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The Flower

Part 1 – The Flower

I was sitting alone at a table in a large common area near one of the dorms. I don’t live on campus, but I like getting my homework out of the way at this location. There’s a large window looking out from the fourth floor out onto the campus.

People don’t pay me a lot of attention, which is good for me. I’m on the scrawny side for a boy: skinny and only five foot five, a real runt. My parents knew I was going to be on the small side when I was still pretty young. Dad never said anything really, but I could tell he was disappointed I wasn’t the big sports nut he was. I have no idea what he’d think of me now — he died in a car accident when I was ten.

Mom insists he’d still love me, though I have to admit I’m rather feminine. I know it’d help if I cut my hair. I can’t seem to coax facial hair to grow, though I’m kinda glad now I don’t have any.

I get mistaken for a girl a lot. Two of the girls I’ve asked out in the past year both looked at me funny, and announced they weren’t lesbians. They laughed when I said I wasn’t either. Guys hit on me a lot, but I politely decline their offers rather than make a fuss.

The first guy who asked me for a date, not realizing I was boy, got offended and humiliated when I told him. He punched me in the gut, kicked me, and called me a fag, even though I never once tried to fool him into thinking I was a girl. He didn’t care that I had no interest in boys — he just kicked me again, and told me it was wrong for me try to look like a girl. Now I turn down invitations without going into any details.

There was some activity across the room, and I paused my school work to look up for a few minutes. It was The Yellow Rose of Texas Day at the college, and guys were buying their girlfriends bouquets of the yellow roses.

I watched as a guy bought a bouquet of roses, and then presented it to his girl. She seemed excited to get them and kissed the guy on the cheek. It was against the school’s rules on Public Displays of Affection, but I think the instructors and other school representatives tended to look the other way when this day came around each year.

The happy girl showed her two girlfriends who were there when the boy gave her the flowers, and then they started on their way to their next class. Someone accidentally bumped the girl holding the flowers, and a single rose fell — unnoticed by the girl — to the floor. She and her friends just walked off down the hall.

I looked at the flower on the floor and shook my head. I’m sure someone will pick it up and carry it off. Kind of hard to miss a bright yellow rose lying on the floor. I went back to my school work.

A few moments later, a yellow rose was placed on top of the papers I was working on. Annoyed, I looked up to see Brad Cooper looking down at me as he stood next to the table. I’d known Brad since middle school, and we had gym glass together then, so I was sure he knew I wasn’t a girl. We were never really what you would call friends.

“Hi.” Brad grinned at me. “I found that on the floor and thought you might like it.”

“Hey. Brad, right?” I grinned at him as I picked up the flower and sniffed it. “Thanks. I saw the girl drop it. I don’t know who she was though.”

Brad smiled nervously at me. “Her loss, right? If you don’t want it, I’ll just toss it, I guess.”

I waved the flower gently in front of me. “No. That’s okay. Thank you.” I set the flower down on top of my books.

Brad waved nervously. “You’re welcome. Well, see ya around?”

I went back to my school work. I have to admit, I really hate Algebra.

A few minutes later the flower was snatched from my table. I looked up to see a pissed looking girl staring down at me. She was the one who had dropped the flower.

She snarled, “This is mine!” Then stuffed it back into the bundle of flowers she was still holding.

I shrugged. “That’s fine. Some guy picked it up from the floor and handed it to me. I--”

The girl cut me off and snapped, “Get your own flowers, bitch!” She stormed off.

I sighed and muttered under my breath, “I’m glad I could help you get your flower back. Bitch.” I frowned, and went back to my Algebra. I was almost done.

Several minutes passed, and I was stuck on one problem, when suddenly a clear plastic wrapper filled with yellow roses was placed in front of me on the table. Surprised, I looked up and saw Brad grinning at me.

I pointed at the flowers. “What’s up with the flowers, Brad?”

He shrugged and looked sheepish. “They’re for you. I saw that girl come and take your rose, and saw how rude she was about it.”

I looked at the bundle of roses on the table. “Well, it was her rose after all. It wasn’t mine.”

“That’s true.” admitted Brad. “But still. I saw your smile when I handed you the rose. I really feel you should have those pretty flowers. I mean, you’re very pretty yourself.”

I felt my cheeks redden. “Thank you for saying so. But you know I’m…?”

Brad nodded. “A boy. Yes, I understand that. Doesn’t mean I can’t say you’re pretty.”

I looked at the bouquet of roses and smiled. “You got me there. Thank you for the flowers, Brad, they really have brightened my day. After my next class, I’ll be going home for lunch, and I’ll find a vase or something for them.”

Brad started to smile, and then faltered. “You’re not going to just chuck them, are you?”

Trying to look shocked, I said, “Of course not! I’ll put them in my room, nobody’s ever bought me flowers before.” I stuck my whole face into the roses and took a big sniff.

Brad chuckled, “That surprises me, as beautiful as you are.”

My face reddened even more. “Well, let’s don’t lose sight of who I am.”

Brad nodded. “Right. Well, hey, I’m glad you enjoy your flowers. I’ll let you get back to your math.” He started to turn, then stopped. “I was just curious. It’s Friday night, did you have any plans?’

Feeling suddenly really annoyed, I asked, “Are you about to ask me out on a date?”

Waving his hand dismissively, Brad said, “No! No, of course not. I was just curious. Making conversation is all.”

Against my better judgment, I said, “Well, actually, I was thinking of going to a movie tonight. I really need some escapism.”

Brad took a step back towards my table. “Oh? What movie?”

I smiled. “I was thinking of seeing that new Tommy Kincaid movie, Samurai Ninja Robots from Space. It’s supposed to be pretty funny, with incredible eye candy.”

Brad nodded. “I’ve been wanting to see that one too. I might wait for it to be on Netflix or something.”

“I haven’t been to a theater in a while.” I nodded at Brad. “It’s the best way to see the graphics.”

“I agree,” agreed Brad. “Well, I gotta run. Catcha later.”

I watched Brad walk away. God, I hope he isn’t going to show up at the theater. I put the paper I was working on away and closed my books, then put them in my bag.

I looked at the flowers again. They are pretty, I have to admit.

I slung my bag over my shoulder, and picked up the bundle of roses. A girl walked by me and sighed, “At least your boyfriend buys you flowers.” She continued on past me.

I said, “He’s not my boyfriend,” but she was already too far away to hear me. I sighed to myself and hurried to my next class.

#

Mom was in the kitchen when I arrived home for lunch.

“Hey Mom. Do we have a vase or something?” I asked as I set the bouquet down on the kitchen counter.

Mom’s eyes widened when she saw the flowers. “Honey, those roses are beautiful! Are those for me?” Mom asked as she opened a kitchen cabinet to find a large mason jar.

I laughed. “Actually, they’re for me. A boy gave them to me.”

Mom looked curiously at me. “A boy? Do I know him? Is he nice?”

I frowned at Mom’s questions. “You know him, kinda. Remember Brad Cooper? He came to my last birthday party back in middle school, I guess he’s nice.”

Mom filled up the jar with water and trimmed the stems so they’d fit in the jar better. “I think I remember Brad. He was kinda cute actually, but why did he give you flowers?”

I paused a moment and sighed, “He thought I should have them because I’m beautiful.”

Mom looked sideways at me. “You are beautiful. But he thinks you’re a girl?”

I shook my head. “He knows who I am, but he’s acting like he has a crush on me anyways.”

Mom picked up the jar of flowers, placed them on the kitchen table, and sat down. “What do you think of Brad?”

I sat down at the table and looked at my flowers. “He’s nice, I guess. He’s not a jerk or anything.” I paused for a moment and looked at Mom. “And no, I don’t want to go out with him.”

Mom spread her arms. “Did I say anything? But hey, I worry about you, Sean, you seem so glum sometimes. You haven’t gone out with a girl since middle school. You know I don’t care if you like girls or if you like boys, I just want you happy.”

I laughed, “Thanks, Mom. But I’m not going to suddenly start liking boys just because one gives me flowers.”

Mom studied me a moment. “He’s right though. You are, indeed, beautiful.”

#

Mom dropped me off at the mall and told me to call her when I was ready to be picked up. Since I liked to hit the arcade, or get a shake at the Whataburger, it didn’t make sense for her to try to pick me up right after the movie.

I moved quickly through the crowd standing around outside the mall. It always annoyed me when I’d spot boys looking at me — girls never looked over at me. I was probably getting more looks than usual, because Mom had insisted she brush my hair out before I left.

The theater was right at one of the entrances, so I didn’t have to go hiking through the mall. Friday night was probably not a good night to choose to go to the movies — it was pretty crowded, lots of people with their dates. The line was already getting long at the ticket booth, so I hurried to join before it got any longer.

It was hard to tell which movie people were lining up to see. I chuckled at the thought that most of the boys there with their dates were probably being forced to see the romance movie “Standing in Her Fifty Shoes.” Hopefully the girl selling tickets in my line wasn’t the slow one.

A few moments after I got in line, I noticed three boys who I vaguely knew from my high school days — a whole two years ago — approaching the ticket line. I remembered them being total assholes. Since they didn’t come from outside, I assumed they’d just come from the arcade.

Well, crap. They were heading almost directly for me, so I turned to look straight ahead toward the ticket booth.

“Don’t I know you?” asked Ralph, the ring leader. I didn’t look over at him to see who he was talking to, but he moved so he was standing directly in front of me. “Hey, babe. I’m talking to you.”

I looked up at him. He was so much taller than me, and almost all muscle. I felt tiny standing there. I wanted to ignore him, but he was right there in front of me.

I nodded at him. “Yeah, Ralph. You probably remember seeing me from high school.”

He grinned at me.

One of his friends I’d never seen before poked Ralph in the ribs. “She knows your name. She must have the hots for you.”

Ralph smiled at me. “Is that true, babe? You got the hots for me? You know, I really dig short chicks like you.”

I laughed, despite my growing nervousness. At least I was in a very public place – otherwise, I’d be terrified. “No. I can honestly say I don’t have the hots for you.” The line moved up in front of me. With Ralph in the way, there was now a gap. “Do you mind moving so I can stay in line?”

This was more than annoying. I’m not trying to look like a girl. It’s not like I’m wearing a skirt, or even makeup. It’s just me.

Ralph stepped aside just enough for me to move up in line. He glanced over at the ticket booth and grinned. “You don’t want to see that boring, stupid romance movie do you?” He stuck his hand in his pocket, and I could see that he was patting his crotch. “Come on babe, You know you want this.”

I turned away from him and shook my head. “Will you just go away, please?” He was right, I wasn’t planning on seeing the chick flick… but I wasn’t telling him that.

Looking annoyed at being rejected, Ralph exclaimed, “You know how many chicks beg for what I’m offering you?”

Before I could think of a snappy comeback, I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“Hey Shawn. Sorry I’m late. Thanks for saving me a place in line.” It was Brad.

Ralph suddenly looked pissed. “Get lost, chump. I’m talking to this babe here.”

Brad took my hand and stepped close to me. “You’re talking to my girlfriend, and she doesn’t look like she wants to talk to you.”

Ralph looked down at me, then over to Brad. Finally he looked over at his friends. “Come on guys, let’s get out of here.” They started walking to the mall exit. I heard Ralph say as they went out the door, “I really wanted to get a piece of that.”

I relaxed and breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks Brad. I appreciate that. I didn’t think he was ever going to go away!”

Brad gave my hand a squeeze and smiled at me. “You’re very welcome. I was heading for the… um, arcade, and saw that guy harassing you.”

Something made me sincerely doubt he was heading to the arcade.

I smiled at Brad. “I appreciate that, Brad. That was pretty ballsy of you to confront Ralph. One of his hobbies is beating up people.”

Brad laughed. “He’s just your typical bully. He used to bully me back in middle school until I got fed up and beat the crap out of him in the alley behind my house. He never bothered me again.”

I laughed. “Well, you’re certainly my hero tonight.” I was next in line to get my ticket.

“What movie are you seeing?” asked Brad, even though I had told him earlier at college.

I pointed at the movie title inside the ticket booth. “Remember? That Tommy Kincaid movie, Samurai Ninja Robots from Space.” I said as the person in front of me got their ticket and moved away.

Brad pulled his wallet out as he stepped in front of me. “I got this.”

Frustrated, I whispered through clenched teeth, “Brad! No!”

Brad grinned as he waved me off and turned to face the ticket booth. “Two for Samurai Ninja Robots from Space, please.” After getting our tickets, he took my hand and led me away from the booth towards the theater entrance.

I tugged uselessly on my hand to try to free it. “What are you doing? I can pay my own way!”

Brad just shook his head. “I wanted to treat you to a movie. Is that such a bad thing?”

“It is if you’re trying to make this into a date!” I squealed.

Brad shrugged. “Well, don’t think of it as a date.” He led me to the snack bar. “What kind of Coke do you want? My treat.”

I tugged on my hand again. “Dr. Pepper, but I can get my own stuff. Please let go.”

He released my hand, but turned around and bought us both drinks, with a big tub of popcorn to share.

I fumed as we walked over to the ticket taker. “This isn’t cool, Brad. You’re forcing me into a date with you. It’s no different than what Ralph was doing.”

After the ticket taker tore our tickets and directed us to the proper theater, Brad smiled at me. “There is a difference.”

I stopped walking towards the theater and glared at Brad. “How is it different?”

Brad grinned broadly. “You’re with me. You turned Ralph down.”

I stood there and sputtered, “But… but… but, that’s not fair! You just assumed I’d go out with you?!”

Brad shrugged. “And you did.”

“You didn’t ask!” I protested.

A middle aged couple walked past us on their way to the romance movie. The woman shook her head. “Youth is definitely wasted on the young.”

Brad lifted his arms in resignation. “I’m not going to force you. You can go if you want, I won’t stop you.”

I sighed heavily, “Why do you want to go out with me?”

Brad paused and looked at me for several moments before answering. “Because a beautiful girl shouldn’t be alone on a Friday night.”

I stepped close to Brad so I could whisper. “I’m not a girl.”

Brad grinned at me. “Oh, you most definitely are.”

I shook my head. “Let’s go find a seat.”

#

“Thank you,” Brad said to the woman who set our tray down on the table at Whataburger. She picked up our number and hurried off.

I picked up my chicken strips and unwrapped them. “Thanks Brad. You really didn’t have to buy me dinner as well.”

Brad smiled at me. “I just wanted to.” He took a bite of his double-meat, double-cheese burger.

Whataburger was just down the corridor from the theater. It was crowded, but not packed, so we — or, rather, Brad — decided to go there to eat.

The movie had been a lot of fun, with plenty of wild action and funny dialog. I always enjoyed a Tommy Kincaid movie. His beautiful girlfriend had a cameo, too.

Brad shocked me. I was steeling myself for two hours of, if not outright groping, then Mr. Hands everywhere. But he didn’t do any of that. He didn’t sneak his arm around my shoulder. He didn’t put his hand on my knee, or try to fondle a non-existent boob. It was probably a mistake on my part, but I did rest my head on his shoulder.

I held up a chicken strip. “Well, anyway. Thanks for dinner, and thanks for the movie.”

Brad nodded after taking another bite. His mouth was still full when he said, “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I think it’s one of Kincaid’s best movies so far. My favorite part was that zero G fight scene in the space station.”

I laughed at the memory. “Yeah, that was funny.” Not sure what else to say, I looked down at my chicken and ate in silence for a few minutes.

Brad suddenly leaned in toward me. “Your hair smells nice.”

I rolled my eyes at his obvious line. I couldn’t believe he’d say something like that to me, knowing who I was and all. I turned to give him a smart-ass reply, but hadn’t realized how close his face was to mine, and my lips brushed against his, just for a moment.

I froze. Oh my God!

A riot of emotions exploded in my head. This was crazy, I shouldn’t feel anything other than disgust. But the unexpected softness of his lips, and the electric flash through my soul, left me momentarily stunned.

My lips still parted slightly, I turned slowly to look at him… and that’s when he pressed his lips against mine. His fingers caressed the side of my face as he leaned into his kiss.

I closed my eyes and placed my palm on his chest, but I didn’t push him away. Instead, I leaned into his kiss. His lips were so soft and wonderful.

He slowly pulled away, and looked shyly at the table. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be.” I gently turned his face back towards me, leaned in, and kissed him again. I’d never kissed a boy before. Never had any desire to. But at that moment, with Brad, it was the most amazing thing ever.

Brad pressed his lips harder into mine.

“You kids need to take that elsewhere,” ordered the Whataburger manager. “This is a family establishment.”

We both pulled away from each other, looking sheepishly at the table. Brad glanced up at the manager standing next to our table and said, “Sorry, sir.”

I looked around, and people were staring at us. I ate the last piece of my chicken and said, “Brad. Let’s go.”

He nodded, took my hand, and led me back to his car. “I’ll take you home,” he said as he started the car, but didn’t back out. We just sat silently in his car for a minute, until he looked over at me and smiled slightly. “That. That was….”

I laughed slightly, and grinned broadly at him as I finished his sentence. “Amazing!”

He smiled and leaned over towards me. He kissed me again, then sat up straight and backed his car out of the parking lot.

We drove in silence back to my home. We didn’t even listen to the radio: the road noise, and our breathing, were the only sounds.

Finally, he pulled his car up along the curb by my house. “I’ll walk you to your door.”

“Thanks,” I said as I studied the floorboards of his car for a moment.

Brad got out, came over to my side of the car, and opened my door before offering his hand to help me out. Getting out of the car wasn’t a problem, but I took his hand anyway.

Without a word we walked up to my front porch, where we stood silently, Brad playing with my hair and me staring at my feet.

Finally, Brad said, “I really enjoyed tonight, Shawn. I’d love to do this again sometime.”

I smiled brightly at Brad. “Oh me too. I had a great time tonight.”

Brad continued to play with my hair. “I can’t next Friday, but maybe next Saturday?”

I grinned. “That’d be great!”

Brad nodded. “Well, I guess I’ll tell you good night.”

We stood there awkwardly for a few seconds. Suddenly, Brad stepped close and put his hand behind my head, then bent down and kissed me. A long, solid kiss.

I put my arms around him, and just melted. I couldn’t believe how I was reacting to being kissed by a boy, but I never wanted the moment to end.

Brad finally stepped back, pulling his fingers from my hair, and smiled at me. “You are so beautiful. Good night.” He turned and started walking down the path to his car parked at the curb.

I watched him drive away.

When I entered the house, Mom surprised me by standing in the living room, silhouetted by a single lamp by the couch. She was crying.

I looked down at the floor. “Hi Mom. Sorry I forgot to call.”

Mom stepped up to me, kissed my forehead, and put her arms around me. “Let me hug my beautiful daughter.”

We stood there for several minutes and cried.

###


Part 2 – Another Flower

I stretched under the covers as I peeked at the sunshine streaming through the blinds on my bedroom window. It was Saturday morning, and my plans for the day, so far, were just to remain in bed.

As I lay there in a dreamy state, my mind wandered to the memory of the night before, when Brad kissed me on the front porch. I squirmed at the pleasant memory. My first kiss with a boy!

First kiss?

Self doubts started creeping into my warm fuzzy feelings. Shouldn’t that be the only kiss?

But his lips felt so good….

Mom knocked on my door, then peeked inside without waiting for me to respond. “Are you going to sleep all day? It’s almost ten.”

Pulling the covers over my head and wriggling into my pillow, I said, “That’s the plan.”

Mom came into my room and pulled the covers from my head. “Well, you need to get up and get dressed. I was hoping to get an early start at the mall.”

I looked at Mom with one eye closed, hoping I could keep from waking up too much. “Early start? On what?”

Mom looked in my underwear drawer and shook her head. “Shopping for new clothes for you. Definitely new underwear. And you’ll need a dress for your date next week.”

I sat up and sighed. “New clothes? For what? And my underwear is just fine, most of it is less than ten years old. And seriously? A dress? I don’t think Brad would care if I wore the same clothes I wore last night.” In fact, I was still wearing the same t-shirt I wore when… when Brad kissed me.

Mom picked up one of my briefs from the drawer as if it was radioactive, a brief that was beginning to separate from the waistband, with some rather unsightly stains. She harrumphed. “I should have tossed these long ago. I’m tossing the whole lot. I’m going to replace them with panties.”

I pulled my covers off completely and sat up straight. “Panties? You can’t be serious!”

“Yes, panties. And a bra,” Mom stated, shaking her head as she tossed the underwear she was holding into my trash can. “A girl shouldn’t wear boy’s underwear.”

“A bra?” I almost shouted. “I don’t have boobs, Mom. And I’m not a girl. I’m sure you noticed when you used to change my diapers.”

Mom folded her arms. “I know I shouldn’t have been peeking, but last night, I saw a girl being kissed by a boy on the porch. You certainly seemed to enjoy it. We cried in each other’s arms, and you confessed that letting yourself be the girl was the best thing that’s happened to you. I thought that if you wanted to be a girl, I’d help you. I’ve never seen you so happy as when Brad was holding your hand as you walked up to the house.”

I stood up to look Mom square in the eye, as we’re about the same height. “I admit I liked being a girl for Brad, but I didn’t say I wanted to become a girl. I think you’re reading too much into what happened last night.”

Mom shook her head. “I’m sorry if I misunderstood. But honestly, honey. I saw only as natural a girl as could be last night, being kissed by a boy, and later when we talked I thought to myself , ‘This is a girl. I should have recognized this long ago.’ ”

I laughed without humor, “Don’t be ridiculous, Mom. I can’t just change to a girl because of a kiss. I just got caught up in the moment. I’ve never been treated like that before, and I just let myself get carried away. And, I think, so have you. I’m not a girl.”

Mom’s eyes continued to bore a hole in my head. “But you accepted his invitation for another date. A real date this time.”

I studied the floor for a moment. “Like I said, I got carried away. I should probably call him and cancel that.”

