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		Chapter One

		Mid-December Mall Magic

		

		Regan leaned against a rack of silky dresses she wouldn’t be caught dead wearing. “I am such a greasy guy sometimes.”

		

		Maisie was too focused on the mirror to respond. An earthquake couldn’t distract that girl from dress shopping.

		

		Pinning the strap of a deep blue gown between her shoulder and her ear, Maisie smoothed the low-cut top against her chest. The shimmering fabric wouldn’t stay put, so she stuck one foot out in front of herself in a futile attempt to keep it from wafting to the floor.

		

		“A greasy guy?” Maisie finally asked. “Why do you say that?”

		

		The gown inevitably escaped, flowing into a pool on the ground.

		

		“Because I’m always trying to get in your pants.” Regan ogled Maisie as she bent to grab the blue dress. The gallant move would have been to pick it up instead of checking out her ass. “God, I am such a sleazeball.”

		

		In stolid deliberation, Maisie considered Regan’s confession. Or maybe she wasn’t considering it. Maybe she hadn’t even been listening. It was hard to tell sometimes with Maisie. In many ways, she lived in a world of her own creation, and that world didn’t always overlap with what other people termed real life.

		

		She didn’t respond for a while and when she did, it was only to ask, “What do you think of this colour on me?”

		

		Regan tried not to suck her teeth, but it was too late. “What do I know?”

		

		Yet another proposition unacknowledged. She could at least say I’m not interested and have it over with. How many delay tactics did Maisie have up her three-quarter-length sleeves?

		

		“You’re right.” Maisie fitted the dress onto its hanger. “Blue is all wrong. It’s Christmas. I should wear red—you know, a deep red, like a wine colour—or classic black. But there’s no sense buying another black dress; I have five already.”

		

		“I don’t get this dress obsession,” Regan said, running a flirtatious finger along Maisie’s forearm. Why were they still talking about dresses when they could be talking about sex? Or, better yet, when they could be having sex. Wasn’t that what fitting rooms were really for?

		

		“You don’t get the dress obsession? Really?” Maisie looked over her shoulder, spotting three generations of women—daughter, mother, grandmother?—at the adjacent clothing rack. Tossing the blue gown over her shoulder, she leaned in close to whisper, “If you’d spent twenty-seven years not being able to wear dresses—not in public, at least—you’d be obsessed too. Trust me.”

		

		A predatory growl rose up in Regan’s throat.

		

		And then a mousy little voice broke their moment to ask, “Are you finding everything okay?”

		

		Regan nearly jumped out of her running shoes. “We’re doing just fine,” she snapped at the sales associate.

		

		“Okay. So… you don’t, like, need another size or something?”

		

		Maisie took over, exuding confidence and control. She had an air of authority about her, particularly when they were shopping. People always looked to her for answers. Maybe it was her personal style and flare for fashion that inclined other customers to consult her instead of the person actually working in the store. And her personality was so inviting that she welcomed the advances. Maisie would give anybody anything: her time, her money, her good advice. She wasn’t a saint or anything, but she was a hell of a nice person.

		

		Spinning on her heels, Maisie asked the mousy girl, “What do you think of this colour?”

		

		The sales associate tilted her head. “Not bad, I guess. Might be a little cold for your skin tone. You don’t want to look like a total ice queen.”

		

		Glancing over her shoulder, Maisie raised an eyebrow at Regan. They had an old bet—expired, really; Regan should have stamped a best by date on it—that she owed Maisie a frozen yogurt every time someone referred to her using the word “queen.” Really, this one shouldn't count; it wasn't preceded by the word “drag.”

		

		“And the material?” Maisie asked, turning back to the sales associate. “Is it too regal for Christmas dinner with the family?”

		

		The mousy girl giggled. “Well, you sure wouldn’t fit in at my house. Every year my dad buys us all pajamas for Christmas—that’s his thing that he does—and we change into them and wear them for the rest of the day.”

		

		“That's adorable!” Maisie touched her fingertips to the girl’s forearm.

		

		“It’s our tradition.” The girl suddenly brimmed with excitement. “You know what? I just thought of the exact perfect dress for you! It’s from our Red Satin collection.”

		

		The two took off to the back of the shop, chattering away. Regan didn’t follow. She sat on a leather bench, next to a black man with a toddler sleeping on his knee. From inside the fitting rooms, a woman ranted to him about office politics. He leaned his head against the wall and closed his eyes, uttering the occasional, “No way! Did she really say that?”

		

		From afar, Regan watched her crush talking with the sales associate. If only she knew more about girly stuff—shopping and makeup and manicures—maybe Maisie would like her better. But how could she even pretend to be interested in all this consumerist crap? Maisie deserved a shopaholic trust girlfriend, not some butch Cree chick.

		

		Beaming as she swayed across the shop, Maisie prattled on about how they had the perfect dress, but not in her size, and the girl had to call someone who had it on hold…

		

		“Looks like you made a friend,” Regan said, nodding in the mousy kid’s direction.

		

		“What, the salesgirl?” Maisie wagged her finger in front of Regan’s nose. “Jealousy fits you like a… like a… Oh, I don’t know, but like something that doesn’t fit very well.”

		

		“What? I’m not jealous.” Regan’s back cracked as she stood up from the bench. “I am hungry, though. It’s after two. Can we pack it in for the day?”

		

		“Not yet. Jessica said she was going to…”

		

		“Who’s Jessica?”

		

		“That girl—the salesgirl.”

		

		“You know her name?”

		

		“It’s on her nametag! Regan, you are one jealous mama today. What crawled up your ass?”

		

		“Nothing. I’m fine. Could we just go to the food court, please?”

		

		Maisie grimaced. “I abhor food courts.”

		

		“We’re at a mall, not the Royal York. It’s food court or nothing.”

		

		“And nothing’s not an option?”

		

		Regan started to glare, but Maisie relented. “Fine. Maybe I can find myself a salad...or do they deep-fry those too?”

		

		“What, you've never had deep-fried radicchio? It's awesome. Almost as good as breaded Romaine,” Regan teased, joining the stream of shoppers in the mall’s fluorescent corridor.

		

		While Regan bought a burger and onion rings for herself, and a salad with sliced chicken breast for the fussy one, Maisie put on her best charm to secure them a table in the bustling food court.

		

		“Thank you, Regan.” Maisie pried the plastic lid off her takeaway container. “How much do I owe you?”

		

		“My treat,” Regan said, digging into her saucy, dripping burger.

		

		“Hmm... If I let you buy me lunch, god knows what you'll expect in return.” She giggled, sticking a plastic fork into rubber chicken.

		

		“You know me too well.”

		

		Maisie glanced over both shoulders, then leaned in close. “Remember how you said before that you’re always trying to get in my pants? Well, you have been in my pants. Or had you forgotten?”

		

		As if Regan could ever forget that one night of rebound desperation! It was sort of like having sex with the Pillsbury doughboy. Not that it was terrible sex, just sort of... doughy…

		

		But that was a lifetime ago. Maisie had—quite literally—been a different person back then.

		

		Maisie snapped her fingers in front of Regan’s face. “Hello? Earth to Regan! Did you hear what I said?”

		

		“What? No… I guess not.”

		

		“I said, ‘It’s my skirt you’re trying to get into now.’”

		

		Regan put on her serious-discussion mask to ask, “Is that okay? Every time I bring up the topic, you weasel your way out of it.”

		

		“Is it okay?" Maisie repeated. She dunked a lettuce leaf into her side dressing again and again, obviously buying time. "It’s… different.”

		

		“Oh, different, she says! Different!”

		

		“What’s wrong with different?”

		

		“Different is one of those patronizing words. Like interesting. When someone asks you, ‘What do you think of my homemade garlic and gravy ice cream?’ you don’t want to say, ‘God, it was the worst shit I’ve ever tasted in my life. I think my taste buds just committed suicide.’ Why? Because you don’t want to hurt anybody’s feelings. So, what do you say instead? You say, ‘It’s different.’”

		

		“That’s not how I meant it. You read too much into things.”

		

		“Okay, fine, so what did you mean?”

		

		Crossing her arms, Maisie pouted, “Why do you have to be so argumentative?”

		

		“I’m not being argumentative! That was a genuine question. We were talking about me getting into your skirt and you said that would be different, so what did you mean?”

