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    Sometimes you don’t know what you will do or be willing to do to get something you want. Hell, you might not even know you want it or wanted it until, well, it falls into your lap. Everything that happens, though, has a reason FOR happening, whether you like it or not. That seems to be the way that things worked out for me, though I certainly NEVER expected things to turn out the way they did. 
 
      
 
    Now, keep in mind that I am just a young guy. Okay, maybe if you look at me now, you might not think so. I never REALLY looked like a guy. Hell, people always mistook me for being a girl, even in school. One teacher could not wrap her mind around the idea that I was a dude and kept referring to me as “her” or “she” even when I pointed out many times that I was a “HIM” or “HE”. Nope, never got that through her head.  
 
      
 
    Now, I admit that I did have long hair, for a guy. But all the other girls had far longer hair than I did. Of course, being only 5’8” tall did NOT help my cause, and I was still skinny, no matter how much I worked out at the gym. I guess I have been “blessed” with a high metabolism, seeing as I could, and did, eat a whole lot. I wasn’t good at team sports but I could run. At least there I could be good at what I did. Even though the coach still sometimes slipped up and called me Jackie instead of Jack! 
 
      
 
    All that time, there was this one girl that I REALLY liked. In fact, all the guys liked her, so you can tell that my chances with her were, well, shot to hell right from the start. I would watch the guys go up to her and flirt or whatever with her and, sometimes, they would get lucky. Many times, though, they got told to shove off. 
 
    But in my senior year she wound up in a couple of my classes and though normally I would be shy around girls, for some reason, not only did she get seated right next to me but she even got paired up with me in the labs for the year! Normally that would have killed me, and at first, it did kind of intimidate me. I mean, what guy would not be intimidated by a girl who was not only a little taller than themselves, as she was about 2 inches taller than me, was blonde, blue eyed and stacked. In fact, the Commodore’s song, “she’s a brick… House” comes to mind. Give the song a listen and you will get the idea. 
 
      
 
    For the first couple of weeks, I was a little tense working with her. She took notice and finally decided to say something to me. When she took my hand and dragged me over to the corner, I thought I had blown it. 
 
      
 
    “Look Jack, what is wrong with you? Everyone else in this class say’s you should know what you are doing but you’re like, I don’t know… Distracted by something. What’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her then at the floor. 
 
      
 
    “Me? Look at me!” I looked up at her and her gaze locked me in place. 
 
      
 
    “Jack, I don’t ‘DO’ guys, okay. So neither you, nor any other guy in this joint has a chance to get me, so stop being shy around me and help me. This class is killing me as I have to repeat it this year. I failed MISERABLY last year and I NEED this class to get into my college next year. So, HELP ME!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “Damn, I’m sorry. I mean… I mean, I know it isn’t easy to do… SHIT! Let me try that again. I’m sorry for being distracted. I thought you liked guys and all and knew I didn’t have a shot and all. But I guess I feel a little better. So, I’m sorry. I’ll help you out. Besides, I need this to get into the school I want as well.” 
 
      
 
    It was kind of funny then, because for the rest of the year, I was not nervous around her. In fact, we worked very well together and ended up being good friends. What was even funnier is that the other guys saw that we were talking and such, so they started to think that we were together. I talked it down, telling them that we were friends and lab partners but most of them didn’t believe it. Some that went along with it asked me to put in a good word for them and inside I just laughed. Like they would have done the same for me??? Yeah, right. 
 
      
 
    About the time the semester ended, we had been hanging out together usually three days a week at either her house or at mine. My mom thought she looked nice and when I told her that Sarah was not only out of my league but we were just friends, she looked at me kind of weird. She even told me that I should not be so down on myself and I had to laugh. “Mom, at first I didn’t think it would work but I LIKE it that we are JUST friends. Besides, we have school work to worry about. And I know that I need the grades for that scholarship so, I need help, just like she does. That’s what friends do for each other, right?” 
 
      
 
    Yeah, mom didn’t buy that all that much either. So, instead of being up in my bedroom, we always had to be down at the kitchen table when she was over. She looked at me the first time and with a huge smile on her face, looked at me and I could read in her eyes what she was thinking. I shook my head ‘no’ and she chuckled. The next day I clarified it for her, letting her know what my mom thought and what I did NOT tell her. 
 
      
 
    Going to her house was a little easier. Her parents KNEW their daughter had a thing for girls and not guys. Still, it took a couple of visits, and maybe a dip in the pool one afternoon, to prove that not only was I a guy (I suspected they had the opposite idea at first) but I think that was when they were kind of okay with us studying upstairs in her bedroom. And her bedroom was not super girly, though it did have a feminine presence. 
 
      
 
    Of course, she was not always the neatest of girls. Well, at least for that first time up in her room. I think that she either didn’t realize that I would be actually allowed to go up or… She just didn’t worry about it. Though I do admit it was kind of funny watching her start to pick up her underwear and other clothes off the floor. I found it kind of funny and even a little erotic, watching as she picked up panties and bra off the bed and throw them into a hamper and even miss. As the hamper was right next to me, at first I thought she was throwing them at me and I laughed. “What do you want me to do with these?” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me, not realizing that she had thrown them right at me. I could see her turn red. “Umm, put them in that hamper right there next to you, please?” I looked and laughed. “Yeah, I did not mean to throw those at you, especially since they’re dirty and all. Sorry about that.” So I reached over and put the bra into the hamper. The thong panty went a little slower into the hamper as I had never really seen something like this before. Other than in the stores anyway. But I put it in there, after looking at them for a second. I don’t know but it might have been a second longer than it SHOULD have taken. Because Sarah noticed it. 
 