Mom’s expression softened. “Is that what your heart is telling you to do?”

I frowned. “It’s what my brain is telling me to do. It’s only fair to Brad, right? He’s going to expect me to be a girl again for him. I… I can’t be something I’m not.”

Mom touched my arm. “Brad knows who you are, honey, but he asked you anyway. He could ask any girl he wanted out for a date, but he wants to be with the girl he likes.”

I shook my head. “I think he got carried away, too. I admit the kiss was very emotional… for both of us. Our impromptu date last night was just because he rescued me from a jerk. He doesn’t really care about me.”

Mom smiled. “He gave you those flowers. He likes you. He wanted to impress you. Shawn, when you brought those flowers home... I’ve never seen you so excited about something. You stared at your flowers all during lunch, and you set them on your night table so you could see them when you went to bed.”

“Nobody had ever given me flowers before,” I said, glancing over at the flowers on my night table. “It was a novelty.”

Mom shook her head again. “So the roses mean nothing to you?”

I shook my head as well. “No, sorry Mom. It was nice of him to do that. I….”

My cell phone started to ring. Thankful for the interruption, I picked it up.

“There’s Brad now,” I said as I moved my finger to accept the call. “He’s probably calling to cancel after he’s come to his senses.”

Mom nodded and left the room as I answered the phone.

“Hey Brad,” I said into the phone. I was quickly gathering my thoughts so I could say I wanted to cancel the date if he didn’t bring it up. No reason why he wouldn’t want to cancel that silly date idea.

“Hey Shawn. Good morning,” said Brad over the phone. “How’s my girl?”

I stared at the yellow roses for a moment, trying to process what Brad had just said. “Your girl? Brad, really. Is that a joke?”

Brad chuckled. “I guess it is a bit premature to claim you as my girl. But, to be honest, I can’t imagine being with anyone else. Not only are you beautiful, you’re just so damned sweet.”

I felt my face redden. “Th… Thank you for saying that. But seriously, I think you’re crazy.”

“Crazy for you!” Brad laughed.

I frowned uselessly at the phone. “Come on, Brad. Stop it. This is kinda getting ridiculous, you know who I am.”

Brad paused for several moments. Then, quietly, he said, “Yes. I do know. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

I felt my face redden even further. “You can’t possibly mean that. I think you let yourself get carried away last night.”

Silence. I thought maybe he’d hung up. “So last night didn’t mean anything to you?”

“No!” I almost shouted, “I don’t mean that at all! Last night… last night was… wonderful! Last night was… great. I just can’t believe you’d want to be with me.”

In all seriousness, Brad said, “Don’t put yourself down, Shawn. You’re a wonderful girl.”

He’s not getting it. Should I just say flat out I’m a boy? I mean, he knows who I am. Why does he keep gushing over me?

I said, “You know, Brad. I’ve been thinking about our date next week...”

Brad interrupted, “Oh, me too! I can’t wait, I was so happy when you said yes. I was so afraid you’d turn me down. As pretty as you are, I’m sure you get asked out a lot.”

I don’t know about ‘a lot,’ but I have to admit, guys mistake me for a girl pretty often, and I do get asked out. Until Brad asked, I’d always said no. In all honesty, I just can’t deny that I really liked being kissed by Brad. “Well, maybe. But I always turn them down.”

“Thanks for not turning me down,” said Brad in a quiet voice. “But hey babe. I need to go and finish getting ready for work. I’ll see you at school!”

I stared blankly at the floor. He called me ‘babe.’ Into the phone I said, “See you, Brad. Have fun at work.”

I looked at the phone for several moments after he disconnected, standing in the middle of my room thinking about Brad, our kiss, and our future date.

He didn’t call to cancel. Despite what else was said, I think he called not to see how I was, but to check if I was going to cancel. And I didn’t.

Am I letting him manipulate my emotions? Probably. Maybe on Monday, when I see him at the college, I’ll confront him and announce how ridiculous it is for us to date since I’m a boy. Yeah. That’s what I’ll do.

I stood in the middle of my room for another minute, staring at nothing.

With a new determination, I walked out of my room and found Mom in the kitchen.

“Mom,” I said, my voice steady.

She looked up at me questioningly.

“I need a dress for next Saturday.”

#

“Why so glum?” asked Mom as we walked through the mall, headed for one of several dress stores. “You should be excited to get your first dress.”

I glanced over at Mom as if she was from Mars. “First dress? Mom, this should be the first, last, and only dress you buy for me. I have no business getting a dress at all.”

Mom shook her head. “You said not half an hour ago that you needed a dress.”

I frowned. “Yeah. For a date I shouldn’t be going on.”

Not listening to me, Mom said, “While we’re here, we should get your ears pierced. You won’t be able to take your starter earrings out by the time your date comes around, but you should be able to get some pretty earrings in a few weeks.”

“I don’t want my ears pierced, Mom,” I said flatly.

Mom again shook her head. “What girl doesn’t want her ears pierced?”

“I think the operative word here is ‘girl’,” I said, staring straight ahead.

Mom caught my arm. “Oh! Here’s the store where I saw a cute dress that I think would be perfect for your date.”

Mom led me by the hand into the store. The sales girl was busy cashing out a customer as we walked in.

Mom led me straight over to the dress she had in mind. She pulled it from the rack and held it up for me to see. It was a short, very girly, floral print dress. Smiling at the dress, Mom said, “I think this is really cute, and will look great on you.”

I shrugged, being a bit uncomfortable in a women’s clothing store. “I wouldn’t know.”

Mom put the dress back on the rack, and we walked toward the sales counter.

Finished with the customer, the sales girl walked over to us. She smiled brightly when she looked at me. “I know you! You’re that really quiet girl that sits by the window in my English class.”

Mom winked at me over the sales girl pegging me as a girl.

The sales girl continued to smile at us. “So, what can I do for you ladies?”

Pointing at me, Mom said, “We’re here mainly to find her a dress for her big date. I was thinking something extra girly.”

Sheesh, Mom. Did you have to say it was for a date? And extra girly?

The sales girl smiled knowingly at me. “I’m sure we can find the perfect dress. Is this a formal date?”

Mom shook her head. “Oh, no, though I’m sure we’ll need a formal later. Actually, I saw a dress in here last week that thought would be perfect. It was over here.”

Mom led us over to a rack filled with brightly colored floral print dresses. She muttered to herself as she went through the rack.

Suddenly grinning, she pulled out a dress. “This is it! I think this is so cute!” She held it up in front of me.

The sales girl nodded. “I think your daughter would look beautiful in it.” I’m sure if Mom had held up a burlap bag the sales girl would have said the same thing. I think I’m too cynical to be a girl.

Mom grinned at me. “We’ll definitely take this.” She looked thoughtful for a moment. “Hmm. I think you could use a new skirt too.”

A new skirt? I don’t even have an old one!

Ignoring my protests, by the time we left the store we had managed to buy three dresses, as many skirts, a pair of skinny jeans, several tops, a dozen panties, a purse and a bra. We didn’t walk fifteen feet before entering a shoe store, where we got a pair of high heeled, strappy sandals and a pair of girly sneakers.

We started to walk past the food court when Mom laughed, “I just noticed I’m hungry! I got so carried away shopping, I forgot all about lunch. Want to get something to eat?”

I nodded. “Sure, if we have any money left. Seriously Mom, you shouldn’t have bought all that girl stuff for me.”

Mom shook her head. “Nonsense. This will provide you with a choice, and I think you’ll want to start dressing in a more feminine way.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not a girl.”

Mom just shook her head at me. “Well, now you have options. Pick a table in the food court and I’ll get us something for lunch.”

I nodded, and walked over to an empty table that wasn’t close to the traffic of people walking by. I put the shopping bags in an empty seat, then sat there for a few moments staring off into space. Mom is acting so weird. Having a date with a boy doesn’t mean I want to be a girl.

“Hey cutie.”

I looked up and groaned inside. Ralph and his two minions had walked up to the table and were grinning at me. “Hey Ralph.”

“Here all by yourself?” asked Ralph. “I’ll buy lunch and we can chat.”

I smirked. “A chat with you, Tweedle Dumb, and Tweedle Dumber?” I pointed back in the general direction where Mom was buying our food. “I’m here with my mom. Sorry. You’ll have to find someone else to molest.”

Ralph took the seat next to me, feigning being insulted. “You got me all wrong, sweet cheeks. I know it’s hard to believe, but I’m actually in the market for a new girlfriend. And you, beautiful, fit the bill perfectly.”

I smiled at Ralph. “Thank you. But I already have a boyfriend.” What the hell did I just say?

Ralph smirked and shook his head. “You mean that Brad dude? Babe, you don’t want him! A bodacious babe like you deserves a real man.”

I leaned in towards Ralph and laughed, “Do you know where I can find one?”

Ralph forced a smile. “Hah. You are just too funny. But see? Even you admit that Brad’s not a real man.”

Flustered, I scowled, “That’s not what I meant!” Why am I defensive?

Ralph chuckled as he stood up. “But that’s what you said. Catch ya around, sweet cheeks.” He turned to his two toadies, then looked at a bag from the dress store. “Let’s get going, dudes. She and her mom have an afternoon of power shopping ahead. Just so much fun!” He laughed, and they turned and walked away.

A few moments later, Mom set the bag with our lunch down on the table. “Friends of yours?”

I shook my head. “Hardly. He was trying to ask me out.”

Mom smiled at me knowingly as she sat down. She squinted at Ralph as he and his sidekicks walked away. “See?”

I frowned. “Even if I was a girl, I wouldn’t date him. He’s an asshole.”

Mom nodded. “You don’t want an asshole. Okay, after we eat we’re going shoe shopping and getting your ears pierced.”

I frowned again. “I’m not getting my ears pierced, Mom.”

#

To appease Mom, I spent a great deal of Sunday practicing putting on make-up and trying on my new clothes. The dress she bought me fitted perfectly. Mom continuously gushed over how I looked wearing the dress or the denim skirt and the various eye make-up she showed me how to wear. I had to force myself to keep my fingers off the new studs in my ears. I felt ridiculous. But I have to admit, I agree with Mom. I made a very pretty girl.

And one thing is for definitely sure, I will never wear men’s underwear again.

Mom looked up as I walked into the kitchen to help with dinner. “So, are you going to wear any of your new things tomorrow when you go to school? You look beautiful, by the way.”

I gave Mom an embarrassed smile. I was actually having fun playing with make-up and was currently wearing the whole nine yards — foundation, eye liner, eye shadow, mascara and blush. It was fun to play with, but still not sure I like it on my face.

“Thanks. But I don’t think so Mom. Everyone will stare and laugh at me and think I’m some kind of weirdo. It’s one thing to look like this in front of just you, but the whole college? No. I think I’ll just wait and get dressed up for my date with Brad, then retire from being a girl.”

Mom looked at me quizzically. “You can’t retire from being a girl! You’re a natural beauty.”

I laughed, “That’s funny. To become a natural beauty, I have to wear all this make-up.”

Mom handed me a spoon. “Here, stir that. Anyway, you weren’t wearing make-up when Brad gave you those flowers. He thought you were beautiful as you were.”

I smirked. “Brad’s crazy or something. And I am too I guess for accepting his invitation.” I pointed at my face. “I can’t go to college looking like this, everyone will wonder why a boy is wearing make-up.”

Mom slid the casserole she was working on into the oven and turned to face me. “Let’s try a little experiment. Wait, hear me out. Tomorrow, wear your new jeans with one of your old favorite t-shirts. Just wear a little make-up — just a little eye liner, maybe some powder instead of foundation, no lipstick just to see if anyone notices or cares? If you start getting made fun of, which I doubt, you can just wash it off in the restroom.”

I shook my head. “That’s crazy Mom. I won’t even be able to get into the building without a bunch of people laughing at me.”

Mom studied me for a moment as I stirred a pot on the stove. “I think you’re more afraid of people *not* noticing and accepting you as a girl, than if they started making fun of you.”

I gave Mom a small smile as I looked up from my stirring. “Don’t be silly, Mom. That’s not it at all. And I don’t get you pushing me to be a girl. That’s kinda weird.”

Mom shook her head. “Like I said. I saw a girl on the porch Friday night. A happy girl who enjoyed the attention of her guy. I just think you should allow yourself to be happy. Just try my suggestion in the morning. You can always change when you come home for lunch.”

I set the spoon down. “Okay, Mom. I’ll do it. Just to prove you’re crazy.” Mom grinned at me.

#

I really didn’t like getting up a bit earlier than normal to get ready for school. I always take a shower of course, but this time I had to spend some time shaving my legs and armpits, as well as putting on my make-up. As Mom suggested, I went fairly light with it. I mean, it’s hard to hide that you’re wearing eye liner and mascara, but it wasn’t glaringly obvious either. Mom brushed my hair to make it fuller.

I slid the skinny jeans up over my panties (Mom actually tossed all my boy underwear in the trash.) The material was a bit stretchy and the jeans weren’t uncomfortable like I thought they might. I topped everything off with my favorite t-shirt. I didn’t wear the pink sneakers Mom had bought me.

I discovered the tight jeans offered no real pockets other than the hip pockets, which could only carry my cell phone. Mom offered me a purse, but I thought that was taking things a bit too far. I decided I really didn’t need the junk I carry in my pockets. I just hoped I wouldn’t break my phone with it being in the hip pocket.

It’s only about a ten minute walk from our house to the college. Unless the weather is bad, I usually walk to school. But this time on my way, some things were different.

On nice days, there’s usually an elderly woman out tending her flowers in her front yard, but she usually ignores me as I pass. This time after she looked up to see me, she smiled pleasantly and said, “Good morning!”

When I got to the campus, almost everyone I passed on the walkway, boys and girls alike would smile at me. Usually I go mostly unnoticed. A boy held the door open for me at the building’s entrance. None of these things are unheard of, and maybe my awareness is just heightened, because worrying about negative reactions to my appearance is making me notice things.

It made me nervous when I entered my first class, and several boys watched me enter and sit down. All during class, I caught one boy looking at me several times. I’m not sure what to make of that, and it kinda creeps me out that I’m getting attention from guys.

I finally made it to the break area where I get my homework done before going home without any real incidents, other than just being noticed more than normal. A few minutes after I sat down, a girl from my math class walked up to me. She’s very cute. She always seemed shy and quiet in the class, so it surprised me when she approached.

“Hi. I hate to bother you,” she said hesitantly. She held up the paper with our homework on it. “But do you understand any of this? I feel lost.”

I smiled at her and said, “Sure. Grab that chair over there and we’ll work a couple of them together. It’s really not that hard.”

She smiled gratefully as she slid a chair from another table over and sat down. After working several problems, she giggled a bit.

“Oh, so that’s what you do! I don’t know what I would have done without your help.” She smiled as she started to stand.

I pointed at a guy across the room. “Well that guy is pretty sharp on math. I’m sure he’d help you too.”

She smiled shyly. “Oh, there’s no way I could ask a boy for help, but thank you for your help. I’d do the rest of the problems now while you’re here, but I need to run. Thanks again.”

I shook my head as she walked away. She couldn’t ask a boy, but she asked me. I went back to the homework paper to try to knock the problems out before lunch.

I saw a flower get placed on the table on top of my homework paper. I looked up to see Brad setting a white carnation on the table.

I looked up. “Hey Brad. What’s up?”

He pointed at the flower. “They were selling these carnations in the foyer downstairs this morning. I thought you might like one.”

I picked up the flower and smiled at him. I took a sniff. “Yes, I do like it. Thank you.”

He stood back and looked at me. “I can’t put my finger on it, but you look really beautiful today.”

I felt myself blush. “Thank you. That’s sweet of you to say.” I was annoyed that I suddenly felt a little fuzzy inside. I was actually happy to see Brad. I waved the carnation. “You know, you don’t have to always bring me a flower.”

Brad laughed. “I know. I saw the flowers, and thought of you.”

I turned the flower by the stem slowly and smiled at Brad. “Thank you. That’s very nice, this brightened my day.”

Brad smiled at me. “I hoped it would. Well, I need to go. Talk to you later.”

I gently rubbed the petals of the carnation against my lips as I watched Brad walk around the corner.

#

The next day played much like Monday. I wore a bit more make-up and wore one of the tops Mom had bought me. I didn’t see Brad that morning, but they boy who usually sits at a table next to me doing his homework like me, shyly asked if I’d be interesting in going out sometime. It took me completely by surprise. I thanked him and told him I have a boyfriend.

A boyfriend? Do I have a boyfriend? Do I want a boyfriend? I mean, I’m not really a girl after all, right? Brad is cute and nice and everything, and I have a date with him coming up, but am I his girlfriend?

But on Wednesday, things got really different. I wanted to see what I could get away with as my debut as a girl earlier in the week was very understated. I went all out on my make-up, opting for a heavier eye liner the way I saw most girls at college wearing it. Eye shadow, lipstick and nail polish completed my look. I went for broke, wearing the denim miniskirt. I honestly fully expected to be tossed out of school and told to go home and change.

That didn’t happen.

A pretty girl in my history class, who normally wouldn’t give the time of day, smiled, waved and said hi to me as I walked into the building. It creeped me out when boys stopped talking and turned their heads to follow me as I walked past them.

I was suddenly a person, instead of the invisible man I had been since I started college. It annoyed me that something as superficial as make-up and a skirt would suddenly make people notice me. Until I realized that until now, I’d actually was hiding in a way, always walking with my head down and avoiding looking at people.

I took my usual spot to do my homework. I kept catching the boy across from me staring at me. This time I saw Brad approach, and I felt myself smiling as he got closer.

“Hi Brad,” I cooed. I couldn’t believe how I felt when Brad got near me.

Brad grinned from ear-to-ear. “Hey Shawn. Sorry, no flowers today. But holy crap, did you do something with your hair? I swear it seems every day you’re more beautiful than before.” I saw the boy at the table next to me frown at Brad.

“Thanks, Brad,” I grinned. I pointed at him. “That’s a nice sweater.”

Tugging on his sweater, Brad asked, “What? This old thing?” We both laughed.

Brad rapped his knuckles on the table. “I just stopped by to say hi. I got to run. Stay beautiful.” He looked quickly around before bending down and kissing my forehead. He turned, waved and walked hastily away.

The boy next to me asked, “Boyfriend?”

“I’ve never seen him before!” Then I laughed and nodded. The boy just shook his head and went back to his work.

I returned to my work as well and had just finished it when three girls from my English class walked up to me.

The blonde one, whose name was Karen I think, asked, “Hey. We’re all headed over to Spanky’s for lunch and wanted to know if you would like to join us?”

Another girl, whose name I didn’t know said, “Sorry for not asking you sooner. You sit by the window, and you’re so quiet we didn’t notice you.”

Karen smiled at me. “Yeah. A group of us try to hang out for lunch or a girls’ night out. You’re welcome to join us.”

I guess Mom could claim success at my transformation. I’ve been accepted as a girl by a group of girls who would never have looked at me twice as a boy. I should feel incensed that ‘oh, now that I’m wearing a skirt, you want to be my friend.’

I started putting my school work into my bag and smiled at Karen. “Sounds great! Thanks for inviting me!”

Karen nodded. “If you’re ready, let’s go.”

Since I had opted for a skirt, I had almost decided to wear my new high heel sandals. The walk across campus and across a busy street to get to get to Spanky’s made me glad I didn’t.

Fifteen minutes later, we were all in line to order our food. I hung back to be last in line, so I could read the menu. I had only been in Spanky’s once, and that was over a year ago.

The place was packed, and I hoped there would be a table for all four of us to sit. To no one in particular, I commented, “Wow. This place is hopping today.”

A girl I learned was named Sandra nodded. “It’s always this way. We usually sit upstairs.”

I know that nobody was really looking or caring, as I was in a group of girls as well as surrounded by other college kids, but I couldn’t help but feel like a giant spotlight was pointed at me.

I was completely presenting myself as a girl and, other than catching a few boys glancing at me, nobody seemed to care. No one called the police. No one laughed at me. No small children pointed at me and said, “Mommy, why is that man wearing a dress?” A passing thought suggested I should have been doing this sooner.

We finally got our food and found a table upstairs. After taking a bite of her hamburger, Karen looked over at me. “If you don’t mind me asking and feel free to tell me buzz off, but I’m curious. It’s not like we’ve never seen you in class or around campus before. But you are always quiet and seemed to be hiding until just recently. I first I thought you were a bit of a tomboy, but honestly, you’re way too girly for that.”

I thought a moment before I answered. My first impulse was to tell Ms. Buttinsky to mind her own business. But if I did, this would probably be the last time I get invited to go to lunch with them. “You’re right, I was kind of hiding. But I got tired of doing that, you know?”

Sandra nodded. “I hear ya, girlfriend. What made you decide to stop hiding?”

This is a nosey bunch, but I guess I did make a sudden change. Before I could say anything the third girl, Alexandra, laughed. “A boy. What else? I saw her and that really cute guy who’s in my economics class at the movies Friday.”

Karen looked a bit surprised, and glanced over at Alexandra. “That Brad guy? For reals?” Alexandra nodded and looked back at me. “He’s hot. I approve,” she laughed.

Sandra frowned. “I tried all last semester to get him to notice me. Did you know him before?”

I sighed heavily, grunted a laugh and looked around the table. “I didn’t expect the Spanish Inquisition!”

Karen chuckled, “Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition!”

I looked at Karen, surprised that anyone caught my reference. “But yes. I’ve known him since middle school.”

Karen grinned. “Did you guys date back then?”

Shaking my head I answered, “No. In fact I don’t think he said five words to me back then.”

Sandra frowned slightly. “So he’s your boyfriend?”

I laughed slightly, “Well, there’s been no formal announcement on the interwebs, but I think that’s safe to say.” Wow. Here I again saying I’m Brad’s girlfriend. If I say it again, is that a common law marriage?