		

		“Well, it’s just…” Maisie must have been nervous, because she was tearing her paper napkin into strips. “When we had sex before…”

		

		“All those centuries ago…”

		

		“Right. Well, that person you had sex with was a boy.”

		

		“I guess.” Regan scrunched her nose. Had Maisie ever really been a boy? Or was that just how she lived before she could be herself?

		

		“You know what’s under my dress, Regan. You know it’s not a pussy. I guess I’m just afraid…”

		

		“Afraid of what?”

		

		Picking shards of fake bacon out of her salad, she said, “It’s hard to explain.”

		

		“No, it’s just hard to say.”

		

		“And I really… well, I just don’t understand why anyone would be interested in me.”

		

		Regan sputtered. “You’re not serious.”

		

		“Of course I am.”

		

		“Well, you’re just crazy, Maisie. That’s what I’ll call you from now on: Crazy Maisie, doesn’t know what a great catch she is.”

		

		Picking up her bottle of water, Maisie unscrewed the cap, took a suspiciously long sip, screwed the cap back on, and set the bottle to the right of her tray. “If I’m such a great catch, why did you love me and leave me all those years ago?”

		

		Regan swallowed hard, praying she wouldn’t choke on the sesame seed tickling the back of her throat. She took a big sip of soda.

		

		“Well?” Maisie asked.

		

		“That was different. You were different.”

		

		“How?”

		

		What a stupid question. Regan leaned in close so no one else would hear. “Don’t play games with me. You were a guy and I was a lesbian; we had sex once because we were drunk. How could you expect it to turn into something more?"

		

		“Inside, I was the same person. It’s just that, back then, I couldn’t be who I was on the inside out in the real world. But I’m stronger now, or I just don’t care as much about what other people think. No, that’s a lie. I care a lot. It’s more that… you know, you get to that point where it’s like, ‘This is who I am and I’m dying trying to keep her indoors. She needs to come out and play in the sun.’” Maisie took another long sip of water, then blotted her lipstick with the shredded napkin. “And, just for the record, you were drunk that night; I was stone cold sober. I just wanted to be with you. Do you know how long I’d been waiting for an opportunity?”

		

		Regan set down her burger. “I didn’t know that.”

		

		“You had no idea how special you were to me.”

		

		Even though Maisie had a good four inches on Regan, she seemed small. As a boy, she’d been what Regan referred to as an introverted extrovert. Or maybe she was an extroverted introvert; it was hard to remember which was which. Either way, Maisie was far more demure as a girl. The boy used to make raunchy jokes. Regan made even raunchier ones, so they got on well. Maisie wasn’t like that; she was bashful, vibrant but demure. She didn’t talk an awful lot about sex.

		

		They were essentially the same creature, the boy and the girl, but there were a few personality differences. Noticeable differences. Of course, to realize that you needed to know both the boy and the girl. Most people only knew the one or the other. Aside from intimate friends, Maisie dropped pretty much everybody when she switched over from boy life to girl life twenty-four-seven. She hadn’t even gone home to see her family yet.

		

		It dawned on Regan that she hadn’t asked, despite the looming magnitude of the topic: “Are you nervous about Christmas?”

		

		Maisie set a hand over her stomach. “Oh, please don’t make me talk about my family while I’m eating.”

		

		“Okay, but I’m not letting you off the hook that easy. We’re coming back to this conversation.”

		

		“Fine, fine, fine.” Maisie waved a dismissive hand. “So, if you were such a big dyke, why did you sleep with me back in the stone age?”

		

		“I told you! I was drunk.”

		

		“Oh, give me a break. There had to be more to it.”

		

		“Yeah, I was also on the rebound.”

		

		“You’re such an asshole.” Maisie giggled, lowering her voice when she got to the swear word. “There’s no way you're getting under my skirt until you apologize and tell me I’m pretty.”

		

		“You are pretty.”

		

		“Hmph!" Maisie teased, stabbing her salad with the plastic fork. "Now I don’t believe you.”

		

		Regan reached out to set a hand on top of Maisie’s, but that seemed to make her anxious, so Regan pulled away.

		

		In a more serious tone, she repeated, “Maisie, you are pretty.”

		

		Maybe Maisie was blushing, but under two layers of foundation it was hard to tell. “You know what? I really hate it when people flirt with me. It’s a total—and I mean total—turn off.”

		

		“Oh…” Regan didn’t know whether to grind her teeth, clench her fists, or just leave.

		

		“I guess it’s because of the exposure factor for those I’m stealth with and the feeling of ‘fetish’ with those who are in the know… like you…”

		

		“What? You think I'm fetishizing you?” Regan’s burger-filled stomach sunk ever lower. “You really have no idea, do you? Well, of course you don’t—I never told you.”

		

		“Told me what?”

		

		“Why I’m interested in you, Maisie. What I like about you.”

		

		Tearing her at serviette, Maisie took on a false naïveté. “What do you like about me?”

		

		“There are so many things.” Regan brushed her fingertips across Maisie’s pink nails. “I love your insouciance, your ease in the world. I love watching you, the way you interact with people, even just now with that teenager in the dress store. There’s a flow about your personality; I don’t know how else to describe it. I love the wind chime sound of your voice, your glow, your shimmer. You emanate this incredible beauty that comes from within. That’s what I’m talking about when I tell you you’re pretty: it’s an inner quality expressed outwardly. It’s an alignment of inner and outer. How can I convince you that I’m not after you for the novelty of it or because I get off on the idea of a guy in a dress? Because that’s really not how I think about you. Not at all.”

		

		Smiling, Maisie set a hand over her heart. “I know, Regan. You didn’t let me finish. I was about to say that, yes, you started there, but as we’ve talked more and more, the comfort has been shifting. I’m realizing that you see me as a woman, and you’re interested in me as a woman.”

		

		“Of course!”

		

		“But this is all so new to me,” she went on. “Please, you have to be careful.”

		

		Maisie didn't need to say more than that. Regan understood. Tenderly, she assured her, “I will.”

		

		“Thanks for all that sweet stuff you said about me. A little on the generous side, but you’re a good friend.”

		

		“I’d like to be more,” Regan replied, in absolute earnest.

		

		“I know.” Maisie looked everywhere but at Regan, finally setting her gaze down in the pool of Caesar dressing and three lettuce leaves remaining of her salad.

		

		“I have to pee,” Regan shouted over the food court din. For some reason, she hadn’t noticed the clamor as they talked at their table. It's funny how, if you get enough people in the same room, all their self-important life-or-death conversations melt into white noise.

		

		As Regan made her way to the washrooms, something tugged at her sleeve. It was Maisie, holding her back. “Not these ones.”

		

		“What do you mean?” Regan asked.

		

		Maisie looked around with apprehension before dragging Regan up every flight of stairs, until they were near the mall’s business offices. The offices were closed for the day, but the single-stall unisex bathroom in the hallway outside was unlocked. They took turns.

		

		“I never use bathrooms near food courts.” Maisie propped the washroom door open with her foot as she dried between her fingers with a paper towel. Tossing the towel in the garbage can, she joined Regan on the floor of the deserted hallway.

		

		“Can you believe there’s a place in this mall nobody knows about?” Regan gazed through the rails overlooking the frenzied floors below. Down there, streams of panicked people wandered zombie-like while others stomped, kicked and shoved their way in the opposite direction, like salmon swimming against the current. “Sorry, what did you say?”

		

		“Too many kids,” Maisie replied.

		

		“What?”

		

		“Near food courts. That’s why I don’t use those bathrooms.”

		

		“I don’t get it,” Regan said. “You don’t like kids?”

		

		“No, no, no. It’s just that kids… well, you know what kids are like. They say what they think. My absolute worst nightmare is being called out in a women’s washroom surrounded by little children.”

		

		“Yeah, I guess that would be pretty embarrassing.”

		

		“No, Regan.” She shook her head. “Wow, you really aren’t getting this, are you? What’s the first thing people are going to think when a transsexual walks into a bathroom full of kids?”

		

		Regan shrugged. She didn’t really want to say the first words that popped into her head, but she did. “Guy in a dress?”

		

		“My God, you are naive!” Maisie laughed, with an air of disbelief.

		

		“What?”

		

		“That, or you give people too much credit.”

		

		Gazing wide-eyed at her friend, Regan finally said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about, babe.”

