was time to get my spanking. 
 
      
 
    I lifted up my skirt and slip and bent over her lap. I knew the drill, as I said “thank you, mother” each time I got a smack on my ass. That first time with 100 with the hair brush was rough but each time I was “bad” I got 50 here, 100 there. This time, I was not told how many I was going to get. And each of the times before, I felt a strange stirring in my groin and my cock would start to get hard, which was odd to me. What was worse, at least to me at the time, was one particular punishment, when I had actually back talked my real mom, I stormed out of the house and ended up at Mrs. James place crying my eyes out and told her what I had done. Fifteen minutes later, Stephanie was bent over getting a particularly painful punishment of 200 paddles with a ping pong paddle (actually 2 of them as she actually BROKE the first one on my ass) and I was REALLY crying like a girl, still thanking her for the punishment and actually made a mess in my panties, which actually got me another 25 slaps. And this was my last punishment, about three weeks before this celebratory spanking! 
 
      
 
    This time, it was the brush again, and only about 100 swats. But that was just now… 
 
      
 
    I went upstairs to change back into my boy clothes and went back down to thank Mrs. James, gave her a huge hug and said that I would see her on Monday. She smiled and hugged me back and said that she was looking forward to her daughter returning. 
 
      
 
    I walked home, feeling a little pain in my backside. I should note that after that punishment, I went home and spent many hours apologizing to my mother for my bad behavior. I didn’t tell her what had happened, at the time, though I now believe that my mom knew what had happened to me over there, though part of me HOPED not EVERYTHING! 
 
      
 
    My mom was all dressed up, which surprised me a little. Then she hugged me and told me that I needed to get some sensible clothes on so we can go to dinner. Dinner was at a nice Italian place that we went to celebrate milestones, as it were. We went there when my dad was getting ready to ship out, when my grandparents came to visit, that sort of thing. This milestone was important to my mom as it was me becoming more responsible, I guess, as my grades were great but with room for improvement my grandfather said, as they were all there as well. 
 
      
 
    Over the next three marking periods, Stephanie did remarkable work on her grades, learned to really cook, managed to get onto the Honor Roll and managed to make it to the State Sectionals for track. I also get my weight down to 132 pounds and, well, was enjoying life in all its possible ways. Then the floor fell out from under my life as my dad returned and told us in his infinite way that we were going to be moving AGAIN! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    2 
 
      
 
    Yup, moving again. That is the life of military personnel and their families. This time, though, we got to move with him. Off base housing again! New school, AGAIN! But what broke my heart was that there would no longer be any Stephanie! No more mother 2! I was going to go back to being Stephen! UGH!!! 
 
      
 
    Of course, we did get the usual 60 days notice, which would take me right up to the end of term. Dad did say he was proud of his little man for his grades and part of me was about to just chuck it all in and not worry about it. When dad went back to the base that morning, mom came up to my room where I had been crying.  
 
      
 
    “I know, STEPHANIE! I know. But you know that you are my good GIRL on the inside and I want you to keep being my secret daughter. I know that it will be difficult for you to continue but I believe in you and I know that Claire does too! Don’t let either one of us down, okay Stephanie?” 
 
    I nodded and did what I knew I had to, but I CHERISHED the time with Mrs. James and those last remaining weeks went too fast. When it was time to say my last good bye, I brought my final grades over to her to show her that I had managed to be ranked number 3 in my class. Mrs. James hugged me and handed me a box and told me to give it to my mother as she would know what to do with it. I did not get a spanking for my grades as much as I might have wanted it, but I did get to say good bye to mother number 2. 
 
      
 
    It took the movers a couple of days to pack everything. Everything that did NOT go with us was donated to the base charity drive and off we went. We traveled from Missouri to New Jersey. Of course my dad was now a senior NCO and they had an opening there. Off base housing was an actual house, with grass and such, though the back yard was SMALL! And I got to go to a new SCHOOL! AGAIN! We got there and went to tour the school and I was not overly impressed with the place, as it was kind of HUGE compared with the last school. I was not impressed because, well, the track looked bad and it seemed that there was no real spirit at the school, at least as far as we could see.  
 
      
 
    We did meet with the principal and guidance counselor and managed to figure out what my courses would be. Of course, since I was in honors in my last school, I got put into honors in this school. I looked at my mom and asked to be placed in the regular classes but she shot me a look of sadness and just said, “what would Stephanie do?” which made me smile a little and I took the honors classes. Oddly enough the track coach was there as well and when we met, she told me that she had received a call from the track coach from my old school, telling her what they were getting in me. She looked at me and smiled, telling me that she didn’t have any distance runners on their team and she was glad to have at least one guy able to run more than 400 meters. She had a couple of girls that ran distance but I would be the first guy in a couple of years. I just shook my head, confused a little bit.  
 
      
 
    Of course, dad was now home most times but mom took care of me, making sure that we kept up the secret daughter. Instead of wearing dresses and such, which bummed me a little, I did get to wear the proper underwear under my boy clothes, though mom did sneak a pair of women’s jeans in the mix to wear at home. Dad didn’t really pay attention to that, though wearing a bra around the house was OUT! At least while he was home. And make up, well, not so much of that either. 
 
      
 
    About a week before school was to start, I could hear them arguing out in the living room, part of me was afraid that maybe dad had found out about Stephanie, but it was more along the lines of his taking another assignment that was going to take him away from us. Then it came out, loud and clear… He wanted to get away from HER! And he was sick and tired of being married to her and threw down the papers and stormed out of the house. I was sick! I got up out of bed and ran to my mom and hugged her for hours it seemed. I saw the divorce papers on the floor and could see his signature on them. I looked at them and then looked at my mom and asked her if we were going to have to move again? 
 
      
 
    “Nope! Grandma and Grandpa Carlisle are only about 2 hours away from here, so we will have family nearby. This house, we can afford the rent, though it might be tight. But there is a good thing to be found in all of this, Stephanie! You can go back to being my daughter if you want. If you want to become a girl all the time, that might be more difficult but at least you can be more comfortable here at home. And now, well, we can get that box that Claire gave you to give me.” Mom got up and walked to my bedroom where she had put the box and handed it to me. “Go ahead, open it” 
 
      
 
    I opened it and saw all of Stephanie’s things in there, right down to the breast forms! I looked at my mom and she told me that she knew what was in the box and that Mrs. James knew that I would need these things eventually. 
 
      
 
    So, school started and I got to meet my fellow class mates, as well as the others on the track team. Of course, in the fall it was cross country and the fall temps were getting cooler. The team was not large though, only 3 girls and ME! So, we ran together, as I learned the lay of the land. Classes were tough, though not for Stephanie. I managed to keep my grades right where they had been before, managing to make my mother proud. Yes, she gave me a spanking for my 3.98 GPA (yes, this school did that rather than A, B, C! My teachers were happy to see me and how much effort I put into my work. One teacher though, trying to be funny, remarked that if she had not seen my writing on other things would have thought I was a girl writing these papers. She didn’t say it loud or anything but I heard it and smiled at her. 
 
      
 
    When the second term started, we were getting ready for the indoor track season and there were more guys, for the short distance and field events, and more girls as well. But the four “distance girls” stuck together, as we were the ones who did the long distance runs. We practiced together and we got along fairly well. But one of the girls, Carrie, really perplexed me. She would take a moment to look at me weird like, as if she were trying to figure something out. But I didn’t pay too much attention to it at the time. But she did ask for a favor. She was in my honors classes and needed some help because she was starting to have difficulty with her grades. She asked me if I could help her with homework and such. I thought why not, so one day, she came over. I knew she was coming and stayed in Stephen mode the whole time. 
 
    We worked together, in the kitchen at the table, and my mom thought it was nice that I had made a friend, though she knew that she was one of the “distance girls” as we were known as. And as we worked together, each week, her grades began to improve. And it was not just that we worked at my house, as we also went to hers. And her parents were actually PLEASED to see a GUY coming over, though they made sure they watched us to make sure nothing “bad” occurred. But we were working on homework, getting school stuff done and became quite comfortable with each other. In fact, it got to the point that I would go over there sometimes and just walk in the door, say hi to her mom and run up to her room with my books in my hands and would talk, work and such. The same could also be said for her. That caused my second scare… 
 
      
 
    One time, I just felt that I had to have some Stephanie time and my mom knew it. So we took a few minutes to make sure that I had my makeup and such done and I got all girlied up and started to work on my homework. There was a paper due in English that I had kind of put off and I knew that I had to get to work on it then and there. And as Stephanie, I could knock it out in no time. So that’s what I did. My mom went about her thing and didn’t even thing twice when Carrie came through the front door, said hi to my mom and went up the stairs with books in her hand. My mom said hi and took three steps before she realized that Stephanie was about to be discovered!!! 
 
      
 
    Before she could do anything, Carrie got to my room, my door was open, and in she walked, took one step and dropped her books on the floor. I looked up, saw her and my jaw, and my heart, DROPPED! My mom got to the door just in time for Carrie to say, laughing, “I KNEW THERE WAS SOMETHING ABOUT YOU I LIKED!” I could see my mom put her hand over her mouth as I looked up to see Carrie smiling from ear to ear! My mom, to break the awkwardness just simply asked if her girls needed anything and Carrie smiled, looked at me and just asked for something to drink. My mom smiled. “Stephanie, how about you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes mom, thank you! And hi, Carrie!” I admit that I was a little scared at this time, not really knowing where this was all going to go but she came over to me, sat on the bed with me and, at first, hugged me, which I of course hugged her back. “You really look cute, Stephanie!” Then we got to discussing our project for Humanities Studies as well as our science lab project. Mom brought us some milk, asked if Carrie was staying for dinner and left us to our school work. 2 hours later, we both finished our homework and papers and walked down to the kitchen and sat together eating dinner, which while I was down there I helped to make. Mom thought nothing of it but Carrie became interested and actually helped to make dinner too. Then, of course, came the discussion… 
 
      
 
    Over dinner, Carrie learned almost all about Stephanie. Stephanie being spanked was NOT discussed but everything else was. Carrie listened and we learned that Carrie did not really like guys, but she didn’t think she was a lesbian either. Her parents had been worried about her, thinking there was something wrong with her, which explained the reaction to my coming over. A little while later, while sitting and watching a little television, I wasn’t really thinking about it when I reached over and turned her face towards me and kissed her gently on the lips. I do not know if it was the lipstick talking or what but I felt something marvelous when I kissed her and she actually kissed me back. We stopped, of course, just as my mom came in and said that maybe it was time for Carrie to go home. I sighed but my mom told me that I should walk her home, though probably NOT as Stephanie just yet. After about three minutes, I was now back to being Stephen and we walked back to her house, holding hands. When we got back, we kissed each other again and the spark was still there. It might be because I still had some lipstick on, which Carrie noticed and smiled a little. Then she leaned over and whispered in my ear, “I want to see Stephanie again, TOMORROW!” I nodded yes and whispered back that she would like that too. One last kiss and I walked home, feeling like a giddy school girl. 
 
      
 
    The next day, we walked together to school. We started to hold hands and the other “distance girls” noticed and smiled at us. The coach was somewhat taken aback because, well, she thought what many of the others thought, that she was into girls and not guys and, well, here is this guy with her and all. And Carrie started to wear make up more, though mostly lipstick and we made it our private joke when we kissed.  
 
    All through that year, we became close, she spent a great deal of time over with me, though to keep things “real” I did have to go over there at least once a week for appearances. But my mother also realized that things might get a little heated so she explained to me that her daughter better not get TOO heated or bothered. I agreed as I wasn’t really sure what to do about some things but I also didn’t want to ruin the relationship that Carrie and I had developed.  
 
    Then I learned that the school had a strange custom, dating back to whenever. Now remember, this is also back in the days where this sort of thing was laughed at and taken in the spirit of silliness it was intended. They had a day where the guys would dress up like girls, though many of the guys still wore male stuff and all, but there were a couple of guys who kind of tried to make an effort. Of course, Carrie thought it would be a hoot if Stephanie got to spend the day in CLASS as Stephanie rather than Stephen. And who was I to argue, though I was wondering just how far Stephanie could go out there in public. This is where the other “distance girls got involved. 
 
      
 
    Debbie and Barb came over to the house, unknown to me and Carrie, and of course, Stephanie was there in the bedroom. My mom let them in and told them where to find us. When they walked in, they saw Carrie and me working on my makeup and they both shrieked! “Oh my God! He’s going to make some of the guys nuts and some of the girls JEALOUS!” Carrie looked at them, a little confused. I looked at the two gals and started laughing. Carrie looked at me and then started to laugh too. Debbie looked at both of us, then at Barb, looked back at us and said “NO WAY!” In a second, the two of them were on either side of us hugging us together! “So, you really ARE a distance girl, aren’t you…” 
 
    “Stephanie, meet Debbie and Barb” Carrie said. “Girls, this is Stephanie and she is all MINE!” 
 