      
 
    “You never saw a girl in her underwear?” This got ME blushing. “Never?” I shook my head. “I thought you had a girl friend or something?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope. Never have. Either one, actually. Always been kind of shy and all. That, plus, well…” 
 
      
 
    Sarah looked at me. “Mrs. Jessup, right?” 
 
      
 
    I blushed even more. “Yeah, all year she kept referring to me as a girl. That wouldn’t have been so bad but it kind of STUCK! Now, most of the girls, well, you can guess. And even some of the guys, well, said I was a waste… Not fun let me tell you.” 
 
      
 
    What happened then kind of surprised me. She looked at her door and made sure it was closed. Then she turned to me. “Promise NOT to say anything about this, okay?” I nodded.  I didn’t know what to expect but certainly NOT what she did next. 
 
      
 
    I watched as she first removed her t-shirt, revealing her very skimpy bra, and I was amazed at what she was wearing because I would not have really expected that from her, she seemed a little more conservative. But damn, she had some REALLY nice breasts. 
 
    Then she shimmied out of her jeans and I saw that she was wearing a matching thong. I just stood there, looking and I could feel my cock starting to get hard. And she seemed so CASUAL about doing this in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “So, what do you think, Jack?” 
 
      
 
    All I could do was stutter, which caused her to chuckle. When she walked closer to me, I really could feel my heart beat loud and strong. I could not keep my eyes from looking down at the triangle covering her mound or looking at the breasts that were moving towards me. And I noticed that her nipples were not only exposed but were getting harder. I had always thought that happened when women were either cold, and it was feeling REALLY warm in the room, or aroused, and I couldn’t think that was the reason, could it? I mean, she was a lesbian, right? 
 
      
 
    But she walked right up to me and I was starting to feel faint. When she got right in front of me, she took her hand and reached up to my face. 
 
      
 
    “So, what do you think, Jack? Do I look good?” All I could do was nod. Then she reached behind her and in seconds, she had her bra off and showed me her bare breasts. “You want to touch them, Jack?” I looked up at her. “Yes, Jack, you can touch them, GENTLY.” 
 
      
 
    Well damn, you can bet that I did so. I placed just my fingertips on her breasts and as I caressed them, softly, I managed to give her nipple a passing thumb and I watched as she shivered and I even heard her moan a little. I did the same thing to the other one and I watched as she bit her lower lip. I was getting puzzled but I was also getting aroused, touching her like this. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Jack, that feels so good! The last GUY who tried was such a lunk and rough! GOD!” I could feel heat coming off her skin as she started to moan a little more. When I bent down and took one of her nipples in my mouth, she grabbed my head and held me in place. When I nipped her nipple, her moan got louder. 
 
      
 
    Then I thought… “The last guy” she said. I got so confused. But another part of me was actually enjoying causing her to moan. When I moved over to the other side, she just kept holding me into place. When I started to move my hand down along her toned stomach and to her waist, I could actually feel her body shiver a little. When I touched her bare ass, running my finger gently along her crack, she actually PUSHED me away. 
 
      
 
    “We got to stop. It feels too good but…” I stood up and saw that she was crying. I looked at her and then, not sure why I did it, I opened my arms and, strangely enough, she walked right into my arms and cried on my shoulder. I held her, caressing her back as she shivered and cried.  I was still hard but now I was in a position that I never really knew HOW to deal with. Because her bare breasts were pushing against me and I could feel them through my shirt. 
 
    She looked at me, moving her head back and I could see something in her eyes. Then she shook her head and turned away from me. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong, Sarah?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing… It’s just…” 
 
      
 
    “What? I know SOMETHING is wrong or at least bothering you. I want to help you but I don’t know to help!” 
 
      
 
    “But you won’t want to do it. I know that. You don’t want to be…” 
 
      
 
    It hit me like a ton of bricks. She knew about the teasing I went through and I realized that was part of what she wanted. I walked up to the hamper and picked up the bra and panties that she had thrown at me earlier and without even thinking, I stripped off my clothes. 
 
      
 
    When I was naked, I sensed that she had walked up to me. “You DON’T want to do that, Jack. I know you don’t!” I turned around and looked at her. 
 
      
 
    “Until just this moment, Sarah, I would have said you were right. But right this very second, I want to more than I would have ever thought.” I looked at her deep in her eyes and she looked at me. Then she pushed me towards the bathroom connected to her bedroom and started the shower. 
 
      
 
    When she handed me a pink razor and pointed towards the shower, I knew what she wanted. In moments I was inside the shower shaving off my body hair. I had my chest, arms and legs done when she walked into the shower. I started to turn towards her and she stopped me. 
 
      
 
    She reached out her hand asking for the razor and in minutes, my back and the rest were now hair free too. She then reached over to turn off the water. We toweled off each other and part of me was afraid, but another part, which my cock was displaying, was excited! 
 
      
 
    “Come with me, Jackie.” She whispered in my ear and for the first time, I really didn’t mind being called Jackie. I followed her back into the bedroom and as she led me over to her little table, I saw that she had somethings all laid out. She first sat me down and then handed me a clean red bra and panty set. I took the bra and as I put it around my chest, I realized that it actually fit quite nicely. It was even padded a little and it gave me small but noticeable breasts. When I figured out the panties, which at least was not a thong as that was not going to help me hold in my “junk”, but was a pair of hipsters. My cock was NOT going to go down any during this. 
 