		

		“Babe…” Maisie blushed a tad. Probably. “What people would think is: guy in a dress, in my washroom, trying to abduct my children.”

		

		“Oh, give me a break!” Regan chuckled. “Sweety, you are seriously paranoid!”

		

		But Maisie’s stiff expression didn’t break. “People have a bad habit of thinking transsexuals are, you know, sexual predators or… I don’t know… just that we’re horrible people.”

		

		“Oh, baby, come here.” Regan opened her arms. Soft, sweet Maisie cuddled in against her solid body. “Well, you know I don’t think that, and I honestly can’t imagine why anyone would. What does your gender identity have to do with… well, anything, really?”

		

		Wrapping her arms around Regan’s waist, Maisie whispered, “You’re one in a million. Thanks for being such a great friend.”

		

		They sat in silence, Maisie’s cheek nestled into Regan’s chest. The shoppers downstairs generated a cacophony that surged to a peak before coming to a magical silence. A brass quintet took up its instruments. The muted sound of two silver trumpets, a trombone, a tuba, and a French horn filled the air with a melancholic rendition of Hark the Herald Angels Sing.

		

		Regan closed her eyes, transported from mall to concert hall. She imagined Maisie in that shimmering blue gown, diamonds around her neck, the epitome of feminine beauty. In her best suit, Regan would escort her new girlfriend to every big event. The whole city would see this gorgeous girl on her arm.

		

		When she took a deep breath, the scent of Maisie’s cheerful perfume overwhelmed her senses. Regan floated on a cloud of citrus-and-lily.

		

		“I do get frightened, you know,” Maisie admitted, cuddling closer. “Of being called out, I mean. And of that looming threat of physical violence.” She took a deep breath before asking, “How is my family going to react when I ring their doorbell? I wish I had a big strong girlfriend to protect me.”

		

		Opening her eyes, Regan found Maisie gazing up at her like a pulp fiction cover girl, eyes brimming with sweet desperation. Regan flexed her arm.

		

		“Oooh…you are strong,” she cooed. “You could protect me.”

		

		“I sure could,” Regan began as Maisie wrapped a hand around her muscle. “If I were your girlfriend…”

		

		Maisie released Regan’s arm and looked demurely to the floor. With a hint of an anticipatory smile, she asked, “Do you want to be my girlfriend?”

		

		“What did I say two minutes ago? Yes, I want to be your girlfriend!” Regan’s laughter infused the Christmas carol and the sunny scent of perfume.

		

		Maisie was beyond adorable, her dimpled cheeks plump with leftover baby fat. Her squeezable curves melted against Regan’s body as she flicked brunette bangs away from her eyes. Tracing the line of her jaw from ear to chin, Regan eased Maisie’s expectant lips closer until their gloss grazed hers.

		

		For a moment, Maisie hesitated, her breath warming Regan’s moistened lips. She waited, her body throbbing. She waited until Maisie placed a hand at the back of her head and pulled her into a kiss.

		

		Maisie’s hot tongue pulsed against Regan’s. No slow start to this kiss, no way. Their heads switching sides like rapid fire. Regan wrapped herself around Maisie’s curves, digging her nails into the flesh at her sides, moaning into the depths of her luscious mouth.

		

		Just as the flames of passion overwhelmed Regan’s body, Maisie broke away with a startled look in her eye...

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		Red Satin Romance

		

		“What’s wrong?” Regan asked.

		

		Maisie chuckled nervously, touching her fingertips to her engorged lips. “I just started to think about having sex that time, and about how you’re the same person but I’m… well, I’m different.”

		

		Shaking her head, Regan said, “I don’t think you’re different. Maybe the reason we hooked up was that I could see the girl in you. I mean, it wasn’t every day I’d go out and fuck a guy, drunk or not. It was a weird thing to do. I never could figure out why it happened. Maybe somehow I recognized that you were the girl I wanted in my life; I just couldn’t see it because you looked like a guy.”

		

		“Sorry,” Maisie said.

		

		“Why sorry?”

		

		Maisie shook her head. “I just don't know what I want.”

		

		Kissing her forehead, Regan assured her, “You want me.”

		

		Without waiting for a response, Regan stood and sauntered down the hallway. Dragging her heels along the upper corridor, she stopped to gaze at the brass band. Garlands of evergreen boughs trimmed in thick red ribbon hung above their heads. She pictured the little pinecones coming loose and falling into the French horn. What would a French horn sound like, full of pinecones?

		

		“Did I tell you my brother’s not coming?” Maisie asked, joining Regan at the railing.

		

		“To Christmas?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Amidst scattered applause and clinks of change, the brass band struck up It Came Upon a Midnight Clear.

		

		“He’s not coming because you’ll be there?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Reciting the carol lyrics in her mind, Regan realized she didn’t know the words to this one. It came upon a midnight clear…glorious songs of old? Then something about shepherds, maybe? Regan and Maisie should become shepherds. They could move to Australia and raise flock after flock of little lambs, celebrate Christmas in July…

		

		“What are you thinking?” Maisie asked.

		

		“Huh?” Regan shook her head. “Oh, I don’t remember. Maybe it’s for the best if Jerry doesn’t come to Christmas. Your mom and your sisters are pretty accepting, so won’t it be easier rebuilding relationships with them first?”

		

		“Yeah, you’re right.” Maisie hooked her arm through Regan’s. “It’s just that Jerry’s my brother and he doesn’t want to see me.”

		

		“Some people don’t deal well with change.”

		

		“I’ve already e-mailed mom about a million pictures, so at least she’ll recognize me when I knock at the door. And, I mean, Kayla and Mitts were the ones who used to give me makeovers and dress me in their old clothes when I was little, so I think they’ll be cool.”

		

		“You know, when we were kids I had the biggest crush on Mitts,” Regan admitted, though it probably wasn’t the ideal moment.

		

		“Oh, I get it,” Maisie teased. “You can’t have my sister, so you’ll settle for me. I see how it is.”

		

		“Yup, that’s right.” Regan smirked. “Don’t be surprised when I call out her name in bed.”

		

		“Like you’ll ever get me into bed with that attitude!”

		

		Maisie’s eyes sparkled. It was so cute, the way she laughed at her own jokes. Regan didn’t mean to gaze so intensely, but this time Maisie didn’t seem to mind. Cuddling her head next to Regan’s, she sang along with the brass band. In a group of twelve or fifteen hundred, only a dozen shoppers could spare a few moments to stand still and sing a Christmas carol.

		

		Regan was sure she’d never heard the words to this one before; she would have remembered their sheer poetry:

		And man, at war with man, hears not

		The love-song which they bring;

		O hush the noise, ye men of strife

		And hear the angels sing.

		

		“Oh shit!” Maisie cried, releasing Regan’s arm. “We have to get downstairs and see if Jessica got hold of my dress.”

		

		“Perfect! More shopping.” Regan rolled her eyes. “Because there’s nowhere I’d rather be than a mall in mid-December.”

		

		“Bitch, bitch, bitch,” Maisie teased.

		

		Regan held back for a moment to watch the wiggle of Maisie’s hips. God, she just wanted to grab those luscious cheeks.

		

		“What are you doing?” Maisie asked. “Come on, get in gear.”

		

		With a smile as big as the shifty mall Santa, Regan jogged to catch up.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Great news!” the mousy sales assistant squealed as they wormed their way into the packed clothing store. “I called the lady who had that dress on hold, and she said she didn’t need it. It’s totally up for grabs now. If you want, I can get it out of the back for you to try on.”

		

		What was it about Maisie that made everybody happy to wait on her, hand and foot?

		

		“That’s wonderful, Jessica. Thank you so much for all your help.”

		

		The girl shuffled away, scuffing her feet along the floor instead of lifting them. Regan took a deep breath. What was it about this Jessica girl that got her feeling so spiteful?

		

		Plucking a sweater from the messy display table, Maisie folded it neatly. She picked up another. In a hushed tone, she told Regan, “Not long ago, I wouldn’t have set foot in a fitting room. No way. Too scary.”

		

		Maisie smiled to herself, folding sweaters almost as quickly as other customers could hold them up in the air for assessment and throw them back on the pile.

		

		“Oh, you don’t have to do that!” sweet Jessica burbled when she’d returned with a dress bag. “I wish all my customers were like you.”

