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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s always about choices. The choices we make in terms of what we do, who we like and even who we are. And those choices, well, can be influenced by many things. Sometimes it’s your friends or your environment in general or, in many cases, your family tends to have a hand in the choices you make. It could be said that is what did me in, or made me who I am today. And I don’t think I would change it for the world, at least not now. 
 
      
 
    But I guess I should tell you about it from the start. I was a young man, not even in my teens, when this all really started. Family life was a little different. It’s important to know this but I will try to make is short. My mom was a college professor. It was not a big college but she was a professor and we lived near the campus. Dad was a traveling rep. I believe that he was either a rep for a car company or else did something in the auto industry, mainly because I could always remember dad having a different car every couple of months. Not that I got to ride in them that much, except during camping trips and such that we would take either on weekends or maybe one week every summer. 
 
    Now, at first they were the whole family. Mom, dad and I. I never had any siblings and I never really cared all that much really, since I liked being the only kid. I didn’t get spoiled or nothing, mostly because I did have a good number of friends to goof off with. And when we were camping, we would fish, talk, hike and, of course, READ! Yes, mom being a professor of Literature kind of had me forced to read, though I didn’t mind all that much. I did like comic books and such but around the time I hit 8, I was reading a little more than the comic books with Superman and Batman. I wasn’t reading Tolstoy or anyone of that ilk but I was reading bigger things and even kind of understanding them. 
 
    But it was also about that time when Dad was not around as much, or so it seemed. I recalled that it was usually 1 week gone and 2-3 weeks home. But that started to change and it seemed that mom and dad were a little LESS loving or whatever with each other. No more kissing (at the time I kind of was glad not to see it) but I recall a fight they had when I was supposed to be asleep. They were not loud but it was somewhat heater. And it was about children. Somehow, mom wanted another child and dad didn’t! He would not even consider adoption, which made me a little confused. But that fight ended with dad getting up, grabbing his suitcases and walking out the door, slamming it as he left. I did not see dad for almost two months and then it was only the weekend and he did not stay at the house. That was probably the last weekend that he and I went camping together too. 
 
      
 
    Now, there I was, watching my life change before my very eyes and I didn’t even know it then. And the manner in which it changed was not what one would expect. But one must also keep in mind that I had always been around my mom and dad, well, I loved him but with his travels, well, there was some distance there. 
 
      
 
    I had just about managed to sneak back up the stairs when mom saw me. Or maybe she heard me and I could tell that she had been crying. When she called to me, she told me that she knew I was there. 
 
      
 
    “Patrick, I know you are on the stairs. I’m sorry we woke you. Come here for a minute, please.” 
 
      
 
    So I went down the last couple of stairs, walked into the living room and could tell that she was really upset. But I also knew it wasn’t at me. She patted the couch next to her and I sat down. 
 
      
 
    “Mom, are you okay? Are WE okay, you and me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear.” Mom looked at me and I could tell that something was indeed bothering her. I knew it had to do with another child or something. But I really didn’t understand it all, at least not quite yet. 
 
      
 
    “Mom, something is bothering you. Something about another child?” 
 
      
 
    “I was just telling your dad that I wanted another child. But that’s not something for you to worry about dear. Just know that we love you and everything will be okay.” She gave me a kiss on the cheek and tried to send me off to bed. But I was a little stubborn. 
 
      
 
    “Mom… Please, what’s the matter? I heard something about a… Girl?” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, it’s nothing. Yes, I would have liked to have a daughter. Someone I could dress up, take shopping and all the things a mom does with her daughter. But I guess that won’t happen for a while.” She looked at me and she thought that the expression I had on my face was worry or shock. 
 
    “Sweetie, it’s not that I don’t love my son. You are the best thing that happened in my life and I love you to death. It’s just that there are some things that a mother wants to do with a daughter that, well, she can’t really do with her son. But everything’s fine, okay?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my mom. Now, here I was at 8 years old and I am wondering not only what it is that moms do with their daughters but also what the difference was between being her son and being her daughter. And I wanted mom to be happy. 
 
      
 
    “So, why can’t I be your daughter, mom?” 
 
      
 
    Mom laughed, though I knew it wasn’t at me. “Sweetie, you are a boy. It would be kind of difficult for you to be my daughter being a boy.” 
 
      
 
    8 year old logic doesn’t grasp things sometimes. I knew I was a boy. I knew that I was her son. But why couldn’t I also be her daughter. 
 
      
 
    “Mom, so make me your daughter. It can’t be that difficult, can it?” 
 
      
 
    Mom looked at me kind of funny. “Patrick, boys don’t dress up like girls. It just isn’t, well… Normal. In fact, it is kind of frowned upon in society.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her kind of funny. “Mom, I see guys dressed like girls all the time, walking to school and stuff. Oh, I know that they do look kind of weird and all, but they do it.” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, those are the frat boys trying to get into the fraternity. In regular life, they wouldn’t be doing that…” Mom stopped though and I could tell that something was going on inside her head. “But sweetie, I do want to thank you for making the offer. But don’t worry about it. Head off to bed.” She gave me another kiss and this time I went off to bed. But I could not get the thought out of my head. I don’t know what mom was thinking about either, at least not at the time. 
 
      
 
    But the next day, we both got up and we decided to take a hike, as it was still our summer break. We did like to take hikes and would go up the hills or even through some mountain areas. We hopped into her car and drove off. And it was then that I learned what mom had been thinking. 
 
      
 
    “Patrick, I want to thank you for what you said last night. I know that you meant well, but you understand that boys can’t be daughters, really. I know that you liked playing dress up when you were younger and all, usually a super hero or what not. But trying to be a girl, well, that is a little more involved and, well, tends to make people either ridicule you or hurt you. I don’t want that for my child, no matter what. So while I appreciate the thought and sentiment, I can’t put you into a bad position like that.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at mom. “I guess so. I just thought you could have some fun, taking your ‘daughter’ someplace and you could, I don’t know, do something different. But I guess its okay. I just wanted to, well, see you smile about something and have some fun.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled at me. “I know sweetie. Thanks.” And we drove the rest of the way. When we got to the trail head, we got out, put on our packs and headed along the trail. When we got to the top of the trail and could see the view, we sat down on the benches there and just marveled. Then we took out our lunches and books and relaxed for a bit. 
 
      
 
    I noticed mom looking at me though a couple of times. “What’s the matter, mom?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing, really. Maybe we should get heading back.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” So I got up and packed up my stuff and put on my pack. Mom did the same and we went the rest of the way down to the car. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, I know I am going to hate myself for asking this, but were you really serious about, well…” 
 
      
 
    “Yes mom. If you want, I can be your daughter for a day, if that is something that you might want to play at. Even mom’s need to have some play time, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear. But your friends might tease you about it. What if they see you?” 
 