      
 
    But she wasn’t finished. I watched as she took out her make-up and started to work on my face. When she was done with that, she did something to my hair and I sat there, enjoying her working on me. Of course it certainly didn’t hurt that she was still naked. 
 
      
 
    But as I looked at her face, I could see something, well, not strange or odd but more like BLISS. And the odd part was the fact that I was kind of feeling happy sitting there. And yes, her being naked certainly made me feel happy. 
 
    But she would NOT let me look in the mirror yet. She stood back and then handed me a pair of stockings. “Put these one, Jackie.” And as I started to put them on, I stopped and watched as she took a pair of black stockings and rolled them up her legs. When she picked up her clean and dry thong, I watched as she pulled that up her stocking clad legs. 
 
      
 
    “Go on, put them on, please?” I rolled them up like she had and put them up my legs. Then I watched as she put on her push up bra and I started to get even more excited. When she walked up to me and took my hand, I got up and then she turned us both towards the mirror in the room. 
 
      
 
    What I saw in the mirror was amazing. Standing there was not one hot chick but two hot women. Okay, one had a raging hard on but if you ignored that, there was no denying that I looked hot! And the minute I smiled, her own smile got even bigger. I turned to look at her. She leaned in and gave me THE hottest kiss, okay, the only kiss but it was HOT, I had ever even dreamed about. 
 
      
 
    It did not take long for us to end up on her bed. She had me on my back and she started to kiss me hard and I had my hands roaming her body at the same time. When she moved herself down onto my throbbing cock, I did not expect her to actually move her thong out of the way and lower herself onto it. It felt so damned good and I started to moan. She was too and though I was afraid that her folks were going to walk in on us at any moment, there was no way that I was even thinking of stopping. And from the look on her face, there was no way she wanted to stop. 
 
      
 
    I warned her that I was close to coming and she just kept right there. Moments later, I was losing my virginity with the one woman I never thought I would ever have and I felt like I was in heaven. And when she brought herself up to my face and when I watched as she lowered herself to my mouth. When I started to lick her pussy, I could taste my cum but I was also tasting her and that had me even more excited. And hearing her moan and squirm on my face told me that I was doing something right. 
 
      
 
    When she started to cum in my mouth, I took it all, enjoying it as she shot stream after stream into my waiting and willing mouth. When she lifted herself off of me and lowered her face to me, kissing me and tasting us. After a couple minutes, she lay on her side and rested her head on my padded chest. 
 
      
 
    When she did that, I had the weirdest thought. And it must have shown on my face as Sarah chuckled a little. “Yes, Jackie, it would indeed be far more nicer to rest my head on breasts.” Then she lay on her back and brought my head to her breasts. I had to agree that she was right as it was dreamy to rest my head on her breasts. 
 
      
 
    We stayed there for a little while, just basking in each other. And I was starting to wonder, as it had felt being inside her. I was actually wondering what it felt like. As I was caressing her arm, she smiled at me but she could see something was on my mind.  And then it was like she could FEEL what I was thinking as she brought her finger and lightly pressed against my hole. She rubbed me gently and I started to feel something inside me that I couldn’t explain. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a good thing my parents left for a party or else, well, we could be in a little trouble.” She gave me a little laugh. She rolled out from under me and then walked over to her dresser and pulled out a strap on dildo. 
 
      
 
    “I use this on my girlfriend or myself sometimes. But are you SURE you want something like this?” 
 
      
 
    I just looked at her and nodded. I was afraid to open my mouth. I watched as she strapped around her hip and then centered it right where it would also give her some stimulation. Then I watched as she got some gel and she squirted a little on her hand. She then rolled a condom over the dildo and rubbed the gel on there. 
 
      
 
    “Open your mouth, Jackie.” She walked up to me and put it in front of my mouth and I opened my mouth and felt her bring it into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Just as I was about to wrap my lips around her dildo, and it smelled like strawberries, we hear that most unwanted of calls when you’re a teenager. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, we’re home!”  
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    Of course, that put us into a state of panic, seeing as neither one of us was really “dressed” in case her mom OR her dad came up the stairs. But what was even funnier is that as we heard them coming up the stairs, I watched as she pointed to under her bed and with a look of pleading, I knew where I was going to go. I watched as she grabbed all the clothes on the floor and threw them into the hamper, including my guy clothes. 
 
      
 
    There I was, doing my very best to keep absolutely quiet, hiding under her bed. And it was a good thing because not even two minutes later, the door opened and they said goodnight to Sarah. I could see her father’s feet but I knew that I was well hidden, seeing as she also stashed some things under the bed. Her mom actually walked into the room and gave her a kiss goodnight, and then we watched as they closed the door and listened as they went down to their bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, we decided that we would have to take a rain check on that little adventure. An hour later, together we walked down to the front door. Problem was that we could NOT find my underwear ANYWHERE but we knew it had to be hiding someplace. So there I was, in my boy clothes but still wearing her panties. We kissed at the door and I walked the short distance back to my house. Luckily, my parents were not awake but I did see a note telling me that, if I was hungry, there was some left overs in the ‘fridge. 
 
      
 
    For the remainder of the holiday, we talked and saw each other but never got a chance to cash in the rain check. And when we got back to school, I learned that we would never get that chance as she would be moving again in a couple of weeks. Her dad got transferred and, well, everyone was going to go together to California. It really broke my heart when I heard this and, of course, I took it hard. My mom realized that there was indeed SOMETHING between us, though she knew the stories about Sarah being a lesbian. But she saw I was devastated. 
 
