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Dramatis Personae

Jason/Cindy Garland - Protagonist

George Garland – Cindy’s father

Diane Garland – Cindy’s mother

Angie – Head cheerleader, Cindy’s best friend and assault victim

Tony Saucedo – Jason’s previous best friend. Football team

Nick Santori – Jason’s former friend. Football team, helped assault Angie

Roger – Jason’s former friend and all round jerk. Football team, helped assault Angie

Karl – Jason’s former friend, football team and assaulted Angie, ring leader

Martin – Friend of Cindy from homeroom

Susie – Martin’s girlfriend

Aunt Allison – Diane’s sister

Frank Avalon – Cindy’s boyfriend

Annette Avalon – Frank’s mother

Amy – Cheerleader. Angie’s and Cindy’s friend

Marilyn Johnson – Cheerleader, Tony’s final girlfriend


Chapter 1

“Seriously? A year?”

Looking straight ahead with a grim expression, I said, “Yep. A whole year. My whole senior year. August 1st to August 1st.” We walked out of the courthouse.

My friend Tony shook his head in disbelief. “That’s crazy. When I heard that the law was changed last year, I really never thought anyone would be affected by it. It’s just too crazy.” Mom and Dad were walking behind us. Dad was actually crying.

“Tough break, kid,” said my court appointed lawyer. “I did everything I could.”

I scowled at the lawyer. “You didn’t do shit. You might as well have not even been there!”

The lawyer, I didn’t even know his name, chuckled. “You get what you pay for, kid. See ya in the funny papers.” He turned and walked toward the court parking lot.

We stopped walking. The afternoon late July sun beat down on us. It’s 2035 for chrissake. Who’da thought this stupid law would ever be used. And I wasn’t even guilty of anything except I knew the guy who did the assaulting. So did most of the school. Karl, the football captain, assaulted Angie, the lead cheerleader, at an end of school party in June. While it was just this side of rape, Karl admitted what he did and everyone including me thought the book should be thrown at him. And it was: a year in jail and a large fine. Case closed, right?

So why was I in court? Some witnesses thought I was helping Karl instead of trying to stop him. Angie, my longtime friend and victim in all this tried to tell the court I wasn’t involved but the court didn’t believe it.

I was nearby and accused of assisting in the assault even though I had no idea what was going on and didn’t even witness it. My buddy Roger got the same charge. His family could afford the fine. We couldn’t, so the judge, anxious to try out this new legal form of punishment, sentenced me to, get this, one year… twelve whole months… of being a girl. That’s right. I’m required to be a girl. Not just dress in funny clothes, but a complete change of legal status of my gender, along with a list of requirements I must do in order to truly experience being female. Nothing gets lopped off, but there is a surgical tuck to give me a female shape along with hormones to keep me from getting excited. And of course, breast implants. They told me everything is reversible.

I hoped it was all reversible. While breast implants would normally be reversible, the hormone cocktail they had me on really hit my body hard. It didn’t take long for my breasts to grow rapidly on their own. I really didn’t need the implants. My hips became more rounded faster than I thought. My fat got redistributed. Well, it was 2035 after all. I also hope the surgical tuck they performed to hide my male genitalia and give me the appearance of a vagina was reversible too. The hormone cocktail they’re giving me prevents any kind of reaction down there. They were doing amazing things in the world of medicine these days.

Now, the judge claimed that my being sentenced to being a girl was not a punishment. No: it was to teach me a lesson and make me understand on a more intimate level just how wrong my behavior towards girls was.  Except I didn’t do anything.

Angie, who is both a longtime friend as well as the victim of the assault, tried to explain to the judge that I was not involved. She should know, right? No. The judge wanted her example. The decision isn’t even appealable until the November following the end of the sentence. So I’m totally screwed.

Squinting in the sun, Tony looked at me and asked, “What are you going to do, Jason? Is there no way out?”

I frowned and pointed at the retreating lawyer. “Mr. Asswipe there, my brilliant legal counsel, said there wasn’t. He did say there was a bill up for a vote in the next session to repeal it, but it wouldn’t change anyone currently sentenced. At least Angie said she’d help with girl things. To start at least.”

We walked on to my Dad’s car. Tony asked, “Can’t you just wear panties or something and call it good?”

I huffed. “I wish it was that easy. No. You have to present totally as a girl twenty-four seven just as if you were born that way. It’s going to be a pain just to get all my documents set up. Everything has to declare I’m female.”

Tony looked down at his feet. “Sucks, man. That’s completely insane. Let me know if I can help. I gotta run. Take it easy, man.”

Since there was only a week before the August 1st deadline, the court would grant some leeway, but I couldn’t drag it out. My surgery for the tuck and breasts was scheduled for the next day. While recovering, I could get my documents changed. I just had to show the court order and boom: no questions asked.

School starts August 15th. Now that’s going to really suck.

Dad pointed at his car. “Get in the car son. I can still say that, right?”

I frowned. “For another week.”

I got in the car and we went home.

#

“Hey Angie. Thanks for coming over. I’m going to need the help.”

Angie smiled at me. “I’m happy to, Jason. I kinda feel responsible for your situation.”

I closed the door behind her. “Don’t. It’s not your fault. And don’t forget, I’m Cindy now. That shit starts today.”

Frowning, Angie said, “Well, I still feel bad. I don’t know why that judge wouldn’t listen.” She hefted a couple plastic bags. “Anyway, I brought you some clothes that I can’t wear anymore. Oddly, they’re too small for me, but they seem to be in your size: tops, skirts, dresses, bras and panties. Don’t worry, they’ve all been washed.”

I took the bags from her and held them up to try to look inside them. “Thanks Angie.”

She held up another bag from a drug store. “These are new and they’re for you. Again, I feel bad so I just went ahead and bought them. All the girls on the squad chipped in. It’s makeup. Just to get you started. There’s foundation, a compact, a few cheap brushes, mascara and liner. And an eye shadow palette and three lipsticks. And some other stuff you might want.”

I smirked. “A feller could have a pretty good weekend in Vegas with all that stuff.”

Angie looked at me funny.

I waved my hand dismissively. “An old movie line. Really old. You’re going to show me how to use this, right? Mom wanted to know if she was going to.”

It was Angie’s turn to smirk. “Trust me. You don’t want your mother teaching you how to wear makeup. All the girls on the squad have said they’d help when they can.”

I stepped aside. “Well, come on in. We’ll go back to my room.”

Mom stepped into the living room from the kitchen. “Jas… Cindy. What’s going on out here?  Oh, hi Angie. Are you here to help Cindy with her makeup?”

Angie nodded. “Yes ma’am. What time is her hair appointment?”

Mom grinned. “Two thirty. Do you know where?”

Angie nodded. “It’s the same salon I use. I’ll have her ready to go.”

I frowned at Mom and then Angie. “Do I have to get my hair done? I mean, really?”

Angie and Mom both said “Yes” at the same time. Angie continued, “You need to get that fright wig of yours under control.”

Mom chuckled. “I’ll let you girls get to it.”

As we entered my room, Angie giggled. “I think your mom is enjoying this.”

I sighed. “Ya think?"

Angie set the bag of makeup and other stuff on my bed as we both sat down. Angie dumped the contents of the bag on my bed and suddenly looked serious.

Angie explained, “Now, the first important thing for you to start doing, because I can see you don’t already, is take better care of your skin. It’s very important you moisturize. Not just your face, but all over. Look how dry your hands are. A boy isn’t going to want to hold that.” I almost said ‘who cares?’, but thought better of it.

For the next hour and a half, Angie continued to scold me on my poor skin care regimen as well as show me how to use the various cosmetics she insisted I start using. I have to say it was an eye-opening experience. I really had no real idea what women put themselves through in the name of beauty. I learned a lot, but I just didn’t really care much about what I learned. It just all seemed frivolous to me.

Angie grinned when she stepped back to admire her handiwork. “All I can say is wow, Cindy. You got this. We’ll have to see how things go in the behavior department, but as far as looks go, honey, you’re beautiful.”

She had me stand up to look in the large mirror.  I actually gasped. “Is that me?”

Angie smiled. “Sure is. It helps you still have those boyish looks instead of a more masculine face. Get used to it, girl. You’re going to be a boy magnet.”

“Terrific,” I frowned. I kept looking at my reflection in utter disbelief. “Girls really go through all this every day? Seriously?”

Angie laughed. “This is just your everyday going to school look. As you do it more, it will get easier. But just wait until you have those special occasions, like a dance or a date. Your makeup will play a bigger role.”

“I don’t think we’ll have to worry about that too much,” I smirked.

“Don’t be so sure,” said Angie with a wry smile. “You might be surprised. Come on. Put on these clothes and then we’ll go show your mother.”

#

I really felt embarrassed as we walked out of my room. I was wearing makeup. Angie assured me it wasn’t really a lot. But to me, any makeup was too much. I didn’t like feeling my lashes when I blinked.

Underneath I had on a bra and panties. The bra felt weird. Up until then, I'd worn a sports bra while my boobs healed. But to have these weighted blobs of flesh being held in place by a stretchy nylon harness just felt strange. Well, I didn’t grow up wearing a training bra to get me used to it.

And finally, just a t-shirt and girl's jeans. I was shocked that I really did fit in Angie’s old clothes. Turns out I actually weigh less than her and am a bit shorter. The jeans were skinny jeans that I didn’t think I would be able to get into.

Angie called out, “Hey Mrs. G! Come meet your daughter!”

Mom came out of the kitchen, took one look at me and froze. “Oh my! You’re definitely a Cindy now. I swear, you look just like me when I was your age.” She stepped up closer to get a better look at my face. “That’s amazing. Did you do your own makeup?”

I shook my head. “This was all Angie. She’ll start making me do it tomorrow.”

Mom grinned at Angie. “You did good work.” She glanced at the wall clock. “Oh, it’s about time to leave for your hair appointment, Cindy. We should probably go.”

Angie said, “Do you mind if I take her there? I’d like to take her shopping afterwards. She needs her ears pierced.”

Mom nodded. “Of course, hon. That sounds like a great idea.”

Horrified, I said, “Seriously? Like out in public? The salon is bad enough.”

Mom chuckled. “Cindy, you’ll be fine. You’ll be in good hands, and honestly, you’re very pretty. You have to go outside sometime. I mean, school starts soon. Trust me. Everyone will accept you as a girl.”

Angie laughed as she playfully punched my shoulder. “Come on, girl. It’ll be fun. Just relax.”

I nodded. “You’re right. I need to face my fate before school starts.”

Mom smiled, “Too bad your father is at work. I’m sure he’ll love his new daughter.”

I rolled my eyes. “I somehow doubt that.”

Angie stated matter-of-factly, “Hey we need to go. I’ll have her back in time for dinner.”

As we walked toward Angie’s car, I looked at the ground and said, using air quotes, “It’s bad enough to get my ‘hair done’. Let’s skip the ear piercing.”

Angie stopped walking. “I’m trying to help you, Cindy. If you don’t want my help, I have other things to do.  I want you to enjoy being a girl.”

I frowned at her. “Do you ‘enjoy’ being a girl?”

Angie folded her arms and narrowed her eyes at me. “As a matter of fact, I do enjoy it. I can’t imagine being anything else. And unlike you, I’m in it for the long haul. You may only have to be a girl for a year, which over all doesn’t seem very long, but it’ll be a long, miserable time for you if you don’t relax and embrace it. There are a ton of things to enjoy about being a girl. And I’m not just talking about clothes and makeup.”

I looked glumly over at her. “I suppose you’re right. It’s all just so foreign to me.”

Angie grinned at me. “We’ll fix that!”

The salon we went to was located in a strip mall about two blocks from our high school. Several of the stores Angie wanted to take me to were all in this same shopping area. There was a bridal store Angie tried to get me to go in and browse. I strongly declined, and she just laughed.

As we entered the salon, the woman at the counter looked up. She smiled at Angie. “Just go on back. Sue is waiting for you.”

Angie said, “Thanks!” As she headed towards the back, Angie said, “See ya in a few.”

The woman looked at her computer screen and asked, “Are you Ms. Garland?” I nodded. She smiled and said, “We have you down for styling and to have your nails done. Is that correct?”

Holy crap. My nails? Was that Mom’s idea or Angie’s? I really didn’t want anything done to my nails. But I sighed and said, “Yes. That’s right.”

The woman smiled at me. “When your mother made the appointment, she told us how you wanted your hair. So let’s go on back.”

Since I'd gotten up that morning, I’d been worried about what was going to happen to my hair.  It wasn't really long, like Angie’s. But it wasn't short like Tony’s and Roger’s. They were both on the football team and the coach preferred the team to all have almost buzz cuts. And saying you’re having your nails done sounds just so damned girlie. I looked down at my boobs.  My boobs! I guess being girlie was a moot point.

I supposed the first order of business was a shampoo as I sat down in a chair and had to bend my head way back. It was kinda uncomfortable.  As they sprayed my hair and started suds-ing it up, I was suddenly worried about my makeup getting messed up. I hate myself.

The woman doing my nails did so quietly. However, the one doing my hair talked non-stop, asking me if I was excited about school, had my boyfriend asked me to the homecoming dance and what did my dress look like, was I a cheerleader like Angie and on and on. I really don’t think she even really listened to my replies. At least it made the time go by faster.

When the woman had finished with my hair, it was jarring when I looked in the mirror. I didn’t see me at all. I couldn’t figure out how that cute girl got inside the reflection. And I never once ever considered my nails as being pretty. But that’s what they now were, shaped and a polished deep pink. What in the hell am I doing with not only nail polish, but pink? I swear, being a girl is extremely emasculating.

I was directed back to the front of the salon where Angie was waiting.  Angie had an ear-to-ear grin as I walked up to the cashier. The cashier looked up at me as I approached and smiled. “You’re good to go, miss. Your mother paid for it when she made the appointment.” She gave me a quizzical expression. “It’s funny. Your mother has been coming here for years, and she’s not once mentioned having a daughter.”

I shrugged. “What can I say?”

Angie grinned as she looked at my head from different angles. My hair, while still on the longish side for a boy, was still a fairly short style for a girl. Angie exclaimed, “I just love your hair, Cindy! That looks perfect on you. You really are beautiful!”

I shook my head with an embarrassed grin. “Don’t be ridiculous, Angie.”

Angie grabbed my shoulder and turned me to face the cashier. Angie asked her, “What do you think?”

The woman laughed. “She’s beautiful.”

Angie said, “See?”

I looked at Angie like she was crazy. I said, “She works here. What else is she going to say?”

The woman laughed again and said, “Well, speaking on my own time, you’re beautiful. I should know. Beauty is our business.”

Angie nodded. “See? Expert opinion. Okay, we’ve got more to do.” As we exited the salon, Angie took my hand to pull me to the earring store. Frowning, she let go of my hand. “Girl, we really got to do something about your hands.”

She held up my hand and commented, “See? You now have gorgeous hands but they’re so dry. Trust me. No boy is going to want to hold a rough hand like that.”

I frowned and pulled my hand back. “I let it slide the last time you said that. I’m not interested in a boy holding my hand regardless of softness.”

Angie shook her head. “Your mission, girl, is before school starts to get your skin baby soft even if you have to bathe in moisturizers.” She pushed on the door of the earring store. “Now to get your ears pierced.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “Is this really necessary?”

Angie looked at me as if I was from Mars. “Well, duh!”

#

The bell mounted on the door jingled as we entered Stacy’s Earring Shoppe. A girl by the cash register sitting on a stool stood up as the door closed behind us. She smiled broadly at us.

“Angie!” the girl exclaimed. She pointed at a tall carousel of earrings and said, “Good to see you again. We just got a ton of new earrings in.”

Angie grinned, “Hey Renee.” I thought for sure her name would be Stacy. “Cool. I’m definitely in the market for something new. Oh, and this is Cindy. She’s a new student this year. I’m trying to help her out.”

Renee smiled pleasantly at me. “Well, then welcome, Cindy. Happy to have you with us, and I just love your hair. It’s so cute!” Funny. The only reaction I’d get when I got a haircut as Jason was from my Uncle Jack who always asked if I got my ears lowered. “Are you going to be a cheerleader like Angie?”

I waved my hand dismissively. “Oh no. I wasn’t here for the tryouts anyway.”

Angie’s eyes twinkled as she said, “Actually, tryouts are the first week of school. So, you have a chance.”

I sighed. “Lucky me.” No way in hell.

Smiling, Renee asked, “So, how can I help you ladies?”

Angie said, “I’m just looking for something new, but Cindy wants to get her ears pierced. She’s nervous about it.”

Renee waved her hand. “Girl, there’s nothing to worry about. It doesn’t hurt... much. Try not to let out an ear-piercing scream.” She chuckled. Angie rolled her eyes, and Renee continued, “Well, you did say she was new here.”

I was directed to sit on the stool just recently vacated by Renee. She started numbing an earlobe by rubbing it. She picked up a paper hole punch and came towards me. I gave her a worried look and she said, “Oh. Sorry. This is how I pierce boy’s ears.” She chuckled.

I looked to Angie and asked, “Are we paying extra for the show?”

Renee frowned. “I’m just trying to keep it light.” She picked up a small gun looking thing. “Try not to jump when the starter stud goes in. You keep your starter earrings in for at least six weeks and avoid touching them – at least with dirty hands. They’ll be sore and red for a few days.”

I scowled at Angie and asked, “Tell me again why I’m doing this?”

In response, Angie held up a pair of earrings she’d removed from a nearby carousel and wiggled them at me. “I’m getting these for you. They’re just adorable and will look really cute on you.” I learned that ‘cute’ is a universal adjective for something attractive.

Despite being told not to, I still jumped when the stud pierced my ear.

We left the earring store after I got studs in both ears, and with Angie’s recommendations I bought several pairs of earrings.

Angie grinned at me. “See? That wasn’t so bad, was it? And now you get to wear all these pretty earrings. And stop touching your ears! You’ll get infected.”

I frowned at Angie. “It bothers me.”

Shaking her head, Angie said, “Cindy, believe me. In a few weeks, you’ll be so happy you did this. Now, let’s go check out the shoe store. Your mom is expecting you back in about an hour.”

#

After entering my house I dropped the shopping bags, including a pair of high heels that I can’t imagine ever wearing, a little black dress that Angie insisted that every girl should have, and a bikini of all things. Exhausted, I plopped down on the couch and numbly turned on the TV.

Mom in the kitchen heard me come in, and walked over to me. She took one look and exclaimed, “I love your hair, Cindy! It’s so cute.”

I sighed heavily. “Thanks, Mom. Shopping is exhausting.”

Mom chuckled as she started going through my shopping bags. “It can be. But it’s also fun.” She pulled out the earrings I’d bought and exclaimed, “Oh, these are darling! I can’t wait to see you wear them.” I guess I need to add ‘cute’, ‘adorable’ and ‘darling’ to my personal lexicon.

Mom extracted the dress and the high heels and grinned at me. “Oh! I love this dress! And matching heels!” She gave me a knowing look and asked, “Planning a special evening?”

I frowned and shook my head. “Knock it off, Mom. I think Angie is trying to create her mini-me.”

Mom shook her head at me. “You should be more thankful for her help, Cindy. She told me she’s wants to be your life coach. In a few weeks, she’ll have to cut back on time with you because of cheerleading practice. And then when school starts, she’ll have even less time with you. Let her help you as much as she can now.”

“I’m trying to Mom!” I said trying not to sound frustrated. “Look at me. This is just day one!”

Mom smiled. “And you’re beautiful. I won’t lie to you. I love having a daughter. I could use some help in the kitchen.”

I sighed as I stood. I was still tired from my afternoon with Shopzilla. As my grandmother used to say, “No rest for the wicked.” Am I wicked?

As I turned to follow Mom to the kitchen, Dad came in from the garage. He frowned and said, “You look ridiculous. And that hair!” At least he didn’t say how cute my hair was. I don’t think ‘cute’ is in his vocabulary.

Mom frowned at Dad. “Be nice, George. I think your daughter is adorable.”

Dad shrugged and heaved a sigh. “I’m sorry Jas… Cindy. I know this is hard on you. I’ll admit your hair is cute.” Damn! I spoke too soon.

I smiled weakly at Dad. “No problem, Dad. It’s an adjustment.” Ya think?

Dad nodded. “That’s for damn sure. Oh, I’m trying to think up some rules for you.”

“Rules, Dad?” I asked. “Other than letting you know where I was, you never had rules for me before.”

Dad grunted. “You weren’t a daughter before. Just simple rules, like you can’t stay out past ten o’clock, no boys in the house… stuff like that.”

Trying not to whine, I said, “But that’s not fair, Dad!”

Dad frowned. “It’s more than fair. We’ll talk more about it later.” He turned to sit on the couch in front of the TV and mumbled about how much me being a girl was going to cost him.

From the kitchen, Mom said, “Cindy, if you can give me a hand? Can you make the mashed potatoes for me?”

I turned away glumly from Dad and walked to the kitchen. “Sure Mom.”

#

I was sitting in my room playing a game on my computer. Girls play computer games, right? I don’t want to give this up or have to switch to playing Barnyard Veterinarian. The lecture from Dad after dinner was annoying.

Sounding aggravated, I heard Dad call from the living room, “Cindy! There’s a boy here to see you.” Dad is going to try to embarrass me as much as he can just because he doesn’t like me being a girl. It’s not like I volunteered.

I walked into the living room and saw who was standing outside on the porch. I exclaimed, “Dad! That’s not a boy. That’s Tony!” I’m going to have to have another talk with Dad. After seeing it was Tony at the door, Mom or Dad used to tell him I’m in my room and let him come in.

Looking confused, Tony said, “I thought I was a boy.”

As I stepped up to the door, I said, “You know what I mean. Dad, you know Tony.”

Tony looked at my dad. He held up a thumb drive. “I won’t be long, sir. I just have some software to install on Cindy’s computer.” That must be the new Skyrim 27 that just came out. Tony had told me he had a cracked version.

Dad didn’t move. “How long will that take?”

Bewildered at not being let in, Tony said, “Maybe half an hour to install and then configure.”

Dad checked the time displayed on his phone. “Okay. You have half an hour frommm… now.”

Tony looked at my dad like he was from an alien planet. He said, “Yes sir.” He stepped through the open door towards me.

I picked up the handset of the house phone and held the receiver out towards Dad. “Dad. It’s Ward Cleaver. He wants his decade back.”

Tony suppressed a chuckle as we both ran for my room.

When we got inside my room and I closed the door, Tony said, “Man. You run like girl.”

I said, “Thank you.” I plucked the thumb drive from Tony’s grasp. Tony sat down on the edge of my bed.

Before Tony could respond, the door to my room was yanked open. Looking angry, Dad said, “This door is to remain open!”  He turned and stormed off to the couch.

Tony just sat there on the edge of my bed. “Well, shit. Looks like I won’t be able to fuck you tonight.”

I laughed and then I felt a slight chill. “You were joking, right?”

Tony flashed a “What do you think?” expression at me. “What do you think?”

As my PC started reading the thumb drive, Tony screwed up his face and asked, “What the hell is up with your dad? I mean, yeah. When I’ve visited some other girls from school to get some math help, she had to leave her door opened. Makes sense as she was a girl and all.”

I folded my arms and glared at Tony. “What do I look like?”

Getting defensive, Tony said, “Well, uh, you… you look like a girl. Oh. I didn’t get to say it when I walked into your house, but you’re very pretty. That hair style looks cute on you.”

I closed my eyes and made a stabbing gesture to my chess. “Et tu, Bruté.”

Tony frowned. “Okay. You’re not pretty. Better?”

I grunted a laugh. “That’s not it. Everyone I’ve talked to today has said my hair is cute.”

Tony smirked. “Sorry to bring you bad news, Bucko. It is cute. I’m not usually attracted to short hair girls, but I have to say your hair style looks very cute on you. Being pretty must be a terrible burden on you.”

Folding my arms with a scowl, I said, “You can stop now.”

“Seriously, though,” said Tony seriously. “I can fully understand why your dad is protective of you. Hell, I wouldn’t even let me anywhere near my daughter. If I had one.”

I shook my head and said, “The install is done. What do we configure?”

Tony leaned over me to get to the keyboard. He turned to grin at me and put his hand on my shoulder. “You smell nice.”  I told him thanks and pointed at the PC. He continued, “Look. Just run all the settings to max. You’ve got one of the best graphic cards. Just set everything to High.  High body count, high blood splatters. Turn damage on.” After fiddling around with the settings for a few minutes, Tony said, “Oh hey. I need to tell…”

Dad entered my room to see Tony practically lying on top of me. Trying to sound like an authoritarian, Dad said, “Time to go, son.”

“But Daddy,” I complained. “It hasn’t been half an hour yet.” I haven’t called my dad "daddy" since I was about four.

If looks could kill, Tony would have been vaporized. “Party’s over.” Dad had better mellow out soon, or I’m going to be in for a hard time.”

“Daddy. Just five more minutes. Please.”

Dad stuck his hands into his pockets. “Okay. Just five minutes and no more.” He turned and walked back to his couch. All right! Saying ‘Daddy’ works.

Tony took his thumb drive back from me. “Okay, real quick,” he said. “Remember how us and some of our friends for the past couple of years have been all going to a movie on the last Saturday before school? That’s next Saturday! We’re doing it again this year. I wondered if you wanted to come too.”

I wrinkled my nose at him. “As your date?”

Tony laughed. “Oh fuck no!” He stood up to leave. “Just asking if you’d want to go too. I’m picking up Roger along the way. You in?”

I got up too, so I could follow him to the door. “As long as it’s not a date, I’m in.”

Tony grinned. “Cool beans. Talk to you later, bud.” Dad closed the door after him.

I walked back to my room and closed the door. I was going to play the game for a bit before going to bed. Before the game’s intro finished, my cell phone rang. I looked and it was Angie.

“Hey girl,” said the pleasant voice of Angie. “I just wanted to remind you that I’ll be over at your house by nine. Be sure to have everything out.”

Before she could hang up, I said, “Before you hang up, I have a question.”

Angie said quietly, “Of course, Cindy. What’s up?”

I said, “You know Tony, right? He wanted to ask me if I’d be interested to go with him and our usual gang to see a movie next Saturday. Do you think I should go with them?”

Angie said, “I think so. It would be a good experience for you.”

I was afraid to ask the question. Finally, I asked, “This doesn’t mean I’m dating Tony does it?”

Angie giggled. “Not necessarily. Interesting question though. I mean, Tony asks you, Tony picks you up, Tony pays for everything…”

“Whoa,” I said quickly. “I’m paying my own way.”

Angie said, “There is such a thing as a Dutch treat and still be a date. Are you planning to get romantic with him?”

I almost shouted, “Of course not!”

Angie laughed. “Then don’t worry about it and just enjoy an evening out with your friends. I need to run. See you in the morning.”  She disconnected before I could say anything else.

Shit. That’s all I need.

#

“Yay, you got it. Fifth time’s the charm,” laughed Angie as she took a close look at my latest attempt to apply eyeliner. “No wavy lines and you got the wings correct.” As promised, Angie had shown up to continue training me on makeup techniques.

I looked into the mirror and grinned. “I’m pretty confident I can manage makeup on my own now. But I still don’t get the point of eyeliner.”

Angie leaned in towards me. “You see the difference, right? Your lashes look thicker and it makes your eyes stand out.”

I leaned back in my chair and grunted. “It’s just a lot of damn work. Do I have to do this every day?”

Angie shook her head and chuckled. “You don’t have to do anything at all. But it definitely helps your look. This look is great for school. For dates, you’ll want to be more dramatic. We haven’t even touched on false lashes.”

“I’m fine with that,” I said with a grin. “I really do appreciate all your help, Angie.”

Angie sighed. “You’re very welcome. I’ve read up on what has happened to others who either just don’t try or have failed to adjust to being women. They get fined and tossed in jail and jail goes really bad for them.”

I smiled at Angie as I started to stand up. “I can’t thank you enough. Being a girl was never on my bucket list, but I really hope I can pull this off.”

Angie laughed. “Cindy girl, you got this. Don’t even worry.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said. “I guess my baptism of fire will be going to that movie with my friends. Maybe I should just tell Tony I can’t go.”

Angie shook her head. “Oh no. You need to go. As you said, that will prove to you and others that you’re a girl – a girl who’s ready to take on the world.”

I chuckled. “Maybe. What do you think I should wear? Should I wear a skirt?”

Angie shrugged. “Just wear those shorts I gave you. You don’t have to wear a skirt to prove you’re a girl.”

I raised an eyebrow and said, “Those shorts are pretty skimpy. Dad might not even let me out of the house wearing those.”

Angie grinned broadly. “They do show a lot of leg. Boys like that. Just be sure to shave.”

I laughed. “Will you stop it? I don’t care what boys like. It’s bad enough that I’m having to moisturize so much.”

Angie took one of my hands and held it up to look at it. “Let me see your hands. Oh, much, much better, girl. Keep it up. And I’m very serious about shaving. Nobody wants to see hairy legs. You also might want to do your nails too. And stop touching your ears.”

I shook my head and said, “Yes, mother.”

“Do you want my help or not?” scolded Angie.

I laughed. “I’m joking. I can’t do this without you.”

Angie stood still for a moment just staring at me. Finally, she said, “How do you feel, Cindy? Right now?”

I shrugged. “How do you mean?”

“You’re almost a week into being a girl,” said Angie. “You’re wearing makeup, you’ve had your hair and nails done, your ears are pierced, you’re wearing women’s clothes and you have boobs bigger than mine. Are you feeling like a girl yet?”

I moved to be right next to Angie and looked at our breasts. Giggling I admitted, “I am bigger than you! That’s cool. But seriously, I don’t know how a girl feels. I don’t think that I think differently or have different feelings yet. The hormones are causing me to cry more. I just feel I’m me with different packaging.”

Angie studied me for a moment. “I can see you growing more feminine. You’re not trying to be girly which would just make you a parody. Can you imagine what Karl would be like if he’d gotten your sentence instead of jail? He’d be a joke. He’d fail and wind up back in jail anyway."

“I’ve known you a long time, Cindy. As Jason, you were always a nice guy. I don’t know why you were friends with assholes like Karl and Roger anyway. But you were always very much male. That’s why I’m glad to see you embrace this new role that was forced on you. Karl would have fought it.”

I frowned at Angie when she’d finished her speech. I asked, “What are you suggesting? I’ve diminished myself by rolling over? Should I have demanded jail instead of allowing myself to be feminized?”

Angie stiffened and I knew I had angered her. She said, “That’s not what I’m saying at all. I’m glad you were mature enough to meet this challenge head on. We’ve been close friends for a long time, and I would have hated for you to go to jail. That’s a terrible place. Now, while your experiences will be different, you’ll get to stay in school, hang out with friends, do most of the high school stuff you’d done anyway and graduate. I’m here to help you through this, Cindy. I can’t change your wrongful conviction, but I can help you with this.”

I nodded. “I can’t say this enough. I do appreciate everything you’re doing for me.”

Angie grinned. “I can see my help is paying off by the girl I see standing next to me instead of some gawky parody. But hey. I need to run. Good luck on your movie date Saturday!”

I shook my head. “It’s not a date!”

Angie laughed and hugged me. “Stay sexy, girl.” I walked with her to the door and waved as she left.

I was alone in the house. Mom had taken a few days off work to help me, but Angie helped me the most.  Today was Mom’s first day back to work. I stepped out on our porch and took a deep breath of the fresh warm August morning air. I walked over to the tree in our front yard and stood in its shade.

It’s funny how Angie’s comments kind of echoed what I heard Dad saying to Mom the night before. They didn’t know I was listening, but Dad was complaining to Mom that I just surrendered too easily to becoming a girl. He really felt that I should have been more of a stand-up guy and taken jail rather than to humiliate myself, and probably him as well, by becoming a girl.

Jail wasn’t even an option for me, but if I had taken jail, I wouldn’t be at home. I wouldn’t be going to school. I wouldn’t be doing any of the things Angie mentioned. I knew Dad wasn’t happy with this court ruling, but I really hadn't known just how much he hated it.

Mom took up for me, but Dad wasn’t having it. To him, being in jail was more honorable than being his daughter. Mom argued that she was proud of her daughter. Dad said something I couldn’t understand and then stormed out of the house. A few moments later I heard his car blasting away, tires spinning, which he always does when he’s pissed about something and needs to cool off. Of course, driving angry is the worst thing he could be doing. Mom just sat in the kitchen and cried.

I got up quietly so she wouldn’t know I was in the same room and then walked into the kitchen and walked up to her.

“Mom? What’s wrong?” I asked.

Mom looked up at me and patted at her eyes with a tissue. “Oh, it’s nothing. Your father and I just had a disagreement on something.” She motioned for me to sit on the stool across from her. She took my hands and just held them a few moments, then tilted her head and asked, “Are you happy? I mean, how do you feel about being Cindy?”

I shrugged. “I’m happy that I’m basically free and not sitting in jail with Mr. Dover. At first I hated this idea. I hated putting Jason basically on hold. I’ll be honest with you, I hated going to the salon to have my hair and nails done. I mean, come on! Getting my hair styled in some feminine way and getting my nails done? Is there a bigger and sillier way to waste time than doing your nails? I thought I’d be humiliated. But you know what? I wasn’t.”

Mom squeezed my hands and grinned at me. “I love my beautiful daughter.”

I sighed. “I wish Dad did. I know he feels disappointed, like this is a permanent thing.”

Mom looked thoughtful for a moment. “I think I know why your father is having a difficult time accepting you. You look exactly like me when I met your father, at your age. He sees me and not you.”

I smirked. “He’s going to just have to get over it. I’m not letting this ruling defeat me.”

We hugged, and when we separated, Mom said, “I love your perfume.”

I chuckled. “I got it off your dresser.”

A couple of birds squawking in the tree brought me out of my reverie. Yeah, Dad’s going to be difficult. But I think he’ll come around. When I went to bed last night, he surprised me by saying “Good night, kitten.”  He’s never called me that before.

I looked down at my hands. School is going to be the biggest worry. That’s why I’m going to a movie with the guys this Saturday. If those guys accept Cindy, I shouldn’t have too much to worry about when school starts.

If they don’t?  Well, they just have to.

#

I woke up late. The August morning sunlight was blasting through my open blinds. I smiled to myself. It’s a summer Saturday, so who cares, right? I snuggled into the cool sheets and closed my eyes. Then, I remembered that it was the last Saturday before school starts. That woke me up enough to allow the memories of Friday night to invade my peaceful, sleepy thoughts. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry about it. Nothing happened, so it was no big deal. It still bothered me though.

Friday night, as we often do, we all went out to get dinner. It’s usually a fast food place, but not always. It’s kinda become a tradition as we started doing it when I was very little to give Mom a break from cooking something. Of course, I was a girl this time out – which shouldn’t have been an issue.

I was just wearing a t-shirt and skinny jeans. My breasts were rather prominent which I’m still trying to get used to. It feels weird to sit at a table and have my boobs rest on the table top. When it’s just me and my parents, things like over-sized breasts are no big deal. But last night, we had to run into some old friends of my parents, who were celebrating their son going off to college next week by taking him to dinner. They decided to sit together and talk about old times. I had to sit next to their son, Michael.

Michael was about a year older than me, and most girls would consider him to be a hottie. He had a good build and of course he was going to college on a football scholarship. And all he did was stare at my chest. I’m sure he took the wrong cue when I smiled about that. I smiled because just a few weeks ago, if I had been sitting next to a busty girl, I’d be doing the same thing.

“Are you going off to college too?” he asked while we were waiting for our food to arrive.

I shook my head and smiled weakly at him. “No. I’m a senior this year.”

“Bummer,” he said as he draped his arm on the back of my chair. “I’m so glad to be done with school.”

“College is school,” I said quietly. I felt his fingers on my shoulder.

As he placed his hand a little more solidly on my shoulder, he said, “College is different. The teachers are a lot more laid back, and I get to concentrate more on football. So. Do you have a boyfriend?”

Thinking back, I should have said I have ten. I shook my head and said, “No. I don’t have a boyfriend.”

His fingers tickled the back of my neck. Do I slap his hand? Or move to the other side of the table? Or just tolerate it so I don’t cause a scene? It’s not like I’ll see him again. Our parents haven’t seen each other in about twelve years. Michael grinned broadly and said, “That’s good to know. But I find it hard to believe that a girl as beautiful as you would be single.”

I smiled and felt my cheeks warm when he called me beautiful. That’s hard to resist. Everyone wants to be considered attractive. Obviously, I have no interest in him, but it’s still fun for someone to flirt with you. I said, “Thank you. But what about you? I’m sure girls are constantly throwing themselves at you.”

Michael chuckled. “They do actually. I have to be pretty choosy.” Wow. What an ego on this guy. I was never this way, I don’t think? It wasn’t that long ago. Should I feel special that he’s choosing me?

I grinned at him and said, “Oh, I can’t believe you don’t have that one special girl.”

He grinned back as he stroked the back of my neck. “Not yet.”

He put his hand down and sat up straighter as our food arrived. I scratched the back of my neck. What made him think he had the right to touch me?

As she started poking into her salad, Michael’s mother looked over at me. “So, Cindy, any thoughts about careers or college?”

I hadn’t thought that far ahead, considering current circumstances. I didn’t want to say that, so even though it wasn’t true, I said, “I’ve been thinking pretty solidly about joining the Navy SEALS.” Dad almost choked as he laughed while trying to swallow.

Michael’s mom said with a hesitant smile, “That’s quite an ambition.”

Michael’s dad, after swallowing said, “No offense, Cindy, but you are much too pretty and feminine. You should just marry someone like Michael.”

Michael laughed. “I completely agree, Dad!”

Afraid of what I might say, I just shook my head and smiled. That offended me. My mom is both a wife and mom, but she also has a computer science degree and makes more than Dad.

I rolled over in my bed trying to think of something else besides Friday night. But thinking of that last thing Michael said to me before his parents left the restaurant, pissed me off again, so I just tossed the sheets off and sat up.

Michael had leaned in close and whispered, “Hey, text me your address and later tonight, I can get some beer out of our fridge and come pick you up and we can have a little party, just you and me.”

I declined.

I yawned as I sat up on the edge of my bed. I was annoyed by just one boy last night. Tonight, I have to deal with six? At least I know them, and they know who I am… or was… or whatever. I know they won’t try to hit on me, but I do hope they accept me. Accept me as in not laughing at me or calling me names. I sighed. I think I’m only friends with them because Tony is friends with them, and then because they’re on the team.

I wandered through the house in my panties and over-sized t-shirt. Mom had bought me a light blue babydoll nightie that I hadn’t worn because I thought it was too girlie. I think I’ll try it out tonight. I’m a girl, right?

Mom was busy doing laundry and Dad was doing something in the garage. Except for me, it seemed like a typical Saturday morning. I pulled a Pop-Tart from the pantry and went back to my room without heating it, which I rarely do.

My Mom had swapped out my desk with a vanity table with a large mirror. It’s where I kept my growing supply of makeup, hairbrushes, scrunchies and a zillion other things I never thought I’d possess. I could see in my reflection the points of my breasts trying to poke through my t-shirt.

I lifted my shirt up to expose my breasts. I lifted one and just let it bounce. I shook my head. Man, they went over-board with these melons. I grinned as I wiggled them. I know what this is going to sound like, but I actually do like my boobs. Dad walked into my room one evening when I was topless and got an eyeful. I didn’t know you could turn that many shades of red. He now knocks.

I leaned into the mirror and took a close look at my face. The depilatory cream I was provided is keeping my face hair free and baby soft. I frowned at my eyes. Angie is going to have to help me manage my brows. They don’t look bad but they’re a bit thicker than most girls and they don’t arch. So many things to worry about.

I stretched my arms over my head and that’s when I saw it. Armpit hairs. Though they’re small and barely noticeable, it was like having tree trunks in my armpits. That might be an exaggeration, but I definitely needed to shave. I felt my legs and I found I needed to shave there too. I suddenly felt like sasquatch. Body hair never bothered me before, but now it had to go.

I wish I had my own shower, but I just had a bathroom in the hall next to my room. If I wanted to take a shower, I’d have to invade my parents’ bathroom. Dad was already feeling outnumbered, so I decided to just take a hot bath. I opened the cabinets and found the bottle of bubble bath. I hadn’t had a bubble bath since I was a kid. So, I squirted the soap into the stream as I filled the tub.

I slipped out of my panties and posed naked in front of the bathroom mirror as the tub filled. When they had hidden my manhood with that surgical tuck, they had shaved the area clean. You’d have to look close to see that it wasn’t a real vagina. I couldn’t have normal sex even if I wanted it. Which I didn’t, just to be clear. But some of the hair was returning and I found myself giggling at the little furry mound that only I could see.

Mom had bought me a new, pink plastic razor for me to clean away unsightly hair. I pulled it from the package and set it on the tub. As I slid into the warm bubbly water, I wondered just when body hair became unsightly. And only for women?

I loved being in the warm bath and would have loved to have stayed there for hours. But I didn’t want to get all wrinkly, so I decided to start shaving right away. I giggled when I thought about how Dad had to get a video of my first shave when I really didn’t have much hair on my face. But now, nobody wants to preserve my first feminine shave. I giggled about it. Well, I have to lift my leg up, and we don’t want a shot of that. It annoyed me that I was giggling a lot now.

After getting smoothed and baby oiled, I sat down at my vanity and put on my makeup. I just did it lightly since I’d have to do it again before Tony picked me up. After I was done with that, I started shaping my nails and got out a new bottle of really pretty red nail polish.

I frowned as I rolled the polish bottle around in my hand. I’m going to say it: there’s just so much nonsense that goes with being a girl. Granted, it’s not required but I was doing it anyway. And it’s not like I was building anything or creating anything. I was just making my nails look pretty. And I’m doing it all for Tony’s benefit, as if that matters.  I sighed. 

I was about halfway done applying polish on my other hand when Dad entered my room. He said, “Hey, honey. Do you think you could give your mother and I a hand with these groceries? We have a lot of bags this time.” I didn’t even know they’d left the house.

I lifted my hands up to show him and said, “Oh, I can’t Dad! I’m doing my nails!”

Dad scowled, “Oh the humanity! Don’t worry about it. We’ll manage.” He turned to storm off.

I held my hands up with my still wet nails and whined, “What do you expect me to do?” I swear. Guys just don’t understand. I finished my nails and just sat there, blowing on my nails to encourage them to dry. Of course, there was no way they’d dry in time to help out. I heard Dad grumble to Mom as they brought in the groceries.

Several minutes later, Mom came into my room and set a bottle down on my dresser. “Hi honey. Since you liked that perfume, I got you your own bottle.”

I smiled at Mom. “Thanks! Yeah, I like it a lot. Is Dad still pissed at me?”

Mom shook her head. “Don’t worry about it. It’s not like you did it on purpose. So, are you excited about your big date tonight?”