      
 
    “Heck mom, most of them are away this week for the holiday. I think only Karen is even home. But the rest of them are all either visiting grandparents or they’re camping or something else.” I knew that it was getting to her and whether I put the bug in her ear or something put the idea in MY ear and we were both running with it, it seems. 
 
      
 
    We got to the car and sat down. “You sure about this, dear?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure mom. It might be fun.” 
 
      
 
    So, instead of driving home, we drove to the mall. I was a little confused at first until we went to a clothing store and went to the girls department. She knew my sizes and all, but of course boys and girls are using the same measurements and come out to different sizes. But I certainly didn’t know what I was getting into, at least at first. And what was even funnier is that the lady helping mom didn’t quite grasp what was going on. 
 
    Now, keep in mind that I was 8 years old and had no idea of anything. But if mom held out a dress, the lady would say it looked cute but I would shake my head, thinking that I wouldn’t wear THAT! But after a couple of things, I found that I did have some idea of what I liked. Mom picked out three dresses and some other things, like some skirts and blouses and even some jeans and tee shirts, but for girls. I thought it was kind of funny but I also was kind of curious about it all. One time dressing up? 
 
    What got me a little was then we went and picked up some underwear! Girls’ underwear to be sure and even a couple… A COUPLE of training bras! When she picked up a slip, I looked at her kind of funny though. “To make the dress lay right. Trust me, sweetie.” She whispered in my ear. 
 
    Lastly, a pair of sneakers and two pairs of shoes. One was a cute pair of flats but then she picked up a pair of one inch heels. I think I liked those even more, though I didn’t think I could wear them. But I did think they were cute and all. 
 
      
 
    What shocked me was that we then went to the women’s department and she went looking to see if there was anything that came close to matching the dresses that she picked out, or that I picked out with my nodding or shaking of my head. And she did find a couple that went with the dresses. I was surprised that she did that but whatever. 
 
      
 
    We paid for the purchases and then drove home. When we got there, I didn’t know where this was going but I was actually kind of excited. She then told me to take the underwear and go upstairs and take off my boy stuff and put on the panties and such. She wanted to see how everything fit. 
 
      
 
    Now, I am NOT a judge of things, especially at that young age. But the panties that mom had me put on were REALLY kind of nice. My old jockey shorts stunk compared to the softness and silkiness of the panties. I just liked how they felt. And when I put on the training bra, I kind of wondered why it felt kind of good as well. I was not a big kid but that training bra seemed to hold things in place. I pulled the slip over my head and I even liked the feel of that. 
 
    When I picked up the first dress, a yellow dress with flowers and pulled it over my head and put it on, it came down to about mid-thigh. “Damn” I thought. I looked at myself and wondered why I looked so different. I turned and saw mom standing there. 
 
      
 
    “I think we need to do a couple of things. But I think that dress looks cute on you. What about the pink one?” 
 
      
 
    I took off the yellow dress, handing it to mom and then put on the pink one. That one felt even nicer and it came to my knees. I looked at it and if you looked at me from the neck down, you would think I was a girl. I turned and mom smiled. Then she looked at me kind of quizzically. “Did you stuff your bra?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at mom, wondering what she was talking about. “Mom, that’s just me. What do you mean stuffing?” 
 
      
 
    “Never mind. Try on the blue one now.” So I did. That one did fit nice too, another one that went to my mid-thigh. I also tried on the three skirts and the five different blouses. Lastly I tried on the jeans. I didn’t worry about the t-shirts. But everything fit pretty much as it should, even on a guy. 
 
      
 
    “Okay sweetie. I’m going to wash everything. Maybe tomorrow, if you are up for it, we can go for a drive, mother and daughter?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure mom. That would be great.” 
 
      
 
    Mom left and I took off the underwear. Then I looked at it again. I decided that I was going to put the panties back on and I did, then my boy clothes. When I did that, it felt like the boy clothes were heavier and rougher. But that might just have been the after effect of wearing the pretty girl clothes. We had dinner and we talked about this and that, never once touching on the topic of tomorrow. I went to bed feeling kind of strange. But I also felt happy, though I could not tell you why. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning came and I got up, filled with energy. As I walked towards the bathroom, I saw mom coming out of her bedroom, smiling. “So, how is my young lady this morning, Patricia?” 
 
      
 
    I heard that, saw the smile and such on my mom’s face and smiled right back. “I’m fine, mommy. I'm looking forward to todays’ adventure!” I saw mom smile even more. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, your voice sounded so girly!” 
 
      
 
    “Well mommy, I AM your daughter, aren’t I?” She laughed just as I did. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Patty, hurry up so we can get you all made up. The yellow dress is what I picked out, so we could wear matching colors. Is that okay with you?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure mommy.” 
 
      
 
    I got showered and all and went back to my room to find everything laid out for me. I even saw a pair of bobby socks to wear. I got dressed quickly and went out into the hall and knocked on mom’s door. 
 
    “Come in sweetie. Mommy’s dressed but needs your help zipping up her dress.” 
 
      
 
    I went in and first helped her zip up her dress. Then she sat me down at her make-up table. 
 
      
 
    “Okay sweetie, we want to do a little work on your face. Kind of hide some of the male features and such, though there aren’t many.” I actually paid attention to what she was doing as she told me, explaining it all. After about 15 minutes, I looked in the mirror and realized that I looked like… A GIRL! And when she pulled out a blonde wig and put it on my head, I just looked at myself. Then I looked at my mom and realized that we looked almost alike. 
 
      
 
    Then mom bent down to whisper in my ear. “Sweetie, thank you for this gift. I REALLY appreciate it.” Then she stood up. “So, let’s go get some breakfast!” 
 
      
 
    I thought that we would just go downstairs and eat something. But NOPE! We walked out of the house and into the car. I got in before I even realized that I was not Patrick getting into mom’s car but Patricia! I didn’t even think about it, I just did it. 
 
      
 
    We did drive a little way, to the next town where we didn’t know people really but there was a diner that mom knew about and we went there to eat. Now, normally, I eat a whole lot of food and I probably would have, if I was Patrick. But, for some strange reason, I ate what mom did and copied her movements. She noticed me doing that and smiled. After a quiet breakfast, we got up to the counter and the woman there smiled at us. 
 