      
 
    The only “bright” spot was what she gave me as a going away present, which did give me something to REALLY remember her by. She gave me some of her underwear. A couple of panties, the padded bra and a couple of pairs of stockings. I could almost smell her when I took them out of the little bag she gave me. But I never really put them on, though I was tempted many times, especially when I was missing her. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I managed to graduate and I got the scholarship to cover the college I wanted to go to. This was supposed to be my great adventure, and the way it turned out, it was far more than a great adventure. 
 
      
 
    Packing for school was not so difficult. At least until mom found the undies that Sarah had given me. I think that mom was a little confused at first, but when she came up to me, while dad was gone, she told me that we needed to talk. 
 
      
 
    She had actually thought I had stolen those things. It was tough explaining to my mother that not only had I NOT stolen them but that Sarah had given them to me. Then I confused her even more when I told her WHY she had given them to me. It was THE most difficult thing that I had ever had to tell my folks, and this was just mom. I knew dad would flip his lid, as it were. 
 
      
 
    “But Jack, I don’t understand. You said you HATED when everyone said you were girly. In fact, I seem to remember that it really upset you. Now, what? Now you LIKE being girly? I don’t get it.” 
 
      
 
    “Mom, I did and, well, still do somewhat. But during the winter holiday, Sarah and I got, well, CLOSE. But she stopped before it went too far because, well, she felt conflicted. She does like girls, but for some strange reason, she also liked me. So, I put on some of her underwear and, well, it got, heated. We didn’t do anything really bad, partly because I think her parents coming home stopped us. But we got really close. I think I love her mom and that is why I had such a rough time.” 
 
      
 
    “But these don’t look like they have been worn.” 
 
      
 
    “No, and after all this time, I don’t even smell Sarah’s perfume any longer. I’ve WANTED to put them on, lots of times, especially when I start to REALLY miss her. But I take them out and touch them and I can still somewhat feel her presence. But, and this is the kicker, mom. I think I was actually HAPPIER that night than I have been before or since that night.” 
 
      
 
    Mom looked at me kind of funny. “Okay. So, I have an idea, but you have to keep it between us for now, okay, Jackie?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my mom and saw a very curious glint in her eyes. Then she winked at me. “Let’s go… Shopping. You do need some things for school, right?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, not totally sure I was hearing what she had said to me. But sure enough, we drove to the mall and over the next few hours, we did get me some guy clothes. Jeans and shirts. But more of the time was spent at three clothing stores getting GIRL clothes. Not just underwear, which we did get, from panties to bras, stockings and slips, a few dresses, skirts and blouses. Now, she did pick out a couple of pairs of jeans that were women’s, as well as some casual tops. 
 
      
 
    The scary part was when we went into the shoe store to get a few pairs of shoes. We didn’t mention really what we were looking for. I did get a pair of what COULD be considered unisex sneakers. But for some reason I was drawn, as we walked down the aisle, to a few cute heels. The fact that mom knew how to get the right size, well, shocked me a little. I ended up actually TRYING on a couple of them at the back of the store. It was strange standing up in heels and trying to walk. But even odder was the fact that I COULD actually walk in them. I got a couple of flats, of course, but I ended up with a couple of three inch stiletto heels and even a pair with a five inch heel. 
 
      
 
    When we got to the counter, the woman there, with a knowing smile, looked right at me and said “good choices and I think they will look GOOD on you, sweetie” I smiled, thanked her and off we went. 
 
      
 
    Last stop was to a cosmetics counter. This was a little scary. But then mom had a really silly thought. So, we went to the car, got rid of ALMOST everything, locking it in the trunk of the car. But she kept out a complete outfit, including shoes. As we walked into the mall again, I couldn’t help but wonder what was happening. 
 
      
 
    We got to the “family’ bathroom and she opened it up and brought me in with her. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Jackie, get dressed.” I just looked at my mom, wondering what she was smoking. “Jackie, I think you might as well see if you can do it. If you are afraid, just remember that you are with me. And, I think that maybe having the lady at the counter give you some actual tips to apply makeup, well, what do you say?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at mom. “Mom, are you SURE? I mean, well, I don’t know. I don’t have anything, well…” 
 
      
 
    Mom pulled out a set of silicone breast forms. I looked. “When did you get those?” 
 
      
 
    “I got them at the same place we got the bras and panties, Jackie. So, do you want to try? Or we can just go home.” 
 
      
 
    Part of me wanted to run home and forget this. But the fact that she had been WILLING to do this, hell, practically assisting in making me feel better, told me that I shouldn’t disappoint her. And as for Jackie, I didn’t want to put her away. I wanted her to come out and live. In no time, I was stripped down to nothing and was getting dressed. First the pink panties with the matching bra. When I had it in place, I thought they looked beautiful. And when mom put the forms in place, they ALMOST looked like they BELONGED there. 
 
      
 
    Mom then handed me the stockings. These didn’t need a garter belt, so that made things a little easier. I had kept my legs shaved, as well as the rest of me, so everything just felt like heaven as I rolled the stockings on. Then she handed me the pink slip and as I pulled that down, I felt shivers go down my spine. Them mom handed me the dress. 
 
      
 
    It was a beautiful pink and white dress. Not formal but very nice. And it fell just above my knees. When she handed me the three inch white heels, I was in heaven again as I put them on my feet. Mom took a step back and looked at me. A smile crept across her face. 
 
