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Chapter 1

“Mom, where do you want this box?” I yelled.

“Oh, just put it anywhere,” she replied.

Setting it down on the kitchen counter, I then looked at the side of the box and it had Kitchen Stuff written on the side in big black letters, so I knew I had put it in the right place.

Walking into the kitchen she said, “Wow, I think we’re almost done bringing in boxes.”

“Right,” I replied, “And now the fun starts, where we get to unpack them.”

“Which is the part that I hate,” she replied.  “However, my young son, with all the organizational skills you gained while in the U.S. Army, will have no trouble at all helping me get this place ship shape in no time, or at least I think that’s a term soldiers use,” and then she saluted me.

I’d just gotten off active duty a couple of weeks before mom was to make her move to Four Points to start her new job, so immediately upon discharge, I headed home to help her pack up the house and move.

“Good job on the salute mom, but you’re not supposed to show the palm of your hand.”

“I’m not?  I didn’t know that.  So that’s like a real thing?”

I nodded and said, “By the way mom, I appreciate you letting me stay with you.”

“Are you kidding?” she asked and then put her arm around me and gave me a hug and said, “Anything for my baby boy.”

“I’m really planning for this to be temporary, until I can move out and get my own place.”

“Dana, you know you can stay here as long as you like, my home is your home.”

“Yeah, I know that and appreciate it.  This is handy as it gives me a chance to become acquainted with the local area first, as I know nothing about Four Points.”

“All the more reason for you to stay with me, and there’s absolutely no hurry, stay as long as you want.”

As I looked around the kitchen I said, “This place is great.  Granite countertops, stainless steel appliances, and wood floors, very nice.  You picked out a nice home.”

“Oh thanks.  Believe it or not, I looked at this place one time, went home, and then made an offer on it via phone.”

“No way?”

“Yep, sometimes you’ve just got to make a decision as there’s no time for messing around.”

“Well, then again, an Emergency Room Doc like you has to make choices fast, so you’re used to snap decisions.”

“That would be correct.”

Standing there looking at mom smiling at me I noticed how pretty she was that afternoon.  She was a beautiful woman with long blonde hair, blue eyes, and petite to boot, but had remained single since dad had died fifteen years ago.  I’d always worried about her being lonely, especially the past four years while I’d been away.  Every time I’d asked her if she’d ever thought of dating she would reply with something like when a man like your father comes along, I’ll consider it, and just smile.

“With that being said, now let’s test your decision-making skills.  It’s about lunch time, want something to eat?” she asked.

An ear to ear smile came across my face and before I could get a word out she said, “That’s an answer.”


Chapter 2

Mom and I sat at the dining room table as we chomped down on our lunch, which was pizza that was delivered from a local place, and it wasn’t too bad.  Not super great but not bad, which meant that I’d probably order again, especially if we were low on food, or no one else would deliver to our house which was in a slightly rural area.  Oh, one more thing, or if I’d had enough, or should I say too much to drink and was really hungry. 

“What do you know about the neighbors?” I asked.

While driving up to our new home I’d noticed that our house, which sat on a pretty good size parcel, maybe about an acre, didn’t have any neighbors extremely close.  There was one home off to our left and one to our right, aside from that there were no neighbors in clear view.

“Honey I’ve not met any of our neighbors, nor have I seen any of them from a distance either.  Aside from today, I’ve only been to the house one time before, and that was for maybe thirty to forty-five minutes.”

“Aside from the two houses, were kind of out here by ourselves.”

Mom nodded and said, “That’s right, one of the things I liked about the place was the solitude, and I figured after a busy shift this would be a nice place to come home to.”

“I could see that when we drove up,” I replied, “I believe you will enjoy living here.”

“So, are you still thinking about going to school?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, I’m also thinking about getting a job.”

“Really?  Doing what?”

“I’m not sure, but if I decide to go to school, I may only work part time.”

“That makes sense,” she said, “Now, if you want you don’t have to work at all, you can go to school full time and ….”

Shaking my head, I said, “Mom, I’m not going to do that.”

“Your dad left us a considerable sum when he passed, and I’m sure he would have wanted us to use some of it for your education.”

“Mom, all my education is practically covered by my G.I. Bill.”

“I know sweetie, but I also know that once you’ve got your mind made up it’s hard to convince you otherwise.  If you change your mind all you have to do is ask.”

“I appreciate that, but I really would like to pay my own way.  You’re doing enough just letting me stay here.”

“And I’m thrilled to have you with me,” she said and then rested her head on her folded hands, smiled at me and continued, “You look so much like your father.”

We were silent for a moment and then I asked, “You still miss him, don’t you?”

She closed her eyes and nodded her head one time, and I could tell that I had stirred up some feelings with my comment.  I slid my chair over next to hers and put my arm around her and she responded in kind.

“Dana, I think about him every day.”

After a few seconds I said, “Yeah, me too mom.”

“So young man, if you go to school, what are you thinking about studying?  Girl chasing?”

I laughed and said, “If there were job opportunities in that career field, I might consider it.”

We both laughed at my comment and then I said, “You know how I accumulated a number of college hours while I was in the Army?”

“Yes, I remember you talking to me about that.”

“I’m definitely a sophomore at least, between the Army credits and the courses I took, so I’m definitely ahead to the game.”

“That’s great baby.”

“Even though I’m leaning toward Psychology I may just be a directionless youth for a semester.”

We chuckled and she said, “That’s the last thing you would ever be, you’re way too responsible and always seem to have it all together.”

“I think I will get online tonight and check out the local community college, as well as, a couple of small universities, and then maybe go and pay them a visit over the next few days.  After, we get this house unpacked and in order that is.”

Saluting me once again mom said, “Sir, yes sir!”


Chapter 3

Over the next couple of days, mom and I put the house in order and unpacked nearly everything, which was actually a great relief since I’ve always been one of those people who can’t relax until the job I’m working on is done.

The next day mom was finally off to work and her first shift was 4:00 p.m. to midnight, which she actually liked.  People that like working in the ER enjoy that particular shift, as that is frequently when all kinds of crazy stuff happens, resulting in people getting rushed to the emergency room.  Medical types who like emergency medicine totally get off on the fast-paced routine and the adrenaline hits they get from the job.  It takes all kinds, but my idea of a good time is not working in a hospital ER.  How much fun can it be working somewhere where people are wheeled in on a stretcher with a bunch of personal problems that I did not create?  People with gunshot wounds, women about ready to give birth, and junkies coming in trying to get pain pills prescribed so they can get their next fix are not my idea of a good time.  However, mom likes doing it so more power to her.

I ate a light dinner of ramen noodles and some egg rolls about 6:00 p.m. that evening and then headed to the study to put away mom’s books, which was the last bunch of things to unpack.  One of the reasons mom liked the house was that the office had beautiful rich cherry wood bookshelves galore.  Since mom loved to read, it was a major selling point for her.

While putting away several heavy medical reference books on boring topics such as Advanced Gunshot Wounds to The Head In Emergency Medicine (I’m making that title up by the way), I stumbled across something that looked a bit odd.  A panel on the back wall of the lowest shelf looked like it was not in place, so I tried to move it by putting my hands flat against it and sliding it over.  Not moving into position, I then decided to push it in the opposite direction, and when I did it slid to the right slicker than snot.  In my mind I would now be able to move it back in the other direction and it would slide into place, but before I started something got my attention. 

The fact that there was a hollow space made me want to take a look and see what was behind the panel, and with it being about 12 inches by 12 inches I was able to maneuver up to it, stick my head in slightly, and look inside.  Taking my cell phone I turned on the flashlight to illuminate the space and I was quite surprised to see that there was a small box resting inside.  Hoping there were no spiders inside ready to take revenge upon me for entering their lair I reached in, took it out and set it on the hardwood floor in front of me.  As I examined the small wooden box, which was about six inches by six inches I noticed it was made of the same cherry wood as the bookshelves, or so it appeared anyway. 

What on earth could be in this thing?  Gold coins?  Cash?  A treasure map?  I was clearly excited at what I might find inside, so I lifted the small bronze latch on the front and opened the box.

Inside was a necklace, which rested on a medium blue felt surface which was raised and held it in perfect position.  As I examined the necklace, I noticed that the chain was gold and that it had an emerald pendant that was in the shape of a teardrop and appeared to be polished to perfection. Even the edges were smooth.  I then noticed a small bronze engraved plaque mounted to the inside lid, which was difficult to read, but after polishing it with the bottom of my shirt it was clearly legible.

He who wears this will know the joy and sorrows of a woman all the days of his life

That’s interesting I thought, what on earth could that possibly mean? 

Thinking for a moment I wondered if it was somehow magical.  Could that be it? I asked myself, if it was possible that wearing it would let me know what a woman was thinking and feeling?  And if so, it might increase my ability to connect with more girls, which was one of my favorite past times.  Gaining insight into what was going on in the minds of women could potentially give me the inside track to getting laid on a more regular basis.  If that was the case did I need to wear it now or just when I was in the presence of women?

I slid the bookcase panel back to the left and it closed successfully.  I then finished the job of putting up the rest of the books and afterward hauled the empty boxes downstairs so they could be put into recycling.  Then I returned to the study and took the necklace to my bedroom and placed the box on my dresser.

It was about 10:45 p.m. and I was pretty tired, as it had been a long day, and I decided not to wait up for mom since she would not be off work for another hour and fifteen minutes.  Even that was contingent upon an emergency not rolling into the ER just before midnight, and on nights where there was a full moon, the odds of that always seemed to increase exponentially.  With that being said I decided to turn in for the night.

Just as I was just about to pull back the covers, I noticed the cherry box containing the necklace.  I remembered the thoughts I’d had earlier about it potentially having magical powers that would improve my ability to bed women and initially thought what a bunch of nonsense.  Then I said to myself, what the heck!  I will wear it to bed and see if I have any additional insight into the opposite sex in the morning.

Walking over to my dresser, I opened the lid, took out the necklace, and put it on.  Looking at it hanging from my neck in the dresser mirror I initially thought it appeared a little girly.  After more consideration I realized that there was no one in the room but me so I would not receive any criticism for wearing it, tonight anyway. 

Climbing in the bed, I pulled the covers up over myself and lay there thinking about the necklace I was wearing, and who hid it behind the wall, and why, and when?  I also wondered if I was just being plain silly thinking it would improve my lot with the fairer sex, but then after additional thought I concluded that nothing ventured, nothing gained.

Continuing to lay there I thought about what I might do the next day which included looking up some local schools online, and maybe driving over and visiting one or more of them as well.  I could also cruise around town and maybe get acquainted with the area and potentially look for a job.  There was so much to do, but before I could do any of it, I needed to get a good night sleep, so I started counting sheep jumping over an imaginary fence and in no time I was fast asleep.


Chapter 4

As I stretched my arms, I took a deep breath and grunted slightly as I often do when I wake up every morning.  However, I wondered why my grunt was at a slightly higher pitch than normal.  Must be my sinuses draining or something, after all there was a lot of pollen in the country air I was breathing, yes, that had to be it.

Rolling over and looking at my clock it said 9:00 a.m.

Had I really slept all night?  That’s crazy!  I’m an eight-hour sleeper, and that’s the long and the short of it.  Then I thought once again, must be this country air.  Yes, that had to be it, plus I’ve been working pretty hard moving boxes and unpacking and my body probably just needed the sleep.  Mystery solved, now I can start my day.

Making my way to the kitchen I saw that mom was already sitting at the table with a cup of coffee and her head buried in a newspaper, which was about common for her.

“Morning Dana,” mom said, “Seems like you slept in this morning.”

Not acknowledging her, which was not uncommon for me first thing in the morning I made my way to the coffee maker where I took a mug, placed it under the dispenser, loaded up a pod of the strongest coffee we had and pressed the brew button.

Deciding I should be cordial I said, “Morning mom,” and as I finished my sentence I’m positive that a look of astonishment came to my face as I realized that the voice that just came out of my mouth was not my normal tone.  The voice I had spoken with was that of a female.

Mom’s newspaper lowered and as she looked at me, she asked in a very excited tone, “And who are you young lady?”

At first, I could barely speak but then I managed to choke out, “Mom.  Mom?”

The female voice was still coming out of my mouth and I could not figure out what was going on.  Plus, why was my mom calling me a young lady?  That was very strange.

“Are you a guest of my son?” she asked.

I grabbed my mom’s cell phone off of the kitchen table and as I did so she asked, “Young woman, what do you think you’re doing?  That’s my personal property, and I’m about ready to call the police.”

Then mom hollered, “Dana, get down here right now and get control over your girlfriend.”

I was scrambling to access the camera function on her cell phone and while doing so noticed that my hands also looked different.  They were smaller and more petite and were clearly not mine.  When I finally got the app running and hit the reverse button so I could see what I looked like, I got the shock of my life.  Looking back at me was a young woman with long medium brown hair and dark brown eyes, who I got a glimpse of before mom had snatched the phone out of my hands.

“Dana,” she hollered once again, “Get down here right now or I’m going to throw your girlfriend out of this house.”

“Mom ….”

“Stop calling me mom.”

“I need to talk to you about something, and it’s going to be quite unbelievable.”

“Have you done something with my son?’