		

		Giggling, Maisie asked, “Is there any way for a good customer to cut to the front of that huge line for the fitting rooms?”

		

		With a sly smirk, Jessica waved them over to a stall behind the accessory wall. “I’m not supposed to let customers in this one because we’ve been using it for storage, but if it doesn’t matter to you about the boxes, you don’t have to wait in line.”

		

		“Oh, Jessica, you’re a saint!” Maisie gave the girl a too-precious Hollywood hug. “Thank you.”

		

		“No probs.” Jessica unlocked the secret fitting room. “Listen, I’m supposed to be on break now and I’ve had to pee for like three hours, so…”

		

		“Run along, then.” Maisie stepped over a box in the entryway. “We’ll be fine, and thanks again for all your help.”

		

		“Hope it fits. I think it will.” Jessica scurried in the direction of the food court.

		

		Maisie closed the door and fell quiet while the store grew noisy and jam-packed with pushy assholes. Regan was so beyond ready to go. “How long are you going to be?”

		

		“As long as it takes,” Maisie replied in an unperturbed singsong.

		

		“Then I might not be here when you come out,” Regan said, only half-joking.

		

		“You’d better be there,” Maisie warned, not joking at all.

		

		The door opened, but no sign of Maisie.

		

		“Where are you?”

		

		“Come in here,” she pleaded from behind the door. “I don’t know if this looks good.”

		

		“Well, if you don’t know, how the hell do you expect me to?” Regan stepped over the box blocking her entry. “You’re the one who’s always saying I’ve got no fashion sense.”

		

		When Maisie closed the door, Regan’s knees went weak. Stumbling backwards, she crashed into the boxes piled up against the fitting room wall. “Maisie…”

		

		The dress was perfect: satin, deep red, with a wide tie around the waist. It had enough ruching in the bodice to downplay Maisie’s wide shoulders, while the crinolines in the skirt augmented her curves.

		

		“I look fat, right?”

		

		“Curvy,” Regan said, mind in tatters. “Luscious.”

		

		“Fat.”

		

		“Maisie!” Regan hollered. “Listen to me, will you? You look amazing. Got it? Amazing! Stunning! Dazzling!”

		

		Casting her gaze down, Maisie blushed. “Oh… am I?”

		

		“Are you kidding? How can you not see that you’re gorgeous? God, Maisie, my body is throbbing for you. I just want to push you down on that ottoman, pin you in the corner, and kiss you ‘til you scream.”

		

		“You do?” Maisie asked, like the thought would never have occurred to her. “Why?”

		

		“Because you’re so goddamn fucking gorgeous, Maisie! I can't get over how kissable your lips look. How can I resist you?”

		

		“I don’t know.”

		

		Yes, she’d agreed to be patient, but Regan couldn’t hold it in anymore. She loved this girl. She wanted her. Maisie could fight her off if it came to that, but if there was even an ounce of longing in that body, Regan would tap it.

		

		“It’s been such a strain, Maisie, wanting you and having to wait and wait and wait without knowing if you’ll ever give in. My heart’s on fire. I love you. I want you. Please…”

		

		Regan wasn’t sure what to plead for. A dressing-room fuck was too much to ask. A kiss on the hand wasn’t enough.

		

		Maisie leaned against the back wall in her red satin Christmas dress. Beaming like the moon, she said, “I guess you’d better kiss me, then.”

		

		Hot love flooded Regan’s breast. Her core pounded. She closed in on Maisie, barely breathing as she brushed her fingernails up and down the girl’s arms. Maisie’s shimmering lips parted.

		

		“You have no idea how badly I want this,” Regan whispered.

		

		Maisie swallowed hard. “Me too.”

		

		That was the permission Regan needed. She lunged, grasping Maisie’s cheeks with both hands. Her body grew, extended, expanded as Maisie’s bent into the kiss. Hot tongues met and mingled, Maisie’s fingernails piercing Regan’s ass while Regan clutched Maisie’s hips. Their bodies were solid energy, sizzling and active.

		

		Regan’s grey hoodie came over her head—by her will or by Maisie’s, she wasn’t exactly sure—but it was definitely Maisie who pushed up the ribbed tank top she wore in place of a bra.

		

		Backing into the corner, Maisie fell on the velvet ottoman. It was the same red as her satin gown.

		

		In the mirrored wall, Regan watched Maisie’s lips meet her dark nipple. That warm mouth around her breast made Regan’s whole body tingle. God, was Maisie ever gorgeous. What a beautiful, full form inside that stunning little dress. Regan couldn’t help herself—she reached out to touch it.

		

		“No!” Maisie intercepted Regan’s hand as it travelled south along her tummy. “I know you know what’s under my skirt, but I can’t think about that right now.”

		

		“Then don’t.” Regan gazed at their reflection in the mirror. They breathed together—full, deep breaths. She unbuckled her belt, and her cargo pants fell to the floor. “Just think about me.”

		

		“I do.” Maisie nuzzled Regan’s breasts, then licked them, leaving warm trails of moisture all over her bare chest. “I think about you all the time. I never realized I was ready for this—a relationship, I mean—but you make it seem so right.”

		

		“It is right, babe.”

		

		Pressing her forehead into that tender spot beneath Regan’s tits, Maisie said, “You’re not going to love me and leave me this time?”

		

		Easing Maisie’s head up, Regan assured her, “I won’t leave until you tell me to go.”

		

		A sneaky smirk crossed her lips, and then she was right back at Regan’s tits, sucking in a frenzy, running soft hands along bare thighs. Regan’s knees just about gave out when Maisie’s soft tongue kissed her nipples. She watched in the mirror as her friend’s familiar palm cupped her cotton underwear, gliding slowly against her mound. God, she was on the verge of collapse. It was too good already, and still she wanted more.

		

		Maisie plunged those pleasure-giving fingers inside her panties, rubbing Regan’s swollen clit. She was so insanely wet Maisie’s fingers couldn’t help but penetrate her. A couple fingers—could have been two or three—plunged greedily into her cunt. A firm thumb rubbed Regan’s throbbing clit.

		

		Sucking her tits with messy, noisy lipstick slurps, Maisie finger-fucked her. Hard.

		

		It was so good, so firm, so hot and heartfelt that Regan couldn’t contain herself. She moaned, covering her mouth with one hand. Too late. Maisie giggled, kissing Regan’s neck, biting softly at her earlobes, and rubbing the hell out of her throbbing clit.

		

		There was a knock at the door, but the rapping faded to background noise until a teenaged voice asked, “How are we doing in there?”

		

		Regan covered her mouth with both hands as Maisie stroked her pulpy slit. “Just fine, thanks. You were right about the dress—fits like a dream. I’ll take it.”

		

		“Oh, super! We offer alteration services if you need them. Can I take a look?”

		

		Taking a step back, Maisie winked. “Sure!”

		

		“Shit!” Regan pulled up her pants up and buckled her belt. “You are such a little bitch, you know that?”

		

		She managed to slip her sweater on just as Maisie opened the door.

		

		“Wow! It looks better on you than anyone else who’s tried it.” Jessica gasped when she caught sight of Regan. “Sorry, I didn’t realize you were in here. Well… don’t you think your friend looks great?”

		

		“Of course,” Regan said, beaming with the pride of a blossoming relationship. “If I don’t tell my girlfriend how great she looks, she stops having sex with me in public.”

		

		The sales associate gazed into the mirror like it was a cinema screen replaying their naughty deeds. “Okay, so… I’ll just be at the cash when you’re ready.”

		

		The moment Jessica closed the fitting room door, Regan and Maisie erupted.

		

		“Did you see the look on that kid’s face?” Regan gripped her belly as she laughed. “Oh, that was awesome!”

		

		“You are such a bitch.” Maisie smiled a tad forlornly. “I hate to ask, but would you mind turning around while I get changed?”

		

		Regan nodded to show that she understood the root of Maisie’s bashfulness. She turned to face the wall piled high with boxes.

		

		“Don’t turn when I ask you this,” Maisie said, “but wanna come to Chelsea with me for Christmas?”

		

		A gush of warmth filled Regan’s breast. “What, and cancel all my important plans?”

		

		“Oh, give me a break!” Maisie laughed. “You’ve got a few days off.”

		

		Regan smirked. “So you’re going to show up on dear mamma’s doorstep and say, ‘Hey, guess what? Not only am I trans—I’m a lesbian, too!’ She won’t know what hit her.”