      
 
    “Your daughter is pretty. I’m sure the boys are going to be chasing her soon, the way her breasts are developing!” I looked at mom, funny like. Mom looked at me the same way. “My daughter is only 8!” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, girls these days develop breasts rather quicker than we did in our days. My daughter started at 7 and by 10 hers were bigger than mine! The boys were all chasing her. So be careful!” the woman chuckled and we left the diner. 
 
      
 
    “I guess that the training bra is doing its job, sweetie. But it is kind of weird.” We gave no real thought to it the rest of the day. And we spent the day as mother and daughter. We actually went shopping again! While I was not too sure, I did see this really cute dress, in green, which I actually told mom I liked. She looked at me for a second, and then decided to buy it. I was excited and we walked to the car. We stopped for lunch at another place and sat outside. People walked by us, nodding to mom. Some of the guys that walked by looked at my mom kind of weird, but I really didn’t get any odd looks. A couple people told mom she had a cute daughter, though one old guy seemed to be LEERING at me and it kind of creeped me out. But the whole day was rather uneventful. 
 
    When we got home, I carried my dress upstairs and put it away in my closet. Then I went downstairs and went into the kitchen where mom was. 
 
    I walked right up beside her and started to watch how she did some things to get dinner ready. I asked to help and shortly I was learning how to prep food and then how to cook. All in all, it was a very pleasurable day and I got to make my mom smile all day. When it was time for bed, I walked up to her and gave her a kiss goodnight. 
 
      
 
    “Good night mommy. I had fun!” 
 
      
 
    “I did too, sweetie. Good night.” 
 
      
 
    I went up to my room and started to get undressed. I found something odd on my bed. Instead of pajama’s, I found a girls nightie. I looked at it and smiled. I got to spend a few more hours as a girl! I was happy! 
 
      
 
    The next morning though, I realized that I had to go back to being Patrick because, well, I had to go to the school doctor to have a physical. I had to have one every year. And today was the day. And tomorrow, mom had to start going to teach again so… 
 
      
 
    When we got there, I was sitting in the waiting room. I didn’t even think about too many things until I realized that I had made a MAJOR mistake. I was wearing panties instead of my boy’s underwear. I looked at mom and just as I was about to whisper to her that I was in trouble, the nurse came to get us. I was now SCARED! 
 
      
 
    As we walked into the exam room, I managed to grab mom’s hand and squeeze it. When she leaned down, I whispered “Mommy, I put on the wrong underwear!” 
 
      
 
    At first she didn’t realize what I meant. But then the light clicked on and she nodded. But there was nothing that we could do right then. So we went and sat down, mom on the chair and me on the table. The nurse took my vitals and asked a few questions. Then she left. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, how did you forget?” 
 
      
 
    “Mommy, I just pulled them out of my drawer and put them on. I didn’t realize what I did until just a minute ago. I’m sorry!” 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. We should be okay.” 
 
      
 
    The doctor arrived and all I had to do was take off my shirt. The doctor looked at me, then looked at the forms then looked back at me. Then he looked at my mom. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Coleman, this IS your son, right? I mean, you don’t have a daughter, right?” 
 
      
 
    “No doctor, I just have the one child, Patrick. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it could be nothing. I want to do a blood test though. It may be nothing. But you have noticed that he is developing breasts, right?” 
 
      
 
    Mom and I looked at each other. “Come to think about it, I think we both kind of noticed it yesterday. We didn’t think anything of it though at the time. Is it something serious?” 
 
      
 
    The doctor shook his head. “No, it may be nothing, really. But we want to check things first. But other than that, it looks like he is a healthy young boy. But I do need to do a hernia check.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel the floor fall out from underneath me. But I knew it was necessary and I undid my belt and unbuttoned my jeans. Then I pushed them and the panties down and waited. The doctor did his check, having me cough and then turned to his papers. I pulled everything back up into place. He either didn’t see anything OR he just kept quiet. He then sent me to the nurse to get some blood drawn. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Coleman, I didn’t want to alarm you but your son may be developing breasts. It is called ‘gynecomastia’ and it may be nothing. But it could be, well, tough I guess for a guy to deal with it. Just keep that in mind. 
 
    “Oh, and he doesn’t have a hernia. But, well, I didn’t want to embarrass him any more than having a check does, but he might want to, well, wear something other than those panties next time. It’s not a bother to me but some of the other doctors doing these things this week, well, they can be a little old fashioned. And I want to make sure that he is not taking hormones, right?” 
 
      
 
    Mom laughed. “No, he’s not. And thanks. He realized what he did when we were about to come in here. We’ll be more careful next time.” 
 
      
 
    We went home and mom told me what the doctor had said. “Well, at least it explains how the bra filled out.” We both laughed at that. 
 
      
 
    The next day, mom went to work teaching again and I went off in search of my friends. It wasn’t too long before I started back to school. We did get the results from the doctor but mom just said it was nothing to worry about. I didn’t pay too much attention to it but the fact was that I was getting bigger up there. Some of the kids teased me some but my friends, well, they really didn’t care all that much, though Karen kind of “teased” me a couple of times about them. One time she just groped me from behind and when she did, I was thankful that there was no one else around to see it as I actually MOANED when she did it. When I did, she actually pulled her hands away. The other time, again when no one was around, she actually walked right up to me and leaned in, and pinched and twisted my nipple. This got me to moan a little bit too but this time she DIDN’T immediately stop. She just had this evil little grin on her face as she walked away. 
 
      
 
    For the next year, I saw my father all of three times. A weekend here, another weekend there. He didn’t stay with us either. He would pick me up, maybe take me camping or to a car show, as I did like looking at classic cars. And it was kind of interesting, to me anyway, seeing the girls there, okay, the WOMEN there modeling the cars, or posing next to them while photographers took their pictures. These things kind of made me curious too, but I didn’t tell dad about it. But I did ask mom about the girls. 
 
      
 
    “Mom, we went to a car show today and I saw a bunch of girls, well, young ladies maybe, all posing by cars and guys and gals were taking their pictures. What was that all about?” 
 
      
 
    Mom explained to me about how some women modeled, for advertising and such. Then she told me about how some women do “pin-up” and she kind of had to explain about that. I knew about cute girls and all that and taking pictures. But I didn’t KNOW about that sort of thing. I had the “talk” about sex and at the time it kind of confused me and all but I kind of understood all of that a little better. 
 
      
 
    Now, Patricia did get to spend more time with mom as well. It was not like we did it every week or weekend or anything like that. But for some reason I could see mom looking a little down or maybe I just thought she needed a little smile or laugh, so I would get up on the weekend, spend a few minutes on my make-up, having gotten my own over the month, spending the money dad would give me on it. If he knew what I was buying with it, he would probably disown me. 
 