Shaking my head, I said, “No, he is …. Not himself right now though.  But this is something that you will want to know.”

“Okay, go on.”

“Mind if I have that cup of coffee and sit down?”

She shrugged her shoulders and said, “Okay, but I’m not taking any shit, and if this gets too weird, I’m calling the cops.”

Grabbing my mug of coffee, I sat down at the table with her and I said, “You’re going to find this difficult to believe but I’m Dana.”

“I don’t find that hard to grasp at all, there are lots of girls named Dana.”

“No, what I’m saying is that I’m your Dana.”

“You are?”

“Yes.”

“You are telling me that you are my son Dana?”

“I am.”

“My son Dana is a male.”

Nodding I said, “Yes, he used to be.”

“And now he’s a girl.”

I nodded.

“So, my son, who used to be a man, is now a woman?”

“Yes.”

“And that’s you?”

“Yes, it is mom.”

She laughed and said, “Okay, I’ll play along, for now, as I’m sure he’s right around the corner probably recording this entire thing so he can post it on the internet.  You young people today are strange.  Oh, by the way, would you mind if I asked you a few questions to validate that you are truly my son?”

“Please do.”

So over the next five to ten minutes I was subjected to a grilling worse than a District Attorney would give a criminal, but I could not blame my mom as I wouldn’t have believed her either if she’d walked into the kitchen as a man.

Finally, she said, “It’s really uncanny and there’s no way that you could know all the answers to the questions I’ve been asking.  Let me see your ears.”

“What?”

“Let me see them.”

Complying with her request she examined my ears and then said, “I can’t see any hidden listening devices.  Hmmm, I thought maybe someone was feeding you the answers.”

“So, are you convinced it’s me?” I asked.

“Who were your two best friends growing up?”

“Lewis and Steve,” I replied.

“When you were in seventh grade, who did I catch you making out with in your closet?”

“Mom, it was in the eighth grade, and it was Steve’s sister Marian and it was in the back yard in the storage shed.”

With a look of amazement, she asked, “Oh my God, Dana!  Is that really you?”

“It is mom, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you!” I exclaimed.

“Oh baby,” she said and then hugged me, “I’m so sorry I didn’t believe you.”

“It’s okay, this is crazy. I wouldn’t have believed me either.  After all, when someone comes up to you and says hey, I used to be your son and now I’m your daughter, what are you going to do?”

Mom took a deep breath and said, “Okay, we’re going to approach this rationally and calmly.  That’s the best thing to do.”

“I’m in complete agreement.”

“We just need to figure out how you were turned into a girl and how to get you switched back.”

“I do have a question.”

“Of course, sweetie.”

“Can I see myself in the mirror?”

“There’s a mirror in the living room, come on.”

After walking into the living room, I stood in front of a French cheval mirror and saw all of myself for the first time.  I was about 5’4, long medium brown hair, dark brown eyes, with medium breasts plus a petite little frame.  I was wearing a t-shirt I’d put on before going to bed which just covered my rear end, and not to mention that my boxers had come off while I was sleeping.  Either that or they’d fallen off while I’d walked to the kitchen.

“So, this is the new me?” I asked.

“Honey, it sure looks that way, but look on the bright side, you are quite pretty.”

“Mom, are you trying to make me feel better?  If so, it’s not working.”

“Sorry baby, but you really are pretty.”

Giving her a look that could kill, I then turned back toward the mirror, and as I caught sight of my scowl and started laughing I realized that the only thing I could do was laugh at the situation, as it was truly funny when you got right down to it.

“Mom, you are right, I am an attractive girl.”

“Told you so,” she said as she came up to my side and put her arm around me.

As we stood there looking into the mirror she said, “I’ll help you get through this, I promise.”

I then looked at her and said, “Hey, we were always a great mother-son team, we will be an even better mother-daughter team.”

“Yes, we will.  By the way, do you have any idea how this happened?”

Taking the necklace’s pendant in my hand I showed it to her and said, “I think I have an idea.”


Chapter 5

Mom and I went back to the kitchen and I sat at the table while she made me breakfast.  I’d explained to her where I’d found the necklace and how I’d decided to wear it overnight, hoping it would improve my luck with the opposite sex, which apparently did not go so well.

“So, mom, do you think we should consider taking me to see a doctor?”

Laughing she asked, “Are you kidding?  Do you think they would even believe us?”

Thinking for a moment I then said, “I guess not.”

Shaking her head she said, “Dana I’m a physician, and I can tell you that there’s no place to go with this outside of the federal government, and that’s the last place we want to go.”

Nodding I said, “I have to agree.  If, and that’s if we could get them to believe us, they would lock me up in a government facility and I would never see the light of day again.”

“That may be a bit extreme, but I don’t think we can rule it out that you would be detained, plus I know there’s nothing that they can do for you.”

“So, what do you think we should do mom?  Or is the question what should I do?  How do I proceed with my life?”

Setting a plate with French toast down in front of me she said, “The first thing we need to do is get you fed.  We can talk afterward.”

**********

After finishing breakfast mom said, “Come with me young lady,” and took me by the hand and we headed toward her bedroom.  As we entered, she took me directly to her walk in closet, opened the door and we stepped inside.

“What’s up?”

“Until we can take you shopping, I’m going to loan you a few things to wear.”

“Like girl’s clothing?” I asked.

“Like girls’ clothing.” She said.

“Can’t I just wear my own stuff?”

“Really? She asked.  “Are you kidding?  Do you think any of your stuff would even fit you?  Look how little you are compared to what you were.”

Looking down at myself and then back up at her I said, “You may have a point.”

“You are right about my size so I should have a number of things that will fit you,” she said as she looked through her closet.

“Dana, look at this,” she said holding up a red floral print dress, “This will look really cute on you.”

“Not the effect I’m going for mom.”

“Will you stop? I think this will fit you perfectly.”

Holding it up in front of me she said, “Go ahead and slip it on.”

Taking it from her I asked, “Is this to be my new lot in life?”

“Until we can figure this out, yes it will be.”

Figuring that I would have to comply, at least in the short term, I nodded and said, “Okay,” and headed into the bathroom and then closed the door, but the next thing I knew mom was opening the door.

“Here,” she said as she handed something to me through the crack in the door.

“What’s this?”

“Panties and a bra, oh by the way, it’s a strapless, which you’ll need for the dress you’ll be wearing.  Let me know if you need any help,” and then she closed the door.

Standing there I took off my t-shirt and dropped it on the floor and there I stood, naked.  I then examined what mom had handed me and quickly assessed that she had given me a bra, as she’d said, plus a thong.

“Mom!  What the hell is this?  A thong?” I yelled so she could hear me on the other side of the door.

“Yes baby, I absolutely love wearing them, plus you don’t have panty lines.”

Still talking to mom through the door I said, “Nothing personal but I’m not sure that I want to wear something that has been up your butt crack.”

Sliding the door open she said, ‘Young man, you’re being awfully picky considering the circumstances, but for your information those panties have never been worn.”

She then closed the pocket door and quickly reopened it and said, “Sorry, I meant young woman,” and closed the door.  Within a second she quickly reopened it and said, “My God, your boobs are so firm.  Well enjoy ‘em while you’ve got ‘em, because mine used to look just like that, but two decades and breastfeeding a baby will definitely have an effect on them,” and she closed the door once again.

All I could think to myself was, well that was strange.

So, I put on the panties and immediately noticed that I had something up the crack of my rear, but for the moment was not going to argue with mom, not right now anyway.  Then, after studying it for a bit I was able to put on the strapless bra, which brought my breasts under control.  Putting on the dress I thought it looked a little funny and quickly discovered that I had it on backward, so I corrected the situation and it looked much better.  Opening the door mom was standing there waiting on me as I emerged.

“Baby, you look so cute in that dress.”

“Thanks mom,” I said unenthusiastically.

Continuing I asked, “Isn’t this dress a little short?”

Stepping back and taking a look she said, “Absolutely not.  Besides you’ve got the legs to pull off short dresses.”

Examining me in the dress she said, “It’s just perfect on you.  You know what, I’m going to give it to you, and it is yours to keep.”

Taking a hairbrush she started brushing my hair which probably needed a little bit of taming, considering it had never been combed before.

Then she put a touch of makeup on my cheeks and then forced me to let her apply a shade of pink lipstick to my lips.

Turning me toward the mirror she said, “You look so nice sweetie.”

Still not thrilled, I said, “Thanks mom.”

Standing there looking at myself in the mirror, mom came up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders and said, “I’ve got several hours until I have to go into work, what do you say we go into town, have a bite to eat, and hang out.  After that, I’ll head to work and you can come back home?”

“Mom!  I can’t go out like this.”

“I hear you; however, you don’t want to be stuck here, forever do you?  You’ll have to go out at some point.”

“I can’t drive back, what if I get pulled over?  My driver’s license says that Dana is a man, plus he’s considerably taller.”

“Oh Dana, don’t worry, you can ride in with me, and then when we are done you can use that ride sharing service, what’s it called, Suber, to get back.”

“I’m just not sure that I’m ready mom, maybe another time.”

Nodding she said, “Okay, I understand.  I wouldn’t want to pressure you into something you are not ready for quite yet.”

“Thanks.”

After a few moments she said, “Well, are you okay with me heading into town a little early before I have to report to work?  I’ve got a couple of things I would like to do.”

“Are you just going to leave me here?  Like this?” I asked as I took both my forefingers and pointed to myself and made an up and down sweeping motion.

She stood there looking at me for a few moments and then asked, “Why don’t you go with me then?”

After an extremely long pause I said, “I can’t because I don’t have any shoes to wear.”

A smile came to her face and she said, “You do too because there’s the cutest pair of red slides that I have that will go absolutely perfect with that dress,” she said as she headed off to her closet.


Chapter 6

So, not only did mom fix me up with shoes but also loaned me a handbag, put a pair of magnetic diamond stud earrings on me, insisted I wear a necklace as well a variety of bracelets, and lastly thought that a little gold anklet would look nice on me as well.  I was definitely looking very feminine to say the least, but what can you say about that when you’ve just been turned into a girl?

After parking the car, mom and I begin walking down the sidewalk of Pecan Street, which was the major thoroughfare that ran through town, and it was also where a large number of specialty shops and restaurants were located.  According to what I’d recently read, the area had become a weekend destination for many who lived in nearby cities over the past few years.

“Where are we heading first mom?”

Taking me by the arm she said, “You’ll see my dear.”

Dragging me into a nail salon, mom and I both had pedicures and manicures, which I was initially resistant to receiving, but after discovering that I could enjoy an alcoholic beverage while receiving them, I was convinced.  Plus, since I was now a female, this qualified me to have my nails done.

Walking out of the salon after we were finished, I looked at my fingers and toes and said, “You know what mom?  This actually looks very nice, I’m glad I let you talk me into having this done, and I love the color.  What do you call this, it’s not clear, and it’s not white?”

“Sweetie that’s referred to as sheer.”

Holding my hand out in front of me and looking at my nails I said, “Cool.”

Looking at her watch, mom said, “We’ve just got time to get a bite to eat before I have to head to work.  What would you like?”

Looking down the sidewalk I saw a sign and asked, “What about that place?  Peggy’s Café.”

“I don’t know anything about the place but let’s be adventurous and try it out.”

Entering the restaurant, we could see that the establishment was moderately busy so we stood at the front and waited, following the instructions as indicated on the sign by the hostess stand.  Finally, a young woman with her dark hair pulled back into a bun with a name badge that read Annabelle returned to the hostess stand, smiled at us and said, “I’m so sorry for the delay.  How many?”

“Two please,” I said.

After examining her seating chart, she said, “Right this way please.”

Following her to a booth she waited on us to sit down and then gave us menus and said, “Your server will be right with you,” smiled and walked away.

The male inside me was clearly not dead because as she was walking away, I could not help but notice the tight black pants she was wearing and how perfectly round and pronounced her rear end was.

“Finding anything interesting on the menu?” mom asked.

“Hmmm?  No, nothing interesting on the menu mom.”

“I know what you’re interested in.”

“Mom, old habits die hard.”

“I hate to say it Dana, but girls may be a thing of the past for you.”

“Mom, are you kidding?  People don’t live with relationship barriers like that anymore; people have relationships with those that they want to, not those who society tells them to.”

“Well excuse me, I stand corrected.  What do I know, I’m just a mom?”

Thinking that I may have hit a nerve I said, “Look I apologize, you know there’s a lot going on with me right now.  I hope you get that.”

Nodding mom said, “Dana I’m sorry, you’re right, you can’t just flick a switch and suddenly you’re attracted to ….”

Mom stopped talking as our server came up to the table and asked us, “Hi, welcome to Peggy’s, what would you like to drink?”

After getting our drinks we placed our food order, which came pretty quickly, and we wasted no time chowing down. Boy was I starved.  However, since I was smaller than I’d been all my life I was not able to eat the amount of food that I would normally consume.  Regularly I would be able to eat a double hamburger and fries, no problem, but I was clearly now only able to eat a single hamburger and a small order of fries.  If nothing else I surmised that I would definitely be spending less on food.

Finishing up our meal, mom and I were sitting there and talking, when the hostess who seated us came back and began talking to us, “How was everything?”