Karen said, “Maybe you two should join us Friday night at Zachary’s. A group of our friends sometimes hang out there to play pool or unwind from the school week.” Zachary’s is a hangout for those between eighteen and twenty-one. No alcohol, but they have pool tables and pinball.

I let an honest look of disappointment cross my face. “I bet Brad would love to, but he has to work Friday and because of that, my mom and I already made plans.”

Karen shrugged. “Maybe next time.”

I nodded. “Definitely.”

#

“That’s great,” said Mom with a grin. “You’ve been accepted as a girl by other girls. That’s wonderful.”

“Is it?” I said as I plopped down on the couch. “I feel like I’m lying to them. It’s not like I got a sex change or something. I mean, the only thing different between the me of last week that was ignored and the me of this week is that I’ve been wearing make-up. It changed my appearance, but nothing else.”

Mom shook her head and frowned. “It seems the hardest one to convince is you. You’re beautiful, you’re feminine, you’re graceful. I think you were meant to be a girl.”

I frowned and pointed at my crotch. “That’s why I have a penis.”

Mom sat down next to me. “That’s why I said meant to be. Just go with it and see what happens.”

I laughed, “Yeah. I could get arrested. Beat up. Tossed out of college. All kinds of fun things.”

Mom laughed, “Or you could wind up with a husband.”

I sat up straight and pointed at her. “Don’t even joke about that!”

#

“Are you going to sleep all day?” asked Mom from my doorway.

I pulled the covers over my head to shut out the sunlight streaming through my bedroom windows. “Why did you wake me up so early? I was having a great dream. What’s for breakfast?”

Mom laughed, “It’s almost eleven o’clock. It’s almost time for lunch. Don’t forget you have your appointment at two.”

I pulled the covers down slightly and looked at Mom with one eye. “Appointment? For what?”

Mom walked into my room and spread the curtains, letting in even more of the offending sunlight. “For the salon. They’re doing your hair, make-up and nails for your date tonight.”

I sat up in bed and rubbed my eyes, some of my hair falling across my face. “My hair is fine, Mom. And by now I can do my own make-up.” I waved my fingers at her. “And see? I did my own nails the other night.”

Mom shook her head and tsk-tsk’d me. “Your hair is in sad shape since you’ve never been to a salon before, you want to look gorgeous on your first real date and just look at your nails! You not only didn’t shape them, you didn’t even bother to file them.”

I slid my legs off the bed and looked at my Mom through my disheveled hair hanging in my face. “Mom, I’d bet money that Brad wouldn’t care if I wore my old Pikachu t-shirt, my old jeans with the holes in the knees and with absolutely no make-up at all. You know, just a bro-date. It’s not like I’m his girlfriend or anything.”

Mom shook her head. “I seriously doubt that, Shawn, I feel sure he wants to see a girl. When you take your shower, be sure to shave your legs.”

I looked down at my legs. “I shaved Monday.”

Mom rolled her eyes. “Shave them again. You don’t want to look like Sasquatch in your dress tonight.” Then she left my room.

I ran my fingers up my legs, and they did feel a little rough. But I really didn’t want Brad running his fingers up my legs anyway! Well, there’s no point in arguing with Mom about it.

#

I felt totally weird walking into a beauty salon with Mom, as I felt like I was entering enemy territory. I wasn’t wearing make-up and was dressed in my skinny jeans with a girl’s t-shirt, but nobody seemed to notice me being out of place. We walked up to the woman seated at the counter.

Mom pointed at me. “She has a two o’clock appointment.”

The woman looked down at a sheet of paper and then smiled, looking up at me. “Oh yes. You’re here for the works.” She looked at my hair and frowned. “And honey, that’s none too soon.”

Mom smiled at the woman. “I’ll leave her in your capable hands. I’m going to do some shopping. I should be back around the time you’re done.”

The woman stood up. “Come on, sweetie. Let’s get started with a shampoo.”

I stopped following her. “But I just washed my hair.”

The woman shook her head. “We have to wash it again.”

At first I was all tensed up as I sat down in the chair and leaned my head back. But as the warm water was sprayed on my hair and I felt the fingers massaging the shampoo into my hair, I began to relax. I decided I enjoyed being pampered.

They trimmed my hair just a bit to get rid of the split ends and styled my hair, adding highlights while they were at it. I had thought I was going to hate having someone do my make-up, but it was just more pampering. Someone did my nails while I was getting my make-up done. They did my toenails too. They even did my eyebrows, which is going to create a feminine look even if I went back to dressing as a boy. I didn’t like wearing false eyelashes.

It’s not like they caked a ton of make-up on my face. It’s just the woman who did my make-up knows a lot more than I do. She did some contouring and highlighting. But in the end, it was still me, just with a more flawless look. I was shocked by what a little make-up would do in the hands of a professional.

Mom had come back about fifteen minutes before I was done. When I walked into the lobby, Mom stood up and her eyes went wide. “Oh my God, honey! You are just gorgeous! I thought you were beautiful before but now…” her voice trailed away.

I had seen myself in the mirror, and I have to say I was shocked by what I saw. Even saying so myself, I was gorgeous. I even turned myself on, which was a bit disturbing. To be honest, I really wasn’t sure how I felt about my appearance. I’m not going to claim that I don’t like the results and that I didn’t enjoy the pampering and attention. But is this really the direction I want my life to go?

#

After getting home, Mom had me change my underwear to very feminine panties and a bra. Mom insisted I’d feel more feminine wearing them. The dress slipped on easily. The short, tight skirt of the dress restricted the length of my stride, which I found annoying.

And last to go on were the high heeled strappy sandals. I’d been practicing all week after school, so walking in them was no problem. I had a matching purse that I’d put in some just-in-case money, a cell phone, make-up and keys. Mom insisted I add a couple of tampons for some reason I couldn’t figure out, and gave me a squirt of her favorite perfume.

We had about an hour before Brad was expected to show up. I must have checked my make-up and smoothed my ‘can’t really get any smoother’ front of my dress a million times. I was becoming a nervous wreck waiting for my date to arrive.

I couldn’t believe I was dressed as a girl, wearing make-up, a dress and high heels. It was completely outside my realm of experiences. Not to mention I was being picked up by a boy. A boy. A young man. I looked down at my hands with my shaped and polished nails. This was insane!

Mom came into the living room where I was pacing nervously. She carried a small box with her. She smiled at me. “I almost forgot to give this to you.” She opened the box and extracted a necklace with a shiny, heart shaped pendent.

I gave her a surprised look. “You’re letting me borrow your favorite necklace? I don’t want to risk losing it.”

Mom frowned a moment. “You better not lose this. Turn around so I can put it on you. And you’re not borrowing it.” Mom clasped the pretty necklace on my neck. I turned around.

I touched the pendent. “It looks like I’m borrowing it.”

Mom smiled at me. “No. It’s yours now.”

I continued to hold the pendent. “But Mom. This is your favorite necklace. Dad gave this to you.”

Mom smiled at me admiringly. “And now I’m giving it to my daughter.”

Still holding the pendent, I said, “I don’t know what to say. Thank you, but I can’t take your necklace.”

Mom just smiled. “Sure you can. It looks beautiful on you.”

The doorbell rang. I vapor locked.

“Oh my God, Mom!” I exclaimed. “He’s here! Oh my God, I can’t do this!” I ran to the bathroom again and checked my make-up. I turned left and right to make sure my dress looked right. I ran back into the living room and, in a small squeak, I said, “I can’t do this!”

Mom calmly put her hands on my shoulders. “Take a deep breath, sweetie. You’ve got this.”

The doorbell rang again.

Mom walked over to the front door and opened it. On the porch stood Brad, holding a bouquet of flowers and dressed in jeans with an actual, clean button down shirt. I really thought he’d just sniff a t-shirt, and then wear it. “Hi. I’m here to pick up Shawn.”

Mom waved him inside. “You must be Brad. Please come in.”

Smiling, Brad said, “Thank you. I…” He looked over at me and his eyes almost fell from their sockets. Wearing a huge grin, Brad walked up to me and presented his flowers. “You look absolutely gorgeous. Just beautiful. Here, I brought you these flowers. You still haven’t told me what your favorite flower is, so I brought a variety.”

I took the flowers. “They’re beautiful, Brad. Thank you.” I sniffed the fragrance of the flowers. I started to feel all warmly, gooey and girly inside when I looked at Brad.

Mom reached for the flowers. “Let me take these, honey. You guys should probably go so you don’t miss your movie.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Those lines are always so long.”

Brad grinned. “I already bought the tickets on-line. Shall we go?”

Mom said, “Oh wait. Let me get a picture!”

Sounding annoyed, I said, “This isn’t prom, Mom.”

Mom giggled, “You two just look so cute. I want a picture.”

After Mom clicked off a few pictures of Brad and me, Brad reached out his hand to me. I looked at his hand a moment. If I take it, is there any coming back? I mentally shrugged and took his hand.

As we stepped onto the porch, Mom called out, “Have her back home by eleven.”

Brad turned and looked at Mom. “Yes ma’am.” I felt embarrassed. And I’ve never had a curfew in my life.

As we walked hand in hand to Brad’s car, I noticed him looking at me. “Sorry. But you’re about one of the prettiest girls I’ve ever seen. You’ve always been pretty, but it seems every day this week, you just got prettier and prettier.”

I just smiled shyly. “Thank you for saying that.”

He held the car door open for me and even held my hand to assist me getting into his car, which high heels and a short skirt really complicates.

After he got into the car and started the engine, I asked, “So. What movie are we going to see?” To myself I said, ‘Please, not some boring chick-flick.’

Brad grinned as the car pulled away from the curb. “I think you’ll like it. It’s an adventure with a romantic element. It’s Tommy Kincaid and the Lost Planet Airmen.”

I smiled. “I’ve been wanting to see that.”

Brad nodded. “Every girl loves Tommy Kincaid. It almost seems he has a new movie out every week.”

The drive to the theater was completed without incident. Well, there was that moment when Brad put his hand on my knee. I wrestled with myself over should I move his hand or leave it there. I finally decided I liked his hand there.

There was the usual mob outside the mall just hanging around. I held onto Brad with a tight grip. I felt even more vulnerable walking through the gauntlet of kids. As we approached the entrance to the mall, a familiar face stepped up in front of us.

Ralph pointed at me, ignoring Brad. “Hey beautiful, I was hoping to run into you. I got a question. Are you busy next Saturday night?”

I couldn’t believe he’d ask that right in front of Brad. The way I was clinging to him, it was unmistakable that we’re together.

I looked over at Brad and grinned. “I think I’ll be busy for the foreseeable future, Ralph.”

Brad laughed. “See ya around, Ralph.”

We walked past Ralph, leaving him just standing there and entered the mall. Then we walked past everyone standing in line, entered the theater and headed towards the snack line.

Brad turned to me. “You want a Dr. Pepper, right?”

I smiled at Brad. “You remembered.”

Brad shook his head. “I’m not going to forget my girl’s favorite drink.”

I smiled at Brad as he turned to order our snacks. My head was spinning. I’m his girl? I’ve told several people he’s my boyfriend. I never ever wanted a boyfriend, but now I feel comfortable having one. I now have girlfriends to hang out with. I have boys asking me on dates. I feel as if I’m being propelled towards a destination that I’m not completely sure I want. Or do I? I look at Brad and I’m happy when I’m with him.

Brad handed me my drink. “Let’s go.”

As we walked up to the ticket taker, I said, “I hope the movie is good.”

The ticket taker looked at our tickets. “You’re going to see The Lost Planet Airmen? It’s awesome, I think it’s Kincaid’s best.”

Brad asked incredulously, “Better than Time Trap?”

The ticket taker laughed. “Oh yeah.”

Grinning, Brad said, “Cool.” He started walking towards the theater playing the movie.

Brad led me down the hall and then, even though he was holding a big tub of popcorn, held the door open for me. We found a couple of seats in the middle about ten rows back.

As the theater darkened and the trailers started playing, I allowed my self doubts to resurface. Am I a lie? A joke? Or deep down really a girl? I lay my head on Brad’s shoulder and decided to stop thinking about it.

After the movie itself started to play, Brad’s arm mysteriously found its way across my shoulders, and he pulled me close to him. I just snuggled more into his shoulder. At a slow point in the movie, Brad looked over at me. When I looked up at him, he bent his head down towards me. I closed my eyes, parted my lips and he kissed me. I sighed as a chill swept down my spine. He kissed me again.

My emotions were running wild. Inside, I had turned into a big bag of warm girly goo. The rest of the movie was non-stop action, so Brad returned his attention to the screen.

When the credits started to roll, Brad leaned over. “Don’t leave just yet. They show outtakes during the credits, and then there’s always something at the end.”

I smirked. “I’ve been to a Tommy Kincaid movie before.”

Brad grinned and kissed me.

As we walked back towards the lobby, Brad looked down at me. He’s still taller than me, even though I’m wearing heels.

“Are you hungry?”

I nodded.

Brad smiled. “Good. Because I have reservations at Gladstone’s.”

I couldn’t help but gasp slightly, “Are you serious? That place is expensive.” I was expecting Taco Bueno or some such.

He laughed, “Only the best for my girl. Have you been there before?”

I shook my head. “No. Because it’s expensive.” Oh crap. He’s spending a ton of money on me, I hope he’s not going to expect sex or something.

As we walked through the lobby, I pointed at the restroom. “I need to hit the restroom real quick.” If we’re going to an expensive restaurant, I need to check my make-up after all that kissing.

I was surprised at how crowded the women’s restroom was, but then a movie had just let out. There was a crowd around the mirror, and it took a few minutes to get up to it. My lipstick was smeared a bit. I wished Brad had told me, I would have hated to have walked around like that. I took a tissue from my purse, cleaned up the smear and re-applied my lipstick. This was something I certainly never had to deal with before.

When I came out, Brad appeared to be asleep on a bench outside the restrooms. I lightly kicked his foot. “Oh give me a break! I wasn’t in there that long!”

#

We walked into the fancy restaurant, and there were about two dozen people sitting around waiting to be seated. I whispered to Brad as we walked up to the counter where you get put on the list, “I bet the wait is going to be at least an hour.”

He waved me off and said to the woman at the counter, “Brad Cooper. Party of two.”

The woman checked her list. “Oh yes. Just follow Angie.” She pointed at a girl who was standing idle.

Angie smiled. “This way, Mr. Cooper.” We followed her to a table near a big picture window, and she placed two menus on the table. “Enjoy your meal.” She turned and walked away.

Brad pulled a chair out for me, then slid it forward as I sat down and looked around the restaurant. “This is nice.” I looked out the picture window. “And what a great view of the um… the parking lot.”

Brad shrugged. “Not like there’s any great views in this town. At least it’s a window.”

I smiled at Brad. “Well, I still think it’s nice.”

Brad picked up his menu and studied it. “Just order whatever you want.”

I looked at the menu and gulped, even the salads were expensive. Most of the items seemed to have too much food, more than I knew I could finish. I was pretty hungry actually, and normally at a place like this I’d get something like an eleven ounce sirloin steak. Or should I get something more dainty? I looked over the menu a bit longer. Screw it. I’ll split the difference and get a six ounce sirloin, a salad and fries.

After the waiter left with our order, Brad reached across the table and took my hand. That gave me a bigger thrill than I thought it would. And seeing my hand with my beautiful nails in his hand really drove it home that Brad sees me as a girl. A guy is holding my hand. Such a simple thing, loaded with so much meaning.

Is this really the direction I want my life to go? Looking back, I realized that I guess I’ve always been a bit effeminate. I never got into sports or rough and tumble activities. Do I want to continue to grow into being a woman? Do I want a vagina eventually? Or do I want to go back?

Before I was a social zero, but now I have a boyfriend and a social life. And as I studied my hand being held by Brad, how much do I want having a boyfriend? If I keep dating him, since he’s a guy, he’s going to eventually want to stick his thing inside me. Do I really want that?

It was funny though, we didn’t really talk much during dinner. He told me about his job, and the job he hoped to get when he got his degree. I nodded and tried to sound supportive. At least a degree in comp sci had a lot of job potential in this area. I hadn’t really picked a major yet.

When we were both winding down on eating and there was an uncomfortable lull in the conversation, I felt compelled to finally say what was most on my mind.

Looking down at my hands, I asked, “Brad, I have to ask.” He looked up at me questioningly. “Why me? I mean seriously, you know who I am. You’re cute and nice and girls like you. You could date anyone.”

Brad smiled at me and then lifted my hand to his lips and kissed my fingers. “Don’t kill the mood, Shawn. For me, you’re a beautiful woman. You’re smart and fun, it’s just that simple.”

I said, “But, I…”

Brad interrupted while chewing a piece of his steak. “Isn’t this the best steak ever? No place else in town is this good.”

I looked Brad directly in the eyes. “Yes. It’s wonderful.”

#

We didn’t say much on the drive back to my house. It was getting close to my curfew. I just sat there in a dreamy state watching Brad. I know it sounds ridiculous for me to have such a mixed bag of feelings towards Brad, the date had been great. We enjoyed a fun movie together and then had a great dinner in a romantic setting. And Brad behaved himself. And to be honest, I found myself looking forward to a possible second date.

I mentally chastised myself. You’re getting too comfortable playing a girl. Remember who you are! I laughed to myself, though Brad looked over at me. Yeah. If I kept being who I was, I wouldn’t be out with a cute guy or have a social life. I think I like who I am now.

About a block from my house, Brad glanced over at me. “Back at the restaurant, you asked, why you? Why not some other girl? I know you’re not surprised you’re not the first girl I’ve gone out with. Not a lot, but more than two or three. I’ve known you for years, and you always seemed like a girl to me. No, no. I’m not assaulting your masculinity, except I don’t see you having any. No, seriously.”

He pulled his car up to the curb. “You’ve always looked and acted female. At least to me, anyways. Honestly, I’ve always liked you, but I never believed you would go out. Until I gave you that flower, and you accepted it. It made you happy. You always looked, if not sad, then definitely not happy sitting at the table. Your face lit up when I handed you that flower, and that’s when I knew.” He leaned in towards me a bit.

“Knew what?” I asked, leaning in a bit myself.

In a breathy voice, Brad said, “That you were the girl for me.”

His lips suddenly pressed into mine. Oh God. It was if I’d been waiting my whole life for this kiss. I closed my eyes and pressed my lips passionately against Brad’s. I slid my arms around his neck and held him close. A passion rose in me that I have never experienced before. I sucked his tongue into my mouth and sucked on it. We both moaned and gasped for air.

He pushed me back in my seat, and I found him as much on top of me as he could get inside the car. He kissed my neck and I felt him lay his hand through my dress to feel my bra. I wished there was something else there he could grab. The windows were actually starting to fog over. While kissing, he took my hand and placed it on the crotch of his pants, so I could feel how turned on he was. In a breathy whisper, I said, “Not yet.” He just kissed me harder.

His phone chimed. He pulled away and gave me a sheepish expression. “Five to eleven. I promised your mother.”

I continued to kiss him. In a dreamy voice, I asked, “Who?”

Brad laughed, “Your mother, silly. Come on. I’ll walk you to your door.”

I actually pouted as he pulled away and started to open his car door. I sat up and pulled the window visor down. Even in the semi-darkness I could see in the visor mirror that my face was a mess and Mom will know why. Hell. Mom was probably hoping for it.

I opened my door and Brad, ever the gentleman, helped me climb out of the car. He took my hand and, as I laid my head on his shoulder, we walked slowly towards my front door. The house was dark, but I just knew Mom was waiting right inside.

When we got to the porch, Brad brushed my hair from my face. “You are so beautiful. You’re amazing. You’re funny and smart.” I just stood there, staring into his eyes. Funny, even wearing heels, I had to look up at him.

He put his hands around my waist and pulled me towards him. I put my arms around his neck. He lowered his head and kissed me. We both closed our eyes. We kissed a long time. He pressed into me and I could feel his hard-on. He sucked on my tongue. I’ve never felt so dreamy and gooey in my life. I never wanted this kiss to end.

Finally, Brad pulled away and took a deep breath. He ran his fingers through my hair. “You’re a beautiful girl. A wonderful girl. I really want to see you again.”

I grinned up at him. “Oh me too. How does lunch on Monday sound?”

He laughed. “Sounds great.” He smiled, bent down and kissed me again. “Good night, babe.” He turned and started walking towards his car.

I just stood there lightly touching my lips for several minutes after he’d driven away. Finally, I turned and entered my house.

Mom stood up from sitting on the couch. “How did your date go, honey?”

I just stood there for a long moment, feeling tears well up in my eyes. Finally I hugged Mom tight. With a cry in my voice, I said, “Mom. I think I love him.”

###


Part 3 - A Wilted Flower

“Hey girlfriend!” said Karen with a wide smile. “How’s it going?”

I sighed and lifted a text book slightly to show her what I was studying. “It’s going. What can I say?”

She took a seat in one of the empty chairs at the small table I was studying at. “Where’s your guy? You two seem inseparable these days.”

I set my notes aside and said, “Brad has a big exam this morning. So his study group decided to spend some extra time together this morning to prepare.”

Karen gave me a curious look. “What class is it?”

I frowned slightly. “History. Dr. Morgan’s class.”

Karen rolled her eyes. “Oh that sucks, he expects you to memorize everything.”

I shook my head. “Tell me about it. Brad’s been so worried and doing nothing but studying, so I haven’t seen him in two days. I’ll be glad when it’s over.”

Karen nodded. “I hear ya.” She glanced at her phone. “Oh! I need to get going. See you at lunch?”

“I’ll be there.” She nodded, got up and hurried away. Several girls and I now have a thing of meeting at Spanky’s for lunch. We’re almost an institution now. I grinned at the thought.

I checked the time on my phone. I should have a few seconds to call Brad and wish him luck on his test. I punched his button on his phone and waited. Maybe he wasn’t going to answer his phone.