    The first time I surprised mom, I had gotten up earlier than usual. I had seen mom looking kind of stressed and such and thought she wasn’t telling me what it was, I knew that SOMETHING was eating her. So, I got up and put on my make-up. It took me about 20 minutes to get it done right or at least make it look decent. Then I pulled out the panties and bra. When I put it on, I noticed that my breasts were still growing out some. 
 
    Then I put on my slip and I enjoyed the feeling of these things on my skin. I pulled on my cute socks and put on the pink dress and my heels. When I had those on, I decided to practice walking in them and after a couple of minutes figured out how to at least not fall on my face. When I felt ready, I got up off the bed and opened the door. I walked to mom’s room and knocked on her door. 
 
      
 
    “Come in, sweetie!” 
 
      
 
    When I walked in, my mom looked at me and then had to turn around and look at me again. “I was going to ask what you wanted but I guess…” She looked at me again. “You look good, Patty. You did a good job on your make-up for certain. So, did you think mommy needed some girl time with her daughter?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, maybe I needed some girl time with my mommy, what about that?” I smiled right at her and she looked at me and walked right up and hugged me tightly. 
 
      
 
    “I think, however, sweetie, that you might need an actual bra, huh?” she looked at my chest. “I guess that would be something we can do, buy my daughter her first real bra. How’s that for something to do?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled and after a couple of minutes, we headed off to that same diner we went to the first time. The same woman saw us. She greeted us as long lost friends and we actually talked about girl things. Of course, most of these girl things were NEW to me but we talked about them. She warned my mom that the first time I would have my period, well, be prepared. Inside, I think we both chuckled, knowing that I would never have THAT issue. But when we got to talking about boys and men, it was kind of interesting to see how they viewed them. I never really THOUGHT about boys that way and I had started to think about girls that way, or at least one girl. 
 
    When we finished out breakfast, we got into the car and that was when mom finally told me that what had her feeling so down was that she was served with divorce papers. He was giving mom custody but did want at least a week per year and a couple of weekends, depending on his work schedule. He was going to give mom a car to replace her old one as well as support and all. It was just that, as he had put it, he fell out of love with mom. I kind of suspected and even mom did, that he had found another person who he now loved. 
 
      
 
    We got to the store, finally, and we walked into the girls department. It took a few minutes to find a proper bra in my size but we did find some and got three of them. When we walked through the clothes area, nothing really shouted out “buy me” but I was intrigued by the nylons on a display. When I asked mom about them, she kind of blushed a little. 
 
      
 
    “Well Patty, do you want to get a pair? You would have to shave your legs, though you don’t really have much hair there. But those are stockings and not tights or pantyhose. Some stockings would need a garter belt to hold them up. But you, well, are kind of young to be wearing THAT kind of lingerie, young lady. But some tights or pantyhose would be okay.” 
 
      
 
    “Lingerie, mommy?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh dear, my little girl is growing too fast!” this caused us both to laugh a little. “Maybe, dear, when you get older, we can have THAT discussion.” We picked up two pairs of tights and left with those and the bras. We headed home and pulled up and I happened to notice Karen walking down the block and knew I was going to be caught by her. Mom saw her too but it too was a little too late and we pulled into the driveway. But when we saw her head to the house before ours, we sighed a little relief and managed to get into the house. I ran upstairs and put my new things away and managed to get undressed and into the shower just as mom came up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “Good move, Patty. Karen is at the door and I told her you are in the shower. She is waiting downstairs. Something about a homework assignment?” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks mom. I thought we were going to do that tomorrow but maybe it was today. Tell her I’ll be down in a couple. Oh, and mommy (I said in my girl voice) Thanks!” 
 
      
 
    “No sweetie, thank you for brightening my day. We have to do this again some time.” 
 
      
 
    I got cleaned up and got dressed. I hopped down the stairs and Karen and I worked on our homework. Amazing how 9 year olds get homework and how hard it is. But we did it and chatted and all that. Mom kept an eye on us, mostly because if we needed help, as we sometimes did, she could usually point us in the right direction. 
 
      
 
    But every now and then, I would see Karen looking at me kind of weird, but I really didn’t pay any attention to it. We got done right about dinner time and mom invited her to stay for dinner. All three of us wound up working on dinner and we had a nice little dinner. Afterwards, I actually walked her back to her house. When we got there, she actually gave me a peck on the cheek and thanked me for walking her home. 
 
      
 
    For the next several years, we ended up donating the clothes Patricia got to Goodwill or the Salvation Army. But it was always replaced, al through middle school and into high school. I ended up having to wrap my breasts most of the time at school as they had grown to C cups by the time my freshman year arrived. Most of my friends moved on to other friends and my new friends, well, it was kind of weird but most of them were girls. At first I thought it was because many of them were also friends of Karen, whom I had stayed close to. We had never gone out on a date but we did go places together. 
 
    Usually mom had no problems with that. She just made sure that she was always the one driving or else her parents did the same thing. When we stayed nearby, like the pizza shop or something like that, it was okay, since most times there were other friends with us as well. Nothing ever “happened” during those times, and I wasn’t sure if it was just me or if there was something else wrong with me. But we stayed friends and did take some classes together, allowing us to be homework buddies as well. 
 
      
 
    But Patricia did start to get out more as well. Always with mom though. And I started to notice that my voice never really changed like everyone else’s did. It was not girly so much but it certainly was higher pitched than the guys in the school. If I was not wrapping I would have been teased about being a girl or at least looking like one, MORE than I already did. Because I had allowed my hair to grow out long and thus didn’t need a wig when Patricia came out to live. And for some reason, Patricia needed to come out far more than she used to. It was now nothing to do with mom but more with me. For some reason I felt CLOSER to mom as Patricia than as Patrick. 
 
    I think mom saw this as well. The first time I did it, all those years ago, I remembered how electric it felt putting on the panties and bra. That feeling never really left me even after all these years. And now in my freshman year of high school, it REALLY felt much better to me to BE Patricia. It was weird telling mom this that fateful day when even I didn’t know I would realize it. But I got up one morning, looked in the mirror and then realized that I was tired of wrapping myself. I was tired of being Patrick. I was pretty much tired of being a boy! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I looked in my closet and pulled out the pink dress that I fell in love with at the mall the week before. I did my make-up, got my underwear on and put on the dress. I picked up my three inch heels that matched the dress and put them on the bed. 
 
    I went to my dresser and picked up my stockings. I loved stockings and for some reason HATED pantyhose. These didn’t need a girdle or garter belt, which was good. I rolled them up and then rolled them up my legs. I always LOVED the feel of them on my legs and then put on my heels. I walked out of my room dressed to the nines and walked down the stairs. When mom saw me, she could see something different in me. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, you have to be at school in half an hour. I can drive you there but…” 
 
      
 
    “Mommy, I don’t want to go to school as a boy anymore!” 
 