“It was really good,” mom said.

Then Annabelle turned toward me, and I said, “Yes mine too.”

“Good.  Hey, I know a lot of the locals and have never seen you before, passing through?”

“We just moved here a couple of days ago,” mom said.

“Really?  What brought you here?”

“Work.  I’m the new ER Director at Four Points Medical Center.”

“You’re a doctor?” she asked enthusiastically.

Mom nodded and said, “Yes, I’m Dr. Natalie Nicholas.”

“Cool, well welcome to Four Points, I’m Annabelle,” she said and shook hands with mom.

Then turning toward me, we shook hands as well and I said, “Dana.  Nice to meet you.”

“Good to meet you too, Dana.  Where do you guys live?”

“We live out on Old Masonic Road.”

“No kidding, I live out on Old Masonic Road, number 405, what’s your house number?”

Looking at mother I asked, “What’s our number again?”

“403,” she replied.

Annabelle exclaimed, “Oh my God!  You’re our new neighbors.  How cool!  I’m sorry I’ve not been over to introduce myself.  I work a lot of the time, here, and go to school too, but I’m out on summer break right now.”

A dark-headed man of about forty to forty-five years of age, who was one of those guys that women find handsome, you know, that movie star look, walked up to the table where we were sitting.  He stood there as Annabelle continued to talk, and finally after a few moments she recognized that he was present.

“Oh dad, these are our new next-door neighbors, Dr. Nicholas and her daughter Dana.”

“It’s great to meet you, I’m Neil, Neil Austin,” he said as he shook mine and mom’s hand.

“Great to meet you Neil,” mom said.

“Good to meet you too, Dr. Nicholas.”

“Oh please, call me Natalie.”

“Alright Natalie, well, how was your food today?” he asked.

“Pretty good as I was telling your daughter.  Is this your place?”

He nodded and said, “Sure is.”

“So,” mom asked, “Who is Peggy?”

At this point I could tell that mom was fancying him by asking that question, as she was trying to figure out if he was married.  Plus, I could also tell by the way she was looking at the guy that she liked him, which I was glad to see after all these years. She had spent so much time alone since dad’s passing.  Another thing I could tell from the amount of attention he was paying to her was that he was also digging on her a little bit as well.

“Peggy was my mother, who passed away a number of years ago.  I grew up in this place and once I got out of the military I decided to come back here and work in the family business, and now I run the place.”

“Oh okay, I wasn’t sure if it was your wife’s name or what?” mom replied.

“No, it’s not, I’m not married,” he said.

“Oh, okay.”

“So, if you ladies ever need anything just come on over and knock.  If we’re home, we’ll answer, if not, we’re here.”

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

“Hey that’s what neighbors are for.  And by the way, if your husband is interested some of us guys play cards about once a week, and he’s welcome to join us if he’s interested.”

At this point I could see that he was interested in mom and was trying to see if there was a man in the picture.

“I’m not married,” mom volunteered.

“Oh, well, you ladies come on over anytime, and once again it was good meeting you,” and he turned and walked away.

Annabelle asked me, “So you’re totally new to the area?”

I nodded.

“If you’d like, we could get together sometime and I could show you around, maybe we could even hang out or do something.”

“Thanks, that would be great, and I’m also trying to figure out where the best place would be to attend school here so maybe you could help me with that too?”

“I would be glad to,” she said.  “Just stop by the hostess stand on the way out and I’ll give you my number and you can text me.

“Great,” I said, “I’d love that.”

“Well, I’d better get back to work before I get in trouble with the boss.  See you up front,” she said as she walked away, and once again, I checked out her as she shook her booty as she returned to the front of the restaurant.

Feeling a pair of eyes upon me, I stopped staring at Annabelle’s derriere and looked over at mom where she was sitting there staring at me.  Throwing my open hands up in the air I asked, “What?”


Chapter 7

After finishing up our business in the café I walked mom to her car and told her I would see her at the house later that evening and I would be taking a Suber home as planned.

Before ordering a car to take me home I got a brainstorm and decided that I was going to start the process of trying to find out how I’d gotten changed into a girl and attempt to determine if there was a potential solution.  Finding out more about the former owners seemed like the best place to start so I headed to the county courthouse, which was just across the town square from the restaurant where we had dined.

Walking into the building the first thing I did was look at the building directory, and I quickly found a listing indicating where the real estate records section was and headed in that direction.  Entering the office, I didn’t see anyone on duty but walked up to the counter and saw a note on the counter which said, Be Right Back, so I took a seat and waited patiently.  It had been about fifteen minutes and I was growing impatient. I had played with my smartphone all that I wanted and was hoping for some customer service.

Just as I stood up, planning to go down the hall to a neighboring office and raise hell, the door opened and a young man in his early twenties, right about my age entered the office.  About 5’11 with medium brown hair and eyes he had a slight muscular build and was nice looking for a man, despite the fact that I did not swing that direction or had not historically anyway.

Smiling at me he said, “I am so sorry, I hope you’ve not been waiting long,” he said sincerely as he looked at me with his piercing blue eyes.

Disarmed by his sincerity I said, “Just a couple of minutes, but you’re here now and that’s all that matters.”

“How may I help you today?” he responded.

“I wanted to do some research on a property and find out who were the previous owners.”

“That’s pretty easy, come on over here and have a seat,” he said.

I followed him over to a wooden desk with a computer workstation on it and sat down on the side opposite of it from him.

“What’s the address of the property?” he asked.

“It’s 403 Old Masonic Road.”

Looking at me he said, “Ah, I can see you’re inquiring about my neighbor, or my former neighbor, should I say.”

“Really?” I asked.

“That’s right, I live next door at 401, or should I say I live with my parents next door at that address.”

“I live at 403.””

“That’s great, are you the new neighbors?”

“That’s right, me and my mom.”

“Well welcome to the neighborhood, I’m Cole,” he said as we shook hands.

“Dana,” I said.

“Great to meet you Dana.”

“I’ve not seen anyone over at your property since we moved in.  I wasn’t sure if anyone even lived there.”

“We had been away for the last week and we just got home from the trip last night.”

“That would explain it,” I said.  “I also met the neighbors on the other side of me a short while ago.”

“I bet you were eating at the café and met Neil or Annabelle.”

“That’s right, both.  Boy, you can’t keep anything a secret in a small town.”

“Not around here you can’t.  If somebody drops a napkin on the north side of town everyone knows about it on the south side of town before it even hits the ground.”

We both laughed at his comment.

“Do you work here full time?” I asked.

“No, I’m in my last year in college.  I work here part-time.”

“That’s cool.” I said.

“What about you?  What brings you to town?”

“My mom took a job here and I came with her.”

“Cool.  What does your mom do?” he asked.

“She’s ER Director at Four Points Regional Medical Center.”

“A doctor?”

I nodded and said, “Hmmm. Everyone always seems to be amazed when someone’s a doctor it seems.”

“Yeah, I guess so.  You know, I’ve always thought being a doctor would be kind of cool, probably why I’m on the premed track at school.”

“Wow, so you’re probably getting ready to take your MCAT and start applying to medical schools.”

“Pretty soon.  So, what about you Dana?  Do you work?  Going to school?”

“Well, I just got out of the Army after four years, helped my mom move here, and I’m thinking about going to school.”

“Gonna attend college here locally?”

“I’m thinking about it, if I can get in anywhere.  At this point I’ve not applied to any school as everything happened so fast.  Two weeks before I got off active duty mom told me she was moving and all I could do was finish up, get home, and help her move.”

“Did you take any classes in the Army?” he asked.

Nodding I said, “I did, I’ve probably got close to 60 hours.”

“Then you’re a transfer student, and that’ll help a lot no matter where you decide to apply.”

“I hope so.”

As we sat there, we started to stare at one another, saying nothing, and I couldn’t even explain why.  Finally breaking our gaze I asked, “So Cole, do you think you can help me find out about the previous owners?”

Looking at his computer screen he said, “I can.  The person that was living there was Dawn Mills who lived there about five years.  She bought the place from her mother, a Loretta Ray who lived there for forty years according to the deed.”

Turning toward me, he said, “Now, here’s what’s not in the computer.  Seems like I recall that Ms. Ray left after her husband passed away five years ago, and moved to Phoenix where she lived until last year when she moved back to the local area.  Last I heard was that she was living in Center Point, which is not too far away from here.”

“I’m sure you don’t have an address?  For Ms. Mills or Ms. Ray?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “No, but I know how you can find her.  Head on over to the Murray Law Firm, it’s on the square near Peggy’s Café.  Dad’s got a title company that also closes real estate deals, and he just happened to close that one.  I bet he has Dawn’s contact information and I’m sure she has her mother’s phone number and address.”

“You are so smart,” I said, “You definitely know what’s going on around here.”

Leaning forward he said, “I think you and I are going to be good friends.”

With a perplexed look on my face I asked, “Why do you say that?”

“Because you think I’m smart.”

We both chuckled at his comment.

“Just tell him I sent you and that you’re our new neighbor.  If he gives you any trouble just text me and I’ll take care of the rest,” and with that he took a business card, turned it over, and wrote a phone number on the back of it and slid it across the desk to me.

Standing up I said, “Cole you are the greatest, and I don’t know how to thank you.”

“Not to worry, I’m just doing my job.”

Shaking hands with him I said, “Well, I guess I owe you a favor.  If you ever need anything let me know.”

“I’ll see you around neighbor,” he said.


Chapter 8

The Murray Law Firm had a sign in the windows indicating they would return at 9:00 a.m. in the morning which clearly meant I was finished with my research for the day, so it was obviously time to head home.  I took my phone out and just as I was getting ready to fire up the Suber App to order a ride home I heard a female voice, “Dana,” and as I turned around there was Annabelle walking down the street toward me.

As she walked up to me, I said, “Hi, how are you Annabelle?”

“So, I see you’re out exploring Four Points,” she said.

“Yep, I wanted to visit the Murray Law Firm, but they’re clearly closed for the day,” I said pointing to the sign in the window.

“Pretty common.  If somebody needs to close for the day they just put a sign in the window and go home.”

“Do you do that over at the café?” I asked.

Shaking her head she said, “I’m afraid not, we just can’t get away with that in the restaurant business.”

“That’s too bad.”

“So, where you off to?” she asked.

“Since this office is closed, I guess I’ll get a ride share and head home.”

“I just got off work for the day and am heading home myself.  Want a ride?”

“If you’re sure it’s not trouble.”

Waving her hand, she said, “Nah, I live next door to you, no trouble at all.”

We walked to where the car was parked, got in and began the journey home.  As we started driving, she began to point out landmarks of the local area telling me all about them as she drove.  She’d grown up in Four Points and was definitely a native of the area.

“So, what did you need from the Murray Law Office?” she asked.

Before I could answer she said, “Oh my God, pretend like I didn’t ask that last question, please.”

Looking at her I asked, “Why?”

“That makes me sound like I’m a typical Four Points busybody, and I definitely don’t want to be in that category.  We’ve got enough people in this town with no life that make a full-time job out of knowing what everyone else’s business is, and I’m not going to be one of them.”

Laughing I said, “It’s fine.  I actually wanted to try and track down the previous owners of our house.  I wanted to ask them some questions about the place.”

“Like what?” she asked, and then immediately said, “Once again, pretend I didn’t even ask that.”

“Annabelle you are so funny,” I said.

Not wanting to tell her that I found a necklace that had changed me into a woman I figured I would come up with something else versus disclosing that bit of information.

“It’s no big deal, I wanted to ask them about the bookshelves in the office.  They’re made of a special cherry wood and mom wanted to find out where they purchased them.”

“And the law office has that information?”

I nodded and said, “I found out that they closed the deal when mom bought the place, and a nice young gentleman named Cole Murray told me that would be a good place to start.”

“Oh my God, he is so cute, don’t you think?”

Not knowing how I should respond as I had not yet become attracted to males I decided to go with a neutral answer and said, “He seemed very nice.”

“I don’t know about you, but I think he’s dreamy.  However, it seems like every time that I run across him he is cordial but never talks to me for very long, maybe he’s just not interested in me.”

“Annabelle I wouldn’t worry about it, I’m sure he’s just busy going to school and working and stuff.  He told me he’s finishing his last year in college this year and will be applying to medical school, and with mom being a doctor and all we chatted about that for a bit.”

“You are so lucky,” she said.

“How so?”

“Your mom is a physician, which is what he wants to become. That gives you an automatic in, a leg up on me.  I bet he’ll be asking you out in no time.”

“I just met him today, and if he asks me out how do you know that I will even accept.”

“Girl he’s just too hot of a piece of ass to turn a date down with, that’s what I think anyway.”

I just sat there and shook my head.

“We attend the same school, Midwestern Central State.  I see him around and occasionally we say hi but that’s about it.”

“Is that a good school?  That was one of the colleges I am interested in attending.”

“It is?  That would be awesome if you went there.  So you’ve not applied?” she asked.

“No, our move out here was kind of a whirlwind and everything happened so fast.  I guess I need to go online and apply if I’m interested in getting in.  By the way, what’s your major Annabelle?”

“I’m majoring in Hospitality Management, believe it or not.”

“Awesome that fits right in with the family business doesn’t it?” I asked.