      
 
    The next day, in walked Stephanie with three “boys” walking with her. Stephanie was fully decked out, from top to bottom as a girl. I was even wearing three inch heels, though I did have to occasionally stumble in them to make sure they didn’t know that I could actually walk and even run in them if I had to! And they were right. Some of the guys in the school had to actually ASK if I was a guy or a girl. Some of the “chosen ones” as we called the uppity girls actually gave me looks like daggers and we just ate it up. But the weirdest thing that we dealt with was Coach Heather, our track coach. When she saw us, all together, she just had to ask. We all laughed and told her that I was spending the day as one of the “distance girls” for real and she looked at the four of us and laughed her head off.  
 
    “You girls are just too much! Enjoy your summer, you four GIRLS, and see you at practice this summer, though I hope, young lady, that you will wear sneakers and not those heels for running in!” she gave us all a little hug, which was surprising to me but not the girls and walked off. 
 
      
 
    At the end of the year, the coach was now actively calling us “distance girls” even with me there, as I was now one of the girls in her eyes (it didn’t hurt either that we had done well in the state championships) and the four of us, Debbie, Barb, Carrie and me, spent time together as friends, though, as Carrie said, I was hers for other things. And Carrie did learn about the spanking I was given at each marking period. It didn’t get discovered until the final grades came out. My mom was so proud of me and asked me what I wanted to do to celebrate and I told her. She had looked at me, smiled and told me that she knew I would ask for that but what else did I want? When I told her, well, she handed me the phone and I got to hear mama C tell me that she was proud of her second daughter as well. And she also told me that she approved of my new friends and was looking forward to meeting Carrie someday. I was shocked to hear that from her until my mom told me that she had been keeping her up to date and told her about Carrie. 
 
    What we did not expect was that Carrie would come in while I was in the middle of getting a spanking, as I said “thank you, mother” after each one. And as each spank to my ass hit, my voice sounded more and more like a girl’s, which is what I had always been working on. When Carrie walked in on number 25, she stopped and started to stammer something as she tried to turn around and walk out, saying that she was sorry to have walked in on my being punished. 
 
      
 
    Of course, my mom was worried that it had damaged Carrie’s attitude towards me or my mom. I pushed down my dress and slip and caught up to Carrie as she was walking out the door, crying. I took her into my arms and held her there, telling her that everything was alright. I explained to her that while it was strange, this was how I was kept on the so called “straight and narrow” both behavior wise and, well, grades in school. She finally stopped crying, looked at me and said, “So, what are you NOT telling me?” I leaned closer to her and whispered in her ear, “I wish that it were YOU spanking me…” She looked at me, grabbed my wrist and walked me back to where my mother was. 
 
      
 
    Mom was a little taken aback. She KNEW that I liked to be spanked, because she realized that was why I had asked for this. She also knew I was attracted to Carrie (like no shit, Sherlock!)And when she walked me into the living room, she asked my mom, point blank, how many whacks I was supposed to get before she had interrupted her. My mom looked at Carrie and laughed a nervous laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Well, since her grades were so good, maybe 100 with the hair brush and we were at 20 when you arrived. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “I want to finish it for you and then punish our little girl for not telling me about this. What do you think her punishment should be, mother?” 
 
      
 
    I was standing there, wondering what I was missing. Was I actually hearing that my mother and Carrie together were going to… 
 
      
 
    “What do you think, Carrie? Because it seems that Stephanie there is getting a little antsy there, either in anticipation or fear!” I could see my mom smile at me as I realized I was done for. 
 
      
 
    “Well, we can restart the 100 with the hair brush, but I think maybe something a little more of a deterrent for another 100. Do you have anything better?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I just happen to have something that I think will help Stephanie to be a better girl.” Mom got up and walked out of the room for a second. When she came back, I saw in her hand the ping pong paddle that Mrs. James had used on me before. Part of me was concerned because if it made me have another accident, I could be in BIG trouble. But another side of me was feeling that it could be GOOD! 
 
      
 
    “Mother, I know that you were spanking him over the knee and all. Do you think that maybe I should take her over my knee too?” Mom chuckled. “Yes, I believe so.” 
 
      
 
    In seconds, I was over her knee, with my skirt up, slip up out of the way and then, to my shock, I felt my panties being pulled down. I started to say something but I was warned to be quiet, not by word but with a movement of her legs as she trapped my cock between her legs and held me in place! 
 
      
 
    “Now, I think that we have to have her say something other than ‘thank you, mother’ to me, don’t you think mother? What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    The first swat to my ass fell and I felt its particularly nasty sting, this time direct rather than slightly nullified by panties. I blurted out, “thank you my love!” to her. My mom snickered a little. Carrie laughed and said, “We will see if that holds up after this!” And the spanking continued, with me thanking her for every one of the hundred with the hair brush.  
 
      
 
    “Now then, my love, we will make sure that you have no more secrets from me, won’t we?” she patted my aching and flaming red backside and told me that these next hundred are to make sure I REMEMBER not to keep secrets from her. Then she asked me one simple question. “Do you love me, Stephanie?”   
 
      
 
    “Yes, my love!” Then the first swat from the paddle hit and I whimpered. “Do you love me, Stephanie?” 
 
      
 
    Each time she asked me, she would hit me with the paddle and I would cry out the same thing, “yes, my love!” By the time she finished the 100 swats on my ass, I was crying but still saying it to her. My mother, which surprised me not at all, stayed for the first couple and excused herself with the comment, “I think you have this in hand. Do you want to come with us tomorrow the city?” I didn’t realize we were going there for what I wanted, but I was kind of thankful that mother had asked her. Carrie, as she swatted me again said she would and I felt like the world was falling at my feet, though right now, the paddle was landing on my ass. 
 
      
 
    When Carrie was finished, she held me in place as she caressed my very red hind quarters. She told me that I was a good girl for taking that and that she also hoped that she would not have to punish me again, though she WOULD if I deserved it. I was finally able to get my breath under control and she whispered into my ear, “I guess you do like to be spanked, don’t you sweetheart?” At first I didn’t understand what she had meant until I looked at the floor and saw that on the floor was cum that had shot out of me without me really realizing it had happened. She then let me get up and then looked at me and told me to pull up my panties and then kneel in front of her. I did as she told me and looked up at her. 
 
      
 
    I watched as she lifted herself up a little and then pulled her panties down and bring them to her ankles. Then she spread her legs just enough and lifted her skirt up a little to let me see what many guys would call heaven. She pulled me closer to her and asked me, straight out, if I had ever licked a woman before. I shook my head but said to her that I would like to learn how if she would teach me. She then took her index finger and gently wiped it between the lips of her clitoris and it came away wet. She then told me to open my mouth and then to lick her finger. As I did so, while the taste was “odd” it was not unpleasant, and then she began her instruction on how to “worship” her female sex. I gently began to lick her along the sides, around but after a while I found where to lick and suck on her to cause her the most energy and after about ten minutes, she grabbed my head and pulled it tight against her as she moaned into her orgasm! She kept my head there, told me NOT to stop yet and I could glimpse that she was biting down on her finger to stop from screaming. 
 
      
 
    Now, under normal circumstances, you would think that this is when my mother would come in but thankfully she did not. I believe that she either was ignoring it or maybe just became selectively deaf. Because Carrie was moaning rather loudly. She did, eventually, push my head away and then bent down to hug me. “Damn, you are better than my vibrator!” then she nipped my ear. Then she looked at my face and said “DAMN! Gotta fix that!” and bent down and pulled her panties back up and smoothed out her skirt. “Come on, let’s get you fixed.” 
 
      
 
    We went to the bathroom and washed my face. “So, did you like it, Stephanie?” I looked at her and smiled. “Well, I know that YOU did, and it was a very strange and delightful experience. So yeah, I think I did.” 
 
      
 
    Carrie smiled at me. “I am glad that you liked it and yes, I did enjoy it a whole lot. I think that maybe we will have to find more time in the coming weeks and such, though I do think your mother, well, I think she knows what happened. If she says anything, well, we will deal with it then.” 
 
      
 
    As she was talking, I was listening and doing my girl face thing and in no time at all, I had my make up all done nicely. 
 
      
 
    “So, what is this trip to the city for?” 
 
      
 
    I kind of looked at her with a smile. “A couple of things. First, well, I kind of want to, well, get a corset to train my waist to be smaller. I also want to get my ears pierced. And…” I paused for a second. Carrie smiled and nodded. “Then, well, umm, I kind of wanted to talk to a doctor out there about…”  
 
      
 
    Carrie looked at me. “You want to get changed???” 
 
      
 
    “Umm, well, uhh, maybe?” I honestly didn’t quite know what I wanted which was why we were going to talk to a doctor. But I think I had to explain something more. “No, not a complete change really… I don’t know about going all THAT way. The doctor that we are going to talk to, which my mom talked to the other day, will help out with, well…” and I grabbed my fake breasts… 
 
      
 
    Carrie laughed a little. I could hear the humor and relief in her laugh as well. “You want to get breasts? How? Implants like they talk about in the paper? Damn, that’s going to be expensive, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Then I also explained that while we were there, mother told me that I could spend the day as Stephanie, the WHOLE trip. And, well, my grandparents were going to meet Stephanie out there. I looked at her and with a smile on my face, whispered, “I hope you meant it about coming with us!” 
 
      
 
    Carrie smiled. “I would not miss that for anything, my love! Oh, and I’m kinda glad that you aren’t going to cut it off, because I might want to try it on for size sometime. But I also would LOVE to play with real breasts…” 
 
      
 
    We went down to dinner and I could tell mom had decided that selective deafness was her answer. I could tell that she had indeed heard Carrie moaning but, well, she ignored it until later that night after I walked Carrie home. She was going to get some stuff and come back since mom wanted to leave early in the morning, but told me that it would be a while and, well, she would see me at my house later. When I got home, before mom could say anything, I blurted out, “No, not actual sex, mom but, well… I did, umm…” 
 
      
 
    “So, you went down on your girlfriend is what you are stumbling to say then. I won’t tell you not to do anything foolish but you be careful. And does she KNOW what is happening in the city about the doctor and your grandparents?” 
 
      
 
    We talked for about an hour when Carrie came back. My mother walked up to Carrie and hugged her like a daughter. “Thank you for being her support tomorrow. I know that she is a little scared about seeing her grandparents. Hell, I am a little too. Now, you two get some sleep, and I DO mean sleep,” she winked at Carrie, letting her know that she KNEW what happened, “as we leave at 7am. Good night!” Mom left and went up to her room. 
 
      
 
    Carrie sat down on the couch and we talked for a while, as we discussed how the school would react to me having breasts. I realized that it was going to make things a little societally awkward, but I also knew that this was going to help me become more myself. Eventually, we started to yawn and we walked up the stairs to my bedroom. While the bed was not large by any means, we managed to fit in the bed, cuddled together and I slept in such a way that I had never slept before, even after my mom knew Stephanie. 
 
      
 
    The morning came like a shot, as it were. I was woke up with a kiss, I looked and saw that Carrie was already up and dressed. She was dressed NICE! And then I saw that she had pulled out some clothes for me to wear, all NICE too. She had picked out some nice bright colors for me to wear, with nice underwear to have on underneath. Instead of a garter belt, however, she had in her hand a girdle to help hold it out of the way. As I shimmied that in place over my panties and then rolled on my stockings, I looked and saw that the dress was a yellow with white polka dots and came down above my knees. I did not remember having this dress and I knew it was not my mother’s either. As I put it on, I saw that it fit quite nicely and I could hear Carrie clap her hands! “Damn, I did good! I was so hoping that the dress would fit you!” 
 
      
 
    I looked in the mirror and as I was more and more getting used to, I saw a young lady rather than a man wearing makeup and a dress. I was so happy with this look that I kissed Carrie, giving her a little tongue as I did, which got me some tongue in response. But then she pushed me off a little, laughing… “If we keep going, you mother will get mad. Let’s get moving.” 
 
      
 
    When we got down stairs, my mother took one look and with a tear in her eye, smiled and told me that she had a beautiful daughter and, well, another beautiful daughter… I was trying to figure out what she mumbled under her breath (it sounded like she said in-law) we had a little light breakfast and hopped into the car to head to the big city. 
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    It was certainly a long drive to the city. Traffic SUCKED. But the whole time, I was ENJOYING being Stephanie. When we got there, we took a little drive along the Broadway as we headed to the doctor’s office first. Our appointment, well MY appointment, was at 10am and we got to the office about 930. I was a little nervous but managed to get out of the car, with my mom on my right and Carrie on the left, we walked into the office and walked up to the desk. My mom checked us in, got the forms to fill out and we all sat down. There were other ladies in the waiting room and after a minute, I relaxed, realizing that none of them were pointing at me and saying there’s a boy sitting there in a dress or anything like that. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, I watched as a nurse would call a patient into the office and I was all fine with things. Then they called “Stephanie” and I sucked in a breath and got up. Mom and Carrie got up as well and we all three walked through the door. At first I thought the nurse would stop them but she just nodded and let us all into the back and led us to a little exam room. 
 