      
 
    “Hair salon first, I think!” I looked at mom, trying to figure out what she was talking about. I looked in the mirror and realized that while my hair was long, it still kind of looked mannish. 
 
      
 
    However, twenty five feet from the bathroom was a hair salon and 20 minutes later, my hair could NOT be described as mannish or masculine. It looked absolutely feminine. I had my brows plucked and tweezed and I could even feel the studs in my fresh ear piercings. 
 
      
 
    When we got into the store and to the cosmetics counter, I was feeling all girly. When mom told the gal that I needed some tips on makeup since I didn’t usually wear any, she looked at me and smiled. “Honey, with your skin, you don’t really NEED a whole lot. But I DO love your hair.” 
 
      
 
    Over the next half hour, she tired a couple of different looks on me and I paid attention to each and every thing that she was telling me. She even told me that I was a very attentive young lady and she appreciated it. When she was finished, I got to look at the final result and I was STUNNED! 
 
      
 
    There, looking in the mirror was a very pretty young lady. And that lady was ME! 
 
      
 
    We got home and I was dreading having to take everything off. But mom told me that dad was away on a business trip and would be gone the week. Then she said something that surprised me even more. 
 
      
 
    “That means that you can spend the week as Jackie, if you want, dear.” I ran up to her and gave her a great big hug! “Thanks mom. And really, THANK YOU for, well, understanding and all of this.” 
 
      
 
    “Well dear, I can’t have my part time daughter, other time son, go off to school without something to, well, learn about herself. I just hope that you find some happiness and even find yourself, either now or while at school. But go and get everything packed up since we leave in a couple of days. 
 
      
 
    I gave her another hug and even gave her a peck on the cheek. And then I skipped, yes, SKIPPED down the hall and up the stairs. With all my girl stuff, and of course the couple of guy things to fill up the bags. All my girl stuff I left out because I was going to ENJOY this week of being Jackie. Mostly because I had no idea of what I was going to find at college. This might be the ONLY time that I could be her. 
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    All that week, I spent the entire time dressed like a girl. Mom also realized that I was missing a few things and got me some nightgowns, though I told her that I didn’t think it was a good idea, seeing as, well, I would be in the dorms with the GUYS and it might cause some difficulties. But they ended up in the bags, along with all my other silky stuff. 
 
      
 
    Of course we had to put it between my guy stuff, in case dad caught sight of it. I was so afraid of something happening but it was all fine. Move in day arrived and I was on my way. Went I got to admissions, that was when the FIRST of several shocks happened. 
 
      
 
    I walked up to the table and saw that there were name tags there for us to put on. Now, that would not have been a problem but when I finally found a tag that I THOUGHT was mine, it didn’t say jack but, yes… Jackie Kingston. Not Jack Kingston. And the next shock was the dorm I was being assigned to. I knew that the Susan B dorm was for the freshman GIRLS! And I was assigned to one of THOSE rooms. I looked at mom and dad and instantly, I knew something. 
 
      
 
    Dad KNEW all about Jackie. There was absolutely no way that this could have happened without his knowledge since he was the one who filled out the last of the papers. But my scholarship was in the name of Jack Kingston so I was REALLY confused. 
 
      
 
    But when they walked up to me, he put his arm around me. “Make me proud, Jackie. Make US proud!” I looked up at him. “I will, daddy!” I looked at my mom, who nodded. I gave her a big hug, again. “I will, mommy!” 
 
      
 
    Dad then whispered in my ear. “Your scholarship is still active. It is now to a ‘J. Kingston’ on the forms rather than a ‘Jack Kingston’. Those were the papers I had to fill out; so that they KNEW you had medical and such.” 
 
      
 
    So there I was, at the school as a girl! I didn’t know what to do or say. Then mom whispered in my ear. “If you decide after your first semester here that you want to be a REAL girl, as it were, you can get some implants and then we can work on the rest of it.” Then she handed me a small bottle. “Three times a day, sweetie.” 
 
      
 
    There was on the label. Hell, there WAS no label but I had a feeling I kind of knew what they were. I slipped them into my pocket. “Oh, and dear, the bathroom is right over there and maybe you want to, well, put these on.” She handed me a little bag and I could feel the weight. The bathroom was right across the hall and I ALMOST went into the boy’s room. Something that I was going to have to get used to NOT doing. 
 
      
 
    Three minutes later, I now LOOKED like Jackie. And off we went to the dormitory with all my stuff. I still even had my boy stuff but why not, since sometimes girls DO wear boy’s things, right. Of course, I didn’t have any men’s underwear in the boxes, so at least I wasn’t going to look THAT off. And I had learned how to tuck it all away so it was going to be far more interesting being at college where almost no one knew me as Jack. This was going to be THE greatest adventure, I thought. 
 
      
 
    As we walked up the stairs and to the elevator, I THOUGHT I saw someone I knew. But they had disappeared so fast that I felt I had to be dreaming. When we got to the third floor, I found the room and found it open. As we opened the door, I could see that my roommate had already started bringing things in. She had claimed the left side of the room so I started to drop everything on the right. We had one more round trip to make from the car to here, so we went off. When we got back, I could see that she, the roommate, had probably brought another load up but was off again. 
 
      
 
    Mom tried but I insisted that they should head off. Partly because I wanted to have a little time to settle myself down, but also because they did have a long drive to get home. They finally accepted the idea, since they would have a parent’s weekend in a couple of weeks that they insisted they were going to come for. After a few hugs, and a slipped couple of $20 bills from dad, they were off. 
 