Nodding, she said unenthusiastically, “It does.  I majored in it with a little nudging from dad.”

“You don’t sound super thrilled about it.”

“Yeah, I’m not.  I finished high school and dad insisted I go to college and I did, despite the fact that I had no idea what I was even remotely interested in doing.  On the plus side dad has paid for everything thus far so I’m debt free, which is more than most kids these days.  So, tell me about you, what are you interested in majoring in?”

“Psychology,” I said.

“That’s kind of a good general middle of the road degree.”

“When I was in the Army, I was a med tech and worked in the mental health clinic ….”

“Girl, you were in the Army?” she asked exuberantly.

Nodding I said, “I was.”

“That is so cool.  Did you ever kill anyone?”

Looking at her seriously I said, “Only if they deserved it,” and after a few seconds I busted out laughing and she joined in.

“Dana you almost had me going there for a second.”

“I did not kill anyone, well not many.”

“So, as you were saying.”

“Anyway, I was stationed almost my entire time in the Army at Fort Hood.”

“Where is that?”

“It’s near Killeen, Texas.”

“Sorry to seem so dense,” she said, “But where is that?”

“Have you heard of Austin?”

“Now that I’ve heard of,” she said.

“It’s about an hour north of Austin.  So, like I said I spend most of my time there.  Fort Hood is one of the top places in the Army where no one wants to be stationed.  However, I made the best of it, did my time and got out.”

“I think that’s awesome that you were in the Army.  Personally, I think I would be afraid to go in the military.”

“It’s really not that big of a deal.”

“I think you’re just being modest.  Anyway, earlier you were telling me that you want to study Psychology?”

“Yes, I want to get a B.S., and then work on my Doctorate so I can open my own psychology practice one day.”

“So, you would be okay getting up, going to work, and listening to people’s problems every day?” she asked.

“Yes, I think it would be interesting.”

“Better you than me.”

The next thing I knew we had arrived at the road that cut off from the main highway that led up to our houses, and she proceeded up our circular driveaway and stopped in front of our house.

“I can’t thank you enough for the ride,” I said.

“Any time.”

I got out of the car and said, “Thanks again.”

“You bet, and if you ever want to hang out send me a text, I’m just across the lawn.”

“I’ll do it.  See you,” and I closed her car door, gave her a final wave which she returned and then she slowly drove away.


Chapter 9

That night I got online and applied to Midwestern Central State, even though I’d never set foot on campus and the only thing I knew about it was what I’d read on their website.  My motivating factors were that I already knew two people that attended there, Annabelle and Cole.  Secondly, I needed to apply somewhere right now since school would start soon, and I couldn’t wait any longer.

After finishing my online application and submitting it, I looked at the clock and saw that it was about 7:00 p.m. and I was a bit hungry.  Rustling around the kitchen I began to look through the pantry as well as the refrigerator and realized that I should have done a little grocery shopping before I left town, as supplies were running a little low.

To cook or not to cook, that was the question.  I then remembered the local pizza place that delivered food to us a couple of days ago.  Thinking back, it was okay, but not marvelous by any means.  Perhaps, if I had a few beers before it arrived, it would taste much better, which was a trick that I learned in the Army.

All of a sudden, I received a text message from mom saying, I just wanted to check-in and see how you were doing

Doing fine mom.  Getting a little hungry and considering my food options, but otherwise fine

Glad to hear it, should be off work in about five hours, hopefully

Mom don’t worry about me I’m okay.  I think you’re just worried about me because I got turned into a girl, I typed.

Well Dana, you have to admit, that does not happen every day

Looking up and the ceiling and then back down I replied, you are absolutely correct, I can’t argue with that

Okay sweetie see you later.  Let me know if you need anything

I’ll do it mom

I love you Dana

Being a good son, or should I now say daughter I sent the expected reply of, Love you too mom

Lying my phone back down on the kitchen counter I was once again faced with the dilemma of ordering pizza from the crappy pizza place or not ordering pizza from the crappy pizza place, that was the question.

All of a sudden, my phone dinged again and I picked it up off the counter to see who was texting me now.  To my surprise it was Annabelle.

Hey Dana, just wanted to check in and see what you were doing

I replied, trying to figure out my dinner options.  Don’t know if I should pop some ramen in the microwave or order pizza

Can I come over right now? She asked

Shrugging my shoulders, I typed, Come on over

I don’t think two minutes had elapsed when the doorbell rang.

Heading to the door I opened it and there stood Annabelle with a pizza box in one hand and a bottle of wine and her purse in the other.

“You up for dinner?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, let me help you with that stuff,” I said relieving her of the wine bottle.

As she entered, I noticed that she had changed and was now wearing jeans that looked like she’d just been poured into and was sporting a dainty little blue top that showed her mid-section.  Not being at work she’d also liberated her hair from the bun it had been in earlier and it now rested upon her shoulders.  It was impossible not to notice how pretty she was.

“Come on in the kitchen,” I said.

Making our way to the kitchen I began to look through the drawers frantically.

“What are you looking for?”

“A corkscrew,” I replied and then continued my search.

“Hey,” she said, and as I looked up she took her hand, put it on the top of the bottle and made a counter clockwise motion and showed me the cap.

“It screws off.”

We both chuckled at the incident and I then said, “Let me get us a couple of plates.”

“Oh, and wine glasses,” she said.

“Red or white?”

“It’s loaded with meat and the wine is a merlot so ….”

“Two red glasses coming right up.”

Reaching up into the cabinet and getting the glasses was more of a chore than I thought it would be because when you’ve lost several inches of height you have to stand on your tiptoes.

Setting the glasses on the counter she immediately started pouring wine into them and from the looks of it, a lot.

“Annabelle I think you gave me over five ounces.”

Holding up her glass and looking at it she said, “I think you’re right, but I gave myself over five ounces as well.  It’s okay girl, we’re not driving.”

I held my glass up and said, “Cheers,” and we clinked glasses and she said, “Here’s to new friends,” and we both took a sip.

“Let’s eat,” I said.

We sat at the bar in the kitchen and began to consume our pizza and chatted between mouthfuls.

After the two of us consumed the pizza we remained in the kitchen and talked, and after a bit we decided to move into the living room, with our bottle of wine, where we sat down together on the couch.

I was definitely starting to feel the effects of the alcohol, which was strange to me, as it did not seem like I was holding my liquor well, so to speak. 

“I’m feeling a little lightheaded from the wine,” I said, “I wonder why.  I’ve not had that much.”

“What do you mean?  You’ve had the equivalent of a couple of glasses.  What do you expect?” she said.

Then it hit me, I was now much smaller and more petite and lacked the body mass that I normally carried.  Of course, I was feeling it!

“Whew, how are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m alright, a little buzzed but fine.”

The alcohol was working on me, because sitting there looking at her I noticed how pretty she was with her long dark hair and eyes and how full her lips were, and with the lipstick she was wearing they were especially pronounced.  It also appeared that she probably had a nice rack beneath her top but I tried not to be too obvious as I gawked at her, but then again she was hard not to look at.

“Is everything okay?” she asked.

Nodding I asked, “Sure, why?”

“It seemed like you were staring at me.”

Thinking fast, and I don’t know how I came up with it so quickly I said, “Oh no, it’s just, I love that shade of lipstick that you’re wearing.  It’s really nice.”

Smiling she said, “Thank you, I ordered it online, it’s the greatest shade of pink isn’t it?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, it’s great.”

“Hold on a sec,” she said as she went into the kitchen, quickly returning with her purse which she sat down on the coffee table.  She then dug through her handbag and produced a tube of lipstick.

“Here, try some,” she said as she offered me the lipstick.

What have I gotten myself into now?  It was bad enough being turned into a girl but it’s looking like this is going to be a full-fledged lifestyle change.

“Oh no, I couldn’t.”

“Girl, you don’t think I’ve got cooties, do you?”

“Annabelle, I don’t think that at all.”

Slipping off her shoes she got on her knees and nudged up next to me on the couch and said, “Turn toward me.”

Complying with her request she took her lipstick and prepared to start applying it to me but then said, “This isn’t going to work.  I need you straight on, turn toward me.”

Turning to my left I moved into a cross legged position and was now facing her.

“Much better,” she said, “Now, slightly part your lips.”

I opened up my lips and she began to apply the lipstick slowly.  It must have taken about twenty seconds or so but next thing I knew she said, “Voila, you look wonderful.”

She then took a small mirror out of her purse and handed it to me so I could see my new application of lipstick.

Looking at myself I said, “It looks great, thank you.”

Still sitting there together on the couch facing one another Annabelle just looked at me, and I her, and after a few moments of silence she took her right hand and brushed it down the side of my face and said, “You know Dana, you are so pretty.”

Was she coming onto me?

Smiling I said, “Thank you, I was just thinking the same about you.”

“You were?”

“Mm hmmm,” I noticed that this afternoon when I met you.

“At the restaurant with my hair up you thought that?”

I nodded and said, “I did, and you have the fullest, most beautiful lips, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

Laughing and throwing her hair back with her hand she said, “No, I don’t mind you saying that at all.”

We sat there in awkward silence for a moment when she asked, “Does it sound like our conversation is getting a little lesbian?”

At that point I had to choose what I was going to say carefully, because if I played my cards right, I might be getting laid.  Now, I didn’t have the basic equipment I’d always had but was prepared to give it a whirl with what I did have.

Laughing I said, “I don’t think so, we’re just two friends spending time together, and there’s nothing wrong with that is there?” and I then took a bit of her hair between my fingers and said, “You’ve got the most beautiful dark hair,” and then released it.

Still sitting very close together on the couch facing one another she asked, “I know we just met today, and this might seem like a personal question, so you don’t have to answer if you don’t want, okay?”

“Okay.”

“I know being in the Army you’ve probably lived a lot more than me and had more real life experiences.”

Rolling my eyes up and the ceiling and then back down I said, “I could see why you would say that.”

“Well, Dana, during that time I know you were probably in a lot of unique situations, like I said, way more than me living here in Four Points.”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever, or should I ask, thought about being with a girl?”

At that point I think my panties were probably pretty wet if not soaked.  I’d been excited enough from just sitting there on the couch with her, but when she asked that question, I just knew I was getting ready to go muff diving.

Looking into her big dark beautiful eyes I asked, “How about you Annabelle, you answer first.”

Laughing slightly, she said, “I guess I’m what you might call curious, if that makes any sense?”

I nodded and she then said, “Okay, now you.”

“I think curious is an accurate word for me too.”

“I wouldn’t want to be with just any girl, she’d have to be pretty, someone I was attracted to, if you know what I mean,” and she then took her right hand and put it on my left shoulder near my neck.

“If the two of you were on a date, maybe sitting on a couch together after having dinner and little wine, how would you approach her and let her know that you were interested?” I asked.

I then put my left hand on her shoulder and began to caress it and as I did, she said, “I would do something just like that.”

We slowly began to move toward one another and suddenly our lips touched and the feel of her flesh against mine filled me with excitement, and her full lips against mine felt just as good as I imagined they would.  After a few seconds she opened her mouth and our tongues were quickly intertwined, and as we continued kissing our hands began to travel over one another’s bodies increasing the heat in our make out session to an even higher level. 

Annabelle then took my right hand by the wrist and moved it up under her top and I quickly discovered that she was not wearing a bra as my palm was now on top of her hardened nipple.  Wasting no time at all she pushed her hand up under my dress and started to massage me through my thong, and as she did, I said, “Oh Annabelle, that feels so good.”

“Girl, you are so wet,” she whispered into my ear, and then pushed my thong to the side and pushed her middle finger inside me as far as it would go.

This caused me to cry out gently with pleasure, and the next thing I knew I heard the beeping of the alarm that is customary when someone enters a house with an alarm system, and apparently so did Annabelle, which caused her to quickly remove her finger from me.

“Dana, what was that?” Annabelle asked.

“Mom is that you?” I called out.

At that point I was scrambling to get my dress pulled down as mom would clearly be walking into the living room any second.  The last thing I wanted was for her to get the impression that I’d been fooling around with Annabelle, even though I sort of had been.

“Honey, it’s me,” I heard mom announce.

By the time mom walked into the living room we were both sitting on the couch in normal position and she entered I said, “Hey mom, you’re home early.”

Nodding she said, “It was a little slow and I was able to leave early.  How’s it going here?”

“Mom, you remember Annabelle from the restaurant?”

“Hi Dr. Nicholas,” Annabelle said as she sat there smiling at mom as though nothing in the world had been going on, despite the fact that she’d just been fondling her daughter.

“Good to see you too.  What have you guys been up to?”

“Oh, Annabelle and I decided to have dinner together.”

“How nice, what did you have?” mom asked.

“We had pizza,” I said.

Looking at the bottle on the living room coffee table mom said, “And apparently some wine as well I see.”

“Mom!” I exclaimed, we’re both over 21 and nobody is driving.

“Did I say a word?” she asked defensively and then smiled.

Standing up and slipping her shoes on, Annabelle said, “I think I’d better get going.”

“You don’t have to leave on my account,” mom said.

Shaking her head she said, “I’m not, I need to help dad open in the morning, so I’d probably better think about getting to bed because the alarm on my bedside table will be ringing before I know it.”