I shook my head. “Mom, it’s not a date. Just hanging out with friends and hitting a movie. And probably go to Taco Bueno after that.”

Mom smiled. “Tony is picking you up?” I nodded and she continued, “How many boys will you be with?”

I shrugged. “Five or six. You’ve met them all before.”

Mom frowned at me. “Tony is a nice boy. Mostly. But honestly, I’ve never understood why you hang out with those others.”

I sighed. “Well, they’re mostly Tony’s friends. They’re not criminals, Mom. They just tend to get a bit rowdy.”

Mom shook her head. “That’s what worries me.”

Chuckling, I said, “It’ll be okay.”

Mom pointed at my hands. “Nice color.” She turned and left the room.

#

Mom shook her head at me. “Your father isn’t going to like that. Why those shorts?”

I put my hands on my hips and asked, “You don’t think these look hot?” I did a little pirouette.

Mom chuckled. “Oh, they’re hot alright. That’s the problem.”

I checked my makeup again in my vanity’s mirror. I had gone with a heavier eye liner and a more smokey eye shadow. I turned back to face Mom. “These are the most macho guys at school. I wanted to make a good impression. If they’ll accept me as a girl, then I think most people will.” I looked at the clock. Tony should be here any minute.

Mom folded her arms. “Honey, you’re a beautiful girl. You have nothing to prove to those boys, and do you really want those boys' attention? Those shorts leave nothing to the imagination, so you’ll definitely get their attention.” The shorts did fit very snug in the crotch. No way could a guy wear them. Which was the point. My boobs were nestled in a pretty, pink bra partially exposed by my tank top.

I laughed. “I don’t think they’ll get out of hand.”

The doorbell rang. I suddenly felt a cold chill. “That’s probably Tony.” I felt annoyed that I was excited that Tony was here. I’ve seen him a million times, but this time it was different.

As Mom and I were exiting my room, Dad yelled, “Cindy! There’s a boy here for you.” I really wish Dad would stop announcing Tony like that. He knows who Tony is.

Tony’s and, well, Dad’s eyes as well, went wide when I entered the living room. Tony exclaimed, “Cindy! You look great. Are you ready? The guys are waiting.” He took a step towards the door.

Dad turned to Mom and asked, “You’re letting her go out like that?”

Mom nodded but didn’t smile. “Yes.”

Dad frowned. He looked at Tony. “Son, you need to have her back home by eleven.”

I exclaimed, “Dad! I’ve never had to be home that early before on a Saturday night!”

Dad folded his arms. “Okay. Eleven thirty.” He scowled at Tony.

I was about to protest again because I thought eleven thirty was also a stupid time.  But Tony interrupted, “I’ll have her home by eleven thirty, sir.” Tony motioned to me to head out the door.

I grabbed my purse and headed quickly to the door and waved. “Bye!”

As Tony slipped past the door, he said, “No guarantee she’ll still have her clothes on!” I’m sure Dad didn’t hear that.

“Tony!” I shouted. “You’re awful!” I giggled as I ran towards his car.

There were two cars parked in front of my house. The one in front was Tony’s. Roger and Nick were leaning against Tony’s car. Three others were in the car parked behind Tony.

Nick and Roger had been standing outside Tony’s car. As Tony and I ran up to his car, Nick said, “I thought we were picking up Jason.”

Roger pointed at me and said, “Remember the court order?”

Tony said, “Let’s get in the car. Cindy up front with me.”

Nick grinned. “Are you saying that chick is a dude? Let me check.”

Before I knew what he was doing, Nick cupped his hand gruffly on the crotch of my shorts.

“What the fuck?” I shouted as I pushed Nick back.

Nick stood there looking astonished, still holding his hand out. Surprised, he said, “There’s no dick! She doesn’t have a dick.”

Roger laughed. “No shit, Sherlock.”

I started to raise my hand to slap Nick, but Tony caught my arm. Tony looked me in the eyes and said, “No need for violence. Let’s just all agree that Nick is an idiot.”

While Tony held my arm, I yelled at Nick, “Don’t ever touch me again!” Okay, I have no vagina there, but I still felt violated.

As Roger and Nick started to get into Tony’s car, Nick mumbled to Roger, “I thought you said that was Jason. She doesn’t have a dick!”

Tony held both my hands and looked into my eyes. He asked, “Are you okay?” I nodded and he continued, “Look Cindy. I’m really sorry. It’s not going to happen again. Nick… well, we all know Nick is an idiot. Let’s just go ahead and go.” Still holding my hand, he opened the passenger door to his car. I could hear the boys in the other car laughing.

Okay, maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all.

I hesitated to get into Tony’s car.

Tony tugged on my hand and grinned at me. “Come on, Cindy. Don’t let a moron like Nick spoil our end of summer party.”

I scowled at Tony. “He assaulted me. I’m supposed to just ignore that?”

Tony frowned. “Give me a break. He didn’t assault you. He was just clowning around. You would have thought it was funny two weeks ago.” Would I have? I’m now ashamed to admit that in the past, I went along to get along. I wanted to be a part of Tony’s friends. They were all considered badasses, and I thought that was what I wanted to be.

Tony and I had been friends for a long time, but he’d changed since we started high school and he fell in with this group after getting on the team. While I’d say most of the team gets rowdy at times, they’re not always assholes like Tony’s friends.

From the back seat of Tony’s car, Nick called out, “Come on, man. You know damned well Jason, that back when you had a dick, you would have liked it if a girl had grabbed you there. Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it. Can we go now?”

Of course, I still had my boy parts -- they were just cleverly disguised to make me appear to have girl parts -- but I hated to admit that Nick was probably right. Well, I would have been terribly embarrassed if a girl had touched me there, but I wouldn’t have been offended. Every single one of these guys would actually have enjoyed it. I’ve heard their coach warn them about inappropriate touching on females. I’m apparently not accepted as a female to these jerks.

Tony tugged on my hand again. “Come on, Cindy. Let’s go. Look, I’ll pay your way in. Okay?”

“Money fixes everything?” I frowned at Tony.

Tony let go of my hand and frowned back at me. “We haven’t left your house yet. You can just go back.”

I just looked at Tony for a few moments. “That’s an excellent idea.” I did a spin and started walking across my yard back to my house.

Nick called out, “Hey bitch! Where are you going? I said I was sorry.”

Tony shouted, “Nick! Shut up you dumb fuck!” I heard Tony take a step towards me. “Cindy, please don’t go.”

Roger said under his breath, “Shit man. Well, Karl did say Jason always was a pussy.”

I didn’t even turn around. I walked up to my front door and went inside.

Mom looked up from the crossword puzzle she was working on. “Did you forget something?”

I just stood there for a few moments and then started to shake. My emotions were all over the place. I really wanted to go to the movie with Tony. It was a “thing” we’d been doing since middle school. But I couldn’t let go of what Nick had done. I guess I’m just a joke to them. Maybe I’m a joke to everyone.

I couldn’t hold my tears back any longer. I felt stupid to cry, but the tears started flowing. “Oh, Mom!” I cried as I rushed to her and hugged her.

Taken by surprise, Mom said, “Are you okay, honey? What happened?”

My emotions from being violated came crashing down. Was I over-reacting? I didn’t know. I’d never been a girl before. Through tears, I said, “They… they touched me.”

Dad flung the door open with a slam and rushed outside. I heard the squeal of tires as two cars peeled out from the curb. Dad shouted, “If I ever catch you…!” After a moment he came back into the house. He walked up and gently brushed my cheek. “Are you okay, honey? What did Tony do to you?” Dad’s anger took me by surprise. I knew he hated me becoming a girl.

I wiped a black-stained tear away. “It wasn’t Tony, Dad. It was Nick. You don’t know him. He grabbed me. He grabbed my… um, my vagina.” I know I don’t have one, but what else am I going to call it? Certainly not the word Nick used. Mom rubbed my back.

Dad frowned. “We should report this to the police.”

I shook my head. “No, Dad. Please don’t. It’s a big enough mess as it is.”

Dad then scowled at me and pointed. “I told you not to wear those shorts!”

I backed away from Mom and shouted, “So it’s my fault?!  I was asking for it?”

Mom rarely got angry with Dad. She scolded, “George! Listen to yourself.”

Tears flowing again, I said, “I’m going to my room.”

Dad reached over to me. “Honey!” But I was already running down the hall to my room. I slammed the door closed. I threw myself onto my bed, curled up with my pillow and cried my heart out.

Why am I crying? Why am I upset? Nick didn’t really touch anything. The surgeon made it look like a vagina, but it wasn’t one. I ruined Tony and my annual movie outing… our last one. I wanted us to have a great time, like we always did. But no, I had to get mad. I had to… I had to… I felt a swell of anger build up. Nick didn’t just touch me. He squeezed me. In my most private area. I felt it. I shook as I relived being violated by Nick. And to them, all of them, my friends? They thought it was funny. A joke. Like me.

My cell phone rang. I didn’t pick it up, but I could see the caller id. It was Angie. I was sure she was going to say something cute like, “How was your date with Tony? Ha ha.” I didn’t answer.

A few minutes later, a text appeared. It read, “Call me Cindy. Now.” I sighed and picked up the phone and called Angie.

“Girl! Are you okay?” asked an excited Angie.

“I think so,” I said rather lamely.

“I’m up here at the Cinema with the squad and we just finished talking with Tony. What he said was crazy. Is it true?” Angie asked.

I frowned, hoping to forget this day. “About Nick assaulting me? Yes, that’s true.”

“Oh Cindy! I’m so sorry that happened!” exclaimed Angie. “And Tony didn’t protect you?”

“It happened kinda fast,” I said honestly. “But then, he treated the whole thing like a big joke.”

Sounding serious, Angie said, “You should have called the cops, like I did with Karl.”

I frowned. “And accomplished what? What Karl did was much more serious. That’s why he’s in jail. Nick would have just gotten fined.”

Angie said, “You know Sarah, right? Nick’s been trying to date her. When she heard what Nick had done to you, she slapped the shit out of him and told him to get lost.”

“Tony stopped me from slapping Nick.”

“What Nick did was very bad,” said Angie. “Tony tried to downplay it, saying you had nothing to grab.”

“That’s not true!” I exclaimed.

Angie said, “Of course it isn’t. But the act alone could have landed him in jail. But I don’t think any cheerleaders are going to be dating anyone on the team this year. Everyone’s disgusted.”

I sighed. “Serves them right.”

Angie said, “I can’t tell you what to do, Cindy, but you might want to drop Tony. He’s not really on your side anymore. I’ve known Tony almost as long as you have. He used to be nice. Not sure what happened.”

I chuckled dryly. “It’s not like I was trying to date him. We’ve just hung out forever.”

Angie sighed. “I really think he’s just going to keep hurting you. He’s not the same.”

“You could be right,” I said. “But he’s my best friend.”

Taking on a cheerful tone, Angie said, “But hey. If you’d like to meet some boys, I know at least a dozen who are very nice, that I’m sure you’d like. I know they’d like to meet you.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I’m not really looking for guys. Like I said, I wasn’t trying to date Tony. He was just convenient.”

Angie said, “Seriously, girl. Regardless, it’s time to cut ties with Tony.”

#

There was a knock on my door. Then Dad said, “Knock, knock, Sugar. Can I come in?”

I looked up from my laptop I was using on my bed. I said, “Sure, Dad.”

He entered my room and sat on the edge of my bed. “I just wanted to have a little talk.”

I closed my laptop and looked at Dad. “What about?”

He gave me a weak smile. “Well, you, actually. I want to apologize. I know I haven’t been very accepting of you… um your uh status change.”

I smiled at him. “Yeah, I’ve noticed.”

Dad wouldn’t meet my eyes. “I know this was a raw deal for you. You were given an unjust ruling. Neither of us was happy about it. I was angry that you had to become a girl. I was trying to raise a son to be a man. But what do I do with a daughter? Especially one just thrust on me. It hasn’t been easy for me to see my son wearing makeup and fussing with his nails. I wanted a son.”

I looked up at Dad and smiled weakly. “It hasn’t been easy for me either, Dad, but my only other choice was jail. At least as a girl, I can still be basically free.”

Dad nodded. “I would have hated to see you in jail. Though at first, I thought it would be better, but I see now how I failed you. If I’d done a better job protecting you as I should have. . ..”

As his voice trailed off, I interrupted. “You didn’t fail me. Nobody could have predicted what Nick did. I thought we were all friends. And you can’t protect me every second of the day.”

Dad grimaced. “I don’t want you seeing Tony anymore. None of those boys are any good for you.”

I chuckled. “I’m not seeing Tony, Dad. He’s just been my best friend forever. But yeah, he’s starting to be somebody I don’t recognize anymore.”

Dad stood up. “Well, tomorrow I’m calling their coach. The team should have respect for women. Does he want a whole team full of Karls?”

Dad leaned over and, though my hair still wasn’t real long, he had to brush some strands of my hair away to kiss my forehead. “Good night, kitten. You should go to bed. You have school tomorrow.”

I groaned. “Don’t remind me! But yeah, I’m about to go to bed. Night, Dad.”

I took a deep breath as I set my alarm for six o’clock. It’s going to take me longer than it used to to get ready. I wasn't required to, but I was going to wear makeup to school. I just wanted to blend in as a normal girl.

I put on my babydoll nightie and drew the covers up. I worried about the next day until I finally zonked out.

###


Chapter 2

Bzzzzzt!!!!

"Shit. . . ."

I slapped the snooze bar for the third time. It was still dark outside. No human being should be up this early. I sighed. It was almost six thirty. I had to shower and put my face on. At least I had already picked what clothes I was going to wear. I can’t believe I picked a skirt. Dad was my ride, so I had to be ready when he was. I wished we could afford a third car.

Mom and Dad were already up and making noises in the kitchen. I grabbed a towel and ran to their bathroom and commandeered the shower. As I washed, I wondered if it was wrong to enjoy washing my breasts so much. And I still wasn’t completely used to not finding Mr. Happy when washing between my legs. It reminded me: I needed to shave, so I needed to hurry. After the shower, I hurried to my bathroom to shave my legs and underarms. It wasn’t that long ago I had shaved, but now I was paranoid about it.

I kept my makeup pretty basic. Foundation, eye liner, mascara, some eye shadow, a little blush and my now favorite pink lip gloss. I smirked at my image in the mirror after I had applied the gloss. I had a favorite lip gloss. I was surprised by how great my legs looked in the skirt.

I picked up my book bag and walked into the kitchen, where Mom and Dad were sitting drinking coffee. Dad looked up. “Hey pumpkin. Are you ready?”

I looked at Dad and chuckled. “Yeah. But why all the cutesy names all of a sudden? You never used to call me those.”

Dad shrugged. “I wouldn’t call my son those names. They’re reserved for daughters. Does it bother you?”

I giggled. “Not at all. And yeah. I’m ready to meet my fate.”

Mom stood up to hug me. “Don’t worry baby-doll. You’ll do fine. See you after school.” I hugged Mom back and told her goodbye. I sighed and followed Dad out to his car.

After Dad unlocked the door, I stood there a moment trying to figure out how to get in the car while wearing a skirt. I finally decided to sit, then draw my legs up and swing them over into the car, keeping my knees together. I’ll have to remember about my knees during the day. There are a lot of rules for girls.

Dad backed his car out and then we started towards the school. Maybe later in the fall, I might try walking to and from school, though it’s a long walk. But though it was early morning, it was already getting warm. We drove in silence with just the radio on. He loved his golden oldies station that played all the hits from 2015.

The traffic was insane with everyone taking their kids to school. High school, middle school and elementary were all fairly close to each other. Dad got me as close as he could, still about half a block from the school. When he put the car in park, Dad said, “Well, we’re here.”

I just sat there, hugging my book bag and staring out the windshield towards the school. There were a lot of kids entering the school a bit early as we all had to go to some tables in the gym to pick up our class schedules. But I just sat there, with a growing knot in my stomach.

Dad looked over at me with concern. “Are you okay, kitten?”

I kept looking straight ahead. “This is where the shit gets real.” I looked back to Dad. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

Dad stroked my hair. “I know this a really tough path, Cindy. I think it’s very brave of you, actually. You’ve prepared yourself for over a week. Saturday you showed what you were made of. You’re just like your mother. You’re a strong woman.”

I smiled weakly at Dad. “Thanks Dad.” I took a deep breath and sat up straighter. “Wish me luck.”

Dad smiled at me. “Good luck, kitten.”

I opened the car door and, keeping my knees together, slid my legs out of the car and stood. I waved at Dad and started walking towards the school. I walked across the street and stepped up on the school grounds. There was no running and screaming so, so far so good.

And that’s when I saw Tony standing outside the school entrance next to Angie. He was holding a pretty bouquet of flowers. What the hell? As I approached, Angie just shrugged.

Tony stepped up to me and pushed the flowers at me. As I took them, he said, “Here, Cindy. These beautiful flowers are for you.” For starters, what the hell was I supposed to do with a bouquet of flowers at school? Plus, I didn’t want any gifts from Tony.

I glanced over at Angie, then stepped over to a nearby garbage can and stuffed the flowers in the can and proceeded to enter the school. As I passed, I could see Tony’s dumfounded expression and I heard Angie chuckle and say, “Looks like it’s going to take more than flowers to win her back.”

Sounding exasperated, Tony said, “I don’t understand girls.”

I heard Angie run up to walk beside me. “I take it you’re not ready to forgive Tony?”

I frowned. “What was your first clue? I hated to toss them. They were very pretty.”

Angie said, “I would have done the same thing. You look great in my old skirt, by the way. But here we are, girl. At school.”

I watched some kids enter the school through the doors that were blocked open. They were laughing and talking to friends. No one paid any attention to me. I looked back to Angie. “Yep, here we are at school. I’m scared to death, Angie. What if I can’t pull this off?”

Angie gave me a curious look. “Pull what off? Don’t sweat it, Cindy. You’re a girl. You are one hundred percent girl.”

I cocked my head to one side and said with a wry grin, “I don’t have a period.”

Angie rolled her eyes. “Okay. Ninety-five percent girl. Close enough, goofus. Come on, let’s go get our schedules.”

Angie got through her line about five minutes before I got my schedule. She waited for me to get finished.  While waiting, I glanced around at the other students. No one seemed to have a problem with me. In fact, I caught a couple of boys looking at me. I had to admit that it was a bit unnerving to know that boys were taking an interest in me. I finally got my schedule along with a packet of other papers. I walked to where Angie was waiting.

Angie folded her arms at my approach. “Took you long enough.” She grinned.

I said, “Not my fault.” I waved the other papers around and asked, “What’s all this other stuff?”

Angie shook her head. “Well, look at it.”

“Big help you are,” I complained. “Hmmm. The schedule of course. Map of the school. I don’t need that. Parking lot map. Ha. I don’t even have a car. Here’s something you might be interested in. An application for the Homecoming King/Queen.”

Angie laughed. “I have my hands full being a cheerleader. As pretty as you are, you’d be a shoo-in.”

I shook my head. “No way in hell.”

Angie laughed and then pointed at a pink-colored form in my hands. “Oh, Cindy. You just gotta do that. You have to.”

I looked at the form and frowned. “Cheerleader try outs? Are you serious? I can’t do that.”

Angie started pleading. “You’d be great. I’ll help you. You gotta try out!”

I sighed. “I’ll think about it. Oh shit! I didn’t think about this!”

Angie tried to look at the paper I was waving. “What’s up?”

“The form to order a yearbook!” I exclaimed.

Angie shrugged. “Yeah, so?”

I tapped the order form. “I’ll be a girl! A girl for my senior picture! Jason Garland will be erased from the yearbook!”

Angie palmed her forehead. “We were all tied up with this court crap in July and August when we were supposed to get our senior pictures taken. We’ll have to do make-up pictures.  Even if you’d had your picture taken on time, you’d still have to do the make-up pictures since Jason no longer exists. For now, anyway.”

I let out a heavy sigh. “And Jason was such a good kid, too.”

Angie poked me in the arm. “But Cindy is better.”

I shook my head. “Maybe. We’d better go. We’re supposed to go to Home Room as soon as we get our schedules.”

Angie held up her hand. “Oh. Which lunch period did you get?” To keep the lunchroom from being overwhelmed, they created three different lunch breaks.

I looked at my schedule. “I’ve got two.”

“Cool!” exclaimed Angie. “Same as me. Chin up, girl. You’re going to make a lot of friends this year. And better friends than Tony’s thugs. See ya at lunch.” With a wave she was hurrying down the hall.

I checked the schedule again to make sure I had the room right and started walking through the maelstrom of students filling the halls.

I had to tell myself to calm down. I found that I was breathing hard and felt my heart pounding in my chest. I looked around the crowd of students. No one was paying any attention to me. Well, except for that cluster of boys chatting in the hall. Every one of them turned to look at me. I think they were all juniors. I didn’t recognize any of them.

As he turned back to his friends, I heard one boy say, “Where has she been all my life?”

Another boy laughed and said, “Probably hiding from you!”

I made it to my home room without anyone screaming or pointing their finger accusingly at me and took a deep breath. I should really just relax.

I found an empty desk and sat down, grateful to be out of the crowded hall. There was a boy sitting across from me. We weren’t friends, but I knew who he was. I think he was on the chess team of all things. He turned to face me and smiled.

“You’re new here, right?” I nodded. He continued, “I thought I hadn’t seen you before. My name’s Martin. My friends call me Martin.” Martin chuckled.

I smiled weakly at Martin. “Nice to meet you. I’m Cindy,” I said as I looked to the floor.

Martin grinned. “Oh, you’re shy. I like shy girls. I don’t know what your last school was like, but I think you’ll like it here. It’s a good school, especially the chess team.” He laughed.

I said, “So far everyone seems nice.”

Martin raised a finger up as if he was making a point. “You seem like a really nice girl, so I’ll warn you. Avoid the football team. They’re a bunch of losers. It’s been bad for years.”

I nodded. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

A very pretty girl with perfect makeup walked up to Martin on the other side of him and playfully hit his shoulder. “Marty, leave the new girls alone. You don’t waste any time, do you?” The girl chuckled and looked at me, “Ignore this goofball.”

Martin took her hand. “Cindy, meet Susie, my girlfriend. She keeps me on a short leash.” He laughed.

“I have to!” exclaimed Susie. “Nice to meet you, Cindy.” She spread her arms wide and said, “Welcome to H.H. Holms High.” The school’s nickname was the 4H Club which the 4H Club had been trying to stop.

I smiled at her. “Thanks. I’m sure I’ll like it here.”

Right then, the teacher entered the classroom. He said, “Okay, everyone. Make sure you know your next class. We have quite a few new students today, so please. If you see someone looking lost or confused, please help them instead of sending everyone to the janitor’s closet, like last year.”

Martin looked over at me and asked, “Do you know where your next class is? Do you need some help?”

Susie frowned and punched his shoulder again. “Will you stop trying to pick her up?”

Martin rubbed his shoulder and said, “You heard Mr. Sterling. He said to help.”

I giggled and held up one of the papers I got earlier. “I’ve got a map. I think I can handle it.”

Susie rolled her eyes.  “That’s the homecoming queen entry form. Which I’m going to win, by the way."  She giggled.

The bell rang and we all stood up to leave. Frowning, Susie pointed at Martin. “If you want my boyfriend, maybe we can make a deal?”

I shook my head. “You keep him.”

As the two left the room, Martin said, “Looks like you’re stuck with me, babe. She’s the third one this morning to turn you down.”

I laughed as I followed them out the door. Susie waved as they turned down the hall. My next class was English. The room was on the other side of the building, so I started hurrying.

From behind me, a familiar voice shouted, “Bitch!”

I looked behind me, and there was Nick, his face a mask of fury.

#

“Yeah, bitch. I’m talking to you!” snarled Nick. He stood there with all his muscles tense. Some students walking by stopped to see what was going on.

I wished I’d told Tony to go fuck himself when he suggested I go with him and his gang of thugs to the movies. I took a deep breath. “What is it, Nick. I have to get to class.”

Scowling, Nick said, “You’re going to be a little late, bitch. You have any idea what just happened? I’ll tell you. I just got a four-game suspension. The first four games of the year I’ll have to sit out. Because of you.”

I folded my arms. “Only four? You should have been kicked off the team. And how is that my fault? For being the victim of your sexual assault?”

Several people started to gather around us.

A girl standing near Nick asked, “You assaulted her?”

Nick took a step towards me. He said, “Nah. I just touched her.”

I said, “You didn’t just touch—you groped.”

The girl said, “You don’t do stuff like that. Where did you touch her?”

Keeping my eyes level with Nick, I said, “Guess.”

A boy standing next to Nick smirked, “You groped her holiest of holies?” He turned to high-five Nick. “My dude!” Nick laughed.

Another girl looking disgusted asked, “And you’re still in school?”

“So, what are we doing here, Nick?” I said as my anger built. “Are you expecting me to apologize for being manhandled by you?”

Nick pointed at me and shouted, “Coach acted like I was trying to rape you or something. I want you to tell Coach that it was all just a joke. We were all just clowning around. I didn’t know I was going to find a pussy!”

That made me laugh. I asked, “Seriously?” Well, okay. It’s not like I went around telling people I had a fake vagina. But he still isn’t supposed to grab me there. Several girls standing around me looked confused.

Nick growled, “I need my suspension lifted. You need to tell the coach I didn’t mean nothing by it.”

Quite a crowd was starting to gather around us.

I shook my head. “No Nick. You don’t get a free pass to touch me there.” I started pointing. “Or her. Or her. Or even him, for that matter.” I pointed at the boy who had high-fived Nick. “You should be glad I didn’t press charges. So, no. Live with the consequences.”

Nick took a couple of steps towards me. “You’ll do it bitch if you know what’s good for you!”

I narrowed my eyes at Nick. “Or you’ll what? Are you going to beat up a girl?” I tossed my book bag on the floor and took another step towards him. I knew I was taking a big risk with him, but I honestly didn’t think he would strike me. I was a living example of what the judge would do to him if he did.

I spread my arms out. “So come on, Nick. I’m right here. You have sixty pounds on me. More muscle. More bone density. So come on, big guy. Big man. Beat up the girl. In front of all these people.”

Nick stood there with a raised fist. His body shook. He was pissed. Nick didn’t take very well to being made fun of.

A boy standing next to him said, “Do it, Nick! She’s begging for it.”

From the side, a girl shouted, “You don’t hit girls! You’ll get expelled. Or worse.”

The shouting immediately quieted down as the vice principal Mr. Maples approached, his steps echoing in the hall. He looked at me and then at Nick. Neither one of us was moving. Mr. Maples looked at Nick. “Is there a problem here? Is something going on?”

Nick relaxed and forced a smile. “No sir, Mr. Maples. No problem at all. This young lady dropped her bag, and I was about to pick it up for her.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Mr. Santori. From down the hall, it looked like you were about to hit this girl. And all these students who should be in class by now seemed to be cheering you on. That would certainly be disgraceful.” He turned his attention toward me and asked, “Are you okay, Ms. Garland?” He knew my name because he was the school official who had to change my records from male to female.

Against my better judgment and out of a misplaced sense of loyalty to Tony, I said, “Yes, I’m okay. I think we’re all okay, aren’t we?” I looked directly at Nick. Nick nodded.

Mr. Maples, looking like he obviously didn’t believe either of us, said, “Apparently, the show is over. Everyone needs to get to their classes before I give everyone detention.” Everyone started to quickly disperse and only Nick and I remained.

I crouched down to retrieve my bag. Nick stepped right up to me, our noses almost touching. He growled, “You’re such a little pussy. Next time I see you, I’ll…”

Interrupting, I said, “You’ll say, 'Hello, Ms. Garland. I hope you’re having a nice day.’  This is the last bit of charity you get from me. I can’t believe I once called you a friend. One word— just one word—from me to the judge that put me in skirts will have you plucking your eyebrows next.”

The blood drained from Nick’s face. He stammered, “I’ll go to jail first.”

I just smiled. “I’m sure Karl would enjoy the relief from being the only bitch in the cell block.”

“Fuck you!” barked Nick as he turned to storm away.

I started to shake and felt tears well up.

#

Thankfully, the rest of the morning went mostly smooth. I saw a few of my former football friends who wouldn’t look in my direction. That was fine with me. As I walked out into the seating area of the cafeteria, Angie waved to me. She was sitting with the cheerleader squad. I noticed Tony and a few of his thug friends sitting on the other side. He waved, but I ignored him.

As I got close to their table, Angie stood up and hugged me. I returned the hug, and all the other cheerleaders said, “Hi.”

Angie gave me a worried look as I sat down with my lunch salad. “Are you okay, Cindy? We all heard you had a fight with Nick down on C-Hall. Is that true?”

I waved my hand dismissively. “There wasn’t a fight. I don’t know what you’d call it.” I then related the events from that morning in my confrontation with Nick. All the girls looked at me with disbelief, and though he wasn’t with Tony and his friends, they kept casting disparaging glances in his direction.

When I finished, I said, “I’m not sure what Nick’s intent was. If he’d actually hurt me, he’d have been expelled and probably arrested. I’m sure he knows that.”

Angie nodded. “He was probably just trying to scare you. Make you change your story to get his suspension reversed.”

Looking upset, Sarah asked accusingly, “Why didn’t you rat that POS out to Mr. Maples? He openly threatened you.”

I looked down at my hands. “I don’t rat people out. It’s just something I won’t do.”

Angie said, “I’m sure Mr. Maples knew anyway. He was probably waiting for you to say something. Cindy, you’re just too sweet for your own good.”

The rest of the lunch period was taken up with talk about everyone’s classes, who had what teacher and what cute boys are in everyone’s classes. The early bell rang in the lunchroom, and other kids started getting up to leave.

“Great. Here comes your boyfriend, Cindy,” complained Sarah.

I turned to see Tony and Roger approach our table. “Knock it off. He’s not my boyfriend.” I stood up as Tony got near me.

Pointing at me and sounding pissed, Tony exclaimed, “What the hell, Jason? You humiliated Nick in front of half the school!”

I looked around and asked, “Who’s Jason? Anybody see a Jason here?”

Tony frowned and said, “Stop being stupid ‘Cin-dee’.” He fingered a set of air-quotes.

“Me being stupid?” Unfortunately, my voice went a little shrill. “And should have I just let Nick beat me up? He’d miss more than four games because he’d be in jail!”

Continuing to frown, Tony said, “Of course not. But people are now saying that no wonder our team doesn’t win since it backs down to a girl! Maybe if you’d just said you were sorry.”

“Sorry!?” I shouted. “Sorry for what, Tony? Being Nick’s little victim?”

“Sorry for getting him suspended!” Tony shouted back. “Jeez, Cindy. You know we can’t win without Nick. That’s all he really wanted.”

I shouted, “I’m sorry I was ever your friend! Well, I’m done. We’re over, Tony. That’s it.”

Shrinking back a little, Tony said, “I know you’re a little upset. Just calm down. If you would just…”

Angie interrupted. “You’re not paying attention, Tony! She doesn’t love you anymore. Get lost!”

Tony turned towards me and opened his mouth to say something. I interrupted and said, “Get lost, Tony.”

Tony turned and as he walked away, he turned around and said quietly, “We’ll talk later.”

I sighed and said quietly, “He was my best friend. . . .”

Angie said, “You can do so much better than him. Trust me.”

I looked down at the floor. “He didn’t even care how I felt.”

Sarah said, “You should have dumped him long ago.”

Angie said, “Crap. We’re going to be late if we don’t hurry.  Catch all you girls later.”

I just stood there for a moment. “What the hell just happened?”

#

I stood outside the school waiting for Dad to come pick me up. He didn’t mind coming to get me as it gave him an excuse to get away from work for a few minutes. Dad usually put in an extra hour anyway. He’s salaried, so his boss didn’t mind the free overtime.

Even standing in the shade of a large tree, it was still pretty warm. I wished they didn’t start school in August. My granddad told me school didn’t start until after Labor Day. But, at least the breeze swirling around my legs felt nice. I might never wear pants again.

I stiffened when I heard a familiar voice coming from behind me. “Hey, Cindy. I can give you a ride home.”

I frowned as I turned to see Tony and Roger walking up to me. I said, “Just keep walking Tony. My dad is almost here to take me home.”

Tony stood next to me. Roger waved at me. I just ignored him. Tony said, “Well, hey. If you ever need a ride, let me know.”

I turned to look at the street, hoping to see Dad. “I’m good. Thanks.”

Tony started to step away. He stopped and looked back at me. “Okay. But tell me. Why are you suddenly so angry with me? Is it because of Angie? She hates me and you’re hanging around her a lot lately.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, turning back to face Tony. “From the beginning, me being a girl is a joke to you.”

Tony frowned. “That’s not true. I supported you.”

“Have you? You defended Nick. Not me.” I folded my arms under my breasts.

Tony grunted. “You still pissed over that? I knew Nick was kidding, and I thought inside, you were still Jason. Jason would have thought it was funny.”

I scowled. “Not once have you cared what my feelings are.”

Roger laughed. “Dude, you need to get over yourself and stop being such a little bitch. This is so stupid. We all know you’re not really a female. Karl was right. You’ve always been a pussy.”

I felt tears well up. Dammit, don’t cry! Damned hormones. “I don’t require your approval. Get lost, Roger.”

Tony turned to Roger. “Will you shut the fuck up?”

Dad drove up to the curb. I ran to his car, tears streaming down my cheeks. Tony called, “Cindy! Wait!” I didn’t turn around.

As I opened the door, Dad said, “Hey kitten. What’s wrong?”

I stared straight ahead. “Just go. I want to go home.”

#

Mom sat next to me on the couch, holding my hand. “I don’t understand why those boys attack you so. They all know what happened. And even though I don’t think they were very good friends, they were all, and especially Tony, your friends.”

Staring at my feet, I said, “They think I’m a sissy for taking the easy out.”

Mom huffed. “Easy? Have they not seen just how much trouble it’s been for you to change your life around?”

I shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. They think all girls do is sit around painting their nails.” I raised my foot and wiggled my toes. “Oh, what do you think?”

Mom smiled and said, “That’s a pretty color, honey. Do those boys not have mothers or sisters?”

I sighed. “They have no respect for women. They thought I should have demanded jail.”

Mom patted my leg as she stood up. “Well, I’m much happier with a beautiful daughter than thinking of you sitting in jail.”

I looked at my freshly painted toes again. “I just wish I could have a better grasp on what being a girl is like. I have the look. But I can’t stop feeling like a boy. Every time I think I’ve gotten out, they pull me back in.”

Leaning on the kitchen counter, Mom said, “You want a way to feel more like a girl?”

I turned to look at Mom. “Sure.”

Grinning, Mom said, “Come give me a hand in the kitchen.”

Giggling, I stood up to join Mom in the kitchen. She handed me her apron. “In fact, I’m going to teach you how to cook.”

As I tied the apron on, I said, “You don’t need to be a girl to do that.”

Mom chuckled. “True. But this time you didn’t whine when I asked you to help.”

#

There was no one waiting to greet me as I approached school. I needed to be able to do this without help. Still, I looked around, trying to spot a friendly face. Just as I got to my first class, Calculus, I saw Sarah, and she waved. I felt suddenly silly about being worried. Angie’s first class was on the other side of the school.

This was my first time in Calculus class—since the day before, we spent first period getting our schedules. I hate math, but at least the teacher was a fairly young guy and nice-looking. Dare I say he was actually cute? I greatly disliked my math teacher last year. We spent most of the class going over the syllabus.

Having survived my first Calculus class, I hurried to “homeroom.” I had to pass through C-Hall to get there. I was worried about a repeat of yesterday with Nick, but he didn’t show up, and I breathed a bit easier.

I was happy to see Martin when I entered the room. I took the seat across from him as before. I smiled and said, “Hey, Martin. How’s it going?”

Martin grinned broadly at me. “Candy!”

I frowned slightly. “Cindy.”

Without changing expression, Martin said, “Cindy!” He got up from sitting and came around to sit on the desktop and leaned towards me. “Is it true? That you got into a fight with Nick Santori? You’re still breathing, so I have to ask.”

I frowned and shook my head. “It wasn’t a fight. That would be insane.”

Martin leaned closer. “But he backed down to you. I don’t care if you are a girl: Santori is the badasses’ badass. I mean, he beat the shit out of Gunther What’s-His-Face one summer for touching his girlfriend. And Gunther is a big dude. But he backed down to you, is what I heard. That’s awesome!”

I giggled and shook my head. “Seriously, what was he going to do? Beat me up in C-Hall?”

Martin inched closer. “He might have. Is it true you got him suspended? For inappropriate touching?”

I nodded. “Yes. That’s why he was mad at me.”

Martin chuckled. “It would be so cool to have a badass like you as a girlfriend.”

I smiled at him. “You already have a girlfriend. She’s very pretty.”

Waving his hand dismissively, Martin said, “You’re very pretty, too, as well as a badass.  Susie is such a girly-girl. I mean it takes her like four hours to put on her makeup and get ready.”

He noticed me look up and behind him. Losing his smile, he asked, “She’s behind me, isn’t she?” I grinned and nodded. He asked, “For how long?”

Susie flicked his ear with her finger. “Long enough, dip-wad. I told you to leave the new girls alone.” Martin winced from the pain.

Martin turned to face her as he grabbed the hand she used to flick his ear. “Candy and I were just discussing her badassery in taking down Nick Santori.”

Susie flicked Martin’s other ear with her free hand. “Cindy. And yes, I heard about that. I heard that if he so much as looks at you wrong, he’ll get expelled. But be careful. Everyone knows he slapped around his last girlfriend pretty bad because some guy touched her. She didn’t file a complaint, and none of the witnesses said anything, so nothing happened.”

Before I could say anything else, Mr. Sterling cleared his throat and said, “Listen up, everyone. I have some announcements.”

#

When I entered the lunchroom, Angie waved, and I headed over to her table. I didn’t look over at Tony and his group.             

As I sat down, Angie said excitedly, “At practice this morning, I talked to Coach about you, and she agrees with me that you should definitely try out Saturday for cheerleader.”

I frowned as I squirted some dressing onto my salad. “I don’t know, Angie. I don’t think I’m the cheerleader type. I’m on the shy side.”

Sarah grinned. “Cheering will help you get out of that.”

Still smiling, Angie said, “Sarah’s right. Besides, it’s fun. Come by the gym after school the rest of this week, and I—well, all of us—can teach you everything you need to know for the tryout on Saturday. Come on. It’ll be fun!”

I think her name is Amy, said, “Yeah, Cindy! You’ll have a blast. And no one is going to laugh at you if you goof up. Maybe.”

I shrugged as I stared at my salad. “Guys, I don’t know. I. . . .”

“Give it a try. Please? Don’t make me beg,” begged Angie.

I laughed. “Okay, okay. I’ll do it.”  A cheer went up among the cheerleaders.

Angie clapped. “Great! I have an extra pair of shorts you can borrow today. I already know we’re the same size because that’s my old denim skirt you’re wearing.”

I noticed Tony look over at our noisy table. Nick had joined the group for lunch today. I hoped he wouldn’t come over and bother us.

Angie said, “Come to the gym at five. Anyone else who wants to help is welcome.”

#

The afternoon was thankfully uneventful. I was getting used to being looked at by boys. Sometimes I even stopped and talked to them. And not only was I making a lot of friends with the other girls, but being free of Tony’s thugs, I was making friends with boys as well.

So when five o’clock rolled around, I was feeling pretty good about the world. Angie and Amy greeted me at the gym, and I went into the girls’ restroom to change into the borrowed shorts. Like the ones that led to trouble last Saturday, they didn’t leave much to the imagination. But it was just us girls. Angie and Amy were dressed the same.

“Okay, Cindy. Let’s start with some basics,” said Angie as I joined them on the mats. “How good are you at tumbling?”

“Tumbling?” I asked, feeling stupid.

Amy smiled brightly. “Tumbling! You know, somersaults, cartwheels, handstands. That stuff.”

Worriedly, I said, “I’m not sure how to do those things. I haven’t done a somersault since I was little, and certainly not with these things.” I hefted my boobs inside my bra.

Angie studied me for a moment. “Yeah. Be sure to bring a sports bra with you tomorrow. And a loose t-shirt.”

Amy said, “Watch me.” She did a quick somersault. When she stood up, she said, “See? It’s just that easy.”

I shook my head. “Maybe we should forget about it. I’m sure as hell not going to be able to cartwheel or handspring.”

Angie chuckled. “Nonsense, girl. It just takes practice. Let’s start with some warm-up exercises. If you’re not doing it already, you need to do these exercises every day anyway."

I had managed to drop some weight from being a boy, but I was tired and feeling sore by the time I finally got home. I managed to perform a handspring without breaking my wrists. I was feeling psyched.

Mom let me rest for a few minutes before I had to start working on dinner. Yes, she was really insisting I learn how to cook. Not that I disagreed with that, but I did hear her tell Dad she wanted to prepare me for marriage. Dad had laughed and joked that I was definitely wife material. Not sure how to take that.

#

The rest of the week was pleasantly uneventful. I didn’t run into Nick. Tony didn’t bother me, either. I hated to admit it, but I was slowly developing a crush on my Calculus teacher. And apparently, I wasn't the only one. I was glad to finally arrive at Friday. I survived my first week of school as a girl!

My cheerleader training was coming along. I was still not keen on tumbling, but I had learned all the cheers we used. I had been dreading Saturday, but now I was looking forward to it. Amy thought I’d definitely make a good cheerleader, but still wished she and Angie had more time to work with me before Saturday.

He wasn’t waiting for me, but Tony arrived at the school grounds just when I did. I tried to ignore him, but he called out to me.

“Hey, Cindy. Wait up. Please?” pleaded Tony.

I stopped and turned to him. “What is it? I don’t want to be late to my Calculus class.”

He paused a moment and looked at me curiously. “You actually like Calculus?”

“Is that a crime?” I asked, thinking of the hot, young teacher.

Tony shrugged. “I guess not. But I stopped you because I have a peace offering for you. I miss you as a friend.” He held out his hand to me. He was holding a thumb drive.

I took the drive and looked at it suspiciously. “What’s this? Dick pics?”

Tony frowned. “No. Don’t be gross. I thought you’d like this. It’s the Texas Belles and Moxie reunion album. It’s finally been released. I know you like J-Pop.  Anyway, it’s yours.”

I rolled the drive over in my fingers and grinned. “I’d heard rumors about that, now that they’re all moms. Thanks, Tony. That was nice of you.”

Tony grinned. “Hey, no problem. Is it true you’re trying out for cheerleader on Saturday?”

As I dropped the drive into my purse, I said, “That’s the plan. I’m not so sure about it.”

“I think you’ll do great.” Tony paused a moment and then asked, “Mind if I come by and watch? We have practice that morning. Coach has been pushing us pretty hard since… well… um…”

I opened my purse and removed the drive, and held it out to Tony. “You can have this back if you’re just going to jump on my case about Nick’s suspension.”