      
 
    I started opening boxes and started to unpack. I looked at the clock and knew that I had a few minutes before I had to go to orientation and all the other little things that freshmen have to endure when they first get to college. But I got a few things put away when I heard the door open to the room. Since the door opened towards me, I was sheltered from seeing my new roommate until the door closed. 
 
      
 
    I literally SHRIEKED! 
 
      
 
    “SARAH????” 
 
      
 
    Sarah turned around and shrieked too! 
 
      
 
    “JACK???” 
 
      
 
    “Nope, Jackie, but I understand the confusion.” 
 
      
 
    We stood there looking at each other. I could see tears start to run down her cheeks as I could feel them running down mine. When I opened my arms, she fell right into them and as she laid her head upon my chest (okay, they were fake but still) I could feel her start to completely melt into my arms. 
 
      
 
    When she looked up at me, I leaned down and gave her a quick kiss, which then became a bit more passionate. But we had to cut it short when there was a knock on the door. 
 
      
 
    “To be continued, Jackie?” 
 
      
 
    “Definitely, yes, Sarah!” 
 
      
 
    We went to freshman orientation, and as we walked, I explained to her that my parents KNEW about Jackie and that even my dad had made sure that the school knew what was happening. I even told her how my mom had essentially made me spend the last week before coming there as Jackie. 
 
      
 
    When she pointed to my breasts, I nodded. “Yes, fake for now. But they told me that if this is what I want then I could get the implants over winter break. After the week as Jackie, and now that I am here, well…” 
 
      
 
    That evening, we ended up re-arranging the room, putting the two beds together, making it just one bed. I am sure that something would be said, eventually, about us doing that but, well, we didn’t care. We got everything unpacked and by the next morning, the room looked, well, girly! And I loved it. Not only because I was not finally happy with myself as Jackie, but that I was in the same dorm room as Sarah. 
 
      
 
    We had pretty much the same classes and helped each other out with things that we were confused about. And we managed to finally cash in that rain check from the previous winter. Hell, we didn’t wait all that long to cash it in, partly because, well, we both wanted to take that next step. And partly, well, I actually BEGGED her to take me. 
 
      
 
    It was during our “get re-acquainted” romp on the sheets. We had finally gotten some zip ties to make the bed into a KING rather than the two twins that came with the room. Once that was done, we just kind of fell into bed together and, well, we let our hands, and our tongues, do the talking. I ended up between her legs licking her to an orgasm and by that time I was really getting hard. When she went to get herself into place to suck my cock, I kind of stopped her. When she looked at me, I told her what it was that I was REALLY wanting. When she heard me, I sounded like I was begging her to take me like a slutty little girl and in no time flat; she went to her drawer and pulled it out. When I looked at it, I remembered the first time I had seen it and I felt that same LONGING to have it inside me. 
 
      
 
    I was bent over the bed pulling my panties down before she even got near me. “Oh, you are SOOO eager, Jackie. I know we got interrupted last time but I promise, I am going to make you SOOO euphoric! And no sneaking a touch or rub to your cock. I want you to ENJOY this!” And then I felt her start to enter me, not with the dildo but with her finger. That had me squirming as it was, and as she added a finger and then another, stretching me wider, I was starting to feel that euphoria she told me about. It was feeling so good, and the best part had not even started yet! 
 
      
 
    “Okay now sweetie, get ready. It might feel a little uncomfortable at first but I swear, you’ll like it!” And with that, I felt her start to push inside me. At first it was a little odd and only slightly uncomfortable but after a couple of minutes, when she got it to hit that really sweet spot inside me, I really LEARNED what that euphoria was all about! I was moaning like a bitch in heat and pushing back, trying to get that dildo in deeper, if that was even possible. It felt so liberating and so wonderful; I didn’t think it could get any better. 
 
      
 
    “Ready for this now, lover!” And then, suddenly, it got BETTER! Apparently her dildo was a vibrator as well and as she started thrusting inside me, I was becoming putty in her hands. Okay, putty with her thrusts but you get the idea. And when I finally exploded, I had not touched my cock once and it felt like I was shooting a gallon of cum, it just drained me physically. But she didn’t stop right away and the feeling just kept building again. When I looked back, I could see that she was about to explode herself and when she did, I felt her wetness on my ass as she squirted past the strap on and onto me. 
 
      
 
    We fell onto the bed again and we were both tired. But the next morning, I woke up with something I had only heard of, “morning wood” and she took advantage of it by lowering herself onto my cock and rode me for a few minutes as she brought us both to another satisfying climax. When we looked at the clock, we realized that we had to get hopping as we needed to shower and get to our first classes of our freshman year. 
 
      
 
    The pills mom gave me, well, it seemed to help me grow a little breast tissue. But it also, oddly enough, did not really affect my other and only male part of me that I was concerned about either keeping or taking away. That was a tough call, though I think that Sarah kind of made sure that I knew how she felt about it being there, seeing as she made sure we used that rather than a dildo, at least on her. I still needed to have one used on me and, honestly, I was quite happy with that. 
 
      
 
    When Parents weekend arrived, mom and dad got to meet my roommate. When they realized that this was MY Sarah, from back in high school, they gave her a big hug. And I told mom that I did indeed want to get the implants but was NOT sure about the rest of it. I didn’t want to completely destroy things yet. She nodded. “You might want kids, huh?” then she nodded towards Sarah and I just smiled. 
 