“I’ll walk you out,” I said.

Annabelle and I walked to the front door, stepped out onto the porch and I closed the door behind us.  The night was dark but the illumination from the moon provided enough light where I could see her standing there beside me.

“I had a good time tonight,” she said as she put both of her hands on my shoulders.

“So, did I,” and I wrapped my arms around her neck.

Looking down and then back up she said, “You know, I’ve never done anything like that before, with a girl.”

“Then what caused you to tonight?”

“I don’t know, I guess you’re just irresistible.  Do you regret it?”

I shook my head gently and said, “Not at all,” and I kissed her gently on the lips.

“So, maybe we’ll finish what we started?  Soon?” and then an impish smile came to her face.

“I’d like that.  Sorry about my mom coming home.”

“It’s okay,” and then she gave me a wet passionate kiss for a few seconds and then broke our embrace and began walking down the stairs toward the driveway.

Reaching the bottom of the stairs she turned around and looked back up at me and I said, “Thanks for the wine and pizza.”

“Any time,” and she then turned and began walking down the drive.

“Text me when you get home and let me know you made it safely.”

I sat down on the porch and watched her as she walked away, thinking about the brief passionate encounter that the two of us had that evening.  As I pondered the unique experience, I’d just had I wondered if we would actually get together again, or if it was just a one-time thing.  However, the one thing I did know was that I was attracted to her and wanted to see her again, that much was certain.  Gazing down the drive, I watched her form become smaller and smaller as she faded into the distance, and then I could see her no more.

Heading back into the house I closed the door and set the alarm, and then headed into the kitchen where I found mom cleaning up the dinner dishes and wine glasses.

“So, you and your new friend had a good time tonight?”

I nodded, “We did. She’s very nice.”

“When I walked in you two looked surprised, like I was disturbing you.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Mom, we were just surprised.  I thought you weren’t getting home until after midnight, and you showed up at 9:00 p.m.  That’s all.”

I sat down at the bar in the kitchen facing toward her where she was washing the dishes and then asked, “How was work?”

Smiling at me she said, “Work was work.  A little slow, that’s why I headed home.”

“I don’t guess me changing into a girl was a factor in you taking off a little early?”

“Dana, I’m not going to lie, it was a factor.  I’m a mom, and it’s normal to worry about one’s son when they’ve just been changed into a young woman.”

Rolling my eyes upward and bobbing my head from side to side I then looked back down and said, “Okay, I can see that.”

“So, what did you do after we split up at the restaurant?”

“Oh, I got a brainstorm.”

Mom had now finished the dishes and came over and took a seat beside me.  Sitting down she placed a cup of tea with a teabag string hanging over the side onto the counter and said, “Do tell.”

“You know how I found the necklace behind the bookcase wall?”

She nodded and said, “Mmmm hmmm.”

“I figured the best place to start would be by talking to the prior owners, however many there had been, and see if they had any knowledge of the necklace.  To find them, I would need to find out who the prior owner or owners were.”

“And?” she asked.

“So, I went to the courthouse and talked with a guy named Cole, who just happens to be our other next-door neighbor.  He told me that his dad’s law firm actually closed the deal when you bought the house, and he told me to go over and see his dad and see what information he had on file.”

“Great idea.”

“Unfortunately, he had closed for the day when I got there, so I got on my phone and was about ready to order a car to come home when I ran into Annabelle. She was nice enough to offer me a ride.”

“And you hung out the rest of the day?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, she dropped me off and we got together later.  Oh, by the way, I applied to one of the local colleges.”

“You did? Which one?”

“Midwestern Central State, it’s right here in the Four Points area.”

“Good for you.  What made you choose that one?”

“Well, that’s where Annabelle goes and that guy that I met today, Cole, attends there too.  So, I figured since I hadn’t applied anywhere and I already knew two people going there, that this was as good a place as any.”

“Sounds like you had a good day.”

“I did.  So, my plan for tomorrow is to go back to the law firm and see if they have an address for Dawn Mills, who you bought the house from.  You never met her, did you?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, everything was mailed to me and after signing all the documents I overnighted the documents back.  However, I do have a copy of all the paperwork.  Maybe we could look through it?”

“That would be great.”

“Be right back,” mom said and then headed down the hall to her office, and within a couple of minutes she returned carrying a large legal-size envelope. 

Taking the papers out of the envelope we began looking through them hoping to find information on where the previous owner had moved.

“Wait, I think I’ve found something,” mom said.

Showing me the paper, she was looking she said, “This is the settlement statement, and here is Dawn Mills address.”

Pointing at it with my forefinger I said, “Mom, it looks like she lives in Center Point.”

“Yes, it does, doesn’t it?”

“Cole at the courthouse said that Dawn’s mom lived there so I guess it’s logical that she moved there too.  Maybe to look after her in her old age?”

“Makes sense.  When I’m old one day will you move to be close to me so you can see about me?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Naaa, I’m just going to stick you in an old folk’s home.”

She and I both laughed at my comment.

“So, mom, you know Neil that you met at the restaurant today?  Annabelle’s dad?” I asked in a suggestive tone.

“Oh boy, I know what you’re going to say.”

“What?” I asked throwing my hands up.

“You’re going to say that there was a little chemistry in the air between us, or something like that.”

“Mom, if you like him and he likes you there’s nothing wrong with that.”

“I know, but I’ve not dated in so long. I wouldn’t even know how.”

With a serious look on my face I said, “Mom, I’m pretty sure the basics will come back to you once you start, but that’s the key, you have to take the first step.”

“We’ll see.  Oh, by the way, I’m off tomorrow and thought maybe we could spend a little time together.”

“That’s cool, what do you think we should do?” I asked.

“There are a couple of things we could do.  We could run over to Center Point and you could see if you could find Dawn Mills and find out more about the mysterious necklace.”

“That sounds like a good idea.”

“Also, we need to take you shopping and get you some clothes to wear.”

“Why can’t I wear yours until I get changed back?”

“Honey, for one we don’t know for a fact that we are going to be able to change you back, and two you’re going to need a wardrobe that a young woman would wear, not a woman in her mid-forties, despite that we are close to the same size.”

Crossing my arms, I said, “I can’t believe you won’t share your clothes with me mom!”

“Sweetie, you don’t even have your own bras and panties, which are very personal items, so we need to take you shopping.  There are quite a few things that you need.”

“I’ve only been a female for a day and you’re already trying to turn me into a woman.”

“Baby, you are a woman.  Plus, you’re probably going to need some other personal items, but we will tend to that tomorrow.”

Knowing that she was correct, and I truly was a woman, it might be time for me to face the fact that this might be something that I have to get used to, like it or not.

“What about this?  We head over to Center Point in the morning, and if we don’t make any progress over there and find out how to change me back, then I’ll let you take me shopping.  Deal?”

“Deal.”

“Oh, and by the way mom, in the morning I’ll probably need to borrow one more outfit and a change of underwear as well if that’s okay.”

“That’s fine.  Oh, and before bed I’ll loan you a nightgown, so you’ll have something to sleep in.”

Oh boy!  This just never ends.

“That’s ok mom, I can sleep in one of my t-shirts.”


Chapter 10

It was about 10 a.m. when we got out of the car and started up the sidewalk toward the home of Dawn Mills. With this being our only lead, I was hopeful that she might know something about the strange necklace which had been responsible for my transformation.

The house was painted light blue, had a real front porch where you could sit out and watch the world go by, and a decorative metal U.S. flag on the side of the house.  There was also a washtub full of colorful flowers at the base of the porch that added a nice touch as well.  The place was truly All-American.

“You look very nice today,” mom said.

“Mom, with some of your comments you almost make me think you’d have preferred to have a daughter instead of a son.”

Looking at me with a frown she said, “Dana!”

“Well, ever since this happened you keep saying how cute I look and how pretty I am and all that.  Now that I think about it, why did you decide to name me Dana?”

Mom stopped walking and turned toward me and as she did, I stopped walking as well.

“Since this started, I have been nothing but supportive and have helped you in every way that I know how.  I know you’re not happy about this and I understand, but don’t you feel that you’re taking out your frustration on me?”

Looking down and then back up I said, “Mom, I’m sorry.  You’re right, you’ve been nothing but great through this entire thing, and if I’ve seemed ungrateful or short-tempered, I would like to apologize.  I love you mom and don’t know what I would do without you.”

Mom gave me a hug, sniffled a little bit and said, “Oh baby, I love you so much.”

“And thanks for fixing me up with some more clothes because if it weren’t for you doing that, I would have nothing to wear.”

“You’re welcome.  It was great that you were able to fit into those jeans, and that top looks spectacular on you as well.”

When I started putting the jeans on, the first thing I thought was that it was going to choke my junk and they were going to be uncomfortable.  However, after putting them on I figured out that when you don’t have male equipment, they’re not so bad after all.

“Also, thanks for helping me with my hair and makeup.  It’ll be a pain in the ass if I have to put it on every morning but I sure look better with it than not, so I appreciate it.”

Walking up the steps we rang the doorbell and stood there and waited.  After about twenty seconds had elapsed we rang it again but no one answered the door.

We walked back down the steps and as we arrived at the bottom I said to mom, “I guess there is no one home.”

“Maybe they’re at work or something,” she said.

We walked back down the sidewalk to the car and had not yet opened the doors when an elderly man in a straw hat approached us.

“Can I help you folks?”

“Yes,” I said, “We’re looking for Dawn Mills.”

“She’s not here.  Won’t be back for five days, she went on a cruise.”

I looked at mom and said, “Darn it.  I guess we’ll have to come back on Saturday then.”

“I’m her neighbor and am looking after the place while she’s gone.  Oh, by the way, I’m Bob Evans, but everybody calls me Peanut.”

“Good to meet you Peanut, I’m Natalie, and this is my s…., daughter Dana.”

“Great to meet you folks.  Would you like to leave a message and I’ll pass it on?” he said.

“That’s okay,” I said, “We bought the house Dawn used to live in Four Points and just had some questions about the property.”

“I’ll certainly pass that on,” he said.

Mom and I started to get in the car when I stopped and asked, “Oh, by the way, I think Dawn has a mother that lives here in town if I’m not mistaken and I wonder if you might know her.”

“Loretta Ray,” he said.

“Yes sir, that’s right.  Would you know her address?”

“Yes ma’am I do, but that ain’t gonna do you much good.”

“Why’s that?” mom asked.

“She on the cruise with her daughter Dawn,” he said.

“Thanks for your help Mr. Evans,” I said, and he quickly replied, “You’re welcome, and call me Peanut.”

**********

Four Points to Center Point was only about a thirty-minute drive and on the way back there was an outlet mall, so we decided to get off the interstate and see what all it had to offer.

The first order of business was to get something to eat, which was fine by me as I was starved.  There was a national chain restaurant on the edge of the mall perimeter, so we stopped, went in, and got a table.  The place was slightly busy but not overrun, so hopefully it would not take too long to get service.  After being greeted by the waitress we perused the menu, which seemed to have a lot of nice things to choose from.

After eating we walked out of the restaurant and looked across the parking lot at the mall and mom asked, “Where to begin?”


Chapter 11

I had no idea that shopping for clothes as a woman could be such a chore and take so long and it was 4 p.m. when we got back to the house.  Mom and I both had our hands full as we entered the house, and then I had to make an extra trip to the car to bring the rest of my purchases inside.  Dumping everything on my bed I said to mom, “Whew, I had no idea that shopping could be so exhausting.”

“It’s not normally dear, but we had to buy you absolutely everything.”

“I guess.”

“Why don’t we take the price tags off this stuff and start washing it?  That way you can start wearing your new wardrobe as soon as tomorrow,” she said.

It seemed like it took us forever to get the price tags off my new clothes, but finally we were done and started our first load of laundry which included my unmentionables, aka underwear.  I did end up buying several bras, which were the lacy kind, as that’s what mom recommended.  Believe it or not I did elect to buy thongs versus regular panties, reason being that after I wore thongs for a day and a half, I’d actually gotten used to them and decided they were not so bad after all.  For the life of me I never thought I would be buying women’s underwear, especially for myself, but that just proves you never know what lies ahead of you when you wake up each day.

Anyway, in addition to my underwear purchases mom bought me makeup, necklaces, bracelets, earrings, some cheap costume rings, tops, jeans, dresses, a couple of belts.  I also ended up with several pairs of shoes, more than I wanted, as mom insisted a young woman needed to have an adequate selection for any occasion. 

Oh, and believe it or not I also got a bikini, which I thought was totally unnecessary, but once again mom said I might want to go swimming at some point and a girl needs swimwear.  At the store I tried on the string bikini and then walked out of the dressing room to show it to mom, and asked, “What do you think?”

As I did I noticed a man in his late 30’s sitting in a nearby chair, clearly waiting on his wife, who broke his gaze with his smartphone and turned it toward me, and as he did his mouth fell open slightly.

“Oh Dana, you look great.  You’ll sure turn some heads with that.  Turn around and let me see the back too.”  As I did, she said, “You’ve definitely fill out those bottoms and a little bit of your rear is pooching out the bottom.  Have you always had that curvy of a butt?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I think it’s more of a recent development mom.”