		

		“You’re right.” Her red satin gown rustled to the floor. “They won’t understand. They’ll be like, ‘If you’re a lesbian, why didn’t you just stay as a guy?’ and I’ll have to explain that gender identity and sexual identity aren’t…”

		

		“Can I turn around now?”

		

		“Just a second,” Maisie said. “Hmmm… okay, now.”

		

		Spinning on her heels, Regan grasped Maisie’s hips and kissed her with a passion that would have made the entire mall blush. “I want to come home with you for Christmas, Maisie. Your family knows me. They like me. It’ll all be okay.”

		

		“Are you sure?” Maisie bleated. “I guarantee it’ll be uncomfortable.”

		

		Chuckling, Regan replied, “I can withstand itches, irritations and minor discomforts.”

		

		Maisie threw her head back, laughing. “You know there’s a cream for that, right?”

		

		Taking Maisie’s hand in hers, Regan said, “It’ll be a good Christmas if we’re together. And just watch: your family’ll be even more supportive than you could ever have imagined. Come on, now. Let me buy you this dress.”

		

		Flicking the latch, Regan pulled open the fitting room door. She stepped out into the world of Christmas shoppers, one hand entwined with Maisie’s, the other grasping a gown from the Red Satin Collection.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		Coming Home

		

		Maisie stood in front of Regan’s closet and let out a heaving sigh. “Don’t you have any dresses at all?”

		

		“Nope.” Regan grabbed a handful of warm socks and shoved them haphazardly into her travel bag. “I haven’t worn a skirt in… oh, I don’t know, five years?”

		

		From the smile on Maisie’s face, Regan knew exactly what she was going to say next: “This’ll be my first Christmas wearing a dress to dinner.”

		

		Maisie’s excitement filled Regan’s heart with apprehensive hope. This Christmas’ return to their hometown would be a momentous one. Lovely, curvaceous, feminine Maisie used to be the helpful son and witty brother. She hadn’t been home since she’d started her transition.

		

		It wouldn’t be a total surprise, of course. Maisie wasn’t the type of person to spring something so shocking on her family. She’d e-mailed pictures, kept them up to date on hormone treatments, and shared stories about her evil electrolysist, but a few supportive words by email couldn’t compare with a big hug and a genuine smile from Mom.

		

		“How do you think they’ll react?” Maisie asked… for about the fortieth time.

		

		“I really don’t know,” Regan said. In fact, she was tired of this question. Sure she was sympathetic to her girlfriend’s anxiety and she wanted to lend support in any way possible—that’s why she was coming home to spend Christmas with Maisie’s family, after all—but Regan had no idea how they’d react.

		

		She reached for Maisie’s hand and gave an encouraging squeeze. “I guess we’ll find out when we get there, right?”

		

		Maisie’s wide eyes sparkled. Pulling Regan’s hand to her face, she held it against her smooth cheek. For a while, they just looked at each other. Regan could spend eternity in moments like these.

		

		“Well, young lady?” Maisie dropped Regan’s hand and shuffled through her closet. “What are you wearing to Christmas dinner if you don’t own a dress? We class it up in my family.”

		

		“So you keep reminding me.” Tracing her fingers down Maisie’s jaw line, Regan planted a sweet kiss on those lovely, pouting lips. “I have a suit I can wear, if it meets your standards.”

		

		“I don’t know, babe. Let’s see the suit in question. If it’s a blue ruffled tux, I’m afraid it gets my veto.”

		

		“Yeah, right. I was never that stylish.” Tearing off the dry-cleaning bag, Regan revealed a very suave pin-striped suit. “Here we go.”

		

		Maisie’s eyes lit up as she looked from the suit to Regan. “Well, it’s no red satin evening gown, but I can just imagine how great it’ll look on you.” She gave Regan a quick peck on the cheek. “I love the idea of you dressing up for me. Even when we worked together, I don’t remember ever seeing you in anything nicer than khakis and a polo shirt.”

		

		Regan stood beside the bed, wearing track pants and a ripped sweater. It had been such a long time since she’d cared what she looked like—mostly because she was pretty sure nobody else in her life gave a flying fuck what she wore—but now, with Maisie, Regan wondered if it might be time for a change.

		

		For the bus ride back to their home town, she dressed in her newest pair of jeans and a chunky wool sweater. Still, her outfit didn’t hold a candle to Maisie’s black velvet pants and a red cowl-necked top with a single satin bow at the hip.

		

		Always the gentleman, Regan carried her own travel bag and suit bag as well as Maisie’s suitcase, makeup case, and brand new evening gown. After hauling everything to the bus depot, it was a relief to sit side by side and simply hold hands. Maisie was usually the talkative one, but once the bus pulled out of the station, she rested a silent head on Regan’s shoulder.

		

		“Any more news on your brother?” Regan asked, after a while.

		

		With a sigh, Maisie cuddled closer to Regan’s arm. “Last I heard, he wasn’t coming.”

		

		“But did your mom tell you why? Maybe it has nothing to do with you.”

		

		“Oh, come on. Of course it’s because of me.” Maisie rolled her eyes, and Regan knew instinctively to move closer so nobody would overhear. “Growing up, Jerry and I were brothers. We played street hockey. We were the boys. It’s different with my sisters; Mitts and Kayla and I played dolls together. I was their brother, but I was also kind of their sister, even back then. Mom and Kayla and Mitts might be a little weirded out at first, but they’ll adjust.”

		

		It pained Regan to see her girlfriend so hurt by a brother’s slight. “You don’t think Jerry will come around too?”

		

		Maisie shook her head. “I get the sense he’s… I don’t know… angry with me? Maybe this sounds stupid, but I’m a little bit afraid of him. Like, if I ran into him on the street, I’d be afraid he’d beat me up or something. I guess I’m kind of glad he’s not coming for Christmas.”

		

		“Beat you up?” Regan chuckled. She’d grown up around Maisie’s family, and Jerry never seemed like the kind of guy who’d wail on his brother for any reason. His sister, rather. Regan shook her head. She hated making those mistakes, even if it was just in her mind. “What makes you think Jerry would beat you up?”

		

		“Gender is one of those things people get really up in arms about. They figure, hey, this kid was born with a penis and that makes him a boy. Not everybody understands this need for change.” She shook her head. “It’s not even a change, really. I was always the girl I am now, but other people have this expectation that the outer body reflects the inner workings, you know?”

		

		“Do I ever,” Regan replied, even if the question was rhetorical. “Hell, I’m not exactly your pretty princess lipstick lesbian, am I?”

		

		Maisie laughed. “No, you’re really, really not. You’re strong and strong-willed, and sometimes you’re downright rude, but I love that you won’t let anybody tell you who to be.”

		

		A surge of energy coursed through Regan’s veins. She’d rather be called strong than beautiful any day, and Maisie knew that about her. Nobody else understood Regan quite like Maisie did. They were meant for each other. She was sure of it.

		

		* * * *

		

		Regan had never in her life felt more anxious than she did as their bus pulled up to Chelsea’s familiar little terminal. She lugged off their cases and bags, set them down at her sides, and looked out on the small parking lot. Chelsea must have had flurries earlier in the day; there was a light dusting on the sidewalk to complement the thick carpet of white everywhere else. Regan had no idea what kind of car Maisie’s mother drove. “So, who all’s picking us up?”

		

		For a moment, Maisie fell quiet. She scratched her nose and issued a giggle that sounded nervous to Regan’s ears. “Actually, nobody. I didn’t let Mom know which bus we’d be coming on.”

		

		“You mean I have to cart all our shit to your mom’s house on foot?”

		

		Maisie batted her eyelashes. “I’m sorry, babe. I didn’t want Mom seeing me as a girl for the first time when I stepped off the intercity bus. It wouldn’t be…”

		

		“It’s okay.” Regan didn’t require an explanation. “I get it. No problem.”

		

		As she bent to pick up their bags, Maisie made a half-hearted attempt to take one off Regan’s hands. “I can carry stuff if you want.”

		

		“No, no,” Regan said, until a better idea took hold. “Actually, yeah. If you carry your make-up case and throw this thing over that shoulder, we’ll each have one hand free, and that means…” When they’d arranged all their gear, Regan slipped her hand into Maisie’s. “There we go. We can hold hands.”