Tony stuck his hands in his pockets. “No. You keep it. I wasn’t going to say anything about Nick. Look. Nick’s a dick, okay? I want us to still be friends, okay?”

I frowned as I dropped the drive back into my purse. “I’ll think about it. I guess I’ll see you at the pep rally.”  The football team lined up along the wall of the field house behind the band during pep rallies.

Tony smiled weakly. “Sure. Oh, hey. You’re coming to the game tonight, right? First game of the season and all.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I wasn’t planning on it.”

Tony started to head into the school. “I hope you come. Don’t forget the cheerleaders and the team meet up at Rosa’s after the game to eat. Hey, catch ya later.”  He hurried into the school building.

I sighed. I needed to hurry too. Tony took some of my stare-at-the-Calculus-teacher-before-class time. It had to be the hormones I was on, as all I did during class was stare dreamily at the teacher.

Class ended, and I knew even less about calculus than when I went in. I joined the mass of students headed for the field house. The pep rally was done during homeroom. In prior years, I’d always get a seat located at the highest level of the stands where all the stoners sat.

Not that I was a stoner, I just wanted to be left alone and get a good view of the cheerleaders. This time I joined a group of girls I knew to be friends with Angie, taking over the front row. And to think I’m trying out on Saturday to be a cheerleader. I think the Matrix has definitely been glitched.

I’ll admit, this was the first pep rally I enjoyed attending. Being with a group of pretty girls, laughing and yelling with the pretty girls who were on the field house floor, was infinitely more enjoyable than sitting by myself and just staring at those same pretty girls. This sounds bad, but not only all that, I was one of those pretty girls.

Even though I’d been going to school for a week as a girl, and been told by numerous people (not counting my parents) that I was pretty, I never accepted the whole idea. But as I stood there among my new, effervescent friends bouncing and yelling, I came to fully accept that. I am a pretty girl. And I like it.

#

The next half hour after the pep rally, most teachers just gave up trying to hold class. The band marched around the halls two or three times while the cheerleaders followed them around the hallways shouting and yelling. It was more upbeat this year as we were expected to totally trounce the other team.

When I entered the lunchroom, our usual table was a little more crowded than I was expecting. As I approached, I recognized some of the girls I was with during the pep rally. I sat across from Angie, who was grinning at everyone.

Excitedly, she said to me, “Oh, Cindy! I’m glad you’re here. Meet one of my oldest besties, Chloe. She’s joining us for lunch because she has the afternoon off. She’s on the Spirit Team, and she’s making things for the game tonight. But I wanted you to meet her. She’s taking you to the game tonight. So be ready around six.”

“I wasn’t really planning on going, Angie. Oh, and nice to meet you, Chloe,” I said, feeling like I’d been caught up in a whirlwind. There must have been ten separate conversations going on at once.

Angie actually pouted. “Oh, you have to go, Cindy! You’re practically a cheerleader, right? So text your address to Chloe. Oh yeah. You don’t have her number. Here, I’ll do it.”

I laughed uncomfortably. “I guess I’m going then.”

Chloe nodded as she checked her phone. “Cool. Your house is on the way to the stadium.”

Angie turned from another girl she was talking to and said to me, “Wear that cute outfit we got you with the blue tube top.”

I frowned. It’s a very cute outfit, but it’s a very short miniskirt and a skimpy tube top. Dad would not approve. I said, “What about my dad?”

Angie laughed. “He can get his own outfit!”

I bit my lower lip while thinking. Maybe since I’ll be going with other girls, Dad won’t mind. Especially since we’ll all be dressed similarly. My luck, the other girls will be dressed as nuns.

#

“Miss Garland!” The voice startled me. I looked up at my History teacher’s face. She was frowning. “Can you answer the question?”

I looked at my notes sheepishly. My notes were useless as I had been unconsciously writing “Mr. Dobson,” my Calculus teacher’s name, over and over in my notebook. “I… um, I…” There were some giggles around the room. I had been imagining Mr. Dobson and I strolling along a romantic moonlit beach.

The teacher stood at my desk and said, “Do you even know what the question is?” I smiled sheepishly at the teacher and shook my head. She picked up my notebook. “Miss Garland, we can all agree that Mr. Dobson is a very handsome man, but please crush on him elsewhere, all right?” There was general laughter around the room.

One girl looked at the teacher and asked, “Who doesn’t have a crush on Mr. Dobson?” More laughing.

A boy in the room loudly said, “Even I have a crush on Mr. Dobson.” Almost everyone laughed.

The teacher looked back at me. “Now that you’ve completely disrupted the class, Miss Garland, do you know the correct answer?”

My face was hot from being bright red. I just looked down and quietly said, “No ma’am.”

I was so embarrassed. I tried to shrink into a ball. I just wanted to die.

###


Chapter 3

As soon as I got home after school, I told Mom I couldn’t help with dinner because I was going with friends to the game, and I had only thirty minutes to fix my makeup and change clothes. I went bounding into my room. Mom just shrugged at Dad.

At first, I really wasn’t sure why I was suddenly excited about going somewhere with friends. I’d been going with Tony and his friends for several years. As I freshened my makeup, I couldn’t figure it out. As I was applying my lipstick, I think I hit it.

I’m not sure what I was thinking. I’d never been this excited about going out with friends. Especially to a dumb football game that I had zero interest in. But here I was, beside myself with the idea of joining a gaggle of giggly girls going to our game. It slowly started to dawn on me that we were probably going to be doing less game-watching and more boy-watching.

But I didn’t care. I finally had some friends. Real friends, not Tony’s gang of idiots. As I checked my makeup again, I took a deep breath and allowed myself more sobering thoughts. Yes. I’m finally opening up to new friends after years of just going along with Tony and doing what he wanted to do. But am I just going along with a different group? I didn’t know. I never got excited about going anywhere with Tony’s group. It’s like my brain just suddenly switched gears.

I slipped into my ruffly miniskirt and matching tube top. I checked myself out in the mirror. I couldn’t believe how long and sexy my legs looked. I spritzed on some perfume. As I checked my makeup one more time, I idly wondered if Mr. Dobson would be at the game?

While putting my sandals on, I heard the doorbell ring. A moment later, Dad called out, “Cindy! There’s a girl here to see you.”

As I came down the hall, there was Chloe standing by the door dressed very much like me. I waved and shouted, “Chloe!” in greeting.

Dad looked from Chloe to me and was obviously about to object to how I was dressed. I looked at Dad as I stood next to Chloe. “Just us girls, Dad. No boys.”

Chloe grinned, leaned in and kissed my cheek. She grabbed my arm and, as she quickly pulled me out the door, said, “Come on, babe, or we’ll be late!”

All I heard from Dad, was, “Cindy!”

We ran laughing to Chloe’s car. She turned back to me and laughed, “Did you see the expression on your dad’s face?”

Two girls in the backseat of Chloe’s car scooted over to make room for me. As I quickly jumped into the backseat, I said, “My dad is never going to let me out of the house.” I really do need a less dramatic way to leave the house.

Chloe laughed as she started her car. Dad was coming out of the door. “He’ll have to when you’re a cheerleader.”

My phone beeped as I said, “I’m not there yet.” I looked at my phone. Dad had sent me a message telling me to be home by eleven thirty. He added that he didn’t have any gray hairs until I became a girl.

The girl I was sitting next to said, “Hi. I’m Barb.” She pointed to the girl next to her and said, “And that’s Brandi. She’s a fine girl.” They both giggled.

I nodded and said, “I’m Cindy.”

Looking surprised, Barb said, “Oh! You’re Nick’s girlfriend, right?”

Before I could answer in horror, Brandi gently slapped her arm and said, “Are you crazy? She’s Tony’s girlfriend.”

I shook my head and laughed. “No! I’m not anybody’s girlfriend at the moment.”  Why did I add that last part?

Barb grinned. “We’ll fix that.”

Chloe looked to the back of the car while she was stopped at a traffic light. “There should be a ton of boys at the game. Mom always says it’s a regular smorgasbord.”

Brandi knitted her brows together. “What’s that?”

Chloe shrugged. “Beats me.”

I patted the back of the front seat. “Oh, Chloe. I have to be home by eleven thirty.”

Chloe looked thoughtful for a moment. “We’ll try. It might be closer to midnight. Your dad needs to be a bit more flexible on game nights.  I mean, the bars are all open until two!”

Shocked, I nervously replied, “Bars? I… I can’t go to a bar. I’m only seventeen.”

Chloe laughed. “Angie said you’re kind of a nerd. Hey, we’re all jailbait. But we’re here to corrupt you!”  She grinned. Oh my God… it’s a female Tony.

After a few minutes, we pulled up into the stadium parking lot. We parked on the ‘visitor’s’ side because, as students, we get in for free if we go to the special student section on the visitor’s side where the band, cheerleaders and dance team sit. But we also have to be wearing our student ID.

We flashed our IDs at security and went scurrying up the ramps to the stands. It was still an hour until the game started. There was already a lot of commotion going on as we entered the student section. The band was practicing, and the cheerleaders and dance team were just being loud.  The student section was already about half full.

Angie called out, “Chloe! Cindy! Hey Brandi!” There was a railing separating us, but we still leaned over it and hugged.

Angie said, “Cindy, I’m so glad you came. Watch what we do, okay. You could be here next week.”

I nodded and grinned. “I’m not counting my somersaults until they hatch.”

A boy standing next to Chloe, who I thought was in my government class, said, “Hey, Angie! Should be a good game for us. The other team sucks!” A couple of parents trying to find their way to the visitor’s section frowned at us.

I know Dad wasn’t, but I was glad to be dressed as I was. The late August afternoon sun hanging low in the sky was still hot. I didn’t want to sweat all my makeup off.

The boy next to Chloe turned to me and said, “Are you new here? I remember you from my government class.”

I nodded. “Yes. I’m Cindy.”  It’s easier to say I’m new than to say I was a boy last year.

The boy raised his eyebrows in recognition. “Oh yeah. You’re Nick’s girlfriend.”

Exasperated, I said, “No! I’m not. How did that even get started?”

Grinning, Chloe turned around and said, “She’s unattached, Jesse. Hint, hint.”

Jesse stood up a little straighter and said, “Oh. Well, I’m Jesse. It’s nice to meet you, Cindy.”

A girl I didn’t recognize said, “Jesse, did you forget you promised to take me out tomorrow night?  Jesse!”

Grinning at me, Jesse waved a dismissive hand behind him. “Peasants. They’re always bothering me.  Now, as I was saying…”

“Jesse!” shouted the girl again. “You promised to take me to KFC tomorrow!”

I giggled. “I think you have a prior commitment, Jesse.”

Jesse held up a finger and said, “Hold that thought.” He turned around and walked back to the other girl. “Maisy! Darling! I haven’t forgotten…” His voice trailed away as they moved away from me.

Barb laughed. “Well, Cindy. You almost got a date.”

Chuckling, I said, “I’m holding out for Church’s.”

The band started heading down to the field. Angie waved to us as the cheerleaders and dance team turned to head down as well. The sun finally went down below the top of the stands on the other side, so I was no longer being blinded, but it was still hot.

I watched several people walk up to the benches down on the field reserved for the team. Even from here, I could tell the frame of Nick as he walked out and sat down. Several other guys clapped him on his back while they shook their heads. I could guess what they were saying. Nick looked up into the student section like he was looking for someone. I hope it wasn’t me.

I sighed heavily. He used to be my friend. Now I’m deathly afraid of him. Tony had assured me Nick didn’t hold any grudges, but seriously, Nick was a walking grudge payback machine. Except for Tony, all the guys I used to be friends with now hated me.

I don’t know if it’s true or not, but I heard most of the rest of the team told Nick to take his lumps and shut up because of what he did. I hope that’s true as I’d like to feel good about cheering my school’s team on to victory.

I felt a hand come down on my shoulder. Startled, I turned to see Martin’s grinning face. He said, “Candy! It’s good to see you!”

Behind him, Susie rolled her eyes. I asked, “You’re doing that on purpose now, aren’t you?”

Martin just grinned dopily. “Yep.” I looked over at Susie. I swear, what is wrong with Martin to keep coming on to me? Susie was dressed in a micro skirt, with legs that went all the way up, high heel sandals, a very revealing tank top with large boobs, and her hair was a flowing mane dancing in the breeze. Her makeup was perfect. I wished I looked half as hot as her. Even I was tempted to hit on her.

Martin looked out onto the field and said, “All right! Just in time for the kick-off! After the kick-off, what do you ladies want from the concession stand? I’m buying!”

Feeling a bit hungry, I said, “Can I get a hotdog and a Coke?”

Martin grinned even wider. “You got it, babe. What kind of Coke do you want?”

I don’t know why I said it as a question. I said, “Dr. Pepper?”

Susie gave her order, and Martin darted off.

I looked at Susie and said, “Look, I’m not interested in your boyfriend.”

She smiled. “I know. No worries. He’s just a goofball.”

I heard the crowd starting to cheer. I stepped next to Chloe. She pointed towards the field. “Look! Your boyfriend has the ball. Look at him go!”

I saw Tony’s number on the field, dodging left and right. I mumbled, “He’s not my boyfriend.”

People all around me were shouting. Everyone went nuts when Tony crossed the goal. Everyone started chanting, “Tony!” I didn’t want to be a stick-in-the-mud, so I joined in. I had to admit, I was happy for Tony making the first goal.

Martin returned holding a box with our drinks and snacks. He looked around, confused. “What happened?”

The band was playing. The cheerleaders were down near the field shouting one of their victory cheers, and all the players were slapping Tony’s palms. It was an exciting moment.

#

The stands were emptying. The players were lined up on the field in front of the student area and the band. They were interlocking their arms as the cheerleaders and dance team lined up in front of them. It had been a complete shut out. The other team didn’t score one point.

Chloe locked her arm with mine and I did the same with Brandi. Everyone was joining arms as the band played the alma mater. Even though he didn’t play, Nick was down on the field with the players swaying back and forth as well.

The band quit playing, and everyone stopped swaying. I checked my phone and saw it was just after ten. Chloe turned and shouted to her group, “Okay. The plan is to meet at Rosa’s everyone. Let’s go.” We all started rushing down the ramp while listening to the band director chew out the band for whatever tiny mistakes they’d made.

Even though most people had started leaving almost twenty minutes before, the parking lot was still jammed. It took us over fifteen minutes to get out of the stadium parking lot and head towards Rosa’s. Angie of course had to ride the school bus back to the school’s parking lot before she and her friends could get her car.

It was just after eleven before Angie and her friends arrived. That included cheerleaders, my former friends on the team and some band members. I’m sure Rosa’s was thrilled to see all of us arrive just before they were scheduled to close.

Everyone was pounding Tony’s back and shoulders and cheering him on. Nick and the others avoided looking at me. I stepped up to him when the crowd had subsided a bit and said, “Good job, Tony. I knew you could do it.”

Tony exclaimed, “Cindy! I’m so glad you came tonight!” He suddenly reached out and hugged me. I managed to disengage myself and walked back to Angie and the rest of our group.

Chloe pointed and exclaimed, “Cindy! Look! It’s Mr. Dobson!”

I spun around and asked, “He is? Where?”

Several others laughed. I fumed at Chloe and said, “Will you stop?”

I sent a text to Dad saying, “We got here late. It might be after midnight before I get home.”

His return text was simply, “We’ll talk when you get home.” Dad never cared how late I was out when I was a boy.

Everyone was loud and chatting. I tried to eat quickly. Maybe one of the boys I had met could take me home. It was almost midnight when I got up to use the restroom.  Of course, there had to be a short line out the door so I couldn’t just go in.

I walked past Tony, Roger and some band member I didn’t know. As I passed and stepped into the little alcove where I couldn’t see Tony and his friends and they couldn’t see me, I heard the band member say, “Holy shit! Did you see that bitch?”

Tony said, “You mean Cindy?”

The band member said, “I guess. Man. Just think. Some lucky bastard gets to fuck that.”

Roger asked, “You want to hear something funny?” Oh, God. Is Roger going to tell him I’m a boy?  Continuing, Roger said, “That bitch belonged to Tony until he pissed her off.”

The band guy exclaimed, “My dude! How…” I couldn’t hear the rest as it was finally my turn to enter the restroom. I have to say that pissed me off. I’m not a woman or a person. Just some bitch that gets fucked. Except I don’t. Tony didn’t correct him. Maybe he did when I couldn’t hear him.

When I got out of the restroom, I saw Tony, Roger and Nick talking outside. I sighed and walked over to Angie. I said, “Hey, Angie. I should probably go. It’s after midnight. My dad will be mad at me enough as it is.”

Angie smiled at me. “I’m glad you came, Cindy. Don’t forget. Tryouts tomorrow at nine sharp.”  She suddenly dug into her purse and extracted a bow. “Here’s that cheer bow I promised you. Remember, just wear those black shorts, a loose-fitting school t-shirt, a sports bra, and tennis shoes. No jewelry, no perfume, no nail polish, just wear a little foundation and mascara and your favorite lip gloss. And bring plenty of spirit.”

I looked glumly at my phone to check the time. “If my dad doesn’t kill me.”

With a straight face, Angie said, “If he does, I’ll be sure to let the judges know.” I nodded.

Chloe touched my elbow. “Come on. I’ll take you home.”

I nodded. “Thanks.”

Angie waved. “Don’t worry. You’ve got this!”

Chloe waved to me as I walked from her car. On the way to my house, we just chatted about some of the boys I’d met during the game. The door to the house opened, exposing the silhouette of Dad in the door frame. As I got to the door, Dad said, “We need to talk, little girl.” I stepped into the house, and the door closed.

###


Chapter 4

I felt so small standing in front of Dad. In a small voice, I said, “Daddy?”

Dad looked at his watch. Yes, he still wears one. “Do you have any idea what time it is, young lady?” He paused, but I didn’t answer. He continued, “It’s fifteen minutes to one. In the AM. Do you have an explanation?”

I clasped my hands in front of me. I felt like a criminal. His eyes bored into my soul. I’ve been later than this in the past. Dad never heard me come in because he snores like a freight train. Or he did before he got his C-Pap machine.

Looking at my feet, I said, “We were late getting to Rosa’s. I was having too much fun talking to my friends to notice the time.”

Dad kept scowling at me. I was tempted to tell him if he kept it up, his face would freeze that way. I decided that was a bad idea. Dad asked, “Boys?” I was getting annoyed. A month or two ago, if I’d been around ten girls, he’da high-fived me.

I nodded. “Some. Mostly cheerleaders, though.”

Dad shook his head. “So you were out with boys, dressed like that? Do you not realize how vulnerable you are now?”

“I wasn’t out with boys, Daddy! There were just boys there, along with the rest of us. I made some new friends. And this is just how girls dress.”

Dad frowned. “Don’t talk back to me.”

Not sure what to say, I said, “I’m not, Daddy. I’m just explaining. I’m very sorry. It won’t happen again.”  Where the hell am I getting this ‘Daddy’ nonsense?

Dad actually scowled. “You’re damned right it won’t. Young lady, I will not have you defy me. I’m your father, and I’m not joking when I tell you how late you can stay out.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You’re grounded for the rest of the weekend,” Dad said, narrowing his eyes at me.

I looked up with widened eyes. “But Daddy! I was going to go with Angie and our friends to…”

Dad shook his head and interrupted. “Not anymore. When I say eleven thirty, I don’t mean the next morning.”

I felt my eyes well up. “But that’s not fair!”

Dad folded his arms. “Now, maybe you’ll listen to me. Now go to bed.”

I started to walk towards my room and then stopped. “What about my cheerleader tryouts in the morning?”

Dad sighed. “You can still do that but come straight home when you’re done.” Dad was on a roll, so I didn’t want to risk the tryouts by complaining.

“Yes, sir.”  I walked to my room and closed the door.

#

I had just slipped into my nightie after washing my face when my cell phone rang. I picked it up. It was Angie.

“Hey, Cindy. I know it’s late, but I wanted to make sure you got home okay. Rosa’s kicked us all out so they could close.”

I sighed. “I’m grounded.”

Angie said, “Oh no! I’m very sorry. That’s all my fault. What about the tryouts?”

“I can still go, but I have to come right back home.”

“So, you won’t be able to come to your own celebration party?” asked Angie.

Irritated, I said, “Let’s not assume I’m a shoo-in. Do we know how many girls are trying out? And yes, that means no party.”

Angie sighed. “That really sucks. I should have pushed you out the door earlier. But you were having so much fun! I saw you flirting. But anyway, Coach told me there are six girls trying out, including you. I hope you’re not getting discouraged.”

I rolled over on my back on my bed and stared at the ceiling. “It doesn’t help, but I plan to try my best to get picked. After watching you guys at the game, I think it’d be a lot of fun to be a cheerleader.”

Angie giggled. “It is. But it’s a lot of work, and you have to keep your grades up. You know, I’ve known you a long time, and I don’t remember you ever saying you were grounded before.”

I rolled back over on my stomach. “Because I never was. This is my first time to be grounded. And Dad was really pissed that I disobeyed him. Usually, when I get him mad, he just takes the power cord from my computer for the day. He didn’t yell at me, but I could tell he was pretty pissed.”

Angie said, “I can understand his reaction, but it’s still hypocrisy. I mean, as a boy, as long as you weren’t knocking over liquor stores, you were free to do whatever you wanted. But now? Now you’re his daughter, and he’s trying to protect you from boys who are free to do whatever they want.”

“But that’s not fair!” I exclaimed.

“I agree,” agreed Angie. “But I also see his point. All of us on the squad are really surprised at how you’ve turned into such a pretty girl. Outside of the cheerleaders and your former football friends, few know this is the new you. Whether you like it or not, you’re going to attract guys. Good and bad. So you need to be more careful than you used to be. How many times did you take the streets through the warehouse district as a shortcut? Probably not a good idea then, but it would be insane now.”

“I think I’m being careful,” I said flatly. “I won’t go near Nick.”

Angie said, “But that’s the Nick you know. You won’t know who the next Nick is. Since that judge put you in the same group as Karl, I think she wanted to instill in you the same caution we feel. I don’t know how many times I’ve turned down a random street because it seemed the car behind me was following me home.”

“So I should stay clear of boys?” I asked. “That shouldn’t be hard to do. It’s not like I want to date anybody.”

Angie chuckled. “I’m not saying that at all. Not all boys are like Nick. But not all boys are like you were, either. All the boys you were talking with tonight I’d be comfortable with on a date. Like anything else, just use good judgment.”

I said, “Thank you, Mother. Hey, I need to get to bed, or I won’t wake up in time for the tryouts.”

Angie laughed. “Okay. I’ll see you at the tryouts. Night.”

#

I drove Mom’s car into the school parking lot. I had respectfully asked Mom and Dad to not come watch me. For one, I was still not happy with Dad’s reaction to me being late. Plus, it was going to be embarrassing enough without the parents watching. And finally, I really didn’t want them to watch the person who they spent seventeen years raising as a son trying out for a girl’s sport. We didn’t have boy cheerleaders at our school. Maybe it’s not a great reason, but it weighed on my mind anyway.

And I had something else to look forward to when I got back home. Mom said she was going to give me “the talk” about boys. I can’t get pregnant, so what’s the point?

As I got out of the car, I saw Angie by the field house entrance where the tryouts were being held. I waved and started walking towards her. I had to adjust the bow on my head as I'd knocked it out of kilter when I got out of the car. I was already wearing the requisite shorts and t-shirt.

Angie hugged me when I reached where she was waiting. “Yay! Your dad didn’t kill you. I hope you brought your best game, because, girl, you’ve got some stiff competition.” The rest of the squad were sitting in the stands. They were all wearing their uniforms.

I knew it wasn’t going to be easy, but I said, “You told me I was a shoo-in.”

Shaking her head, she said, “That was the free demo of my opinion. Come on, let’s check out the competition.”

We walked out of the warm August morning sunshine into the cool, air-conditioned field house. I was surprised by the number of people gathered inside for the tryouts. Parents, friends and half the football team were there to watch. I guess the team was taking a break.

The girls' coach and assistant girls' coach were to be the judges. We walked up to them and Coach McDaniels turned to us. “Hi, Angie. I’m guessing this is Cindy? Hi. We have all your paperwork and permission forms. Angie, please take her over to those mats by the bleachers and warm up. We call the first girl to try out at nine-thirty.”

Angie nodded. “Yes, ma’am.  Come on, Cindy.”

I groaned when I saw where we were headed. I whispered to Angie, “Give me a break. That’s where the football team is sitting!”

Angie said, “Don’t let them get to you. The tryouts are pretty much going to be right there in front of them anyway.”

I felt sick when I saw not just Tony and Roger in the stands, but Nick as well. The rest of them I didn’t know very well. They started making obnoxious cat-calling sounds as we approached.

Tony stood up and said, “Guys! Knock it off. Coach said we could watch if we didn’t act like jerks.”

There were a couple more “woo-hoos!” and Nick said, “You know they love it.”

From across the room, Coach McDaniels shouted, “Boys! I’m going to have to ask you to leave if you don’t settle down over there.”

Tony hissed, “Shut up, guys! I wanted to watch this.”

Nick frowned at Tony. “Yeah. Your girlfriend over there.” He pointed at me.

Angie said in a low voice, “Focus, girl. Just look at me. Ignore them. Let’s start with some stretches.”

As I sat on the mat with my legs stretched out on either side and reached over to grab a leg to stretch out, I heard Roger comment, “God. That looks painful. How do you do that?”

Nick laughed. “I proved she ain’t got no balls.”

Roger grunted. “I guess so.”

Angie said, “Focus, Cindy. Don’t mind them.”

The boys finally settled down, and Angie and I got through my warm-up exercises. The coach shouted, “Attention, everyone! We’re starting. I need everyone trying out to line up here.” She pointed at a line on the floor. She put us in an order to go. I was third. As Angie walked away from me to join the spectators, she whispered, “You got this, girl!”

The coach said, “Okay, Maggie. You’re up! Audience, please hold your applause until all have completed.”

When I got a good look at Maggie, I decided I should just quit now. She was taller than me, and though nothing like a bodybuilder, her muscles were obviously strong and well-defined. As she went through her routine, she flubbed one of the cheers and slipped on the mat.

The second girl, Jennifer, who was also taller than me and better muscled, performed flawlessly. She was a machine.

Coach gave me a smile and said, “Okay, Cindy. You’re up.”

I took a deep breath as I stepped up to the line. I looked at Angie, and she had her fingers on both hands crossed. I put Tony and Nick out of my mind. I smiled as I started my routine and tried to look like I do this every day. I think I nailed my cheers. I couldn’t help but feel I was slower than the first two girls. I finished with a flip, my arms outstretched and shouted, “Go Tigers!” Angie grinned and gave me a thumbs-up.

Coach said, “Thank you, Cindy. Marilyn, you’re up.” I saw the two coaches conferring for a second and jotted down some notes. I sat down next to Maggie who turned towards me and whispered, “You did great.” I was drenched in sweat, and it wasn’t all from the exercise. I was scared out of my mind. To get up and yell and perform stunts in front of all those people took all my concentration.

I didn’t hear the next girl’s name. I was too nervous to watch her tryout. The last two girls had been middle school cheerleaders, and this was their first year of high school. They were both bundles of fearless energy, and I hated them.

The crowd applauded when the last girl finished. Coach McDaniels said, “Okay, everyone. Take a break while Coach Renwick and I compare notes and decide who our newest cheerleaders will be."

I patted my face with a towel to try to get rid of the sweat. I glanced over to where the football players were. Some had left. Roger and Nick were talking to a couple guys behind them. Tony stared right at me.

After fifteen nerve-wracking minutes, Coach McDaniels walked back over toward us. She said, “Okay, everyone. We have reached a decision. If it was up to me, we’d be adding six new cheerleaders to the squad. Everyone who tried out was excellent, and you should be proud.

“Our newest cheerleaders are…”

“Oh, I just want to say real quick,” interrupted Coach Renwick. “If you want your individual tryout review, stick around for a few minutes after the announcement.”

“Thank you, Coach Renwick,” said Coach McDaniels. “I also want to say that everyone should stop by Dairy Queen on the way home for a cold treat. They are a big athletic supporter.”

The coach shuffled the papers she was holding and cleared her throat. “Now, where was I? Oh. Before I forget, we need volunteers for the car wash fundraiser next Saturday. I’ll have more on that on Monday. Okay. The moment we’ve been waiting for… These are not in any order… our first selection is Wendy Thompson.” I’m not surprised. She’s one of the ninth graders. She could replace the Energizer bunny.

Coach again shuffled the papers she was holding. “And our next new cheerleader is Marilyn Johnson. Again, all the girls were wonderful and thank you all for coming today.”

The cheerleaders cheered and applauded their newest members. Angie looked at me and shrugged. All the cheerleaders got up and hugged their new members.

I took a deep breath. I’m not going to cry. I’m not going to cry. This was really Angie’s idea, not mine. I am NOT going to cry. I felt a tear roll down my cheek and I sniffled. I seemed to have no control over my emotions lately.

Angie had a tear or two herself as she hugged me. “I’m sorry, Cindy. I was really hoping you’d get it.”

“It’s okay,” I said with a sniffle. “It’s no big deal.”

Handing me a tissue, Angie said, “Let’s go find out how Coach decided about you.”

Jennifer had quietly packed up her stuff and just left. The other ninth grader had gone over to her parents and was bawling. Angie and I stood to one side, patiently waiting for the coach to finish her evaluation with Maggie. She had also been crying but sat there with the coach and nodded several times. I glanced over to the stands where all the football team had been sitting, and they had all left.

The coach finally finished with Maggie and waved us over as the girl walked away. As we sat down, Coach McDaniels tapped on the paper she was holding on her lap. She looked at me sadly and said, “I’m sorry, Cindy. I know you’re disappointed. I’ll be honest, if spirit was the only criteria for selecting a cheerleader, you’da won hands down. There were a lot of positives here, but we have to be honest.

While you’re certainly very graceful, Coach Renwick and I didn’t feel you had the strength needed. Cheerleading is a very strenuous sport, and when we go to contest, it’s very competitive. Angie can tell you how ruthless it gets. But I would like to suggest another option for you.

“You don’t have to try out, but there is a fee involved. Like I said, you’re very graceful and you’re a very feminine girl. I think you’d be perfect for our dance team. There’s a fee of five hundred dollars, and you have to make your own dresses, the school can’t supply them.

Some of the girls get selected to perform with the band. I think those have already been selected. But the dance team does have their own performances and contests they go to. It is considered part of the athletics department and you can earn a letter for it.

“You don’t have to decide right now, but please consider it. You’re a lovely girl, Cindy. I know they’d be happy to have you."

I nodded meekly. “I’ll think about it. I doubt my dad would lay out that kind of money.”

Coach McDaniels nodded. “Trust me. We know how hard it is. Girls athletics doesn’t get the support it deserves in this town. Anyway, if you can, they’d love to have you.” She handed me a copy of my critique.

“Thank you,” I said as Angie and I stood up. We walked over towards the stands, where we were mostly by ourselves. Again, I started to cry. “What the hell did that judge make me take? I’m too weak and girly to be a cheerleader?”

Angie said, “I was surprised you didn’t show more power during your routine. But hey, if you’re interested in the dance team, ask your dad if he’d help you pay for it. Even if they don’t use you with the band, you still get to participate in the games. You’d get to travel with the cheerleaders and band.”

I wiped under my eyes with the tissue. “I’ll ask Dad though I know what he’ll say. I don’t know how I’d make my own dresses anyway.”

Angie chuckled, “Ask your mom to teach you how to sew. It’s not rocket science, and it’s a good life skill to have, boy or girl. And if nothing else, there’s a woman the school refers girls to so they can have dresses and other items made. For a fee.”

I sighed. “I’ll keep all that in mind. I should probably get home. I’m grounded.”

Angie grinned at me. “You can fudge a little on the time. Let’s go to Dairy Queen for a Blizzard. I’ll buy.”

#

“They’ll let just anybody in here. . . .”

I sighed and turned slowly to face Roger. It was Sunday afternoon, and though my grounded-ness was still in effect, Mom had let me go to the grocery store with her since I was out of shampoo, and I wanted to get some new mascara.

“Who pulled your string?” I asked Roger as I continued to ponder which package of mascara to buy.

Roger grinned. “I saw you over here and thought I’d come bug you.”

I didn’t look up. “Mission accomplished. You may leave now.”

Not leaving, Roger said with a chuckle, “I bet you never thought you’d be shopping for makeup, huh?”

Pulling out another package of mascara to look at, I said, “And I bet you never thought you’d have to register as a sex offender before turning nineteen.”

“Ouch!” Roger exclaimed. “That’s pretty cold, Jason.” I flashed him a dirty look. “Okay, Cindy. But you’ll have to as well.”

I looked up at Roger and shook my head. “Nope. My record gets purged when I complete my sentence.”

“That’s not fair,” muttered Roger.  I just shrugged.

I picked up the mascara I wanted, along with some new eye shadow. “I’d say it’s been a pleasure, but it hasn’t. I need to go.” I started to walk away.

Roger frowned. “I don’t get it. We were all friends for years and now, because Nick – dumb, stupid Nick – does something stupid, you become this stuck up bitch to all of us. You need to remember who you are.”

I just stood there a moment and then said, “I wouldn’t be standing here wearing this cute denim skirt, pretty nails and lip gloss if it wasn’t for both you and Karl. None of us would have been in trouble if you and that moron Karl had not decided to molest Angie.”

Scowling, Roger pointed a finger at me, “Hey bitch. I never said you were involved.”

Scowling right back, I said, “But you never said I wasn’t either. One witness swore up and down I was. And that was enough, apparently.”

Roger growled, “Yeah, well, shit happens. You can’t blame us for you taking the pussy way out.”

I almost screamed, “Bullshit! I can blame you two for all of it!”

Roger shook his head. “Well, we can’t do shit about it now. Look, I really came over to ask you to lay off your hate on Tony. It bugs him a lot that you ignore him. Cut him some slack.”

“Why?” I asked, puzzled. “He defended Nick, not me. Why in hell should I cut him any slack?”

Roger shrugged. “You didn’t hear me say this. He likes you. The rest of us think he has a screw loose somewhere, but he likes you.”

I frowned. “What do you mean? I mean, like we’ve been friends since middle school.”

Roger glared at me. “Don’t you get it, bitch? He wants to go out with you. Don’t you dare repeat any of this! I need to go.” He turned and walked quickly away before I could say anything.

Tony wants to date me?  That’s insane.

#

“Thanks for helping me put away the groceries, honey.” Mom said as I put the last few cans inside the pantry. “I’ll show you how to make a roast here in just a bit.”

“You’re welcome, Mom,” I said as I picked up my items from the store. “I’ll be in my room.”

Mom turned around to look at me. “Oh, just a minute. There’s something I need to talk to you about. Go ahead and sit down.”

I sighed and sat down, fearing what I was about to hear.

Mom sat down across from me at the kitchen table. “I just thought we should have a little mother/daughter talk.”

I shook my head. “I think we’re good on that, Mom. I really don’t need this discussion.”

“You sure?” asked Mom. “I’ve noticed you taking an interest in boys lately. Boys can be fun to be around, but they can also get you into serious trouble.”

I held up my hand to signal stop. “Because of how I’m being feminized, I really can’t help noticing boys. But trust me, I have no interest in dating anyone. And no matter what, I absolutely can’t get pregnant.” I laughed. “No way am I having sex. Period.”

Mom frowned. “Things happen fast, Cindy. You can’t always anticipate something happening. I mean, you were almost raped by that one boy.”

I shook my head. “Not sure if you’d call that a rape. But I’m done with all those guys. Even Tony. I thought I could trust them, but I can’t.”

Mom looked lost. She really wanted a mother/daughter talk. “There’s nothing you want to ask me? Do you think you know everything about boys? There isn’t anything you need help with?”

I suddenly had a wistful expression. With a sigh, I said, “I want to marry my math teacher. . . .”

Mom chuckled. She reached over and grabbed a few papers with writing all over them from the kitchen counter. “Is that who Mr. Dobson is?”

#

“I don’t blame him for asking you to not say anything,” said Angie over the cell phone. “He probably shouldn’t even have told you.”

I crossed my legs in the air as I lay on my bed. “Probably not. I bet Tony would be pissed.”

Angie chuckled. “Unless he told Roger to tell you.”

“Why would he do that?” I asked.

“I dunno,” said Angie. “Maybe it’s to get you thinking about it. So when he asks you, it’s already in your mind to date him. But who knows?”

I rolled onto my back. “We’ve been friends forever. It’s not like he doesn’t know who I am. Honestly, I think he’s thinking he’s helping me out somehow. So, what do you think?”

“About what?”

“What have we been talking about?!” I exclaimed. “Should I go out with Tony if he asks me?”

Angie sighed. “It’s obvious those hormones are doing a number on you. Whether you’ll admit it or not, you are definitely interested in boys. But Tony and his gang of miscreants are not good for you. There’re some boys you should meet. You met one at the game Friday. I think he liked you.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

Angie sighed. “Yes, I did. I said Tony is not good for you. Even if he thinks he’s helping, he’s just going to hurt you. You haven’t been a girl long enough to see through him.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “He and the other rats get dates a lot. Sometimes with cheerleaders. They’ve all been girls longer than I have.”

Angie chuckled. “I’m sure you’ve noticed and been frustrated by the fact that some girls fall for the ‘bad boy’. You hope they wise up before they do something stupid.”

“How do you know I’m not attracted to bad boy Tony?” I asked.

Angie laughed. “If you were, you’d be at his house right now, grounded or not, baking him cookies. I hope I’ve been a better influence on you than that.”

There was a long pause. I finally said, “Me, you, and Tony have all been friends since, I think, middle school. You never took an interest in my life before. What gives?”

Angie grunted. “I’ve told you, girl. I feel responsible for your current situation. No. No. I know you didn’t do anything. It was all Roger, Nick and Karl. But it’s still about me. I don’t want you to hate being a girl. I want you to enjoy it. We’ve been friends, but now we’re besties. I couldn’t borrow nail polish or lip gloss from Jason.  I would never share my innermost secrets with Jason. But I can do all that with Cindy.”

I sat up on my bed. “So we’re friends at a totally new level then. So, should I date Tony?”

Angie actually growled. “No!”

#

“Dad, can I talk to you for a minute?”

Dad turned away from paying bills to look at me. With money on his mind, this probably wasn’t the best time to ask this question. “Sure, kitten. What’s on your mind?”

“It’s about the cheerleader tryouts,” I said.

Dad frowned. “Yes. You told me you didn’t make it. I know you were disappointed, but to be honest, even though I’m trying to support you, I really had a hard time picturing my son dressed as a cheerleader. So, what did you want to talk about?”

Crap. He just made what I was going to say even harder. “The coach suggested another option for me. It’s the dance team. She suggested it since I’m graceful and feminine. The dance team goes to the games the same as the Cheerleaders.”

Did I see Dad’s eye tick when I said: “feminine”? He asked, “Is this something you want to do? Does it require my permission?”

I looked down at my feet. “I’m not sure yet if I want to. It does require parental permission. And then there’s the five-hundred-dollar fee. They wear these really cute dresses, and some get to perform with the band and…”

Interrupting, Dad asked, “Did you say five hundred dollars?”

I nodded. “Yes. And we get to wear these pretty, red sequined mini-dresses and go to contests and …”

“That’s a lot of money, honey,” Dad said, wrinkling his brow. “Could we even afford the dresses? They sound expensive.”

I smiled and said, “I would have to make them myself.”

Dad shook his head. “Have you learned to sew in the past week?”

I looked at the floor. “Mom would have to teach me.”

“I’m pretty sure I’ll have to say no, kitten. That’s just a lot of money. I’ll discuss it with your mother.” Dad turned back to his bill paying.

#

As I entered the dining area of the lunchroom and headed to where Angie and the others were seated, it dawned on me how normal the morning had been. I wasn’t stressed about being in school dressed as a girl. Putting on makeup was so normal I didn’t really even notice doing it. The only thing annoying about wearing a skirt is that the skin on my legs sticks to the seats. And I actually learned something in Calculus class – we had a substitute teacher.

As I set my lunch tray down, I greeted Angie and the other girls. As I squirted the packet of dressing on my salad, I asked Angie, “Where’re your two new recruits?”

Angie sighed. “They both have third lunch. I still feel bad you didn’t make it.”

Amy looked up and said, “Yeah, Cindy. We all thought you’d join us.”

I nodded. “Well, me too. But it’s okay. It’s not like it’s been a lifelong dream to be a cheerleader. What do you think of your new members?”

Amy said, “It’s too early to see how well we’ll all get along, but so far, so good.  I was already friends with Marilyn.”

After swallowing a bite, Angie asked, “Any thoughts about joining the dance team?”

I shook my head. “I asked Dad about it. He wasn’t very receptive to the idea. It just costs too much.”

Nodding, Angie said, “That’s always the problem.”

I ate in relative silence for a few minutes, just listening to the other girls. Funny how I had no problem following the three separate conversations. Listening to girls talk used to drive me crazy.

Angie leaned in towards me and asked, “Hey Cindy. Do you know where your bikini is?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“You’re volunteering for the car wash this Saturday, right? You don’t have to be a cheerleader or a football player to join in.”

Amy turned briefly from her conversation and said, “Oh, you have to! Just tell Coach to put you down for it.”

Angie said, “It’s always a hoot, and it helps the squad a lot.”

I smiled. “I guess so. I have to wear my bikini? I tried it on, and I felt practically naked.” The bikini bottom was even more revealing than those now infamous shorts I wore.

Angie chuckled. “Well, duh. You’re going to get soaked!”

I said, “You said the football team does this too?”

Angie frowned, “You can’t live your life avoiding the football team. Yeah. They’re boys, and they act all macho, but most of them are nothing like your former friends. And we get volunteers from all over the school.”

Amy smirked, “Probably just to see us in bikinis.”

Angie laughed. “That’s probably true.”

I took another bite of my salad and said, “Okay. I’ll sign up.”

#

I signed up for the car wash. I'd never thought of it in previous years, mainly because Angie was my only friend in cheerleaders, and Tony and his friends never mentioned it. Coach told me they usually got more people than they needed because most just enjoyed dumping water on each other.

She assured me that the football coach had issued a pretty stern warning to his team about behavior. Well, it was going to be in the parking lot in front of the school, which is a large public area. I thought it would be fun. Not to mention the added challenge of me wearing a bikini.

It was a quiet Wednesday afternoon as I walked out under the shade of a tree in the parking lot. I was enjoying the warm breeze before I called my dad to come pick me up. He always waited for my call.

“Cindy!” called a familiar voice from behind me. I turned to see Tony running across the parking lot toward me. I frowned at him as he approached.