“Hey Shawn. I really don’t have time to talk right now.” He seemed to turn away from the phone. “Yeah, babe. A number one, no cheese.”

I frowned at the phone. “Who’re talking to?”

There was a pause, and then he said, “Oh, just Kera. She’s ordering everyone lunch from Whataburger. Hey look, it’s crunch time. I really gotta go.”

“Will I see you later tonight?”

“Oh… not tonight. We’re having an after test party to celebrate. I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Laters….”

“Okay. See you…” Click. “…later… Okay. I guess I’m not invited.” I frowned as I returned my phone to my purse.

#

I met up with Becca, one of our lunch foursome just outside Spanky’s. She held the door open and smiled brightly. “Hey girl! Is Karen and Janice already here?”

We both stood inside, and I shook my head. “I just got here myself.”

Becca’s phone beeped and she took a look at it. She chuckled. “Yeah, they’re both upstairs.”

Becca and I put our orders in. I don’t know her as well as I know Karen, so we waited in silence for our orders. Finally we picked up our trays and made our way upstairs. Janice waved when we reached the top of the stairs.

As we sat down, Karen looked around at the three of us and grinned. “Hey guys, Becca has something exciting to announce.” Her eyes bright, Karen pointed her burger at Becca. “Want to tell us?”

Taking a bite of her BLT, she said, “You might want to clear your slate for tonight. My boyfriend is the drummer for a local band, Greenhouse Effect, and they’re appearing at the Gladstone Ballroom for some big blow-out. He said I can invite three guests as long as they’re chicks.”

Janice laughed, “He actually said women only?”

Becca shrugged. “Yeah. He wants us to sit with the band during their breaks.”

Karen frowned. “Not sure I like that.”

Becca jumped in quickly. “We won’t be the only ones. The band likes to party with girls, but there’ll be guys there too. Hey, and free drinks if you’ve got an ID, at least until the after party moves into their suite.”

Janice grinned. “Sounds massive. Is this sanctioned by the university?”

Becca barked a laugh. “Are you kidding? Just college kids at the after party.”

Janice said, “That sounds awesomely mass, count me in. You goin’ Shawn?”

I shook my head. “That’s a bit too mass for me. I have a comp sci quiz in the morning.”

Becca said, “Oh come on, Shawn, have some fun. I know all the band members and they don’t bite. Hard.” She grinned. “You’re the most vanilla person I know.”

Karen looked over at me. “I’m going. You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

Janice said, “Bring Brad with you.”

I shook my head. “He’s got his own party to go to.”

Becca said, “Well there you go. If he’s gonna party on his own, then you should party too. It’ll be fun.”

I held up my hands and laughed, “Okay, okay. I’ll go to the concert, but that after party sounds like too much for me.”

We all high-fived.

#

“You’re going to a concert?” asked Mom, while standing at the entrance to the bathroom. There was some time before the concert, so we all went home to change and re-do our make-up. I was going with a heavier eye make-up and darker lipstick. I’m still not that good with make-up yet, so I really didn’t want to go too crazy with it. I’m also wearing a tank top that fortunately doesn’t reveal my complete lack of boobage along with a really short miniskirt I recently bought.

I nodded at Mom. “It was a sudden thing, and my friends and I are getting in for free. It’s a local band, so it’s not like they’re huge or famous. One of my friend’s boyfriend is in the band.”

Looking concerned, Mom asked, “And there’s a party too?”

I shrugged. “Yeah, but I might not go. Maybe if Brad was coming too, it might be different.”

Mom folded her arms. “Just don’t let anyone talk you into doing something you’re uncomfortable with.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m nineteen, Mom. I’m not a kid.”

Frowning at my eye rolling, Mom said, “Just be careful.”

“I will, Mom.”

#

As I climbed into the back seat of Karen’s car, she turned to look at me. “Hey girl! I’m glad you’re joining us! Should be fun.”

“Hey guys,” I said, as I glanced around at the car’s occupants. “I’ve been wanting a girls’ night out.”

Becca looked away from her phone and announced, “Hey y’all. My boyfriend just said that if you’re with the band, they’re not checking ID.”

Janice grinned. “Cool.”

I shook my head. “I don’t drink, so it doesn’t matter to me.”

“Jeeze, girl! Lighten up,” said Becca. “Don’t be a Debbie Downer. Just have a beer or something.”

“We’ll see.” I really don’t care for alcohol. I was just going to be with friends and to hear a band.

Looking at her phone again, Becca said, “Carlos said to take the rear entrance to the hotel. That’s where the band will be.”

Janice looked around the car, “I don’t know about you guys, but I’m excited.”

I said in a somewhat whiny voice, “I just don’t want to get into trouble,”

Becca rolled her eyes at me. “You won’t.”

As we cruised up to the back side of the glitzy hotel, Becca pointed at some shaggy looking guy smoking next to a back door. “There’s Carlos! Karen, find a place to park already.”

Looking frustrated, Karen said, “Okay, okay.”

Karen found a place along the street to park. Becca jumped out of the car before it had come to a complete stop, then ran and shouted to her boyfriend. The rest of us waited for the car to stop, then followed Becca at a brisk walk.

Pointing at us as we walked up, Becca said, “Hey Carlos. This is the gang I hang out with.”

Carlos tossed his cigarette and grinned at us. “I’m glad you guys could come. Come inside and meet the band.” We all followed Carlos into the poorly lit interior of the hotel.

“Guys, meet some of our new fans. You know Becca.” The rest of the band saluted us with their beer cans. Pointing, Carlos said, “Lead singer Jackman, guitar Phillip, and bass Joey.”

In unison, they all said, “Hey girls.” Jackman, with his shaggy black hair and deep brown eyes smiled intently at me. He was incredibly cute. Well, they all were. Joey would be cuter if his pimple farm wasn’t having a bumper crop.

Becca then introduced us. Jackman’s smile got wider when Becca said my name.

Jackman said, “You girls go on to the VIP seating. We’re about to have our first set, drinks are on the band!”

Becca and Carlos gave each other a quick kiss and Becca waved her hand, “Come on girls, let’s go find a spot.”

We followed Becca out to the ballroom. She spoke to someone who pointed to where we could all sit. There was quite a crowd. There was a large area sectioned off for people to just watch the band play, and another area for dancing.

Becca leaned over and said to the person who had seated us, “Four beers!” Someone was going to have to drink mine.

The MC stepped out to the center of the room and said into a microphone, “We’re proud to present to you the hottest new band in town, Greenhouse Effect!” The band started with a cover of Crazy Train. They weren’t too bad.

I waved off the beer offered to me, and settled back to scan the faces of the audience. Not surprisingly, most of the audience were students, I even recognized a few from my classes. I shook my head when I recognized Ralph sitting with a few of his friends. Hopefully he wouldn’t see me.

And then I felt like someone had dumped a bucket of cold water on me. Sitting not far from Ralph was Brad! He had his arm draped over the shoulders of a girl I knew from his History class. What the hell? This apparently was their after test party. Looks can’t kill because she was still sitting next to Brad. Ralph somehow saw me and waved. I waved back. Brad didn’t notice me.

Karen looked at me curiously. “Why so glum? Isn’t the band great?”

I sighed The band was certainly better than I expected, but that wasn’t the problem. “It’s nothing.” I stared sadly at Brad cuddling with that girl from his class. I guess when the cat’s away, the rats will play? I sighed. I need to calm down. I don’t know the whole story. Besides, he’s not officially my boyfriend. I don’t think.

Jackman, the lead vocal was definitely cute. I turned to Becca and asked, “Do you know if Jackman has a girlfriend of not?”

She grinned at me. “I noticed you looking at him. He’s a cutie for sure. As far as I know, he isn’t seeing anyone.”

I nodded. “Thanks.”

Becca’s grin got wider. “Go for it, girl.”

Several times he caught me looking at him. He’d smile.

After about twenty minutes of playing, the band called a break and the members all walked over to join us. Jackman sat right next to me.

His eyes bright, he looked over at me and asked, “Hey babe. How do you like the set so far?”

I was shocked he spoke to me, and was at a loss for words for a moment. He grinned at my reaction.

I said, “I thought it was great. Y’all sound very professional.”

He laughed, “I think we’re professional. Hey Joey, we’re getting paid for this, right?” They both laughed.

Joey grinned. “I think so boss. No pay until we finish the gig.”

Carlos pulled away from giving Becca kisses to add, “Yeah. Management is holding our check so we don’t leave before we’re finished.” He chuckled.

Jackman put his arm around my shoulder. “See? We’re professional.” He leaned in close to me. “So. Are you a student here?” He paused a moment and chuckled. “I mean at the college here. Not the hotel.”

I giggled as I took a deep dive in his very brown eyes. “Yes.”

He nodded and said, “Cool. What’s your major?”

Feeling embarrassed by my answer, I stared at my feet. “I haven’t really decided yet. I’m just getting the base classes out of the way first. But I’m leaning towards comp sci… computer science.”

Jackman’s eyes widened. “Oh! We have a brainiac here! You must be really smart.”

Looking at my hands, I said, “I’m not that smart. And I haven’t really decided yet.” Why the hell am I putting down my own intelligence?

Joey chuckled. “Yeah, nobody likes a brainiac girl.”

“Is that so?” asked Karen as she moved away from Joey a little.

“I was just joking,” exclaimed Joey. “Everyone likes smart girls.”

Carlos laughed. “I don’t think you can dig yourself out of that one.”

Jackman leaned over and kissed my cheek. He then stood. “Okay guys. Break time is over. If you’ll excuse us, ladies?”

All the band members got up and followed Jackman back to their instruments.

Karen sat with her arms folded. “Well, that was interesting.”

Becca poked Karen in the arm. “Don’t like it get to you. It’s just guys being guys.”

#

The band performed two more sets. During the breaks, Jackman kept his arm around me and managed to get in a few kisses. Ugh. Did all the band members smoke? When they played their final song, it was announced that the party was over and the dance floor was being closed. I saw Brad and his group all got up together with Brad’s arm firmly planted around the girl’s waist. He waved to Ralph. Ralph and a few of his friends followed someone off-stage.

Grinning, Becca said, “Okay guys. Now the real party begins. We’re all invited up to the band’s suite. You too, Shawn. I think Jackman likes you.”

I started to say no thanks, but that’s when I saw Brad give that girl he was with a kiss. I smiled weakly and said, “Sure. Let’s go.”

###


Part 4 - Song of the Flower

I followed the other girls into an elevator and got off on the top floor. The band had somehow managed to score the executive suite. I’d heard that whoever paid for the party also popped for the cost of the room.

And it was a really nice room! It had four bedrooms, and the main room had a large couch with a picture window overlooking the city. The couch faced a huge big screen TV, which was currently showing some porno movie, and there was a wet bar along one wall. We were about the last to arrive and there was already about two dozen people, all drinking alcohol, munching snacks and being very loud.

Jackman walked up to me and took my hand. “Babe! You made it. Come sit next to me. We sat on the plush couch and he put his arm around my shoulders. He leaned in and nibbled on my neck.

Grinning at me, he confessed, “I’ve had my eye on you all night, you are totally hot. Your friend was telling me you’re only nineteen? I don’t believe it, you’re way too sexy.” A guy just called me sexy! I can’t believe it.

I grinned back at him. “So are you.” I giggled.

“That’s my sexy doll! Don’t go anywhere. Let me get you a drink.” He got up and walked in the direction of the wet bar. I was giddy with nervousness. I should probably leave.

Ralph walked up to me. “Hey girl. Looks like you hit the jackpot. Are you sure you can handle it?”

I frowned at him. “I’m okay. Thanks for asking.”

“You’re not with Brad?”

I scowled at Ralph. “You know why, you saw him earlier.”

Ralph gave me a wry grin. “Don’t be too quick to judge him, babe.”

I sighed deeply, “Ralph, make like a tree and get out of here.”

Chuckling, Ralph said, “You said it wrong.”

Frowning, I snarled, “Will you just leave?”

Ralph shook his head. “Yes, ma’am.”

Jackman returned bearing two large glasses. He sat close to me and handed me one of the glasses.

“Looks like some dude was trying to steal my babe,” He pointed at a retreating Ralph with his glass.

I shook my head. “He’s just some guy I know.” I looked at the glass I had been given and sniffed it. It was definitely alcohol.

Jackman leaned in and kissed me. “Take a drink, babe. You’re way too tense.”

I took a sip. Gah! It burned my throat as I swallowed it. Jackman kissed me again. “Come on! Loosen up!”

I took a sip and then another. I didn’t want to drink any more of it, but Jackman kept encouraging me to down more of the drink. After a few minutes, I started to feel dizzy and sleepy.

I was surprised to see Ralph walk up to us with a pissed off expression on his face. He held his hand out to me. “Time to go, Shawn.”

I just stared at him. “Since when are you my mother? I’m okay right here.”

Jackman scowled at Ralph. “Get lost, dude. Find your own girl.”

“Shawn, we need to go.”

Jackman stood up. “Look asshole, I told you to get lost!”

Ralph pushed the slightly inebriated Jackman back down on the couch. “Shawn, this piece of shit gave you a roofie. I saw him do it! Let’s get out of here.”

Starting to feel a bit confused, I asked, “A ruf what?”

Ralph grabbed my hand and pulled me up to standing. “He drugged you. Do you understand?”

And through the fog I did understand. Incredulous, I said, “Y… you drugged me? Seriously? You fucking….”

Ralph tugged on my hand. “Let’s just go.”

As we passed, Karen, who was having a chat with Janice, looked up and asked, “Leaving so soon?”

Ralph looked at Karen. “Your drinks are being drugged. You should leave too.”

Karen’s eyes went wide. “Serious?” She stood, but Janice looked like she was unsure.

Becca looked up from her snoggfest with Carlos. “You guys are going to miss a great party!”

Keeping a tight grip on my hand Ralph, still looking angry, opened the room’s door and led me out. “Let’s go.”

Karen and Janice were standing with Ralph and me outside of the hotel.

Karen asked, “Where did I leave my car?”

Ralph waved his hand. “I’ll take you guys home, you’ve been drugged, remember?”

Karen nodded.

Ralph said, “Just a second.” He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and punched several buttons. “Can I speak to the night manager…? Yeah. You might want to shut down the party in the penthouse before the police are called, there are underage girls being drugged for sex. Bye.” He hung up his phone.

“I’ll take y’all home. I’m parked over this way.”

#

Ralph’s car rolled to a stop along the curb outside my house.

“Here you are. Safe and sound.”

“Thank you, Ralph,” I said staring out the windshield on my darkened street. “I owe you literally my life.”

Ralph smirked and shook his head. “Babe, you don’t owe me a damned thing. Brad does, but not you.”

I turned to face him. “You rescued me! And all this time I just considered you as… as…”

Chuckling he said, “As an arrogant prick who thinks he’s God’s gift and all that shit? I still am, I just couldn’t stand by and watch someone get raped.”

I grinned up at him. “And again thanks. You’re my hero tonight.”

Ralph shook his head. “Naw. Ain’t no thing.”

“At least you were here!” I exclaimed. “I guess it’s over between me and Brad.”

Ralph chuckled. “This may sound strange coming from me, but don’t give up on Brad because of that chick last night. He doesn’t like her. She’s been trying to get in his pants all semester.”

“Well, that’s good to know.”

Ralph grinned at me, leaned over and kissed my forehead. “I gotta run. Take care of yourself, babe.”

“Thanks again so much.”

#

I was sitting alone at a table in a large common area near one of the dorms. Since I don’t live on campus, I like getting my homework out of the way at this location. There’s a large window looking out from the fourth floor out onto the campus.

On top of the book I was trying to read, a long stem rose found itself placed on my book. I looked up, and saw Brad Cooper smiling down at me. I smiled back, and sniffed at the rose.

As I twirled the rose in my fingers, Brad sighed. “I heard you had a rough weekend.”

I nodded, “It was different, that’s for sure.”

He hung his head. “I’m sorry for not being there.”

I stood up and stepped closer to Brad. “Well, to be fair, you weren’t allowed up with the party.”

With a wry expression, Brad said, “Well, neither was Ralph, he just crashed it. I wish I had known what they had planned, I would have crashed it too.” He paused and studied his shoes for a few long moments. “Shawn. Can you ever forgive me?”

I tickled his nose with the petals of my new rose. “Maybe.”

Disregarding the rules on PDA, Brad pulled me by my shoulders close to him for a long, deep, solid kiss. I had take a deep breath after we separated. He studied my eyes for several seconds.

“I love you Shawn.”

I smiled at Brad. In a breathy tone, I said, “I love you too, Brad.”

We kissed again.

-End of “The Flower”-

###


Working Girl

Part 1

“Now?” I asked incredulously. “You want me to do this now? It’s only like eight thirty.”

“Sure!” exclaimed Sarah. “It’ll be more fun this way.”

I frowned, “I don’t know, guys. The contest isn’t until three thirty. I’ll have to be in costume all day!”

“That’s what makes it fun,” said Annette. “Besides, this way you can come to lunch with us.”

I laughed, “I could go to lunch with you without this, you know.”

Katrina laughed louder, “In your dreams!”

“Gee, thanks,” I furrowed my brow. “If you want me to change now, we need to check with the boss first. She may not want me to do this.”

Everyone followed me the twenty feet to Ms. Lane’s office. Her door was open, but I knocked anyway. She looked up, “You need something, Garner?” Then she looked curiously at the women who had followed me to her office. “Is there a problem?”

I hesitated a moment before speaking. I’ve always been shy, and it was hard for me to talk to authority figures. “I… uh, Sarah wa… wants me…”

Sarah interrupted and said, “I thought it’d be fun if Garner put on his Halloween contest outfit now instead of waiting until after lunch.”

Ms. Lane flashed us a ‘why are you bothering me with this expression.’ She said, “What are you… Oh yeah. Katrina told me yesterday you’re going to dress as a woman? I don’t care if you do it now. As long as you don’t disrupt the office any more than you already have.”

Sarah grinned and said, “Well, there you have it! Go into the women’s restroom to change. We’ll stand guard so no one walks in on you.”

“I don’t know…” I said, “I’ll feel silly.”

Katrina said, “You brought it up. You showed me that picture of you dressing as a woman for that Halloween party you went to two years ago back in college before you started working here. You looked amazing!”

Laura laughed, “He’s almost a femboy now. Look at his face.”

Sarah looked at Laura sideways and asked, “What do you know about femboys?”

I stepped into the women’s restroom with my bag of clothes and shoes. Talk about being embarrassed! I should never have shown Katrina those pictures. But she’d asked what was the craziest thing I’d done for Halloween. I’m a quiet, withdrawn kinda person, so I don’t have many moments of getting crazy.

While musing, I had been slipping into my bra, panties and pantyhose. I knew most women don’t wear pantyhose these days, but I thought it would help my legs look better. I had shaved my legs and underarms the night before. Then I slid the dress over my head; it was a work appropriate short black dress. I also had black pumps, with three inch heels.

Along with the dress and underwear, I got the high heels a week ago. While it was hardly my first time to wear heels, I had been practicing walking around the apartment. At first my roommate, Jack had laughed, but by now he doesn’t even notice.

My roommate claimed he was bi, but I’d only seen him with women. We met at college when he needed help with the rent and I needed a place to live. And this was my first real job since graduating. And I’m putting on a dress.

I have to confess, I like to cross dress. I went through a purge last year and tossed out all my nice feminine clothes, well except the panties. I still wear those. But, as I looked at myself in the mirror wearing a dress, all those urges were returning. I wondered if Jack would toss me out of his apartment if I started dressing?

I opened the restroom door and said quietly, “Okay, I’m dressed. Katrina, did you bring the make-up? You want to help me with it?” I didn’t want to admit that I had my own make-up.

Grinning ear-to-ear, Katrina said, “Yep. Don’t worry. I’m not going to make you look ridiculous. But look at you! You look great even without make-up! Let’s do the make-up in the meeting room.”

I followed Katrina into the meeting room next to our cubicles, sat down in one of the chairs and Katrina spread the make-up out on the table.

My eyes widened, and I exclaimed, “You’re going to put all that on my face?!”

Laughing, Katrina said, “No silly. I didn’t know what I was going to need, so I brought it all.” She opened a lipstick and screwed some of it up. “What do you think, guys? I think this would be a great color for him.”

Sarah nodded and Laura said, “That’s a good color. You should be a make-up artist.”

Katrina smirked, “Well, I did take cosmetology in college for two years.”

Laura said, “Do you have time to do her hair?”

Biting her lower lip, Katrina said, “Not a lot of time, we can’t spend all day doing this. Ms. Lane would have a cow.” Frowning at me, she said, “You should have been letting your hair grow this past year.”

Furrowing my brow, I said, “How the hell did I know I’d be doing this at Halloween?”

Katrina started smearing foundation on my face. She said, “It’s called ‘planning.’ You should always plan ahead.” I hadn’t worn make-up since the last time I got fully dressed. I regret tossing out all my girly stuff.

Sarah said, “Don’t listen to her, Garner. She doesn’t even have a boyfriend yet, but she’s already planned her wedding, what kind of house, how many kids and how much she’s going to get in the divorce. And yet she can’t get any of her work done on time.”

Rolling her eyes, Katrina said, “That’s because I’m always doing things like Garner’s make-up and hair.”

Ms. Lane popped her head into the conference room and said, “Can you finish this sex change before nine-thirty? I have a meeting with Mr. Cramer that I want Garner to attend as well.”

A cold shaft ran down my spine. I blurted, “I forgot! The Nelson account meeting! Oh!”

Katrina said, “Don’t move around while I’m doing your eyeliner.”

“I can’t go like this!” I exclaimed. “I can’t go to the meeting, Ms. Lane.”

“You have to go,” said Ms. Lane flatly. “Mr. Cramer wanted Ralph Barnlig for the project, but I convinced him you would be better for the job. Even if I don’t tell Mr. Cramer who you are, you still need to hear the account particulars.”