      
 
    In the room was the little table for the patient to sit on, as well as a couple of chairs. But in the room mostly were pictures of women’s breasts, and what the implants looked like. It was all rather comical as I realized that it was kind of looking at the girlie magazines without the ads and the like. I actually chuckled a little. As I was getting ready to explain to my mom why I had chuckled, the Doctor came into the room, holding the forms that my mother had filled out. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so Stephanie…” Then he looked up and saw three of us there and was a little curious. I raised my hand and said, “That’s me. This is my mom and this is my friend.” The doctor nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, I can certainly understand that. You are, well, under aged as well as, well, you. But I want you to be assured that I really don’t care about who you might be under that pretty dress. You are my patient and I will do my best to make sure that you have a great experience here. Now, what are we thinking about in terms of size, cup wise?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my mom, then at Carrie then back again. This guy didn’t care that I was a guy. Okay? But nothing was mentioned about what this was going to cost either. “Umm, what is this going to cost my mom, doctor? I don’t want her to, well, get into trouble with this if it’s going to cost a whole lot. I know this can’t be cheap. And while I would like them, if it is going to cost more than a house, then I can live without it!” 
 
      
 
    The doctor looked at me, then at my mother. “You have a fine young lady there, Mrs. Jenkins. So, Stephanie, do you know a nice woman by the name of Mrs. Claire James? She is the one who asked me, well, kind of told me, if truth be known, to take good care of you. You see, she is my sister and she told me that you were very special to her. So what this is going to cost is nothing to be worried about as my sister and your mother have already taken care of everything before you even got here. 
 
    “What we do need to know is, well, what cup size you are thinking. Now, before you do what some women do and think the bigger the better, it is certainly NOT a good thing to think. Given your size, height and such, I would say nothing larger than a ‘C’ cup, which seems to be what your breast forms are. But first, let’s take a look at what we have under the dress, okay.” I got up, unzipped the dress and pulled it off, then the slip. Then I undid the bra and carefully made sure that the forms came off without damaging them. 
 
      
 
    “Held on with glue?” I nodded. “Did you bring more” I told him no but I should be okay depending on how long he was going to be. He poked and prodded a few places, made a few notes and then told me to get dressed again. I did so and once I was finished, we had another discussion. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, now I know that we are just dealing with this part of this transformation. I want to talk to you about some other things. If you are going to go through with the rest of the transformation, you are going to need to take hormones as well in order to achieve some proper shaping in the waist. You will need some help there as well so a good corset will help. 
 
    “You should also know that the hormones may cause issues at first so make sure you TALK to a doctor that does that sort of work BEFORE starting them. 
 
    The surgery will take maybe an hour. Healing will take a couple of weeks. If there is any soreness in the area of the scar or especially within the breast itself, you need to let your mother know so we can make sure there is nothing wrong. While not too many men get this done, there are some who have. But no matter who has this work done, sometimes there are complications afterwards. Communication is the answer for this. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    We all agreed to that. What was shocking was how soon he was able to complete this procedure. “So, next Monday sound good for everyone? The sooner we get it done, the sooner it can heal and be ready for school in the fall.” 
 
      
 
    “Umm, Doctor, what about school? What is going to happen when, umm???” He smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Let me explain what will happen. I am sure that you will have some people who will have problems with this. But I also know that you have a support system. Your school has actually been informed that Stephen will not be returning to school but that Stephanie will be. While you are not the first ever person to transition, there will certainly be some difficulties for you. ID will be rather difficult, as you will have to go through some rather big hoops to get everything taken care of. But I am sure that with your support network, you will be fine.” 
 
      
 
    After we took care of everything else, I walked out feeling kind of out of it. Only a couple of days away from getting breasts! I was walking on air as we went to the car. We drove to a strip shopping center and found a place that sold corsets. When we walked in, I was immediately drawn to a couple of satin covered ones but knew that was just fantasy dreams for now. The woman behind the counter came up to my mother, who pointed at me and said that I needed a couple of good waist training corsets. The woman looked at me, then at my mother, then back at me. “What does she need a corset for? She has a good figure, though a little better posture would be good!” My mom chuckled. “Trust me, she does need something, as she wants to get a couple of inches off her waist, and a good corset will also help her to remember to eat like a girl and not a boy.” The clerk chuckled at that remark and walked over to her counter. “Does she wear stockings?” I didn’t really understand that question until she held up one and I saw the tabs hanging down to hold them up. “Do they come off? But yes, she does.” 
 
      
 
    It took a few minutes but then the time I feared came, when I had to try it on. “These have steel bones in them to keep the shape. Do NOT try to over tighten them at first as you have to train your waist to take the reduction.” She measured around my waist then told me to strip down to my underwear. I was a little afraid but I kept my slip on as she fitted the corset around my waist and then started to tighten it. I felt it get tighter around the waist and then she stopped. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, I wish I had known, as I would have brought a different one over.” She then loosened the corset and left, with me standing there confused, as was my mother and Carrie. When she returned to the room, she was smiling. “Sweetie, you looked so pretty I didn’t realize that, well, you needed a different style of corset, because of your extra rib there.  This corset has a lower waist and will eventually help to bring your ribs in some, though certainly not the way a woman’s natural waist would be, but you will certainly be able to achieve your desired appearance.” With that, she tightened the corset and I felt it cinch in and help to push things in other places. 
 
    She then had me put on the dress again and with the belt around my waist tightened just a little more, I could see a remarkable difference in my appearance. Mother saw it as well. As for Carrie, she just winked at me. 
 
      
 
    The woman was checking a couple of things and then came back to us. She had four different corsets with her, all in different colors. I had the white one on and I kind of liked it, though it wasn’t super “pretty” but it was indeed strong. She had brought in a black cotton, beige cotton and blue cotton. All of these looked like the one I was wearing. Then I saw the last corset and I absolutely LOVED it. It was in white satin with black lace. I picked it up and looked at it. “Why is it that all the girls seem to LOVE the satin corsets?” the woman asked with a laugh. “Seriously, though, every girl that I have fitted for a corset all seem to gravitate towards those. But at least this one, as well as a couple others I have, not only look pretty but work very nicely. But I have to warn you about buying some of the others out there. You have not trained your waist yet, young lady, and if you do not exercise patience, you will damage them. Make sure you wear a camisole or something UNDER the corset so you keep the fabric from rubbing your skin raw, as it may do while you are getting used to wearing them. Figure you should try to keep it on as long as you can during the day and then, if you really want it to take shape, as it were, wear a different one to bed at night.” 
 
      
 
    Mother looked at me and told me that I could have four of them but to choose wisely. I looked at the ones that she had brought in and figured that if I went with all cotton ones, that would be wise but I really liked the satin one, though I did see a very pretty red with black lace on the sales floor, so I looked at the woman and sheepishly asked if that one on the dummy was available for me? 
 
    The woman smiled, looked at my mother and she smiled. “You like that pretty red one, Stephanie? Not exactly wise, but certainly understandable. But that would only be one. The one you are wearing, of course but what about the other two, dear?” 
 
      
 
    Carrie pointed to the black one. “How about another white one, since most of your clothes are lighter colors?” I nodded, “Yes, would that be alright, mother?” Mother nodded at me, then the woman left while I looked at myself in the mirror again, marveling at how more feminine I looked. When the clerk came back in, she was smiling. “Dearie, I did happen to have the lower waisted corset in red satin. It was the last one, so maybe I will have to order another one at some time. And I have included a little something for you to wear, a nice pair of stockings as every woman should have at least one pair of really nice stockings. Mind you, not too many women wear them these days, so it is nice to see younger ladies like you wearing them.” Carrie laughed and lifted the hem of her skirt to show she too was wearing stockings. The woman smiled. “I see you have brought up your daughter will, miss.” She went out into the main part of the store and picked up another pair of stockings and put them into the bag. “Those, young lady, are for you.” Then she hugged us, first Carrie then me. As she hugged me, she whispered in my ear, “Young lady, I am glad to have met you! The boys are going to be after you, let me tell you! Even some of the girls, ESPECIALLY that one!” she pointed to Carrie with a smile. I whispered back to her, “She already has!” and the woman laughed a very fun filled laugh and finally hugged mother.  
 
      
 
    As we left the store, Carrie came up and grabbed my hand and we all walked to the car. I was wondering what was next. We went to the jewelry store and got my ears pierced and some stud placed in them. The clerk told me that after a couple of days I could try out other kinds of ear rings but I needed to let the piercing heal. Then we walked back to the car. As we started to head towards my grandparents’ house. I was starting to shake a little, scared and was about to ask mom if we could maybe NOT go to see them. Carrie grabbed my hand. “You’ll be fine, Stephanie. I’m here with you and, well, your mother loves and supports you as well. And I am guessing that your grandparents love you too and will support you as well.” Then she squeezed it tightly and I calmed down a little bit. Once we got there, mother pulled into the drive and I could see both of them standing on the porch, looking towards the car as we pulled in. I started to shake a little more but Carrie’s grip on my hand made me feel a little stronger. 
 
      
 
    When mother stopped the car and opened her door, I grabbed the handle and opened the door, with Carrie following me out the car. As I got out of the car, I could hear my grandmother come down off the porch and walked right up to me and took my face in her hands. She looked me straight in the eye, smiled and said, “Hello Stephanie! I wish that we had met sooner but I am so happy to meet my grand-daughter. And you must be Carrie and I am happy to meet my grand-daughters, well, best friend. Thank YOU for being her friend, Carrie! And welcome to our home!” 
 
      
 
    We all went into the house and as I walked up next to my grand-father, he opened his arms wide and I fell into his arms as he hugged me like he used to when I was much younger. I started crying a little and told him, “poppa, I love you!” he squeezed me one more time, then walked up to Carrie and gave her a hug and we went inside and then out the back door onto the back porch. We all sat down and talked about what had happened to me and this change in my life. Carrie, through the entire time, held my hand and my grandparents looked at us as we talked and I could see their smiles as they laughed about how I was discovered by Carrie, the opposite day at school and how we had been running track all year. It was like the years were dissolving and it was all a blur and I realized that it was just the beginning. The hours passed and we had a nice dinner at home, with my grandmother trying to get me OUT of the kitchen only to find me asking how she did things, as I always loved her cooking. Pretty soon, she gave up trying to get me out and I was having fun in the kitchen with my grandmother, with my mom and Carrie talking with my grandfather. 
 
      
 
    When we all sat at the table, before eating, grandmother started to pray, as she always did, and put in, as she prayed, about asking God to look after her new grand daughter, Stephanie and her partner in life, Carrie. When I heard that, I squeezed Carrie’s hand and mother squeezed mine as well. Dinner began and we talked about school and what we were looking forward to. We didn’t care about the time and it got late, sitting and talking. Mother then told us that we would spend the night here and head home in the morning. Grandmother led us all up to the bedroom and when I got to the room I had stayed in when I was a young boy, I saw that the room had completely changed. It was certainly more feminine in appearance and I had to hug her again. 
 
      
 
    “You two get to sleep. Breakfast will be kind of late but don’t sleep in too late or else we will come and get you.” She then kissed each of us on the forehead and left the room, with the door OPEN, which didn’t bother us. I went over to the bag and pulled out a nightie and took off the corset I had been wearing. After a couple of minutes, I was in my nightie and crawling into bed when mother came into the room. She had the bag from the shop and told me that I should sleep in one of the corsets. I looked at mother and smiled. She reached in and pulled out the new red corset and I learned how to put it on as I started to lace it. After a couple minutes I was laced into it and was pleased with how it felt. Mother left and closed the door. Carrie looked at me and said I should put on a pair of stockings. So I picked up a pair and rolled them on as Carrie pulled on her nightie and hugged me as we climbed into bed. We figured we had to be good tonight but did make out like, well, lovers and when she grabbed my hand and put it between her legs and I could feel how wet she was there and she grabbed my penis and noticed how hard I was, we realized that we were going to be in trouble. But Carrie had a plan for this as she revealed the condom she had brought with her. She whispered into my ear “Stephanie, I so wanted you after these many weeks and I want you NOW!” 
 