As he got close, I said, “What’s up, Tony? I need to call my dad to come get me.” I closed my eyes and said to myself, please don’t ask me out.

Slightly winded from running, Tony said, “I need to talk to you. Just for a minute.”

I sighed and opened my eyes. “Make it quick,” I said, annoyed by Tony and by a sudden breeze that blew my ruffled skirt up.

“I’ll be blunt,” Tony said bluntly. “I want to take you to a movie. No, please. Hear me out. I feel I owe you a movie after what happened with Nick.”

I shook my head and frowned deeply. “Tony, you don’t owe me shit. I’m trying to erase that whole thing from my memory. I get pissed every time I think about it.”

Tony said, “I’m just trying to help you out. You know you’re supposed to do girl activities, and one of those is a date.  And you haven’t yet, and I doubt you will.”

I rolled my eyes at Tony. “Gee Tony. Do you think I’m unaware that the stupid judge thinks a boy having to look and act like a girl is humiliating? I’m not going to let her win.” I paused for a moment and then asked, “What do you mean you doubt I’ll get a date? I’m not looking for one if that’s what you mean.”

Tony took on a smug expression. “I know you’re not. I know you were never interested in guys. But here’s something you don’t know. I read an article about other cases that applied this dumb law. The court secretly assigns one or two monitors to make sure that those like you act as much like a girl as possible. There are penalties if you don’t. We’ve been friends for a long time. I’m just trying to help you out.”

I folded my arms under my breasts and frowned at Tony. “Are you a secret monitor, Tony?”

Tony shook his head. “Of course not.”

“I’m in no hurry to date someone, and it won’t be something romantic.” I continued to frown at Tony and asked, “And why do you say you doubt I’ll get a date?” I know Tony hasn’t had a date since early last year. According to Angie, Tony has a bad rep with girls.

Looking smug, Tony said, “Well, just look at you, Jason. Oh, sorry. Cindy. It just slips out because I see Jason, not Cindy. I think that’s what most guys are going to see as well. Yeah. I mean, you can look cute when you wear makeup, but most guys are going to see a boy under there. I’m just being honest here. I mean really. Have any guys approached you and asked you out or anything?”

Trying not to sound defensive, I said, “This is just the second week of school. I haven’t met many boys yet. Look, I need to call my dad.”

As I started to open my purse, Tony touched my hand. “Do you know the real reason you didn’t pass the tryouts for Cheerleader?”

I pulled my hand away from Tony’s. “Coach McDaniels told me. I’m basically too girly. Now leave me alone.”

Tony laughed. “You believed that? Have you ever heard of a cheerleader that’s too girly? The rumor I heard was that Coach Renwick said that there was no way in hell they’d let a boy join the cheerleaders.”

Nostrils flaring, I shouted, “Bullshit! Angie said…”

Cutting me off, Tony said, “Angie’s lying to you. Like me, she’s trying to help you pass being a girl. She tells you that you’re beautiful and shit, but where are the guys? No one is chasing after you. And beating up Nick didn’t help your reputation as a girl.”

I snorted. “You know I didn’t beat up Nick.”

Tony rolled his eyes at me. “Nick would never back down to a real girl. There aren’t many boys he’d back down to.”

I chuckled, “Nick used what active brain cells he has and decided he didn’t want to go to jail.”

Tony shook his head. “You think Nick is afraid of a little jail time? Why do you think he’s a year behind in school? You know he’s almost nineteen, right?”

I laughed. “He flunked first grade!”

A flash of embarrassment crossed Tony’s face. He said, “The bottom line, Jason. Sorry, that slipped in again. The bottom line is that boys aren’t interested in you, so you might not be able to fulfill your requirements. That’s how I can help you. If you go out with me… better yet, if you become my girlfriend, several things happen.

“The guys, you know your friends you’ve been shitting on? They’ll leave you alone. You’ll get cred with other boys. Respect from other girls. Remember, I’m your best friend. I just want to help, and I think this is a win-win.”

I folded my arms again and glared at Tony. Is he right? I wasn’t trying to get hit on, but so far the only boy to do so outside of Tony is that goofy Martin. And he’s just being goofy. Boys don’t seem interested. And now that I think about it, who ever heard of anyone being too girly to be a cheerleader?

I know what I’m getting with Tony. I would have no idea if I went out with some other boy. I think that’s the fear of the unknown the judge wants me to feel. With Tony, I could defeat the judge on at least one point.

Of course, Angie and my parents would say I’m pretty. Listen to me! Why would I even have such thoughts? Why would I care if I’m pretty or not? Why would I care what boys think anyway? I’m not interested in boys. Tony’s right.

“Sure, Tony. I’ll go out with you.”

###


Chapter 5

“Tony said what?!”

I was sitting on my bed, talking to Angie on my cell phone. “You heard me, Angie. He said you were lying to me,” I said, sitting on my bed. I ran my fingers through my hair. “I don’t know who to believe.”

Angie exclaimed, “It certainly isn’t Tony! Girl, I can’t believe you fell for that nonsense. What happened to that beautiful, confident girl from just a day ago?”

Feeling small, I said, “Tony said a lot of things that seemed to ring true to me. Angie, have you ever heard of anyone being too girly to be a cheerleader? Did you tell her to say that?”

Angie growled, “Don’t make me come over there and slap you, girl. Why would I tell Coach to not pass you? All of us on the squad would have loved to have you with us. I watched the video of your tryout with Coach. Technically you did everything great. But you showed no power. We get quite a workout during a game. Coach was worried you might get hurt doing some stunts. And Coach Renwick does not even know you used to be a boy. What Tony said was pure nonsense.”

“So, are you saying I’m stupid?” I asked Angie, sounding irritated.

“No. Not at all, Cindy,” said Angie. “Sadly, Tony isn’t the first boy to bring down a girl’s confidence for his own benefit. I’m just shocked he’d try to manipulate you like that.”

“Be honest with me, Angie. Are you one of those monitors?” I asked.

“No. I would have told you even if I was told not to. I have no idea if you have any monitors, but that is a real thing.” Angie sighed. “Look, I know how boys can manipulate a girl, but Cindy, I’m really hurt that you failed to trust me. I’m on your side. Tony is on his own side.”

I hugged my pillow. “I’m sorry, Angie. You’ve helped me so much. Tony really hasn’t. He caught me at a weak moment. Should I cancel the date?”

“I’m not going to tell you what to do, Cindy,” said Angie in a serious tone. “My advice is to never go out with Tony or any of your old friends. That’s just me. But maybe you should keep the date. We all have had bad dates. Maybe it’ll help you become a stronger girl. Or he might surprise us.”

I was silent for a moment. I said, “Now you’ve got me worried. You don’t think he’ll try to hurt me, do you?”

Angie sighed. “Anything is possible. But Tony isn’t Nick, so I really doubt he’d attack you or something. You have a lot of history with him.”

“That’s just it, Angie,” I said with a sigh. “He was my best friend for years, and then, it all got tossed out the window. I’d like to repair our friendship.”

Angie laughed. “By dating him? Good luck with that. Cindy, I think you’re making a big mistake. But who knows? Just remember this. If Tony crosses the line, if he does anything, anything at all that makes you uncomfortable, do not hesitate to call me or Amy or Chloe. We’ll take you home.”

I shrugged. “Thanks. Or I could just call my dad.”

Her voice sounding very cold, Angie said, “Cindy, if Tony hurts you in any way, your dad would kill him. I don’t care about Tony. I’d hate to see your dad arrested.”

#

I checked the clock once more. It was approaching six thirty. Tony should be at my front door almost any minute. I took a deep breath as I checked my makeup one more time. I went a little heavier with the liner and shadow than I normally did for school.

I was wearing a tank top along with a pair of rather tight, form-fitting jeans. They were very comfortable, but if I had tried to wear them as a boy, it would have been painful. I liked how my ass looked in them. I was also wearing my wedge sandals for the first time, to give me some extra height, as Tony is taller than me.

Normally on a Friday night, Tony and the team would be getting ready for a game. This week the game was on a Saturday. Saturday morning was the big car wash. During the meeting that afternoon for the volunteers, the coach had laid out some strict rules, mainly aimed at girls.

Any girl showing up without a bra or bikini top under their t-shirt would be sent home. T-shirts, preferably school T-shirts, were required even with a bikini top. Angie would take me and a couple of other girls up to school.

The week leading up to Friday was mostly uneventful. I did have a scare as I rounded a corner and almost ran into Nick. He just said, “Excuse me,” and went on his way. I was glad Angie hadn’t disowned me as we continued to have lunch together.

I looked again in the mirror. I wish my hair was longer, and I’ll be glad when I can take my starter earrings out and wear some of the pretty ones I’ve managed to collect. My long, painted nails were a rose pink, like my lipstick. So many things girls have to consider. Tony would probably still be wearing the shirt he wore to school.

As I studied my image in the mirror, it dawned on me that going out with Tony really wouldn’t be anything like old times. We wouldn’t be equals. As his date, I’d be in a subordinate role. He’d be basically paying for my evening, and that did worry me in that he might think that bought him privileges. I frowned at the sudden thought of being kissed by him. No. We’re friends, just hanging out like old times. I just kept telling myself that.

My reverie was broken by Dad calling out, “Cindy! Tony is here.” How did I miss the doorbell? Honestly, I was surprised Dad didn’t veto this date. After the infamous shorts incident, Dad didn’t like Tony at all.

One last makeup check, then I picked up my purse and bounded out of my room. There was Tony, wearing a clean shirt, standing just inside the door. He was holding flowers. I’ll be nice and not chuck these into the trash.

“Hi, Tony,” I said as I walked into the room. “I like your shirt.”

He grinned as he tugged on his shirt. “What? This old thing? You look very nice, Cindy.” He laughed and then held out the flowers. He said, “These are for you. I don’t know your favorite flower, so I got a variety.”

I took the flowers and gave them a sniff. “I like carnations,” I said. Carnations always looked edible to me. Like ice cream.

Tony looked from my dad to me. “Are you ready to go? Your dad has been telling me about his gun collection. I didn’t even know they made semi-auto shotguns.”

Dad said, “Remember. She needs to be home -- and that’s inside the house -- by eleven thirty.”

Sounding nervous, Tony said, “Yes, sir. Eleven thirty. Okay, well, let’s go, Cindy.”

I waved and shouted, “Bye, Mom! Bye, Daddy!”

As soon as we stepped out onto the porch, Tony proved we weren’t on equal standing, and I had the subordinate position.  He took my hand and led me to his car.

As we approached his car, he asked, “Does your dad really have a semi-auto shotgun?”

I shrugged and asked, “Which one?”

#

As I sat down in Tony’s car, I had to admit I was nervous, for a number of reasons. First and foremost, I’d never been on a date with a boy before. That’s daunting enough as it is, even if I have known this particular boy for years.

Then, compound things that this date was kinda controversial. Dad hates Tony. Angie thinks I’m making the mistake of my life. Mom thinks Tony just isn’t the right boy for me.

Ever since that incident almost two weeks ago with Nick, Tony had been trying to get back on my good side. This date had apparently put a strain on his friendship with some of his football goons. They didn’t accept me as a girl. Oddly, after Nick’s assault, they didn’t accept me as a boy either.

As we drove to the Cineplex, I was quiet, lost in my thoughts. Tony put his hand on my knee and asked, “Are you okay? You’re awfully quiet.”

I nodded. “I’m okay. This is all new to me. I’ve never been on a date before.”

Patting my knee, Tony said with a grin, “This certainly won’t be your last. This is going to be great.” He left his hand on my knee.

I casually lifted his hand from my knee. “I probably should have asked this sooner. Why? Why take me on a date?”

Tony smiled as he patted my knee again. “I like you, Cindy. I want to help you out.”

I looked at his hand on my knee. “I appreciate that. But how does that work with your friends?”

Chuckling, Tony said, “You’re my girl. They don’t have to like it. They even dared me to ask you out. They didn’t think I would.”

I frowned as I removed his hand once again from my knee. “You… you asked me out on a dare?”

He ran his fingers through my short hair behind my ear. “No! Noooo baby, of course not. I asked you because I like you. I think we’re good for each other.” I wasn't sure I liked Tony calling me ‘baby.’

Tony laughed. “The guys even had a pool on whether or not I’d take you out. Isn’t that nuts? Who wouldn’t want to go out with a pretty girl like you?”

I looked down at my hands. “I thought you said I wasn’t pretty?”

Tony looked back out the windshield. “I… uh… well, I certainly think you’re pretty.” He laughed. “I never in a million years thought I’d tell my best friend he… uh, she was pretty.” He reached over to touch my hair again. I knocked his hand away.

He gripped the steering wheel with both hands. “Hey. When we get to the show, you want to get nachos, or a chili dog, or pizza before the movie? I’m up for all three!” He looked over at me and grinned.

I took a deep breath and then sighed. “Pizza, I guess.”

Tony looked over at me with concern. “I get the first date jitters and all that. I’m planning on our next date to go to Big John’s Steak House. Remember we went there for Roger’s birthday?”

I nodded. “Yeah, I remember Nick ordering a pitcher of beer for the table using a fake ID and all of us getting kicked out. I don’t even like beer.”

Tony steered his car into the Cineplex parking lot. “But it was still cool, though.”

I shrugged. “I didn’t get to finish my steak.”

Tony chuckled, “Well, you’ll get to finish it this time.”

After a few minutes of driving around the parking lot, Tony found a place to park. Before I could open my door, Tony had hurried around his car and opened the door for me. He held out his hand to help me get out.  That was nice of him. He held onto my hand as we walked towards the building.

Walking briskly and holding my hand, Tony asked, “Have you seen that new Tommy Kincaid movie, I’m Getting Too Old for This? I heard it’s good.”

I shook my head. “Not yet.”

Tony grinned. “We’ll see that, then.”

The Cineplex was jumpin’. Well, it was Friday night, after all. People everywhere and talk about noisy! Tony went up to the ticket kiosk and bought two tickets for the eight-thirty showing. Hopefully, that would give us enough time to eat. The service is very slow in this place.

Tony leaned close to my ear so I could hear and said, “Let’s find a table and order a pizza.”  I nodded.

As we rounded one of the many arcade games, we almost bumped into three girls coming in the other direction. I didn’t know any of them, but I remembered seeing one at school.

One of the girls, with obviously bleached blonde hair, said, “Tony, you old nerf herder. What have you been up to?”

Tony gave her a toothy grin. “Hey, Bree! Not much. I’m on the team again this year.”

Another girl looked at Tony and asked, “Where’s Nick? Isn’t he usually with you? I looked for him in the game last week, but I don’t think he played.”

Tony grimaced. “Yeah, he got suspended.”

The girl laughed. “Again? What, or should I say, who did he do this time?”

The third girl said, “He felt up some girl at school.”

The second girl shook her head and said, “If you see him, tell him Stacy said ‘hi.’ I’ll try to be at the game tomorrow.”

All three girls looked at me as if they had just then noticed I was standing there. Then they walked off towards the bowling lanes.

“Friends of yours?” I asked facetiously.

Tony sat at a table. “Just some girls I used to know. Do you want a supreme or meat lovers?”  He started poking at the screen sitting on the table. “And you want a Dr. Pepper, right? See? I remembered. There. Now we wait for about four hours.” He chuckled.

The chairs at the small table weren’t very comfortable. Tony tickled my arm before taking my hand. He just looked at me and smiled.

A rather well-built boy came up and punched Tony in the shoulder. “Hey, Bro! Shouldn’t you be playin’?”

Tony rubbed his shoulder. “Hey, Sven. The game’s tomorrow night.”

Sven nodded. “I forgot.” He looked over at me like a puma sizing up a doe. “Who’s your friend? You’ve been holding out.”

Tony put his arm around me and grinned. “This is my girlfriend, Cindy. Cindy, this is Sven, captain of the swim team.” I didn’t want to give Sven any ideas, so I didn’t deny being Tony’s girlfriend.

Sven gave me a toothy grin. “I approve.” He leaned in towards me. “When you get tired of this meat puppet, give me a call.” He laughed and turned back to Tony. I just smiled weakly.

Tony and Sven put me on ignore as they started talking sports. I said, “I need to go to the restroom.” It was true enough, but I also wanted to get away.

The restroom wasn’t all that crowded, and there were several empty stalls. I picked one, sat down and closed the door. My date so far with Tony wasn’t terrible, but it wasn’t exactly great either. It’s probably not a good sign when I don’t like him touching me.

The door of the restroom opened, and several chatting girls entered. Since they gathered around the mirror, I guessed they were checking their hair and makeup. One of the girls said, “Did you see that girl with Tony? Oh my God. She looked kinda miserable.”

Another girl said, “Can you blame her? Tony was the worst date I’ve ever been on. He’s just all hands.” That sounded a lot like Bree.

Another girl asked, “Do you know who she is?”

One of the girls said, “I think she’s new.”

Bree laughed. “Duh! Who else would go out with that loser?”

The three girls laughed as they left the restroom. I started to feel sorry for Tony. I wondered if he knew this is what girls thought? Is that why he played on our friendship to get me to date him?

I found my way back to our table. Tony looked up as I approached and pointed at a box. “Look what arrived while you were gone.”

As I sat down, I asked, “Is there any left?”

Tony frowned. “I haven’t touched it yet. Well, Sven had a piece and left.”

As we both removed a slice from the box, Tony looked at me and said, “We haven’t really talked in a couple of weeks. How’s this girl business working out for you?”

I frowned. “This girl business? I’m a girl, Tony. It’s my life now.”

Shrugging, Tony said, “I can see that. But are you? Don’t you miss doing guy stuff? You, me, the guys… we used to have a lot of fun.”

I couldn’t believe I was hearing this. “I’m a woman, Tony.” There were other things I wanted to say, but I was afraid of what would come out of my mouth, so I didn’t.

Tony just looked at me for a moment. He smiled slightly and said, “That you are. And a pretty one at that.” He took a bite of his pizza.

I just stared coldly at him.

After a few moments, Tony spread his hands and said, “I’m sorry. I know you didn’t ask for this. You have to admit this idea of switching sides is something difficult for guys to accept. Can you forgive me?”  He reached out and took my hand.

“Maybe,” I said, looking at my hand being held by his. “Can you please stop denying I’m a woman?”

He smiled and squeezed my hand. “You’re my girl.” I’m not, and that didn’t answer my question.

He took another bite of the pizza and said, “We need to get in line if we want any popcorn or sodas. The movie starts soon.”  Leaving the bulk of our pizza still on the table, Tony took my hand and led me over to the snack line.

He continued to hold my hand in the line, and he kept the conversation to talking about our classes and other movies we’d seen. I was pretty sure he knew he’d pissed me off and was trying to deflect. It was nice to talk about other things, though. He got a large popcorn we could share, and he didn’t have to ask about what drink I wanted. We were finally ready to head into the theater with only ten minutes left before the movie started.

Just after we were directed to the proper theater, someone shouted, “Hey, Tony!”

Under my breath, I said, “Aw, shit.” It was Roger, Nick and some girl I’d never seen before.

Tony waved and called out, “My dudes!”

The trio walked up to us. Roger asked, “What movie are you two headed to?”

Tony put his arm around my waist and pulled me closer to him. He said, “I’m taking her to see I’m Getting Too Old for This.”

Roger chuckled. “Yeah, chicks still go for that Kincaid dude. Nick and his new girl are going to see High School Bloodbath 4: Class Reunion. I get to tag along.” Thank God it’s not the same as our movie.

Under my breath, I muttered, “How romantic.”

Just as we were about to go our separate ways, Tony asked, “You guys doing the car wash tomorrow?”

Nick nodded and frowned. “Coach said we had to.” He grinned at me. I felt ill.

Tony grinned. “Us too. See ya tomorrow.”

As we entered the theater, I said, “Don’t forget I’m riding with Angie.”

Tony said, “I don’t mind picking you up.”

I shook my head. “I’ve already made arrangements with Angie.”  Tony just nodded.

I hadn’t been to that theater before and didn’t know the seats had folding trays. Tony set our popcorn on the tray and we both sat down. The seats were quite plush and comfortable. I hoped I wouldn’t fall asleep. I looked over at a grinning Tony. I really hoped I didn’t fall asleep.

After fifteen minutes of ads and trailers, Tony didn’t waste any time in placing his arm behind me. He didn’t rest his hand on my shoulder, but he did rub the back of my neck and fondled my hair. With his other hand, he held my hand. At least I had a free hand to eat popcorn with.

The movie opened immediately with intense action in Tommy Kincaid style. He’s only in his mid-thirties, but he’s still got a great physique and quite handsome. Now that’s who I'd like to date. I frowned as Nick crept into my thoughts with the memory of his claim a few years ago that Kincaid’s beautiful wife, Michelle Grayson, was actually a boy.

Tony’s hand slipped down to my shoulder. He pulled me closer to him. He had me trapped. I couldn’t move away from him. He sniffed my short hair. “You smell great.”

“Thanks.” I picked up his hand with my free hand and disengaged it from my shoulders. I scooted back away from him a bit. He rested his arm on the back of my chair and played with my hair.

I knocked his hand away. I whispered, “Tony, please.”

He chuckled and whispered back, “I’m just playing with you.”

A couple of minutes later, Tony’s hand was back on my shoulder. He again tugged me closer to him. His hand then dropped to my breast.

In a harsh whisper, I said, “Tony! Do you mind?”

Grinning, he said, “I don’t mind at all.” He gave my breast a small squeeze.

“Tony!” I jerked his hand off my breast.

“Shut up down there!” shouted someone behind us.

Tony pulled his arms back to his lap. “Sorry! I’ll stop.”

He rested his hand on my thigh. I was going to move it, but thought maybe if I left it there, it won’t go somewhere else. I folded my arms, and Tony made no other attempt to touch me.

The movie finally ended. I really didn’t watch much of it as I was too angry. As we stood up, Tony asked, “Hey do you want to find the guys and hang out a bit?”

I just stood there for a moment and then growled, “Are you insane? Hang out with Nick? Not only no, but fuck no. Take me home.”

Looking annoyed, Tony said, “Come on, babe. They’re probably waiting for us. It’ll be just like old times. Sorta. I mean, it won’t be like you’ll be the only girl.”

I scowled at him and folded my arms. “Take me home. Or I call my dad.”

Tony waved his arms. “No, no. No need to involve your dad. I’ll take you home.” He reached out his hand like he wanted me to hold it. I kept my arms folded against my breasts. He started walking, and I followed.

Passing through the lobby, we heard Roger call out, “Guys! Over here!”

Tony took a few steps over to Roger and Nick. “Sorry. I’ll have to catch up with you later. I have to take her home.” He glanced over at Nick, who was alone. “Where’s your date, Nick?”

Nick frowned. “Stupid bitch. She ran into some other guy when we came out of the theater and went off with him.”

I looked at Tony. “Can we go now?”

He sighed. “Yeah, let’s go.” Roger and Nick laughed.

I didn’t say a word during the drive back to my house. It was only a quarter to eleven when he pulled up to the curb.

Tony turned off the ignition. “I’ll walk you to your door.”

I opened my door and stepped out. “No. I’m good.”

Tony said, “No kiss?”

I laughed and stepped away.

He rolled the passenger side window down and said, “We’re still on for going to Big John’s right?” I didn’t answer. I just walked up to my door and went inside.

I didn’t cry. Tony wasn't worth crying over.

###


Chapter 6

“I’m on my way,” I said to Angie over my cell phone. She had just pulled up in her car with Amy, Chloe, and Marilyn, one of the girls who beat me in the tryouts. I’m pretty sure Angie didn’t include Marilyn to annoy me but rather to get her to feel like part of the group.

I was wearing my flip-flops, an oversized school t-shirt and, under that, my string bikini. The oversized t-shirt was almost like wearing a dress. I decided against wearing makeup. I put my phone and some money into my purse, which I planned to leave locked up in Angie’s car.

I waved goodbye to Mom, doing whatever in the kitchen, and ran out the door to Angie’s car.

As I opened the passenger door, Angie laughed. “You run like a girl.”

I giggled as I slid into the seat. “I try.” I greeted the other girls.

Angie studied me for a moment. “There’s a chance they might send you back home, Cindy. You’re pushing the envelope with that tiny bikini.”

I looked down. “I’m wearing a t-shirt, and it’s the only bathing suit I have.”

Angie shrugged. “I’m just sayin’. . . .”

From the back seat, Marilyn leaned forward and said, “Oh, Cindy. I hope you’re not mad or anything about the tryouts. I really thought you did really well.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about it. I was just excited to get to try out.”

Marilyn leaned back. “I’m glad. I hoped we could be friends. My family moved here over the summer, and so far, the only friends I have are other cheerleaders. I knew Amy already because we go to the same church.”

I turned to try to look in the back seat. “That’s pretty evil of your parents to move you in your senior year.”

Marilyn frowned. “Tell me about it. But my dad has a really good job, and he was transferred here. But hey, I’m making new friends.”

While stopped at a particularly long traffic light, Marilyn asked, “Can you guys tell me anything about some of the football players? A lot of them are hitting on me, and I don’t want anyone to think I’m trying to steal anyone’s boyfriend.”

Chloe asked, “Any particular guy?”

Marilyn said, “Well, there are two in particular that just won’t leave me alone. They keep asking for my phone number. Do any of you know Roger or Nick?”

#

We arrived about fifteen minutes before eight. Eight o’clock was when our car wash was to open, but there were already cars starting to line up. The parking lot in front of the field house was already getting soaked, as well as many of the volunteers. Angie let me set Marilyn straight about Roger and Nick. They both arrived about the same time we did.

After we got out of Angie’s car, Coach McDaniels walked up to me. “Cindy, I think you’re really pushing the line with your bikini. I’m going to try not to send anyone home unless we get complaints.”

A football player standing nearby said, “Coach, who’s going to complain about a skimpy bikini?”  He laughed and walked away.

Cars started to go through the gauntlet of volunteers, mostly girls, after we got our buckets, sponges and towels. It didn’t take long for all of us to get soaked. The boys went around trying to snap their towels at each other.

The size of my breasts seemed to be enhanced after my t-shirt got soaked. I didn’t realize I was pressing my boobs against the glass as I washed until it dawned on me I had washed the same car with four teen boys inside, three times. I guess I should just wash doors or something.

But the carwash overall was mostly chaos. Spraying each other. Pouring buckets on each other. And actually washing some cars. Sometimes the cars driven by kids at our school would drive off without dropping off a donation, which defeated the whole purpose.

Grinning. Amy called out to me. “Cindy! The next car is yours!”

Puzzled, I looked at the next car rolling into the washing area. The driver was Mr. Dobson! I’m ashamed to say that I deliberately pressed my boobs into the glass and rolled them around while I washed. I didn’t care that his wife was with him in the car. I’m not sure what came over me, but I made love to that car.

“Cindy!” shouted Coach McDaniels. “Come here this instant!”  What the hell did I do?

I shouted back, “As soon as I’m done with this car!”

The coach yelled back, “Now, Miss Garland!”

I took one last longing look into the driver's window and then hurried over to the coach.

Coach frowned at me. “Cindy, do you have any idea that you’ve become a spectator sport for the football team?”  She pointed to a row of boys just standing to one side. They all waved at me before walking off to wash cars.

I honestly said, “No, ma’am! I didn’t know.” I was embarrassed to hell and back.

Coach continued to frown at me. “We also don’t wash cars using our breasts. Weren’t you told to not lean on the cars while washing?”

I shook my head. “No, ma’am. No one said anything to me.”

Coach McDaniels shook her head. “I guess we have a failure to communicate. You’ve been giving everyone a show. Any idea how long your bikini top has been slipped down below your breasts?”

Shocked, I felt my boobs. “Oh, my God!” I squealed. My hard cold nipples were proudly protruding through my t-shirt. I slapped my hands over my breasts. Starting to cry, I said, “I had no idea, Coach!” I was mortified.  A lot of the boys on the football team were grinning and laughing at me. A few gave me a thumbs up.

Tony shouted, “Hey, stop staring at my girl!”

Coach said, “Go into the field house and fix your top. If I thought you were doing this on purpose, I’d call your parents.”  She chuckled. “But I can tell this was a sincere accident. Go.”

I nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” I ran quickly into the field house to the girl’s restroom. I heard boys laughing at me. I slapped my forehead several times, mumbling “Stupid! Stupid!”

Crying from humiliation, I re-arranged my bikini top and made sure it was tied tight and secure. Oh, God. I’ll probably have to transfer from Mr. Dobson’s class now. He saw my tits, for God’s sake. So did his wife. I’ll be the biggest joke around school.

I learned later that two other girls were sent home because they deliberately exposed their breasts to Mr. Dobson. They were facing disciplinary action come Monday.

After securing everything, I came running out of the field house. There was a van getting washed in front of me, so I ran around it and… Splash! I was hit right in the face by a stream of water coming full force from a large hose. The unexpected force knocked me backward, and I fell back into a puddle on the asphalt. I squealed as I tumbled rearward.

A boy came running up to me, still holding the hose and still spraying me in the face. He finally tossed the hose and knelt beside me to help me sit up.

“I’m terribly sorry! I didn’t see you. Are you okay?” The boy sounded sincerely concerned. He touched my cheek.

I sputtered water out of my mouth and looked up. I was looking into the sun, but for a moment, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven and was looking at an angel. An angel with sandy blond hair and the bluest eyes I’d ever seen.

I was about to say, “I’m okay, you dumb stupid bastard!” Instead, I held the hand that had softly touched my cheek, and I said quietly, “Yes. I’m okay. Thank you.” I couldn’t help but stare at this beautiful boy.

He put his hand on my arm. “Let me help you up.”

With the boy’s help, I got back up on my feet.

The boy said, “I’m really very sorry. I didn’t see you. Are you sure you’re okay?”

I smiled at him as I brushed some dirt from my wet shorts. “I don’t think anything’s broken. No worries, right?”

“My name is Frank, by the way. Frank Avalon,” said Frank as he handed me a towel.

I took the towel and patted the water dripping from my face and then started rubbing down the rest of me. I smiled at Frank and said, “Thanks. I’m Cindy Garland. I’m very pleased to meet you.” I was probably standing there with a dopey expression, just staring at Frank.

Smiling back, Frank said, “I noticed you arrived with the cheerleaders. Are you a cheerleader too?”

I let my smile droop as I answered him, “No. I didn’t pass the tryouts. But I’m friends with most of them.”

Frank kept smiling. “Sorry to hear that. Their loss, right?”

I giggled. “Yep.” I felt goosebumps. Granted, it was the first weekend in September, but it didn’t seem chilly earlier.

Frank pointed to one side. “They just brought some pizzas. Let’s go get some before it’s all gone.”

I nodded. “Good idea.” I looked over at all the boxes and I was pretty sure they weren’t going to run out.

When we got over to the table where the pizzas had been laid out, Frank handed me a paper plate as we got in line. The line moved quickly. I got one slice and Frank picked up three. We then walked over to a sunny and mostly dry spot in the grass and sat down across from each other.

Frank took a bite and then asked, “So, what else do you do besides not cheerleading?”

I sighed. “Sadly, that’s pretty much it. Well, I’m flunking Calculus too.”

Frank leaned forward. “You’re having trouble with Calculus? I could help you if you’d like.”

“Could you? I’d appreciate that!” I gushed.

Frank said, “I’d love to. Just tell me what’s a good day. Wednesday nights are my chess club meetings, but I’m pretty much open on other days. Say, I know we just met, but are you free tonight to maybe…”

I saw Frank glance up, and a moment later, Tony sat right next to me and tossed his arm around my shoulder. Like the rest of the football team, he just wore swim trunks and was shirtless. Tony is definitely muscular.

Frank’s smile disappeared. He said, “Hey, Tony. What’s up?”

Tony chuckled as he pulled me closer. “Just washing cars like everyone else here.  I see you’ve met my girl.” I tried to squirm away, but Tony is just too strong.

With a look of disappointment, Frank said, “Yeah. I was just telling Cindy about my chess club.”

Tony looked over at me. “Yeah. Frankie here has been president of the chess club for two years. Most people have no idea we have a varsity chess team. Intense action!” Tony nuzzled my ear. I pulled my head away.

Frank frowned. “We have our moments. Well, I better get back to washing. Nice to meet you, Cindy.” He got up and started walking back to the washing area.

Tony gave me a quick hug. “Yeah, I need to get back with the guys.” After he stood up, he pointed at me. “You’re my girl.” As he started to walk away, he turned and said, “I’ll see you at the game tonight.”

I sat there in the grass, idly pulling up blades of grass and feeling utterly defeated. I fought back tears of anger. Damn you, Tony! I watched Frank wash a car for a few moments. I felt someone else sitting next to me.

Angie asked, “Hey, girl. Are you okay?” I nodded. She continued, “I see you met Frank Avalon.”

I smiled as I continued to pull up blades of grass. “Yeah. He seems really nice and he’s…” I giggled. “I almost said he’s gorgeous.”

Angie laughed. “You just did. He’s nice, and he’s really smart. You should go talk to him.”

I frowned. “What about Tony?”

Anger briefly crossed Angie’s face. “Tony can go fuck himself.”

I looked up at Angie and giggled.

Angie glanced over towards Frank. “Go talk to him.”  She got up and ran off to assist Amy and Chloe in washing a minivan.

I sat on the grass for another minute. I watched Frank high-five one of his friends as they both began washing another car. I looked over at Tony, laughing and clowning around with Roger and Nick. None of them were even wet. Tony saw me looking at him. He grinned and waved.

I sighed and stood up, wiping dirt and grass from my butt. I put my barely used paper plate in the trash barrel next to the table with the pizza. I studied Tony for a few moments. I took in a deep breath and walked over to Frank.

“Hey, Frank,” I said softly when I got near him. He just nodded. “You didn’t get to finish what you were about to say.”

He shrugged and didn’t look at me. “It was nothing.” I continued to stand there until he turned to face me. “I’m sorry, Cindy. I should have known a girl as pretty as you would already have a boyfriend. And of course, a football player.”

I said, “Tony’s not my boyfriend. Please, Frank. What were you going to say?”

Frank stopped washing the car and looked directly at me. He took a breath and said, “I was going to ask if you’d like to go out tonight. Maybe for a taco or something.”

I smiled broadly at Frank. “I would really like that.”

#

I hung around Frank and helped him wash cars. We chatted about all kinds of things. I learned he’s interested in sports, which I don’t really share, but that’s normal for boys. My dad will like the fact that they both have the same favorite pro football team. He lives alone with his mom after his dad was killed in a freak data mining accident.

I told him a lot about me and my interests, but I left out that one little bit of information about me that, up until August, I was a boy. I know that’s bad, but I liked Frank, and I was afraid he wouldn’t like me if he knew. I don’t know. It is public record, after all. But most people at school don’t really know. I’m just that new girl.

When two thirty rolled around, about half an hour past when we were supposed to shut down, Coach McDaniels shouted, “Attention everyone! We need to stop washing cars and put away the hoses and equipment. Football team, after we’ve picked up everything, meet with your coaches about the game tonight. Thanks, everyone for coming out and helping us raise some money.  I’ll see most of you at the game in a few hours.”

While we were picking up stuff, Frank asked, “Do you still want to do something here in a bit?”

I flashed Frank a smile and said, “Oh yes!”

Frank said, “Great. Let me get your phone number, and I’ll call you around six.”

“Sounds great!”  Then my phone rang. I looked, and it was my dad calling.

Over the phone, Dad asked, “Princess, are you guys about done? You need to get home so you can change.”

Feeling my plans were about to be shot down I asked, “Why Daddy? What’s up?”

Sounding irritated, Dad said, “Did you forget? Your Aunt Allison is in town for the weekend, and we’re taking her out to dinner tonight. Remember?” Aunt Allison was my mom’s older sister.

Under my breath, I mumbled, “Oh shit.”

Dad said, “What was that?”

I sighed. “Nothing Daddy. I’ll be home as soon as Angie can bring me.”

Frank looked expectantly at me. “Is something wrong?”

I frowned. “That was my dad. I’ll have to cancel our date.”

Frank looked disappointed. “That sucks. You want to try again next Friday?”

I grinned. “Sounds like a plan!” I quickly gave Frank my phone number.

Since we were soaked and getting uncomfortable, I started wiping myself off with a towel.

Angie shouted, “Cindy! Let’s go! I need to get you guys home. Amy and Chloe, and I need to change into our uniforms.”

I looked at Frank and said, “I need to go. Call me, okay?”

Frank nodded. “I will.” I turned away and started walking towards Angie.

Grinning, Nick walked up to Frank and said, “You want to know something about that chick?

Frank asked, “What chick?”

Oh, God. Under my breath, I hissed, “Nick, please shut up.”

Roger walked up and punched Nick in the arm. “Hey, lay off her, okay?”

Looking pissed, Nick turned to face Roger. “After what she did to me?”

Roger lowered his voice. “Tony digs her. So just … just lay off a bit.”

Nick frowned at Roger as he turned away. “You’re getting soft in the head," he said, then walked away.

I ran up to Angie. She said, “What’s going on?”

I got into her car. “Just take me home. Quick.”

#

As I got out of Angie’s car, I grabbed my purse and my soggy towel and said, “That was a blast! Thanks for taking me!”

Angie waved. “Hey, thanks for coming with us. I think we all had fun. I’ll ask you about Frank later.” She grinned at me.

Still in my flip-flops, I ran up to my front door and went inside, and then froze. Sitting on the couch next to Mom was my Aunt Allison. Dad was in his easy chair. Aunt Allison looked me up and down. I was wearing my skimpy bikini with my boobs jiggling.

Aunt Allison furrowed her brows at me and asked. “Who is this young lady? Is she one of Jason’s girlfriends?” She turned to Mom. “Or do you just let random people enter your house?”

Looking unsure, Mom said, “Allison, I’d like you to meet our daughter, Cindy.”

Confused, Aunt Allison said, “Diane, you don’t have a daughter. Where’s Jason?”

I said, “I’m right here. My name is Cindy, now.”

Aunt Allison stared intently at me for a few moments before turning back to Mom. “Diane, why the joke? I want to see my nephew. Where’s Jason?”

I said, “Aunt Allison. It’s me. I’m a girl.”

Aunt Allison laughed. “I can see that, miss. No way that a boy could fit into that bathing suit. But seriously, where’s my nephew?”

I sat on the couch next to my aunt. “I’m your niece now.” My aunt was starting to look angry.

Mom pointed at me. “Allison, I know it’s difficult. Trust me, George and I struggled with this for days. This past summer, Jason was, and I’ll say it, wrongly convicted of a sex crime. The person who actually attempted the rape is in jail now.” Mom went on to explain the new law that I fell victim to.

My aunt turned back towards me, looking incredulous. “Jason? Is that really you?” She looked intently up and down at me. “I mean, seriously?”

I nodded. “I’m a woman now. Please call me Cindy.”

Aghast, my aunt angrily said, “This is outrageous! How can a court do this to such a fine young man?”

Mom said, “She’s actually the fortieth or so person to receive this sentence across the nation.”

Aunt Allison turned back to me. “You poor boy! How you must be traumatized!”

I looked her in the eyes and said, “I’m happy.”

Dad said, “Honey, go get changed. We have reservations.”

I stood up. “Yes, Daddy.”

In a hateful tone that made me uncomfortable, my aunt said, “I want to see my nephew when you come back. Not… not…  this!”  She waved her hand at me.

Her words and tone sliced through me. Tears welled up, and I said, “I can’t. This is who I am! Why can’t you accept me?”

Mom stood up immediately and hugged me. She quietly said, “This just caught your aunt by surprise. Go put on a nice dress and do your makeup. We have time.” She kissed my cheek.

I nodded and headed for my room.

Before I entered my room, I heard Mom say, “If she doesn’t present as a girl, Cindy faces arrest for failure to abide by the sentence.” I didn’t hear what my aunt said as I closed the door.

For a minute, I sat on my bed and cried. These damned hormones have really overcharged my emotions. I never used to cry about anything. Maybe that wasn’t good either.

I had to cool down a bit and not cry to get rid of the redness around my eyes so I could do my makeup. I started to get really pissed at my aunt, but then I sighed. How would I have reacted if I saw my nephew sporting big tits and a vagina? It would be somewhat shocking.

Since we were going out, I did my makeup like I would for a date, with heavier eyeliner and darker shadow. I went with a rose pink lipstick rather than try to match Mom. I just didn’t think red worked for me as it did for her. I did have to chuckle at the idea of me comparing my lipstick to my Mom’s. How things have changed. I didn’t have time to do my nails.

I put on my new dark blue skater dress. I also decided to wear my black high heel sandals. I’d yet to wear them with an outfit, but I had been practicing in my room. I didn’t have any problem with heels. I tried to fluff out my hair, but it was still on the short side. Willing it to grow didn’t seem to help. I transferred my phone, lipstick and a few other items to a small black clutch. I spritzed on a little of my favorite perfume.

I was checking my makeup in the mirror when Dad said through the door, “Are you ready, princess? We need to go.”

I smoothed the front of my dress and said, “I’m ready, Dad.”

I walked out into the living room, where my aunt, Mom and Dad were all standing, waiting to go. I heard my aunt suck in her breath as she raised her hand in front of her mouth.

Aunt Allison said, “Oh my God, Cindy! You are absolutely gorgeous! Diane, she looks just like you when you were in school.” She outstretched her arms. “I want to hug my beautiful niece.” We gave each other a hug.

She held my shoulders and moved me back a step. “Let me get a good look at you.” She shook her head and smiled. “Honey, I apologize for anything I said earlier. You’re a beautiful young lady and the spittin’ image of your mother.” I smiled as I felt my cheeks turning red.

Mom laughed. “Allison, she looks like you too.”

Aunt Allison said, “She’s definitely a Clarkson girl.” Clarkson was Mom’s maiden name. I determined that my aunt was being honest and not just reacting to Mom telling her to be nice.

Dad swept his arm up to point to the door. “Are you lovely ladies ready?”

After we got into the car to go to Gladstone’s, a hoity-toity restaurant that we can’t afford, my aunt started espousing the history of the women of our family that apparently I was now an esteemed member of. Actually, I found a lot of it fascinating.

I never knew Grandma was a hippie chick and attended Woodstock or went to a Beatles concert. Or that Great Grandma flew B-24s in non-combat missions to deliver them to Guam in WWII. Even before I became a girl, I would have enjoyed hearing those stories, but it seemed one must be a Clarkson Girl to hear about it.

Usually when Aunt Allison came to visit, which wasn’t often, she would mostly ignore me. She’d just ask how I was doing in school, and even as far back to when I was five years old, she’d ask if I had a girlfriend. So, it didn’t surprise me when she asked, “So Cindy. Do you have a boyfriend?”

In all honesty, I’d come to the conclusion that people just seemed to like me better as a girl, because as soon as they got used to it, they forgot I was ever a boy. Even if it was just an hour ago.