		

		Maisie’s smile lasted all of six seconds before fading away. “Oh, that reminds me…”

		

		“That reminds you…?”

		

		“Yeah,” Maisie went on, in her own time. “You know what a big thing this is, with my family seeing me as a girl for the first time. I haven’t told them about us yet, so…”

		

		Regan gave Maisie’s hand a supportive squeeze. Her stomach quaked, but she remained the calm, cool, and collected girlfriend. Maisie needed her to be strong. “Don’t worry about me in all this. Remember: I’m here for you.”

		

		Maisie’s rosy cheeks glowed the winter afternoon. “I am so lucky to have you.”

		

		Regan hated the idea of pretending she wasn’t in love with Maisie, but true love required sacrifice. For Maisie, Regan would sacrifice anything.

		

		* * * *

		

		Maisie wanted to ring the doorbell alone and unhindered. When she turned around and crossed her fingers, Regan read terrified optimism in her eyes.

		

		The time between Maisie’s pressing of the doorbell and the door’s opening felt like an eternity. Regan’s pulse stopped. Her heart ran to hide behind her ribcage. She couldn’t even imagine breathing at a time like this.

		

		Mitts answered the door.

		

		In high school, Regan had a huge crush on Maisie’s older sister. Seeing the girl again, she remembered why. Mitts had a quiet beauty about her. Back in the day, she’d worn long sweaters over tight tights. She crimped her hair, or teased it, and wore it in a scrunchy. Not anymore. Now her hair was long, dark, and nearly as straight as Regan’s. Like Maisie, she was dressed in black pants and a low-cut red top. Even with a tea towel tossed over her shoulder, she looked like a movie star.

		

		“Hi,” Maisie said.

		

		It was the simplest statement she could possibly have muttered, and her voice was high-pitched and fluttery.

		

		For a moment, nothing happened. Maisie didn’t say anything and neither did Mitts. This was huge, seeing her brother as a girl for the first time. When recognition set in, Mitts’ eyes grew wide. Her jaw dropped into a gaping emblem of either joy or mortification.

		

		Maisie said, “It’s me.”

		

		Mitts took a step back. A smile, whether genuine or put on, broke across her face. She took the tea towel from her shoulder and wiped her sudsy hands. “Holy shit.”

		

		She opened the door wider, making a laboured come-hither motion, like she was scooping wet sand. “Get in here, you! Shit, you look…” Mitts shook her head with an expression of absolute astonishment. “Shit!”

		

		“Is mom home?” Maisie asked, before taking a step forward.

		

		“Oh, yeah, for sure.” After another moment of silent, awe-struck staring, Mitts turned her head and yelled, “Mom!”

		

		“What?” a disembodied voice hollered back. “I’m on the toilet!”

		

		Mitts turned back to Maisie. “Mom’s on the throne.”

		

		“So I heard.”

		

		“Oh my god, Mitts, do not walk by the upstairs bathroom!” Another voice joined the conversation. It was Maisie’s second sister, Kayla, holding her nose as she descended the stairs. “Jesus, the whole fucking hallway reeks…”

		

		As she spoke, her gaze settled on the open front door. The fingers pinching her nose slid down until her hand covered her embarrassed mouth. “Oops… sorry. I didn’t hear the doorbell.”

		

		“Kayla, it’s Mark,” Mitts said, then whipped her head around. “Shit, I’m sorry. You don’t go by Mark anymore. Do you? Well, obviously you don’t. Duh. That was a stupid question. I’m sorry.”

		

		“It’s okay,” Maisie said, though Regan could hear the disappointment in her girlfriend’s voice. “You don’t need to apologize. I understand.”

		

		Mitts shook her head. “No, I’m an idiot. And I can’t for the life of me remember your new name.”

		

		“It’s Maisie.” One more voice rang out from behind Kayla. “Maisie, like my mother, your grandmother. It’s a beautiful name. It’s perfect.”

		

		When Maisie looked up, Regan could feel the happiness coursing through her body. “Mom!”

		

		As Maisie bolted through the front door, her mother ran down the stairs. They met in the hallway and dove into each other’s arms. Though Maisie was taller than her mother, something about the nature of their hug dwarfed her, in Regan’s eyes, and she appeared as a little child.

		

		“Mom…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		Reunion

		

		As Maisie’s mother tore away from their hug, tears rolled past her crow’s feet and down the creases in her cheeks. She took Maisie’s face in her hands. Her thin lips clenched. “Why did you wait so long to come home? Don’t you know how much I’ve missed you? And worried about you?”

		

		“Mom, I email you every day!” Maisie chuckled through her sniffles.

		

		“Email is not the same. It’s not the same as being here.”

		

		“I’m here now.” Maisie wiped the tears from her eyes. “I came home for Christmas to see you… and because I wanted you to see me.” Holding her mother’s hands, she took a step back. “So? This is me now. What do you think?”

		

		Maisie’s mom opened her mouth to speak, but her eyes grew wide. Darting up the stairs, she called out, “Sorry, kid. I’ve got the trots. Be right back.”

		

		When her mother disappeared upstairs, a door slammed shut and Maisie turned to face Regan. At first, her expression seemed utterly bewildered. After a raw moment, her tears subsided and she laughed. Regan hadn’t, to the best of her knowledge, taken a breath since the front door first opened, but Maisie’s wind-chime giggles sparked a smile.

		

		Dropping their bags in the snow, she walked into Maisie’s mother’s house and gave her girlfriend a firm hug. God, how she wanted to kiss that beauty, but she held back in front of the family.

		

		“I told you,” Regan whispered. “I told you it would be okay. I knew it would.”

		

		Mitts looked on in disbelief. “Regan? Holy shit! When the hell did you get here?”

		

		“She’s my mule,” Maisie said with a laugh. “Mule in the sense that she carried all my stuff from the bus station.”

		

		“He always was a lazy little shit,” Mitts chuckled, not seeming to notice the pronoun error. Regan heard it, of course, and she was damn sure Maisie did too. A slip like that was a knife between Maisie’s ribs, and her sister didn’t even realize it.

		

		Still, nobody corrected the mistake.

		

		“It’s good to see you guys again,” Regan said to Maisie’s sisters.

		

		Mitts’ smile was so wide and queer that Regan very nearly shuddered. “Good to see you too. Wow, you look great!”

		

		Regan had only come here to support Maisie. She didn’t want to be in the spotlight. “Me? What about your new sister? How great does she look!”

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Mitts and Kayla both mumbled.

		

		“Those pictures you sent did not do you justice,” Mitts went on. “You’re way better-looking in person.”

		

		Kayla sat on the stairs, gazing at them between the spun wooden rails. “It’s weird,” she said in an idle, musing sort of voice. “I mean, you don’t look anything like our brother. You look totally, totally different. In a good way. I mean… yeah, you look good.”

		

		Regan gripped Maisie’s hand, but Maisie squirmed away as Mitts approached. “Can I ask you a question?”

		

		“Yeah,” Maisie said with an audible gulp. “Sure, ask anything you want.”

		

		Peeved by the slight, Regan stepped outside to bring in their luggage. As she piled bags on top of bags, her stomach tied itself in knots. She was sure Mitts was about to ask about her. Why did Regan come along? Were they a couple? Per accord, Maisie would be forced to lie. “No, no. I’m not seeing anybody at the moment.”

		

		And that particular lie, though it would be expected and agreed-upon, would break Regan’s heart.

		

		Because she loved Maisie.

		

		She wished they could tell everybody.

		

		Of course, Mitts’ question had nothing to do with Regan. She was being totally ego-centric in thinking Maisie’s sisters would have any curiosity about her.

		

		“Your boobs,” Mitts said with a chuckle. “Are they real?”

		

		“Oh my God!” Kayla called from the stairs. “I was thinking exactly the same thing, but I wasn’t going to ask. You’re so rude, Mitts.”

		

		“It’s okay.” No doubt Maisie was as relieved as Regan that Mitts’s question was purely mechanical. “Yes, they’re real.”

		

		Regan spit out a cackle as she brought in the last of their bags.

		

		“Fine,” Maisie admitted. “About half of what you see is real and the other half is a very convincing water bra.”

		

		“Ooh, I’ve always wanted to try one of those,” Kayla said. “Except, they’re expensive and I worried they’d leak.”