      
 
    We slowly began as neither one of us had ever actually done this before but it just seemed to come naturally, as I kissed her deeply just as I penetrated her. I took it slow and easy but I was paying more attention to how she was reacting and within minutes she was kissing me hard and moaning into my mouth as she was certainly enjoying it. I was also enjoying it and didn’t want it to stop but eventually I managed to get her to just about rip my arm out of its socket and she was biting into my shoulder as she had her orgasm and I reached mine as well. We then cuddled and fell asleep lying together. I would wake up occasionally to touch the corset and to feel Carrie squeeze me. I would then kiss her and fall back to sleep. When morning came, we kissed each other and went to the shower. After the shower, we got dressed and I laced myself into the corset again. When we got downstairs, mother was there. Grandmother and Grandfather were outside on the back porch as grandfather was having a morning cigar with his coffee. There was food waiting there and we managed to wolf down some eggs, potatoes and bacon. We had just finished eating when grandmother came in, gave each of us a kiss and asked if we had eaten enough. After a couple minutes, we were getting into the car when grandfather came out and told me that he wanted a hug from his granddaughter! I walked back and hugged him tight. He hugged back and said he was quite proud of his girls and that he was glad that I had found myself. I cried a little and hugged him again. Carrie went up to him and hugged him as well, which kind of shocked but pleased him greatly. We got into the car, waved and drove off. Mother then told me that I would see them again after the surgery next week as we would stay there for a day to make sure everything was okay. 
 
      
 
    The drive home was, well, kind of forgettable as I kind of fell asleep in the car on the way. All I remember is the first five minutes as we all drove down the highway, Carrie sitting next to me and some music playing on the radio. We talked about some thing or another, nothing major really and I fell asleep. When we finally got home, we unpacked the car, picked up a few things at the store, with me still dressed as Stephanie. I had just gone two whole days straight as Stephanie and, well, I certainly didn’t want it to end. When my mom told me that I should remain as Stephanie since I would actually be living as such, I went to her and hugged her tightly. 
 
    Finally, though, Carrie had to head home and I walked with her to her house. When we got to the porch, her parents were coming out the door to see us. They didn’t even take a second look and just asked who her new friend was. She introduced me as Stephanie and her parents said hi and continued on their way. I turned to watch as they went down the walk to their car and drove off, who knew where. I turned and looked at Carrie. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Stephanie, are you going to kiss me or not?” she laughed and I gave her a long slow kiss, which she returned with gusto. “Okay lover, get on home to your mother. I will stop by later after taking care of a few things. Be good…” She kissed me quickly, spanked my butt with the palm of her hand and went inside. So off to the house I walked. 
 
      
 
    As I walked I saw Barb and Debbie walking towards the house. My mom was coming out of the house at the same time as they called out asking my mom where I was. When she pointed at me, they turned and stopped dead in their tracks. I stopped, looked around as if there was something wrong and then shrugged and continued on my way home. The two of them just looked at me with Barb casting a rather critical eye towards me. Debbie kind of chuckled and asked me to “twirl around” which I did.  
 
      
 
    Barb was the first one to say, “HOLY! Girl, you certainly seem to be looking good. But, well, are you Stephen or Stephanie now?” Debbie nodded and then said, “Seriously girl, are you going to be, well…” 
 
      
 
    Mom walked up to me, put her arm around my shoulder and said to the girls, “this is my daughter, Stephanie. She is going to be a junior this year and is on the track team, we hope. I hope that you girls are still going to be friends.” I could tell she was worried about it but when the girls wrapped me in their arms, including my mom, I knew that I was going to be okay. “So, we WILL be the distance girls now for sure, right?” We all laughed at that. But I was still wondering how it would all play out in the fall. 
 
      
 
    Of course, the next couple of days were kind of a blur as I waited for the trip back to the city. Of course, my bedroom got cleared out. All of my male clothing was taken out and brought to the donation center. It was amazing how much I had, though I only wore them a little bit. While we were there, though, we did look for some “beat up” clothes to wear, so I had something other than dresses and skirts. Some days, a gal needs a pair of jeans or slacks, right? Okay, I LOVED wearing feminine looking clothing and nothing screams it more than a nice, pretty dress but still. So we found some GIRLS denim and some slacks. The only thing “male” I had kept were some of my old tee-shirts. But after donating a closet full of boys’ clothes, we made a small dent in the girls department, bringing home maybe a quarter of what I had donated. 
 
      
 
    Carrie came over later the next day, telling me that she had more at home to take care of than she thought, which was why she didn’t come over sooner. After a few minutes, we were upstairs changing up the room some so that it looked more in line with what a girl’s room should look like. Different curtains, re arranging the room and, well, getting the closet organized and putting away all the “new” clothes. When we finished up all of that, Carrie and I went downstairs and then outside to enjoy the sunny afternoon. That’s when it struck me that, well, I had a small problem. I didn’t have a bathing suit to wear to get sun. Oh, I could sit out there in my panties and bra but… But you have to hand it to my mother. She came out carrying a towel, sun screen and… A bikini bathing suit. Well, the bottoms were not quite itsy bitsy but they were certainly smaller than a pair of briefs. She then handed it to me, pointed to the house and told me I could change inside and THEN come out. Carrie laughed as she shrugged out of her jeans and t shirt to reveal her bathing suit. While we did not have a pool we certainly DID have a nice back yard to relax in and, if necessary, a garden hose! 
 
      
 
    A couple seconds later, out I came. Now, while I did have the breast forms in and they were glued in place, the cups of the top did cover them pretty good. And the bottoms did hold everything out of sight. I knew that was going to be an issue for quite some time to come and I had figured out how to hide everything, but seeing Carrie in her bathing suit, well… She was amazing. 
 
      
 
    Mother looked at us, told us not to stay on any one side too long or else we might get burned and went back inside. I felt bad because, well, here we were, relaxing and my mother was, well, working? But a minute later, out she came again, in HER bathing suit. Now, remember that I said my mother was, well, my mother. Well, surprising me big time is that she looked AMAZING as well! I don’t know if maybe my dad being out of the picture or what but she seemed to be glowing nicely. Carrie even gasped. “Mrs. Jenkins, you look HOT!” Mother laughed. “Well thanks, but please, you can you call me something OTHER than Mrs. Jenkins?” Carrie laughed, “Sure, mom!” Mother teared up, walked over to Carrie and hugged her briefly. Then she went and lied down on a towel. 
 
    “Oh, Stephanie, you should know that we are going to have some company here. Our guest will also be coming to the city with us, so be on your best behavior, okay?” 
 
      
 
    I got up on my elbows and looked at mother. “We are having a guest?” Mother nodded. I looked at her and then heard the sliding screen door and turned to see Mrs. James come through the door. I jumped up, not even paying attention to the fact that she too was in a bathing suit and just ran and hugged her tightly! Carrie got up, looked at my mother, smiled as mother nodded, and then walked up to Mrs. James. Not missing a beat, Mrs. James looked at Carrie, smiled and said, “And I know who YOU are, young lady. I am delighted to meet you in person. You can call me Claire or Mrs. James” 
 
      
 
    Carrie looked at her and said, “What does Stephanie call you?” 
 
      
 
    “Dear, Stephanie calls me mom or mama C. But what you decide to call me is up to you.” 
 
      
 
    Carrie looked at me, looked at my mother and smiled. “I guess if Stephanie can have 2 mothers, I can always do a little better and have three, mom.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Jenkins smiled at Carrie. “I heard you bested my daughter here. But I forgive you for that since you are indeed very beautiful, both inside and out. Now go relax so I can talk to your other mom.” 
 
      
 
    We went back to our towels and lied down. I then noticed that Mrs. Jenkins was not too shabby looking, as it were. I didn’t really pay too much attention to how NOT so old she was, as she was only maybe a year or two older than my mother. But what knocked me out was when she bent down, kissed my mother square on the lips and then lied down next to her, taking her hand and holding onto it. 
 
      
 
    Carrie saw this as well, looked at me, bent over and kissed me as well. “I guess you DO have two mothers, huh?” We lied back down and as mothers did, we held hands for the afternoon, whether we were on our backs or lying on our fronts. We did manage a great tan, as did my mother(s) 
 
      
 
    Of course, we didn’t just tan and sleep, because there were many things that had to be done as well. We dealt with them in the couple days leading to the trip. We found a doctor and had the discussion about hormones. We went to the pharmacy and got the hormones. We went to the clerk’s office to find out what was needed for a name change and dealt with that. Now I had a document that said my name was Stephanie Jenkins. When we turned in the papers we somehow managed to find an understanding clerk to get the ID, I didn’t pay too much attention to it but when he said “Have a nice afternoon young lady,” I smiled and put the ID in my wallet. Just as I was slipping it into the purse, I noticed something I didn’t think would have caused this much of a reaction… It said “Sex: FEMALE” on it! I looked at mother and tears started to form in my eyes. Mother looked down, saw what I was pointing at and hugged me. Of course, this meant one thing. ICE CREAM! So off we went, even before going to the department store for something else I needed. More underwear and, of course, some more SENSABLE shoes to wear at school. But we did get them after the ice cream, then headed back home. 
 
      
 
    Mrs. James was there waiting for us. Apparently, Carrie was inside crying her head off, because something at home had caused her some trouble. I looked at her, then my mother then RAN inside. I found Carrie sitting at the kitchen table, still crying and walked towards her. When she saw me, she got up, ran up to me and wrapped her arms around me. That started the crying even harder. I feared that this was going to mean the end of US being together. 
 
      
 
    After a couple of minutes, she got under control. She looked at me and asked, “Do you think that your mother will, well, let me stay here for a while? Umm, right now, it’s kind of bad at home and I needed to get away.” My mother and Mrs. James came in just at that moment. Mother walked up to us and said something that I never would have imagined before. “You, Carrie, are my other daughter. You are as much a daughter to me as my own daughter is. You are certainly welcome to stay as long as you need to. I love you as much as I do Stephanie and I would never turn you away.” 
 
      
 
    Carrie let go of me and hugged my mother. Mrs. James walked up and wrapped her arms around Carrie too. I stood there realizing that my mothers were, OUR mothers now. I started to back away for a second when Carrie grabbed my hand and pulled me into the circle of love and I felt it deep inside my soul. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, we left for the doctor’s office, all four of us. We got to my grandparents’ house first, unpacked the car and in seconds, Mrs. James was just another daughter to them. I was kind of confused at first but I realized that my mother and my other mother were, well, intimate as Carrie and I were. My grandparents were displaying their love for us but I also wondered, as they were older, as it were, if it were all real. In fact, I actually asked my grandmother if, well, they were upset with things. 
 
      
 
    “Dearie, I knew that you mother was, well, very special. I will tell you that I did not like your father but there was one good thing that came out of her relationship, which was YOU! When I saw you with Carrie that very first time, I knew that she was YOUR special one and she seemed to feel the same way. Now, I talked to your grandfather and he said the same thing I did. You two just LOOKED like you belonged together. 
 
    “So, when you got here this afternoon and I got to meet your other mother, you do call her mom, right?” I nodded. “Well, I just knew then, as did your grandfather, that the two of them had found each other just as you and Carrie. You know what we care about dear? We care that YOU are happy with whomever you are with. Happiness is what is important. But don’t get me wrong. I would LOVE some great grandchildren, but NOT quite yet.” 
 
      
 
    I could see the twinkle in her eyes telling me that she knew what happened the last time we were here. I felt myself turning beet red. “No dear, I did not say anything to your mother but, well, I think that she may have seen the same thing in how you both are around each other. It is the same way I see myself with your grandfather. That is the bond that lasts long into our ages. Treasure that, dear.” 
 
      
 
    I hugged my grandmother, promised to NOT make her a great grandparent yet, since I still had two years of high school to finish and we finished washing dishes. When Carrie came in, she hugged my grandmother. “Hello dear. So are you my newest granddaughter?” Carrie smiled and hugged her again. “I hope so, grandmother!” 
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    The morning of the surgery, of course, I was excited and scared all at the same time. I was not supposed to eat, but I felt that if I did, it would not stay down. We all hopped into Grandfathers’ van, which would hold that many people, though I never really understood WHY he needed this big thing. Of course they did have a smaller car too but with 6 of us traveling to the doctors office, well, you need a van. 
 
      
 
    We got there and we all went into the building. Instead of going to the office area, we went to the surgical part of the building and filled out still more paperwork. When the doctor came in, he walked up to us, hugged his sister and told us what was going to happen and about how long it would take to complete everything. Then he left to get prepped and the nurse came out. She called my name and we went into the prep area. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Stephanie, we need you to take off everything from the waist up.” The nurse explained. So I took off my top, unhooked the bra and since I did not have the forms in place, I didn’t have to worry about those. Then I laid down on the bed and she started the IV. As we walked form the prep area to the surgical area, I started to feel sleepy and within minutes I was out cold. 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I was on a bed and felt like my entire chest was wrapped in gauze, which it was! Well, from the shoulder area to under my breasts was covered. I looked around and saw my mother there by the bedside. I looked and tried to speak but my throat was dry. She reached out and handed me a cup with a straw and I sucked some water down. 
 