      
 
    The entire semester, while we did behave like college kids free from our parents, we also knew we were here to get an education. So we DID our very best work, usually in our panties and bra’s, and that was about it. For some reason, this not only helped me to get my work done, but whenever we needed a break, and it was frequently, well, we could play a little bit with each other. Then back to the work and our grades showed we were paying attention in class as well! We both made Deans List for the semester. 
 
      
 
    When winter break finally arrived, I realized that Sarah was going to be going back to California and I was going to be headed to New York. I was not thinking I would be enjoying the winter break even though I was going to get some breasts. We got home and I managed to get through the day, unpacking things in my room. I did notice that it seemed a little different and then I REALLY looked around. 
 
      
 
    While it didn’t scream girly, it certainly was far more feminine than it had been. I collapsed on the bed and fell asleep in moments. When I heard the phone downstairs in the house ring, I didn’t pay attention to it until I heard a knock on the door. Then mom popped her head in. 
 
      
 
    “You might want to head downstairs. Sarah is on the phone for you!” 
 
    I shot down the stairs so fast it wasn’t even funny. I picked up the receiver. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah?” 
 
      
 
    “Hello lover!” I blushed. “So, you have room over there for a visitor?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at mom. “Mom, something I don’t know?” 
 
      
 
    I could hear Sarah laughing. “Jackie, I invited Sarah over for a couple of weeks while you are recovering from surgery.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks mom!” I held the phone but had to give mom yet another hug. All the time I was Jack, I don’t think I hugged my mom more than 10 times in those 18 years. And now, I seemed to be hugging her almost every time I see her. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, between you and my mom, I now KNOW that I will not be having a lousy winter break. So when you getting here?” 
 
      
 
    “Right after Christmas, sweetheart. Gotta run. Love you!” 
 
      
 
    “Love you too, Sarah!” 
 
      
 
    Of course, Christmas could not get here fast enough. Not for the presents but more for the fact that Sarah was going to be there! But before Christmas, I did have mom take me shopping. Luckily, Sarah and I BOTH found some part time jobs on campus so we had some spending money. Since we could stomach the food at the dining facilities and didn’t spend too much money on other things, we did well. 
 
      
 
    So I decided that I needed to get my folks something special for Christmas. We never really got expensive gifts or anything, because to us the holiday was more about being together with family. We didn’t have too much in that area though we never felt bad about it. Mom had a sister and dad had both a brother and a sister, though it was rare that we saw them. 
 
      
 
    However, this Christmas, mom’s sister and her family as well as dad’s siblings and THEIR families were all coming out. I was a little worried about it but the folks told me that Jackie was expected, NOT Jack. 
 
      
 
    Christmas morning arrived and like I said, not too many presents. I knew that mom liked a certain perfume and bath stuff and decided that I could make a pretty basket filled with those things. Dad still smoked his pipe and I had remembered one that he had liked. Since all of his pipes were on display, I felt safe getting it for him. Mom and dad did tell me that I didn’t have to get anything for the aunts and uncles, but they did mention that I PROBABLY should get something for the little kids, all of whom were under the age of five. EASY gifts, those were. 
 
      
 
    The one person that I had a difficult time trying to figure out a present for was Sarah. What do you give to the woman who means the world to you and who brought out everything that is the best in you? I had a fair amount of money saved up, since I had been saving, at the time, for a car all through my growing years. I knew that the surgery for the implants was less than what I had in the bank. So what does one give to the person you want to spend your life with??? 
 
      
 
    When I talked to mom and dad, they looked at me and smiled. I saw them holding hands when I told them how I felt and they looked at each other. That was when I realized that they had even told me way back when that they had been high school sweethearts and now, here I was.  
 
      
 
    “Dear, that is up to you. Yes, we love her as much as we love you. Because she helped you find out who you really want to be. How could we NOT love her? But, and this is just us as parents talking, you should not rush things. Hell, we almost rushed things but realized that we wanted to be somewhat stable before getting married. Oh, we dated and did all the things young kids did all through college. But we did wait.” 
 
      
 
    “Jackie, I didn’t ask your mom to marry me, officially, until we graduated college. She went to a different school than I did and we, somehow, managed to keep a long distance relationship alive and kicking WITHOUT the internet, like you have now. You have the advantage over us in that not only are you in the same school but in the same ROOM, so you get a chance to see how it feels living together. Plus you still have your chance to get your education. 
 
    “More importantly, and believe me, you will KNOW, follow your heart but THINK with your head. Sometimes love can be blind. But if you listen to it, think about what it is telling you. Do I think you and Sarah should be together? That’s not for either one of us to say. But I know that you have strong feelings for her. Yes, you may even love her. But YOU are the one who has to LOVE her. A ring doesn’t symbolize the love in your heart. If you feel it, and she feels it, then you are right where you need to be.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my folks and realized that what they were saying, while old fashioned and somewhat dated, was TRUTH! But they also knew that I would do what I thought was the thing to do. And I decided that instead of asking her to marry me, I would get her a beautiful ring, matching, so that we could have something to show our commitment to each other. I knew her ring size and I knew mine. So I went to the store looking for just the right pair. Both in smaller, narrow bands and matching. 
 
      
 
    So now that Christmas was here, I was nervous about seeing everyone. I didn’t need to be as when the family arrived, there were hugs and kisses to everyone. My aunts all hugged me tightly, one even saying that I looked absolutely stunning. And these people were, well, family. But they still thought I looked good. One uncle, however, whispered in my ear that he was surprised that it didn’t happen sooner, since he always thought I was supposed to be a girl and got mixed up in heaven. OMG! Weird but very nice, I think… 
 
      
 
    The gifts for the kids, well, they were playing with their gifts in moments and even though I was way older than they were, I had fun playing with cars and dolls and everything else that they wanted of me. My folks, as well as the rest of the family, all went and had their wine and such and watched as the kids all played and I realized I was having a ton of fun on a holiday that I was afraid would be a bust. 
 