		

		With a big-hearted chuckle, Maisie said, “No, they won’t leak, as long as you avoid pins and pines and porcupines.”

		

		“Damn it.” Kayla’s smile grew by the second. “And I encounter so many porcupines in my daily travels.”

		

		“They’re getting bigger all the time,” Maisie went on. “My boobs, I mean. Not porcupines.”

		

		Leaning back against the wall, Mitts looked down at her own respectable rack. “Wish I could say the same.”

		

		“Well, it’s the hormones,” Maisie said. “Ever since I started, they’ve been growing little by little. I don’t know when they’ll stop, exactly. I hope they get really big.”

		

		Regan slipped up and said, “Me too.”

		

		When Mitts glanced at her with a somewhat-curious, somewhat-flirtatious look in her eye, Regan felt her cheeks blaze. She had no idea how to dig herself out of this one.

		

		The tension broke with a flush from the upstairs toilet. Maisie’s mom returned, holding a hand against her stomach. “Sorry about that. We had a Feliz Navidad party at work. I knew I shouldn’t have eaten so many enchiladas.” When she’d passed the spot where Kayla sat on the stairs, she looked past Maisie and her eyes grew wide. “Oh, Regan! Where did you come from? It is Regan, isn’t it?”

		

		The warmth emanating from Maisie’s mother gave her a feeling of instant peace. Even when she was very young and her own mother was still around, she’d always thought of Maisie’s as a preferable substitute.

		

		“Yup, it’s me.”

		

		“Oh, Regan, what a wonderful surprise! You came with M…”

		

		Instead of saying either “Mark” or “Maisie,” Linda simply trailed off. Maisie had warned Regan the family would probably trip over pronouns and avoid names at first.

		

		“It’s so wonderful to see you both,” Linda said. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

		

		As the matriarch hugged Maisie against one shoulder and Regan against the other, Regan imagined how strange this must be for her. Linda—that’s what Maisie’s mom had always insisted Regan call her—had borne a son and named him Mark. She didn’t realize, when her baby came out trailing clouds of glory and bearing an itty-bitty penis, that the inside wouldn’t match the outside. And how could she know? How could Linda possibly have known her youngest son was actually another daughter?

		

		Regan could hardly blame Maisie’s mom for not picking up on the signs. Plenty of boy children liked to wear dresses and play with dolls. They weren’t all transgender. How could Linda have known her little Mark would be the exception?

		

		“It’s good to see you too,” Regan said. It had been years since any woman had wrapped her in a hug so warm and welcoming. She loved Maisie’s mom.

		

		Linda backed away, rubbing Regan’s right arm and Maisie’s left. In a fit of emotion, she touched her palms to their cheeks. Her smile couldn’t conceal the tears in her eyes, and perhaps she wouldn’t have wanted it to.

		

		“You look so different. Both of you.” Linda tripped over her words. “Older. Well, I should say more grown up. Nobody wants to hear they look older. And Mar… my… my…” She couldn’t seem to bring herself to call Maisie by her new name, her old name, or refer to her as either son or daughter. Linda simply looked at Maisie and said, “You look very nice.”

		

		Maisie lowered her eyes and said, “Thanks.”

		

		The whole family, plus Regan but minus Jerry, stood in silence for a long moment. It wasn’t an awkward silence, though. If anything, the quietude possessed a healing quality.

		

		After what felt like a long time, Regan broke the silence. “I can put all this luggage away if someone tells me where it’s going.”

		

		“Oh, thank you, Regan,” Linda said. “Mark’s old room is at the end of the hall, if you remember. His things can go in there. You can sleep with Mittsie, if she doesn’t mind.”

		

		Swooping in for the clothing bags, Mitts said, “Fine by me!”

		

		As Mitts led the way upstairs, Regan threw Maisie a desperate glance that meant a million things at once. Her mother had called her “Mark,” and nobody else seemed to notice. Despite her boobs and clothes and makeup and feminine features, her transition obviously hadn’t sunken in yet. Even the fact that Linda put Regan in with Mitts instead of Maisie indicated she was stuck in the old mindset. Girls and boys couldn’t sleep in the same bedroom—that’s how all mothers felt on the matter.

		

		Regan would have killed for a private moment with her girlfriend, but she realized Maisie needed some time alone with her mom. Far be it for Regan to intrude.

		

		Mitts dropped the luggage on the floor beside her bed. “So, your dad still living on the Rez? You’re so close by. You could pay him a Christmas visit.”

		

		Regan added to the mountain of bags, feeling dizzy as she dropped them. “I don’t think so. It’s been a long time. I’m sure I’ll have a happier Christmas if I spend it here.”

		

		“Well, you’re more than welcome,” Mitts said, closing the bedroom door. And locking it. “I’d forgotten how much I’d missed you.”

		

		Mitts didn’t walk—she strutted toward Regan. When they were close enough to touch, Mitts took a strand of her long hair between two fingers. “You know, I always had a crush on you when we were younger. You were the only girl I knew who would admit she liked other girls. That was pretty damn brave, around here. It’s different in the city, right? Clubs and whatever. But I’ll always be a country mouse, and the dykes are slim pickings.”

		

		Regan caught a glimpse of her terrified expression in the mirror above Mitts’ dresser. With her hair down, and wearing jeans and a wooly sweater, she looked more frumpy than butch. She didn’t feel comfortable on any level.

		

		When they were young, Regan had such a crush on Mitts. Now Mitts certainly seemed to have come around, but Regan was dating Maisie… except, Maisie had sworn her to secrecy for the home visit, so what was she supposed to do? Reject Mitts outright? For no good reason?

		

		Before Regan could process what was happening, Mitts pinned her against the bedroom door. A plush robe hung from a hook overhead, cushioning her back as Mitts pressed up against her. When Mitts’ tits met Regan’s bigger breasts, they both gasped.

		

		Regan couldn’t bring herself to look Maisie’s big sister in the eye. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from the cleavage so beautifully showcased by Mitts’ tight red top. Those tits were full and pale, like two firm pillows. Regan wanted to lick them.

		

		Mitts threw an arm around Regan’s shoulder and pulled her close as sin. The sweetness of Mitts’ breath danced across her lips, and she could do nothing to escape. Wrapping her hands around Mitts’ waist, she leaned in. God, this was really happening, wasn’t it? They were about to kiss. They couldn’t help themselves…

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		Despite Best Efforts

		

		When Regan pressed her lips to Mitts’s, she tasted one thing for sure: the desperation that followed years of denial. She knew how badly Mitts needed to feel another woman’s hands squeezing her ass, running fingers up her back and down her sides.

		

		But Maisie! How could she do this to her girlfriend? Cheat with Maisie’s sister? It was unconscionable.

		

		Regan tried to pull back, but Mitts jammed her against the door.

		

		“No.” Regan slid to the side, tripping over bags. She landed on the bed. “Sorry, Mitts. I can’t do this.”

		

		“You’ve got a girl back home?” Mitts didn’t wait for an answer. “No, of course you don’t. If you had a girl back home, you’d be spending Christmas with her. But you’re spending Christmas with us, and that could only mean one thing.”

		

		Regan needed a game plan, here. Would she admit it was true, that she and Maisie were a couple? Or deny the whole thing? Her stomach quaked. She didn’t say anything.

		

		“I knew it,” Mitts said with a nod. “You’re free as a bird. There is no other girl.”

		

		“Oh. Uhh…”

		

		Creeping toward the bed, Mitts asked, “Why deny yourself the pleasure? We’ve wanted each other for a long time. Now we’re adults and we can formulate our own ideas of right and wrong. Let’s surrender to the urge.”

		

		Regan tried to think up some excuse, but her drives agreed with Mitts. “But your family. Everybody’s home. Maisie and Kayla and your mom…”

		

		“So what? Who cares about them?” As Mitts crawled up the bed, Regan scampered across the mattress. There was no escape. She was caged by their shared desire.

		

		“I can’t,” Regan said, half-heartedly. She couldn’t hide how much she still wanted Mitts after all these years. The only way to stop this seduction would be to admit she was in a relationship with Maisie, and she’d had promised she wouldn’t do that.

		

		Mitts quit the child’s play. In one tight motion, she pulled Regan’s sweater up and over her head. Regan didn’t recall cooperating, but she must have done, because the sweater came off pretty easily. Her skin glowed cool blue by winter’s light. Tingling, her nipples drew into buds.