      
 
    “You were out for a while longer than the doctor thought you would be, but it all went well I guess. I know that the doctor is going to be in here momentarily to let you know what is going to happen from here. But now, you will look much more like a daughter than you did before you started the morning.” Mother smiled at me and then gave me a peck on the forehead. Just then the doctor arrived. 
 
      
 
    “So Stephanie, we are all finished. I’m sure your mother told you that you were under a little longer than normal but part of that is, well, we needed to make sure that we got everything in the proper place, under the muscle rather than on top of the muscle, so that takes a little longer to make sure everything is ready to go. Now, you know that most implants are made with silicone but yours are the newer style made with saline solution. You should have some natural bounce with it and, well, should something happen, its just sterile water so that should be good. 
 
    “Now, your recovery time is going to be about three weeks. Tonight, just rest. Tomorrow, you can travel home. I will want to see you next week and we will take it from there. Do NOT try to hasten your recovery and do NOT remove the dressings. I will replace them next week. So NO showers, take a bath and try not to soak the dressings. You are going to be sore for a few days but in time that will go away.” 
 
    I was finally able to get up and I was brought to the car in a wheelchair and helped into the car, though I thought I was good. I fell asleep in the car as we drove back to my grandparents and dozed on and off through the day. The next morning, however, I felt awake and I now understood what he meant by “sore” because I certainly did feel sore through my chest. But he did tell me that was mostly because of where the implant was placed, UNDER the muscle rather than on top. But I figured no corset and no bra since the dressing what there AND it wrapped partly down my chest. We got in the car and drove home, thinking about the next several weeks, when I would have the dressings removed and be able to finally dress completely like a girl! 
 
      
 
    Each morning, I would get up, stretch and then head to the bathroom to take my bath. Mother thought it would be funny I guess, to get me bubble bath. At first I thought it was cheesy until I realized that the bath smelled very nice and feminine, with fragrances that I never really paid attention to before. And, of course, I was taking my hormones as I was told. I also remembered that the doctor had explained that, well, after some time, the chances of me being able to help produce a child would become zero as the hormones would effectively make me sterile. This caused Carrie and I to have a serious discussion with my mother and mom, as Mrs James had essentially become my “other mother” when she moved in with us the second week she was here. Goodness knows it was good to have more brains to help discuss things with. 
 
      
 
    Of course, each day, for the next three weeks, after I got done with my bath, I figured that I would pretty much have to find SOMETHING to do, job wise, plus, of course, train for running, since I had not been running much since the summer began. I was a little worried that I would have issues with the dressings and such. So, we talked to the doctor and he said after the first check we would decide what we could do. So I took fast walks with Carrie, Barb and Debbie, though we didn’t move really fast, we started working on going further and further. By the end of the first week, we were “walking maybe 15 miles straight through, taking some hills and such to get our stamina up. On the last day of that first week, we ran into the coach and she had to take a second and even third look to realize it was me and that I was looking more like a girl. 
 
      
 
    “Stephen?” 
 
      
 
    “No, its Stephanie now, coach. I’m in what they call transition now and, well, just had surgery last week.” 
 
      
 
    “Uhh, okay. I’m sorry but I didn’t know or realize. Well, have a good day, girls” and off she went. While I realized that it could have gone better, I also knew it could have gone FAR worse as well. But we got started and finished out walk in about 3 hours, which we felt was a good time. But I wanted to RUN! 
 
      
 
    The next day, mother and I went to the doctor’s office alone. When he took off the dressing, he saw that things were healing rather nicely and told me that I could, as long as I wore a special bra, what they called a sports bra, to help minimize the bouncing, I could start to really run. In no time flat, off we went to get a couple of those and I started to run. 
 
    The next morning, we all got together and we started to do the running part of our training. I knew that I needed to get back into shape as, well, with the hormones, I would certainly loose some of the male muscle mass and as such, needed to work on the NEW me. But the running went better than any of us thought, as the power walks of up to 15 miles were great for us. We could do two and three miles at a decent pace and we would try to get faster and faster with our paces. 
 
      
 
    When it came time to talk to the school doctors and such, to see if they would even permit me to be on the GIRLS team, let alone a school team. I was fearing that they would say no and when we got to the office and their doctors, I was shocked to see that the doctor doing the physicals was the same doctor that I got the prescription for the hormones from. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, young Stephanie. How are you feeling?” I told him I was feeling great and he asked if I was having any issues with the adjustments in my life. I told him that I kind of had some strange feelings at times but nothing major. He asked about the surgery and I told him it was done. He didn’t ask to see anything, but checked blood pressure, (good) weight (126) and height (5’8 ½”) and my resting pulse was good (68) He then talked to the nurse and said “she is cleared to play all sports.” And that “she” was all I needed to hear. Of course, the coach could still say no but I was kind of hoping that maybe she would be okay. That was not to be the case, as Coach Heather had LEFT the school during the summer, we were told, because of “personal issues” which we all thought meant ME! 
 
      
 
    The new coach, Coach Jackie, was a bit more difficult, to say the least. When I met with her, she looked me right in the eye and told me, “Girl, you better be good as Heather said you were, or else you and I are going to have problems. And your fellow ‘distance girls’ better be ready for some really HARD work outs!” Then she shook my hand and with a smile, looked me in the eye and said, “welcome to the GIRLS track team, Stephanie!” I thanked her and headed off to home. 
 
      
 
    By the time I got there, all the girls were there. Carrie was pacing in the living room waiting to hear what happened. Barb and Debbie were not much better but at least were not wearing a track in the carpet. When I walked into the house, Carrie looked at me, saw the smile on my face that I had since I left the coaches office and all three of them cheered! I got a hug, and kiss, from Carrie, and a hug, NO kiss, from the girls. A minute later, mama C and my mother walked in, saw the celebration and cheered too. Mother hugged me, mama C did too. We went out back and had a nice little cook out and spent the night just relishing this next step. 
 
      
 
    In case you didn’t realize, mama C moved into the house with us. Carrie, well, it seemed that her parents threw her out of the house because they discovered that the girl that they saw with their daughter wasn’t a girl but the boy they knew as Stephen. They threw her out because they thought that “Stephen” was a GIRL playing at being a boy! They didn’t like that from their daughter and the shame that they felt so, out went the daughter AND they moved out without a word as to where they were going. Of course, mother had called them and let them know that their daughter was now HER daughter. Fifteen minutes after that call, Carrie’s clothes were dropped off and off they went. Mother DID get papers permitting her to, well, whatever it was she needed in case of problems. But no other contact was ever made between Carrie and her parents. 
 
      
 
    The mothers, and fathers, of Barb and Debbie didn’t really realize what had happened, since we did not really talk about it. They just knew that there were now 4 girls on the cross country team and that the coach was really HARD on us. Mind you, when we had the first RUN with the coach, she was running with us. And she had us going at a pace that we had just gotten ourselves to and was pleased to see how serious we took it. 
 
      
 
    However, she did take me aside and tell me that I was going to have to take care of something before something BAD happened. While she knew that I was not all girl, I needed to make sure that when I was running, a girdle was NOT going to help so much. When I saw the uniform, I realized that she had that right, BIG TIME! I had not paid attention to it but NOW, I had no choice. 
 
      
 
    This involved something totally DIFFERENT! My mother and I took a little trip up to the city and went to a very ODD place. Now, being with my mother made it a little less awkward as we walked into the club, but the bouncer stopped us. “Ma’am, we can’t let your daughter in here unless she is 18, which I don’t think she is.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, maybe you can ask one of the ladies if we could have a moment of her time.” 
 
      
 
    The bouncer looked at my mom. “You DO know what kind of club this is, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear. And my daughter needs some help from one of the ladies to take care of a similar issue as they have!” 
 
      
 
    The bouncer took one look at me, then at my mother and then pointed to a table in the corner. “Wait right there. I know just the gal to call over” We walked over and sat down. In a moment, this very nicely dressed woman came over and sat with us. The minute she spoke, we knew that she was not a gal. But damn, she looked like one in her bikini bathing suit and you would NEVER have known. 
 
      
 
    “So, Jack tells me that you might be in need of some ‘professional’ assistance, young lady?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and told her what my problem was. “You still in school?” I nodded. I also told her what the issue was and what the coach had pointed out to me. I took out the bottoms of the school girls running uniform. “Girl, good for you! So, give me a minute and I will give you a lesson on how to tuck in and keep it tucked in.” She walked off and after a couple of minutes, brought us both into the dressing room. 
 
      
 
    In the course of fifteen minutes, I learned how to tuck it all in and KEEP it tucked in by using a gaff. It was essentially a very restrictive panty and by ticking it all in, I could keep it out of sight and out of mind. Plus it helped me with keeping it all “flat” like up front. 
 
      
 
    When school started, no one really paid attention to me, except a couple of the teachers. I was not sure, at first, if they were upset with what had happened or what. Come to find out, they were making sure that no one caused trouble FOR me. The teachers that I had for my honor classes all thought, at first, that they had gained a smart young lady. When they saw me turn in papers, they started to grasp what was going on with Stephanie and realized that Stephen was now Stephanie in their school. 
 
      
 
    Our first race, we did quite well. In fact, we scored enough points to get 2nd place. Carrie had come in 2nd overall, Barb was fifth, I made it sixth and Debbie was 10th. We were only about 10 seconds apart from Carrie to Debbie. We knew we could do better but we marveled in our win because we had never really been able to do so well. Coach Jackie came up to us and told us that we had all done good. She looked at me and told me that she thought I could do a little better, looked at Debbie and told her the same thing. But she said, in the end, “you done giid, girls!” 
 
      
 
    All that school year, when we got our grades, mother and mama C would wait for us to give them our report cards. The spankings did continue for me, but now it was done differently. I didn’t know HOW it was going to change up since now, well, three women knew that I got spankings and that they were used as a reward. But what I did not know is WHO would administer them. While I kind of wanted Carrie to do the honors, as it were, I learned that, well, things were going to be a little more different. 
 
      
 
    Mother would administer a spanking to CARRIE! What shocked me was that Carrie agreed to it, BUT that Carrie got to administer to me sometimes. But mama C told her that she would administer the spanking to Stephanie and that BOTH of us would not have bare bottom spankings. If Carrie wanted to spank me, that was, well, up to us AFTER the spankings were administered to each of us, at the same time. 
 
      
 
    So we both pulled up our dresses (we did NOT wear pants or slacks most times during the day) as well as our slips, then pushed down our panties and laid across the laps of our moms. And for our continued good grades, they gave each of us 50 swats with the brush. And we each thanked mom for the swats. While this was not my first spanking, I wasn’t sure if it was Carrie’s, though I did remember that she had talked about it when she gave me that punishment spanking back when. 
 
      
 
    We got ourselves put back together and went and did our chores, like good daughters. We also did our homework, in the same room, though now, well, they did get us a slightly bigger bed. We also had slumber parties with the girls, with our moms not worrying about much with me or them. I did get the talk from mother about being careful and such, and mama C also told me that I needed to be careful. 
 
    The hormones were starting to have an additional effect on me. While I still had to shave more often and more places than I would like to, I felt I needed to do something about it. While my shape was certainly changing and my moods were certainly swinging a little too, what I noticed was that I was not as big between my legs as I was before. I remember the doctors telling me that it was possible but I got concerned. So I talked to the women who mattered to me, all six of them. (Yes, I included my grandmother in this one since, well, she is a woman too. And like many girls, we talked about everything so the other distance girls got included in this chat) 
 
      
 
    It was decided that we would have to talk to another doctor and made that appointment. It was possible and we decided to store some sperm in case we wanted a baby at some time in the future. Since I had not been on the hormones for very long, we were able to get three samples and the sperm counts were good. 
 
      
 
    Of course, Carrie and I continued to be intimate with each other and never had a big problem with my abilities, though it was certainly taking me longer, which didn’t seem to bother Carrie. And we got very comfortable around each other as my body continued changing. But one night, well, mom and mother were both out someplace when Carrie came into the room with some rope. I looked at her and she said, “I want to tie you up, lover!” I looked at what she was wearing and saw that she was just in her bra, panties, a garterbelt and stockings and some really HIGH heels. “But first I want you to put on the red corset and some nice stockings and,’ she handed me a pair of high heels, “these!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, and for some reason felt excited and was tingling all inside as I stripped off my clothes and dressed as she told me to. Then she told me to bend over the foot of the bed and she tied my arms behind my back. After that, she had me spread my legs and she tied them to the feet of the bed. Then she took one of our belts and tied that around my elbows, pulling them close together. I said that it hurt a little and she smacked my ass with her had. “It’s supposed to lover!” 
 