“Won’t he ask who I am?” I said worriedly. Laura started putting polish on my nails to speed things up.

Shrugging, Ms. Lane said, “I’ll tell him you’re out sick today, and that you as a woman are my new assistant. You’re quite convincing and they’re not even done with you, so I don’t think we have anything to worry about.”

Leaning back to get a better look at what she’s doing to me, Katrina said, “Don’t worry, Ms. Lane. We’ll have her ready before nine-thirty.”

#

“Wow,” exclaimed Sarah. “Where did Garner go?”

“What do you guys think?” I asked, as I stood up in my short black dress and high heels. “Do you think I’ll win?”

Katrina said, “I don’t know if you’ll win the contest, but nobody is going to believe you’re a man.”

Suppressing a giggle, Sarah said, “Let’s go in the restroom so you can check yourself out. The transformation is really amazing.”

I just stood there in shock staring at my reflection after all of us had hurried into the women’s restroom. Like always, I found it hard to believe that the cute girl in the mirror was actually me.

As we exited the restroom, Ms. Lane called from across the office, “Oh. There you are.” She walked up to our little group before she said, “I was looking for you; I’m going to head up for the meeting. Can you bring that box of reports we’re going to distribute at the meeting when you come up? It’s on the table outside my office. Thanks. And you look great, by the way.” Without waiting for an answer, she hurried off towards the elevators.

Katrina nodded at me. “You do look great. I think you should dress this way all the time!” She, Laura and Sarah all laughed.

I frowned. “Well, thanks.” Actually, if I was being honest with myself, I wished I could dress this way all the time.

Laura said, “We’re not laughing at you. We’re just thinking how fun it would be for you to wear a dress every day. It does suit you.”

I sighed heavily, “Well, as much as I don’t want to, I better get up to the meeting.” I started to walk towards the elevators.

Sarah pointed towards Ms. Lane’s office. “Don’t forget that box she wants you to bring.”

Katrina looked puzzled. “Why print the reports? Just put them on-line.”

I grunted a laugh, “It’s a bunch of old farts who like to hold paper.”

As I walked over to the box, I started to wonder how I was going to pick it up without messing up my nail polish, even though it should be dry by now. I decided to slide the box into my arms rather than try to pick it up from the table. It wasn’t especially heavy, but it was heavy enough that carrying it while wearing heels would be awkward.

As I stood there, trying to adjust the weight distribution of holding the box, an IT guy who’d just finished working on a PC pulled the box from my grasp. “Let me help you. That box is bigger than you!” It wasn’t of course.

“That’s fine,” I said reaching for the box. “I got it.”

He smiled at me. “It’s no bother. Where are you going with it?”

Still trying to reach for the box, I said, “Board meeting room on the tenth floor.”

Grinning and keeping the box out of my reach, the man said, “Oh yeah. That’s too far. I’ll follow you.”

Well, that’s annoying. I’m sure he feels he’s being helpful, but carrying the box wasn’t going to be difficult. But refusing to let him help me would probably bruise his ego. There was certainly no doubt why he wanted to follow, I could almost feel his eyes on my butt. I laughed to myself. If he only knew he was staring at a guy’s butt. A guy’s butt in black, lacy satin panties and wearing a short, black dress.

Maybe I’m laughing at the wrong person….

The board room was right across from the elevators, and the IT guy followed me in as I walked over to where Ms. Lane was sitting. I pointed to the space next to her. “You can set it down there. Thank you so very much!”

The IT guy gently set the box down on the conference table without so much as a grunt. He smiled at me, “My pleasure, ma’am.”

As he turned to leave, one of the managers already seated at the table called out, “Hey Bill. Can you come by and look at my PC later?” Bill nodded and left.

As I started taking individual reports from the box so I could distribute them, Ms. Lane grinned at me. “Already asking men to help you with hard things?”

Feeling extremely self-conscious about being in a room filled with male managers I said, “Hey. He volunteered.”

Ms. Lane smiled and pointed around the room. “While you’re doing that, would you mind handing those reports out around the table?”

I looked around the room. Most of the seats at the large conference table were already filled. This was going to be a major management meeting. And I’m wearing a dress.

About a third of the managers attending were women, so I didn’t feel quite so alone in a sea of men. Most of the attendees ignored me as I walked around the table placing the reports. Some of the younger men watched me as I went back a couple times to get more reports. Most of the women managers would at least smile and say “Thank you” when I placed a report in front of them.

When I was done, I returned to Ms. Lane. I bent over and whispered, “Is that all you need, Ms. Lane?”

Ms. Lane looked at me for a second. “Would you mind staying and taking notes for me? And they’re going to be talking about a project that will involve you anyway.”

“Of course, Ms. Lane.” I sat down next to her as she slid a pen and a pad over to me. Well, I tried to get away.

Mr. Jones, the CEO entered the conference room after everyone was seated. “Good morning ladies and gentlemen. It’s good to see everyone here.” He glanced around the room. “I think I know all of you by now. Anyone new to this meeting?” He focused on me and Ms. Lane.

Ms. Lane looked a bit flustered at the unexpected attention. She looked quickly over at me. “Um… this is Ms. Garner Carter. She’s my new assistant.”

Mr. Jones looked directly at me and smiled. “Welcome aboard our team, Ms. Carter”

I smiled weakly and in a small voice said, “Thank you, sir.” Oh wonderful. Now I’m a secretary, the stereotypical dream job for a crossdresser. I hope Ms. Lane was just making that up, I’m supposed to be in analytics. I looked around the table and became even more uncomfortable upon seeing that, with the notable exception of Mr. Jones’s assistant, I was the only non-manager there.

Mr. Jones looked around the room with a slight frown. “We’re waiting for one more person to arrive.” About thirty seconds after he spoke, a young woman entered the meeting room.

“Sorry I’m late, Mr. Jones,” the woman said nervously.

Mr. Jones nodded towards her. “Please have a seat so we can get started. Everyone, this is Nancy, she is temporarily filling in as executive assistant. I think most of you know that Judy, my previous assistant retired last week.”

Nancy looked around the room for a moment, then opened her laptop computer and turned it on. I leaned over to Ms. Lane and whispered, “Why does she get a laptop computer to take notes on and I get this pen and yellow pad?” I was only joking. Sort of.

Ms. Lane looked at me funny, and then smiled. “Well, Miss Carter, if you work out as my assistant, we’ll see about getting you a laptop.”

I smiled dourly and nodded. I held up the pen and whispered, “I’m good.” Ms. Lane chuckled at me.

Nancy glanced over at me, flipped her hair over shoulder, and sat with her fingers poised over the keyboard. Maybe it was my imagination, but I felt she was trying to signal to me that I was at a lesser station in the assistant pecking order. My hair wasn’t long enough to do any flipping, so I just sat up straighter and held my pen at the ready.

Ms. Lane leaned over to me again and discreetly pointed under the table and whispered, “Keep your knees together, Miss Carter.”

I nodded and consciously brought my knees together. Women don’t have body parts between their legs, so it’s easier for them to keep their knees together. That’s my assumption anyway.

Everyone sat in silence as Mr. Jones glanced over the report. “Okay, everyone, let’s look at these issues pointed out on page two of this report. Oh, and by the way, this is an excellent report, Ms. Lane. The guy who wrote this really knows his stuff.” A cold spike shot down my spine when I realized my name was on the report.

Ms. Lane smiled and pointed at me. “Thank you sir. The credit should go to Miss Carter as she did most of the research and prepared the report.” All eyes turned to me and Ms. Lane grinned at me, obviously enjoying my discomfort.

Mr. Jones smiled at me. “Excellent work, Ms. Carter. Excellent work. And my sincere apologies for assuming you were male, sometimes it’s hard to change your mindset. Again, thank you, Ms. Carter. Now, let’s continue….”

Oh my God! The boss now thinks I’m a woman. From now on, whenever he sees my name on a report, in an email, or whatever, he’s going think I’m female. Before I was a nobody grunt, working invisibly cranking out reports. Now I’m known to management only as Ms. Lane’s female assistant. How the hell are we going to get this fixed?

I glanced over to Ms. Lane. She just shook her head with an amused expression.

My note taking was interrupted multiple times during the meeting as not just Mr. Jones, but other managers asked me for clarifications on some finer points in my report. I was embarrassed as hell, and actually annoyed that they’d asked for clarification since, as far as I was concerned, the report was very clear. But I didn’t say that, I just answered as best I could in a quiet voice. I was very worried my voice would give me away.

I was actually surprised that I was completely accepted as who everyone had been told I was. People seem accepting if you don’t give them a reason to suspect you’re not who you say you are. That was my experience the few times I dared to venture out dressed as a girl in years past.

The meeting lasted a bit over an hour and a half. I took lots of notes for Ms. Lane and answered a ton of questions. Several managers just stared at me the whole time smiling, making me very uncomfortable.

As we started to stand up, Ms. Lane said, “Thank you so much, Garner for stepping up to come to the meeting dressed as you are. I know it was probably a bit embarrassing, but you helped me out a lot being here to answer questions.”

I smiled at her. “You’re welcome, Ms. Lane. In a way it was sorta fun, I felt like a spy in disguise.”

Before Ms. Lane could comment further, Mr. Jones started walking towards us. “Oh Ms. Lane. May I have a word with you?”

Ms. Lane nodded in his direction as he approached. “Of course, Mr. Jones.” I stood silently beside Ms. Lane.

Mr. Jones smiled broadly as he walked up to us. “Ms. Lane, I wonder if I could ask a favor of you? Here in about twenty minutes, I have to attend a board meeting to basically go over what we just discussed. I was wondering if I could borrow your assistant, Ms. Carter? Her intimate knowledge of the report and how the conclusions were arrived at would be invaluable.”

I thought to myself, “Please say no.”

Ms. Lane smiled. “Well of course, Mr. Jones. I’m sure Miss Carter would happy to provide you with any assistance you may require.” Ms. Lane nodded at me a couple of quick nods.

I smiled at the big boss. “Yes, Mr. Jones. I’d be happy to do whatever you need me to do.”

Mr. Jones gave me an odd smile. “I’m sure you would, Ms. Carter. Thank you Ms. Lane. I’ll probably require her services the rest of the day.” He turned to me. “And not to worry, lunch will be provided for the meeting. One of the reasons I don’t mind going to board meetings,” he chuckled.

Ms. Lane smiled at us. “Enjoy your meeting.”

Mr. Jones turned to me. “If you’ll follow me, Ms. Carter, we’ll go ahead and go up to the executive board room. Have you ever been up there?”

I shook my head. “No sir.” I looked frantically at Ms. Lane as she turned to exit the meeting room.

Ms. Lane looked exasperated and silently mouthed the word, “Sorry!” with a shrug.

Nancy had been standing by the door this whole time. As he passed her, Mr. Jones said, “That’s all for today, Nancy, thank you for filling in. You may return to the assistants pool.”

“Yes, sir.” She shot me a dirty look.

I followed Mr. Jones out to the open area in front of the elevators. As the elevator door closed with just us two in the elevator, I was suddenly gripped in a fear Mr. Jones would rape me in the elevator. I knew it was irrational, but I had suddenly felt very vulnerable wearing a dress, heels and being alone with a man. We only went up three more floors, but it was the longest elevator ride I had ever been on.

As we got off the elevator, I had a sudden thought. “Oh... Do I need to go back to Ms. Lane’s office and run off more copies of the report?”

Mr. Jones smiled at me. “Oh no. The board members all have pads and the report should already be loaded on them. But it’s good you thought of that, that’s what makes a good assistant.”

I smiled at him. “Thank you, sir.” I looked about the lobby at all the big shots going into the board room, and I was surprised that there were two women on the board. Any other time I might have made a sexist joke about women on the board, but I just felt less alone wearing a dress.

Mr. Jones looked into the board room. “You know what else makes a great assistant? Could you bring me a cup of coffee? I have to talk briefly with the finance director before the meeting.”

He walked away before I could respond, but what could I say besides, “Yes sir?” And of course, here we are. He praises my report, but I’m still expected to bring him a cup of coffee.

I looked over at the gathering of other assistants at the coffee machine, filling cups for their bosses. I sighed and walked over to the coffee machine, picked up a cup and waited for my turn to fill it.

###


Part 2

That was one long-assed meeting.

Mr. Jones thanked me for attending the meeting with him. The two women board members had nodded approvingly at me as I gave details on my analysis, and I was the only assistant who spoke at all during the meeting. However, I was disappointed and annoyed when, after the meeting, one of the female board members admonished me for improper business attire because my dress was too short.

It was after five when I finally got back to Ms. Lane’s office. She was still in her office as she usually doesn’t leave until around five thirty.

Holding my shoes and standing in her doorway in my stocking feet, I knocked on her doorway and said, “The meeting is over, Ms. Lane.”

Ms. Lane smiled at me. “How did it go?”

I shrugged. “It went pretty well, I guess. I answered a lot of questions and I think the board has more respect for your office now. And I got chewed out for wearing a dress that’s too short.”

Ms. Lane chucked. “Was that Ms. Thornberry?”

I nodded.

Ms. Lane shook her head. “I shouldn’t say this, but she’s a bitch. She feels threatened by pretty, young women who are also intelligent, just ignore her. Your dress is fine. And thank you so much for doing this, I know it was embarrassing for you.”

I grinned. “No problem, Ms. Lane. In a way it was kinda fun.” For the longest time I’ve wanted to be able to just spend all day dressed as a woman. And it was fun.

Ms. Lane was about to say something when she glanced over at her computer. After a moment, she frowned and turned towards me. “Do you have more dresses?”

Feeling worried, I asked, “Why?”

Ms. Lane turned back to me. “I just got an email from Mr. Jones, he wants to steal you from me. He wants you to be his permanent assistant starting tomorrow at eight o’clock.”

“He wants to what?!” I asked, shocked. “I… I can’t do that. I’m not the woman he thinks I am, and I have no experience being an executive assistant. I just want to get back to writing reports.”

“I know. I know.” Ms. Lane shook her head. “Until we can figure a way to get you out of this without causing a huge stink and getting us all fired, just go ahead and keep showing up to work as a woman.”

I groaned as I slid into the chair placed there for an assistant and shook my head. “No. That’ll mean having to get up at least an hour or more early to do my make-up and fix my hair. Not to mention putting on a dress and bra and stuff.”

Ms. Lane just stared blankly at me for several long moments before frowning. “Welcome to the club.”

#

I was surprised to see Jack already in the apartment when I managed to drag myself home. He looked out of his bedroom when I came in and smiled at me. “Well, aren’t you just gorgeous! Did you win the contest?”

I kicked my heels off, plopped down on the couch and stared numbly at the turned off TV. “No. I had to miss it.” Then I went on to explain my feminine adventure of being an executive assistant.

Jack stepped out of his room. He was wearing a nice suit, which surprised me. When he gets home, he’s usually pretty quick about jumping into sweats or yoga pants. “Are you serious about you dressing as a women tomorrow as well?”

I nodded. “Yep. That means getting up an hour early just to do my make-up.” I looked at my hands. “I think my nails are still good for tomorrow. So, why are you all dressed up?”

Jack opened his jacket. “What? This old thing? Seriously though, you know that foundation I belong to? They’re having an awards ceremony and dinner tonight, and guess who’s turn it is to be the presenter?”

I turned on the TV. “Why do you even bother? That foundation seems to be a bunch of stuffed shirts and boring.”

Jack shrugged. “Prestige. Networking. You make a lot of profitable connections there, so it’s worth it. For the most part.”

I laughed. “Better you than me, Jackie-boy. I should probably change out of this dress.”

Raising his hand, Jack said, “Hey, hold up a second. When this ceremony was being all set up, I had told them I’d bring a date. But as you know, last week Melanie told me to get lost. So now I’m dateless.”

I got up from the couch. “That’s a real sad story, Jack. I’m going to go change into something less feminine.”

Jack touched my arm. “Wait a second. Why don’t you be my date for tonight, you’re already dressed, made up and everything.”

I turned and gave Jack an incredulous expression. “That’s crazy, Jack. I can’t be your date. I’m not a girl.”

Jack just grinned at me. “You’re certainly pretty enough to be a girl. Besides, I’m bi, remember? It doesn’t matter to me if I’m out with a guy or a girl.”

I shook my head. “Well, I’m not. Despite the fact that I rarely get to, I’m only interested in going out with girls. And really, what’s with claiming your bi? I’ve seen you date like two guys the whole time I’ve known you.”

Jack stepped close to me. “You remember what Woody Allen said about being bi. It doubles your chance for a date on Saturday night.”

I laughed, “I don’t think I’d be taking dating advice from Woody Allen.” I turned my back towards Jack. “While you’re just standing there, could you unzip me?”

Jack frowned. “I’d really prefer you kept the dress on. I really am desperate to have a date tonight.”

I turned around to face Jack. “It’s not that I don’t want to help, but jeez, Jack. I’d feel pretty silly.”

Jack shook his head. “I don’t know why, you make a really fine woman. No one would think you were anything but. Did you feel silly at work today?”

I laughed. “As a matter of fact, I did. I was mortified.”

Jack just laughed. “Give… me… a… break. Remember that time, and it wasn’t very long ago, when I found you running around the apartment dressed as a girl and you confessed that you wished you could dress that way all the time. And look. Now your job lets you dress the way you want, and now you have a chance to go on a date with a handsome man.”

“Who?” I asked, expressionless.

“Me. Who else?” Jack put his palms together in a pleading manner. “Please? Go out with me? Don’t make me beg.”

I laughed, “I want to see you beg.”

Jack frowned, but lowered himself to his knees. “Please Garner, go out with me tonight.”

I laughed. “Okay, okay. You win. I need to freshen my make-up though.”

Jack checked the time on his phone. “Okay. Try not to take too long.”

I turned and headed to the bathroom. “I’ll just be a minute.”

After I closed the bathroom door, I checked my make-up. I decided to quickly wash my face and start over. Some of the make-up the girls at work had used on me, I didn’t really like, but I didn’t want to say anything.

Trying to watch the time, I worked as quickly as I could to apply foundation and some blush. I went with a smoky eye shadow since this was an evening outing. I’m not calling this a date! While looking for my lipstick, I came across a package I bought a couple of months ago, but hadn’t had a chance to open it. It was false eyelashes. Since I’m going on a date, this seems like a good time wear them. I frowned at my reflection and thought, no, this isn’t a date.

I heard some knuckles rapping on the bathroom door. Through the door, I heard Jack say, “Honey. Are you almost done? We need to get going.” Did he just call me honey?

A few minutes later, I stepped out of the bathroom and walked back into the common area. “What do you think?”

Jack smiled broadly. “You look great!” He looked at me for a few moments, tilting his head from side to side. “I think I have something you can use, let me get it.”

Not sure what he meant, I watched him enter his bedroom. A minute later he came out holding a small jewel box.

He opened the box as he approached me. “Your ears are pierced, right?”

I nodded. “Why do you ask?”

He held up a pair of dangly diamond earrings. “I think you might want to wear these. I bought them for Melanie just before she left me, and she left them on the dresser. There’s a matching necklace too.”

I took one of the earrings from his hand. “Cubic Zirconium?”

He shook his head. “Real diamonds, baby.”

I laughed, “Stupid girl. I would have taken the diamonds and then dumped you. So you’re giving me diamond jewelry?”

Jack frowned. “No, I’m just letting you borrow them. I thought they’d look better on you than in this box.”

After a few moments, I got the earrings in. I’d never worn real diamonds before, and I could feel them rest against my neck when I turned my head. I held up the necklace. “Can you help me with this?”

Jack smiled. “Of course.” I turned around and reached back to pull up what longish hair I had to get it off my neck. Shockingly, I felt a bit of a tingle when I felt his fingers brush against my neck as he clasped the necklace. And then I made a girly gasp as I felt his lips on my neck along with a bigger tingle. Jack then did a series of quick kisses down my neck to my shoulder.

I giggled as I turned around. “Stop it! That tickles!”

Jack was grinning. He said, “Note to self. She likes having her neck nibbled on.” I wasn’t sure what to think of him referring to me as a ‘she.’ And dammit. I discovered I did like having my neck nibbled on.

Jack checked the time again. “Babe, we need to go.” He took my hand and led me from the apartment.

After we got in the car and were heading to where the dinner was being held, Jack said, “Thanks again for doing this. A few of the older women in the foundation fancy themselves as matchmakers, so having you along should prevent that conversation.”

I frowned. “So I’m just a beard? Insurance protection against unwanted romance meddleing?”

Jack put his hand on my knee. “Oh no, baby, of course not. I really wanted you to come with me. But it’s a side benefit to have you preempt having to listen to how wonderful their cousins are, or listen them go on about one of their co-workers.”

I removed his hand from my knee and frowned. “I’m glad I could help.”

Jack sighed. “Like I said, I’m very happy you’re here. Were you hoping for something more like a real date?”

I shook my head. “No. No, of course not, I’m here for the free dinner. So, why don’t you try dating one of their cousins or friends?”

Jack shrugged. “I have actually. A few anyway, we just couldn’t connect. You can’t force a relationship, it has to occur naturally.” He looked over at me, and his eyes lingered on me. I looked down at my clasped hands in my lap. Holy cow. I think he might actually like me. As in like like me. What should I think about that?

When we arrived at our destination, Jack helped me exit his car and then held my hand as we walked to the hotel, where the dinner was being held in one of the large meeting rooms. Once inside, his hand made its way to the small of my back.

As we made our way to the meeting room for dinner, we stopped to greet the other attendees. Several older women smiled at me when I was introduced. Several younger women gave me an annoyed look. Jack was the youngest man in attendance, and definitely the cutest.

As the hotel staff set up the buffet line, we had to endure the meeting part of the event, where we listened to the treasurer’s report and then they voted on a few proposals. After that, we listened to the chairwoman of the foundation brag on the accomplishments of the foundation.