      
 
    This did, indeed, take mom for a little bit of a shock! Her son now wanted to be her daughter, for real now! Not exactly something that you expect. “Are you SURE, sweetie? It’s not something that, well, you can do lightly.” 
 
      
 
    “Mommy, it’s been welling up in me for years. I feel BETTER being like this. Sure, it was fun and all at first. It still is. But for the last couple of years, I would get home and at least get dressed up when you weren’t home, just so I could feel good. I just don’t want to fool myself or everyone else anymore. I think this is who I am supposed to be on the INSIDE and thus she needs to come to the outside!” 
 
      
 
    Mom hugged me tightly. “It’s going to be rough, sweetie. It’s not like there is another school I can get you enrolled in or anything. Are you SURE you want to do this?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, mommy! I have never been surer about anything!” 
 
      
 
    That morning, mom called her office and had them get another professor to take her morning class. When she told her department head that she had to take her DAUGHTER to school, there proceeded a five second conversation that ended with a “good for her” I could over hear on the phone. 
 
      
 
    We walked out to the car and as I was getting in, I saw Karen walking down the sidewalk. Before I could do anything, she saw mom and this girl getting into the car and she literally RAN up to the car, hugging my mom. 
 
      
 
    “Did she finally come out of the closet?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Karen. My mom looked at me and then at Karen. “I don’t know about the closet but I think that would be about right. SHE told me that she didn’t want to go to school as a boy anymore!” 
 
      
 
    “About dang time, girlfriend!” she said towards me, then hopped in the back seat. “I kind of thought you were a girl, Patr… What do I call you now?” 
 
      
 
    “Patricia, or Patty, please. Karen, one or the other. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure Patty. I don’t see you as a Patricia really, though I guess dressed up like you are, maybe Patricia WOULD be better. And goodness knows you got the hair, legs and boobs to be a damned pretty Patricia.” 
 
      
 
    This got us all laughing as we made our way to the school. After a couple of minutes, I got out of the car and walked up the stairs to the high school doors. We walked in and went to the office. It took a couple of minutes for the principal to grasp the concept that Patrick Coleman was now Patricia Coleman and would be for the remainder of her school career. Since I couldn’t change my class schedule by that much, plus I would not be allowed to take gym class with the girls until they could figure out THAT little issue, I was given another study hall. 
 
      
 
    The first day, though I did, indeed, get taunted and harassed by many of the guys, by the time I got to lunch, Karen and the other girls who were our friends were seated at the table and were eating our lunches. The girls all told me that I looked good and asked if those were my REAL breasts and not fake ones. I told them that they were indeed real and they all smiled. Karen told them that I had them since grade school and they all laughed, not so much at me but with me as I was laughing too. 
 
      
 
    The rest of my freshman year went okay. The taunting died down by Christmas break. By Easter, Karen decided to tell me that she wanted to be my girlfriend and much to my surprise, she wasn’t kidding me. She gave me a kiss full on the lips, right there in front of the girls and even slipped me her tongue. I know that this did cause some rather “wonderful” feelings between my legs but we kept that put away for a while. 
 
      
 
    By the time we got into our sophomore year, Karen and I were the talk of the school. Most everyone knew I was “trans” and while there were some that were not all that happy about it, and they let me know it sometimes, it turned out that some of the guys in the school actually stood up for me. When the parents of these same kids got up in front of the school board talking about me, like I was not even there, I was even more surprised to watch the president of the school board stand up and tell the woman to put a cork in it. 
 
      
 
    I got up and looked at the woman who was being so foul about me. 
 
      
 
    “I bet you did not even KNOW nor care that I was here and got to listen to the hateful and evil words you used to talk about me, and you do not even KNOW me! But you can pass judgment on me just because I am different than you, though maybe not as much as you might think. 
 
    “I am a girl except in the one place that I wish I could be. But in the one place it matters MOST, I am a girl. That place is in my heart. I have probably been a girl since I was born but the parts got mixed up somewhere by the stork or something. Who knows? But I thought about it for YEARS before I said anything to my mom. 
 
    “Imagine the shock she had when I told her that I didn’t want to be a boy anymore. If your son did the same to you, would you disown him? Or if he came out as gay? It’s all about what is in your heart and making the inside and the outside MATCH! It’s not easy for any of us. And people like you who pass judgment without knowing anything make it harder. That might be why so many commit suicide rather than live their life the way that they feel it should be. 
 
    “So please, spare us your hatred and evil words. If nothing else, just avoid me as much as you feel you need to, but I mean neither you nor anyone else harm. I want to live my life as I think I should, as Patricia. If you don’t like it, then leave, because this is where I grew up and where I will graduate and maybe go to college. So leave me in peace and I will leave you the same way.” 
 
      
 
    My day got better when, out of nowhere, I saw my father get up in the room. “And if you decide to do something against my DAUGHTER, you will have to deal with me!” 
 
      
 
    Mom looked up and saw my father. He was with his new wife and his kids, of which there were two, a boy who I was guessing was his wife’s child before them being together as he was about my age, and a daughter about 8 years old. I watched as he walked up to me and gave me a hug and a kiss on the forehead. He waved at mom and then went back to sit down. 
 
      
 
    The rest of that year, the amount of taunting I got decreased. I did get to see my dad a couple more times and even his new wife seemed kind of nice towards me. But it was my mom that threw me for the biggest loop ever. 
 
    She introduced me to the head of her department, Carol Perkins. I learned that between my mom and Carol, they didn’t know which person to give the job to and literally the draw of a card, Carol got head of the department and mom got another title as the chair of something or other. 
 
    But what got me was that mom told me that she and Carol, Ms. Perkins, were dating! I looked at my mom and said, “You go girl!” which caused both of them to laugh with me. When I told them that Karen and I were a thing, mom just laughed and said, “of course you are. Did you think it was a big secret?” 
 
      
 
    When our junior year started, Karen and I were still together. Mom and Carol were not only together but had gone and gotten married. Karen looked at me and told me that “that will be us in a couple of years and don’t you forget it!” and when she told me that, in front of mom and Carol, they both looked at her and said, “You tell her, sister!” We went through a couple of rough patches though. But because we had been friends for so long, even the rough patches were not all that rough. 
 