    Then she walked to the side of the bed and I watched as she pulled off her panties. I looked and noticed that she had SHAVED down there. She walked up to me and then put her panties up to my nose. I sniffed. “You like the smell, lover?” I nodded. Then she told me to open my mouth and she then shoved them into my mouth. “I wore those all day and played with myself before now so that youo would get a good sense of me.” Then she took some tape and taped my mouth shut with her panties inside. “Don’t worry lover, I’ll take them out of there later, but for now, bend over!” 
 
      
 
    As I bent over, she lifted my arms behind my back and I could hear her tie it off to the frame for the canopy. I looked around and saw that she had the paddle in her hand as she walked up to me. But before she smacked me with the paddle, she spanked me a couple of times with her hand. The slap sound was almost as arousing as the actual slap. After a couple of slaps with the hand, she started using the paddle on me, gently at first but harder after a while. 
 
      
 
    The whole time I was struggling. I did not have the gaff panty on so my penis was starting to get hard inside my panties. Then she stopped and grabbed a couple of clothes pins and walked up to me. 
 
      
 
    Now, the nice thing about the red satin corset is that is was an under-bust corset. This left my breasts free, as well as my nipples. Now, she had nipped them a couple of times when we cuddled and such and even pinched and twisted them. It certainly, at first, didn’t have the same effect that it now had and when she put the first pin on my left nipple, I moaned from the pain. I didn’t have to wait long before the right nipple got one and then she started paddling me again, gently at first as now it was making me move a little and the ends of the clothes pins were rubbing against the bed, making my nipples shoot some agonizing but starting to become DELICIOUS pain to my body! 
 
      
 
    When she stopped, she walked around to the side and I turned my head. “So, lover, I know we talked about it, but do you WANT to try it?” I looked at her and in her hand was her dildo! I saw that it was fairly big but I was so wanting to try it, to maybe feel more like a girl and I nodded yes. I watched as she rolled a condom onto the dildo, took some vasaline and then walked behind me. I felt her spank me a little more with the paddle and then slowly, I felt her start to penetrate me. After a couple of minutes, I was pushing back and moaning, enjoying all the sensations I was feeling. I could even feel my penis get hard and I was afraid I would mess up in my panties as my cock was covered though my ass was not. 
 
      
 
    She just kept on thrusting it into me for about ten minutes and I was in heaven. Then she sped up and then ripped off the clothes pins just as she pushed in one last time. I could feel it as my penis started to shoot out cum into my panties but I didn’t care! She kept thrusting into me for another couple seconds and then pulled it out. Then she got up onto the bed and took off the tape. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you!” I told her. “You are welcome but I am not finished with you, yet.” She moved herself into place and told me, “Make me cum, lover!” and while I was still tied up as I was, she moved her mound up to my mouth and I spent the next 20 minutes thanking her for the experience, which caused her have three orgasms. When she was finally finished, she untied my legs but left me bent over and then pulled my wet panties off my legs. 
 
      
 
    She brought it around to the front and I saw that my cum was still there, in a condom that I didn’t even know she had put on. She then looked at me and poured it out, onto HER panties, though not all of it. “open your mouth, lover!” without hesitation, I did as she then put the panties back in my mouth and she told me to suck the cum out of them. It tasted salty but I did as she told me. Then I watched as she took some of the remaining cum and put it on her finger and she sucked it off. “Not too bad, though not too sure if I would want a steady supply of that in my mouth?” then she pulled the panties out of my mouth, put the remainder on her two fingers and fed that to me. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think, lover? You want a steady diet of that, or would you rather have…” she reached between her legs and wiped some of her cum onto her other fingers and brought that up to my mouth. “A steady supply of THIS?” and she had me lick her fingers. 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, I answered that the second option was my preferred choice. She laughed and kissed me. Then she brought my arms down and handed me back my panties so I could put them on. About 20 minutes later, we heard mom and mother return from where ever but thankfully, the rope marks were gone from my arms. Carrie did say that she was going to have to figure out another way to tie me up and I smiled at her. Because I KNEW that she would find that way some time in the future. I just didn’t know how far or near that future would have been. 
 
      
 
    School work was difficult at times, but with Carrie and me working together, with the occasional question asked of our mothers, we kept up on the grades and every report card, mother would give Carrie a spanking and mom gave me mine. I didn’t quite understand at first until mother explained to me that while she had no issues spanking either one of us, it felt a LITTLE better it NOT being my butt she was smacking. And now, well, there were no more hair brushes being used, which at first worried me but, well, it was not like we had a choice, right? Actually, I believe that we both had a choice but we willingly CHOSE this method of making sure we stayed, somewhat, on the straight and narrow. At least school wise. 
 
    You see, NOW the method of the spanking was part bare hand but then, a riding crop. You see, we were NOT over their knees but now bent over, usually the arm of the wing chair but sometimes at the kitchen table. The table wasn’t so bad since it was a little higher but the arm of the wing chair was LOWER, thus we had to hold ourselves up off the arm. That might not be so difficult when 50 lashes are delivered, but when it was 100 or more, well… 
 
    You see, the one of us with the higher GPA got the fewer lashes, 50 or 100. First period, I got the 100. Second period, we had actually TIED, so we BOTH got 100. While I didn’t think that was all that fair, I didn’t argue. The third period, I managed to beat Carrie by .01, so I got only fifty. Now mind you, that was just from mom. Carrie, well, she had other ideas on the subject. 
 
      
 
      
 
    You see, when that part was done, we, of course, would complete chores around the house like good children, then complete our homework. Mother told us that doing our homework in our bedroom was NOT an option any longer so we did it in the kitchen. We didn’t mind, because usually we could bounce ideas off each other. Of course, what got us our differing grades was not usually the quality of our homework but rather testing. I was starting to get better at writing for English, which is the ONLY reason I could get any grade higher than Carrie. All other subjects, well, we were pretty neck and neck. The teachers liked that we CARED about our classes but some of the other students, well, not so much, since we, as they told us, “blew the curve” as it were. 
 
      
 
    Now, when the spankings were completed, and all of our other work was done, usually it was time to eat, then we could relax. But the only time we were allowed to close the door was when we went to bed. Carrie and I looked at each other thinking that the rule seemed a little strange since, well, what we did behind closed doors is stuff that usually HAPPENED behind closed doors. Of course, it’s not like we “attacked” each other every night. We did come home tired many times and actually SLEEP through the night. Mind you we were cuddled together and usually one of us was wrapping the other’s breast or waist, which SOMETIMES woke the other of us up and, well… 
 
      
 
    But since the grades came out at the end of the week, and now that track events were outside AND on Saturday, Saturday night was our “play” time, and I sorely needed that play time, even if it didn’t involve sex. Oh, I liked sex and all but I LOVED to make Carrie moan and squirm more than playing with my penis, which was shrinking little by little as the hormones started to take full effect. Of course, those same hormones were also causing my breasts to perk up a little more and when I started to notice my bra being a little, well, tight, I had to talk to mother, who chuckled and told me that we may need to get me BIGGER cups. 
 
      
 
    Carrie liked that my breasts were getting a little bigger, as they were also more sensitive as well. This meant that when she put the clothes pins on them, while it hurt it also turned me on more and more. And when she added the ropes, well, it’s like I had gone to heaven. I didn’t understand WHY I felt that way, but since I enjoyed it and Carrie did as well, what harm was there. 
 
      
 
    So after our grades spanking, we went up to our room for the night. We had to get up early as we were traveling for our first spring meet. As we crawled into bed that night, she whispered in my ear, “Tomorrow night, you are going to be my little bitch! You like that, don’t you?” I nodded and fell asleep with her arm wrapped around me. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, we got up to find mother was fixing a light breakfast. Mom walked in a couple minutes later to let us know that they were REALLY looking forward to our running today. It was a beautiful day and maybe, if we did well in our events, they would treat us to something special. We looked at each other, wondering what that might be, since there was really nothing that we wanted, other than each other that is. But we finished out food and rode out to school. We had to ride the bus to the meet but parents, AFTER the last people had participated, could take their children home. So, we were glad that our moms were coming to this meet. 
 
      
 
    We got there, watching as we did, all the people arriving for the event. I didn’t remember this one being that big last year but what did I care. I did see the girls that had destroyed us at the last meet getting off their bus and I realized that we had something to really fight for. I wanted to BEAT those girls, not only in the individual runs but also the 4x400 relay. Of course, running that plus the 1500 and the 10,000m runs were tough but we had been training for this the whole time. 
 
      
 
    Well, when it came time for the 4x400, while we did not have, as a team, as any points as some of the other teams, we had taken the 1500 and the 10000. Not by much, as we placed 1,4,5,7 overall, based on our times. But we had taken first in BOTH races. Carrie got 1st in the 10000 and Barb got the 1500. I was the anchor leg for the 4x400 and I hoped that the girls gave me a good lead. As I was walking to the starting point for my leg, coach came up to me and said she was proud of my efforts, as well as that of the other girls and she knew I would do well. I looked at her, thanked her and then she whispered, “at least you’re not falling out like you almost did that first time. Hopefully soon you will finish that so we don’t have to be so worried.” And she walked away. 
 
      
 
    So, I heard the starters pistol and off they went. By the time it got to me, we had a half length lead on them as they passed off to me. We finished that race with first place by 2 ½ seconds! We jumped like we had won the Olympics and worked our way to the team. I could see our moms in the stands and they were clapping like mothers will. We got to the team and coach told us we had tomorrow off. We were all glad to hear that since last time we had to come in on Sunday because, well, we sucked! When the final numbers came in, we placed third overall with 8 teams in the event. It was our best ever showing and coach knew it. 
 
      
 
    We hopped into the car and rode home. Carrie and I forgot all about getting a treat as we just wanted to get cleaned up. We ran upstairs and raced each other to the shower. The one “bad” thing about the shower is that you can NOT fit 2 people in there. We know because, well, we tried and, while nice a close, it was a little too tight to even get cleaned, let alone other things. Carrie got there first and while I waited, I just watched her and she saw the hunger in my eyes. When she finished, she gave me a quick kiss and whispered, “I know lover, I too feel that hunger!” and I hopped in, cleaned up quickly and got out. 
 
      
 
    When I got back to the room, Carrie was standing there, still not dressed as she looked at what was hanging on the canopy. There were two really NICE and somewhat sexy gowns there waiting for us. We looked at each other. We had looked at these the week before as we went shopping for “stuff” and we had “OOO’ed” and “AHHH’ed” over these two gowns. Of course, it’s not like some guy was going to be asking US out. Well, each of us had been approached by a couple of cute guys but we told them that we were already going with someone. 
 
      
 
    Carrie had fallen in love with this peach number, while I fell for the pink. They came down to about mid thigh and, well, fit rather tightly, or so we figured. We looked at them and we afraid to put them on quite then. Then we decided that we really HAD to try them on so got all dolled up. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I had to find my corset. Red was going to be a bad choice this time and I wanted something nice. I had asked mother for a white one since, well, I had been a good girl and I really wanted it. I never said I “needed” one because, well, I don’t really need something that nice. But she did get it for me and I pulled it out, found some panties and then some pink stockings. I rolled them on, put on the garter tabs and then unzipped the gown and took it off the hanger. By then, Carrie had finished her dressing and needed a zip. So I zipped her up, got mine on and then she zipped me up. 
 
      
 
    We looked at each other in the mirror and said, “WOW!” Mother came in followed by mom, each holding matching heels to go with the gowns. I slipped mine on and felt like a princess. I looked at the heels and saw that they were five inch stiletto heels with a small 1 inch platform. I looked at myself as Carrie put on her heels, and we looked and hugged our mom’s! 
 
      
 
    “That was your surprise. Of course, you would have gotten them anyways but I like how you two reacted to seeing them.” Mother smiled at us. Mama C chimed in, saying, “it seems our daughters are going to be the queens of the prom, that’s for sure.” We laughed, taking BOTH meanings as it was meant to be taken. “Of course, you girls should take them off. The prom is not for another couple of weeks. Just be careful what you eat or else you BOTH might be in need of a corset!” We laughed together as we got ourselves out of the gowns, hung them back up and put them away. Now we were standing there in our underwear and hugged each other again. Then we noticed that the door had been CLOSED, by them. I looked at Carrie and whispered, “could this be THE treat they talked about?” and before I could say another word, Carrie went to the closet and pulled out the rope. 
 