Sitting next to Jack, I felt more than a bit out of place, these were all “society” people. I was relieved that none of the women were wearing elegant evening gowns and such. It was, after all, just a business meeting for the foundation. I was also embarrassed in that it was obvious after each person I was introduced to, it was a given that I was Jack’s girlfriend.

Finally the meeting part of the event was over, and then we were all invited to visit the buffet table.

Jack turned to me. “If you like, you can just stay seated here, and I’ll get your dinner.”

I smirked. “I do believe I’m capable of getting my own dinner, Jack.”

Jack smiled. “Just thought I’d ask. After you.”

As we got in line, a woman and, I assume, her husband turned to face us as we approached.

“Why Jack!” said the woman with a wide smile. “I didn’t see you come in.” She and her husband shook Jack’s hand. She turned to look at me. I was trying to be invisible standing behind Jack. “And who is this?” she asked Jack. Not me.

Jack grinned and placed his hand on my lower back again. “Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins, I would like you to meet Garner Carter. Garner, this is Leroy and MaryAnn Jenkins. They are major contributors to the foundation.

Mrs. Jenkins gave me a wimpy girlish handshake. “It’s so very nice to meet you, Miss Carter. I have to say, you don’t run into many Garners these days.”

Leroy chuckled. “True, although Mary, remember my aunt in Okalahoma?”

Mrs. Jenkins smiled at us. “I have to say, you two make a very cute couple.”

Jack put his arm around my waist as he grinned. “I think so too.”

Mrs. Jenkins leaned in towards Jack in a conspiratory fashion and in a whisper loud enough for me to hear, said, “You should keep this one.”

Jack laughed. “That’s the plan.”

###


Part 3

Jack took my hand and led me across the parking lot to his car; the only sound was my heels on the asphalt.

As we approached his car, Jack turned to me. “Why so quiet?”

I stopped walking, and he pulled on my hand a moment before stopping as well. “I guess I feel a bit bothered by your comment that you plan to keep me. You’re not my boyfriend, Jack.”

Jack chuckled. “What would you have had me to say to the nice old lady? I think most of the older women in the foundation have getting me married off as their personal mission.”

I shook my head. “I guess it bothers me that you assumed I want to date you.”

Jack chuckled, “Look, I just said that to be nice to Mrs. Jenkins, I wasn’t trying to suggest to you that we date. Though I admit I like that idea.”

I grunted a laugh, “I thought you only dated guys.”

Jack grinned. “And what are you?”

I laughed. “You got me there. But I’m not really into guys. You know that.”

Jack took my hand and started leading me back to our apartment. “We’ll see. With your new job, you’re finally getting to let your inner girl out.”

I looked shyly at my feet. “That’s true.”

After we got inside the apartment, I kicked my heels off and plopped down on the couch. Jack sat right next to me and slung his arm behind my shoulder. He picked up the remote control that was resting on the couch as well and turned on the TV.

“Want to watch some porn?” He chuckled.

I rolled my eyes at him. “Actually, I want to go to bed.”

Jack stood up quickly and took my hand. “Now you’re talking.” He tugged on my hand.

I pulled my hand free. “No, Casanova. I need to get some sleep. I have to get up earlier than I’m used to so I have time to pick out a dress and put on my make-up. In fact, I should probably pick out my outfit before I get in bed.”

Jack looked deflated. “You got me excited there for a minute.”

I shook my head. “Goof ball. Can you help me remove this necklace so I can give your jewelry back to you?” I turned around so the clasp of the necklace faced him.

Jack said, “I’ll help you take it off, but you can keep it.”

I felt his fingers on my neck. Why did that give me a tingle? “I can’t take your jewelry! This is expensive stuff, you should give it to that special girl.”

Jack kissed my neck. “I just did.”

I just stood there holding the necklace. “I don’t know what to say.”

Jack grinned. “How about ‘thank you’?” He sat back on the couch.

#

I knocked the alarm clock to the floor fumbling around trying to shut it off, this was way too early. I’m hoping as I get used to putting on my make-up, I can scale back getting up so early.

Actually, I hope that I go back to my original job before I get used to putting on make-up. All my life, practically, I had fantasized about having a job where I got to dress as a woman. But I have to admit, I already miss being able to jump out of the shower, into my clothes and run out the door.

I needed something to eat so, as I was used to doing, I just wandered out of my room just in my underwear to see if anything was in the kitchen. I forgot I was wearing panties as I stepped out into the common area of Jack’s and my apartment. I was surprised to see Jack already in the kitchen turning on the coffee maker. I never use it, as I get my caffeine from sodas.

As I entered the kitchen, Jack turned around. He looked me up and down. “Good morning Garner. Maybe you should wear a robe or a nightie or something?”

I frowned at Jack as I looked inside the pantry looking for an energy bar or something. “Mornin’ Jack. And what’s the deal? So I’m wearing panties instead of boxers, there’s nothing different about how you usually see me in the morning.”

Jack shrugged. “Just seems different somehow.”

I laughed. “It’s not like I grew tits overnight. I’m still just me.”

As he pulled a mug from the cupboard and poured his coffee, Jack chuckled, “I suppose that’s true.”

I started to unwrap the energy bar. “So what are you saying, Jack? I should be more modest now that I’m wearing different clothes?”

Jack shrugged. “Well yeah, actually. If you’re going to be a woman, you should have a better sense of propriety. That’s all.” He filled his cup.

I just stared at him. “Seriously? As a man it’s okay to run around in just my underwear, but if I’m going to wear women’s clothes, I need to cover up?”

Jack looked at me curiously. “You don’t think so? It doesn’t bother you to traipse about half naked in front of men?”

I frowned. “What men? It’s just you and I’ve been doing this since I moved in. This is a weird conversation to be having with you.”

Jack raised his hands defensively. “Okay. Fine. I won’t say another word about it.”

“Okay then.” I took a bite from my energy bar and turned to get back to my room. I was suddenly uncomfortable being in front of Jack in just my panties.

I took a shower and put on my make-up. It didn’t take as long as I first thought, but I was still going to have to get up earlier than I used to. I’m glad I took the time the night before to lay out what I was going to wear.

Before I put on my skirt and blouse, while I was just in my bra, panties and pantyhose — women were required at work to wear hose if they wore a dress or skirt — I snuck into Jack’s room while he was in the shower to return the jewelry he’d given me. I put it next to a pile of his ex-girlfriend’s stuff on top of the dresser.

There was a small bottle of perfume with the other stuff. Out of curiosity I sniffed it. I liked it, so I decided to wear it and put the bottle back. I don’t usually wear perfume, but I really liked it, and I bet it was expensive.

When I was finished dressing, I exited my room. Jack was just about to head out the door himself. He looked up when I exited my room and whistled.

“So what do you think?” I asked striking a pose. “Do I look okay?”

He walked towards me and smiled. “You look absolutely beautiful.” He sniffed when he got close. “And you smell great too.”

“Thanks,” I said grinning. “I thought you’d like it. I borrowed your ex-girlfriend’s perfume when I was returning that jewelry.”

Jack frowned. “Keep the jewelry. It’s yours.”

I shook my head. “But they’re real diamonds, Jack. I can’t accept such an expensive gift.”

Jack smiled at me. “You can and you will. I’m not going to wear those items, they belong on a beautiful woman. Put them in your jewelry box. They’re yours, keep the perfume too. In fact, you can have anything of hers you find in my room.”

“What if she comes back for it?” I asked.

Jack shook his head. “She won’t.”

I smiled nervously at Jack. “Well, thank you, Jack.” I thought, I hope he’s not expecting anything in return. “I need to get to work. I don’t want to be late for my new boss.”

Jack waved as I opened the apartment door. “Have a great day.”

I arrived at work with about five minutes to spare. I hurried through the lobby, my heels clicking and my tight skirt restricting my stride. I should have expected to see men turn to look at me scurrying to the elevators. I would have turned to look myself, running the way I was.

It annoyed me to see some men with amused expressions at my own clothes being a hindrance to me. A tight skirt causing restricted movement while wearing heels was quite a turn on when I was by myself. Now, not so much.

The elevator door was about to close as I arrived, slightly out of breath. A man smiled at me and held the door open. I smiled at him as I stepped inside. “Thank you!” I pressed the button to my floor, noticing my red nails. Everyone else on the elevator was a man. It never bothered me before. I folded my arms under my fake boobs, I need to stop thinking like this.

The man continued to smile at me. “You’re very welcome, miss.”

Oh crap! I thought. I hit the wrong button. Now that I’m Mr. Jones’s assistant, I’m on a different floor than I used to me. The crowd in the elevator shifted and I couldn’t get to the buttons any longer.

I hated doing it, but I said out loud, “I hit the wrong button and I can’t reach the buttons.”

The man who had held the door for me turned and smiled at me again, with a knowing expression. He probably thinks I’m stupid now. “I’ll push the button for you miss. What floor?”

I told him and he punched it. I thanked him and he nodded to me. I stepped back and tried to become invisible.

By the time the door opened for my floor, it was just me and the guy who held the door open for me. He smiled at me as I exited the elevator. “See you tomorrow!” He said cheerfully. I’m going to try to arrive at a different time tomorrow.

As I arrived at my desk just outside Mr. Jones’s office, a couple of IT guys were just leaving. One of them nodded to me as they packed up their stuff onto their cart. “You’re all set up with a new computer, miss. You have everything you should need as an assistant.”

I smiled. “Thank you.” I set my purse down on the desk and looked at the PC. Terrific. It was a thin client, they have these assistant PCs locked down pretty tight. Only a handful of web sites are available. I could get to everything on my PC when I was an analyst.

A couple other assistants for the neighboring managers walked over to me, smiling. “Welcome to our office area. Mr. Jones has been waiting awhile for a permanent assistant. If you need anything, just let one of us know, okay sweetie?”

I smiled back and nodded to them. “Thank you. I’ll be sure to let you know.”

I sat down at my desk and randomly opened drawers to see what, if anything was inside them. My user ID and temporary password was taped to the monitor. I already had a user account, but they created me a new one. Actually it was the same as my old one with the number one stuck at the end.

“Looks like you’re getting settled in.”

I looked up to see Ms. Lane standing next to the low wall around my desk. I smiled. “Oh, hey Ms. Lane. I didn’t see you.”

Ms. Lane looked over my desk. “This is nice. I think you’ll like this desk much better than the one you had at my office.”

I looked at her curiously. “I never really got to sit there before getting hijacked by Mr. Jones.” I lowered my voice and leaned in close to her. “Ms. Lane, this all kinda has the look of permanence to it. When do I go back to my actual job?”

Ms. Lane frowned and looked away for a moment. “I can’t say. HR has already put a rec out for your old position, and you’ve been permanently assigned to the position of Mr. Jones’s assistant. You’ve been added to the assistant pool. You’re off that major project you were working on since you’re not an analyst any longer. And HR notified me before they moved you here, of an error they had found in your record.”

I narrowed my brows. “I’m afraid to ask. What error?”

Ms. Lane sighed. “They said they had no idea how such a mistake had been made, but you had incorrect data. You are now listed as female. Oh, and they adjusted your pay as well. Sorry about that. My, that’s pretty perfume you’re wearing.”

I threw up my arms. “Well isn’t that just perfect!”

Ms. Lane shrugged. “Well, I should get back to my office. I have a meeting in fifteen minutes.”

She just started to turn, when I heard a man ask one of the other assistants, “I’m looking for a Ms. Garner Carter? Do you know where she is?”

I looked up, and it was a delivery person for a florist in our building. He was carrying a huge bouquet of an assortment of flowers. The assistant pointed in my direction, so he walked over to my desk and set the bouquet down. “Enjoy.” He turned and headed to the door.

Ms. Lane looked at the flowers. “Very impressive. Are they from Mr. Jones?”

I looked in shock at the flowers. “What the hell?” I plucked the card from the bouquet and opened the envelope. I sighed, “Oh God. Please tell me he didn’t... they’re from Jack.” The card read, “Congratulations on your new job. Love, Jack.”

Ms. Lane wrinkled her brow. “Who’s Jack?”

Without thinking, I waved the card and said, “He’s my roommate.”

Ms. Lane raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

I looked at her, horrified at what I suspected she was thinking. “It’s not what you’re thinking! It’s a two bedroom apartment.”

Ms. Lane grinned knowingly at me. “Well I need to go, Ms. Carter, enjoy your flowers. Don’t forget to thank your roommate.”

I clenched my fist and gritted my teeth. “Oh I will.” She turned and walked away.

The other assistants came up and crowded around my desk. One, who I learned was named Maggie, said, “Oh, what beautiful flowers! You’re so lucky, nobody sends us flowers.”

The one I learned was named Paula laughed, “Yeah, not even our husbands!”

Terri picked up the card. “ ‘Love, Jack.’ Is he your boyfriend?”

I raised my hand to say, “No! No he’s not. He’s just a friend.” I took the card from her grasp.

Paula said, “I heard you say ‘roommate.’”

Scowling, I said, “I also said it was a two bedroom apartment. Get your mind out of the gutter.”

Terri shook her head. “No reason to feel ashamed about your boyfriend. Especially if he sends you flowers like this.”

I took a deep breath. “He’s not my boyfriend!”

At that moment Mr. Jones walked into the office. “Did someone call a party and not tell me? Is there anything you ladies should be doing?” He turned to me. “Ah, Ms. Carter, do you have that report ready for my meeting in ten minutes?”

With my best deer-in-the-headlights expression I asked, “Report, sir?”

Mr. Jones frowned. “The report I emailed you about last night.”

I just stared at him. “I… I… I just got my computer this morning, sir. I…”

His frown growing deeper, Mr. Jones said, “You’ve been here almost fifteen minutes, haven’t you?”

“I… I… there’s been a lot going on this morning.”

Shaking his head, he said, “I have to get to the meeting. Bring the report as soon as you have it prepared. Make twelve copies and bring it to Executive Room B. Be quick about it!” He turned and started walking away.

I frowned. “Yes, sir.” I gave him a mock salute to his back as he left the office.

He said, “I can see your reflection in the glass, Ms. Carter. Please hurry with the reports.”

I sighed, “Yes sir.” Paula and Maggie looked at me and giggled.

I sat down at my computer, and read the email. The report was mine. I’d written it, it was the last thing I managed to do before I started getting ready for that stupid costume contest. So I spent a few minutes cleaning up the report. It pissed me off, I should be the one to present the report. But there was no way I could do it now.

Checking the clock, I printed out the requested number of copies, then collated and stapled them together. I hid my purse in one of my drawers, put the reports in a folder and rushed as fast as my skirt would let me to the meeting room.

When I entered the room, Mr. Jones said, “Oh good, you’ve got the reports. Please hand them out.” He chuckled, “It’s her first day officially on the job.”

Thanks for tossing me under the bus, I thought. As I passed out the reports, some of the assistants in the room looked at me and just shook their heads. One of the assistants moved her lips, and it looked like she said, “Incompetent cunt.” My day is now complete and it’s not even lunch time yet.

I started to sit down next to Mr. Jones. He said, “Would you mind getting me some coffee? Thanks.”

I smiled. “Certainly, sir.” Four years of college and I’m getting coffee. His legs aren’t broken. What’s the deal?

As I passed Ms. Lane, she smiled at me. “Could you bring me some as well?”

I smiled at her with gritted teeth. “Of course, Ma’am.” She chuckled.

As I was getting the coffee, I heard one of the managers say after looking over the report I had written, “I see this report was written by that new guy in Analytics. Excellent work. He was showing a lot of promise. And he just quit? Out of the blue?”

Ms. Lane shrugged. “Yes. He was rather rude about it too. He sent a resignation letter and just never came back.”

###


Part 4

I over filled one of the cups and spilled on the counter top while listening. Letter? I didn’t write a letter. Now I’m not eligible for re-hire. I didn’t sign up to be an assistant. I guess I could always quit and go somewhere else. But, in this town, the job market for analysts is pretty tight. So right now I need this job even if it means wearing high heels.

I quickly wiped up the spill and returned with the two cups of coffee.

As I handed him the cup, Mr. Jones said, “Could you bring me some cream and sugar as well? Thanks.”

Ms. Lane looked at me. “Sugar, please,” she whispered with a grin. I think she’s enjoying this.

I retrieved the items and sat down quickly before they decided to have me make a sandwich or something. As I sat there, trying to listen to what they said about my report, a random thought passed through my head.

Do I feel resentful to be asked to do such things? As a male, is it beneath me? I remember a few weeks ago, asking the assistant to bring me a soda after the meeting had already started. But I couldn’t shake another thought of why the hell couldn’t they get their own damned drink before the meeting started?

I listened to the managers discuss the ramifications outlined in my report. I leaned over so I could whisper to Ms. Lane. “Do you hear that? They’re talking about my report.”

Ms. Lane nodded. She whispered back, “You were doing excellent work. Oh, and thanks for the coffee, miss.”

I sat there flabbergasted. Whispering in her ear, I said, “When can I have my old job back?”

Ms. Lane frowned. “I’m sorry Ms. Carter, but the old you has been terminated and is ineligible for re-hire. I might be able to help you move from being an assistant to analyst.”

I just stared at her. “And remain a woman?”

Ms. Lane smiled nervously. “It seems to suit you.”

I leaned back in my chair in silence. It suits me? How many times in my life have I wished I could dress as a girl full time? And now I have it, but it’s not on my terms.

When the meeting ended, Mr. Jones didn’t immediately have something for me to do, so I took the elevator down to the first floor and walked out of the building into the building’s plaza as well as the cool, fresh air. It was starting to turn cool, but not cold yet.

The bench I was heading for was fortunately unoccupied. In the spring and summer, the plaza here gets a lot of foot traffic. The gardens in the plaza are quite nice.

I plopped down on the wooden bench almost ready to cry. My tight skirt helped remind me to keep my knees together. Today was definitely being a trial by fire. Do I want to be a woman? Here’s my chance. Ever since I was little, I knew I was a crossdresser. Maybe not in that word, but I was always getting into my mom’s things. But I also did a lot of masculine things. Was I hiding?

I didn’t hear anyone approach, and I jumped when someone sat down next to me.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to frighten you.” The guy from the elevator this morning sat down next to me.

I looked over at him, pissed at having my inner discussion interrupted. “Are you following me?”

“I saw you through my office window coming out here alone. Thought you might want someone to talk to.” He smiled at me.

I frowned at him. “Did it even occur to you that I might want to be alone? Today has been a day, if you know what I mean.”

He chuckled, “I can fully understand. Like you, I’m also an assistant. But for the C-staff. I come out here sometimes too when the day becomes too much.”

I looked at him curiously. “You’re an assistant? You get sent to fetch coffee during meetings?”

He laughed, “Actually yes. My main job is to manage the executive offices. My name is Jeff, by the way.” He held out his hand.

I took his hand in a rather wimpy shake. “My name is Garner. Nice to meet you.” It wasn’t really, but I felt I should be polite, even though he seemed like a stalker.

Jeff smiled at me. “That’s an unusual name. Well, I’ll let you get back to your soul searching. Oh, would you be interested in doing lunch?”

And there it is. I didn’t want to say this, because IT ISN’T TRUE, but I smiled weakly at Jeff. “Well, actually I have a boyfriend.”

Jeff nodded. “Pretty tight?” I couldn’t believe he’d ask that.

My smile faded. “We live together.” Separate bedrooms, mind you. But he doesn’t need to know that.

Jeff nodded again. “Lucky guy. I took a chance. I figured a woman like you would already be in a relationship. Anyway, I’ll chat with you later.” He stood up and headed back into the building.

A woman like me? I really didn’t think anyone would seriously find me attractive. I’m not counting Jack since he’s a goof-ball. A woman like me? The words echoed in my head. He must be desperate.

After a few minutes of sitting alone, I finally stood up, walked slowly back to the lobby of the building and punched the button to call an elevator.

I selected the floor for my old office. There were some personal things I’d left in the desk that I wanted to get back.

As I walked across the office area’s floor, Annette and Katrina looked up. Grinning, they waved and started to walk over to me.

“Hey girl!” called Annette. “How are you doing? Are you holding up?”

Katrina shook her head. “Well shit. It looks like what Ms. Lane said was true. You’re working as a woman now.”

I nodded. “Yeah. For now anyway. I hope we can get something straightened out, but it’s not looking hopeful. Basically the old me has been terminated.”

Annette stepped back for a moment and looked me up and down. “Damn woman. You look great, did you do your own make-up?”

I nodded. “Yep.”

Katrina laughed, “I taught her everything she knows.” I couldn’t help but notice their referring to me as female.

Lowering my voice, I said, “Hey guys. Don’t forget, this is our secret. Never mention who I actually am.”

Annette nodded. “Mums the word. In all honesty, I like you better this way.” She grinned.

I sighed, “This was fun for a few hours, but I don’t think I can do this for an extended amount of time.”

Katrina suddenly looked indignant. “I don’t see why not? We have to. For life.”

I laughed nervously. “That’s not what I meant. I… “

Annette folded her arms. “What did you mean? You want to be able to stop being a woman when it’s no longer fun?”

I shook my head. “That’s not what I meant. Look. I apologize if I said anything offensive, but I gotta go.”

I heard them both laugh as I walked away.

I walked into my old office area. It all looked pretty much the same. They had taken my computer away already. Crap. I had some music files I wanted to get. Well, it’s not like I don’t have them on a thumb drive. I walked up to my desk and started opening drawers.

My old supervisor, Tom walked up almost next to me, “May I help you, miss?” Ms. Lane was his boss.

“I was just looking for some personal items in these drawers,” I said. I probably shouldn’t have used the word ‘personal’.

Tom scratched his unkempt hair. “I don’t think you’re supposed to be here, miss.” He chuckled. “Besides. Anything of value in that desk has already been ‘midnight requisitioned.’ The rest was tossed.”