Then turning toward, the man in the chair she asked him, “Sir, what do you think?”

“Ummm, very nice,” he replied and then smiled.

Standing there I noticed that he was not able to take his eyes off of me, a feeling which I understood all too well, because a few days ago I was just like him.  In a way I didn’t like how he was looking at me because I knew what was going on inside him, that feeling of sexual hunger you get, when a beautiful female body is standing in front of you.  However, I could not condemn him because it’s natural, automatic, and beyond the control of a man and is built into his biology to perpetuate the species.  In those few seconds while all this was going through my head, I had to admit that on another plane, I did kind of like it.  The way he was drawn to me and couldn’t stop staring at my petite female body wearing only a few strips of fabric to cover up my most intimate parts, was actually a bit of a turn on as strange as that sounds.  I know me saying on one hand I was offended and on another I liked it and was turned on by it sounds contradictory, but then again, I had become a woman, right?

Deciding I was going to test the waters a bit I walked over in front of him, smiled, and asked, “So you think it’s okay?” and then I slowly twirled around until I was facing him again.

“Yes, you look great,” he said with a great big grin on his face.

Licking my lips, I smiled and said, “Thanks for your help,” and then walked back past mom who rolled her eyes up in her head as I passed her and returned to the dressing room.

After the first load of laundry finished mom showed me how to hang up my bras to dry and that was a good thing as personally, I would have just thrown them in the dryer and called it a day.  However, that’s apparently not what you are supposed to do to get maximum life out of them.

As mom and I were working on the rest of the laundry she said, “I noticed what you were doing at the store when you were trying on the swimsuit.”

Looking at her as though I didn’t know what she was talking about I asked, “What do you mean mom?”

Smiling at me with a coy look on her face she said, “You know what I’m talking about young lady.”

We both laughed at the same time and I said, “I was just having a little harmless fun, that’s all.”

“So, how did it feel?”

“What?”

Nodding she asked, “How did it feel when you flirted, you know, as a girl, to a boy?”

“Mom!  Like I said, I was just having a little fun.  What makes you think I was feeling anything at all?”

“Because I saw that look on your face when you first saw him looking at you, and then again as you walked over in front of him and spun around, waiting for a reaction, and when he gave you one I noticed how your face lit up.”

I had to hand it to her, she was pretty observant, but I guess when you’re in the business she’s in you get good at reading people’s body language and actions.  Pausing, I finally said, “Mom, it’s alarming that you were able to see that, and in a way, it makes me feel a little uncomfortable, that you can read me like that.”

Smiling she said, “I always want you to feel comfortable around me sweetie, after all, I’m your mom.”

Pausing, I then said, “Up until a couple of days ago, I had lived my entire life as a guy.  I’ve dressed like a man, had girlfriends, everything, you know?”

She nodded.

“But, when I walked out of that dressing room and that guy was sitting there looking at me wearing that bikini, something happened that I never expected.  I liked it mom.  I don’t know if that means I’ve always secretly been gay and didn’t know it, but I really liked the attention I was receiving, as strange as that sounds.  I dug it so much I walked over to him and rotated around so he could see my ass so he could flatter me some more, as you saw.”

“And how did that make you feel afterward Dana?”

“Awesome.”

Nodding she asked, “Were you attracted to him?”

Shaking my head I said, “Initially I didn’t think so and am still not totally sure, but the more he looked at me, and complimented me, the more I liked it and thought how he seemed like a nice guy.”

Pausing for a moment I said, “I don’t know if that really answered your question,” and went back to folding laundry.

“You did,” mom said.

After a few moments mom said, “Now that you are a biological female you may notice certain changes starting to occur as far as the way you look at men.”

“Is this in relation to what we were just talking about?”

“It is.”

“Mom, are you getting ready to say that because I’m now a girl I may begin to develop an interest in men?  Is that what you are thinking?”

“I don’t think we can rule it out, especially based on what we just talked about, and I just think you should be prepared.”

“Mom, despite what happened ….”

Cutting me off she said, “I know honey, just hear me out on this okay?”

I nodded.

“You have lived your life as a male, and your brain is tuned to operate as such, but all I’m saying is as you get used to your new life your body may be generating chemicals that change the way you think and act when it comes to sexual partners.  This is something you should not be ashamed of nor be in denial of either. And, if it happens that you are drawn to the opposite sex, men, it is perfectly natural based on your biology.  I’m not telling you if that’s the way it is or that’s the way it’s going to be or I approve or I don’t, none of that, as I just want to help guide you through this, and you know that I love you regardless of what orientation you are.”

I sat there in silence as I processed what mom had said and realized that there was an ounce of truth in what she’d just said, despite the fact that I didn’t want to admit it to myself.  I had enjoyed flirting with that man earlier that afternoon and had really loved the attention, more than anything, but did not understand why, and on top of that I wanted more.  Then I thought back to the previous evening with Annabelle and thought about my experience with her and asked myself what I liked more, my evening with her or the attention I’d gotten from that man at the store.  As I processed it I realized that on a mental and emotional level I’d gotten a dizzying high from the dressing room encounter and the associated attention.  Then again, my date with Annabelle was physically satisfying, and could have been even more satisfying if we’d finished, but it did not satisfy me emotionally.  Emotionally?  Where the fuck was this coming from?  All I did was try on a swimsuit and a guy liked it.  Oy vey!

This train of thought was different than anything I’d ever experienced.  Being a man all my life I didn’t need emotional satisfaction, all I required with a girl was to get my rocks off, which is pretty standard when you’re a guy.  This was definitely not business as usual for me and it was clear I had a lot of soul searching to do.

“Thanks mom, I’ll give it some thought.”

“You bet sweetie.”

After another minute of folding laundry, I asked, “So, if I decide to marry a man and have kids you’ll be okay with it?”

“Absolutely, I would love being a grandma.”

A few seconds later I asked, “And if I decide to be a raging lesbian, you’d be okay with that too?”

Chuckling she said, “I’ll be okay with that too honey, but try not to be too raging.”

Pausing for a bit she asked, “There’s not any pretty young girls you have in mind are there?”

“Maybe,” I said slowly and then shot her an impish grin.

“Anybody I know?”

Thinking about it for a few moments I said, “Maybe.”

“Annabelle’s cute, isn’t she?” Mom said.

Looking at mom I asked, “Was it that obvious?”

She nodded and said, “I saw how you were looking at her at the restaurant, and then when I came home it seemed that you and she were a bit nervous as I walked into the living room, as though you’d just been caught doing something.”

“Well, shit,” I said.

“Language young lady.”

“Mom, I’m not sure how much I like you calling me young lady.”

“Would you rather I call you young man instead?” she asked.

Pondering her statement, I replied, “You know, considering the circumstances, I don’t think I’m a guy or a girl, I think I’m going to classify myself as pansexual.”

Looking at me as though I were out of my mind she asked, “Are you out of your mind?”

“No, it’s like the new thing, and I think it truly applies to me in my situation.”

“Dana, you and I both know that’s a bunch of shit ….”

“Language,” I fired back at her.

“Who you choose to date is your business, but you’re a biological female.  End of story.  Young lady.”

After a few moments of silence, she said, “And what you’re trying to say is that you’re non-binary, not pansexual, there’s a difference.”

“Sorry mom, I’m kind of new to all this.  By the way, how are you so well versed on all this?”

Chuckling she said, “The last place I worked required us to take training on gender identity, so if you need to know anything it then I’m your gal.”

“Cool.  But, are you straight or pansexual?” I asked, which mom did not think was as funny as I did.


Chapter 12

It was noon the following day, Tuesday, and mom was off to work.  She was feeling a little better about leaving me alone though still concerned, considering what had happened to me.  However, she couldn’t stay home forever so it was off to work she went.  I had to admit that I was growing more comfortable with the new Dana and was totally okay having some me time.

So, as mom’s car sailed down the driveway toward the main road, I closed the door and started toward the kitchen, thinking about what to have for lunch, and before I got there my phone dinged.  Checking it I saw that I had received a message from Midwestern Central State with the subject line reading Application for Admission.

Well, this was it.  Did I get in or not?  The moment of truth was at hand, so I opened my email app, tapped the message and began to read.

I WAS IN!  Woo hoo!

Right about that time the doorbell rang, and I headed towards the door to see who was here.  As I opened the door, there stood Cole Murray who I’d met at the courthouse a couple of days ago.  Standing there looking at him I now saw him in a light that I hadn’t before, and for the first time noticed how good looking he was, a reaction I was not expecting.

“Hi Dana, I hope I didn’t catch you at a bad time?”

“Not at all, what can I do for you?”

“I went to start my car and it looks like the battery is dead, and I was wondering if you could help me jump start my car.”

“I’ll be glad to.”

“Oh, and do you have any jumper cables?  I lent my pair to a friend and he never returned them.”

“You bet.  Let me put on some shoes and grab my purse and keys,” I said.

After gathering my stuff, I closed the door to the house, locked it, and Cole and I walked down the front steps to my SUV and got in.  I’d not driven my car since my transition, so I had to adjust my seat and mirrors to accommodate my new height and size, but before we knew it we were on our way next door.

Arriving at his home he pointed out his sports car to me, which was a little red European job that I knew cost a pretty penny, and in every sense of the word it was a pussy magnet.

I positioned the front left of my car as close as I could to the front left of his car where he said his car battery was located, popped my hood, got out, opened my rear hatch and got out my jumper cables.  Walking back around to the front of my SUV I said to him, “Pop your hood.”

Now, with both hoods up I started connecting the cables between his car and mine and as I did, he asked, “Do you need any help?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I’ve got it.”

With all the cables properly connected I said, “Try it now.”

He got in his car, turned the key, and it fired right up.

“Awesome,” he said, and then getting out of his car he exclaimed, “And by the way, you seem to know you way around under the hood.”

His comment did not surprise me completely because it’s not every day that you see a girl working on a car while wearing a summer dress, like the yellow floral print I had on that morning.  When mom took me shopping the day before she insisted I get it because she said it looked good on me, but personally I thought it was a little short with the way it only went halfway down to my knees.  I was also not used to wearing clothing that was strapless, and despite the fact that I had a strapless bra on I was still worried my titties were going to pop out.

“It’s no big deal,” I said, “Just something I learned in the Army,” and I then began to disconnect the jumper cables between the two cars.

“I definitely owe you,” he said.

“You don’t owe me anything, that’s what neighbors are for,” I said as I threw the cables into the back of my SUV.

I then walked back around to the front of my SUV and stood on my tiptoes, just barely reaching the top of the hood so I could close it, but then Cole reached up and pulled it down for me and I slammed it shut.

“Thanks,” I said.

“By the way, did you ever get with my dad to find out that information you were looking for?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I found out what I needed from my mom’s closing statement, so I’m good to go, but thanks for asking.”

“Are you still thinking about going to school?” he asked.

“I just got accepted to Midwestern Central State,” I said cheerfully.

“That’s great.  Did I tell you that’s where I went?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I don’t think you did, but I did know.”

“How?”

“A little birdie told me,” I replied and we both chuckled.

“I’m not totally surprised; in a small town everyone always seems to pretty much know everyone else’s business.”

“I want to assure you that I found out accidentally, and was not prying,” I said.

“It’s no big deal.  By the way our other next-door neighbor Annabelle goes there as well.”

“I know.”

“Oh, so you’ve met her?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, she’s very nice.”

Pausing he said, “Well I guess I’d better head to work.”

“You’re just now going to the office?” I asked.

“Yeah, today I only work the afternoon shift.  Such is the life of a part-time employee and college student.”

“Okay, have a good day at work,” I said as I opened my door and started to climb into my vehicle.

As I shut the door, he walked up to the car window and it was apparent that he wanted to talk to me so I rolled down the glass.  During that second before he began to speak, I was struck once again by what an attractive and dashing man he was, something I had not historically noticed about other guys.  But then again, I was not one of the guys anymore.  I felt uncomfortable with my feelings on a mental level but everything inside me told me they were right, which unsettled me.  But then again, who wouldn’t feel that way if they’d just been turned into a girl a couple of days ago, right?

“Thanks again Dana, and let me know if you need anything okay?”

“Okay.  See ya round,” I said.


Chapter 13

After returning to the house I finished reading the email I got from the school which told me when classes started, etc.  I texted mom and shared the news with her and she was excited for me.

It was about 2 p.m. and I had just finished lunch and was trying to figure out what I was going to do the rest of the afternoon when someone rang the doorbell.  After walking to the front, I pulled the door open there was Annabelle.

“Hey girl, can I come in?”

“Sure.”

As she entered, I closed the door and said to her, “Come on into the kitchen.”

We sat down at the bar and I asked, “Oh, would you like anything to drink?”

“No that’s okay.  Guess who came into the café for lunch today?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I give up.”

“Take a guess,” she said.

“Annabelle, remember I’m new here.  I could count everyone that I know on one hand,” I said as I held up my right hand and wiggled my fingers.

“Oh, I guess that’s true.  Anyway, it was Cole Murray.”

“Oh yeah?”

“He told me about how you had helped him jump start his car and I could tell from the way he was talking that you were what he was really wanting to jump,” and then she giggled.

I smiled and then said, “Annabelle!”