      
 
    Junior Prom arrived and we made a big deal of it. When we arrived, we were wearing matching gowns and everything else matched as well, though we really didn’t KNOW for sure that it all matched under the dress. There were some guys that came stag, who we both thought were kind of nice looking though we also know that they were the charter members of the “geek squad” though we never really had a problem with them. But of all the guys, these were the only two that didn’t have a date. When we looked at them, I looked at Karen and she looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, we can always ask them to dance, right? I mean, why not? We know who we’re going home with, right?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    We got up and walked over to them. When they looked up at us, they actually stood up. We watched as they looked at each other. Just as we were about to speak, they got there before us. 
 
      
 
    “We didn’t think that you would want to dance with us but, well, would you?” Karen and I looked at each other and smiled. “Sure would. Let’s go!” and off to the dance floor we went. 
 
      
 
    Of course, most of the dances were fast and such and while it wasn’t too difficult to keep up, I felt like I did a good job. And those guys could dance. Karen and I both even let them do a slow dance with us and we fell into their arms and I was amazed at the feel of his arms around me waist. I saw Karen put her head on Jake’s shoulder and in seconds I was laying my head on Ryan’s. One slow dance led to a second one. But soon, the four of us were headed to the car, together. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Karen. “I don’t understand but I want…” 
 
      
 
    Karen looked at me. “I want you to be my first but I want to see what Jake has under the trunk there.” 
 
      
 
    “I want you to be my first but I have this strange want to see Ryan’s junk too!” 
 
      
 
    In minutes, Jake and Ryan had their pants down and Karen and I were looking at their cocks and we looked at each other, licked out lips and bent down to give them the best blow jobs ever. I think I might have done a better job only because I still had mine between my legs and had an idea of what would feel good. But both of them were moaning and groaning within minutes and when we got them to shoot their loads, Karen and I looked at each other and then kissed each other with their cum still in our mouths and shared it. After we did that, we bent down and licked them both clean. 
 
      
 
    We got ourselves out of their car and went to my house, which was not all that far away. It didn’t take us long to find ourselves in my bedroom and out of our gowns, standing there in our lingerie, complete with stockings and thongs. I then knelt down in front of her and slowly peeled her thong down, exposing her shaved mound. I then leaned in and kissed her on her lips there, slipping my tongue between them and I could feel her shiver. I then started to kiss her working up her body until I was on my feet and kissing her neck and working my way to her lips. 
 
      
 
    She then did the same to me, slipping my thong off and licked my cock which was not getting hard. While it was nowhere near as long or as thick as Ryan or Jake, it wasn’t small either. And with each kiss and lick that she gave it, it got harder and longer it seemed. When she got up to my neck and then lips, I reached out my hand and cupped her breasts, gently caressing them and then, in a moment of pure delight, I took on of her nipples and pinched it and twisted it a little. I watched her face light up and a smile come across her face! 
 
      
 
    “You remembered, didn’t you?” I kissed her in reply and pulled her with me onto the bed. As I did, she smiled. “I have been dreaming of this night for quite some time. And the fact that you have those really cute breasts there to play with is just the icing on the cake… And yes, that means that I am going to eat you up!” and she then immediately proved this by turning her body around and wrapping her beautiful lips around my cock. I looked up to see her mound just inches from my face and then grabbed her hips and pulled her down and started to lick, then a little harder and then to even nibble on her mound and when her clit was swollen and hard, sucked on it and watched in awe as she ground her into my face. And all that time I could feel her do amazing things to my cock. 
 
    I think she could sense that I was about to shoot my load into her mouth when she pulled up off of it and pulled herself away from my mouth. 
 
    “I wonder how I taste?” she growled as she then brought her lips to mine and started to kiss me passionately and feverishly. I did my best to match her intensity and before long, I felt something really wondrous and delicious. Then I peeked and watched as she lowered herself onto my raging hard on and then started to slowly massage it up and down with her pussy as she rode me gently. But I could see that she was getting as close as I was! 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you dare come before me, Patty or else I might have to spank your cute little ass!” It was NOT easy but I managed to hold off just long enough as she groaned and screamed herself through her orgasm. I believe that put me right over the edge as I shot my load deep into her pussy and after a couple of minutes, she laid, exhausted, onto my chest. She turned her head and then gently kissed my lips and then put her head on my shoulder. I felt so blessed and exhausted but for some reason, she never got herself off of me and I didn’t feel myself going soft. 
 
      
 
    We stayed that way for about half an hour, me still buried inside her and I could feel her muscles starting to do something to me. When I looked down at her, I could see a little smile crossing her lips. “I want to, well, try something. Would you let me, umm…? Use my dildo on your ass?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her in shock. Not that she had asked me but the fact that I had actually been thinking about just that same thing just a second before she asked. The look on my face showed this. “No, really?” She looked shocked but I nodded. “I was JUST now thinking about that, REALLY!” 
 
      
 
    “It might hurt a little at first. But…” 
 
      
 
    “Karen, I want you to take me all the way. What better way than…” 
 
      
 
    I moaned as she pulled herself off of my cock. I was somewhat surprised that I was somewhat hard and when I saw her walking back towards me with that long strap on dildo, I knew that I was going to be screaming. Then in her hand I saw something curious and interesting. It looked like a gag. When she showed it to me a little more, instead of a ball or some other thing, it turned out to be a penis shaped object that would be in my mouth! 
 
      
 
    “To keep you, well, quiet.” She smiled at me and I opened my mouth and felt her wrap it around my cheeks and pulled it snug. I was muffled for sure. Then she told me to get up and had me bend over the side of the bed. When that didn’t give her enough height, she then grabbed a pillow, then two and put them under me and now I was just where she wanted me. 
 
      
 
    Then I felt the most wondrous thing as I felt her tongue start to work its way around my hole back there, causing me to moan and gyrate my hips as she got me aroused. I could feel my cock actually getting harder as she did it and when she took a finger and started to push it into my hole; I practically pushed my ass back onto her finger. 
 
    She spent a little while working her finger around, stretching me a little. Then she got a second finger inside me and I was moaning like a little slut, which at this point I really think I was. When she told me that she had three fingers in I was really moaning and I could feel her pull them out, causing me to whimper. But I certainly didn’t have to wait very long. 
 
    I suddenly felt the pressure of her dildo start to push against my hole. After the three fingers, she didn’t have too much trouble. But I tensed up a little and felt her smack my ass with her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Relax you little hussy!” I moaned even louder. “You liked that, did you?” and she smacked my other cheek and I moaned louder. Soon, as she pushed in, I would moan more and whimper as she started to pull back out. But once she was barely inside me, my ass became her bongo’s as she slapped them, alternating from one to the other and occasionally both at the same time, just before she would thrust inside me. 
 