I looked up and saw my toy Godzilla sitting on Bill’s desk. I pointed at Bill. “That Godzilla isn’t his.”

Tom took a step back and motioned for me to leave. “You need to leave this area, miss. Otherwise I’ll have to call Security.”

I remained seated in my old chair. “Call Ms. Lane. She’ll say it’s ok.”

Tom took a few steps away as he pulled out his cell phone. He talked for less than a minute on it, but I couldn’t clearly hear anything he said. He walked back to me.

He folded his arms. “Miss, you really do need to leave. Ms. Lane said you’re Mr. Jones’ assistant, and that you need to get back to your own desk. And like right now.”

I sighed heavily. How could they take my stuff so quickly? I pointed at Bill. “Can I have that Godzilla?”

Tom held up his phone with a finger hovering over the keypad. “I got Security on speed-dial. You should go, miss.”

I frowned at Tom. “Yes, sir.” I walked back to the elevator and returned to my desk.

When I got back I plopped down at my desk and tried to hide behind the large bouquet of flowers. Mr. Jones walked by and looked over at me.

“Oh good, you’re back. I left a hand written note on your desk,” he said, leaning across my desk and pointing at the note. “Before you leave for lunch, would you mind creating the meeting invitation on the note to the managers I’ve listed. And clean up the wording a bit too.” He walked away, and I smirked as he went. I thought, what am I, your secretary? Oh. I guess I am.

I logged back into my PC and started to create the meeting invite. I read over the text describing the meeting. Oh my God. He’s a high level manager, making gazillions of dollars, and he writes like a third grader.

It didn’t take long to finish that task and send it out. I looked at the clock on the display. It was close to lunch, so I got up, picked up my purse and headed for the door. I didn’t know where I was going to go; I just wanted to get away. I kept telling myself that once I got used to things, it’d just be routine.

I almost turned around to go back up the elevator when the door opened onto the large lobby. There was Jack, sitting in a chair, reading his phone. Then I saw Jeff, standing in the lobby having a chat with what I assumed was a colleague. His eyes turned on me, and a sudden idea struck me. The thought made me ill, but maybe it’d make Jeff finally go away. I started walking directly to Jack.

He saw me and stood up with a smile. As I approached, I said under my breath, “Kiss me. I’ll explain later.”

Jack grinned. “You don’t have to tell me twice.” When I got close, he put his hand behind my head, intertwining his fingers into my hair. He bent his face towards me and pressed his lips against mine. Oh my God! I wasn’t expecting such a kiss. I closed my eyes for a moment, and a tingle shot down my spine. After a moment, I pulled away from his lips.

I frowned at Jack. “I meant on the cheek, you goof.” Oh my God! I just got kissed by a guy! On the lips! I couldn’t believe he’d do that. And why did I get a little tingle from it?

Jack smiled broadly. “Sorry. My bad.”

I looked over Jack’s shoulders, and Jeff was nowhere to be seen. I hoped that was the last I would see of him.

Jack held my hands and smiled at me. “Not that I minded, but what was that about?”

I sighed. “I had a guy practically stalking me. I thought maybe if he saw you kiss me, he’d go away. And he did.”

Jack started to pull me towards him. “Maybe we should make sure.”

I stepped back. “I think we’re good. So. What brings you here?”

Jack shrugged. “I was hoping I could talk you into going out for lunch?”

I sighed. I was tired. “Sure. But I’ll pay for my own.”

Jack laughed. “Did I say anything about paying for yours?” He took my hand and led me to his car.

As he opened his car door for me, he asked, “Did you get my flowers?”

I smiled at him. “Oh yes! They were beautiful. Thank you, they brightened my day.”

We both got into his car. “I’m glad. I thought your first day as a woman would be a bit intimidating.”

I leaned my head against the head rest. “You can say that again. You know what they did? They terminated the real me. So for now I’m stuck!”

Jack frowned. “You mean I’m stuck with a gorgeous woman living in my apartment?” He put his car in motion to drive out of the parking lot.

“Knock it off, will you?” I rolled my eyes at him. “I’m definitely not gorgeous, and I’m not a woman. I’m just stuck dressing as one.”

Jack shrugged. “I could think of worse things. But I also don’t think you realize how pretty you really are.”

I looked down at my feet. “Nobody’s ever called me pretty before. I’m not sure what to say.”

Jack grinned. “How about ‘thank you?’”

I laughed. “Thank you, Jack. I think you’re crazy, but thanks.”

Jack took us to a burger place for something fairly quick. I told him everything that happened in the morning, and I was surprised that he seemed to listen intently to me. I was glad to release all my frustrations. He insisted on paying for my lunch.

When he brought me back, he didn’t park; he drove close to the entrance to let me out.

As I opened the car door, Jack said, “I don’t know how often I can pick you up for lunch. I’ll try to call first next time, but I thought you might need some moral support today.”

Smiling, I replied, “Thanks, Jack. I really appreciate it.”

Jack leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “Okay, honey. See you this evening.”

“Honey?”

Jack looked at me and asked in all seriousness, “Well, we’re dating, right?”

I shook my head. “No.”

Looking earnest, Jack said, “Wasn’t this a date?”

I rolled my eyes. “See ya later. Thanks for taking me to lunch.”

After I got out of the car and started walking to the entrance, I ran into Annette and Katrina returning from lunch as well.

Annette asked, “If you don’t mind me asking, who was that guy you were with?”

I shrugged. “Just a friend.”

Annette narrowed her eyes at me. “He kissed you.”

I shook my head. “He’s a goof ball. What can I say?”

Katrina said, “He’s a damned cute goof ball.”

Annette opened the glass door to the lobby. “Was he the one that sent you those flowers?”

I nodded.

Katrina giggled, “Garner has a boyfriend!”

I frowned and shook my head. “No. Garner does not.”

Annette giggled, “Yeah, right.”

I shrugged. “Well, you can believe whatever you want. I need to get back.”

Katrina giggled, “Okay, girlfriend. You know we’re just teasing you.”

I waved as I got on the elevator.

###


Part 5

“Oh my God that was a long day,” I groaned as I kicked my heels off and plopped onto the couch. I turned on the TV, and hunted for something entertaining.

Jack came out of his room, dressed only in his underwear. He sat on the couch and just stared at the TV. “Tomorrow should be a better day.”

I just stared at him. “What’s with the no shirt?”

Jack shrugged. “It’s okay for guys to walk around without a shirt on.”

I frowned. “Then why the fuss this morning with me?”

Jack chuckled. “For now, you’re not a guy.”

“Still?” I exclaimed. “We’re still having this conversation? You are so childish!”

Jack laughed. “I was just changing my clothes when you came in. I thought I’d just be an asshole.”

I frowned at him. “You succeeded.”

Still chuckling, Jack stood up and scratched his privates through his underwear.

I rolled my eyes at him. “I feel like we’re married.”

Jack looked wistful for a moment. “Anyway, I have some work to do tonight. So you’re on your own for dinner.”

I grunted as I looked at the TV. “I usually am. I’ll ask myself to make me a sandwich. And I hope your meeting doesn’t have blonde hair.”

Jack laughed out loud as he closed his bedroom door.

I said aloud to myself, “So. What am I going to do tonight? Ah. The Brain Box. I haven’t played that new game I just bought yet.”

I got up and went into the kitchen. I did make myself a sandwich and poured some green tea. As soon as I’m done eating, I’ll turn on the game system.

When I woke up, it was still dark outside, so I looked at the clock and it was a little after three in the morning. I was in my bed. What the hell? The last thing I remember was watching TV and eating. I was going to play a game.

I sat up in my bed. I was down to my bra and panties, and a towel was on my pillow with some of my make-up smeared on it. My skirt and blouse were draped over the back of a chair.

I must have fallen asleep. I was pretty tired. But how did I get in my room. Holy crap. Did Jack carry me to my bed and undressed me? If so, it’s funny he left my bra on. I removed my bra and went into the bathroom to wash my face and hope that doing so wouldn’t wake me up too much. A few minutes later, I crawled back into bed and fell asleep.

#

I arrived without incident at my desk at work. Jack had already left before I got up. Jeff just waved at me from a distance, so I guess he took the hint. And considering that I had just sat down, everything was going amazingly well.

Mr. Jones came hurriedly out of his office carrying a large folder. “Come along, Ms. Carter. I need you take notes at the managers’ meeting.”

“Yes, sir.” I picked up my laptop computer and hurried after him. When we got to the meeting room, I set my laptop on the table next to Mr. Jones, then walked over to the coffee pot and, without waiting for him to ask me, I poured him a cup the way he likes it. I’m trying to be more proactive. I returned to his side, set the cup down and then took my seat.

Mr. Jones smiled at me. “Thank you, Ms. Carter. Just how I like it.” He took a sip and I smiled at my minor accomplishment. One assistant across the table… the one who was Mr. Jones’ temporary assistant before I became his permanent assistant rolled her eyes at me. I don’t think I did anything wrong.

The meeting was long and tedious, and I wasn’t ever sure when I should take notes. The whole meeting was on PowerPoint slides anyway. But one thing I was happy about: being able to do something I couldn’t do before, remove my shoes. It felt good to rub my toes against the soft carpet.

As one of the managers droned on for what seemed endless minutes, I studied my pretty nails. As much as I’m annoyed at losing my analyst position, I have to admit Jack is right. I’m living the dream.

What trans girl, or even crossdresser for that matter, hasn’t at least once dreamed of being a secretary, looking pretty and sitting on the boss’s lap? I’ve read a ton of stories like that and now, here I am. I looked at my reflection on the shiny table top and saw the attractive woman staring back at me. The woman in the reflection frowned. How long can I keep this ruse up? Do I want to stay a woman forever? The reflection grinned back at me.

The meeting was finally over. As we both started to get up, Mr. Jones turned to me and said, “Please type up those notes for me this afternoon, Ms. Carter. I have to hurry to my next meeting.”

I nodded. “Yes, sir.” Do bosses ever actually do anything besides go to meetings? Mr. Jones forgot about me right away, as he engaged in conversation with a couple of other managers from the meeting. That was just as well, as I turned and walked quickly to the nearest restroom. That meeting went on a bit too long.

I now don’t even hesitate about which restroom to use. I was happy to see all the stalls were empty. I took the one on the end as I normally do when I can, closed the door and sat down to do my business.

Half minute later, two women enter the restroom already in the middle of a conversation.

“…so I don’t get it, Nancy. What does it matter? I mean really. So she’s the executive assistant to the CEO. You’re the executive assistant to the VP of sales. At the end of the day, who cares? Right?”

Nancy slapped her purse on the counter in front of the mirror and started digging around in it. Snarling, she said, “Because the little bitch didn’t earn it, like you or me. She just walks in and takes it. That was her first day! She was hired to be some lower manager’s assistant. But she flips her hair seductively and wiggles her ass at Mr. Jones, he decides to make her his assistant. She doesn’t even have to be in the assistants pool! And! I was already his assistant! Temporarily. But still. That should count for something!”

The other woman sighed. “Don’t worry about it. Just do your usual great job, stay in upper management’s eye and who knows. Little tarts like her don’t usually have staying power. She probably doesn’t even know Mr. Jones is married with two grown kids in college.”

Grunting a laugh, Nancy said, “You’re probably right. Let’s get Louise and go grab some lunch.”

The other woman laughed, “You don’t have to ask me twice!” They both hurried out of the restroom.

I sat there stunned for a few moments.

They had to have been talking about me. I never wiggled my ass to anybody. I didn’t even want that stupid assistant job. I want my old job, the one I can’t go back to. Actually, I didn’t know Mr. Jones was married. I assumed he was, and quite frankly I don’t care. What? Do they think I want an affair with him? That’s crazy. I already have a bo-- whoa. Jack is not my boyfriend, no matter what he might think.

I left the stall and checked my make-up in the large mirror. I decided my lipstick needed freshening. As I started to apply the lipstick, I looked at my reflection, seeing my fingers with the pretty nails holding a lipstick that was pressed against my lips. I couldn’t help but notice my black lashes and the soft eye shadow. Just what the fuck am I doing?

A pretty woman grinned back at me in the mirror. I’m living the dream, that’s what.

#

Jack had gotten home a few minutes before I did. I shouldn’t say “home.” It sounds like we’re married or something.

Jack had removed his shoes and had just sat down on the couch. He looked up at me and said with a grin. “Hey girl! I have to say you’re looking more relaxed today.”

I set my purse down on the kitchen counter and kicked my heels off. I ran my fingers through my hair and messed it up. “Yeah. I think I’m getting the hang of it all. I miss being an analyst though. Oh, and I overheard a couple of other assistants saying catty things about me.”

As I sat on the couch next to Jack, he looked over at me and said, “Oh? Like what?”

I grunted. “Apparently I didn’t pay my dues to become an executive assistant. According to them, I’m just a shameless little tart who used my feminine wiles to get Mr. Jones’ attention so I can have an affair with him. Stupid, huh?”

Jack scooted closer to me and put his arm behind me. He smirked, “So are you? Trying to get in the sack with your boss?”

I shook my head. “Are you kidding? I didn’t even want to be his assistant. And no, I don’t want an affair with my boss. He’s not my type.”

Grinning at me, Jack asked, “What is your type?” He draped his arm around my shoulder and pulled me a bit closer to him.

I frowned at him. “Someone who doesn’t have a penis.”

Jack just smiled and tried to pull me closer to him. “You smell nice.” I continued to frown at him, so he pulled his arm back. “And it seems you are not only accepted as a woman at work, but possibly a rival. You are beautiful.”

I shook my head. “You’re crazy. Anyway, it wasn’t like I wanted to be Mr. Jones’ assistant, I want my old job back.”

Jack grinned at me as he ran his fingers through my disheveled hair. “Trust me when I say you’re beautiful.” He paused for a moment and then asked, “Do you want to go somewhere for dinner?”

I shook my head and laughed, “Will you stop flirting? Anyway, I’m tired. I was thinking of that Hot Pocket in the freezer and playing something on the computer.”

Jack smiled at me. “I have a better idea. Let’s order Chinese, that way you don’t have to cook.”

I looked sideways at Jack. “It’s a Hot Pocket.”

He picked up my hand and gently rubbed my knuckles. “I insist.” He paused and then laughed, “At least that’s what I’m getting for me.”

I giggled, “Okay. You win.”

He kissed my fingers before putting my hand down to retrieve his phone from his pocket and clicked on one of his contacts.

I sighed. “This isn’t a date.”

Jack looked at me with a wry grin. “Of course not.”

I stood up. “While you’re doing that, I’m going to go change into sweats.”

Jack patted the spot on the couch where I had been sitting. “I’ll keep your seat warm.”

I folded my arms and just stared at him. He finally sighed and said, “Okay. I’ll stop.”

I laughed as I turned to go to my room to change. Jack really needs to tone down the flirting. Sometimes I can’t tell if he just kidding….

He better be kidding….

#

The next few days went by fairly smoothly, and I started becoming friends with many of the other assistants. I even started going to lunch with a few of them. It shocked me just how much I was adjusting to putting on my make-up every morning and selecting a dress or skirt the night before. The novelty of Jack seeing me dressed as a woman was also thankfully starting to wear off.

The break in the monotony came on Friday when it was Mr. Jones’ birthday; he was turning fifty. Naturally, we had to give him a party and, naturally, the job of organizing said party fell to his executive assistant – me.

Fortunately, I wasn’t just tossed out to sea, as I got a lot of help from the other assistants. Seems everyone likes parties at work. I had to arrange with the cafeteria a couple trays of finger food, and a bowl of punch. Since it was at work, it had to be kept relatively tame.

We had the party in one of the conference rooms, and I spent the morning decorating the room. Thankfully I was able to recruit some help. All this for what was supposed to be limited to one hour.

One of the first to arrive was Ms. Lane. After she got some punch, she walked up to me, grinning. “Wow. Just look at you. You look amazing, Ms. Carter. I don’t think anyone would guess you were anything other than a woman your whole life.”

I smiled back at her. “Thank you, Ms. Lane.”

“I have to say, Ms. Carter. It seems being an assistant suits you. I hear a lot of good things about you from both other assistants and managers,” said Ms. Lane as she took another sip of punch.

I chuckled. “At first I thought I’d hate it, but I do enjoy the flexibility of it. And quite frankly, I think Mr. Jones would be lost without me.”

Ms. Lane nodded. “The indispensable woman. Well, speaking of Mr. Jones, I should probably go speak to him a moment and wish him happy birthday. Be sure to drop by and say hi sometime.”

As she turned to walk away I said, “I will. Oh. And can I get my Godzilla back?” I don’t think she heard me. I decided I should start getting some pictures of the boss’ party. I had the official corporate camera and started taking some shots of the crowd. That’s when I noticed Nancy taking pictures with her phone. The company frowns on taking pictures of employees with personal devices during business hours.

Mr. Jones, wearing big grin walked up to me and put his arm around my waist. He said, “Hand the camera off to Nancy. I want to get a couple of shots with my favorite assistant. I saw a bit of annoyance cross her face as Nancy reached out for the camera.

She smiled at Mr. Jones as she said, “Surely.” She took a picture of me and Mr. Jones together. “Hold her a little closer, Mr. Jones so I can get a good shot of both of you. Yeah. Like that.” I didn’t say anything, but I have to admit that I was a bit uncomfortable with Mr. Jones holding me close to him.

“Thanks, Nancy,” I said. “I’ll take the camera back.”

Nancy held the camera out of my reach. “I don’t mind taking the pictures. You’re busy with the party. I’ll make sure you get it back.”

I muttered, “Thanks.” I really didn’t want her to have the camera, but I didn’t want to raise a fuss over it. I just hoped she didn’t break it since it was signed out to me.

The party went on about half an hour past time. I was kept busy with managing Mr. Jones and his guests, so I lost track of Nancy. We were hardly friends and I was worried she might run off with the camera just to get me into trouble.

As the last stragglers were starting to leave the conference room, Nancy came strolling in from outside the room. She held out the camera. “Here’s your camera back, Garner, all safe and sound. I got some great pictures.”

I took the camera back from her. “Thanks, Nancy. I’ll drop this off to marketing so they can create a web page of the party.”

Nancy nodded. “You are so welcome. Are you and Mr. Jones going out to dinner later to celebrate his birthday?”

I stared blankly at her. “Um, no. Was I supposed to? Since his wife is here, Mr. Jones is leaving early with her.” At that moment Mr. Jones, arm-in-arm with Mrs. Jones, exited the conference room. A couple assistants thankfully volunteered to help me clean up.

Nancy tried to look disappointed. “Aw, that’s too bad. Maybe you and Mr. Jones can hook up later this week to celebrate.”

Anger building, I growled, “Cut the crap, Nancy. I have no interest in ‘hooking up’ with Mr. Jones, now or anytime. It would be inappropriate and besides, I have a boyfriend.” Jack of course, isn’t my boyfriend, but I’m sure he wouldn’t mind me referring to him as such.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to suggest anything,” Nancy said while looking embarrassed. “I seem to have struck a nerve. My bad. See you tomorrow.” She turned and left the conference room. I shook my head as I watched her leave.

#

Sarah and Katrina were standing by the elevator door watching me approach across the lobby. I smiled as I neared them, but they look bothered by something. When I got close, I greeted, “Hey girls. How’s it going?”

Katrina looked worried as she said, “Girlfriend, you should just turn around go back home. You don’t want to go to the office.”

Furrowing my brow, I asked, “Why not? What’s going on?”

Sarah said, “It’s a zoo up there, Garner. I think security is looking for you as well.”

Incredulous, I asked, “What? What are you talking about? Security? I need to see what’s going on.”

Katrina said, “We’ll go with you. But I have to ask… why did you do it? We thought you liked Mr. Jones?”

As the elevator doors closed, I said, “I do like Mr. Jones. I definitely need to find out what’s going on.”

As we exited the elevator, the scene really was like a zoo. A dozen or so assistants scurrying around. Mr. Jones was collapsed in a chair with the medical staff hovering over him, his wife nearby. IT and Security were examining computers.

One of the assistants pointed at me and shouted, “Hey! There she is!” People turned to look at me.

I started to walk up to Mrs. Jones. “Ms. Jones. What is going on here? Is Mr. Jones…”

Whack!

My face stung from a vicious slap from Mrs. Jones.

Mrs. Jones screamed, “How dare you! How could you do this to my husband? You slut!” She was about to strike me again when a security guy caught her arm.

The security guy said quietly, “Please go check on your husband, Mrs. Jones.” Turning to me, he asked, “Are you Ms. Garner Carter?”

I nodded. “Yes. What’s going on?”

The security guy then asked, “Are you responsible for these pictures?”

Confused, I shook my head. “What pictures?”

The security officer frowned. “You know which pictures, ma’am.”

Frowning deeply, I said, “No. I don’t. What are you talking about?”

Huffing, the security officer lifted his pad computer up and selected a picture. “Did you not load these pictures to the corporate web site for the world to see?”

I gasped as I looked at the pictures as the security officer scrolled through them. The pictures appeared to be nude photos of Mr. Jones and ME?! It looked like we were both having a fun old drunken time. Mr. Jones had his dong out and in a few photos it looked like I was giving him a blowjob and a few more showed his penis deep inside my vagina. Except I don’t have one.

The security officer frowned at me as he continued scrolling through the pictures of wild nude sex. “Are you denying knowledge of these photographs?”

Scowling, I pointed at the pad computer. “I’ve never seen these before!” A couple of other security officers gathered around. Other employees were staring and pointing.

The security officer pointed at one picture with a very clear picture of my face. “Are you denying this is a photograph of you?”

Stammering, I said, “Y… yes of course I’m denying it. I mean. Yes, that’s my face. But that’s not my body!”

The officer frowned. He nodded towards a desk where Sarah and Katrina were standing. “Do you mind waiting over there a moment?”