I smiled at my aunt and said, “Not yet.” The smile was from thinking of Frank.

Aunt Allison snorted as she shook her head. “Probably just as well. Wait until college to get a boyfriend, dear. High school boys are so immature.” Thinking of Tony, there was no argument there.

It didn’t take us long to arrive at the restaurant. Dad assisted us out of the car, which was nice as I wasn’t sure how to get out while wearing heels. A waiter held my chair and assisted me as I sat down. I grinned at Mom. I’d never been treated like that before. We were handed our menus and then left to ourselves.

Mom looked up from her menu and said, “It’s been a while since we’ve been here, hasn’t it, George?”

Dad nodded. “That’s when I got my last promotion. “

I looked around at the interior. “Wow. I didn’t know this place was that old.” Dad flashed a frown at me.

I ordered a small steak and a salad. Aunt Allison ordered something that had a French name and was the most expensive item on the menu. The food was excellent, and my aunt was quite a chatterbox. She also seemed very interested in my attempt to be a cheerleader and disappointed I didn’t make it. It seemed that many of the Clarkson Girls had also been cheerleaders. She bought a bottle of wine and made sure I had a glass. She said it was to celebrate my womanhood. And I was worried she wouldn’t accept me.

Things were starting to wind down when my cell phone rang. Looking sheepish, I opened my purse and removed my phone. It was Angie calling. I answered the call. From the background noise, I could tell she was still at the game. It should have ended by then, I thought.

My aunt frowned at me as I lowered my voice and said, “Hey, Angie. I’m at dinner with my aunt. Can I call you back?”

“Cindy!” shouted an excited Angie. “You have to hear this. Everyone is shocked.”

“What?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

Angie took a deep breath and swallowed. “It’s Nick! He’s been arrested! He was caught having sex with one of the other team’s cheerleaders. She’s fifteen! You know Nick is eighteen, right?”

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed. Everyone at the table turned to glare at me, not to mention some at a few other tables as well. “Oh, my God!” I said in a loud whisper. “You’re joking, right?”

Angie said, “No. No joke. Nick has been charged with statutory rape.”

###


Chapter 7

Crying into my phone after we got home, I said to Angie, “It’s all my fault that girl got raped. It’s my fault!”

Angie scolded, “No. It’s Nick’s fault. The girl tried to tell the police it was consensual, but she’s fifteen.”

“Angie, don’t you get it? If I had filed a criminal complaint against Nick when he assaulted me, he’da been in jail instead of out raping girls.”

Speaking softly to me, Angie said, “Ease your mind, girl. It’s totally not your fault. Nothing would have changed tonight even if you had called the police on Nick.”

“How can you say that?” I asked. “I mean, I am legally female, and he touched me inappropriately. Not the same as what Karl did to you, but Karl’s in jail.”

Angie said, “As irritating as it is, the most Nick would have faced was a suspended sentence along with a fine. His family has connections. So, no: don’t blame yourself. It wouldn’t have mattered.”

I sighed. “Well, at least Nick won’t be able to weasel his way out of this.” We both fell silent for a few moments. “You know, I never really liked Tony’s friends. I went along with a lot because of Tony. What’s with these guys? Karl is in prison, I’m now a girl, Roger got a fine and a suspended sentence, and now Nick is going to prison. Now I’m worried about Tony. Is he next?”

Angie sighed. “You need to stop carrying a torch for Tony. He’s bad for you. Any trouble he gets into is his own damned fault. But I wouldn’t worry so much. Tony is stupid, but he’s not dumb enough to commit a crime. He’s just annoying.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said softly. “I’m just worried his friends are going to get him in trouble. He always goes along with them.”

Irritated, Angie said, “Fuck Tony. No, don’t fuck Tony. He’s a big boy. If he’s stupid enough to follow those guys down the tubes, it’s his fault. Just forget Tony and concentrate on that Frank guy. I’ve talked to some of the girls about him, and they agree he’s a good catch that you should hang on to. He’s smart, he’s really nice, and as you said yourself, gorgeous.”

I grunted. “I had a date planned with him for Saturday night, but my dad made me cancel. My aunt was in town.”

Angie chuckled, “Well, I don’t know your aunt, but I can bet you would have had a more enjoyable night out with Frank.”

I giggled. “Probably. But he’s coming over Tuesday to help me with my Calculus.”

“That’s great!” exclaimed Angie. “Good way to get to know him. Oh, Mr. Dobson’s wife complained to Coach about the brazen hussies who washed their car. But, Mr. Dobson’s donation was double the average. I think he donated something like forty bucks.”

I laughed. “You’re welcome.”

Angie chuckled, “Now you can add ‘brazen hussy’ to your list of accomplishments. But hey girl. I need to get to bed. If we don’t talk tomorrow, I’ll see you at school.”

#

Sitting on our porch swing in the warm early September air made me sleepy. I rocked back and forth with my eyes closed. It had been a busy Sunday morning. Dad had slept on the couch, so Aunt Allison could have a spot on the bed with Mom. We went out for breakfast, which we rarely did, and then took my aunt to the airport so she could continue on to Florida for her business meeting.

I heard a car door close and footsteps crunching on the lawn, so I opened one eye and saw that Tony was approaching. I’m glad now that Mom insisted I put on a bra under my t-shirt. My nipples had been very evident through my shirt and would have entertained Tony.

As he approached the porch in the late afternoon sun, I sat up straighter and said, “Hey, Tony. What’s up?”

Tony sat next to me on the swing and put his arm behind me. “I thought I’d see how you’re doing and if you wanted to talk about Nick.” Tony started playing with my hair.

“No. Actually, I don’t want to talk about Nick other than hope that the piece of shit goes to jail for a long time.”

Tony winced. “How can you say that? Nick’s my friend. And your friend too.”

I looked at Tony as if he was insane. “Are you insane? We weren’t particularly friends before he grabbed my privates, but we’re definitely not now. Is he out on bail? Is he going to be in school Monday?”

Tony shook his head. “Very doubtful. I’m sure he’ll be expelled. I talked to him earlier. His dad refuses to bail him out this time. Oh. He wanted me to ask you… kind of a strange question. He wants to know if it hurts when they cut your dick off?”

I laughed hard at that. Of course, nothing gets cut off: it’s just hidden very well and shrinks with the hormones. He’ll find out if he gets the same sentence as me.

“So tough guy Nick is considering becoming a girl?” I laughed again.

Looking annoyed, Tony said, “He’s afraid he won’t get the choice. But he hasn’t had his trial yet. That’s weeks away.”

Smirking, I said, “Tell him I know where he can get some cute clothes.”

Tony’s hand fell to my shoulder, and he pulled me towards him. He leaned in and bumped his forehead against mine. I tried to move away from him, but he was just too strong.

“So, baby. What’s up with you talking to that Frank guy?” asked Tony.

I frowned deeply at Tony. “I didn’t realize I needed your approval on who I talk to.”

Tony laughed. “Of course not, baby. It just looked like you were getting very friendly.”

I managed to free my shoulder from his grip. He switched to stroking my neck. I growled, “What’s it to you, Tony? I can be friendly with anyone I want.”

Tony frowned at me. “No guy wants to see his girl getting friendly with another guy. I mean, is there a problem here?”

I broke free and stood up. I shouted, “For the billionth time, Tony. I’m not your girl! You’re so fucking immature!”

Tony jumped up and angrily shouted, “I’m immature? I’m immature?! Listen to me, little girl. Maybe I’m just too mature for you!”

I laughed at Tony proving my point. I said, “Tony, by the time you’re mature enough for me, I’ll no longer be a girl!”

I just laughed harder as Tony’s eyes flashed and nostrils flared in anger. “Baby, you’re my girl and don’t forget it!”

“Why do you keep saying that? In what universe is that true?” I asked, getting angry that he just wouldn’t leave.

Tony ran his fingers down my cheek. “I love you, baby. I really love you.” If his expression hadn’t been heavy with sincerity, I would have laughed.

I stepped back from him and folded my arms defensively in front of me. In a quiet voice, I said, “I… I don’t love you, Tony. When we were close friends, I loved you, before all this. But you’ve changed. You’re becoming more like Karl.”

Tears formed in Tony’s eyes. “How can you say that? I know you love me. You’re letting that stupid incident with Nick come between us. You’re my girl, Cindy! Mine!”

I was shaking with anger and starting to cry when Dad stepped out onto the porch. He looked at me, and then Tony. “What’s going on out here? Didn’t I tell you to leave my daughter alone?”

Meekly, I said, “He won’t leave, Daddy.”

Dad stepped between me and Tony. Gruffly, he said, “I don’t want to see you near my daughter again. Do you understand?”

My dad’s no slouch, but I’m sure Tony could best him in a fight. Tony nodded and said, “Yes, sir.” As he turned to walk back to his car, he looked back and said, “You’re still my girl.”

Dad then held me tight as I rested my head on his chest and cried out my anger and fear. I’ve completely lost control over my emotions. Dad patted my back. He asked, “What the hell is wrong with that boy?”

#

Monday, the school was all abuzz about Nick getting arrested. Most of the boys lamented the loss of a Dude’s Dude, while most of the girls expressed relief. For the first time since school started, Mr. Dobson smiled at me.

Angie looked incredulous as we all sat at the lunch table. “He actually came to your house and chewed you out for talking to Frankie?”

I nodded. “And then he expressed his undying love for me. Yeah, we were close friends for a while, but we never said we loved one another. And I wish he’d stop saying I’m his girl.”

Amy looked up from her plate and asked, “So what are you going to do? Are you going to keep seeing Frank?”

I sighed with a shrug. “We haven’t managed to go on a date yet. But he’s coming over tomorrow night to help me with my math.”

Angie grinned. “That’s a start.”

#

Mom walked into the kitchen as I was laying out a couple pans. I already had the oven cranked up. “Are you baking something?”

I held up the roll of cookie dough I was about to open. “Yes, Mom. I thought I’d make some cookies for when my friend comes over tomorrow to help me with my math.”

Mom smirked. “Who is it? Anyone I know? I know it’s not Tony. You would never bake him cookies, and I doubt he can add two and two.”

I shook my head. “Oh no. It’s a boy I met at the car wash.”

Looking curious, Mom asked, “A boy?”

I grinned broadly. “Oh yes! His name is Frank. Oh, Mom! You’ll just love him! He’s gorgeous, he’s so sweet, and he’s very smart.”

Mom smiled at me. “I can’t wait to meet this boy who has my daughter so excited.”

Dad wandered into the kitchen. “Baking cookies? I love fresh baked cookies.”

I frowned slightly at Dad. “Now, Dad. They’re not for you.”

Dad raised an eyebrow. “So, what’s the occasion?”

Mom shrugged. “Apparently, there’s a boy.”

Dad looked at me quizzically. “A boy?”

I grinned as I placed chunks of cookie dough in a row in the pan. “Oh, Dad. You’ll just love him too. He’s into sports. He likes to watch formula racing instead of NASCAR, and his favorite football team is the same as yours.”

Dad chuckled. “I like him already. So, when are you two getting married?”

I giggled, “Oh Daaaaad!”

Dad picked up a piece of raw cookie dough and ate it. He asked, “So when do we get to meet this boy?”

“Dad, don’t eat that!” I shook my head. “Anyway. Like I was telling Mom; he’ll be over tomorrow night to help me with my math.”

Nodding, Dad said, “I’ll look forward to meeting him. I’m glad to see you getting involved with boys other than Tony and his riff-raff friends.”

Mom shook her head. “I never liked that boy. Didn’t you say another of his friends got arrested recently?”

I nodded. “That was Nick on Saturday. He’s the one who accosted me.”

Mom frowned at me. “Cindy. You need to stay away from those boys.”

I sighed. “I’m trying to, Mom. Hey, at the rate they’re going, they’ll all be in jail by the end of the month.”

#

I expected Frank to arrive at seven o’clock, just ten more minutes. I was driving myself slowly crazy in anticipation. I was sitting in the kitchen waiting for the doorbell to ring.

Mom walked into the kitchen and took a look at me. “Honey, don’t you think you’re wearing a bit too much makeup just for math?” I guess I did go a bit heavy on the eye makeup, and gloss would have been better than lipstick.

I just stared at the door and said, “No. I don’t think so.”

Mom looked around the kitchen. “Are you going to be working here? The TV isn’t going to bother you, is it?”

I shook my head. “No. When he gets here, and you guys have met him, we’re going to move into my room.”

As Mom walked out of the kitchen, she said, “Don’t forget to leave your door open.”

“I will, Mom.”

And then the doorbell rang.

I just sat there for a moment, frozen. It’s Frank! How do I act? What do I say? Why am I feeling like this?

From the living room, Mom asked, “Are you going to answer the door?”

I swallowed. “Yeah, Mom.”

I stood up and smoothed my skirt. I walked to the door and took a deep breath. I opened the door and there stood a smiling Frank holding his school bag.

“Hi, Cindy! Are you ready to do some math?”

I smiled. “Hey, Frank! Thanks for coming over. I don’t think I’m ever ready for math. Come on in.” I stepped aside and let Frank enter the house. “My room is back this way.”

Mom and Dad were sitting on the couch as we entered the living room on the way to my room. I stopped and pointed at my parents.

“Oh. I’d like you to meet my parents. Mom. Dad. This is Frank Avalon.”

Mom nodded to Frank and smiled. “Nice to meet you.”

Dad stood up and shook Frank’s hand. He grinned and said, “Nice to meet you, Frank. So, you’re the math genius Cindy’s been telling us about.”

Frank let out an embarrassed chuckle. “I don’t know about genius. But it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

I said, “My room is right back here.”

Frank looked around as we made our way to my room. “Nice house.”

“Thanks,” I said. As he entered my room, I said, “I need to leave the door open.”

Frank chuckled. “That’s pretty normal.” He set his bag down on my bed. “Well, let’s get started.

I started to direct him toward my desk chair. He shook his head. “Oh no. You’re driving! I’m not doing this for you.” He looked up at the large poster I had imported from Japan of Haruna from the girl band Moxie. It’s a cool picture where she looks totally badass. He grinned and said, “I thought I was the only one in town who liked Moxie.”

“Oh no,” I said. “There’re several of us.”  I opened my Calculus book to the page with the problems. “I’m a bit behind. Let’s start with this one. That problem there.”

He looked at it and laughed. “Seriously? That one? The first derivative of X squared?”

Meekly, like I’d done something wrong, I said, “Yeah?”

He just smiled. “I’m surprised because it’s so easy you can do this one in your head without thinking about it.” I felt stupid.

He slowly went over the steps involved in solving that and several other problems. He had me do the actual work, while he said yes or no to what I was doing. Two hours later, I was doing most of the problems without Frank’s intervention.

Grinning, Frank said, “I think you’re getting it, Cindy.” He checked his phone. “Oh wow. I need to get going.”

I smiled at him. “Thank you so very much for helping me with this. I really appreciate it.”

Frank nodded. “Oh, sure. No problem. And thanks for the cookies! Chocolate chip is my favorite.”

I just smiled at him.

As he put his stuff -- along with some cookies I’d wrapped for him -- into his bag, he asked, “Would you… uh, would you be interested in, uh, going out or something Friday? Maybe a movie and then someplace like Rosa’s afterward?”

I smiled broadly. “I would love to.” Aww. He’s so shy. I added, “You do know the football team and cheerleaders usually hit Rosa’s after the game.”

He zipped up his bag. “Would that be a problem for you? Or with that boy on the team?”

I sighed. “I’m not spending my life hiding from Tony. He’s going to have to take the hint one of these days.”

As he shouldered his bag, he asked, “Have you seen that Tommy Kincaid movie, I’m Getting Too Old for This? I’ve heard it’s good.”

I grinned. “I’d love to see that!” Well, it’s not like I enjoyed it when I went with Tony.

Frank said, “Okay. We’ll see you tomorrow!”

I escorted him to our front door and saw him out. I shut the door behind him and leaned against it, and sighed.

“How did it go,” asked Mom.

I grinned. “It went great! I actually learned something tonight. I hope he can help me again.” I walked into the kitchen with Mom and removed one of my home-baked cookies from the cookie jar.

Mom studied me for a moment. “You like him, don’t you?”

I sighed as I stretched my arms across the table in front of me, squeezing my boobs on the table. “Oh, Mom. You can’t imagine.”

Mom chuckled and scooted her chair closer to me. “I had crushes, too, you know.”

I stared at my hands outstretched in front of me. “Do you think I’m weird?”

Mom put her hand on my shoulder. “Why would I think that?”

Fidgeting, I said, “Because I like boys. I didn’t used to.”

Mom stroked my hair. “How do you feel about liking boys?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. It feels normal to me now.” I opened my palms and stared at them. “I like Frank. I mean, I really like Frank. I think about him all the time.”

Mom continued to stroke my hair. “When I was a girl your age, I had some really mad crushes on a few boys. I mean, I had it baaaaad.”

I giggled. I kept looking straight ahead, though. I paused for almost a minute. “Am I a girl, Mom? I mean, really? Some people like Roger tell me I’m not. Nick didn’t think I was. That’s why he did what he did.”

Mom took my hands in hers. She kissed my fingers and her eyes looked watery. “Yes, Cindy. You are a girl. You’re a sweet, beautiful girl. Back in August, I had doubts. How would this work? Were you just going to be Jason in a skirt? It took a couple weeks, and with Angie’s help, I saw this… this wonderful girl flower before my eyes. For now, you are absolutely a girl.”  She squeezed my hands.

I smiled at Mom, and we hugged. After a minute of silence, I asked, “Do you like Frank?”

Mom smiled. “Sweetpea, I think Frank is a very nice young man.”

I smiled at Mom again. “I love you, Mom.”

#

“How did the tutoring go?” asked Angie after I set my lunch tray down.

As I squirted the dressing from the packet on my salad, I said, “It went great. It was wonderful being with Frank and I actually learned something to boot.”

Angie grinned. “He’s definitely a keeper. Any plans?”

I speared some of my salad with my fork and said, “We’re going to the movies Friday.”

“You’re not going to the game?” asked Angie between bites.

I shook my head. “Not this time. We’ll probably go to Rosa’s after the movie.”

A look of concern crossed Angie’s face. “You think that’s wise? Tony is sure to be there.”

I probably poked my salad a bit more aggressively than I should have. “I’m not hiding from Tony forever.”

Marilyn was sitting next to me. She’d had a schedule change and now had the same lunch period as the rest of the squad. She said, “Not to interrupt. Honestly, I wasn’t eavesdropping until I heard ‘Tony’. Are you talking about Tony Saucedo, the football player?”

I nodded. “That’s the one.”

Knitting her brows, Marilyn asked, “Is he your boyfriend?”

I frowned. “No. He’s not.” I chuckled, “He’s all yours.”

Marilyn smiled nervously. “That’s why I was asking. I had thought you two were dating. He asked me out.”

Angie and I both looked at each other and grinned.

Looking a little pissed, Marilyn asked, “Is there something funny about that?”

Angie shook her head. “Well, it’s just that Tony’s been a flop with chicks.”

I said, “He’s been that way since 2026.”

Marilyn looked confused. “Are you saying I should turn him down? Is there a problem?”

I shrugged. “Maybe it’ll be different with you. Tony isn’t a very good date.”

Marilyn asked, “Really? He seems nice to me. He’s very cute.”

I nodded. “I agree. He’s very cute and has a great body. The thing is, he’s not very mature. And he can’t keep his hands off you.”

Marilyn giggled. “I think I can handle that. My last boyfriend was the same way.”

The early bell rang, and we all started to get up from the table. I said, “Well, good luck!” Why did I suddenly feel pissed off that Tony, after declaring that I was his girl, goes and asks out another girl?

Angie tilted her head in a beckoning gesture. “Cindy. Walk with me.”

I asked, “What’s up?”

Angie said, “I didn’t want to say anything in front of Marilyn, but I think I figured out why Tony desires you so much.”

I frowned. “Looks like that’s over.”

Angie laughed. “Girl, he’s trying to make you jealous. Marilyn’s not his type. Here is what I think is going on with him.”

I grunted and said, “Please explain.”

Angie stopped walking and turned to me. “You’re right. Tony is immature. He always bombs out with girls. Then you come along. You’re a girl, but you’re also Jason, his long-time buddy. You know him. At some level, he loves you, and you loved him. That’s why you stayed friends for so long. You know how he acts, and you’ve always stayed his friend.

“In his tiny boy brain, I’m sure he felt that you would still think like Jason instead of every other girl and accept him. He didn’t figure on you actually becoming a girl. I bet he just thinks of you as Jason in a skirt. You’re his only chance to have a girlfriend. At least until he grows up.”

I looked up at the clock. We’re going to be late if we keep standing here. I said, “And now he has Marilyn.”

Angie looked at me with a wry grin. “Does he? I saw your face when Marilyn said Tony had asked her out. Girl, you need to let go of him.”

I frowned at Angie, and with a tinge of anger in my voice, I said, “I have! I think you’re probably right about why Tony wanted me as a girlfriend. Yeah, as Jason, Tony and I were boyfriends… Okay, that doesn’t sound right, but certainly not now.

“I’m not going to quit being friends, but as a girl, he’s not what I want. Marilyn is welcome to him.” Funny how girls easily refer to their female friends as girlfriends but boys never refer to their male friends as boyfriends.

Angie smiled at me. “Girlfriend, I hope you’re right about that. But we need to go. Talk to you later.”

#

I had just called my dad to come pick me up as I stood in the shade of a tree by the parking lot at school. It might be early September but it was still pretty warm. I heard footsteps behind me and I turned.

Tony said, “Hey, Cindy. How’s it going?”

I sighed, “It was going good until now.”

Tony chuckled. “Always the kidder. Just checking if you’re going to the game tomorrow night?”

I shook my head. “Sorry. I have other plans.”

Tony nodded. “Frank?”

I said, “If you must know, yes.”

Tony frowned. “I thought you were my girl.”

I grinned. “What is Marilyn then?”

Looking surprised, Tony asked, “How did you know about her?”

I laughed. “She told me. She wanted to make sure we weren’t dating.”

Tony stepped close to me. “That doesn’t bother you?”

I shook my head slowly. “Should it? Did you think that’d make me jealous and demand you drop her?”

Tony stared at his feet and shrugged.

I saw my dad’s car turn the corner at the end of the street.

“Tony? Just real quick. Grow up and stop being an asshole. Marilyn is a nice girl. She doesn’t know you, so she likes you. Keep your hands to yourself, and don’t insult her. I’ll be honest with you. In the looks department, you should have girls drooling all over you. But they don’t because you’re an asshole. I need to go.” Dad drove his car up to the curb.

Tony just stood there as we drove away.

###


Chapter 8

I was excited. It was my first real date as a girl. I didn’t count the one with Tony: that was a disaster. I didn’t have a lot of time to get ready. I did my nails the night before. I’d been letting them grow so I could shape them. Long nails seemed impractical, but they looked so nice.

Anyway, I took a quick shower and then shaved. I also decided to remove my starter earrings and put in these large, pretty hoops. Angie was so right. I love having my ears pierced. I so wish my hair was longer.

I went with the same heavier eyeliner and smoky shadow as I did for my disaster with Tony. I put on a tank top along with a short denim miniskirt. I hoped Dad wouldn’t make a fuss over it. I also went with my high heel strappy sandals.

I checked myself out in my mirror and smiled at the image. Girls had so many more options. It amazed me how much my life had changed in just a few weeks. I looked hard into the mirror and could see nothing of my old self. And that was just fine with me. I’m happy being a girl. I know a lot of that comes from the girl juice they’re giving me, but regardless, I love the girl I’ve become.

I heard the doorbell ring, and I felt that tinge of panic. Frankie’s here to take me out on a date. The switch in my brain was subtle. I never noticed when I started finding boys attractive. I leaned into the mirror to check my makeup one more time.

Dad shouted from the living room, “Cindy! Frank is here.” I think Dad likes Frank. He didn’t even like Tony when I was a boy.

I shouted back, “Be out in a minute!” I started striking a few poses in the mirror. I was technically ready, but Dad had asked me to delay a minute or two so he could interrogate… I mean, have a chat with Frank before we leave. I put my lipstick, cell phone and some money into my denim purse. How did I ever survive without a purse?

I took a deep breath, trying to reduce my nervousness about going on a date with Frank. After waiting a minute or so, I opened the door to my room and stepped out. Frank grinned when he saw me. He was sitting on the couch across from Dad in his chair. Before I exited my room, I pictured my date dressed all debonair in a tux or something else dapper and suave, but he was dressed in jeans and an anime t-shirt. At least the clothes were clean.

Frank stood when he saw me. He grinned. “Hey, Cindy. You look very beautiful.”

I smiled as I stepped next to him. “And you look quite handsome yourself,” I said honestly.

Dad said, “Remember, Cindy. You need to be home by eleven thirty.”

I sighed. “You don’t have to keep reminding me, Dad.”

Dad frowned. “That was for Frank’s benefit.”

Frank chuckled. “I’ll have her back on time, sir.”

Mom interrupted whatever it was that Dad was going to say. “You two have a good time.”

“We will,” I said as I waved to Mom.  Frank took my hand, and we walked out of the house.

Frank opened my door for me and waited while I got seated before he closed it. He ran around to the driver’s side and got inside, and started the engine.

As we drove away from the house, Frank looked serious as he pulled a sheet of paper out of a door pocket. He handed the paper to me. He asked, “When were you going to tell me about this?”

I looked at the paper, and my blood ran cold. It was a copy of a page of my court documents. “H… How did you get this?”

Frank glanced over at me. “Someone stuffed it in my locker at school.”

I felt tears welling up, and words were catching in my throat. “I… I can explain this.”

Frank shook his head. “Since Angie is the plaintiff in that case, I met with her after her cheerleader practice.”

This was a disaster. I just couldn’t catch a break. Who sold me out? I really didn’t think Tony would stoop that low. It was probably Roger, but it could have been any of my former low-life friends. I said, “Just take me back home.”

Frank said, “Angie said you were falsely convicted and unfairly given this strange sentence. That’s why she’s been helping you become a girl.”

“I’m so sorry that I misled you,” I said, fighting back crying. “I like you. I just wanted to go out with you. Just take me back home. I understand. I’m sure you want the real deal.”

Frank smiled at me. “You are the real deal, Cindy. Angie told me about a few things the court expects you as a girl to do. One of those items is to date. It seems Angie knows you quite well. She assures me that you couldn’t be more girl even if you were born that way. In all honesty, after seeing you in that bikini, I really find it hard to believe you were ever a boy. Looking at you now, I see nothing that says boy.”

Looking at my hands, I asked, “You’re not angry with me?”

Frank shrugged. “I wish you'd had enough faith in both me and yourself to be honest about it, but no, I’m not angry with you. Cindy, I like you. I think you’re a really nice girl. And to me, you are a girl. If you really want me to take you home, I will. But I’d rather go out.”

I smiled and held his hand. “I’d rather go out too.”

Frank grinned at me. “Sounds good to me!”

I pulled my visor mirror down and repaired my makeup.

#

The ticket machine at the Cineplex noisily printed out our tickets. As Frank pulled them out of the dispenser, he asked, “Do you want your ticket, or do you want me to hang on to them?”

I shrugged. “Why don’t you hang on to them since I don’t have pockets.”

Frank shook his head. “How do you live without pockets?” I just shrugged.

I looked around, fearing to see anyone that I wouldn’t want to run into. Then I remembered it was game night. Tony and company, as well as Angie and company, would be at the game.

Frank pointed at one of the small tables and suggested we sit there. “We have an hour and a half until the movie starts. Want to get some nachos?”

I said, “That sounds good.”

Frank punched the buttons on the tablet attached to our table.

“Hey, Frankie! What up, dude?” asked a familiar voice. I looked up and saw Martin. He was holding hands with his statuesque girlfriend Susie.

Frankie grinned. “Marty! We’re just here to see a movie.”

Martin looked over at me, apparently seeing me for the first time. “Oh, hey, Candy. Haven’t seen you since… um… homeroom this morning! Frankie, I’m jealous. You’re dating my future girlfriend.” Susie flicked his ear. He winced from the pain.

Waving slightly, I said, “Hey Susie.”

Martin pointed at me. “Why aren’t you at the game? Aren’t you a cheerleader?”

I shook my head. “Sadly, no. That’s old news, man.”

Feigning insult, Martin said, “Excuse me all to hell and back.”

Frank asked, “What movie are you going to?"

Pointing at Susie, Martin said, “The babe here demanded we go to High School Bloodbath 4: Class Reunion.” Susie rolled her eyes.

Laughing, Frank asked, “Don’t they actually use Christopher Walken’s re-animated corpse?”

Martin grinned. “Isn’t that just badass?”

At that moment, our nachos arrived. Frank said, “Let me know if that’s any good. Maybe I’ll take Cindy.” I shook my head. Frank and Martin laughed.

Martin waved. “Hey, we’re going to miss the beginning of the movie if we don’t leave now. Catch you two later.”

As they walked away, Frank followed them with his eyes. I whacked his shoulder with my purse. “Put your eyes back in your head, Frankie.”

Frank turned back to me with a smirk. “Hey, isn’t Marty handsome?” He laughed. “Marty is a member of the chess team.”

I just shook my head as I ate a few nachos.

Frank sat down at our table and held my hand. He said, “You never said how things went in Calculus class.”

I giggled. “It went well, I guess. Mr. Dobson asked me if I could wash his car this weekend.”

Frank chuckled. “You’re joking, right?”

I smiled at Frank. “Actually, I’m not. But I did pass that homework assignment you helped me with, and I no longer feel lost in class. But I could use another tutoring session.”

Frank rubbed my knuckles and the back of my hand. “Your hands are so soft. I think we could arrange another session.”

I put my hand on top of his. “I’d like that. A lot. Oh, and I told Mr. Dobson no.”

Frank lifted my hand and kissed my fingers. He looked at me earnestly and said, “Cindy. I really have to ask you this one question before we go any further in our relationship.”

I looked into his eyes. “Of course, Frank.” I started to feel sick to my stomach.

He held my hand with both of his and looked deep into my eyes. “You’re very beautiful, but I just have to ask. Will you wash my car?” I threw a nacho at him.

It took us twenty minutes to get through the popcorn line. Frank got a large tub for us to share and got us both large drinks. We got out of the line with ten minutes to spare. Our seats were already assigned, so we didn’t have to get in early for a good seat.

We had to sit through the same ads and previews that I had when I went with Tony. I mentally slapped myself to put Tony out of my head. As soon as the movie started, I snuggled up against Frank. He put his arm behind me, and I just snuggled closer.

He took my hand, and I looked up at him. He smiled and bent his head down towards mine. I closed my eyes and parted my lips. A moment later, Frank’s lips touched mine. Oh my God! I was being kissed by a boy! My very first real kiss. I just melted inside. I remembered dreading this moment when I first learned I’d have to have a date. But feeling Frank’s soft lips against mine was pure heaven! I moaned slightly as Frank kissed me. His kiss was amazing.

He pulled away for a moment and smiled at me. Oh no. I wasn’t done yet. I lifted my head up to ask for more. He bent down and kissed me again. I felt his tongue pass my lips and press against mine. His kiss was electric. I didn’t want it to end. I could die right then and be happy. Oh, why couldn’t I have been born a girl?

#

My emotions were bouncing all over the place as Frank continued to kiss me. I felt I was losing control. These feelings were all new to me. I’m a girl; a girl with a boy. I’m being kissed for the first time by a boy. Desires and feelings were overwhelming me. I finally realized Frank had his hand on my breast and was squeezing it. It was a wonderful feeling. My emotions were in overdrive. I had to catch my breath. I had to stop.

I pushed Frank’s hand away from my breast. With my other hand I gently pushed him back even though the desire for his lips was overwhelming. I took a deep breath and whispered, “Frank. Stop. Please. This is too much. I’m not ready.”

Frank touched my cheek as he pulled away. He whispered, “You’re right. I’m sorry, baby. You were just so suddenly irresistible. Your lips are so soft, so inviting.” I took his arm and snuggled close. I took several slow, deep breaths to calm down. What the hell had come over me? For a brief moment, I wanted Frank to rip my clothes off right there in the theater.

I was suddenly worried we were causing a scene. I looked over at the couple sitting a few seats down. They were kissing, but it wasn’t quite the orgy of lust that had come over me. I leaned back in my seat and re-adjusted my bra, and smoothed my skirt.

I frowned when the credits started to roll. Damn. I still haven’t seen this movie.

The house lights came on and Frank started to get up. I touched his arm. “Let’s wait. Kincaid always has something at the end.” And sure enough, right at the end, Tommy Kincaid, made up to look like an old man, wobbled on a cane and shouted at the camera, “Get off my lawn! Damned kids.”

Frank held my hand as we left the Cineplex and walked to his car. He asked, “Do you still want to go to Rosa’s? Tony might be there.”

I smiled at Frank. “Who cares? I doubt the game is even over yet. He won’t bother us.”

On the drive to Rosa’s, Frank held my hand. I leaned up against him.

When we finally arrived, none of the expected high school crowd had arrived yet. I was hungry and ordered two beef enchiladas. Frank got the same, along with a bowl of chips for us to share and a bowl of queso.

We sat next to each other with our legs rubbing against each other. While we ate, we commented on and giggled about parts of the movie I did get to see. Occasionally Frank would kiss my hand.

I was about midway through my enchiladas when kids from the game started walking in. It was the spectators at first. Then the cheerleaders rolled in. I waved at Angie, Amy and Marilyn. The noise level instantly started to go up. I often wondered if Rosa’s management got pissed at the noise. But then I had to decide that the rise in noise meant a rise in sales.

Then the football players entered. I waved at Tony, but he didn’t look in my direction. He went straight to Marilyn and kissed her. I leaned over and kissed Frank. Tony and Marilyn both got into the order line.

As Tony walked past Frank and me, he said, “Hey Cindy! You missed a good game.”

Marilyn giggled. “You sure did. My Tony scored twice!”

I smiled at Tony and said, “Made a home run, did you?” Of course, I said it wrong on purpose.

Tony just rolled his eyes as he walked past. He grunted, “Girls,” and shook his head.

After fifteen or so minutes, the room had settled down to a general uproar as the boisterous football players shouted jokes and insults back and forth. Marilyn kept herself draped over Tony. She laughed at his every lame joke. A sudden cold washed over me. Except for the physical contact, I was Marilyn. That was me… when I was Jason. The revelation left me stunned.

Frank asked, “Are you okay, Cindy? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I gulped down some of my soda and said, “I just did.”

Before I could think about it any further, two people I would prefer never to see again entered Rosa’s. Several footballers, including Tony, stood up and shouted, “Nick!” What in the name of hell?

Roger and Nick came strolling into Rosa’s, both obviously drunk. Nick waved, “Hey, guys! Surprised!”

Tony stood up to slap Nick on the back. “I’ll say. I thought you were in jail.”

Grinning, Nick said, “I made bail. Thanks to my uncle and not my two-bit dad. Tony my dude. I heard you were the MVP tonight. Trying to take my spot?” Nick laughed as he punched Tony’s shoulder.

Tony laughed as he rubbed his arm. “Nobody can replace you.” Tony paused for a second and turned to Roger. “Where were you, bud? You missed the game. Coach is royally pissed.”

Roger grabbed Nick by his shoulders and laughed. “Hey, man. I was picking up my dude here. Did you expect him to walk?”

I held on to Frank’s arm tightly. There was no way to exit without walking past Nick.

Nick turned to greet a few of his football friends when he stopped. He looked directly at me, and my heart froze. I held Frank tighter.

Nick pointed at me and snarled, “Well, there it is. The dickless wonder.” He took a step towards me.

Frank stood up. “Stay behind me, Cindy.”

I whispered to Frank, “Don’t try to fight him. He’ll kill you.”

Frank looked back at me. “I don’t think he’s that stupid.”

Nick said, “And what have we here? Someone trying to protect this little fairy?” He ran up and gave Frank a hard push, causing him to fall backward into a table. He slipped to the floor. Several people started to talk and yell.

Angie yelled, “Nick! Are you insane?”

Someone shouted, “Call the cops!”

“Frank!” I screamed and ran up to him. I started to cry. “Frank, are you okay?”

Sitting on the floor, he shook his head, but said, “I’m fine.” He started to get back on his feet.

Tony stood up and confronted Nick. “Leave the girl alone, Nick. You’re drunk. You and Roger should leave. Now.”

Nick sneered at Tony. “For some reason, you have a soft spot for that dickless freak. That freak humiliated me, so I’m finishing it now. I have nothing against you, Tony, though Karl does say you’re done. Get out of my way.”

Tony angrily shouted, “Don’t touch that girl, Nick!” He stepped between Nick and me.

Nick lunged at Tony and took a swing. Since he was drunk, he stumbled. Tony pulled his arm back and punched Nick square on the jaw.

Nick stumbled back and snarled, “You son of a …” He lunged again toward Tony. Angie stuck her foot into his path and tripped him, and he fell to the floor. Just as he regained his feet, three police officers rushed into the building. Nick stupidly took a swipe at one of the officers. He was quickly pounced on, and handcuffed.

One of the cops pointed at Nick and then at Tony. “Anyone want to explain what was going on here?” The cop gruffly turned Tony around and cuffed him as well.

A customer, who wasn’t in any of our groups, pointed at Tony and shouted, “These two criminals were fighting! I was scared to death!”

Pointing with his foot, Tony said, “Nick threw the first punch. We were all minding our own business until he showed up.” Nick was lying on the floor with a mixture of saliva and blood drooling from his mouth.

Roger stepped up and said, “That’s right, officer. Nick threw the first punch. I mean, look at him. He’s drunk. He’s just out of his mind drunk.”

I said, “Tony was defending me.”

The cop pointed his pen at me and asked, “Are you this guy’s girlfriend?” He pointed at Tony.

Pointing at Frank, I said, “I’m his girlfriend.”

Frank dusted off his butt and said pointing at me, “I’m her boyfriend and the first victim in all this.”

Looking pissed, the cop snapped, “Don’t get cute. Name.”

Frank said, “Frank Avalon.”

The cop pointed at me. “And you, miss?”

Clinging to Frank, I said, “Cindy Garland.”

The cop then looked at Tony. “Saucedo, did you start this? Seems I’m always arresting you and Santori at the same time.”

Tony shook his head. “No, officer. Nick came in here drunk after making bail. Like I said, I stepped in to protect this woman, Miss Garland.”

The cop raised his eyebrows and chuckled. “So, you’re doing the hero bit today. What brought that on?”

Tony grinned. “The love of a good woman.”

Marilyn squealed and hugged Tony before anyone could react. “That’s right! Tony’s a hero!”

Looking pissed, the cop waved his pen at Marilyn and shouted, “Hey, back off lady. Who are you?”

Marilyn backed up and smiled, “Marilyn Johnson. Tony’s girlfriend.”

With all the confusion, Roger slipped out the door.

The cop sighed. “Okay. We’re not going to get anywhere here. All of you,” He made a big circle gesture with his pen, “need to come down to the station and make statements. Saucedo, you get to keep those bracelets on until we’re downtown.” Several squad cars and a police van pulled up outside Rosa’s.

I frowned as I watched Marilyn follow Tony closely out the door. Someone slapped my shoulder, and I turned to see Angie frowning at me. She hissed, “Let him go, girl. Just… let him go.”

I nodded and turned to Frank. I cried, “I’m so very sorry, Frank! This is a disaster!”

Frank bent down and kissed me. “It’s not your fault, baby. Are all dates with you this exciting?”

I frowned at him and said, “Yes.”

The cops herded us outside. I heard Rosa’s manager tell a cop, “You bet your ass I’m pressing charges.”

The red and blue flashing lights were blinding me as we exited Rosa’s.

#

Frank drove his car up in front of my house and killed the engine. It was almost two in the morning, well past the eleven-thirty curfew Dad had set. It was insane at the police station. Nick was arrested and forfeited his bail. He wasn’t going to make bail this time.

Tony came out smelling like a rose. I gave him a big kiss for defending me. I mean, how could I not? Frank didn’t seem to mind. There’s a warrant for the arrest of Roger to bring him in for questioning. Fortunately, everyone’s story seemed to more or less match. I lost count of how many more charges got piled up on Nick.

I giggled when Frank stopped the car. “This night was totally insane!”

Frank laughed. “I’ve never spent a date at the police station before.” He checked the time on his phone. “I think you’re going to be late.”

I laughed hard and said, “My dad totally freaked when I told him I was calling from the police station! He wanted to come down, and it took me ten minutes to talk him out of it. I didn’t want him arrested for strangling Nick.”

Frank looked at my dark house. “Come on. I’ll walk you to your door.”

As Frank came around the front of his car to take my hand, I looked down at the sidewalk and said, “Don’t look at me! My face must be a mess with all the crying I’ve been doing.”

He put a finger under my chin and lifted my face up. He smiled. “Nope. Still beautiful.”  He took my hand, and we started walking towards my house.

We stopped before the front door on the darkened porch. I threw my arms around Frank’s neck and sobbed into his chest. “Oh, Frank! I’m so sorry for this disaster.  I don’t blame you if you never want to see me again!”

He pulled back and smiled at me. He said, “I’m not sure if I enjoyed tonight or not, but I’d love to take you out again. Maybe just dinner next time.”

I looked up at him and said, “I would love to. Hopefully, we can skip the jail part.”

He bent his head down and kissed me. It was a long-smoldering kiss, the kind that curls your toes. This time my emotions remained in check, but it was still incredible.

I watched his car as he drove out of sight. I took a deep breath and walked into my house.

###


Chapter 9

Dad was sitting on the arm of the couch in the dark when I came in through the door.  He stood up and hugged me tight. “Oh, honey! Are you okay? I thought the worst when you called from the police station.”

I hugged him back. “Oh, Daddy! I was really scared. But it’s all okay now.”

Dad kissed my cheek. “Are there no boys safe for you to date? Maybe you shouldn’t see this Frank anymore.”

I disengaged from Dad’s arms and looked at him directly. “It wasn’t Frank’s fault. It was Nick.”

“I thought he was in jail?” Dad looked at me in disbelief.

I shrugged. “He got released, and he and Roger got drunk and came to Rosa’s where the whole gang usually meets after a game. Oh, Daddy! He started to attack me! Frank tried to protect me, but Nick is a big guy and knocked him down. And then Tony defended me. He actually punched Nick! Then the police showed up.”

Dad hugged me again. “Oh, my little girl! I’m so sorry you were put through that. I’m shocked Tony stood up to Nick, though.”

I sighed. “I think he still loves me. But he has a new girlfriend, so he might have just been showing off for her. She now thinks he’s a big hero. I have to say, he’s a bit of a hero to me too.”

Dad suddenly looked worried. “You’re not going to go back to him, are you?”

I laughed. “Not just no, but fu… um. No, Dad. I really like Frankie a lot.”