    In minutes, I was grabbing the sheets and moaning like a bitch in heat, pushing back against her dildo, wanting it deeper and harder inside me. After another couple of minutes, I could feel something coming over me and it was driving me insane with pleasure. She had gotten to that SPOT inside me and was hitting it with every thrust. And I felt like I was going over the edge as I screamed through the most intense orgasm in my life, given to me by Karen with her dildo. And I sensed that she too was on the verge of another climax as she started to moan louder and thrust harder and harder into my no longer virginal ass. And when she did, I felt a very strange wetness on my ass cheeks as she just arched her back and gave out a loud moan and scream then fell onto my back. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe I needed a gag too, huh darling?” I could just chuckle as I still had the gag in place. Then I felt her remove it and I turned my head and felt her lips fall onto mine. I felt her pull out of me and realized that I had cum all over the bed. She looked down and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “You came like a girl for me! I just knew you would. Did you enjoy yourself, lover?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, yes! If I weren’t so tired I would ask you to take me again but for now, just laying like this together is heavenly!” 
 
      
 
    We fell asleep, after getting fully onto the bed. I did not have a large bed but we were both comfortable and happily cocooned together under my comforter. 
 
      
 
    I thought I heard the door open at some time but when I realized that Karen was still there, I didn’t have a care in the world. 
 
      
 
    When I heard the knock on the door and looked at the time, I turned and she was STILL there with me. I heard the door open and saw mom stick her head in the opening. 
 
      
 
    “You girls might want to get a move on. Its afternoon and you DO need to walk your girlfriend back home. I did call her parents and let them know you were both safe and sound, sleeping here. I did NOT tell them sleeping together though. But I think you two should get moving, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes mommy.” I saw mom smile, and even Karen smiled at me. I looked at her. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “I still call my mother the same thing, to her face. She usually gives me a strange look when I do. I like YOUR mom’s look better!” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know why but once I started to realize who I was, it just felt RIGHT to say mommy instead of mom. She hasn’t stopped me so…” 
 
      
 
    “Well, let’s get a move on, Good thing I brought some extra clothes.” And I watched as she got up out of the bed and hungrily watched as she first stripped off everything and then got dressed. She saw me watching and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Well, get moving. I want to watch YOU get dressed too!” 
 
      
 
    I got up, SLOWLY stripped off my lingerie and then, the exact opposite of Karen in her jeans and t-shirt, I put on fresh lingerie and then pulled on a short yellow dress and yellow heels. I looked at her and I could see a look of approval on her face. “You like?” 
 
      
 
    She got up and gave me a kiss on the lips. “Of course now I want to strip that dress off of you and fuck you again but that, lover, will have to wait!” she whispered in my ear. 
 
      
 
    We went down stairs and then we walked the five blocks to her house. I knew that my mom had called them because both of her parents were there on the porch waiting for us. We walked up, holding each other’s hand, waiting for hell to rain down upon us. Instead, I was given the surprise of my life when her mom walked up to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    “I know all about prom nights, darling. And I HOPE you gave my daughter pleasure.” She whispered in my ear, though Karen could certainly hear it. Karen leaned in and whispered, “She sure as hell did, mommy!” 
 
      
 
    When her dad looked at me, I was thinking that he remembered that though I was in transition, he was remembering that there was still a cock between my legs. I realized that he too probably knew about prom nights and was looking at me like a boy rather than a girl. I was REALLY worried. 
 
      
 
    “Young lady!” we BOTH looked at him, not knowing which one of us he was talking to. “Thank your mom for letting us know you were both okay last night. I hope that you both had a good time at the prom. Like your mom, sugar,” I knew that was being addressed to Karen, but then he looked at me. “I know all about prom nights too. I hope that you both enjoyed yourselves.” 
 
      
 
    Karen looked at her father. “Daddy, Patricia was a lady the entire night. Besides, I am going to MARRY her so, everything is alright. Okay, daddy?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Karen. I was bewildered. She was going to marry ME??? I looked at her father, then her mother then back to Karen. “Don’t look so surprised, sweetie. I told you that we were MINE and the way to do that is to marry you!” She then leaned in and kissed me passionately in front of her parents. I almost became Jell-O as she did that. When she pulled away, she swung her hips and went into her house. I stood there looking dumbfounded for a moment. I watched her dad shake his head with a big smile on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Dear, you should know that she is REALLY used to getting what she wants. She will fight tooth and nail for it but she will have what she wants. And I can see that you want her too. So maybe I should welcome you to the family, Patricia. Come on in and let’s talk.” He mom then grabbed my hand and brought me into the house. It was funny but I could tell that her dad was talking to her about what she did outside. When her mom patted the couch and sat down, waiting for me to sit, I kind of had this feeling that not only was Karen going to get her way anyway but that her parents were kind of curious about me now anyway. 
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of hours, while Karen was NOT in the room, I realized that it was divide and conquer. Well, maybe divide and see what there was to learn more likely. I talked to her mom, relaxing and telling her everything that I had been through, both as a boy and as a girl in transition. A couple of times she patted my hand as I told her about the bullying and such, though I didn’t reveal ALL of the bullying things that happened. Karen knew about it all, as she had witnessed most of it. But I touched on enough of it to give her an idea. 
 
      
 
    When she asked about my boy parts, I did explain that I still had them but that I had not made that final decision as of yet. I told her that would have to be a discussion between, well, whomever I was going to be with for the rest of my life and what to do with that. Her mom laughed a little and pointed out that her daughter would certainly have input for sure. I laughed with her as I realized that the ONLY person whose input I would have wanted in any way was indeed Karen’s. 
 
      
 
    Her parents did feed me as it got late and then I headed home. All in all it was a nice afternoon and while at first I was a little uncomfortable, her mom and then later her dad made me feel, well, better about everything. I guess I felt special to the two of them, sort of like how I felt special with my mom. 
 
      
 
    When I got to the door, both mom and Carol were there and I could tell that they were wondering how it all went over at Karen’s house. Over the next hour, I told them all about the visit. 
 
      
 
    That summer, both families got together and did something really fun. We ALL went camping. Karen, her two brothers and her parents. Me, mom and Carol. It was funny getting everything arranged but when it was done, off we went for a week of camping. 
 
      
 
    It annoyed the boys that I could and would willingly stick a worm on a hook. It was even funnier when I caught a fish before they did. But we all did okay, even Karen, though she didn’t really like doing the worm thing. 
 
    Each night there was a camp fire and we would sit around talking and even telling stories, some of them strange because it would be made up by a couple words from one person, a couple from the next and so on. It got to be long and drawn out, going off in different directions and I realized I loved this kind of thing. 
 