I felt faint. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I walked over and joined Sarah and Katrina at the desk.

Sarah was looking at her phone. “Wow…company stock has really gone to shit this morning.”

Katrina looked at her phone. “I saved these pics before they removed them from the web page.” She shook her head before looking up at me. “Damn girl! You’re smokin’ hot. I’d kill for a bod like that.”

Before I could respond, Ms. Lane came storming up to me. “Ms. Carter! I can’t believe this! I certainly misjudged you! Not only having an affair with Mr. Jones, but taking pictures of it as well! Just disgusting!”

“Ms. Lane… girls…” I looked from Ms. Lane to the others and back. “Those pictures aren’t me! You know that!”

Ms. Lane frowned. “We’ve never seen you naked, so how would we know?”

Exasperated, I hissed to avoid being overheard, “I’m an outtie, not an innie. All of you know that! Those pictures can’t be of me!”

Ms. Lane looked thoughtful a moment. “That’s right. We’ll have to figure out something. We can’t expose you without implicating all of us.”

A different security officer walked up to us. Sternly, he said, “Ms. Carter, I need you to turn over your badge and keys, please.”

A chill shot down my spine. “Am I being fired?”

Still holding his hand out, the security officer said, “You’re being suspended pending further investigation. Mr. Jones doesn’t remember anything, but you could have drugged him.”

“Drugged him!” I almost shouted. I pointed to Ms. Lane and the other two. “You guys are my witnesses for when I sue.”

Extending his palm towards me, the officer said simply, “Miss?”

I opened my purse and removed my badge and slapped it into the waiting palm. I did the same with my keys.

Expressionless, the security officer said, “You need to leave, Ms. Carter. You are not to come back until further notice.”

I looked hopefully to Ms. Lane. She looked down at her feet and then back up to me. “You should go, Garner. I’ll talk to you later.”

Katrina said, “Take care, girl. We know you didn’t do it. We’re here for you.”

I nodded and turned to leave. Two security guards took positions on either side of me to escort me from the building. I managed to stay composed until I stepped out of the building, and then the tears flowed in torrents.

###


Part 6

I was down to my bra and panties, crying on the couch when I heard the door open and Jack entered.

“Baby, are you okay?” asked Jack sat next to me on the couch. “I came as soon as I got your call. What’s going on? You were rather vague on the phone.”

Sniffling I handed Jack my phone with the pictures being shown. “Everyone thinks that’s me and that I put these images on the corporate web site. I’ve been suspended and they’ll probably fire me.”

Jack took the phone and after a moment let out a low whistle. “Wow. You’ve been holding out on me. And you like older men?”

I scowled at Jack. “This isn’t a joke. That’s not me and you know it.”

Jack shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve never seen you naked.”

Pissed that Jack finds this disaster humorous, I angrily pulled off my panties and tossed them to the floor. I pointed at my penis. “Still think that’s me?”

Jack leaned in close and stroked my hair. “I’m sorry, baby. You know how I always joke about stuff. What’s going to happen? I mean, it’s not like you can drop your panties in front of management.”

I frowned. “Why the hell not? Jack, I don’t know what I’m going to do. I have no idea where those pictures came from.” I put my arm around Jack’s neck, buried my face into his shoulder and started crying again. “This is awful. I don’t know what I’m going to do. The job market here has completely dried up.”

Jack put his arms around me and held me close. “That’s not entirely true. As much as I’d be disappointed, you can go back to being a guy and find something at least temporary. And I bet they won’t fire you. I mean, come on, it’s obvious those pictures were photoshopped. You notice none of the blowjob pictures actually show your face.”

Getting drool on Jack’s shirt from crying, I said between sobs, “I’m scared. I’m alone in this town. And unless I expose myself, nobody is going to believe I’m not a woman.”

Jack kissed the top of my hair and shook his head. “You’re not alone. I’m not going to leave you. And yes, you are very much a woman.” He pulled me closer to him.

I slid my fingers down his chest and said in a whispered voice. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

Jack brushed the hair from my face and with a finger lifted my chin up. He then bent down and kissed me. A soft, gentle kiss. I pulled back slightly and he smiled at me. Then he leaned in and kissed me again. We kissed for a very long time.

#

I slowly woke up, and I felt disoriented at first as the room was different. I was naked in Jack’s bed, and my ass was on fire from him fucking me twice the night before. Despite the pain, I smiled at the memory. I had sex with a man. It wasn’t anything planned; it just felt right at the moment. And I wasn’t stressed out so much anymore.

I slowly sat up to find I was alone in the bed. There was the distinct smell of bacon. I found Jack’s robe tossed over the back of a chair, and I slipped into it, even though it was too big for me. I opened the bedroom door and heard sounds coming from the kitchen. I saw Jack in the kitchen, wearing just a t-shirt and underwear, cooking what I guessed was breakfast.

Jack turned as I entered. “Oh, good morning sweetheart, just thought I’d whip up a little breakfast. Bacon and scrambled eggs. Hope that’s okay.”

I smiled as I stepped up to him. “Smells wonderful! You didn’t have to make breakfast.”

He leaned over and kissed me. “But I wanted to. How are you this morning?”

I frowned as I said, “My butt hurts.”

Jack chuckled as he finished cooking the eggs.

Jack set our plates down on the table and sat down. He pointed at the chair next to him. “Let’s eat.” He studied me a moment as I scooped up some scrambled eggs. “I’m sorry about last night.”

I swallowed a bite of bacon, and kept looking at the plate. “About what?”

Jack put his fork down and just looked at me. “About fucking you.”

I looked over at him. “You’re sorry you fucked me?”

He shook his head. “No. To be honest, I’ve wanted that sweet little ass of yours for some time now. But I’m afraid I took advantage of you last night. You seemed like you could use a good fucking.”

I grunted a laugh, “The way I felt last night, I probably did. I have to say my emotions are all over the place. I’ve never had sex with a man before.”

Jack’s eyes bore into my soul. He asked, “Did you enjoy it?”

Before I could answer, my cell phone rang. I looked at it and found out it was Ms. Lane. I picked up the phone and answered it.

“Hey, Ms. Lane,” I said without much enthusiasm.

“Garner. You need to get dressed and get up here. They have an announcement about your issue.” Ms Lane spoke quickly.

I frowned at the phone. “My issue?”

Ms. Lane said, “Yes. And wear a dress. See you soon.” Then she disconnected.

Jack looked at me curiously. “Something wrong?”

I shrugged. “They want me up at work. I hope I’m cleared.”

“You still want to work there?” asked Jack as he started to stand.

I laughed. “I have to pay for my half of the apartment. Plus, I was actually starting to enjoy the job. Mr. Jones would be totally lost without me.”

Jack frowned. “He just needs an assistant. Not necessarily you. You could find a better job.”

“As a woman?” I shook my head. “The job market here is tough enough, and I’d have to dress as a guy again which, to be honest, I don’t want to do anymore.”

Jack smiled at me. “Or you could just stay here and let me take care of you.”

I leaned over and kissed him. “Don’t tempt me.”

I quickly showered and got dressed. As I was applying my mascara, I paused a moment and looked at my reflection.

Do I really want to keep doing this? Getting ready in the morning used to be so quick and easy; granted, it doesn’t take me as long as it did at first. I looked down at the counter top. Just look at all this stuff I have to buy! And let’s not get started on clothes! I sighed. But this is who I am. Should I consider going further? I shook my head. I might not even have a job after this morning.

I stepped out of my bedroom. Jack was already dressed and sitting on the couch waiting for me. He was going to drive me and give me moral support. Jack is so sweet.

“Okay, I’m ready,” I announced to Jack. “How do I look?”

Smiling as he stood up, Jack said, “Beautiful as ever.” He leaned over and kissed my neck.

My relationship with Jack seems to have changed overnight. I guess having sex with someone will have that effect. Are we officially a couple now? He took my hand, then led me out of the apartment and to his car.

We entered the main lobby to see several rows of chairs, with many people already seated. There were managers, assistants, and just other associates chatting and taking seats.

Ms. Lane walked up to me and tried to smile. “Good to see you Garner. Come sit with me, bring your boyfriend.” As we sat down, Ms. Lane took a deep breath. “It’s been a harrowing past few days. I heard they cut at least a dozen employees.”

As I smoothed my skirt under me, I asked, “If I’m here, does it mean I didn’t get canned?”

Ms. Lane shrugged. “They walked a manager out the door this morning.”

After taking his seat next to me, Jack took my hand.

After having us all wait for about fifteen minutes, the head of security walked up to the front of the room. He didn’t even try to crack a smile. “Greetings ladies and gentlemen. The corporation has an important announcement. and it was felt that having this formal meeting was better than just a cold email.

“We want to announce that we have concluded our investigation and made our recommendations to management; they have accepted our assessment. We have identified all actors involved and they have been disciplined, up to and including termination.

“Management considers this issue closed. We apologize to anyone who felt they were unjustly singled out. That was not our intent. Any further questions about this incident, please direct them to HR. Thank you.”

Everyone just sat there for a moment in silence, and then conversations started bubbling up. I looked around at those in attendance, and I slowly grew aware that some people were missing. Most notably was Nancy, that bitch who had wanted to be Mr. Jones’ assistant. Was she the mastermind behind this?

Due to privacy concerns, they weren’t going to announce who they canned. I noticed one of the marketing guys was missing as well. He probably made the web site changes. My God, was being the boss’ assistant really that important?

I later learned that Nancy and her boyfriend in marketing had doctored all the photos and put them on the company web site. They thought they’d covered their tracks, but Nancy had stupidly left the original naked pictures on her PC.

As I stood up, Mrs. Jones approached me. Looking as if she was ill, she said, “I’m terribly sorry I hit you, Ms. Carter. I over-reacted without any facts, and I’m deeply, deeply sorry. I hope you can please forgive me.”

I smiled weakly and said, “Don’t worry about, Mrs. Jones. You were understandably upset.” Jack’s not a lawyer and he didn’t stay at a Holiday Inn Express, but he told me Mr. Jones’ lawyers would bury me if I tried to sue for damages. So I just let it go.

Ms. Lane turned to me and said, “Thank God that ordeal is over with! I’m sorry I thought for one moment you were involved, Garner.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Ms. Lane.”

Jack had wandered off to look at the computer on one of the desks and had just started walking back to me when Katrina pointed and asked, “Is that your boyfriend?”

I shook my head. “Nah. He’s just someone I kinda know.”

At that moment, Jack turned me towards him by my shoulders and grinned. “I knew you’d come out of this!” Then he pulled me close and kissed me hard. I put my arms around his neck as my knees weakened, and I even moaned softly.

Katrina said, “Hey, I kinda know him too.”

Coming up for air, I said, “Jack! Not here with managers running around.”

Mr. Jones came waddling up to me and grinned. “Ms. Carter. Go ahead and take the day off, I’m going to!” He turned and walked off with his wife.

Sarah grinned at me and Jack. She said, “We’ll see you tomorrow. Don’t do anything I would do.” She laughed.

Jack took my hand. “Let’s go get an early lunch.” He nodded at Sarah and Katrina. “Ladies.” Holding my hand, he led me back out to his car. We had a great lunch and then spent the afternoon having sex.

* * *

Two years later, Jack carried me across the threshold of our honeymoon suite in Hawaii. The wedding was beautiful, the flight tiresome, and sex is so much better now with the proper plumbing.

One thing nibbles on my mind though. Would I have won that costume contest if Id made it there?

-The End of “Working Girl”-
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Sam and Del

-1-

Everyone thinks I’m strange….

Mom called to me as I was leaving for school. "I made an appointment for you to get a haircut this afternoon, Sam."

"No haircuts!" I yelled back and got out of there. Mom should know better. Every time I get a haircut, something bad happens. Someone in the family gets sick, or has a bad accident, or the Mets lose the World Series. Something. They should never have named me Samson Israel Tucker. We're not even Jewish.

I haven't had a haircut in five years, my hair is down past the middle of my back but I wear it in a low ponytail and it's always neat and clean. What business is it of anyone else?

Apparently Leon Frangelli thought it was his business.

Right before lunch is when it started. I had P.E. third period that year, my freshman year at Medford High. Go Bulls. Whatever.

I blame Coach Dawson for what happened. Dawson started hassling me about my hair while my team was at bat in as dull and dreary a baseball game as has ever been played. It was almost raining, and it was almost cold, and no one, but no one, wanted to be out there. Even Dawson looked miserable.

"Why don't you get a haircut, Tucker?" he asked after staring at me for most of a minute.

"Because if I got a haircut, someone might die. It might even be you, Coach," I said. I got enough of this at home, so I was kind of pissed.

"Is that some kind of threat, Tucker?" His face got all twisted up trying to think about what I had just said and if it were a violation of some sort of rule.

"No, Coach, I'm no threat. Just--stuff happens when someone tries to cut my hair."

He kept frowning. "I ought to make you run laps," he muttered.

I shrugged, deciding I was probably pushing my luck if I said anything else.

"Lookit 'im," Coach continued, talking to the other players; I guess maybe a little steamed by my attitude. "It's beautiful hair, but ain't no way it should be on a boy. Even a skinny wimp like you, Tucker. I wish you would go out for a team, then your coach could require you to get a haircut."

"Then I wouldn't go out," I said. Not unreasonably, I thought. I'm not really any kind of jock.

"Maybe he should go out for a girl's team, coach," Frangelli suggested. "Volleyball, or, or, I know, kickline." That got a laugh from everyone.

Kickline was a girls' dance team, Rockettes-style synchronized dancing with high kicks and all that. Ours was pretty good, actually, and had even been on television in one of those regional talent shows.

I glared at Leon, whose fat butt had no business ragging on anyone for not being athletic.

But he increased the ante. "I bet Samantha here could even do one of those fancy splits like they do. He ain't got no balls to get in the way, the little queer."

"Meatballs," I said. "I haven't got any meatballs and neither does anyone else, Leon, cause you ate all of them. You're queer for pasta. You've never seen a table with food on it you didn't want to get closer to. The exercise you need to do is the push-away--to push your plate away."

Leon made a ham-sized fist but his friends held him back. He was twice my size, maybe more, but I was standing right in front of Coach Dawson. "Hey," said the man. "No fat shaming."

I glared up at him. Coach had a bit of an extra belly on him, too. "Coach," I said reasonably, "it can't be all right for him, or you, to make fun of my hair and I can't say anything about his tubbonormousness."

"Huh?" said Coach. He glanced at the tablet he always carried with him outside of the gym. "Lookit the time," he said. "Period's over. Hit the showers, guys."

Everyone glared at him or rolled their eyes or shook their head. The March sky had been spitting on us for half an hour. No one with any sense wanted to get any wetter. But everyone also ran for the gym before it really started to come down.

"Tucker," Leon growled, but I didn't hear the rest because I sure as heck could outrun the lardass.

I changed clothes quickly, using a towel only to pat some of the damp out of my hair. With my oversize comb, I had paused in front of the mirrors near the outside doors to rebuild my ponytail when I was shoved sideways so hard I fell on the textured concrete of the hallway. Leon, of course.

I'd heard something break. "Smooth, asshole," I said. "I think you broke my comb."

"'I think you broke my comb!'" He mocked me in a high-pitched whine. "Listen at her!"

He was way-the-hell madder than made any sense just for a few comments about his weight. For once, I showed some forethought and didn't get up. I just moved sideways until I was sitting against the wall. I reached around to pull my backpack in front, in case he tried to kick me.

"Get up!" he ordered me but I ignored him, retrieving the broken pieces of my comb to store in a side pocket of the pack. "Get up, you pussy!"

I kept the backpack in front of me. "I don't think so," I said. "Go to lunch, Leon. The cannolis are calling you." They weren't having cannolis in the cafeteria—wouldn't that be something?

The next thing he did was unbelievable. He tried to kick me in the head. Well, he was not in training for kickline so he didn't kick high enough and caught his sneaker on the top of my backpack.

Not thinking things through, I seized his foot and pushed up and out. Down he went, thrashed once, and lay still. "Leon? I said but he didn't move. Horrified, I scrambled to my feet, calling his name again. "Leon!"

A crowd formed around us, guys murmuring. "What happened? -- Did you see that? -- What's a girl doing in the boys' locker room?" I got that last a lot but I always ignored it.

I moved to Leon's side. A pool of blood was forming under his head. I started screaming, "Coach! Coach! I think I killed Leon!"

###


-2-

I am in so much trouble….

Some of my friends found me during the commotion. Walter Adkins, Skip Gordon and I had been friends since grade school, probably because we were all outsiders of sorts. Plus we rode the same bus. Walter was a light-skinned, freckled, red-haired, black kid. With glasses. Yeah. Even less of an athlete than me, if possible.

Skip had recently hit a growth spurt and towered over Wally and me. He also sprouted a face full of acne and still wore the braces he claimed to have inherited from his older brothers.

Also, there were cops. They made me sit on the concrete, just under the overhang outside the gym doors, far enough to the side to be out of the way. I'd answered a million questions and sometime during that, Skip and Wally had shown up and sat down nearby.

It must have been lunch time but I wasn't hungry. I was worried sick about Leon, truth to tell. I felt terrible about what had happened and the cops kept having to ask me more questions because I kept bawling while trying to answer them.

Mostly a lady cop questioned me. Her name badge said she was Officer Williston but she told me to call her Sarah. "Your name is Sam?" she asked.

"Uh, huh," I whimpered.

"Is that short for Samantha?" she asked, writing on her tablet.

I stared at her. "No, it's short for Samson." I might have put the teensiest bit of snark in my voice.

She nodded but didn't write anything down. "What were you doing in the boys' locker room, Sam?"

"I was trying to comb my hair in front of the mirror there," I said, pointing, since the big double doors were open and we could all see the place where it happened. And the bloodstain. I sniffled.

"Were you waiting for someone?"

"No, I was just--just combing my hair."

"Then what happened?"

"Leon came up and shoved me, and I fell down and broke my comb." I took the pieces out and showed them to her. It was a big yellow comb with wide teeth that were really friendly to long hair like mine.

"Did you know Leon?"

"Yes. He's in the same class as me."

"Had you had a disagreement with him before?"

"I guess you could say that. He accused me of being gay, and I called him fat."

"Are you gay?" She looked at me as if this were a really important question.

"No. I'm not gay!"

She nodded. "And Leon isn't your boyfriend?"

"No! I said--"

The other officer, Sergeant Corbin interrupted then by asking Skip and Wally what they were doing there. To which they both babbled incoherently. The Sergeant waved them to silence, then asked Sarah if she had all she needed.

"I think so," she said. Then she smiled at me, "We're done, honey, but I think someone from the school needs you to wait here."

She and the Sergeant wandered off while I sat nervously playing with the pieces of my comb.

"Are you going to jail?" Skip asked, his eyes big.

I shook my head.

"Good," said Wally, "cause anyone who looks like you would be way too popular in jail."

"Huh?" I said. Skip and Wally thought that was hilarious but I still didn't get it.

Ms. Burton, one of the girls' coaches called me. "Sam Tucker?"

"Yes'm?" I said.

She came over and offered a hand to help me up. "You okay, Sam? The cops said I should take you to see the school nurse."

"Huh? I'm fine," I said.

"You're white as clean laundry in a detergent commercial," she said. "Let's go."

I followed her, turning to wave goodbye to my friends. They waved back as if they were never going to see me again. Wally's eyes were big and round and I swear I saw Skip's chin tremble.

Ms. Burton took me down some pretty empty hallways and across to the Admin building where the school nurse had an office in the basement. "Dolores? Uh--Mrs. Packard?" she called as we entered. "Got a kid here looking shocky after an accident in gym."

She explained in more detail but I kind of tuned her out. I'd never been to the nurse's office before and it smelled funny. Ms. Burton finally left, saying, "I got to see to my other girls, make sure they aren't setting any fires."

The nurse, amazingly, had heard nothing whatsoever about the incident. "If something serious happens," she complained, "I'm always out of the loop." But she did offer me a cup of tea and a packet of crackers.

"I have napkins and tampons, too, dear, if you need them," she said.

I didn't need a napkin and I sure didn't need a tampon (I wasn't real sure what the heck that was, anyway), so I just shook my head.

"Well, you just lie here, honey, and I'll make some phone calls." She proceeded to do that, calling the principal's office first.

#

Well, despite the nurse thinking she was out of the loop, she's the one who finally gave me the news that Leon wasn't dead. He had a concussion and a scalp wound, not a cracked skull. They had taken him in an ambulance to the hospital where they ended up keeping him for three days.

And I finally got called to the principal's office. Mr. Kant, the vice principal, (the kid's called him Kan't-Hardly), said, "Fighting again?"

Ouch. Until that moment I had totally forgotten about a similar incident back in the fall when someone had pulled my ponytail, causing me to spill my lunch, and I had socked him in the groin. He'd gone down, too, right in the middle of the creamed corn and mystery meat. Some upperclassman, I didn't even remember his name. Del-something.

Mr. Kant sighed. "Unfortunately, I can't just give you detention this time. Miss-ter Tucker." He'd done the same thing with my name the last time, too. "Not like the old days where I could just strap some sense into you."

Like I wasn't already in a bad mood but I didn't say anything. I didn't quite know what he meant by that last part, anyway. I was picturing him using duck tape on my head.

"Mandatory three-day suspension for fighting with serious injury, and three more days for it being a second offense in the same school year." He handed me some papers. "Your parents have to sign those for you to be readmitted to school, Miss-ter Tucker."

By this time it was already after three, so I wasn't surprised when he said, "I've called your parents to have someone come get you. You can't use school transportation, either, until those papers are signed." I could have walked home, it was less than two miles and I had done it before when I missed the bus, but the weather had finally made up its mind and rain came down in a steady drool.

He stared at me for a moment and then asked the big question. "Why don't you get your hair cut and avoid these kinds of problems?"

###
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