Dad sat back down on the arm of the couch and sighed. “You know, honey. This has been a rough month and a half for your Dad. It’s really turned my world upside down. With you taking this deep dive into being a girl and now dating boys, it’s been hard for me to deal with. Every time you walk out that door, I now worry about you. I’m so afraid something will happen to my little girl now that I have a little girl to worry about.”

I threw my arms around Dad’s neck and hugged him again. “I love you, Daddy. I’m glad you worry about me.” I took a step back and asked, “You didn’t worry about me before?”

Dad shrugged. “I, uh, well of course. Of course, I did. But I’m glad everything is okay now and you need to scoot off to bed.”

#

I just laid in bed. I had overslept, which I normally didn’t do. It was Sunday; it wasn’t like I was late for school. Last time I had slept late on a school day, Dad had shot me with a water pistol. I was wide awake; I just didn’t feel like getting up.

I thought about the night before. What a crazy night! It wasn’t the first time Tony or Nick had spent the night at the police station, but it was a new experience for Frank and me. The second time Tony had been arrested for fighting, Dad strongly suggested I get new friends, but stupidly, I didn’t. But Tony wasn’t arrested. The police actually commended Tony for stopping Nick from causing harm.

And Nick was in a lot of trouble. He violated the conditions of his bail, his uncle lost his bail money, and Rosa’s is pressing charges for damages. Frank is even pressing charges for assault. The police also charged Nick with attempted assault on a woman, me. I think Nick is going to be missing more than the next two games.

My cell phone started ringing. It seemed to be coming from the bed somewhere. I found it under my pillow. I picked it up and saw it was Angie.

“Hey, Angie,” I said and then yawned.

Angie chuckled, “Either I’m not very exciting or I woke you up.”

“Both,” I giggled.

Feigning being upset, Angie said, “Fine. I’ll call back when I’m more exciting.”

I uselessly rolled my eyes at the phone and asked, “What’s up, Angie?”

“Just checking in on you. I didn’t leave the police station until about half an hour after you and Frank did.”

“Oh? Did they find that knife you keep in that hidden pocket in your purse?” I asked.

“No. I had an old complaint I had filed against Tony they asked me about,” said Angie. “It’s no longer an active complaint, but they wanted to know if I had any new complaints since Tony was involved in another fight with me around. I think they were disappointed that Tony was defending you.”

I sighed. “I’m glad he did. Nick was out of his mind last night.”

Angie said, “You know what that boy said last night? He said he still loves you and didn’t want Nick to assault you again. Oh, and the police will probably come by today or tomorrow. They want you to file a formal complaint against Nick for his assault on you.”

I almost gasped. “Tony ratted out Nick? That’s not going to sit well with Karl.”

“Probably not,” agreed Angie. “Nick and Karl are BFFs.”

“So, Tony said he still loves me?” I asked, probably a bit too wistfully.

Angie said angrily, “Girl! Forget Tony. Just forget him. You’ve got Frank now. He’s a billion times better for you than Tony. Let Tony have Marilyn. She’s crazy about him.”

I was silent for several moments. Finally, I said, “You’re right. I think I’ve fallen in love with Frank.”

Angie laughed. “Cindy, you don’t have to fall in love with a boy to date him. Boys are just new to you.”

“That’s just it!” I exclaimed. “I love boys! I have this magazine I’m looking at and it’s filled with pictures of dreamy and gorgeous boys. I didn’t used to love boys. But now I’m not interested in girls at all. I’ve taken down my posters of cute girls. I even took down that poster for that J-Pop band I liked. I put up posters of cute guys and boy bands instead.”

“You’re a girl,” said Angie matter-of-factly. “And you know why you feel this way.”

“I haven’t thought about it in a while,” I said. “I never dreamed I’d reach this point. But Angie, I love being a girl. I really love boys. I thought I was in love with Tony. I know I’m in love with Frank. What happens when my sentence is over?”

There was a pause from Angie. “Cindy, you have a long way to go. I’m sure you’ll gradually go back to being Jason. I mean, you didn’t just suddenly love being a girl or suddenly love boys. Accepting being a girl made this whole thing easier. Just keep checking off that list the court gave you.”

I suddenly felt numbness. “List?”

Angie said, “You probably didn’t hear the judge at that point since you looked to be in total shock. Your lawyer was supposed to go over a list of the goals the judge wanted you to experience.”

I scowled at the phone. “That stupid lawyer didn’t go over shit.”

Angie said, “Well, find your court documents, and we’ll go over the list together.”

I sighed, “If I can find it. I was so mad when I got home from court, I wadded it up and tossed it across the room.”

Angie chuckled. “Hey, I got to go. Just let me know when you find it.”

#

As I started to take my seat across from him in Homeroom, Martin asked excitedly, “Candy, are the rumors true?”

I frowned. “It’s Cindy, and what rumors?”

Martin leaned towards me and said in hushed tones, “It’s going around school that Saturday night, you beat the shit out of Nick and sent him to the hospital and were arrested. Is that true?”

I just sat in disbelief for several long moments. I shook my head. “Just what do you think? Nick is what? Three times bigger than me? So, no. It wasn’t me. It was Tony who punched out Nick.”

Nodding, Martin said, “But you were still arrested, right?”

Frowning, I said, “Only Nick was arrested. My boyfriend and I went to the police station to make a statement and file a criminal complaint.”

Looking confused, Martin said, “So, you and Tony?”

I rolled my eyes. “Tony’s not my boyfriend. Frank is. Tony punched Nick. He was protecting me from Nick.”

Martin’s eyes widened as he exclaimed, “Wow. Just like in the movies. Two big dudes duking it out to win the woman they love!”

I laughed. “That’s not even close! Nick hardly loves me. Tony was trying to keep Nick from hurting me.”

Martin declared, “So you’re his girlfriend!”

I wanted to choke him. I exclaimed, “No! He’s not my girlfriend… I mean he’s not my boyfriend.  No! Nein! Nyet! Frank is my boyfriend!”

Martin grinned. “Oh. I know him.”

I sighed. “I’m glad that’s settled.”

#

As I sat down with Angie and the cheerleaders, Angie saluted. “Hail the conquering hero!”

I narrowed my eyes at her and asked, “What?”

Angie laughed. “Don’t you remember? You beat up Nick!”

I opened my ranch dressing packet for my salad and said, “Who started that? And who’d be dumb enough to believe it?”

Angie chuckled, “I think Roger started that. Stay clear of Roger, and Tony, for that matter. I heard from a good source that Karl is really pissed at Tony for taking down Nick. That he did it for you just makes it even worse.”

“What the hell did I ever do to Karl?” I asked, exasperated.

Angie shrugged. “Karl blames you for Nick getting into trouble, and he’s pissed that Tony is sweet on you. He doesn’t recognize that you’re legally a girl.”

I took a bite of my salad. I said, “Nick only has himself to blame. I mean, who cares what Karl thinks anyway?”

Angie looked very serious. “If Karl can scheme some way to get you to recant being a girl – start acting like a boy -- the judge can send you to jail for the remainder of your sentence.”

I frowned at Angie. “Of course, I know that. I’ve always insisted on being treated like a girl and called by my girl’s name. I’m not going to let this sentence beat me.”

Angie sighed. “Let’s make sure Karl doesn’t beat you. Just be careful around Roger. He can’t be trusted.”

#

I slipped my phone back into my purse after calling Dad to let him know I was ready for him to come get me. What a crazy day. The word going around school was that Nick was finally expelled. In a way, I felt guilty because maybe things wouldn’t have gone haywire if I hadn’t worn those short shorts. I mentioned that to Angie, and she reminded me in no uncertain terms that Nick was not the victim. I was.

Tony told me that Roger was pissed at him because since Roger skipped out on a game without informing the coach, he got a three-day game suspension. Not sure how that’s Tony’s fault.  And apparently, Roger is pissed at me because Nick got arrested. And even though Karl is still locked away in jail, Roger is deathly afraid of him.

It’s funny because a lot of kids at school think Karl is like a high school version of Al Capone, running his criminal empire from inside prison. Tony assures me that isn’t so and that Karl, who acts big, has lost a lot of fights in prison.

The whole day had been a repeat of sorts of what Martin asked me during homeroom. It amazed me what some people will believe. I couldn’t have beaten up Nick when I was a boy, much less as a girl!

Looking around, I saw Tony walking towards me and my shade tree. He waved and shouted, “Cindy! We need to talk.”

I turned to face him. “What’s up, Tony. Make it quick. My dad will be here any minute.”

Tony frowned. “I’ll make it quick because it just pains me too much. I hate to say this because I really don’t want to hurt you.” He paused a moment and took a deep breath. “Cindy, I know this will be hard for you to take, but I’ve found someone new. Please don’t cry, but I’ve met another girl.”

Actually, him saying that did shock me. After all those declarations that I was his girl, dropping me was a bit unexpected. I asked, “Marilyn?”

Tony nodded. “Don’t hate her or anything. I just think it’s time we both move on. Don’t forget Cindy. I have been and always will be your friend. You might consider Roger or one of the other guys.” He hugged me before I could stop him. He turned and walked away as my dad’s car turned the corner.

Even though I was never his girl, I still felt sad when he said I no longer was. I felt like vomiting when he suggested dating Roger.

#

“Frankie!” I exclaimed when I opened the front door. “Come on in.” I gave him a quick kiss as he entered the house.

Frank grinned as he walked into our house. “Thank you for inviting me.”

Smiling, I said, “You’re welcome! Dinner will be ready in a few minutes. In fact, I need to get back to it. Make yourself at home.”

From the living room, Dad called out, “Hello, Frank. Come in. Have a seat.”

I was frantic. I found that I had flour on my nose and down my front. I had invited Frank over for dinner that I was cooking myself. Mom was helping, and the kitchen was quite busy. I was making my personal favorite of chicken fried steak. Somehow, I’d managed to get flour everywhere.

I had potatoes in the microwave and a pot of corn on the stove. Mom was getting a salad bowl ready. There was a pitcher of freshly made tea in the fridge. I so wanted everything to be perfect. I looked out to the living room, and Frank was watching Wheel of Fortune with Dad. At least it wasn’t Swamp Men.

I looked at Mom. “What do you think?”

Mom smiled at me. “I think you’re ready. Everything looks great!” Using her apron, Mom brushed the flour from my nose.

I untied my apron and placed the steaks on a large plate along with the baked potatoes.  Mom helped with the bowl of corn and the salad bowl.

As I set the plate on the dining table, I called out, “Dinner’s ready, guys.”

Dad stood up. “Smells great, honey.”

As Frank pulled his chair out so he could sit, he said, “Pretty. And she cooks too.”

As he put items on his plate, Dad said, “Cindy has become a great little cook.”

I sat down next to Frank and turned to him, “I hope you like it.”

Frank grinned. “I’m sure I will. Looks great.”

As I cut into my steak, I kept an eye on Frank to watch his reactions.  I wanted everything to be perfect.

Dad popped a bite into his mouth, and with his mouth full, he said, “Honey. This is really good. It’s bett… um, it’s as good as your mother’s.”

I giggled as I looked over at Dad. “Thank you, Daddy.”

Frank took several bites before pointing at his steak with his fork. “Cindy, this is really good!”

I smiled broadly at Frank. “Thank you, Frankie. I’m so glad you like it.” I thought it was good too. Yeah, okay. Granted, it’s chicken fried steak. Lobster Newburg, it’s not. But it was really important to me to make a good impression on Frank, and I was afraid of getting too fancy. I tried not to think of the huge mess in the kitchen that I’d have to clean up later.

Dad managed to get Frank talking about sports and who they thought would win the Superbowl though it was months away. I just sat there looking at Frank. I didn’t have much interest in sports.

When there was a lull in the sports talk, I turned to Frank and asked, “How’s your chess team doing this year?”

Frank’s face lit up as he answered, “We’re doing really good this year. You know Marty, right? He won his last game and put us closer to the top.”

I smiled. “Cool. I’ll have to ask him about that at school tomorrow.”

Dad said, “I’m pretty good at checkers.”

I giggled. “It’s true. He always beats me.”

Frank grinned. “That’s good. Do you play much chess?”

Dad shook his head. “Nah. It takes too long.”

I looked at Dad. “I’m sure if you play Frank, it’ll be a quick game.” Dad frowned at me.

Frank leaned back in his chair and patted his stomach. “That was a great dinner, Cindy.” He started to stand up. “Did you say you had the latest episode of Son of Desert Punk?”

Grinning, I exclaimed, “Sure! Do you want to watch it now?”

Frank nodded. “Sure. And then I’ll need to go. School night, you know.”

I rolled my eyes. “Tell me about it. I still have to wash the dishes.”

We went back into my room. I made sure the door was left wide open. We sat on my bed as we watched the anime video on my computer. I rested my head on Frank’s shoulder. He gave me a good night kiss at the door. Then I discovered Mom had washed the dishes and cleaned the kitchen for me.

#

“Angie!” I exclaimed as I hugged my friend at the door. “Come on in.”

Angie smiled as she stepped into our home. “Thanks. Oh, and hello, Mrs. G. How are you?”

Mom waved from the kitchen. “I’m well, thank you.”

Angie nodded towards Mom and then to me asked, “So. Where did you find your documents? I was worried you might have thrown them away.”

Glancing sheepishly over toward Mom, I said, “Mom found them crumpled up under my bed a month ago. She straightened them out and put them in a folder and put it with our other important papers.”

Angie nodded. “That’s good. Well, let’s have a look at them.”

Angie followed me back to my room. We both climbed up on my bed and sat cross-legged next to each other. I handed Angie the documents, and she held them at arm’s length and rattled them for a moment.

As she looked over the document, Angie frowned as she tapped the paper. “I still can’t believe you were charged with that. Roger should have gotten this sentence, not you.”

I giggled. “Can you imagine Roger as a girl?”

Angie laughed. “That would have been something to see. He wouldn’t have embraced it like you did.”

Being serious for a moment, I asked, “Would you have helped him like you did me?”

Angie grimaced as she thought a moment. “No. No, I wouldn’t have. Unlike you, he actually helped Karl. And I was never really friends with Roger anyway. I would have said fuck him and let him flounder.”

On a sudden thought, I asked, “Do you think Tony would have tried to date Roger?”

Angie grunted. “I doubt it. For one, you’re actually pretty. Plus, you and Tony already had a deep relationship.” She slapped the papers. “Okay, let’s take a look.” I moved closer to look over Angie’s shoulder.

Angie smirked, “I think we can check off the first item. ‘Select a female name.’”

I exclaimed “Check!” I sat back down in front of her.

Angie continued reading the list. “Breast augmentation. Take prescribed hormones. Dress in women’s attire. Adopt wearing makeup as a daily routine. Accept date invitations.”

Interrupting, I asked, “It actually says that? Going on dates is required?”

Angie nodded. “I’m just reading the bullets. Each one has text justifying the requirement. For dating, it says, ‘The defendant is required to experience the same level of fear and uncertainty of accepting a date invitation as any woman. Even if accepting an invitation from someone you know, there is still a risk. Four minimum dates from different daters. You’re halfway there.”

I frowned. “That’s stupid. Who’s going to accept a date from some random dude off the street?”

Angie lowered the paper for a moment. “You’ve known Tony for years. How would you rate your date with him?”

I sighed. “Point taken.”

Angie giggled. “So. To uphold the spirit of the rules, you need to date Roger next. I’ll tell him you want him to call you.”

“You will not!” I exclaimed. 

Angie laughed. “Cool your jets, girl. I was joking.” She looked back at the document. “Let’s see. It has separate items for students. It says to try to apply for any women’s sports activities, such as cheerleading, women’s softball, track or dance. It also suggests going dancing like homecoming or prom or any school-sanctioned dance event.”

I said, “I hope Frank invites me to homecoming. I don’t have a dress, though.”

Angie grinned. “I’d be shocked if Frank didn’t ask you to homecoming. Marilyn told me Tony has already asked her.”

I knitted my brows and said, “It seems I’ve been meeting their requirements anyway. I guess it’s just standard high school girl activities.”

Angie lifted up the page and glanced down. “Yeah. I don’t see anything here about pole dancing or mud wrestling or prostitution. Some of these only apply if you’re an adult, like becoming an executive assistant. It does suggest some activities, but not required, like a pajama party or being a mentor for girls in trouble. You know, I haven’t been to a sleepover since middle school.  Maybe we could do that sometime.”

I tilted my head to one side and asked, “Does it say anything about sex?”

Angie frowned at me. “I think requiring you to have sex with a boy would be a bridge too far. It doesn’t say you can’t. Why? Planning on getting fucked by someone?”

I shrugged. “No. Not really. I just kinda wondered what it would be like with Frank.” I paused a moment and then asked, “Have you ever had sex with a guy?”

Angie gave me a wry smile. “I’m not the kind of girl to kiss and tell. But let me strongly advise against having sex.”

“Why? I mean, what better way to show how much you love someone?” I asked.

Angie frowned at me. “Girl, stop watching so many romance movies. Not only is it ill-advised for you to have sex, think of your unique situation. No, wait. Listen to me. If you were to say, let Tony poke you with his thing, what happens when you return to being Jason and want to hang out with your old friends?

Tony would have been inside you. You don’t think that would alter your friendship? Think about it. Even with Frank. When you return to being Jason, how can you look at Frank and not remember how he poked you that once or twice?”

I nodded dourly.

Angie touched my hand. “Listen, Cindy. I know this is all new to you. It’s not easy, even for those of us who have always been female. But I can’t say this strongly enough. Never, ever let a boy talk you into doing something that makes you uncomfortable or that you feel you’re not ready for. If he really cares about you, he’ll respect that.”

I smiled at Angie. “Through all this, I’m glad you’re my friend.”

Angie grinned and reached out to try to fluff my still-too-short hair. “Cindy, we’re not just friends. We’re girlfriends. That practically makes us sisters.”

We hugged.

###


Chapter 10

As I sat down at the lunch table with the usual gaggle of giggly girls, Amy leaned across the table and pointed at me. “Cindy! I’m so disappointed in you!”

I took a slug from my water bottle and looked at her quizzically. “What did I do?”

Frowning, Amy said, “It’s what you didn’t do! Actually, you still have some time left.”

Feeling frustrated, I demanded, “What?!”

“You didn’t enter the contest for Homecoming Queen!” squealed Amy. “We were all going to vote for you!  I mean, just look at you. You’re gorgeous!”

Angie checked her nails and said, “I told you she wouldn’t do it.”

I shook my head. “I just don’t want that kind of attention. Besides, who wants to stand out on the football field on a cold night wearing a short cocktail dress with bare shoulders? No thanks.”

Amy said, “But I’m sure you’d be a shoo-in!”

Angie frowned at Amy. “She just said she doesn’t want to. She’s saving up for Prom Queen.”

“I am not!” I exclaimed. Angie laughed.

Angie looked over at Amy. “Why don’t you try? With Cindy not running, it makes it more likely you’d win.”

Amy frowned. “Too many people hate me because I’m so gorgeous.”

Angie and a few other girls at the table as well as me laughed.

Amy folded her arms and scowled. “Well, thanks a lot! You know Marilyn is trying for it.”

Marilyn now sat with Tony and his gang during lunch.

Angie said, “She might win then. The football team is a pretty big voting block.”

Amy looked around the table. “Has anyone asked you guys to the dance?”

Angie sighed with a shrug. “As you well know, my boyfriend is off at college. So, I might not even go.”

Amy’s eyes opened wide as she exclaimed, “Oh, but you have to!”

Angie frowned. “I don’t have to do anything!”

I chuckled and said, “Who knows? Maybe Roger will ask you to the dance?”

Angie grunted. “Actually, I was holding out for Nick until Cindy ruined things.”

“Me?!” I asked, shocked. “How did I ruin things?”

Angie tugged on my hair. “I’m teasing you. Oh, but hey. That is something to watch out for. Despite Tony’s performance at last week’s game, our chances for state are looking pretty dismal, and some Nick fans are blaming little Cindy here.”

I blurted, “I didn’t rape anyone!”

Angie said, “You don’t have to tell me. But there’s a group… a small group, that claims Nick wouldn’t have been expelled if it hadn’t been for Cindy and her claim Nick groped her. Somehow that led Nick to rape someone because he was so distraught. And did you know that you rejected Nick’s date invitations?”

Scowling, I said, “Are these people insane?”

Amy looked up and said, “Speaking of insane people…”

Tony walked up with Marilyn in tow. “Hey guys. Thought you would be interested in what’s happened to Nick.”

Looking bored, Angie said, “Not really, but what you got?”

Tony said, “He’s been formally arraigned and will be heading for trial soon. He’s charged with statutory rape and faces five years for that. Two counts of assault, one of which was sexual, the other aggravated, directed at Cindy and faces two years for each count and one year for violating bail. And a few miscellaneous charges that will probably be dropped. So, if convicted, a total of ten years in the slammer.”

Angie nodded at me. “Some will blame you for that.”

Tony nodded. “That’s sadly true. I’ve heard some talk. I’ll protect you, Cindy, when I can. The whole football team has pretty much disowned Nick and Karl. They’re tired of their reputation being dragged through the mud because of them.”

Amy said, “About damn time.”

Angie sighed, “What’s with these people? Even I got blamed for Karl going to jail.”

Tony waved and said, “Later, guys.” He and Marilyn left the cafeteria.

Amy chuckled, “Getting back to our conversation… Cindy, has anyone asked you to the dance?”

I frowned. “Not yet. But then, Dad will blow a gasket on buying a dress.”

Amy grimaced. “That’s a problem, all right. My dress was three hundred dollars. And then the matching purse and the matching shoes.”

I was about to say something when the early bell rang. We all looked at each other, and Angie said, “Time to go.”

#

“No, Roger. I don’t want to go to the dance with you.” I couldn’t believe Roger actually asked me to the homecoming dance.

“Are you sure you don’t want to?” Roger acted surprised. “I might be your only option, what with your boyfriend Tony going with Marilyn, and you know nobody else on the football team will ask you after what you did to Nick.”

I scowled at Roger. “I did nothing to Nick, and you know it. So yes, I’m sure I don’t want to go with you.”

Roger grinned. “Okay, babe. You don’t know what you’re missing. You have my number if you change your mind. Later.” Finally, he walked away. I know it’s weeks away, but I wonder why Frank hasn’t asked me yet. But then, would Dad pop for the dress?

A homecoming dress would be an unexpected expense for us. I remembered a few years before; Dad and a neighbor were talking, and Dad said something about how glad he was having a son so he wouldn’t have to waste money on stupid shit like dresses and shoes and hair do-dads. The neighbor agreed, complaining about all the purses his daughter had. I wonder if it’s okay to wear the same dress for prom that you wore for homecoming?

#

Amy chuckled. “You know school’s over, right? It’s okay to go home now.”

I was standing in a girl’s restroom, looking into the mirror. I nodded, “Yeah, I know.”

Amy walked up to me. “Mind if I ask what you’re doing?”

I sighed loudly. “I’m contemplating myself. I mean, just who am I?”

Grinning, Amy said, “Your name is Cindy. Does that help?”

I turned back to smile at her. “Am I? What do you see when you look at me?”

Amy grunted. “I see a very pretty girl who too damn many boys have a crush on. You have any idea how many guys ask me if you have a boyfriend or if you’ve already been asked to the homecoming dance? Nobody’s asking me if I’m available.”

I folded my arms under my breasts and looked back at Amy. “That’s just it, Amy. I’ve only been Cindy since mid-August. I didn’t know how to dress. My first attempt, before Angie’s help, to wear makeup was a complete disaster. But now, just look. Like you, my makeup is perfect. I don’t even give it a thought. I just put it on as part of getting ready for school.

Wearing girl’s clothes is second nature to me. And before August, if you’d told me then that there are boys who want to take me to the homecoming dance, I would have gagged at that. But now it excites me that I’m getting boys’ attention. It hasn’t been that long.” I stepped up closer to the mirror and took a hard look at myself. “What’s wrong with me?”

Amy laughed. “You’re a girl! No, seriously. I mean, you show up this year as Cindy, pretty much a new student. Not many people remember Jason. Face it: you weren’t exactly Mr. Popular, mostly because of that gang of thugs you hung around with because of Tony. I even asked Angie once last year why she was friends with thugs.

She really wasn’t sure about Tony since he’d changed since middle school, but she said you were nice. Possibly too nice, really, to be in that group. But now… shit, girl. You really are very pretty, and, because of your association with moi and the other cheerleaders, you’re now among the popular girls at school. Your quick success as a girl really is amazing, but you know what?”

I turned from the mirror to look at Amy. “What?”

Amy grinned broadly. “I think -- and I mean this really sincerely -- that this is who you really are. This is the real you. No, I’m serious! Look at everything about you. How you look, how you dress, how you act… you’re totally natural.” She walked up and poked me in my boob. “Face it, Cindy. You’re a girl. Don’t fight it.” She bit her lip and crossed her legs. “Sorry… I really gotta go.’’ She turned and rushed into a stall.

I wasn’t sure what to think at that point. Am I really a girl on the inside?

I said to the stall door, “Thanks, Amy. See you tomorrow.”

#

“Cindy!”

I was walking across the schoolyard towards the door when I heard a familiar voice call out to me. I turned around and smiled. “Frankie!”

Frank ran up to me and, out of breath, asked, “Hey. I sure hope you haven’t accepted an invitation to the homecoming dance.”

Grinning, I gave him a kiss. “Of course not. I’ve been waiting for you to ask me.”

“Sorry. I’ve been crazy busy lately.”  Frank paused to take a breath. “Cindy, would you let me take you to the homecoming dance?”

I struck a thoughtful-looking pose. “Hmm. You know, Roger did ask me first. And then there was that boy in English class. And I thought for sure Mr. Dobson was going to ask. Hmmm.”

Frank was starting to look worried. I laughed and said, “Of course, I’ll go with you! I was worried you’d never ask!”

Frank grinned at me. “Thank you, Cindy. There’s no one else I’d rather go to the dance with.” He gave me a quick kiss. “Just curious, would you really have gone to the dance with Mr. Dobson?”

Oh God! What a thought! Would I have? Let’s just say Frank is lucky teachers can’t invite students. I giggled, “Don’t be silly.” I kissed him again even though we were not supposed to show affection on school grounds.

Frank laughed. “Yeah. That would be crazy. But hey. I got to get to class. See ya.”

I waved. I grinned as I headed to my class with Mr. Dreamboat… I mean Mr. Dobson.

I was crossing through C Hall on my way to my next class from Home Room when I found myself suddenly slammed against the hallway windows. I wasn’t hurt, but I was taken by surprise. I turned to see two large boys looking at me. The one with a buzz cut I thought was named Harley, and the one with the longish greasy hair I thought went by Fritz. They were both in the band and sometimes hung out with the guys on the team.

Harley said, “Oh, excuse me, sir.” He laughed. I frowned at him and straightened up my book bag. I didn’t say anything as I started to walk away.

Fritz asked, “Is that really a dude? Looks like a chick to me. His hands look really soft."

Harley stepped in front of me to block my exit. He shrugged. “That’s what Nick told me. This jerk is why we’re not going to state this year.”

Fritz frowned at me. “Yeah. I was looking forward to the band trips.”

I tried to move in a different direction, but Harley blocked me again. I was afraid they might try to hurt me. Trying to diffuse the situation until I could spot a teacher, I smiled at Harley and said, “Of course, we’re going to state. Tony is trying really hard to make that happen.” Kids were walking past us, and nobody was stopping.

Fritz laughed. “Tony’s a pussy. We’re fucked. Oh, wait. You’re Tony’s chick, right? Nick said that Tony has fucked you.”

I scowled at Fritz. “That’s not true. Look, if you let me pass, I promise not to turn you guys in for harassment.”

Harley shook his head. “Typical pussy. Having to run and tell.”

Fritz said, “Are you sure this is a dude? Doesn’t act like a dude.”

Harley laughed. “He’s not a dude now. They turned him into a chick. Nick checked. He ain’t got no dick.”

Really getting scared, I said, “If you don’t let me go, I’m going to scream.”

They both wagged their hands at me in fake fear. Fritz exclaimed, “Ooh! Look out, it’s going to scream!”

Harley shook his head. He said, “When they turned you into a chick, what hurt worse? Cutting off your dick or boring a hole in your head to suck out half your brains?”

They high-fived each other and walked away laughing.

I fell up against the window and fought back tears. Is this shit ever going to end? I didn’t ask to be a girl. Am I going to have to change schools?

A girl from my math class ran up after Harley and Fritz had walked away. She was a fellow Mr. Dobson admirer. She asked, “Hey, are you okay? I saw them harassing you.”

I wiped under my eye to try to keep a black streak from running down my face. “I’m okay now. I was worried for a minute there.”

The girl nodded. “Those jerks like to bully girls. I don’t think they would have hurt you, though. They never seem to get into trouble.”

I looked at the girl. “You could have grabbed a teacher or someone.”

She shrugged. “Maybe. I got to run. See you in Calculus class tomorrow.” She hurried away.

I took a deep breath and hurried to my next class, hoping I wouldn’t be late. I thought to myself, maybe jail wouldn’t be so bad.

#

Angie scowled. “Yeah, I know those two. They’re friends of your football buddies. Did you turn them in?”

I took a bite of my salad before answering. “Would it do any good?”

Angie shook her head. “No. You’ll be told something like, ‘Why they’re just a couple of boys having fun. You need to stop being so sensitive.’ They’ve picked on almost every girl in school. I guess it was your turn.”

I set my fork down, exasperated. “Then why is nothing done? They shouldn’t get away with it.”

Amy frowned at me. “Any witnesses? That are willing to go with you?”

I took another bite. “I don’t think this was just a random thing. They specifically mentioned Nick.”

Silence hung over the group for a minute. Finally, Amy chirped, “Hey Cindy. Did you sign up for homecoming queen? Yesterday was the final day to enter.”

I shook my head. “No. I said I wasn’t. Oh! I forgot to tell you with all this shit this morning. Frankie finally asked me to the dance!”

Amy grinned. “That’s great, girl!”

Angie smiled at me. “About time! Congrats girl. I don’t think there was ever any doubt, though.”

I took a deep breath. “Now what do I do? I’ve never been to a formal dance before. As a boy or a girl.”

Amy reached over and touched my arm. “First thing? Buy a dress. We’ll help you pick one out.”

Tony and Marilyn started to walk by as they headed to leave the cafeteria. Angie called out, “Hey, Tony. Tell your friends Harley and Fritz to leave Cindy alone.”

Tony stopped. “They’re not my friends. More like Roger’s friends.” He turned to look at me. “Did they hassle you?”

I nodded. “Big time.”

Tony frowned. “I’ll talk to them. Not sure if it’ll do any good. They’re total assholes.”

Angie said, “If it helps any, they called you a pussy.”

Tony frowned. “Not really.”  He and Marilyn continued on out of the cafeteria.

#

“Two hundred and fifty dollars? For a dress? Honey, are you serious?” asked Dad, running his fingers through his hair.

I nodded. “That’s just the dress. I also need a purse and shoes as well as the earrings and a necklace. And then a salon visit for makeup, hair and nails.”  Amy had come over after school and we’d gone through some online catalogs. I’m guessing the only reason Dad wasn’t screaming was because Amy was still in the house.

“Cindy. Honey. That’s an awful lot of money for something you’re going to just wear once. Money doesn’t grow on trees, you know,” said Dad with a scowl.

I nodded. “Yes, Daddy, I know. Money’s made from cloth, not paper. But Daddy, I have to have the dress, or I can’t go to the homecoming dance! Don’t you understand?”

Trying not to raise his voice, Dad raised his voice and said, “You have a whole closet full of dresses. What’s wrong with those?”

Starting to tear up, I said, “They’re not the right kind. I have to have the right dress!”

Amy said, “Mr. G, this is one of the most important nights in Cindy’s life! She can’t show up in the wrong dress!”

Dad scowled at Amy. “Do we eat, or do we buy a dress?”

“Do you want me to show up in a potato sack?” I asked, getting angry at Dad.

Frowning, Dad asked, “How much are those?”

I folded my arms under my breasts. “I need that dress!”

Dad’s temper finally broke and he shouted, “God Damn, Jason! You’ve only been dressing as a girl for a few weeks. How could you possibly need some stupid dress!?”

I instantly started crying. “Oh, Daddy! How could you!” He called me Jason and questioned my girlhood. I stormed off to my room and slammed the door. I know I overreacted to this first-world problem, but dammit! How often do you get invited to a formal dance with your boyfriend? You want everything perfect!

Mom said, “Oh, George. How could you?” She came into my room. “Honey!”

Amy said, “Mr. G! Mr. G! How… I’m leaving now.”  I heard the front door open and then close.

I heard Dad shout, “What the fuck just happened?!”

###


Chapter 11

“Kitten?” Dad came into my room and sat on my bed, and began to rub my back. Mom had just finished trying to console me.

“Yeah, Dad?” I answered glumly. I just kept staring at the wall as I hugged my pillow.

Dad took a deep breath. “I’m sorry I got angry and yelled. It just took me by surprise that you would think you needed a dress that would cost so much. That homecoming dance never even occurred to me.”

I just kept looking at the wall. Into my pillow, I answered, “Sorry, Dad.”

Dad chuckled. “You know, it’s funny. When you were born, I remember saying to your mother, ‘Thank God you’re a boy, so we don’t have to buy all that stupid, silly, girl shit.’”

I rolled over in the bed and scowled at Dad. “I’m so sorry to disappoint you by being a stupid, silly girl.” I turned back around and glared at the wall as I hugged my pillow tighter.

‘Honey! Kitten.” He knew he’d said the wrong thing. “Honey, please. That’s not what I meant.” He turned to face Mom. “Honey?”

Mom frowned as she folded her arms. She said, “You’re on your own.” She walked out of my room.

Dad kept rubbing my back. “Honey! You know I didn’t mean you were stupid! I mean, come on. I was talking about all those silly little things that girls like. Things like those hair do-dads, dresses, makeup and dolls. You know. Just that silly stuff.”

I didn’t even turn around. Into my pillow, I said angrily, “I’m so sorry to be such a disappointment to you, Dad. I’ve heard you tell Mom you can’t believe I now waste so much time with my nails or wearing makeup or trying on clothes. That your life was soooo much easier with Jason!”

Dad scowled at me. “I did not say that!”

I laughed. “Dad, I heard you, okay? You think the things I do now are a silly waste of time!”

Dad grunted. “That’s not what I meant.”

Frowning, I acidly asked, “And just what did you mean, Dad?”

Dad sat up and said, “Look. I’ll admit that I didn’t really care for this girl nonsense. I really expected you, Jason, to just wear some of the clothes to show we’re doing it, but you’d still be you. I didn’t expect that busybody Angie to try to get you to change over.”

I hugged my pillow tighter. “So you don’t really care that I’m your daughter? That I’m legally your daughter?”

Frowning, Dad said, “I didn’t think you’d take it this far. I really thought things would mostly continue on as normal and we’d just give this ruling a wink and nod kinda thing. But you started wearing bikinis and short skirts and flirting with boys. I know you’re required to date a boy, but my God, it doesn’t say you have to enjoy it! And now you’re asking for a dress you won’t need when you’re Jason again. It’s embarrassing!”

I started crying again. “That’s it, isn’t it? I embarrass you. Oh, the humanity! Oh, it’s bad enough my son is forced to dress like a girl, but enjoying it? Wanting to fit in? Be happy? This is supposed to be punishment, right? How dare I try to rise above it.”

Scowling, Dad shouted, “Yes! I am embarrassed! I was proud to talk about my son, and now… now…”

Mom stepped back into my room and shouted, “George! Do you not hear yourself? How can you say such things about your own daughter?” I stuck my face into my pillow and cried.

I felt Dad get up off my bed, and then a few moments later, I heard the garage door slam.  I heard the car drive away.

Mom sat on the bed next to me and gently touched my hair. Through sobs, I asked, “Why does Dad hate me so much?”

Mom gently stroked my hair. “He doesn’t hate you, honey. He hates the ruling. He has a hard time accepting what’s happened to you.”

I turned to look at Mom. “I accepted it. Why can’t he? Would he prefer I be miserable and defeated? I thought he’d be proud that I rose above my punishment. Does he not want me to be happy?”

Stroking my hair, which was finally starting to get long, Mom said, “Of course he wants you to be happy. We’ve talked many times about your situation. He just doesn’t understand how you could choose to be happy as a girl. Or why you suddenly like boys. We all know a lot of this comes from the drugs you have to take. He thinks you should resist and…” Mom lowered her voice to imitate Dad. “… and be a man!”

I scowled. “That would send me straight to jail. Is that what he wants? Jail? What about you, Mom. Do you accept me?”

Mom smiled and hugged me, and kissed my cheek. “Of course I accept you. You’re my child regardless, but I truly am proud of the young woman you’ve become. You’re as if I’d raised you from a little girl. What mother wouldn’t be proud of a daughter such as you?

“Honestly, even if you’d been a girl for all these seventeen years, your father still wouldn’t understand about dresses and think you shouldn’t date any boys until you’re thirty.” She gently poked my nose, and we both giggled girlishly.

Mom looked wistful for a moment. She said, “I still have my prom dress. I boxed it up to protect it, and it’s in my old closet at my parents’ house.”

I looked at Mom and very seriously asked, “Mom. Do you like Frankie? Are you okay with me having a boyfriend? I mean, all this is temporary and everything.”

Mom smiled broadly at me. “Honey, I think Frankie is wonderful. He’s a very nice boy, and I can definitely see why you like him. August is a long way away. No reason to not let yourself be happy. It’s very special to be a girlfriend. And I think you’re a very special girl.”

I gave Mom a big smile. “Thanks, Mom!” She hugged me again.

#

Mom called out from the kitchen when the doorbell rang, “Honey, can you answer that? I’m up to my underarms in dirty dishes here.”

"Sure, Mom," I said as I walked through the living room. Dad wasn’t back yet? That was odd. He usually answered the door at night. Not really night yet. It was just starting to get dark.

I opened the door and was surprised to see Frankie standing there. “Frankie!” I leaned in and kissed him.

Frank said, “Hey, babe. I brought you something.” He held up a thumb drive. “It’s that anime you wanted to see.”

I took it from him and set it on a nearby shelf. “Let’s step outside a minute.”

Frank backed up and looked confused. “Is something wrong?”

I pointed at the porch swing. “Let’s sit down.” After we sat down, I put my arm around Frank’s neck. I started to sniffle.

Frank pulled me closer to him. “Is something wrong? Is everything okay?”

I shook my head. “No. I had a big fight with my dad tonight.”

Frowning, Frank asked, “Can I ask what it was about? That got you so upset?”

I sighed and laid my head on his shoulder. “It was about me. And kinda about you. He doesn’t like me being a girl. He doesn’t like me having a boyfriend. And he doesn’t want to buy me a dress for the homecoming dance.”

Frank leaned back from me a bit. “Whoa, whoa. That’s a lot to digest there. He doesn’t like you being a girl? He knows you don’t have a choice, right? And you’re a great girl. I mean, where to begin? You’re beautiful, you’re sweet. You’re smart. I mean, what father wouldn’t be proud to have you as his daughter?”

I cried into his shoulder. “That’s just it. He isn’t proud of me as a girl.”

Frank shook his head in disbelief. “That’s crazy, Cindy. You’re a wonderful girl.” He stroked my hair. “He doesn’t want you to have boyfriends? I thought he liked me.”

I grunted a laugh. “Actually, I think he does like you. He just doesn’t want me seeing boys. Period. And now I can’t go to the dance because he won’t get me a dress.”

Frank nodded. “Those dresses are very expensive. My dad raised a fuss over my sister’s prom dress.”

I asked, “What did she do?”

Frank chuckled. “She cried and pouted until Dad bought it.”

With a wry smile, I said, “Well, crying didn’t help me tonight. But anyway, thanks for inviting me to go to the dance. But I guess I won’t be going.”

Frank shook his head. “No. You’re going to the dance. I don’t care if you’re not wearing anything!”

I looked at him strangely. “I might get arrested.”

Frank laughed. “That’s not what I meant. Cindy, you’re gorgeous no matter what you’re wearing. You don’t need a special dress to be beautiful.”

I shook my head. “I can’t show up in jeans. It’s a girl thing.”

Frank grinned at me. “I think you’re beautiful no matter what.” He bent his head down and kissed me. He pulled me closer, and I kissed him back passionately.  I moaned softly as I sucked on his tongue.

Frank finally broke off, leaving us both short of breath. Frank said, “I need to go. I told my mom I would just be a minute.”

I giggled. “And she believed that?” I pulled him towards me and kissed him again. We kissed for several more minutes.

Grinning, Frank pulled away again. “Sorry, babe. I really do need to go. If we don’t stop, I’ll be here all night.”

I tried to kiss him again. “Is that a problem?”

Frank chuckled. “It is for my mom. I have milk and other groceries in the car.”

I kissed him once more after we both stood up. “Night. And thanks for the anime.”

Frank waved as he ran off towards his car. I walked back into my house, grabbed the thumb drive from the shelf and then stopped dead in my tracks. Dad was sitting on the couch. He was sitting hunched over and on the edge.

“Oh. Hi Dad,” I said quietly. “I didn’t hear you come in.”

Dad just stared straight ahead. “I’ve been out in the garage. I just came in through the garage door.”

Feeling drained, I said, “Oh. Then I guess you heard…”  He nodded.

Dad pointed to a spot on the couch next to him. “Sit down, kitten.”

I hesitated a moment after taking a deep breath. Looking at my feet, I sat on the couch next to Dad.

Dad’s expression didn’t change as he slowly looked over at me. “First, let me say: never, never ever think I don’t love you. I know I get upset at times, but I will always love … my little girl.”

I just nodded as I continued to study my feet.

Dad sighed. “And yes, there are things about this girl shit that I just don’t understand. And probably never will.” He paused a long time. “Do you like this boy? Frank?”

I looked over at Dad. I nodded, and in a small voice, I said, “Yes, Daddy. Very much so.”

Dad nodded a few times. “And he’s the one who wants to take you to this dance?”

I nodded. And almost in a whisper, said, “Yes, Daddy.”

Dad stared at his hands a moment as he sucked in a deep breath. “Well, if this boy is going to take my daughter to a dance, she has to be the most beautiful girl there.”

I sat up straighter and asked, “You mean…?”

Dad smiled at me. “Yes. You can have the dress and whatever the hell a clutch is.”

I jumped up and threw my arms around Dad’s neck and hugged him. “Oh, thank you, Daddy! Thank you so much!” I kissed him on the cheek. I skipped off to my room. Yes. I skipped.

Mom said as she stepped out of the kitchen. “You better start saving for prom.”

Dad sighed. “I’m praying I won’t have to pay for a wedding dress.”

#

“That’s great!” squealed Amy from across the lunchroom table.

I nodded. “Yep. Dad handed me his credit card, and I ordered the dress, shoes, everything last night. We went from me crying to Dad crying.”