      
 
    In no time flat, she tied my arms behind my back and then had me lie down on the bed. Then she proceeded to bind my ankles and knees. Then she pulled me into a hog tie and tightened the rope on my elbows. I squirmed a little then got really nervous when I saw the clothes pins. Of course I could not stop her, and well, I didn’t really WANT to stop her as she put first the right one, then walked around to the left side. Then she pulled my panties down a little and then slowly pushed the vibrator into my backside. With all the practice that she had given me, it wasn’t too difficult getting it inside me and then she pulled my panties up. Just before she got back to the front, she turned it on low to get me into the mood, though I was already in “the mood” as she hopped up on the bed and as I looked up, she pulled her panties down and put herself right in front of me. “Tonight I will make you even more of my little bitch but right now, lover, I have been all wet from thinking about tying you up. And I will tie you up again tonight as I make you beg for me. Now, give me a good tonguing!” 
 
      
 
    I spent the next 20 minutes lovingly licking her mound and she struggled NOT to moan or cry out. But after a few minutes, I heard a moan that at first I thought was from Carrie. But then I realized it was coming from the other side of the house! I didn’t stop licking Carrie but looked up as she got that grin on her face and we both realized why the door was closed. It was not to give us some privacy, though that might have been part of it but more to give THEM some privacy. Not that it mattered to us, as this was not the first time we had heard it. But each time we did, we usually took it as a sign that maybe WE could be intimate with each other a little more. 
 
      
 
    Carrie let me loose but kept the vibrator inside me. To make sure it stayed inside me, she took some tape and created something of a chastity over my panties, going around the waist and then between my legs. She told me she would use rope but that might show more. But I did have to take off the corset and stockings, put on some shorts and a tee shirt. Then, after making sure that the rope marks were essentially gone, we went down stairs. 
 
      
 
    Mother finally came down about 30 minutes later, with mama C a few minutes later. By that time, Carrie and I had already cooked dinner and we all sat together out in the back yard. We talked about the track event and the last two that were coming up before the end of the year. Between that and the Prom, our junior year was almost to an end. I was also wondering about finding a job so I could have some money to buy some of the things I kind of wanted to have and not have to beg mother for some spending money. Carrie had been thinking along those same lines and we talked about it to our moms. They looked at us, then at each other and said that it was fine if we wanted to find jobs for the summer and that they would be on the look-out for some that we might like. I really didn’t care, as long as it paid something and I had some money to spend. 
 
      
 
    We sat around and watched some TV together but finally worked our way back upstairs. Our moms had already gone up and their door, of course, was closed. Carrie told me to get in the room and to get dressed up in the red corset, so I didn’t do anything to the newer white one and to wear some ruined stockings. She then went back down stairs and came back up with something behind her back. 
 
      
 
    While she had gone, I pulled out the red corset and then finally worked the tape off of my panties holding that vibrator inside me. I was amazed that it was so quite abut I also realized that I was getting horny as hell too. By the time I got it out and changed my panties. I had finished lacing the corset and was rolling on a pair of black stockings when she got there. She gave me an evil grin, then walked over to the dresser and found what she wanted to wear, which was black bra with a pair of black satin panties and garterbelt. When she finished dressing, she was holding the rope and told me to put on my sexy heels. I put them on, which she then tied onto my feet with the rope and then spread my legs to the width of the bed posts. Then she pulled out some duct tape, in black and first taped my wrists together, covering my hands at the same time. Then she started to wind it up my arms, pulling them tighter and tighter together. Once that was done, she reached for the panties she had been wearing earlier and put them into my open and waiting mouth. She then taped my mouth shut and I was effectively silenced. 
 
    Next came the rope which she applied to my wrists and she bent me over again. I kind of knew what was coming next as she pulled my arms nice and high. When she took a scarf and wrapped it around my eyes and then pulled my head back towards my elbows. This caused the gag to get a little tighter but still not too uncomfortably so. When I felt my panties being pulled down, I knew what was coming next. But I didn’t! 
 
      
 
    The first lash that hit my ass caused me to moan and scream at the same time. She had found the riding crop from our spanking the day before and she was giving me a good spanking. After the first 50 lashes, she leaned over and told me that for making her get 100 lashes by being better in English Lit, she was going to give me the 100 I should have gotten. Then she told me that she was then going to spank me some more so that I know that while I might be a good girl and smart, I was still HERS to do with what she wanted to. When she asked if I understood that, I nodded as best as I could. “You LOVE this, don’t you Stephanie?” she then whispered in my ear. I nodded some, went “hmmmmffttt” and she continued my spanking. The whole time, I was going deeper and deeper into what I learned was called “sub-space” as the longing and desire took over and the pain went away. And I was falling deeper and deeper in love with Carrie and what she was meaning to me in my life. When she finally finished my spanking, it was just a couple seconds before her dildo was inside my ass and making me moan and squirm with pleasure as she made love to her bitch. And she didn’t stop until I was spent, having not only an anal orgasm, which lasted quite some time but my penis, while not super hard, managed to squirt out some cum into the condom that she had put on it while I was being fucked. 
 
      
 
    When she finished, she pulled the gag out of my mouth and fed me my cum. As I was bent over the bed, I was in perfect position to again bring her to an orgasm, which I spent the next hour doing, tired as I was because I loved this woman who made me feel so alive. Finally, she decided that I had paid enough attention to her and she let me loose and I crawled into bed with her. When I whispered in her ear that I wanted to have a chance to return the favor, she looked at me. “You want to spank me? And tie me up?” I nodded and she smiled. “Now?” I shook my head. “NO, not now. Now, sleep. Tomorrow maybe?” She hugged me, wrapped me in her arms and we fell asleep blissfully! 
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    Finally, it was time for the Junior Prom! Oh, did I forget to go over the events of the next day? So sorry. But then again, well, it was not really important. But I guess I should tell you that, well, it was not as much fun for me as it is fun when she ties me up. But I did find that she did have a little bit of a submissive streak inside her as well. 
 
      
 
    But the more important part is the Prom! 
 
      
 
    So, we finally made it to the prom. Now, it’s a good thing that our high school was a little more progressive in that they allowed girls to go with girls and guys go with guys. Okay, it was certainly NOT the norm but, well, like I said, it was somewhat progressive for its day. 
 
      
 
    Now, we had already tried on our dresses but we wanted to make sure we were in top form when we arrived. Mother told us that she had made an appointment for us to get the works done before the prom. But it was mom who took us. Mother had an appointment with one of her clients. (Keep that in mind later!) So we got into the car and drove into the city. Yes, we went whole hog into the BIG CITY and stopped at YSL! When Carrie and I got there, with mom leading the way, we were, well… SHOCKED! This was THE best place for beauty and we were going in. 
 
      
 
    When we got inside the place, we were met by a very nice young man and a very pretty young lady who then brought us to the first station to get our hair washed. I got the young man and Carrie got the gal. When our hair was finished, we were then split up. I was taken to another area in the back as mom had made arrangements to get me waxed. I didn’t know that yet but when I heard the guy tell me to strip down to my undies, I just about fainted. When he told me WHY, then I got a little more comfortable. But still, I was good at tucking but this might be an issue. 
 
    But then he had me lay down on the table on my front and he got to work on waxing me. While he didn’t say anything about the hair, which was minimal but there, he did keep up a casual banter. I got more and more comfortable until he asked if I wanted a Brazilian wax? Now, I had no idea what that meant until he then, with me turned a little onto my side, watched him demonstrate where I would be waxed. OMG! 
 
      
 
    “Umm, well, maybe I… should ask my mom?” 
 
      
 
    “Stephanie, are you worried about your secret coming out? Not a problem, girl. I knew about it when your mom made the appointment. I spoke to her and that’s why I got you instead of Sarah taking care of you. Trust me, you are certainly hot and no one would be the wiser but your mom wanted to make sure it was okay with us first.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at this guy, smiled and said, “sure” and he handed me a cloth to put over myself and pulled my panties down so he could wax me there. Let me tell you ladies and gentlemen, that shit HURTS! But oh how nice it looks when its done, and the redness goes away. He also got the few spots on my arms and back to make sure it was all hair free. 
 
    Then we went and got the hair done. I was used to going to the parlor in town but these people have it all. I didn’t need any color in my hair but I did get a highlight done. Then got a cut and style and then a nice blow dry. But what came next was, well, wonderous to be certain! Because I had NEVER before had my make up done by a professional. It was an older lady who came to me and asked all sorts of questions. Color of the dress, my dates outfit and all kinds of questions about what I liked and such. Then she went to work on me and in 30 minutes, I looked like a beauty queen! When I caught sight of Carrie, she looked like one as well and we knew that, well, we were going to be in deep trouble later. But once we were finished, mom got there and we drove back to the house. We ran inside, ran upstairs and got ourselves dressed. 
 
    As we were finishing up, we heard the doorbell ring down stairs and we looked at each other. Who the heck was coming here at this time. But we finished dressing and went downstairs to find a limo driver there waiting for us! We were going to ride in style. When we looked at our moms, we asked, “what about Debbie and Barb?” and just as we said it, there they were coming up the sidewalk after being dropped off. Of course, we knew that they were going but, well, we THOUGHT they had dates for the Prom. When they got there, Carrie and I noticed that their dresses complimented each other and that they were HOLDING HANDS! 
 
      
 
    We looked at them, saw them blush and then ran out to greet them. After a few seconds, since NONE of us wanted to ruin their make up, we all laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you two can go to the prom together, we felt it was high time that we came out of OUR closet and go to this thing together. You two gave us the courage to do it!” We hugged again and then headed for the limo. 
 
      
 
    On the drive over, we talked about this and that, how much we had been looking forward to this day and other small talk. We did NOT care about track, practice or anything else having to do with school. When we told them where we had been all day, jealousy reared its head for about 5 seconds when I told Barb that she looked smoking hot and that she may have done a better job on her make up than the lady we had do ours. Not to say that Debbie wasn’t smoking hot too. In fact, we all felt like we were all smoking hot and that the guys, and gals, were just going to have to deal with us and our diva-ness tonight! 
 
      
 
    When we got there, we walked into the prom, turned in our tickets and found our spot. We called it our spot but we found a small table where we could leave our things and then grabbed a little drink and some food. We brought that to our spot and sat down. Some of the other track people stopped by to say hi but none of them sat with us. We didn’t mind all that much, since the entire school knew about me and Carrie, but Debbie and Barb were new information for them to adjust to. But when one of the guys came over to chat, there was a vibe that I didn’t like. Carrie didn’t get it at first and neither did Debbie but Barb looked at me and mouthed the word, “TROUBLE!” 
 
      
 
    The dance started and we did enjoy ourselves for a while. Many more people came up to us to say hi, which was starting to surprise me since the “distance girls” were not that popular and all. But more and more came up, said we looked nice and such. Little did we know. 
 
      
 
    Now, I won’t say it went like the movie “Carrie” in what happened to us, but it came close. Remember that first guy who Barb and I thought would be trouble. Well, it seems, unknown to us, I was put in for KING of the prom and they put Barb and Debbie as Queen but ignored Carrie. Not that either of us cared but I was insulted to see ME put in for KING! But what got us all is that it seemed that the fix was in. It was being “run” by the clic of kids that, well, had an issue with us and had no way of really SHOWING their hatred of us, or at least of me initially, until now. 
 
      
 
    When they announced the nominations for King, when I heard my name, though NOT Stephanie but Stephen, I started to tear up. Carrie hugged me a little and usually when the King is put up, we thought at least Carrie should have been nominated just for decorum sake. But when the final vote was announced, the announced Stephen Jenkins as the KING and, of course, our new QUEER, I mean Queen, Barbra Simmons. 
 
      
 
    The entire room fell into laughter and by this time, I ws just wanting to get out of there. So I got up, yelled a loud but very FEMINE, “FUCK YOU ALL!” and turned on my stiletto heel and walked out of the hall, thankfully able to hold back the tears until I got out the door. Carrie, barb and Debbie were right there with me and we found the limo, hopped in and just as we were starting to drive off, we saw the principal of the school running to the car. 
 
      
 
    “Please, don’t run off! Let them apologize for what they did. And let ME apologize for their actions, PLEASE!” She had tears in her eyes from this event. Carrie looked at her and just asked, “WHY?” I nodded. “Yes, why should we go in there to get a half baked apology from people who are just lying about their apology. And there is nothing that you, Ms Kennedy, can do to tell me that they mean their apology, even if you threatened them with suspension or worse, they would just be doing it to save their skin, not because they were actually SORRY!” We rolled the window back up and rode home. But when I looked out the back window, I could see Ms Kennedy still there, looking at the limo as it pulled out, crying. 
 
      
 
    We decided to drop off Barb and Debbie at their houses but when they said no, lets just go to your house, we just went home. I noticed that there seemed to be a few other cars near the house but no real party going on. But I did notice that the shed in the back seemed to be lit up. We knew it was there but never really had to go there since it was always locked and we considered it off limits, since we knew that instead of a shed it was my mother’s office. Okay, it was certainly NOT a small shed to be sure and the lawn mower was in a smaller shed anyway so… But we didn’t really pay any attention to it. 
 