    The first night, Karen stayed in her own tent, which I understood. But the next night, when she came into my tent carrying her sleeping bag, I looked at her kind of funny. 
 
      
 
    “My mom asked me WHY I was sleeping alone when my girlfriend is probably wondering where HER girlfriend is. SO I told her we were trying to be good girls and she laughed at me. So, here I am.” 
 
      
 
    We kissed and slept, curled up together. We spent the rest of the week that way, even taking a hike together one day and looking out at the vast scenery. I leaned over one day and told her that I wanted to get married with a view like this and she smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    We started our senior year and it went as fast as everyone will tell you it will. I had a discussion with the doctors and they told me that I would need to start taking hormones shortly to make sure I kept everything balanced. While I had breasts and all, if I was going to stay as a girl, I would eventually have to make the final decision about the surgery. While it was not necessary it would certainly help with SOME of the problems in society. 
 
      
 
    But they also admitted that it would be VERY difficult to know I was even partly male, since I did not present that way at all. In fact, if people didn’t already know, they just saw me as a girl. And the times I was in my bikini, there was almost no doubting it. 
 
      
 
    We got to Christmas break and it would be a Christmas I would never forget. While there was snow on the ground, Karen took me for a drive up to the place we had hiked and when we got there, we went up to that spot and looked out. The view was even better with all the snow on the mountains and was so crisp and clean. I turned to look at Karen, in her snow pants and parka drop to one knee and I started crying! She did not even get the words out of her mouth before I was nodding my head and when I heard those words, “Patricia, will you marry me?” I was screaming “YES!” at the top of my lungs, I could hear it echo across the valley. I even thought that our parents would hear it. 
 
      
 
    When we got back, everyone was there at my house and they all knew what had happened. I looked at the ring again and again, realizing that I was now engaged to Karen. While I knew that, it finally sunk in and I started to cry again. I felt so bad that I didn’t ask HER or give her a ring, but I was so overcome with emotions that I realized that I must be really hormonal since I was so overtaken. But I got myself back together and was smiling and staying right close to Karen. But a part of me was still upset that I hadn’t thought to ask HER. 
 
    When I told my mom, she just smiled. “Honey, I guess you should know that she asked me what she should do. I know that her parents and the two of us, Carol and I, ALL talked about it. You should know, dear, that the ring you are wearing is actually her grandmother’s engagement ring. She told me that she wanted to give it to you. Her mom actually handed it to Karen the week before so she could get it sized for you. 
 
    “But I know you feel bad. But I think that you should know that she is very happy that you said yes. She was actually afraid you might say no, though I don’t know why. Yes, she was worried but I told her just what I knew you would say to her. She is your best friend. She loves you and I know you love her. I never thought that I would say this but I love Carol in the same way. She is indeed my best friend and I love her too. It just took me far too long to realize it. 
 
    “But I also have something that I think SHE should be wearing, if you think it would be good.” Mom reached into her pocket and handed me a little box. “This is not MY engagement ring. That ring would probably bring you misfortune and bad luck. But it IS you father’s Grandmother’s engagement ring. He sent it to me when I told him what was going to happen. I had it sized and it will fit Karen. I know it’s not as special but I think that Karen would LOVE to wear it on her finger. It might even confuse the kids in school…” 
 
      
 
    I hugged mom tightly, then looked at Carol. “Mom, thanks for making mommy happy!” Carol looked at me. “Mom?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “Well, it’s not like I can call you dad, right? Besides, you love mommy and every now and then, I feel like maybe you are my other mom so…” 
 
      
 
    Carol came and gave me a hug. “Yes, Patty, you are like my daughter. And I love making your mother happy, just as she makes me happy. And I know that you will make Karen a wonderful wife!” 
 
      
 
    I was trying to figure out where to give her the ring. All the way through the Christmas break, I just could not figure out someplace special to do it. But we went to a school thing on the 31st to celebrate the New Year and it was just the seniors as we realized that it was out last year as students in high school. When they counted down to the new year, I looked at Karen and as we started counting, I went down on one knee, wearing a beautiful white dress and watched as she looked down at me, with this big smile on her face as I returned the favor and asked her to be my partner for life. I pulled out the ring and she gave me her hand. The people nearest to us all stopped at 5 and by 2, not a single person was counting. We heard on the TV that the New Year had just arrived as Karen screamed “YES” in front of everyone in the class. We heard clapping from everyone in the room and I gave Karen a kiss. 
 
      
 
    Karen looked at me. “This ring is beautiful. You didn’t have to do that, you know!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “Oh hell yes I did. I am not going to have my wife think that her wife does not think enough of her NOT to be wearing a ring on her finger! Besides, I loved the look on YOUR face as I dropped to one knee. I think I looked the same way when you did. And besides, I have wanted to propose to you for YEARS now!” 
 
      
 
    She gave me another kiss and we celebrated the New Year AND our engagement. When people came up to us they saw that the two of us were wearing rings and they all enjoyed our happiness. 
 
      
 
    The year went fast and we made it to graduation. We both had decided to go to the local college but managed to AVOID getting my mom for our freshman English class. But the best part was that Karen had listened and arranged for us to get married on the hillside. Our families were there, though who got walked down the aisle was kind of funny. But we decided to do it traditionally… NOT! 
 
      
 
    Neither one of us was standing at the front of the place we got married at. We both came out of a little tented space with space between them. When the music started, we came out and saw each other. Now, while most times we tried to look the same, like Junior Prom and even the Senior Ball, and especially at graduation under our gowns, this time, there was no ability to copy each other. All three mothers of the brides made sure of that. 
 
      
 
    I was decked out in white satin, but I showed a remarkable amount of cleavage. The lace at my neck went down to just above my nipples and from there the satin took over. My shoulders were bare and nothing was covering my arms. When you got past the waist, my dress flared out a little but did not have a long train. I was the embodiment of style, class and sophistication. 
 
    But when I saw Karen, she was the perfect embodiment of femininity! While she was gracefully covered, there was no hiding her figure and I was glad that she hadn’t. I looked at her and could see in her eyes that she loved how I looked. When we got to the center, our fathers took our arms and Karen and I took each other’s hand and walked down the aisle together. When we got to the J.P. we got a kiss from our fathers and then our mothers got up and gave us all a kiss. Then we turned to the Justice and he did the ceremony. As it always says, “you may kiss your bride” but he did switch it to “your wife” since it was a little funnier, I thought. At least he went with the flow asking if we took the other to be our lawfully wedded wife. Not all that hard to do but I am sure he had a fun time with that too. 
 
      
 
    But as we looked out at the beautiful vista before us as we said our vows, we knew that we were going to be enjoying the great adventure before us, TOGETHER! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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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