Angie said, “That’s mean.”

I shrugged. “I know. But it’s true.” I didn’t tell Angie that Dad had called her a “busybody."

Angie said, “Well, anyway. I’m glad you got your dress. Now I have to get a dress because my boyfriend is coming in from college to play in the band for homecoming. He asked if I wanted to go to the dance.”

Amy grinned. “I think all the cheerleaders will be represented at the dance. And Cindy, we all consider  you to be an honorary cheerleader.”

Angie laughed. “You hang out with us so much, so why not?”

Amy grunted. “Yeah. And the girl that won against you doesn’t hang with us. She’s always with your old group.”

I shook my head in annoyance. “Marilyn just has the hots for Tony. I don’t think she likes his other friends a whole lot, but it’s a package deal with Tony.”

Amy asked, “Does that bother you? I know you were very close with Tony. I even heard that you and Tony had…um…” Her voice trailed off.

I frowned at Amy. Why even bring up my relationship with Tony? I asked, “What about me and Tony?”

Amy reduced her voice to a whisper. She made a circle with her thumb and forefinger on one hand and pushed her other hand’s forefinger through the circle. “Had sex.”

Scowling at Amy, I wanted to reach over and slap her. “Don’t make me reach over and slap you, Amy. That is so not true. I haven’t had sex with any boy. Where does this crap keep coming from?”

Angie nodded her head towards Tony, who was sitting on the other side of the cafeteria. “I think Tony started that rumor himself back when he was still claiming Cindy as his girlfriend.”

Pissed, I said, “So, to answer your question, Amy. No, it doesn’t bother me. She’s welcome to him.” But I honestly don’t understand what he sees in her.

Angie leaned toward me. “Curious, though. I was thinking about what you said about your dad’s comment about a wedding dress. I’m sure he thought he was making a joke, but could you seriously see that?”

I smiled at Angie and reached down for my book bag I had set on the floor next to me. I opened it and pulled out a spiral notebook. I flipped a few pages and handed it to her. She laughed when she saw the several pages where I had written repeatedly, “Mrs. Frank Avalon, Cindy Avalon, Mrs. Cindy Avalon,” and so on and so on. I had torn out the pages about Mr. Dobson.

Angie chuckled. “So, you have considered it. Do you really think this is where you’re headed?”

I shrugged. “It’s a dream. How realistic? That means permanently becoming a girl. I’m not required to stop being a girl after a year. And who knows what Frank wants? It’s not like he’s proposed or anything.”

Amy asked, “Do you want him to? What would be your answer?”

I hesitated to answer. “I’ve only been a girl since August. It might turn out I don’t really like it. Everyone expects me to go back.” I have wondered if I really want to become a blue-haired old lady wearing too much rouge.

Angie gave me a wry grin. “Interesting. You hesitated. And you didn’t answer the question. I wonder…”

The early bell rang, and everyone started to stand up.

Angie giggled, “Saved by the bell.”

#

The conversation at lunch did get me thinking as I made my way to my next class. What do I want to happen? At first, I hated the whole idea of having to be a girl. Who in their right mind would choose to be a girl, right? Granted, not all girls are soft, shallow, fastidious sissy people. But that’s how I initially read the sentence that was given to me. Most boys see girls as nothing more than soft playthings.

I’m generalizing, but honestly, I never thought any more of girls than what Tony and our friends did: just hotties with great asses. So, I couldn’t imagine a bigger disaster than being told I had to become one.

Looking back, I had to admit that I didn’t truly feel that women, and girls in particular, were good for one thing only. But I didn’t ever say anything otherwise. As boys, we were certainly better than girls, right? Right? My mother is smart, but nobody considers their own mom a girl.

I guess I finally started to realize that I didn’t really fit into the group when, one time, when we were all at Rosa’s after a game, Karl said, “Hey, I just realized. Women ain’t nothing more than just life support for a pussy!”

All the guys howled with laughter. Except for me. I asked Karl if that’s what he thought of his own mother. After that, Karl often referred to me as a pussy and picked on me a lot. To his credit, Tony would always step between me and Karl.

And then that fateful day, Karl and Nick molested my best friend from middle school, Angie. I tried to pull Nick back, but some witnesses told the police I was helping Nick and Karl. The authorities believed the witnesses even over the victim, so I got arrested along with them.

But thank God for Angie. She was a huge help, and she managed to get both my head and eyeliner straight.

And now, I’m trying to decide if being a girl is something I should keep doing. I love being a girl. I absolutely love my breasts. I can’t imagine not having them. I also feel naked without mascara on. And add to all that, I have a boyfriend. I’m somebody’s girlfriend. And so far, I’ve only confessed to myself that I love him. I love a boy? Isn’t that insane? Could I give it all up?

I mentally shrugged. Conditioning and chemicals got me to where I was. Conditioning and chemicals could get me back. But no boobs? No boys? No close girlfriends to giggle with? Would life even be worth living?

I didn’t have an answer.

My reverie was interrupted by the teacher saying, “Miss Garland. Care to join the rest of the class?”

#

Finally, the day was over, and I was hurrying through the halls to exit the building when I heard my name called out. “Cindy! Wait up.”

I turned around to see Tony running up to me.

I sighed. “What’s up, Tony?”

He caught his breath and said, “Cindy. You know next week is Homecoming, right?”

I frowned at him. “I already have a date.”

Tony laughed. “Me too. No, I was just going to see if Marilyn can count on your support. She’s in the running for Homecoming Queen, and she’d like to have your vote. Voting ends next Wednesday.”

I smiled at Tony. “I like Marilyn. Sure, I’ll vote for her.”

Tony said, “Thanks. You’re not upset she stole your guy?”

I furrowed my brow. “What guy?”

Tony frowned. “Me.”

I almost laughed. Instead, I said, “It’s for the best. I mean, I can’t date both you and Frankie, can I?”

Tony stood up a little straighter. “Yeah, that’s probably true. See you tomorrow.”

Grinning, I said, “Not if I see you first!”

###


Chapter 12

I was already in my homeroom seat when Martin and Susie entered. I smiled to myself, thinking, what an oddly paired couple. Susie is totally gorgeous and sophisticated and taller than Martin. While Martin is… in a word, a dweeb.

As Martin took his seat, he looked at me and exclaimed, “Candy! How’s it hangin’?”

I shook my head. “Do you mean Cindy? Well, actually, it doesn’t hang anymore.”

Martin looked at me funny. “I don’t get it. Anyway, you know homecoming is coming up, right? Of course, you do. You’re a girl. But did you know Susie is running for Homecoming Queen?”

I nodded. “Yes. You’ve told me. Several times I think.”

Martin grinned at me. “You’re gonna vote for her, right?”

I sighed. “Well, I told Tony I’d vote for Marilyn. She’s a cheerleader.”

Martin looked at me curiously. “I thought you were dating my man, Frank.” I nodded. Martin continued, “Then who cares what Tony wants. Am I right? Or am I right?”

I nodded. “You’re right. Marilyn’s a friend. Just thought I’d support her.”

Pointing at Susie, Martin said, “Is Susie not your friend too?”

Before I could answer, Susie whacked Martin’s arm. “Will you leave her alone? She can vote for whomever she wants.”

Martin took her hand. “I just want you to win, baby.”

I studied Susie a moment. “I have to ask. Do you go to a salon every morning. You’re always so beautiful.”

Martin took on a smug expression and said, “Thank you. It’s just the way I comb my hair.”

Susie frowned. “She’s talking to me, goofus. And thank you. But I just get up a bit earlier so I can spend more time on my makeup.”

I chuckled. “Maybe I should do that too.”

Susie smiled at me. “Honey, you have a natural beauty. You don’t need a lot of makeup.”

Martin said, “You should see her when she gets up.” He closed his eyes and shivered.

Susie frowned. “You don’t get to see me when I get up in the morning. I have to ask why I’m still your girlfriend.”

Martin sighed. “People ask me that a lot.”

#

I was crossing the wide intersection of C Hall when I heard running footsteps coming up from behind me. I heard some shouts behind me as well. Before I could turn around, I was shoved to the floor. I turned and looked to see Roger standing a few feet from me, breathing hard, and his face flushed red with anger.

As I started to stand, Roger shouted, “You fucking bitch! You stupid fucking bitch!” He tried to step towards me, but two kids grabbed his arms and held him back.

I wiped the seat of my jeans as I glared at him. “Roger! What the hell?” Students were starting to gather around us.

Struggling against the two boys holding him back, Roger screamed at me, “Nick was found guilty today! And it’s your fault!”

Someone in the crowd laughed. “I heard that. The jury only spent five minutes in deliberation.”

Another person laughed, “Yeah. It only took that long because they wanted to eat their donuts first.”

Standing straight, I asked, “How is that my fault? He’s the one that raped that girl.”

Roger’s anger intensified as he shouted, “You got him suspended. He lost his football scholarship. He felt he had nothing to lose. Now he’s facing fifteen to twenty years in prison. All because of you!”

I stepped closer to Roger and shouted, “He assaulted me!”

The two boys continued to hold Roger back as he sneered, “He dared to touch your royal highness! You didn’t have to turn him in. It’d been forgotten by now. It was no big deal.”

Behind me, I heard a guy mutter, “Yeah. This bitch is why we’re not going to state this year.”

I shouted, “Grabbing my genitals is no big deal?”

I heard a girl say, “Yeah. That asshole likes to do that.”

“What’s going on here?” shouted a teacher, approaching in a run with a security guard in tow.

Roger relaxed his muscles, and the two boys let go of him. “Watch your back, sissy. And tell your boyfriend Tony that Karl is done with him. He’s out.”

The students cleared a path through the crowd for the teacher to get next to me. “What’s going on here?”

Before I could say anything, a girl to one side said, “I saw it all, Mr. Jacobs. That boy pushed that girl to the floor and then started yelling at her.”

Mr. Jacobs turned to me and asked, “Is that true, miss?”

I nodded. “Yes. Roger attacked me from behind.”

Roger growled, “There you go again. Ratting out your friends.”

“You are not my friend,” I said shaking my head.

I learned later that Roger got a three-day suspension from school and a four-game suspension on the team. He was told if he harassed me again, he’d get expelled.

#

I was helping Mom wash the dishes when Dad looked out the front windows. He frowned as he said, “Isn’t that Tony’s car? What’s he doing here?”

I put my dishtowel down and said, “I’ll go out and see.” I started towards the front door.

As I opened the door, Dad asked seriously, “Do I need to load my shotgun?”

I grinned at Dad. “Probably not this time.” I stepped out on the porch and closed the door behind me. I stood there waiting for Tony to approach.

Smiling, Tony stepped up onto the porch. “Hey, Cindy. You’re always so pretty.”

I folded my arms. “Thanks. Is that all you had to say?”

He pointed at the swing. “Can we sit down? I won’t keep you long.”

We both took a seat on opposite sides of the swing. Clearing his throat, Tony said, “I just want to apologize to you. If I had never tried to bring you in with Karl and his friends, you wouldn’t be sitting here right now looking beautiful. We’d probably be locked in a deathmatch or something.” He chuckled. “I really thought we’d all have some fun. It never occurred to me that Karl would assault Angie. She’s my friend too.”

I folded my arms under my overly large breasts, which Tony kept staring at, and said, “I’m sorry I was stupid enough to follow you. I never liked Karl. And when he came after Angie, why didn’t you stop him? I tried, but I’m not as big as you.”

Tony frowned. “Remember? I was still inside Rosa’s when he tried to force himself on Angie in the parking lot. But I don’t want to re-litigate all that. I wanted mostly to apologize to you for trying to make you my girlfriend.” He pointed at the side of his head, “In my mind, I really thought I would be protecting you.”

I laughed. “Protecting me? Seriously? By being a douche?”

“I screwed up,” admitted Tony. “But I was worried the other guys would make fun of you and be rude to you. They all think you took the easy way out.”

I shook my head and narrowed my eyes at him. “Unlike Nick, we couldn’t afford the fine and I had no desire to go to jail. I couldn’t convince the court I was innocent, so my lawyer decided the no-jail option was the best. Tony, do you really believe that turning my life upside down was easy? I never wanted this.”

Tony threw up his hands. “I’m sorry! I truly am. I wish I could take it all back. But is it all so terrible? I mean, look at you! You’re a gorgeous girl. You’re popular. You have a boyfriend. Sounds pretty sweet to me. Before you were just a dweeb that all the girls ignored.”

“That’s just the point, Tony!” I exclaimed. “Yes, I have a boyfriend who I care deeply about. Not to mention that I’m now crazy about boys. I’m not blaming you, but can’t you see how just this one thing has totally changed my life?”

Tony said, “Cindy, I agree. I’m not making light of it.” He stood up causing the swing to rock back and forth. “Anyway, I’m sorry for being an ass to you. I hope you can forgive me. See you around.” He turned and walked slowly back to his car.

I watched him drive away as I sat on the swing in the chill evening air. I sighed and whispered, “I forgive you, Tony.”

#

It was Friday night. Frank had picked up a couple burritos at Taco del Rey and brought them over. Covered with a blanket, we ate them on my porch swing. I snuggled up against Frankie and giggled. Mom and Dad were getting more comfortable in seeing him over at our house.

Frank nuzzled my neck. He said, “I don’t think we should go to Rosa’s later. I’m worried Roger will try something stupid again.”

I kissed him and then said, “There won’t be a Rosa’s thing tonight. Out of town game. They’ll be getting back late tonight.”

“What’s with that guy, anyway?” asked Frank as he kissed me again.

“Nick’s his best friend. But I don’t want to talk about him,” I said as I slid my tongue into Frank’s mouth. I was in heaven and our kissing was hot and heavy. I saw the curtain move so I knew Dad was sneaking a peek at us. I did feel sorry for Dad. I think he wanted this situation even less than I did.

Just tonight there was a tractor pull and monster truck show. I would always go to those with Dad mostly to have father/son time. He asked earlier this evening if I wanted to go and he seemed disappointed when I told him Frank was coming over.

After coming up for air, I asked, “Do you like monster trucks?”

Frank looked at me strange. “I used to like going when I was a kid. Haven’t been to a show in years. One of my favorite old games to play on the emulator was my granddad’s Monster Truck Madness game.”

“There’s a show tonight. Starts in about an hour,” I said. “I know my dad would like to go.”

Frank grinned. “Let’s talk to him.”

Dad was on the couch zoning in front of the TV. I said, “Hey Daddy. Are you still interested in that monster truck show that starts in about an hour? Frankie would like to come with us if you still want to go.”

Dad looked at Frank and asked, “Are you sure, son? It’s noisier than a chess game.”

Frank grinned at Dad. “I think I can handle it, Mr. G.”

Dad smiled as he said, “You guys get your jackets, and let’s go.”

Forty-five minutes later, I was at the outdoor arena sitting between the two most important men in my life in the chill October evening air. Dad was having a blast. I hadn’t seen him this happy since before my sentence. I think Frankie enjoyed it as well. I know I enjoyed our kisses.

I enjoyed spending an evening with both my Dad and my boyfriend. Frank suggested Dad come to the homecoming game with us the next Friday. Dad was surprised he’d been invited, but he agreed. This was starting to feel like a family. Should I be worried?

#

Angie poked me in the arm. “Hey. You okay?”

We were all together for lunch. It was Friday, so it was the homecoming game. Frank and I hadn’t been attending any games, but this week we would be. It wasn't just an important game: if our team lost the game, our school would be out of the running for state. And, of course, during half-time, it would be announced who the new homecoming queen was.

I sighed and said, “Just thinking about tomorrow night. I don’t know if I’m ready for it.”

Angie, dressed in her cheerleader uniform, smiled at me. “Let’s see. You have your dress. And accessories. You have a salon appointment for your hair, nails and makeup. What are we missing? Oh yes! A boy. You have a boy, right? Okay then. I think you have everything.”

I felt so nervous. “How can you be so calm? I’ve never done anything like this before! It’s such a big night for me.”

Angie grinned at me. “Just relax, girl. You’ve been dating Frankie since early September. You’re more girl than I am. You’ve been to a salon before. I know you want everything to be perfect. Trust me, girl. You’ve got this.”

I took a deep breath. “I sure hope you’re right.”

Tony walked up at that moment carrying a stack of colored paper. He dropped them on the table. “Look what I found in a trash can on the practice field. Thought you’d be interested.”

I picked up one of the sheets and squinted at it. “What the hell is this?”

Every page had a picture of what I presumed to be me clowning around with the other guys from last year, where we’re all grabbing our crotches to make our packages stick out. A picture of my head as a girl was superimposed on me grabbing my crotch. There was a caption that asked, “How big of a dick should a queen have? Vote for Jason.”

Angie took the sheet from me as I glared at Tony. “Who the fuck did this?”

Tony shook his head and said, “I can’t say for sure, but I think his initials are Roger. I think he assumed you were running for homecoming queen and he was going to plaster these all over school. When he learned you weren’t, he just chunked them in the trash.”

Angie pointed at my face on the ‘Poster’. She said, “That’s not even a good picture of you.”

I stared at the stack of papers. “How long do I have to suffer with Roger’s crap?”

Tony shrugged. “I think he’s finding that nobody cares. I think he’ll get bored with it soon. Oh, I forgot to tell you. The football team voted you Football Sweetheart.  Your picture will be in the annual in the football section.”

I gave Tony a confused look as Angie chuckled. “How did that happen? I didn’t do anything.”

Angie playfully punched my shoulder. “Congrats!”

Tony said, “I nominated you. I know you find it hard to believe, but most of the team loves you. They think you’re cool.”

Feeling confused, I said, “Um, well. Tell them thank you. And what do I do with these?” I picked up the stack of paper.

Tony shrugged. “Just chuck ‘em, I guess. You can’t prove who did it.”

Amy wisely said, “Shred them first. You don’t want them showing up again.”

I nodded. “Good idea.”

Tony asked, “You guys coming to the game tonight?”

Angie laughed and pointed at some of the other cheerleaders at the table. “I think we have to.”

Tony grinned as he pointed to me. “Actually, I meant Cindy and Frank.”

I nodded. “My dad’s even coming. Seems like a big night. Do you plan to win this time?”

Tony frowned, “Ouch. That is the plan. This has been a rougher season without Ni…uh, this has been a rougher season.”

“Good luck, Tony,” I said as the early bell rang. We all got up to head to class.

#

Dad had insisted Frank and I go sit in the student section of the stadium with our friends, while he and Mom sat in the opposite stands with the home team spectators. I was surprised Mom had joined us as well. Dad hadn’t been to a high school football game since he was in high school.

Several girls were wearing their formal dresses since they’d have to wear them at halftime for the homecoming queen announcement. Looking at them made me regret a little about not joining the contest. Marilyn, as a cheerleader, just wore her cheerleading uniform. Then with the first chilly blast of a breeze, I was glad to be wearing my sweater and jeans instead.

And then Martin and Susie caused quite a stir when they entered the student section. Talk about wow. It was shocking to see Martin dressed in a tuxedo. He would, of course, be Susie’s escort down to the field. But Susie, well, holy shit. She looked totally amazing. I

n her four-inch heels, she towered over Martin with legs that went all the way up. Her short formal had a daring hemline and a plunging neckline. Her dangling diamond earrings and necklace sparkled almost with a light of their own. Her hair was done up in a beautiful updo, and her makeup was glamorous, like a movie star. With a wry grin, I thought about how she was going to have do that all over again for the dance Saturday.

“Susie! You are absolutely gorgeous!” I gushed. “And Martin in a tux is just too much!”

Susie smiled at me. “Thank you, Cindy. You should have entered too.”

I just laughed.

I looked over at Angie. She was leaning over the rail sectioning off the seating between the band and the cheerleaders. The boy she was talking to could only be her boyfriend from college. Former band members had been invited to play along with the regular band. The players weren’t out on the field yet, so I couldn’t see Tony. I held tightly to Frank’s hand. It was very crowded.

The band director said something unintelligible into his bullhorn and the band, cheerleaders and dance team all stood up and began taking the steps down to the field. The band quickly took their positions on the field, and the cheerleaders lined up behind the color guard who carried the flags out to the field. The band played the National Anthem and the school’s alma mater.

Then all the cheerleaders and dance team created a gauntlet for the players to run through. They did the coin toss and the kick-off, and that’s when I lost interest.

I turned to Susie and said, “Hey, girl. I’d love for you to give me your makeup tips. You’re always so beautiful.”

Martin said, “Tip number one. She goes through three bottles of foundation every single day. She gets her makeup delivered by the truckload. If she stopped wearing makeup, Cover Girl would go out of business.” 

Susie shook her head. “Tell me again why I don’t break up with you?”

Martin grinned, “Because you love me, baby.”

Susie shook her head. “No. That’s not it.”

Frankie tapped my shoulder. “Hey, Cindy. You’re not watching the game.”

I looked out at the field. “Is something going on?”

Frank nodded. “Aren’t you hearing the crowd? Tony just made a score.”

“Cool,” I said. “Tony is trying to prove they don’t need Nick in order to win state.”

Yeah, that was exciting and all, I guess. But for some reason I was more anxious to see who would be crowned the homecoming queen.

As the game neared halftime, Susie stood up and poked Martin’s shoulder. “Come on, doofus. Time to head down to the field.”

I said, “Good luck, Susie! Can you even walk on the field in those shoes?” She just laughed.

The alarm sounded, announcing halftime. The score was seven to nothing. Tony was the only one to score so far. I watched Tony take his helmet off and set it on the bench as he walked over to the cheerleaders and took Marilyn’s hand. One of the band members left the ranks of the band to be met with another football player.

I grabbed Frank’s collar and shook him. “Isn’t this exciting?” Last year I couldn’t care less. I was only at the game because of Tony and the rest. That year, Nick almost took us to state. This year, it was all riding on Tony. I didn’t envy him. But I knew who’d take the blame if we didn’t get to state. Yours truly. But just then I was excited for both Susie and Marilyn.

Frank put his arm around my waist. “Don’t you wish you were out on the field? Angie and Amy really did feel you had a shot.”

I shook my head. “I’m a nervous wreck now. I’d hate to think of being both nervous and freezing in that short dress." He held me closer. I felt stupid when I suddenly realized when looking at what I thought were mismatched couples, that the escorts for the “princesses” were not their boyfriends but were “princes” running for homecoming king. Like I said, this was the first time I ever paid any attention.

The school principal walked out onto the field and stood in front of the row of the court, all dressed in their finest. He waved his hand to point at all of them as he said over the PA system, “Ladies and gentlemen! I’d like to bring your attention to the center of the field: our princes and princesses await! Who will be crowned homecoming king and homecoming queen? Please hold your applause until the end.”

The principal then started naming everyone standing on the field. It’s funny that Tony would run for homecoming king. But then, he does have an ego. I didn’t personally know many of the guys, but I knew they were popular with the girls.

As the names were announced, I snuggled against Frankie. “I have my prince right here.” I then kissed him.

The homecoming king was announced and there was a lot of applause. I didn’t know him though; I think he was in my English class. He’s a real hottie for sure. I sat up straighter to better pay attention when they got ready to announce the homecoming queen. The percussion section of the band played a drum roll as the principal took his time to announce, building up suspense.

The principal said slowly, “And the new homecoming queen for H. H. Holms High is… Susie Hardcastle!” I jumped up and clapped. I was so happy for her. She had to bend down a lot to get her crown placed on her head. If anyone should be queen, it was Susie. She looked so regal. The other princesses all gathered around Susie and hugged her and kissed her cheek, then several girls stormed off the field.

Everyone started to clear the field so they could get on with the game. After a few minutes, Susie entered the stands. I, along with about ten other girls, all jumped up to hug her and mess up her makeup by kissing her cheek. Susie was just glowing.

After that, I really didn’t pay much attention to the game. I did stand up to cheer Tony on to another score. I admit I don’t get excited about football despite who my former friends were. But this was one of the harder fought games, and when it ended, Tony had made the only two scores in the entire game. At least for this game, the ghost of Nick had been exorcised.

Standing next to our car waiting for Dad to unlock the doors, I slid my arm around Frank’s neck and kissed him. It was a long, loving kiss. Dad watched us with an odd expression. Mom just smiled. I giggled as we climbed into the back seat and I kissed him again. Dad just said, “Hey, great game, huh?”

I said, “Yeah, Dad.” I went back to kissing Frank, but I toned it down some. I didn’t want to embarrass my parents.

###


Chapter 13

Mom found me sitting on the porch swing. It was the morning of the big homecoming dance.

As she sat on the swing with me, Mom asked, “Why are you out here, honey? Aren’t you cold?” Despite the sun being out, it was a bit chilly. I was wearing a sweater and jeans.

I didn’t look over as I said, “Just doing some thinking, Mom.”

Mom started the swing to move back and forth. I had my legs tucked up under me. “Thinking about tonight?”

“That. And some other things.” I turned my head to look at her. “If I was still a boy, I wouldn’t even know there was a dance tonight. I just wouldn’t care. I’d be planning on getting on-line with my friends to play Halo – 34th Anniversary Edition or something. I could still do that, I guess. Girls play games too.”

Mom kept gently rocking the swing. “Is that what you want to do?”

I looked out across the yard. “Not today. Can you believe it? Here in a few hours, I’m going to go to a salon to get my nails done. And get my hair done. And to get my makeup done!” I giggled. “Just imagine me as a boy doing that! You’d think I was crazy.”

Mom just smiled. “But you’re not a boy.”

I looked down at my hands. “No. No, I’m not. Not anymore.” I looked over at Mom. “What if I never go back? What if I choose to stay Cindy? Would you and Dad be mad at me? Disappointed?”

Mom stopped the swing and leaned towards me. In a soft voice, she said, “I love my beautiful daughter. I love my handsome son. I wouldn’t make any life changing decisions tonight. Your father and I will love you no matter what. Do you think you want to stay a girl?”

I chuckled. “You’re right. Going out tonight to a romantic dance with my boyfriend probably doesn’t make for an objective decision. But I can’t deny I’m happy, Mom. Happier than I’ve ever been.”

Mom smiled and patted my leg. “I’ve noticed. But lots could happen in the coming months. Keep an open mind. It’s important to remember that being a woman isn’t all makeup, glamorous evening dresses and boyfriends.”

I smiled at Mom. “I know Mom. I know.”

#

I was excited. This wasn’t my first visit to the salon, but I was getting the works. My hair was finally long enough to have it done, full glam makeup, nails and a visit to the spa. I recognized a lot of girls from school. I loved being pampered and the spa was wonderful. Guys just don’t know what they’re missing.

I just couldn’t believe how I looked when they had finished my makeup. I’m not sure if I’ll ever get used to wearing false eyelashes but it’s definitely worth it. I’d never worn so much eye makeup before, but I really loved the look. I loved my nails. The color matched my lipstick. I couldn’t help but marvel at how far I’d come as a girl. Jason would have been horrified to be made up like this.

I watched Dad drive up to the salon to pick me up. Though I had plenty of time, I hurried out to his car as I was anxious to finish getting ready. My stomach was turning in knots. As I stepped into the car, Dad’s eyes widened.

“Cindy?” asked Dad, staring. “Oh my God. Is that you?”

I grinned. “Yes, Daddy. It’s me.”

He shook his head. “You look stunning. You’re such a beautiful young woman. I just can’t believe it.”

I laughed. “Me either!”

As Dad started the car in the direction of our home, he asked, “Well, Cindy. Are you excited about tonight?”

I exclaimed, “Are you kidding?! I think I’m about to explode.”

I was shaking I was so nervous as we drove home. I rushed into the house as soon as the wheels stopped rolling. “Mom! Mom! What do you think?”

Mom got up from the couch where she was watching something on TV and turned towards me. She sucked in a breath and smiled broadly at me. “Oh honey! You are absolutely gorgeous!” She took my hands and exclaimed, “My little girl is not so little anymore! Let’s get you dressed!” Both of us giggling like schoolgirls, we rushed to my room where I already had all my clothes laid out.

My dress was a really cute, short, very red backless dress with a flared skirt and a matching clutch. I wore black, high heel sandals. Mom loaned me her dangly earrings and a necklace. Underneath it all I was wearing a sexy pair of black, lacy, satin panties. I felt so incredibly girly.

I stepped out and posed for Dad. “What do you think, Daddy?” I ask as I struck a pose.

Dad was almost at a loss for words. “I just can’t believe how beautiful my daughter is.”

I still had a short wait before Frank was expected to arrive to pick me up. That was still so unreal to me. A boy was going to pick me up to take me to a fancy dress event. I just couldn’t believe I was wearing a formal dress, makeup and high heels, and sitting primly on the couch with my knees together. I was the very picture of femininity, and I loved it. I was just amazed at how far I’d come from that first attempt at applying foundation last August to how I looked now.

I almost came out of my skin when the doorbell rang. I quickly stood up and smoothed my skirt. Worried, I said, “Oh Mom. He’s here! How do I look? Does everything look okay?”

Mom beamed at me. “Just relax, sweetheart. You’re beautiful. He’s going to just love you.” The doorbell rang again. “Honey, are you going to answer the door?”

I hesitated a moment before opening the door and greeting Frankie. Even though I’d been living as a girl for months now and even though I’d been on dates with Frank before, I felt that I would be opening the door to a new phase of my life. I’m completely embracing being a woman and I’m not sure if that’s something I can return from.

I opened the door and there stood Frankie, looking fantastic in his rented tuxedo. I smiled brightly at him. “Hi, Frankie,” I said, trying to hide my excitement.

Grinning from ear to ear, Frank exclaimed, “Cindy! You look absolutely gorgeous! Are you ready to go?” He was holding a box.

I said, “You look very handsome, Frank. Come in for a minute.”

Frank stepped into the house and my parents greeted him. He seemed nervous. He opened the box he was holding. “This is for you.”

He removed a beautiful wrist corsage adorned with small carnations. I held up my hand and he slipped it on. Smiling, I said, “You remembered my favorite flower.”

Frank smiled, “Well of course.”

Mom said, “I need you two to stand next to each other.” She held up her phone and took a few pictures of us. There were tears in her eyes. I was trying not to cry myself.

Dad said, “You two have fun. Have her back by midnight.”

Frank nodded. “I will, sir. Are you ready, Cindy?”

I nodded, and Frank took my hand and led me out my door after getting hugs from both Mom and Dad. He tried to hide it, but I saw Dad wipe his eye.

As we walked towards his car, Frank said, “You look totally amazing tonight, Cindy. I feel proud that you’re my girl.” He opened the passenger door of his car for me.

I sat down, tucking my skirt underneath me and then, keeping my legs together, I turned and slid my legs inside. Frank closed my door for me and then ran around to the driver’s side and got in. As soon as the car pulled away from the curb, Frank placed his hand on top of mine.

The dance was being held in the ballroom of the big hotel in town. We drove mostly in silence with Frank constantly turning to look at me. The traffic started to pick up the closer we got to the dance. There was even a cop directing cars into the hotel entrance where a valet service took the cars.

We got out at the hotel’s entrance and there were dozens of high schoolers dressed to the nines hanging around outside the hotel doors. Most of the girls were wearing short cocktail dresses, but a few were wearing long flowing gowns. The boys were all dressed in black tuxedos or at least dark suits. It was almost comical with the boys all wearing black suits and black shoes while the women were all decked out in colorful, fancy dresses and heels. The makeup on all the women was, of course, perfect.

Frank held out his arm and I gladly took it. The crowd was almost intimidating despite being made of up of people I saw almost every day. Everyone was checking everyone else out.

As we passed through the entrance, there was Roger standing near the door talking to my former group of two or three friends, none of whom had dates. He saw us and walked briskly up to Frank and me. Does he really have to be here?

Roger walked right up to Frank and grinned. “Oh, I see you brought your confused boy who doesn’t know what bathroom to use.” He and my former friends laughed.

Frank was about to say something when one of the larger members of the football team -- as well as being quite the hunk -- named Walter walked up behind Roger and grabbed his collar. He growled, “You and your munchkins are going to have to leave.”

Roger tried to disengage himself from Walter’s grasp. He said, “I have a right to be at this dance!”

Walter said, “Remember what the coach said? Anyone who causes trouble has to leave and gets to sit out the next game. And don’t forget. She’s the football team sweetheart. So, leave her alone or get out. Capiche?”

Roger said, “I don’t even know what that means. Okay, I’ll behave. Don’t wrinkle my suit.” He turned to his little group of thugs and said, “Let’s see what’s to eat in this dump.”  He and his friends started to walk away.

Smiling, I said, “Thank you, Walter.”

Walter smiled back and said, “You’re welcome. That guy’s crazy. You’re the prettiest girl here.”

Walter’s girlfriend turned and asked, “Excuse me?”

Walter quickly said, “I didn’t mean prettier than you, honey.”

Frank grinned. “I think Walter is about to get in trouble. Do you see a table we can sit at?”

I looked around and saw the table Angie was at. I pointed. "Yeah. Over there.”

Angie saw us approach. When we got close, she threw out her arms to hug me. “Cindy! You’re gorgeous, girl!” She stepped back to look at me. “You look amazing.”

A guy who was sitting at their table stood up and stepped next to her. Pointing at Frank and me, Angie said, “Thomas, I’d like you to meet Cindy and her boyfriend, Frank. Guys, this is my boyfriend Thomas, who’s usually away at college.”

Thomas shook both our hands. “I agree with Angie. Cindy, you do indeed look amazing. If she’d never told me, I wouldn’t have a clue about your past.”

Angie poked Thomas in the arm. “Are you going to ask me to dance or what?”

Thomas laughed. “Would you like to dance, m’lady?”

Angie grinned, “I think I would like that very much!”

Thomas took her hand and led her off to the dance floor, which was getting crowded. Susie was standing near the DJ. She clicked on the mic and said, “For those of you just getting here, be sure to hold on to your tickets.” She held up a small ticket and continued, “You know, these tickets that say ‘KEEP’ on them? We’re going to have drawings all evening. You must be present to win.”

I asked Frank, “Do you still have our ticket?”

Frank nodded. “In my pocket. Would you like to dance or get something to eat?”

I grinned at Frank. “Let’s dance!”

Frank took my hand and led me to an empty spot on the dance floor. He said, “I have no idea how to dance.”

“Me either,” I admitted. “I guess we’ll have to wing it.”

I watched some of the other girls dancing and started imitating them. Frank started doing something that looked like old videos of the Twist. I don’t think it mattered. Frank took my hands, and we started gyrating around like we knew what we were doing.

I was shocked when I saw Tony dancing with Marilyn. He could actually dance! And so could Marilyn.

After about ten minutes, the DJ announced, “Okay. We’re going to slow things down a bit for all you romantics. You know who you are.”

I was a bit tired and already regretting wearing heels. Frankie and I stopped for a moment and caught our breath, then Frank stepped close to me and took my hand. He put his other hand on my waist. I took my free hand and placed it on his shoulder, and we just started swaying back and forth like you see in the movies.

I put my head down on Frank’s shoulder. “This is nice,” I said.

Frank smiled. “Yes, it is.” He tilted his head against my hair and bent down, and kissed my cheek as we danced. Then he bent down and kissed me on the lips. The salon said I was kiss-proof: I hoped they were right. I loved kissing Frank. He held me closer. “You are so beautiful.”

I felt oh so dreamy as we danced together. I closed my eyes, and it was easy to imagine the world reduced down to just us. And then I heard Tony, “Mind if I cut in?”

Ever the gentleman, Frank said, “Of course.” Tony immediately took his place.

Tony gave me a goofy smile. “Thanks for letting me dance with you, Cindy. I know I’ve been a jerk from the beginning of this. You are amazingly beautiful.”

“Thank you, Tony,” I said as he held me while we danced. “You look nice tonight.” I sniffed at the air. “And you even took a bath.”

Tony chuckled. “Same sense of humor.”

I smiled at Tony. “Marilyn is certainly beautiful as well. You better treat her right.”

Tony nodded. “I love her, Cindy. I think she’s the one.” Thank God he didn’t say that to me.

I looked over at Marilyn and was shocked to see Roger dancing with her. “I think you need to go rescue her.”

He glanced over his shoulder and frowned. “I’m going to kill him. Thanks again for the dance, Cindy. I’d like to get another dance with you tonight.”  He let go of my hand and started hurrying over to Marilyn.

I started to look for Frankie when suddenly a large shape stepped in front of me. As he took my hand, Walter asked, “May I have this dance, Miss Football Sweetheart?”

I smiled up at him. He was taller than me, even with my heels on. I said, “I’d love to.” He grinned like a puppy dog. Do puppy dogs grin? Walter was built like a refrigerator, but he was a surprisingly good dancer.

I saw Roger heading in my direction. I shook my head at him and pointed to Walter. He frowned and went off in another direction.

Another football player tagged Walter, and then I was dancing with a new partner. And then another asked for a dance, and then another player. I thought, I won’t survive if I have to dance with the whole team. It was only five of them. And they were all gentlemen.

Just when I thought I’d get back to dancing with Frankie, Martin stepped up and asked for a dance. “May I have this dance, sweet lady? My lady is busy.” He sighed as he took my hand. He grinned as he said, “I bet no one’s told you this tonight, but Candy, you are totally beautiful. You know, you’d be my second choice if it wasn’t for Susie.”

I laughed. “I’m honored.”

Martin smirked. “You should be!”

I laughed again when Amy tagged Martin and asked me, “May I have this dance?”

I grinned and said, “Why, of course. And you look gorgeous tonight, Amy.”

Amy frowned and asked, “Just tonight, I’m gorgeous? Not other times? Speaking of gorgeous, girl that is one gorgeous dress. Who picked it out for you?”

I smiled at her as I nodded toward her. “You’re a great dress picker, Amy. Thank you!”

Amy grinned. “I picked out Angie’s dress to. I think I’ll go into business.”

After a minute of dancing with Amy, Frank tagged her and took her place. “Now that you’ve danced with everyone here, may I have a dance?”

I said, “Sorry, sir, but I’m beat.”

Frank looked crestfallen and started to let go of my hand.

I quickly tightened my grip on his hand. “I’m joking, Frankie. I’m not tired at all.” I lied. He pulled me close to him.

The DJ said, “All right. This next segment is for all you lovers out there. Guys, show that lady of yours how you feel.” The room lights went down a lot, so it was dark and actually romantic. I put my arms around Frank’s neck as he wrapped both hands around my waist and pulled me close to him.

I looked about and was happy to see Susie and Martin dancing. She towered over him. It was kind of funny. I couldn’t see Angie or Thomas, but Tony and Marilyn were locked in a deep kiss. I was happy for Marilyn, but for the life of me I didn’t know what Tony saw in her.

Frank looked down into my eyes and then lowered his head. Our lips met. I closed my eyes as we kissed. Frank pulled me closer to him. He slid his tongue into my mouth, and I sucked on it. He pressed his lips harder against mine, and I moaned slightly before he pulled away to get a breath. Then he was kissing me again.

Oh my God, I felt his hard-on press into my crotch. I was turning him on. Since we were in a very public place, I resisted the urge to feel him through his pants. They had a spotlight they were highlighting couples with. The light shined into my eyes a few times. They seemed to keep the light on Susie and Martin, probably because she was the homecoming queen.

Finally, all the ballroom lights came on and the DJ said, “I’m going to take a break for about fifteen minutes.”

My feet were killing me as Frank, and I plopped down in our seats alongside Angie and Thomas. Angie slipped her shoes off and rubbed her feet. She looked over at me and said, “Aren’t you just the little dancing machine! I think you danced with every boy here.”

I laughed and said, “I really doubt that. I’m beat.” I took a sip of punch before pulling out my compact and checking my makeup. I said aloud, “I’m surprised my lipstick held up as well as it did.”

Frank leaned over and kissed me. “I had a great time dancing with you.” He held my hand and put his free arm around my shoulder.

Angie giggled. “You two make the cutest couple. You’re perfect for each other.”

I snuggled against Frank. “I have to agree!” I giggled as Frank nibbled my neck.

Frank checked his phone for the time. “Baby, we probably should leave. It’s eleven thirty, so there’s not much time to get you back home.”

Angie and Thomas stood up with us. I was suddenly hit with emotion. Trying to fight tears, I hugged Angie tight. In a quiet voice, I said, “Thank you, Angie. Thank you so much. I never would have had tonight without you.”

Angie hugged me tight. “You’re so welcome, Cindy, but all I did was show you how to wear makeup. You are naturally female. You’re an awesome girl. And you have an awesome guy. You need to hang on to him.”

I smiled at Angie and kissed her. “Oh, I am!” We hugged once more.

Thomas held out his hand to Frank and me. “It was nice to meet you two. I’ll probably see you again at prom.”

Frank held my hand as we left the dance. If he wasn’t holding my hand, I might have drifted up into the clouds, my heart was so light and happy.

I held Frank tightly as we drove home. I'm sure that didn’t make driving easy for him. We kissed at every red light on the way home.

The drive home seemed much too short. Frank helped me exit his car and held my hand as he walked me to my front door. I laid my head on his shoulder and hugged him tight. He held both my hands as I took a step back.

“Frankie. Oh, I had such a wonderful night tonight. It was pure magic.” The night was chilly, but I didn’t notice.

Frank looked down into my eyes. “Tonight was incredible. You were the most beautiful girl at the dance.”

He let go of my hands and reached into his pocket. “Here, I have something for you.” He removed a small black box from his pocket. “This is for you.” He put the box in my hand.

“What is it?” I asked as I held the box.

Frank grinned. “Open it.”

I slowly opened the box. I gasped when I saw what the box held. “Oh Frankie!” I threw my arm around his neck and kissed him. “Oh my God. Frankie! A promise ring?”

Frankie continued to grin. “Put it on. That’s my promise to you, that as long as you’re a girl, you’re the only girl for me.”

I slid the delicate ring onto my ring finger. I was suddenly overcome with emotion. I threw my arms around Frank’s neck again and kissed him. I looked into his eyes and in a breathy voice, I said, “I love you.”

Frank bent his head down to me and just before our lips met, he said, “I love you, Cindy.” He kissed me. I just melted. My legs got weak. We kissed for a long time in the chilled night air.

###


Chapter 14

When I walked into my house, I was surprised to see both Mom and Dad waiting for me. I hoped Dad wasn’t going to yell at me for being a few minutes late. I was carrying my heels because my feet hurt.

Mom stood up and walked over to hug me. She smiled knowingly when she asked, “How was the dance, honey?” I’m sure my now smeared lipstick told the story.

“It was great, Mom. I danced a lot,” I said, feeling tired. “I have to say, I’m beat.”

Nodding, Mom said, “I can imagine! I’m glad you had a good time.”

I grinned. “I did. I think I must have danced with every boy in school.” Dad frowned when I said that.

Mom ruffled my hair. “Go wash your face and get to bed, honey.”

I gave Mom a big hug. I tuned towards Dad and spread my arms wide. He gave me a bear hug.