“Anyway, so tell me all about it.  I want to see if your story is the same as his.”

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down I said, “There was nothing to it.  His battery was dead, and I drove my SUV over and helped him start his car.  That’s it.”

“I know, that’s exactly what he said too.  But I could tell from that twinkle in his eye he was digging you.”

“Annabelle, you couldn’t tell any such thing,” I exclaimed.

Laughing she said, “I know, I’m just kidding.  But I wouldn’t be surprised if he asked you out.”

“Why?”

“Because he asked me if you had a boyfriend.”

“He did not!”

Holding up her fore and middle finger she said, “That’s the one thing I’m saying that’s true.”

“And you’re not making that up?”

She shook her head and said, “I swear.”

I sat there silently and then shrugged my shoulders and threw my hands out and said nothing.

“Is that all you’ve got to say?  A super cute guy like Cole may be asking you out and you aren’t even excited?”

“I don’t know what to say, it’s completely unexpected.”

“You’re sure cool, calm and collected.  Personally, I would be super excited, and would probably be making an appointment to get my hair done, picking out a dress to wear and deciding what shoes would go best with my outfit.”

“Annabelle, I want to ask you a question.”

“Sure.”

“If he asked me out and if I accepted would you be okay with that?” I asked.

“Sure, why wouldn’t I be?”

“From the way you talk about him it seems that you kind of like him.”

Sitting there silently for a bit she finally said, “I do have to admit that he is pretty cute, and I wouldn’t have said no if he’d asked me out.”

“Look, you’re pretty cool and the closest thing I’ve got to a friend in this town and I have no intention of messing up our friendship over a guy, so if you aren’t cool with that all you have to do is let me know.  As far as I’m concerned, you’ve got first shot at him, okay?”

“There’s something I wanted to talk to you about Dana,” she said.

“Is this about the other night?”

She nodded.  “Dana, I don’t regret what we did the other night, do you?”

I shook my head.

“Good, I do think we’d had a little bit to drink and one thing led to another and we explored a side of ourselves that well ….”

She then stopped talking and rolled her eyes upward and it was clear that she was struggling to find the right words, so I interjected, “Is typically unexplored?”

“Exactly.  I want us to remain friends, but I don’t think I’m ready to enter into a romantic relationship with you.”

I smiled and said, “It’s fine.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with you because you’re very pretty, and if that was something I was going to pursue you would definitely be at the top of my list.  However, I’m a girl that likes guys and that’s the path I want to pursue right now.  You know what I mean?”

I nodded.

“You’ve got to admit Dana, there’s nothing hotter than when a guy is laying on top of you fucking you as hard as he can.  Don’t you agree?”

“Oh yeah, that’s for sure,” I said sarcastically.

Not detecting my sarcasm she continued, “There’s just no better feeling than to have that guy mounted on top of you, and for those few minutes you’re the center of his universe and you’re providing him with the greatest pleasure a man can have.  And, finally, he explodes and collapses on top of you, and you know that it was because of you that he is satisfied, and the feeling that you were able to do that for him warms you from head to toe.”

The way that she talked about sex actually kind of surprised me as I’d always been under the impression that women did not talk about intercourse, well, not like that anyway.

We sat there silently for a moment and she said, “Maybe that sounds silly?  Crazy?  Anyway, that’s my experience.”

“I don’t think that’s silly at all.”

After a few moments she said, “Dana, if he asks you out then go if you want.”

“Really?”

She nodded, “Sure, you and I are friends no matter what.  If he’s not asked me out after all this time then he’s clearly not interested in me, and I don’t want someone that does not want me.”

I gave her a hug and said, “You’re a great friend.”

“So are you, and the fact that you noticed how I felt and then you asked me means everything.”

“Are you sure you don’t want something to drink?”

Standing up she said, “No, I’ve got to get going, I’ve got to pick up some supplies for the restaurant before dinner and if I’m not back soon dad will be calling asking where I am.”

I walked her to the front door and as she exited I said, “Text me later and maybe we can hang out.”

“Okay I will, if I can get away from the restaurant.  See ya.”

“Bye,” and I closed the door.

Walking back into the kitchen I reflected on my conversation with Annabelle.  She and I were apparently not going to be lovers, well, not unless I got her liquored up, right?  Anyway, I was making progress as a woman and I now had a girlfriend, just like all girls do.  So, I now had someone to giggle about boys with, go shopping with, and all the things females like to do together.  Despite the fact that I’d just lost my beautiful potential lover, I had found out that Cole was interested in asking me out.  Normally that would not have been something that would have been of interest to me, but changes were going on inside me that I could not explain.  For some reason the prospect of us going on a date was growing on me exponentially and the idea of having dinner with him, or whatever, was actually kind of exciting.  All I needed to do was remain calm and wait and see if he would follow through.


Chapter 14

About two hours had passed since Annabelle had left and I was growing a bit bored and decided I would get outside and enjoy the sunny weather as well as the swimming pool, which I hadn’t had the chance to use with all the craziness in my life.  Heading upstairs I got undressed, threw my clothes on the bed and put on my new orange bikini for the first time.  Standing there in the mirror looking at myself in my skimpy swimsuit I could not help but notice what a great figure I had been blessed with as my breasts were firm and my curvy rear filled out my bottoms nicely.

Grabbing my beach towel, shades and some sunscreen I walked to the kitchen making a stop at the refrigerator to get something to drink and then headed on outside.  Putting everything on the table I put on some sunscreen and then got in the water and did some swimming.  After a bit I climbed out, reapplied the SPF 50, put my shades on and kicked back in a lounge chair to take in a few rays.  After a short time, I heard a male voice which was totally unexpected.

Looking around to my right I saw Cole standing there looking at me who said, “I’m sorry. I hope I didn’t startle you.”

Standing up I took my shades off and said, “No, I’m okay.”

“I rang the doorbell, and no one answered so I thought I would come around the back and see if maybe you just didn’t hear the bell because you were out at the pool.  I definitely did not mean to intrude or seem like some sort of a creep.”

I laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it Cole, I don’t think you would ever fall into the creep category.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that.”

“So, what brings you to my lair,” I said and then we both chuckled.

“Oh,” he said as he removed his hand from behind his back.  “I just wanted to say thank you for helping me out this morning,” and he presented me with a dozen pink roses.

Handing them to me, I said, “Thank you so much, but you didn’t have to do that.”

Nodding he said, “I know, but I wanted to.”

Standing there looking at him I was really taken with his thoughtfulness and for a moment I thought I was going to get a little misty.  I could tell that he did like me as the signs were obvious, and the part that I could no longer deny was that, well, I liked him too, which was unsettling.

Stepping over to him I had this urge that overtook me and I kissed him on the cheek and said, “Thank you Cole.”

With my dozen roses in hand I said, “Let me put these in the house and I’ll be right back.  Oh, would you like me to bring you something to drink?”

“Got a beer?”

“I think so.”

After putting the flowers on the kitchen counter, I returned to the pool with a beer and handed it to him and said, “I don’t think it’s a high end brand, but it’s a beer.”

Taking it he twisted the top off, took a swig and said, “Works for me.”

As we stood there together with the sun beaming down on us Cole was clearly checking me out in my new orange string bikini.  His gaze traveled from top to bottom as he examined me and I could practically feel his eyes as they moved across my body.  Having spent a lot of time as a man in a past life I knew what he was feeling, which was an irresistible hunger that demanded to be extinguished, and like all men powerless to the woman that was causing his momentary dilemma. 

I loved the way that he was looking at me as it seemed to satisfy something in my soul, a hunger just like he was experiencing, but on an emotional level instead. As he continued scanning me I knew one thing for sure and that was I didn’t want him to stop. 

“Hey, want to go swimming?” I asked.

“I would but I have no trunks.”

“Darn,” I said.

After thinking for a moment, I said, “I’ve got a pair if you would like to borrow them.”

“You do?  How do you have a pair of men’s swim trunks?”

Thinking fast I said, “Just before we moved here my cousin left a pair at our house when he came over to a pool party.”

Okay, I’m a liar.  But, how could I tell him I used to be a man and they were previously mine.  Who would believe that?

He shrugged his eyebrows and looked upward.

“Don’t worry about your boys being where someone else’s have been, they’ve been washed, they’re clean.”

He laughed and said, “Dana, how did you know what I was thinking?”

“Cole, you would not believe the insight that I have into the male mind.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah, you know I’m a Psychology major right?”

“No, I did not.”

“Anyway, if you’re comfortable with wearing them let’s get you out of those clothes and into some swimwear,” and then we started into the house.

What did I just say?  Let’s get you out of those clothes?  I can’t believe I said that!  I hope he doesn’t think I’m a slut.  Why am I even worried about this?  Do I have something going on, on a subliminal level where I want to get into his panties, or should I say let him get into mine?

I took Cole into my bedroom gave him the trunks and told him to join me by the pool when he was dressed and shut the door.  Returning to the kitchen, I got a beer for myself and went back out by the pool and kicked back in the lounge chair.  As I lay there, I thought about him and how I was growing more and more attracted to him, and was disturbed at the sudden shift in my thinking about sexuality.

Next thing I knew I heard a voice saying, “Well what do you think?” and as I turned around there he stood in the boardshorts I used to wear.  As I checked him out it was clear that he had apparently been working out to some degree and I could not help but notice his pecs.  Like a lot of young guys, he shaved leaving his chest bare which I also found very enticing for some reason, as it was better than the 1970’s porn star look in my opinion.  Older women might disagree with that but then again, I was now a younger woman and not an older one.

“They look great on you,” I said.

“Thanks Dana.”

“Come on, let’s get in the water,” I said.

Holding onto the handrail we walked down the steps of the pool until we reached the bottom where we continued wading into the water, which was slightly cool, until we had submerged ourselves up to our shoulders.  Looking across the water I saw a couple of air mattresses and a beach ball which mom had apparently blown up and placed by the pool, because I sure hadn’t.

“The water feels nice, thanks for suggesting that we go swimming.”

“It’s great isn’t it?” I replied.

As we stood there in the water facing one another I could not help but gaze at him adoringly, as my level of attraction for him was undeniable.  Up to this point it had been growing slowly but now it had reached the point where it was multiplying by leaps and bounds, whether I liked it or not.  And I liked it!  I wanted him to kiss me more than anything, but I was horrified at the prospect of letting him.  As I stood there thinking about it I began to envision it in my mind, and as I did so my heart began to beat rapidly from the potential excitement, not to mention the fear.  I wanted to get his attention and let him know that I was interested, but how? 

I took my hand and splashed water in his face and as I did, he said, “Hey!” and I started laughing.  Then I did it again and a huge smile came across his face from ear to ear, so I splashed him once more and then I started moving across the water quickly.  Heading toward the edge of the pool he was in hot pursuit as I reached the side where I turned around and faced him.  As I stood there waiting on him, he came right up to me and placed himself in front of me.  I bit my lower lip briefly, still standing there smiling at him.  Slowly he moved his head toward me and the next thing I knew his lips were pressing against mine, and as our flesh pressed together all the fears I’d had about kissing him vanished in an instant. 

As I opened my mouth, he quickly accepted my invitation and entered, and in no time our tongues were rotating in a frenzy of passion.  He was a spectacular kisser and really knew how to turn a girl on, and I couldn’t get enough of the way he was kissing me as we stood there in the pool with our arms wrapped around one another.  It was also clear that he was in the mood as well as I could feel his rock-hard manhood pressed up against me, telling me that he was ready to take me which led to my next dilemma.  Was I ready to have sex with a man?  I’d worried about letting him kiss me and that’d worked out well, and I had no regrets about that, but the next phase was a big, big deal, and made the kissing thing look like a drop in the bucket by comparison. 

Pulling back from him I moved my arms and put them around his neck and said, “That was nice.”

Smiling at me he nodded and said, “Yeah, it was.”

“You’re a nice guy Cole.”

“Thanks,” he said, “I was just thinking the same about you.”

Laughing I asked, “Oh yeah?”

Nodding he said, “Yeah.”

Giving him a quick peck on the lips I asked, “So you think I’m a nice guy too?”

Chuckling he said, “No, the opposite, but more liked a nice wholesome girl,” pausing he continued, “There’s a phrase I’m trying to remember but can’t think of right now that describes you.  Hmmm. What is that phrase?”

“The girl next door?” I asked.

“That’s it!”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said.

“And you should,” he replied.

As we stood there gazing at one another we ended up kissing again and I was extremely tempted to have sex with him, but the fear of the act, plus the fact that I was not on birth control kept me in check.

Breaking our kiss, I asked, “It’s kind of hot, think we should get out of the pool and get something to drink?”

Nodding he said, “That might not be a bad idea.”

Cole and I ended up heading to the kitchen where we sat down, had a refreshing beverage and chatted, and we truly had a great conversation.  He was not only attractive but also had a wonderful personality.

After changing I walked him to the front door where I opened it and said, “I had a great afternoon with you Cole.”

Nodding he said, “Me too.”

Standing there in awkward silence for a moment I said, “Maybe we could get together again if you’d like?”

With an ear to ear smile he said, “I’d really like that.”

Starting out the door he suddenly turned around, gave me one last kiss and walked down the steps, and I stood there watching him until he was out of sight.