      
 
    The biggest surprise came just before dinner. There was a person at the door, ringing the doorbell. I got up since I was the closest and looked out to find… SARAH! 
 
      
 
    I opened the door so fast I was afraid I might have punched a hole in the wall with the knob. I practically jumped into her arms. Okay, I jumped into her body, wrapping her in my arms. I felt her hug me back and I felt… COMPLETE! 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing here? I thought you wouldn’t be here until the 27th?” She couldn’t answer right away as I felt and did indeed have the need to kiss her! 
 
      
 
    “The folks flew out here yesterday. I didn’t even know they were going to do that. I asked them for help to book my ticket and they handed me one for yesterday. Grandmother still lives out here and we spent the day there. I asked them if I could stop by here and they told me that I should go see my girlfriend and her family. By the way, you and your family are invited over for new year’s eve.” 
 
      
 
    I led her into the house and introduced her to the aunts and uncles. She walked up to my mom and dad and gave them each a hug, though she did kiss my mom on the cheek, which caused my mom to smile. 
 
      
 
    We added a place at the table and ate dinner together. A little more socializing and family time was nice, made even better with Sarah there. Then I excused myself for a moment and went upstairs to get her gift. I got down stairs in time to say good bye to the rest of the family and everyone even hugged Sarah good bye. 
 
      
 
    Now it was just the four of us and mom and dad excused themselves to give us some privacy. I reached out and gave her the small box. When she looked at it, she seemed a little confused. “You didn’t have to get me anything, Jackie!” 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, that is for BOTH of us.” 
 
      
 
    She opened it and when she saw the matching rings, she leaned over, hugged me tightly. Then she kissed me tenderly, slipping me a little tongue, which I always liked from her. 
 
      
 
    She then reached in and took out one of the rings. She looked at it and realized that it was her size. She handed it to me. “Put it on my finger, love.” I took it in my hand and then took her hand and started to put it on her finger. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, I am giving this ring to you to show my commitment to being together. I want us to be together for as long as you will have me. I need you in my life. I feel empty without you. I love you, Sarah” and I finished putting the ring on her finger. I realized that she was crying a little and became worried that maybe I had screwed up something. 
 
      
 
    Then I watched as she took the other ring, took my hand and started to put it on my finger. “Jackie, I am giving this ring to you because I love you. I want us to be together for as long as you will have me. I never knew I would feel like this with someone and when I found you, I knew that you were the one. I want and need YOU in my life. I love you too, Jackie!” I could feel the tears flowing from my eyes at this and we kissed, with far more passion than earlier. Then something really strange happened. Sarah got down on one knee! 
 
      
 
    My heart was fluttering! What the hell was happening? But when SHE pulled out a jewelry box and opened it, showing it to me, I started to REALLY cry. Inside the box, while not the largest ring, was a PAIR of engagement rings, simple and plain, with small, simple stones. I heard a small cry from the doorway and realized that mom and dad were both standing there. 
 
    “So Jackie, can I take a guess that your answer is yes, that you will marry me?” I reached over and hugged her, whispering in her ear “YES! YES! YES!” and then sat there, on the floor, as she put THAT ring on my finger. 
 
      
 
    “I was thinking the same thing all week but mom and dad said I should wait… Hold on…  Did they KNOW about this?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Sarah. “They told me, when I called that day, about your discussion. I told them that I wanted to ask you to marry me but I wanted their permission to ask you. All they told me was ‘welcome to the family’ so, yes, they knew about it.” 
 
      
 
    I kissed Sarah again and then walked up to my folks and hugged them. I couldn’t stop smiling and the feeling in my heart just kept growing. Then I realized that there had been TWO rings in there. So I walked up to her, as she was sitting down. I picked up the box and took out the second ring. I looked at her. “Will you, Sarah, marry me and make me the absolutely happiest girl, other than you, in the world?” As she nodded, I put the ring on her finger and she kissed me. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, Jackie, maybe you should both head over to her folks house to kind of get introduced, especially to Grandmother. I am sure that your parents would like to also share in the happy news. 
 
      
 
    A couple minutes later, off we went.  
 
      
 
    The next couple of years flew by faster than we had thought. Of course, now I had my “real” breasts but I never thought about going all the way with reassignment surgery. We both graduated from college with high honors. We even got work at the same place, in California. Mom & dad were happy for us as we started to share our lives outside of college. We even flew everyone into California for our wedding. Its amazing trying to keep your wedding dress a secret from your soon to be wife, but neither one of us KNEW what the other was going to wear. But let me tell you something. When you spend time, intimate time, together with the person you love, you tend to pick up certain things. 
 
      
 
    When we decided to do this somewhat untraditionally, I stayed up at the alter and had her come down the aisle. When she was at the back of the church and I saw HER wedding dress, I just smiled and had to bite my tongue. Because this is the biggest faux pas that anyone had ever experienced. The two brides were wearing the exact same dress! And at the honeymoon night, well, the two blushing brides were wearing the same lingerie underneath their dress. Not that we cared all that much.  
 
    It was still kind of funny though. 
 
      
 
    So, as I said, everything works out in the end. Just that sometimes, you need a little prodding to get there… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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