“Good night, princess,” Dad said as he ruffled my hair. Despite his smile, his eyes looked sad.

#

Trying to reach my cell phone, I knocked it off the nightstand to the floor. I leaned over the edge of the bed to try to grab it from the floor and wound up sliding off the bed and onto the floor. I picked up my phone but continued sitting on the floor. That seemed the safest thing to do at the moment.

“Hi, Angie,” I said into the phone. “Why are you calling so early?”

Angie laughed. “Early? Girl, it’s almost twelve-thirty.” I looked up, and my bedroom windows were filled with light.

“Oh yeah. It is,” I mumbled. “I was really tired last night.”

Angie chuckled, “I think you danced with every boy and all the cheerleaders. I think the only person who didn’t get a dance from you was Roger.”

I frowned. “No way in hell would I dance with that asshole.”

Angie said, “Yeah. None of the cheerleaders would either. Well, except for Marilyn. She didn’t know who he was until Tony told him to get lost.”

“It was nice to finally get to meet your boyfriend,” I said as I leaned against the wall. “He's a cutie and seems really nice.”

Angie laughed. “No argument there. And you’re looking pretty comfortable as a girl.”

I sighed. “Yeah. I can’t deny it. I enjoyed everything about last night. It wouldn’t have been possible as a boy.”

Angie chuckled. “That’s not necessarily true. But I have to say, you’ve become quite a boy magnet.”

I smiled at the phone. “I like boys.”

“Just be careful around boys. I think you’re still a bit naïve about boys,” said Angie seriously. “Your mother has talked to you about boys, hasn’t she?”

“Yeah, but at the time, I really wasn’t interested in boys then. I was just being pestered by Tony.” I frowned at the thought I was going to get another of Angie’s lectures.

Angie sighed. “Well, I’m not going to lecture you about boys. We’ve had this talk before. Just be careful around boys. Even Frank. I think you’re vulnerable around them.”

I laughed. “Give me a break, Angie. I love Frank. I feel safe with him.”

Angie grunted. “That’s when you get in trouble. Are you sure you love Frank? Your only other experience being in a relationship with a boy was with Tony. Between Tony and Frank, it’s very easy to fall in love with Frank.”

“You don’t think I can be in love with Frank?” I asked.

Angie hesitated. “I didn’t say that. You just have to be careful tossing the word ‘love’ around. What does that mean to you? Is it just about his kisses? Do you want sex? Do you want to marry him? Love means different things. I love my car, but I don’t want a relationship with it. And what happens when you return to being Jason?”

“What if I don’t want to go back to being Jason?” I asked in a quiet voice.

“There are those who have gotten your sentence who do decide to remain female. They get the surgery and all that. They’ve already put in a year as a female. Is that what you want? Don’t let your current infatuation with a boy lead you into a lifetime decision.”

“I like being a girl.”

In a very serious voice, Angie said, “And you’re very successful at being a girl. But you have so much more to learn. I hope you’re not making a decision now. You have a lot of time. And it’s something to discuss with your parents. I’m sure they’re expecting Jason to make his triumphant return in August.”

I said earnestly, “I love Frank with all my heart. I can’t imagine being with anyone else.”

Angie chuckled. “I felt the same way with my last twenty boyfriends. Enjoy your time with Frank, but don’t be in a hurry to decide he’s the one.”

#

“Hey Frank!” I said over my phone.

“Hey, babe!” greeted Frank. “How’s my honey?”

I giggled. “I’m still worn out from last night.”

Laughing, Frank said, “Yeah, me too. I really had a great time, though. Maybe we should go out dancing more often? Maybe less formal, though.”

I grinned into the phone. “I’d love to, baby. Just ask.”

Frank asked, “Are you busy next Friday?”

“Not yet,” I teased.

“How about I pick you up Friday at six thirty?” invited Frank.

“Sounds great!” I exclaimed. “But where is there to dance for teens?”

Sounding incredulous, Frank asked, “Are you saying you’ve never been to Skinny’s?” Skinny’s was a teen hangout with a dance floor, burger joint and game room catering mostly to high school kids.

It took me a moment, then I said, “Oh yeah. I’ve been there once. I took a girl there on a date… I mean, yeah. I went there once during my freshman year.” I hesitated a moment, then said, “Sorry.”

Frank said, “It’s okay, Cindy. I know you haven’t always been a girl. You’re such a beautiful girl, though, it’s easy to forget.” I’m so freakin’ stupid. Why did I have to remind him I used to be a boy?

Trying to cover up my mistake, I said, “Anyway, it sounds great. I’d love to go there.”

“Okay. Let’s plan on doing that. Well, I need to go. See you at school tomorrow.”

I said, “Good night my love.”

#

School had quickly settled down after the events of homecoming.  I was getting through all my classes. I was even learning Calculus. I actually had a C average. Not great, but better than what I was expecting. I offered to wash Mr. Dobson’s car for extra credit. He was not amused.

As I passed through the always crowded C hall, I heard someone call my name. I didn’t recognize the voice and was afraid of another trick from Roger. I turned around and saw a girl I didn’t recognize approach me.

“Cindy! Hey. I want to talk to you for a minute,” said the girl.

As she got closer, I suddenly recognized her. “Nick? Nick is that you?”

She smiled nervously as she stood in front of me. “Please call me Nikki. Yes, I took the girl ruling.” This new girl was taller than me and, surprisingly, actually kind of pretty.

“Nick… Nikki. This is a shock. I thought for sure you’d take prison,” I said, staring at Nikki in disbelief. Never in a million years would I have expected to see Nick as a girl.

Frowning, Nikki said, “The judge actually gave me a choice: three years as a girl, or fifteen years in prison. I was going to be a man and take the prison, but Karl told me to avoid jail any way I could. Did you know he’s being raped several times a week by bigger inmates?”

Stunned at the admission, I said, “I had no idea. But being a girl is probably a better choice. At least you’re not locked up. And Nikki, you look good. I’m serious.”

Nikki smiled and said softly, “Thank you. I’ve been two weeks on a much stronger regimen of hormones and whatever else to feminize me. The court finally felt it was safe to reintegrate me back into society. It’s not being announced, but I thought I’d tell you. I wanted to apologize from my heart about what I did to you. We’re the same down there now.” She pointed at her crotch.

From across the hall came Roger’s shrill voice, “Nick! What the hell?” He came running up to us.

“Please call me Nikki,” said Nikki to Roger.

Looking like he’d seen a ghost, Roger shouted, “What the fuck, man? Why are you dressed like that?”

I said, “She’s a girl, Roger. You need to respect that.”

Roger shook his head almost violently. “No way in hell is Nick a girl! This is a joke, right Nick? Quit goofing around.”

Frowning, Nikki said, “Roger, stop calling me Nick. You’ll get me in trouble. I’m officially a girl. I’ve been re-enrolled back in school as female.”

Still looking horrified, Roger said, “Really? You’re a bitch now? You don’t have a dick? This is terrible!”

Nikki turned to me and said, “At first it was terrible. Having to wear makeup and skirts… I was humiliated. I thought nothing could be worse. But after a week with a mentor and heavy doses of girl juice, I’ve come to accept it.

“The bad part for me is that, while my mentor told me the law hasn’t been around long enough to get solid trends, most experts are certain that sentences like mine result in permanent feminization. I’m going to be a woman for the rest of my life.”

Roger actually had tears in his eyes. “This can’t be happening! How could you let them do this to you? Oh, Nick, Nick, Nick. First, I get kicked off the team, and now my best friend is a girl! What a terrible, no good, very bad day!”

“We’re all about to be late for class. But you know what you should do, Roger?” I asked as I started to step away. “Ask Nikki out on a date. She gets to check a box, and it might teach you something. You look good, Nikki.” I then turned and hurried to my next class.

I was still feeling shocked at seeing Nick… now Nikki. The feminization process must be really ramped up for her as she actually is kind of pretty already. I wonder if it's true that she’s now permanently female. What does that mean for me?

#

Angie slapped the tabletop and belly laughed. “Seriously? For reals? That’s sweet! The biggest misogynist in school, well, except for Karl and Tony, is now a girl? That’s hilarious!”

I folded my arms and looked sternly at Angie. “Was it hilarious when it happened to me?”

Angie shook her head. “You did nothing wrong. Nick was right in there helping Karl. He so deserves it.”

Amy was grinning at the news. “Do you think it’s true, though? That he… she’s a girl for the rest of her life?”

Angie suddenly looked serious. “God, I hope not. He needs to return to being male to feel the shame of what he did.”

Frowning deeper, I said, “So I should feel shame for being a girl? I don’t understand you.”

Angie actually looked horrified, “Dear, sweet Cindy, no! Of course not. You’ve become a sweet, beautiful girl. But Nikki really should return to being Nick to drive home the terrible things he did to me. And you! And every girl he’s molested. I don’t wish rape on anyone, but now that fear is going to be at the back of her mind whenever she’s around those hoodlums you used to call friends.”

I said, “Your attitude just kinda surprises me.”

Angie took my hand and held it. “Cindy, I hope to God you never have to experience being forced down on your back and stripped naked. You were there. You saw it. I hate to think how far Karl would have gone if those teachers hadn’t shown up…” Her voice trailed away. The normally strong Angie suddenly looked small and vulnerable.

I held her hand more tightly. “I tried, Angie. I tried to stop him.” I suddenly had tears in my eyes.

Angie nodded. “I know you did.”

Amy reached over and touched Angie’s arm. “Speak of the devil.”

We looked up to see Nikki and Roger step up to our lunch table. They were holding hands.

Angie leaned back and smirked. “Well, well, Nikki. I heard you joined the club. You’ll pardon me if I don’t give you a hug.”

Nikki hung her head and said, “I can’t expect your forgiveness. Accept it or not, I wanted to give you my deepest, most heartfelt apology. I know becoming a girl doesn’t change what I did…”

Angie suddenly jumped up, knocking her chair backwards to the floor. She pointed an angry finger at Nikki and shouted, “You’re damned right, bitch! It changes nothing about what you did to me!

“But next time you’re with your buddies who are all now bigger and stronger than you, maybe you can think about how much fear you’ll feel when one of them decides to feel you up or see what your tits look like or anything else you decided would be fun to do to a girl.” She suddenly turned and ran crying from the cafeteria.

Roger said, “What a bitch.”

Nikki scowled at Roger. “Shut up, you moron. I don’t know why you’re not feminized too. Let’s go.”  Nikki turned and led Roger away from our table and out the door.

#

“How do I look, Mom?” I asked as I entered the kitchen.

Mom smiled at me and said, “Adorable, honey. That’s a very cute outfit.”

I was expecting Frank any minute to pick me up for our date to Skinny’s. I bought, well, okay, Dad bought, this cute pink party dress just for the occasion. Believe it or not, I really don’t have enough dresses yet. He grumbled, but he also got the matching purse and heels. I already had the cute earrings.

I grinned back at her. “Thanks, Mom. I love wearing it.”

The doorbell rang. “He’s here!” I exclaimed.  “See ya, Mom!”

Mom hugged me and said, “Have a good time, sweetheart.”

I excitedly opened the door and started to hug Frank when I stopped in my tracks. “Oh. Hey Daddy.” I said glumly.

Dad frowned at me. “Gee, thanks, princess. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone go from excitement to disappointment so quickly.”

I sighed. “Sorry, Daddy. It’s just that I was expecting…”

Dad stepped aside to reveal Frank standing behind him. “Frank, perhaps?”

I grinned and said, “Daddy, you’re a meanie.” I’m not sure when exactly I picked up speaking like a child, but Dad ate it up.

Frank smiled and asked, “Are you ready to go… princess?”

I folded my arms and scolded, “Only Daddy is allowed to call me that! And yes, I’m ready!” I stepped through the door. I heard Dad chuckle.

As he took my hand, Frankie said, “You look great! Is that a new dress?”

I tugged on the material and said, “What? This old thing?” Dad rolled his eyes.

Dad said, “Remember to have her back by eleven. You kids have a good time.”

Frank nodded. “Yes, Mr. G. I’ll get her back on time and in one piece.”

I frowned at Dad. “I got midnight last week! When do I get midnight every time?”

Dad folded his arms and asked, “When do you turn thirty?”

Frank chuckled.

I said, “Don’t laugh. Daddy isn’t kidding.”

Frank asked, “Are we still planning to elope tonight?”

Dad’s expression dropped to a frown. “Excuse me?”

I exclaimed, “He’s joking, Daddy. Just like you. Let’s go, Frankie!”

Frank laughed as he tugged on my hand. “Are you packed?”

We quickly climbed into his car.

When we got to Skinny’s, it was already getting crowded. I recognized about half the kids there. I had wondered if Tony would be there, but then I remembered he had an out-of-town game. The results of the game would determine if our school went to the playoffs or not. Tony was acting like all the weight was on him.

After we got inside, Frank asked, “Eat first or dance?”

I grinned at him. “Let’s dance first.” Until last week, I’d never really danced in my life. Now I loved it. Honestly, we still didn’t know what we were doing. Mom suggested dance lessons: that’s not a bad idea.

Instead of a DJ, Skinny’s hires a local band. They’re actually pretty good. They play everything from the latest tunes to ultra-oldies like Pink Floyd. After the first dance, the band played a slow song. I had to admit, I preferred the slow songs. Frank held me close and then kissed me. They played one more slow song and then Frank suggested we get something to eat.

Our choices were a cheeseburger or pizza. Frank bought us a pizza, then we found a table to sit down. I looked around for any friends. Angie or Amy would be away for the same reason Tony was.

Frank pointed at the door. “Check that out.”

I looked up and was shocked to see Nikki in a short dress and heels being escorted in by Roger.

I squealed, “Oh my God! I can’t believe it! Roger is taking Nikki out on a date!”

Frank shook his head. “They deserve each other. Shouldn’t Roger be at the game?”

“I thought I told you,” I said before taking another bite of pizza. “He was finally kicked off the team. The coach had had enough. It’s his own fault.”

Frank looked at the table. “Don’t look now, but they’re coming over here.”

Nikki walked up to our table and grinned. “Hey, guys. Mind if we sit here a minute? Just for a minute.”

I pointed at a seat. “Since you’re here, you might as well sit.”

Nikki and Roger were holding hands.

Nikki said, “I just wanted to say thanks, Cindy. For suggesting Roger ask me out.”

Roger actually smiled at me. He said, “Yeah. I asked her out to eat on Wednesday. She said yes, and we had a great time."

Nikki said, “I can see why you like being a girl so much.”

Roger kissed Nikki on the cheek. “I’ve just been dating the wrong girls.” If I see much more of Nikki and Roger’s affection, I might throw up.

Roger said, “Come on, baby. Let’s go dance.”

Nikki said, “Sure thing, honey. Hey. Catch you guys later.”

They both stood up and scampered out onto the dance floor.

Frank shook his head. “If I hadn’t seen it for myself, I would never have believed it. You’ve taken it. Do they put anything besides estrogen in that girl juice?”

I said, “Actually, I think it’s some kind of hormone cocktail. But it’s obvious that Nikki is getting a triple dose or something. Look! They’re kissing.”

Frank sounded disgusted. “After everything he’s said and done to you -- and to me as well -- to see him do this one-eighty is bizarre.”

I chuckled. “That looks like they’re in love.  She’s only been back in school a few days. They must have drugged up Roger as well.”

Frank laughed. “Roger may have just popped a cork seeing his macho best friend as a rather pretty girl. If you ask me, Nick is getting off easy.”

I nodded. “Especially when you consider how things are going for that piece of shit Karl.”

When we finished our pizza, Frank asked, “Ready to dance some more?”

I grinned. “You bet! Oh hey. Before I forget, I have a question.”

Frank nodded. “Ask away.”

I was really nervous to ask Frank this question. I said, “You know Thanksgiving is coming up next month. I would like to invite you and your mother to our house for Thanksgiving dinner. Mom said it was okay.”

Frank leaned back and looked surprised. “Wow, Cindy. Are you sure? I think that would be great. I’ll have to ask Mom. Since Dad died, she’s not real social.”

I grinned broadly. “We’d love to have you guys over. Even Daddy considers you family. Kinda. Maybe.”

Frank laughed. “Well, especially since we eloped tonight!”

I frowned. “I don’t think you should say that joke again. I don’t think Daddy was too amused.”

A girl from my Calculus class was walking by and gasped. “You’ve eloped? For reals? With Mr. Dobson?”

I waved my hands back and forth and said quickly, “No! No! Not Mr. Dobson!” I pointed at Frank. “This guy. But hey, no. I’m not eloping with anyone. We were teasing my Dad about that.”

The girl said, “Dads don’t like that kind of joking around.”

I sighed. “No, they don’t.”

Frank said, “Anyway. I’ll talk to Mom about that. I’m sure she’ll say yes.”

We danced for a few more hours before we both got tired and started to leave. As we started for the door, Nikki and Roger walked over to us.

Looking incredulous, Roger seriously asked, “You’re eloping with Mr. Dobson? The Calculus teacher? For reals?”

Grinning, Nikki asked, “May I have Frank?”

I frowned and exclaimed, “No, you may not! Nobody is eloping! Stop spreading that rumor!”

Frank laughed.

###


Chapter 15

Between that Friday and Thanksgiving Day was a whirlwind of activity.

That Monday, Dad locked all our suitcases in the garage. Mr. Dobson met me at the start of class holding a suitcase and asked if I was ready. Talk about embarrassed. He just chuckled and walked away. Tony got the school through two more playoffs until the streak finally ended. Nikki said that if she’d still been on the team, we would have made state, but she didn’t blame me. Skinny’s was now Frank and my favorite place to go to.

#

I peeked out from under my covers and glared at my room. It was only seven thirty. What the hell was I doing awake so early on Thanksgiving Day morning? We’d been out of school all week and I’d managed to sleep in until nine almost every morning. But it was a special day, and not just because of the turkey. Frankie and his mother were going to be our guests for dinner. Dad still had the suitcases locked away.

I tried to close my eyes and go back to sleep, but I couldn’t. I was just too awake. I sighed and pulled my covers back and slid my legs off the bed. Mom had gotten me these very cute pink footie jammies. They were so warm and comfy. The downside was that I had to practically take it all off just to go pee, and that got kinda chilly.

I stood up and padded over to the window. It had started to snow last night, and apparently, it had snowed all night. The backyard was covered in thick snow. It was just beautiful.

Since it had been cold a lot lately, I’d been wearing pants mostly, so I had neglected shaving, and that morning I felt like a sasquatch. I had laid out a sweater dress for the day, so I definitely needed to do some deforesting.

I walked out to the living room. Dad was at the kitchen table drinking his morning cup of coffee. He didn’t have to go to work, so I was surprised to see him up. He was reading that morning’s news on his device but looked up when I came in. “Good morning, princess.”

I looked out the kitchen window. “Morning, Daddy. It snowed last night.”

He smiled at me. “That it did. I was just thinking about what goes with a snowy morning and a hot cup of coffee?”

I gave Dad a wry grin. “Gee, Daddy. I have no idea.”

Dad gestured in front of him. “I think some scrambled eggs and bacon would be just perfect.”

I sat at the kitchen table. “That does sound good. I believe everything you need is right there in the fridge. Knock yourself out.”

Dad shook his head. “I’m so beat from working all week I don’t think I can move from this chair, while a certain young daughter slept all week and is sure to have boundless energy this morning.”

I sighed and rested my head on my hand and looked over at Dad. “Daddy, would you like for me to make you breakfast this morning?”

Dad lowered the device he was reading and smiled wistfully. “Oh honey, would you? That would be great. And you’re such a wonderful cook.”

As I slid off my chair I said, “I’d be happy to, Daddy.”

As I padded over to the fridge, Mom entered the kitchen. She growled, “Mornin’,” then walked over and gave Dad a small peck.

Dad said to Mom. “Have a seat, dear. Our lovely, wonderful daughter is going to make us breakfast. Isn’t that nice of her?”

Mom smiled a sleepy smile. “That is wonderful. And she’s such a great cook, too.”

I waved a spatula in the air and said, “Okay, guys. You can knock it off now. I’m doing it. Sheesh. Should I invite the neighbors?”

Dad looked thoughtful for a moment. “That’s a great idea, princess.”

I opened the fridge door and looked inside. “I don’t think we have enough for the neighbors.”

Dad seemed surprised that I actually starting scrambled eggs and bacon. Mom just smiled at me. Despite it being easy to do, a year earlier, Jason couldn’t make scrambled eggs to save his life. I actually enjoyed making breakfast.

We ate mostly in silence. I guess Dad enjoyed it; he just wolfed it down. As he pushed his plate away, he said, “That was great, honey.”

I just smiled and said, “Thank you, Daddy.” He got up and wandered off to the garage.

I picked up our plates, and Mom helped me wash them. As I dried the platter, I served the eggs and bacon on, I asked, “Is this all I have to look forward to, Mom? Making meals my man doesn’t really appreciate and washing clothes and dishes?”

Mom raised her eyebrow. “Your man? Do you have a wedding planned you’re not telling us about? And come August, you’re done with all this being a woman stuff. Though, men still need to wash clothes and dishes.”

I felt my face turn red. “No. No weddings planned. Not right now anyway,” I admitted. I paused a moment. “What happens if I decide to stay a girl? I mean, right now, I enjoy being a girl. Dating boys, hanging out with friends, going to dances and stuff. What if I become a woman and say, marry Frank. What else is there to look forward to?”

Mom grinned at me. “That’s a big question for a little girl. Life is what you make of it, honey. Some things are fun, and some are chores. If you get married, you take on responsibilities. Your husband should share those. It’s not all drudge work.

“Your father and I both work with satisfying careers. And at home, your father does things around the house like replace the toilet and keep the car running, and I manage things around the house like laundry and cooking. We’re not incapable of doing each other’s tasks. This is just how we came to share the load. And we both take great satisfaction in raising a wonderful daughter. Or son.”

Pressing on the point of me remaining female, I said, “Let’s just say I continue as a woman and marry Frank, or some other man. While dating is fun, I don’t see you and Dad doing a lot of fun stuff.”

Mom hugged me as I finished drying the dishes. “Fun changes as you get older. You don’t really play with your dolls anymore…”

Interrupting, I said, “I never played with dolls, Mom. But you know, every girl I know has a Barbie. But me.”

Mom frowned at being interrupted. She continued, “Fun is always changing. Like when your father and I were first married, every weekend, we’d get on our choppers and go terrorize the citizens of neighboring small towns. Now we play cards with the Johnsons.”

My eyes got wide. I said, “Oh. That’s not true!  Is it?”

Mom just looked at me and said, “Of course, honey. You know we get together once a month with the Johnsons for an action-packed card game.”

I exclaimed, “No, no! I mean about the choppers and terrorizing and … and . . . .”

Mom just smiled and shrugged. Without another word, she joined Dad out in the garage.

#

I sat there in front of my vanity mirror, just staring at myself. Frank and his mom would be here in about two hours, and I haven’t even started putting on my makeup. I had showered that morning and shaved everywhere. As I finally started to apply foundation, I thought how I had to impress Frank’s mother. I’d met her in greeting a couple times, but now I was feeling like I needed to prove I was good enough for her son.

I was going to wear a short, black and gray sweater dress, black hose and high heel boots. I thought I looked nice in it. I couldn’t help but think back to the last Thanksgiving, when I wore a t-shirt with holes in it and sweatpants. Jason would have scoffed at the notion of dressing nice for Thanksgiving dinner, even with a guest over. But now, my makeup had to be perfect, my dress had to be perfect, my nails had to be perfect and on and on. Jason had things easy.

I walked into the kitchen to ask Mom how I looked. She’d fired up the oven a half hour before, and Dad had just helped Mom slide the turkey into the oven. They didn’t see me standing there. Mom closed the oven door and then slid her arms around Dad’s neck, and he bent his head towards her, and they kissed. It was a long, loving kiss.

I stepped back out of the kitchen. It’s obvious they still love each other. I smirked as I wondered if it was too cold outside to get the choppers out and go terrorize some small town.

Mom said something I couldn’t hear, so I took that as a cue to enter the kitchen. I said, “Hey, Mom. Is this outfit, okay?”

Mom grinned. “That dress is super cute, honey. You look gorgeous.” She glanced up at the clock on the wall and suddenly looked worried. “Oh my gosh. Look at the time. Honey, can you keep an eye on these for me so they don’t boil over? I need to go put my makeup on.” She hurried out of the kitchen.

Dad snacked on a stalk of celery that Mom had been cutting. Shocked, I looked at Dad standing there wearing a grimy t-shirt with a big slit across his tummy, and it was obvious he’d used the shirt to wipe oil from the dipstick over the years.

I said, “Daddy! Are you going to at least change your shirt?”

He looked down his front and asked, “Why? Is there something wrong?”

I pointed at his shirt and exclaimed, “Frank and his mother are going to be here soon!”

He picked up another stalk of celery and said, “Oh! In that case, I should add a tie to this shirt. Which would be best? The red tie or the blue tie?”

I almost screamed. “I hope you’re joking!”

Dad laughed. “Of course, I’m joking, baby-duck. I don’t even own a red tie.”

I exclaimed, “Daddy!”

Dad chuckled. “Calm down, princess. I’m going to go change right now.” He grabbed another stalk of celery and headed for his and Mom’s room. I heard something sizzle and looked to see the pot of corn boiling over.

#

The doorbell rang. I froze. “Oh my God, they’re here!” I looked around. Mom was just coming back into the kitchen. She was wearing a beautiful and colorful satin blouse. She was also wearing a bright red lipstick that I just can’t ever seem to get away with wearing. I said, “Mom! You look great!” I looked over at Dad putting the TV on some pre-game show. I said, “Dad. Can you act normal?”

Dad turned from the TV. “I think I’ve been insulted.”

Mom walked into the kitchen and asked, “Honey, are you going to answer the door?” She looked down at the counter and in a low voice asked, “What happened to all the celery?”

I took a deep breath and opened the door. On the porch stood Frankie and his mom, smiling. Behind them, the snow was coming down thick and fast.

I gave them both a big smile and said, “Hello, Ms. Avalon! Hey, Frankie. Thank you so much for coming. Please! Come in. Don’t stand out in the snow.” Frankie gave me a hug when he entered.

Mom and Dad walked up and I turned to gesture towards Mom. “Ms. Avalon, this is my Mom.”

Ms. Avalon said, “Very pleased to meet you, Mrs. Garland.”

Mom smiled and said, “Please. Call me Diane.”

Frank’s mom grinned and said, “Diane. I also answer to Annette.”

I then turned towards Dad and said, “And this is… um, this is…” Oh geeze. I’m suddenly missing gears.

Dad laughed and said, “Her father. You can call me George.”

Annette giggled and said, “Pleasure to meet you, George.”

Mom gestured towards the couch and said, “Make yourself at home. Would you like coffee or tea?”

Annette grinned. “Could you use some help in the kitchen? Something smells really good.”

Mom said, “Oh, please sit and be comfortable. Cindy can help me in the kitchen.”

Annette said, “Oh, I’m sure she’d much rather sit with Frank on the couch. I don’t mind helping at all.”

I looked hesitantly at Mom. She really doesn’t like others in her kitchen.

Mom smiled and said, “Well, I certainly appreciate the help. Kids, go ahead and watch TV with Dad.”

I asked Frank, “Would you like a Coke?”

Frank said, “Sure! Do you have Dr. Pepper?”

I giggled and said, “Silly boy.”

As I grabbed a couple of soda cans from the fridge, Annette said to me. “Oh, I love your dress!” She turned towards Mom and said, “You have such a lovely daughter.” I couldn’t help but smile.

We sat down on the couch next to Dad. He turned to Frank and said, “It’s supposed to be a good game today.”

Frank nodded. “That’s what I’ve heard.” Frankie and Dad both root for the same team, so hopefully, there won’t be any fistfights.

We watched TV for a little over an hour. I was bored out of my mind. I had looked forward to helping Mom in the kitchen, but at least I did get to sit close to Frank.

Finally, Mom said, “George, would you like to help me with the turkey?”

Dad pulled the turkey out of the oven and placed it on the same platter I’d put our breakfast on that morning. He set it on the table. With a flourish, he began to carve off slices. I did help with setting the other dishes on the table.

Frankie said, “Everything looks wonderful, Mrs. G.”

I beamed at Mom. “It sure does. You’ve outdone yourself, Mom!” I sat down next to Frank.

After everyone was settled, Mom said, “Annette, would like to say grace?”

Annette nodded and smiled. She closed her eyes and took Frank’s hand and Mom’s hand. In turn, we all held hands. She said, “Dear Lord, we are thankful for the blessings of this day, the blessings of this wonderful meal, the blessings of good friends to share, the blessings of a good home and the blessings of our children. In God’s name, amen.”

Dad said, “Let’s eat!”

We started passing plates and bowls around. Much of the conversation centered on asking Annette questions about her life, since we knew almost nothing about her, and a lot of questions about school. Annette surprised me by asking me if I had any thoughts about starting a family after I was done with college. Not sure how to answer, I said that I’d love to have kids and a family. Maybe we could rent? But in her mind, Frank and I were all but married.

After the meal, we were all pretty much stuffed. Dad started watching another football game. Mom started telling Annette about her sewing. Frank and I grabbed a blanket and went out to the porch, and sat on the swing. It was starting to grow dark, and for a while, we just sat quietly on the swing and listened to the snow hitting the ground.

Frankie started playing with my hair. He said, “Dinner was great. Your mother is a great cook.”

I snuggled into Frankie as he pulled me close. “Yes, she is. I’m trying to learn as much as I can from her.”

Frank nodded. He looked down at me and said, “Cindy, you’re a very beautiful girl.”

I looked up at his eyes and smiled. He bent down, parted his lips, and then his lips touched mine. The touch of his soft lips was like heaven. I pushed more into his lips and closed my eyes. He held the back of my head, and we kissed for a very long time. I held him close. I never wanted to let him go. We snuggled, and I kissed him again.

As we kissed, I knew that at that exact moment, Jason was gone forever. I didn’t even feel sad. I just wanted Frank to hold me and kiss me. As the day began to fade around us, I said, “I love you, Frank. I love you with all my heart.”

Frank smiled at me and brushed my hair out of my eyes. He said, “I love you, Cindy. I love you more than anything.” He gave me a long, passionate kiss.

###

The End


Epilogue

Cindy Garland gets very intimate with Frank at Prom night.

Cindy announces she’s remaining female. Her father cries.

Cindy graduates from college with a business degree.

Frank graduates from college with a degree in business management.

Cindy and Frank wed.

Cindy Avalon joins her aunt’s business and begins successfully selling her own line of cosmetics on QVC.

Frank becomes a partner in Cindy’s aunt’s business.

Cindy becomes a candidate for female reproduction construction surgery. Using new tech, and her own stem cells, a vagina and uterus is grown in a lab and then transplanted to her body.

Cindy and Frank have three children: Francis Junior, Anthony and Angela.

Tony Saucedo marries Marilyn after graduating high school.

They have two children, Anthony Junior and Angela.

Tony and Marilyn start a nation-wide chain of gyms and health spas.

Angela graduates from college with a degree in physical education. She gets job at the high school as a girl’s PE and Cheerleading coach.

Angela comes out as lesbian and marries Amy.

Martin and Susie wed after high school.  Susie becomes a successful fashion model. Martin directs porn movies produced in Brazil.

Nikki Santori announces she’s remaining female despite only being six months into sentence and receives gender affirming surgery.

Nikki Santori loses her virginity during a “conjugal” visit with Karl in prison.

Karl is released from prison.

Nikki and Karl wed.

Karl returns to prison after fraud conviction.

Nikki hosts a successful podcast called Wives of Men in Prison.

Roger drops out of high school before the end of senior year.

Roger joins the army.

Roger is declared MIA during the war with the Sino-Canuck Alliance in 2042, presumed dead.

-Update-

Roger is discovered living with a Chinese prostitute in Manitoba, Canada, and charged with desertion.

Roger was last seen along the borders of Cambodia and Laos.

Diane and George Garland retire to The Villages in Florida. They each buy Harleys.
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And now, a very special preview of another great book coming soon from DopplerPress:

Butterscotch

By Joyce Melton


Chapter 1: Yardwork

I always hated yard work. Sweaty all over, itching from grass clippings getting inside your clothes, working outside in hot weather or cold—what’s to like? I’m a ginger, so the day I went over to mow Dr. Herlihy’s huge lawn, I wore long pants and long sleeves, sunscreen, gloves, and a wide hat. The forecast for late June in the Hollywood Hills topped out at seventy-eight because of lingering June gloom.

I wouldn’t smother in the heat—save that for July and August—but the worst thing about the outfit I put together had to be the hat. My own baseball caps wouldn’t cut it, not enough neck or ear protection. Collar-length red hair (I hadn’t had a haircut since school pictures in October) would not stop the burning sun. But the hat!

One of Mom’s, of course, a wide-brimmed, paper-straw yellow confection with lace and a pink ribbon, it sat on my head that morning and mocked me. I had debated tearing off the ribbon and lace, but I couldn’t mutilate Mom’s hat. I’d just have to put up with it and hope none of my ruder friends saw me wearing it.

But a lot of them were out of the area for the summer, anyway. Off on vacations or making trips to college campuses.

Me and a few of the other stay-behinds would be gaming at Marty Busch’s later. I looked forward to it. We had a long-running role-playing game going and my main character, Eleanor of Caledonia, was going to be leveling up soon and eligible to claim her family title of Countess of Skye.

We were all nerds in the group, friends in high school, and already some of us had left the group to go to college. This might be the last summer enough of us could gather every week to game, eat nachos and make excuses for our inability to get dates.

I planned to attend junior college in the fall, probably LA City College, the main campus of which was less than two miles from home. It was straight down Vermont Avenue, which was only a block from my house and had a bus stop right there and a subway stop too. Yeah, LA has a subway.

Tuition was cheap, about $1000 a semester, Mom said she could afford that with help from my dad. I’d probably still have to have a job like lawn care or flipping burgers, but I could live with my mom to save money. It was so close, I could take the Metro, get a bus, ride a bike or even walk. I didn’t have  a car or even a license but living in central LA meant I didn’t really need one.

The only thing about going to college was, I had no idea what I wanted to study. Certainly not lawn care. I paused in the shade of a cypress hedge and wiped sweat off my brow. I took the hat off to let my head cool a bit, then put the silly frou-frou thing back on.

Something clued me in that I was being watched. I scanned my surroundings and spotted a white Mercedes convertible cruising slowly down the street with a blonde in big sunglasses looking right at me. (Well, with the glasses, it was hard to tell what she was looking at, but she faced me directly.)

I debated waving, and ended up making some vague gesture with my hand. She immediately sped up and looked away. Nice car, I thought. Nice looking girl, too. Probably way out of my league. It was good that I had scared her off. Right. I went back to running an edger around the bricked-in bases of the podocarpus trees.

Ms Mercedes had been heading up the hill, toward where the real mansions could be found. Up where people had full-time gardeners, or contracted gardening services—not just some kid hired out of high school because his mom worked in their office.

I sighed and fantasized briefly that the blonde would come back and offer to take me somewhere for a nice cold drink. I’d like to get a better look at her, but I wasn’t sure I didn’t want the cold drink more.

Ten minutes later, while bagging some of the lawn waste, I looked up again. And there she was, about forty feet away on the sidewalk. Blonde hair fell around her shoulders in waves. Her big sunglasses hid her eyes, but her lips were red, and sparkling hoops hung from her ears. Flat multicolored stones made a necklace. Her blouse was simple, sleeveless, and bright yellow, like her hair.

Her waist was trim, and her arms bare except for a bracelet on her left wrist that matched her necklace. She wore pale blue shorts that somehow reminded me of an old movie. Her shoes were white leather but flat-heeled, and she had a clutch purse—also white leather—in one hand.

She put one hand up to shade her eyes and called out to me. “Are you—,” she began, but changed her mind. Instead, she asked, “What’s your name?”

I was really beginning to regret wearing Mom’s hat. Maybe she thought I was a girl. How embarrassing. I answered, “Davey,” and then wanted to just shoot myself. Why hadn’t I said Dave or David? Davey was some kid’s name. Okay, I’m not very tall—in fact, this girl wearing flats was at least a couple inches taller, but I was nearly eighteen, a grown man.

She smiled at me, and I smiled back. “You’re out of high school, aren’t you?”

I still smiled, nodding. “Sure,” I said. I’d graduated in early June.

“You’re not one of Dr. Herlihy’s kids or—or grandkids, are you?” She glanced up at the doctor’s house then back to me.

“Uh, no,” I said. “My mom works in his office down on Wilshire.”

She nodded. “I see.” She peered at me closely. “Your freckles are the color of butterscotch,” she said.

Well, I knew that. Some wit or half-wit in the school annual staff had put down ‘Butterscotch’ for my school nickname, but none of my friends called me that. They would certainly have shortened it to Butt, so thank God for small favors that it hadn’t occurred to them.

“How much longer before you’re done?” She waved vaguely at the lawn, moving closer.

Huh? Why would she want to know? I squinted, judging how much work remained. “Maybe an hour, half-hour? I’ll be done by eleven at the latest.” It’s always good to get an early start on this kind of outside work in the summer.

She came up close enough to stick out her hand. “I’m Marjorie, Marjorie Lords—not the actress.” She showed dimples and perfect teeth.

The actress reference went over my head, but I stuck out my hand and she shook it firmly. “I’m -uh- Davey Kissee.” Davey again, ow!

“Kissy?” she asked.

“Uh- no, it’s ki-ZEE.”

“Oh.” She showed her dimples again. “Kissee, the one who has been kissed.” She said it kiss-EE.

“Uh?” I didn’t want to correct her a second time.

She stepped still closer and kissed me. On the cheek, but still. I almost fainted.

She pointed at herself. “Kisser.” Then at me. “Kissee.” She laughed, a musical gurgle that sounded so sexy.

“That’s…” I wanted to say, that’s not what it means, it’s a place in Scotland, but I found myself grinning stupidly.

She turned and walked away, heading toward her car, which I now saw was parked at the curb. “I’ll be back in an hour,” she called to me. “You can go out with me for a bite to eat then, can’t you?”

“Uh-yeah!” I agreed. I watched her get in her car, wave at me, and drive away. I waved back, just a little late.

“Wow,” I said. A tall, beautiful woman who was probably several years older than me had just asked me for a date. After kissing me and making a joke. “Wow?” I repeated. It was hard not to question my luck.

Then I got busy, determined to finish the yard work before Marjorie showed back up. I was done in less than half an hour, ending up by piling bags of refuse into the correct dumpster. Now that I had the time, I dug my phone out of my pocket and texted Marty Busch.

dude i don’t think i’m making it to game tonite

wassup?

got a date

liar roflmao

dude this older chick asked me out

now I know youre lying

truth

no, whats really happening

i got a date

with a real person

yes damit

wtf dude — davey we need your cleric

you can play her for me

aw shit u serious

please

….

i got a date man

ok ok

thx

your characters are always chicks - you sure youre dating a chick tonite

f u

lolz

l8r

Canceling going to our regular Thursday night game could be premature. Marjorie might not be planning more than just sharing a Coke, but if things developed the way I hoped, I wouldn’t have time to beg off later.

And since Mom knew—or thought—that I’d be heading directly to Marty’s after the yard work, she wouldn’t be expecting me home until late. Besides, I recalled her saying something about her and her girlfriends catching some movie in Westwood.

Maybe I should run home and ditch this stupid hat, I asked myself. We lived four blocks south and twice that many west, almost due south of Griffith Park. Too far, those were long blocks, the round trip might be more than half an hour, and if Marjorie came to pick me up while I was gone, I might miss her.

Why did she ask me out? Had that really happened? I’m not ugly or anything but face it, I’m a short, skinny gamer geek just out of high school. She must be six or seven years older, way richer—she drives a Mercedes—and she’s hot. I’m not, and I know it.

After collecting my pay from the housekeeper, I stopped in the laundry room to take off my shirt and shake grass out of it, and my hair. I did a sniff test on my armpits, too. Safe enough, I supposed. I wasn’t going to able to shower until I got home, anyway.

Back outside, I found some shade under a sycamore near the street and sat on the grass. I pulled back my long sleeves, examining my arms to see if I had picked up any burn, but no. I checked the legs out too, same pale-orangey skin with lots of slightly darker freckles. Butterscotch-color was as good a description as any.

I dug some grass out of my socks, pulled them up, and rolled my pants legs back down. It sucks being a Californian who can’t tan.

Marjorie certainly wasn’t interested in me for my demonstration of any fashion sense. Was she just a cougar on the prowl for young meat? I’d better stop thinking like that, I told myself, or I won’t be able to stand up without embarrassment.

She’d be awfully young to be called a cougar. Usually, that meant a woman who was at least in her thirties. She might be older than she looked, but I didn’t think so. This was LA, the Mecca of plastic surgery, and everyone could recognize the signs that someone had had work done. Her neck was super smooth, the same for the backs of her hands. No, that face is the one she grew into.

###

If you want to read more "Butterscotch," look for it soon on Amazon Kindle.

[image: ]

Coming Soon!


Other Great Books Available from DopplerPress

All Johnny wanted to do was take ballet classes, like his best friend Christina. He couldn't stop thinking about pink tights and tutus. Even though his brother and father tormented him, he longed to be more like his sister LeAnn.

Maybe he was much more like her than he knew.

Boys Don't Cry, by Zoe Taylor and Ashley McGregor

[image: ]

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07YF6R8F4

It's been a series of madcap adventures for Chrissie, starting in middle school when she posed as a Reluctant Girlfriend and on through her high school career as a cheerleader.

Now she's in college! Can you get a degree in crossdressing shenanigans? It's the latest book in Melanie Brown's beloved "Reluctant" series!

The Reluctant Co-ed, by Melanie Brown

[image: ]

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BBB3TRRW

Romance isn't easy. Even without the problems that go along with the whole gender thing. But romance is the fun part of being in love, isn't it? It can start with a kiss or end with one, kind of like this book. Is there anyone as masterful with a transgender romance story as Melanie Brown? You don't have to answer, just read. And enjoy...

All For Love: The Kiss and More, by Melanie Brown

[image: ]

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07XVRMWHQ/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=all+for+love+melanie+brown&qid=1568408430&s=digital-text&sr=1-1

Peaches is an unusual boy with an unusual school project -- he's going to spend his semester exploring gender roles in high school by living as a girl.

Peaches, by Angela Rasch

[image: ]

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09X5S9K6M

Some people fall in love with the darkness. Melanie Brown's other books aren't all sweetness and light but in these seven tales she reall lets us see her darker side. Maybe you'll fall in love with the darkness, too.

The Darker Side of Melanie Brown, by Melanie Brown

[image: ]

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BXJVDFMG

Want more? Check out DopplerPress' entire library on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/s?rh=p_30%3Adopplerpress
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