Chapter 15

It was 3 p.m. on Saturday afternoon as mom and I pulled up in front of the residence of Dawn Mills in Center Point.  Getting out of the car we walked up the steps and rang the doorbell and waited.  Within a few seconds an attractive blonde woman of about forty answered the door and asked, “Hi, may I help you?”

“We bought the house you just sold in Four Points and were wondering if we could talk to you,” Mom said.

“Please, come in,” she said.

Following her into her living room she invited us to sit down on the couch and then asked, “Would you like something to drink?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No thank you but we appreciate it.”

Sitting down in a huge leather recliner she asked, “So, what can I tell you about the house?  Is there something wrong?  We thought we did a pretty good job of disclosing everything that might be wrong with the place.”

Shaking my head I said, “Nothing like that, I just wanted to ask you about something,” and I then reached into the tote bag I was carrying and pulled out the mysterious box that housed the necklace that transformed me into a girl.

As she saw me produce the box her eyes became wide and I could tell that I had definitely gotten her attention.

“Where did you find it?” she asked.

“I was putting up books and found it in a panel behind the bookcase.”

Nodding she said, “Which is exactly where I found it and also left it, when I tucked it away there twenty years ago.”

Pausing she looked at me and asked, “Have you tried it on?”

I nodded.

“Did you wear it to bed overnight by chance?”

“I did.”

“So did I one night twenty years ago.”

“Ms. Mills ….”

“Call me Dawn,” she said.

“Dawn, so you, like me woke up one morning to find that you had been turned ….”

Cutting me off she said, “Yes, I used to be a guy, until that morning I woke up and everything had changed.”

Leaning forward she asked, “How are you dealing with the change?”

“Pretty well all things considered.  It is a bit of a switch though.  You seemed to have dealt with it okay.”

Nodding she said, “I did not at first, but as time went on I accepted it, and eventually learned to love being a female, which was actually good for me.  My life as D-O-N, versus D-A-W-N, was a reckless one and it seemed like I always had run-ins with the law, was getting into trouble, and was a general hell raiser.  Plus, I drank heavily and would even use drugs from time to time.  After finding the necklace one night I put it on and then passed out, as I was pretty wasted that night, and when I woke up I was a girl, the one you see before you, only I was twenty years younger.  At first, I hated it, and could not believe that something so terrible had happened to me, but as time went on I settled down, and with the help of my mother learned how to live and act as a girl.  I tell you one thing it was probably a good thing because the path I was on as a man was a destructive one and if I hadn’t been changed I would probably have ended up dead or in prison.”

“And you’ve been happy being a female?” I asked.

Smiling she said, “Yes, and I’ve truly loved my life.  Within a year of the change I got married, ended up becoming a commercial real estate agent and have had a great career and had two children.  Five years ago we bought the house mom was living in planning to settle there, but three years ago my husband passed away and that changed everything.  So, when my youngest child went off to college last year I decided it was time to get the house ready and put it on the market, and I decided to move here, to Center Point, where I could be closer to my mom and help her as she got older.  That’s my story.”

“It sounds like you’ve had a nice life,” Mom said.

Nodding she said, “Yes, I’ve had a blessed life.”

“Did you ever do any research to try and find out if there was a way to reverse the process and see if maybe you could get changed from a woman back to a man?” I asked.

Laughing she said, “If there had been a way we would not be sitting here having this discussion now because when it happened there was nothing I wanted more than to get back to being the old me, a guy.”

“Dawn, do you have any idea at all where the necklace came from?  Who might have left it in the house?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No.  The people that mom bought the house from originally were the second owners of the house and decided to return to their home in China after they sold it and were impossible to find.  The original owners were a couple last name Smith, who told some of the locals that they were moving to Los Angeles after they sold, hence, there was no way to track them down.  Who made the necklace and how it got there is just as big a mystery now as it was when I found it twenty years ago.”

“With the necklace being so powerful you decided to leave it behind the bookcase?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, I figured it would be safer there than removing it from the house and taking it with me.  After all, a life altering thing like that should be tucked away and kept a secret, but that’s my opinion.”

“I think I agree with you Dawn, we should reseal it behind the wall and forget about it, don’t you agree Dana?” Mom asked.

I nodded and said, “I do.  So, I guess that’s that then,” I said, and then rose to my feet.

Standing up mom said, “Dawn, we appreciate your time today.”

“I’m sorry I couldn’t have been more help,” Dawn said.

After walking to the front door Dawn said to me, “Dana, if there’s anything you ever need, even if you just want to come over and talk, you are welcome anytime.”

I gave her a brief hug and thanked her, and mom and I walked down the steps toward the car.


Chapter 16

Mom and I were silent as we started home because after all, what was there to say?  My chances of returning to being Dana the guy were over, and it was time for me to face the fact that a new chapter in my left had begun.

“Thanks for driving me today,” I said.

“Of course, dear.”

After a few more seconds I said, “I knew when we went today that we would not find a solution, and in many ways I had already come to terms with it, this road trip was just a formality.”

“You seem to be doing quite well Dana. You’ve got a lot of courage as well as strength.  From what I’ve seen so far you’ve made it look almost easy.”

Smiling I said, “As strange as this sounds mom, I have kind of been sliding right into the role of being a woman somewhat effortlessly, in some ways it’s been almost too simple.”

“Oh yeah?”

Nodding I said, “Yeah.  As a man, the thought of being a woman was not something that I ever even entertained, it never crossed my mind, but now everything is so different.”

“Like how?”

“You know mom, I hope you don’t think I’m weird but I’ve gotten used to some aspects of being a girl, and I’ve gotten very comfortable with them, and in some ways, I like being a female.”

“I don’t think there’s anything wrong with that, after all, you are a biological female.”

“Who is having her first period right now, my least favorite part of being a girl,” I said as we chuckled.

“It comes with the territory,” Mom said and smiled.

After a few moments’ mom asked, “So, what do you like best about being a female?”

“It’s several things.  For one thing I like my body, and I love standing in front of the mirror, sometimes with no clothes on and looking at myself, and thinking how fortunate I am to be blessed with my looks and my figure.”

“You are a very attractive girl Dana.”

“Thanks mom.  I also like wearing pretty clothes, and absolutely love the way they look on me.  By the way I want to buy some more heels to match my dresses provided I can learn to walk in the ones I have now, and don’t kill myself in the process.”

“You’re doing a great job by the way,” Mom said.

“I also love the sound of my voice and how gentle it is compared to the way it used to be, and I like hearing myself when I sing along with the radio in my new soprano tone.”

I stopped talking for a few moments and then said, “There are even more things that I liked about being a member of the fairer sex but I think you’ve got the idea.  But there is one thing I wanted to talk to you about.  Remember how we talked about my future as a female and the lifestyle I would choose?  And you said you would support whatever decision I made?”

“I do.”

“Well, mom, I think I’ve made a decision, at least for now.”

“Do tell.”

“Because inquiring minds want to know, right?”

“Inquiring moms want to know,” and we then chuckled at her comment.

“Okay, remember Cole?  Our next-door neighbor who’s dad is a lawyer and he’s studying premed?”

“You’ve told me about him, but we’ve not met yet.”

“That’s getting ready to change because I think I’m kind of crazy about him.”

“That’s great honey, and he feels the same way about you?”

I nodded, “He does.  He really digs me.”

“Have you spent any time with him since you saw him at the courthouse that day?”

“I’ve not been able to talk with you very much since Monday when you were last off work but yes we have.”

“What did you guys do?”

“Okay, on Tuesday he came over to the house and I helped him jump start his car.  That was right after you left for work. Then, he came back later to thank me and even gave me a dozen roses.”

“I was wondering where those flowers came from,” Mom said.

“Anyway, I’d been lying by the pool before he got there and was in my orange bikini, and you wouldn’t believe how he was checking me out.”

“Yes, I would,”

“So, I asked him if he would like to go swimming.”

“Really?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I even loaned him my old swim trunks.  He asked why I had a pair of men’s swimwear and I told him they belonged to my cousin who left them over at our house.  Little did he know that his girlfriend’s former equipment had once been in those trunks.”

Mom and I both laughed uproariously at my comment before finally regaining composure.

“So, we got in the pool together and while we were in the water we kind of started kissing.”

“Dana!  You had your first kiss as a girl?”

“Yes.”

“Cool.  Congratulations.”

“Oh, and then we went out to dinner on Wednesday night at a little Italian place in Center Point, and the food was great, if Annabelle’s dad ever asks you out, I’ll tell you the name of the place.”

“We’ll see about that, anyway, go on.”

“He was very gentlemanly and opened my car door when he picked me up, and even pulled my chair out for me at the restaurant.”

“He does sound like a gentleman. Go on dear,” Mom said.

“So, he dropped me off, we had a goodnight smooch, and he headed on out.”

“Sounds nice.”

“Well, last night he brought Chinese takeout over to the house, and we had dinner together again.  Then after we finished, we kicked back in the living room and turned on the tube and started streaming a movie.  Well, we were already pretty relaxed from the wine and he was sitting there with his arm around me right?  Then we started kissing and it got pretty intense and I reached the point where I had a decision to make, do I have sex with him or not?”

“And?”

“Okay, I was super horny, right?”

“I don’t know how I feel about my daughter telling me she was horny,” Mom said.

“How would you feel if I was your son telling you that?”

“About the same.”

“Too bad mom, I’m way too far into the story to stop, unless you don’t want to hear anymore.”

“Keep going.”

“So, I was super horny but also scared to death as I’d never had sex with a man before, what’s a girl to do?”

“Tell me.”

“I took him upstairs and we had sex several times before you got home.”

We rode along in silence for a bit before mom asked, “If this is not too personal of a question, how was it, as a girl versus a guy?”

“It was nice, we had sex about three times and I only orgasmed once, the first time.  Despite the fact that I enjoyed it and was getting stimulation it was not the same as being a man.  As I lay there with him on top of me pounding away the second and third time, I liked it but it seemed like I was getting a lot of satisfaction from just knowing that I was pleasing him if that makes any sense.”

“Yes, that’s part of our nature dear.  Women like to comfort and please their man. It’s part of who and what we are.”

“As we had sex I loved the fact that he was buried deep inside me and I was providing him with the greatest gift that I could give him, myself, and for as long as it lasted I was the center of his universe, and I wanted nothing more than to make him happy.”

We sat there silently for a bit and then I said, “I know it’s probably inappropriate for a daughter to talk with her mother like I just have.”

“It’s okay.  After all, this is kind of a unique situation and you don’t really have anyone to talk to do you?”

Looking at mom and smiling I said, “No, I really don’t, and thanks mom.”

“You can talk to me about anything at any time, okay?”

Riding along for a bit longer in silence I said, “Mom I think I may love him.”

“That’s great honey.”

“And I think he loves me too.”

“And why wouldn’t he, after all, my daughter is a fantastic girl.”

“She is, isn’t she?” I said.

Continuing I said, “I have to admit that while riding over to Center Point today I was kind of hoping that there would not be a way back and I would get to stay like I am, as bizarre as that sounds.  I like my new life mom.”

“I’m glad for you sweetie.”

“I’m also thinking that you and I are going to have a great mother daughter relationship and spend more time with each other and that’s going to bind us together like never before.”

Sniffling mom said, “I’m really looking forward to that Dana, and thank you for telling me that, it means a lot.  If truth be told I’ve always kind of envied women who have daughters, and I’m so glad I’ve now got one of my own.”

“Me too mom.  After all, we girls have to stick together, right?”

“Dana, I just thought of something!  When you had sex did you use protection?”

“Bit of a personal question mom.”

“Are you kidding?  After all the details you just told me!”

Laughing I said, “Just kidding mom, and yes, we did.”

“That’s good sweetie because how would it look to the community if you turned up pregnant?” she asked.

Raising my voice slightly I said, “Mom!  I would not let that happen as I’ve got an image to maintain, after all, I’m the

Gurl Next Door

Check out Madison McCall’s other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com

Realty Romance: The Temptation

Realty Romance: Mirror, Mirror

Realty Romance: Seductive-Sister-In-Law

Realty Romance: Barefoot, Pregnant & Loving It!

Realty Romance: The Road Trip

Realty Romance: I’m The Bride?

Too Close For Comfort

Barefoot, Pregnant, & Wearing A Bikini!

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Double Knot Spy

Barefoot, Pregnant & In The Kitchen

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Porn Star

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Billionaire

Barefoot, Pregnant & Consummated

Barefoot, Pregnant & Ready To Beam Up

One Of The Gurls

Barefoot, Pregnant & An Evil Villainess

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Time Traveler

Curvy Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & The CEO’s Wife

Barefoot, Pregnant & Shipwrecked

Realty Romance: Stranded

Coffee Shop Gurl

Mail Order Gurl

SuperStar Gurl

Hit Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & No Habla Inglés

Also, please visit Madison’s Goodreads Author Page At:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/17723194.Madison_McCall

Madison McCall’s Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks

OEBPS/image_rsrc1E3.jpg
MADISON M ALL

\

“"'\F‘ﬂ -—: 3 -raﬁ\/f——\ \ f\ m‘-\
GURL NEX 1T DOOR

N\ ;\_\ ~
P NS

e =






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