      
 
    We got home, noticed that there was no one in the house at all. So we walked into the kitchen to grab some food. We saw some men’s coats but figured that maybe these guys had come over as my mom did entertain clients or maybe something else entirely. We didn’t care and we were nowhere near as nosy, at first, about this. We “stole” some food and headed up to our room to talk, cry on each others shoulders and generally try to NOT talk about what happened that night. But about 2 hours later, Barb and Debbie decided it was time for them to go home and off they went. But about 10 minutes later, Carrie and I turned off the light and as we were looking out at the stars, we saw the shed door open and saw the most INTERESTING thing we had ever seen. 
 
      
 
    The light in the shed showed a guy walking, well CRAWLING on his hands and knees, out of the shed and mother was wearing THE most interesting clothing. I saw it, looked at Carrie and smiled. Mother, whom I had never really seen look too risqué, was wearing a leather corset, black stockings and knee high stiletto boots. The guy, well, he was wearing, a collar! And when we saw another person, we were not really sure if he was a guy or a girl or, well, whatever, he was crawling on the ground and while wearing a tutu and a collar, he was being led by mom! And she was dressed in the same outfit as mother was! And in each of their other hands was a riding crop and they were using it on these two guys. 
 
      
 
    Carrie and I just looked at each other. “Well Stephanie, maybe you got your submissive side from your dad?” I looked at her and laughed. “No, I think that maybe their dominant side rubbed off on you more than anything!” Carrie looked at me and smiled. “Either way, tomorrow is going to be a more interesting day, isn’t it?” I nodded and we got into bed. While we were asleep, I heard the door open on our room and mom said, “when did they get home?” and she closed the door and walked down the hall to their room. I didn’t hear what triggered the next event. 
 
      
 
    I heard the door open and both mother and mom were there, shaking us awake. “Girls, wake up!” I woke up a little faster than Carrie as I had heard the door open again. Carrie got up, shaking her head and saying, “huh, what, uhh, what’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    Mother looked at us both. “What happened at the prom, girls? We have five messages on our answering machine from the school, including two LONG ones from Ms Kennedy!” 
 
      
 
    We explained the entire length of the story, from this guy walking up and saying hi to all of us and how he took an interest in not only Carrie and me, but also Barb and Debbie, who finally discovered that they were lesbians. And how Stephen Jenkins was nominated for King and Barb and Debbie were nominated for Queen. When they made the announcement and how I stood up and yelled at them, which mother said was not what a proper young lady would do, which did kind of make me smile a little. Mom saw the smirk, as did mother, but they, at the time, ignored it. We explained that we left, even as Ms Kennedy came out to ask us to please go back in and that she was sorry for what happened. Our moms looked at us but we kept our mouths shut at this time, figuring that the less we talked about our discovery the better at this point. 
 
      
 
    Our mothers gave us a big hug and then told us that we needed to go down stairs. We looked at each other, Carrie and I, and we had a questioning look on our faces. But when mom said, in a tone we had never heard before, “Young ladies, you will carry yourselves down stairs right this instant!” we got ourselves up out of bed and down the stairs, with our moms right behind us. 
 
      
 
    There we were, still in our underwear from the nights events. We were too tired at that point to take them off. And, well, we liked to cuddle sometimes dressed up like this. I know I certainly did and when Carrie was dressed as she was, well, usually all bets were off. But what happened next shocked us. 
 
      
 
    Mother was coming down the stairs wearing what we had seen her wearing earlier, corset, stockings and heels, all in black leather. Mom was wearing the same but hers was all in red leather. And each of them had a riding crop in their hand. And they could tell from the looks on our faces that while their get up was shocking, we were not as shocked at seeing it as we should have been 
 
      
 
    “Girls, it seems that it is now time for a little discussion. It seems that one of you BORROWED this riding crop,” mother pulled it out of her back, pointing it at us, “without asking NOR returning it to where you got it.” 
 
      
 
    “Now, it seems that maybe you got here earlier than was expected and it seems my suspicion is correct that you witnessed something that, well, we did not want to talk to you about until, say… NEVER!” mom continued. “But it seems that not only have you borrowed something but, well, we NEED to have this discussion now, sooner than we ever thought we would. So, first, WHO borrowed the riding crop?” 
 
      
 
    Before I could take the heat, Carrie said, “It was me, mom! When you disciplined Stephanie with it, I could see a glean in her eyes and, well, I wanted to see if she REALLY liked it, so I borrowed it and gave her a spanking with it and, well, she liked it… She liked it a lot! And I, well, liked spanking her.” 
 
      
 
    Mother looked at both of us. Mom looked at me and smiled. “Stephanie, are you not saying that you LIKE being spanked?” 
 
      
 
    I blushed a deep shade of red. I looked at Carrie and shrugged. Mother, and mom, had ALWAYS told me to be honest so… “Yes mom. I learned that from when you were giving me spankings. While I know that you love me as a daughter, and mother, I know you love me as your daughter too, when Carrie spanks me, I feel, well, a different feeling, DEEP down inside my soul, I think. I want her to, well, OWN me???” I looked at Carrie, who was smiling at me and then she took my hand. 
 
    “And mom, I like spanking her so much, because I can see his love for me when I do it. And that word love means a whole lot but her word, own, means so much more to me that love, because she wants to be mine!” 
 
      
 
    Our moms looked at us. Mother walked over to Carrie and handed her the riding crop. “This is now YOURS!” Carrie stood up and hugged mother. Then mother looked at me. “Did you REALLY say ‘fuck you’ to those kids in the school?” I blushed a deep crimson. “Yes, mother.” 
 
      
 
    Mother looked at Carrie. “Well, what do you think, Mistress Carrie, should slave Stephanie be punished?” I looked at mother, then at mom, who was grinning from ear to ear. Then, before Carrie could say anything, mom leaned down to me. “Stephanie, I could NEVER make you my slave, though I THOUGHT you would be good slave material. I even told your mother so that she would understand when, well, it finally surfaced in you. Now, while I did NOT expect to surface now, you have a woman who loves you and wants you. There are not many who can say that.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at mom and nodded. “Mom, there are not that many people in this world that I could say this to, but to you and to mother, I can say this. I LOVE being your daughter and for letting me become your daughter. But I want to be MORE than that to Carrie. She completes me in ways that I never realized. But now, well, I think I understand it all now.” 
 
      
 
    Mom looked at me and nodded. Mother left the room for a second and then returned with something and handed it to Carrie. “Carrie, I think that you should, well, take ownership of your girl. This is a collar, which symbolizes ownership of a slave. It is a SPECIAL relationship a Mistress has with her slave, one that surpasses simple love. You care for and take care of one another, fulfill each others needs and wants. I think that is what you two have. I think you’ve had it for the last 2 years. If you want my daughter, she is yours, though she is also ours.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at Carrie, as I was still on my knees. I was feeling goosebumps on me as I knelt there in my white corset and white satin panties, stockings and, at least I didn’t have the heels on. But I knelt there looking up at the three women who shaped me and my life. I saw the collar. It was pink patent leather, which I thought looked really cute. When Carrie looked at it, I could see a smile on her lips forming. “Go on, Carrie,” mother said, “You KNOW what to do.” 
 
      
 
    Carrie pointed her finger to her feet and I crawled over to her on my knees. I looked up to Carrie with love in my eyes and I could see her love for me in her eyes. When she showed me the collar, I knew that my moms had read me like a book. The collar said, simply, “Stephanie” in black patent leather, which stood out from the pink. Carrie then took the collar and wrapped it around my neck and I heard a click. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Mistress Carrie!” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, slave Stephanie!” 
 
      
 
    Then I felt a tug at my collar and I followed the three women in my life into the “shed” and learned the truth about the shed. It was a fully prepared dungeon and was well sound proofed. That was good because Carrie was shown the whipping bench and I was bent over it. 
 
      
 
    “Your Mistress will now punish you, young lady, for swearing at those people. A PROPER young lady does not use swear words, even when provoked as you were. From now on, Mistress Carrie will administer your punishments.” 
 
      
 
    With that, I felt a gag go into my mouth and I received my punishment. But to me, it wasn’t REALLY a punishment but rather a celebration of my enslavement to my love, to my Mistress Carrie. 
 
      
 
    More happened to me over the course of my Senior year at school, and there were actually consequences for the people at the school who did that. But I will talk about that later… For now, this was how I met my… LIFE! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
    You can visit my website at: 
 
    www.christylynnny.wixsit.com/website 
 
    Yes, I will EVENTUALLY get a website without all that crap on it. Sorry but right now, writing doesn’t pay the bills. 
 
    And now, here is a sample of my upcoming new book. I hope you enjoy. 
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I can remember those care free days of my youth, when I was just a kid playing dress-up. Of course, playing dress up as a guy putting on my mother's underwear and actually ENJOYING it was and still is slightly frowned upon in the “vanilla” world. And I have to admit that I started rather young, as we all seem to do, at a ripe age of about 10. Of course, it was not very often, since I did have to go to school and had a baby-sitter. But there were those times. 
 
    Of course, at first, I did all those things that young males will do, then having to clean them up and try to put them away without my mother knowing what I had done. Plus, of course, having a brother there didn't help out too much either. And, to be honest, I got caught several times. Thankfully, I never really got caught being tied up, but I did get caught in her underwear. I think that the worst time was when she actually made me dress up in front of her. 
 
    If I had been honest with myself then, as well as with her, imagine what life could have been like. If I had told her that I wanted to be a girl, would that have happened? If I told her that I had been tying myself up in bed and was really enjoying the feeling... You get the idea... 
 
      
 
    But I mention this because, well, it may have started me off on the journey that I took that got me to where I am now. I admit that when I look back on it I should have realized what was going to eventually happen to me but, in all honesty, I never realized that such things could really happen in life. But, seriously, I guess that I was relieved when it happened and, to tell you the truth, it is probably the best thing to happen to me. 
 
      
 
    After I graduated from high school, I went into the military. I have to admit that even that didn't knock the feminine side of me out. But it did, depending on how you look at it, fortunately or unfortunately, expose me to the little known world of S&M... Or B&D... Either way, I learned that there were those women out there that were willing to tie me up, whip me and other little things along those lines, because I wanted it... Of course, it wasn't like they were offering this for free, but it was such a strange eye opening experience that I started to wonder. I also discovered magazines, mostly old Harmony Publications, showing women bound, gagged and such and, instead of wanting to be the one tying them up, I wondered what it would feel like to BE those women. I am sure that many readers will agree that we all have had thoughts before, and still do, if we are honest with ourselves. 
 
      
 
    Of course, fear would set in and I would write a letter and not send it out, for fear of whatever there was out there. I did eventually write to a couple, a Dominatrix by the name of Mistress Destiny comes to mind. I actually recall talking to her one time on the phone and was amazed at her voice and such. Unfortunately, I had never been able to get to Detroit, where she was and I never found out what happened to her. Of course, there was also this Mistress Michelle who lived in the same area. However, looking at her photo's scared me a little and, well, now I know it was more for effect and all but it still scared me back then. 
 
      
 
    In time, I eventually faced my fears and went in search for a local Mistress. The first time I was there almost scared me off. I went the 90 miles there, worrying about everything, realizing that I would finally feel the satisfaction of my submissiveness and feminine feelings all at once. Well, everything that we talked about fell to pieces, I felt more humiliation and disgust and went away feeling bad. I never talked to her again. And I sat, on the sidelines, looking but afraid to reach out. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I also had purged everything I owned and then wanted it all back. We been there and done that, at least once in our lives, right? Well, after the second purge, I realized a couple of things... I can not change me... AND, I need to find someone who is willing to take me by the hand and lead me along that path that I still felt I needed. But I really had no idea of how to find that person to lead me along the path... America On Line got me started... Amazing how that worked out back then... At least it wasn't Facebook!!! (By the way, you can't find anything on Facebook... LOL) 
 
      
 
    Anyway, I was bored and started looking in the personal sections on AOL. This was when you actually logged into THEIR server and had to do everything on the phone line... Remember those days. And after many hours of searching, I found a woman there that was actually looking for someone who wanted to learn. Gee, imagine that. So, I emailed her and she had one of her submissives email me. After a little while, I finally got the opportunity to meet with her, in public, of course. 
 
      
 
    We got together at a little coffee shop and we talked about this and that. Actually, everything that we talked about seemed to be of a vanilla variety, at least at first. I think it was to see if we would be comfortable with each other. Imagine how scared I was, sitting there talking to this woman I had never met and only sent emails to for a few weeks. I was afraid, since I was also remembering the first time I had served someone. But I started feeling comfortable with her. 
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