		

		“Your tits are so much darker than I pictured them. I guess that makes sense. You’re darker than me, all in all.” Leaning forward, Mitts brought her tits out of her top like two scoops of vanilla ice cream. “For some reason, I thought your nipples would be pink like mine.”

		

		They were pink… and perfect!

		

		A rush of desire flooded Regan’s core as Mitts plumped her nipples. How could Regan hope to move, or think, or stop this seduction, when all her blood had just surged to her clit? Was she not a red-blooded dyke? How could she resist the two luscious tits hovering over her mouth?

		

		She couldn’t. She couldn’t resist them.

		

		It was a dream come true: lying half-naked in the bed with her high-school crush, bare tits hovering close to her lips. Of course she had to taste them. Of course she had to take them into her mouth and suck. She had to. She had no choice in the matter.

		

		All the while, Mitts whispered words of encouragement. “Tastes good, doesn’t it? My tits feel so good against your tongue. Don’t you just want to suck my little pink nipples all day long?”

		

		“Mmm-hmm!” Regan nodded just enough to show her desire, but not so much that Mitts’s tits would escape her lips. She pressed those beautiful breasts together. Planting her face in Mitts’ cleavage, she licked that silky-soft skin. She couldn’t contain herself—she growled as she attacked Mitts’s tits.

		

		“Shh! Keep it down, huh? Nobody knows I’m a lesbian.”

		

		That word, lesbian, on Mitts’ lips tasted even sweeter than her tits, but Regan backed off. “Are you sure about that?”

		

		Seemed this conversation wasn’t the right path for Mitts. She didn’t say anything more, even as Regan stared at her in anticipation. Mitts did, however, take her tits out of Regan’s hands. Pressing her flat against the bed, she let her wet nipples glide down Regan’s chest, teasing dark nipples with pretty pink ones. Every time their bare flesh touched, Regan’s pussy pulsed. Slick juice coated the cotton crotch of her boyshorts, and she wondered if Mitts’s pussy was just as wet. It had to be. But there was only one way to find out.

		

		Rolling Mitts over, Regan shoved a hand inside those crisp black pants without even bothering to unzip them. If she took the time to fiddle with a zipper and a belt and a button and a clasp, she’d surely reconsider. She’d remember how much she loved Maisie, who was downstairs right now, having a heart-to-heart with her mom about what it meant to be transgender.

		

		But in all that deep conversation, Maisie wouldn’t mention Regan, would she? She wouldn’t admit they were knee-deep in a romantic relationship, that they often shared a bed. Would she?

		

		And maybe that denial had a larger impact on Regan than she’d imagined. Regan had never been shy about her lovers. She never denied who she was. Yes, she understood why Maisie didn’t want to admit they were girlfriends—the family probably wouldn’t get it—but her resentment was palpable. If she found herself in bed with the beautiful and seductive Mitts, hell, why not take advantage?

		

		Regan found Mitts’s pussy slick with juice. That’s how badly Mitts wanted her. When she rubbed those stunningly wet lips, Mitts gasped, tossing her head back against the mattress. Regan’s naked breasts heaved as she played with wet pussy, and Mitts couldn’t seem to resist sucking her nipples. Regan clenched her teeth to keep from crying out. Mitts’s warm tongue on her tits brought her near to Nirvana.

		

		She needed to see what she was touching.

		

		Tearing open the belt and button and clasp and zipper, Regan pushed down Mitts’s red lace panties. God, her pussy was beautiful. No, it was gorgeous. It was the most spectacular sight Regan had seen in a very long time. Mitts’s dark hair was neatly trimmed, which looked so much better than the porn-star look of a baby-bare cunt. Her lips were petite and pink and pretty as her perky nipples.

		

		The musky scent of hot pussy took over, like a spirit possession. Shifting to the floor, Regan opened Mitts’ legs and scooped that luscious ass into her hands. She pulled Mitts to the edge of the bed and, for a moment, just stared. Mitts’s glistening lips culminated in a pretty little hood. When Regan squeezed her ass, her pussy opened to reveal even more pure pinkness inside.

		

		Regan bowed between her legs, licking from the base of Mitts’s slit to the tip of her clit. Mitts tasted like honey, like musk, like clover. Every lick brought forward a different aroma.

		

		When Mitts moaned, grasping the bedcover, Regan’s insides sparked. She pressed her tongue flat and shook her head between those soft white thighs. Mitts’s engorged clit looked on like a queen surveying her dominion. When Regan sucked it, Mitts grabbed a pillow to stifle her squeals.

		

		“Sorry,” Regan teased. “If that feels too good, I can always stop.”

		

		Mitts launched her legs around Regan’s shoulders and pulled her in. “Don’t you dare! I’ve never had a good purr job before.”

		

		“Can’t count on a man to do a woman’s work,” Regan said, though she found her own words puzzling. Woman’s work?

		

		“God, are you right about that.” Mitts’s words were muffled by her pillow. “Guys don’t know what the fuck they’re doing down there. I’m done with men.”

		

		With an open-mouthed chuckle, Regan flicked Mitts’s clit like rapid fire, each lick more fleeting and distant. Even when Mitts moved closer to her mouth, she just kept pulling back.

		

		“Oh, come on! Stop teasing, will you?”

		

		“Teasing? Why, whatever do you mean?” Yeah, Regan knew exactly what she was doing—building desire until Mitts couldn’t stand the softness and begged for hard.

		

		In a whisper, Mitts said, “I want you to suck my clit.”

		

		Regan smiled as Mitts lifted the pillow from her face. She had Maisie’s eyes. Her nose was a little more slender, but they had the same chin. Even their earlobes looked similar.

		

		“What is it?” Mitts’s expression fell. “What’s wrong?”

		

		Let it remain a mystery. Regan drove her sinking emotion against Mitts’s clit while the pressure of her own desire pounded between her thighs. When she sucked clit like, the reaction was explosive.

		

		Pressing a pillow to her face, Mitts writhed with such force Regan couldn’t hold her in place anymore. No, Regan just had to move with those hips as they hurdled side to side. She didn’t let up. She didn’t let go. Squeezing Mitts’s ass, she sucked until the pillow whacked her in the head.

		

		“Okay!” Mitts cried. “Enough! Enough! God, I can’t take any more!”

		

		Regan didn’t stop right away; she got off on tortured squeals. Mitts had to press her sole to Regan’s forehead and kick. Tumbling to her ass, Regan landed on the old pink carpet of Mitts’s childhood bedroom.

		

		She didn’t mind being kicked in the face. She’d brought it on herself.

		

		Shivers raced through Regan’s body as she admired Mitts’s pussy. She couldn’t see Mitts’s face from this angle, but could hear her panting. The bedcover was thoroughly disheveled. Black socks hung from the bed like dead houseplants, along with reasonably well-shaven legs—it was December, after all. Legs didn’t meet the same priority level they did during the summer months. Regan understood.

		

		And then she thought about Maisie, whose legs were always depilated to perfection. Regan had just cheated on her beautiful, fragile girlfriend. Maisie had entrusted her with desires and despairs a woman could only share with her most faithful confidant. Worse yet, she’d cheated with her girlfriend’s sister. And she couldn’t take it back. She couldn’t undo the betrayal.

		

		Mitts slid off the bed and into her pants before tiptoeing to the mirror. “God, my face! That’s what we used to call the freshly-fucked look.”

		

		Regan couldn’t look. She knew how beautiful Mitts was—hell, she’d known that since they were kids—but those good looks were too provocative. If she looked now, she’d have to hop to her feet and kiss the girl again. Instead, she stared at the eyelet fabric of Mitts’s bed skirt.

		

		“We’d better show our faces downstairs.” Mitts picked up the tea towel she’d dropped on the luggage pile. “I guess I never finished drying the dishes after you and Mark showed up. Oh well. They’ll be dry by now.”

		

		“Maisie,” Regan said without moving a muscle.

		

		Laughing, Mitts tossed the tea towel over her shoulder. “Right, sorry: my ‘little sister Maisie.’ It’s going to take me a while to remember that one.”

		

		Regan leaned against the bed to pull herself upright. She felt utterly numb, but she couldn’t keep from talking. “Well, you need to start remembering it, because Maisie is her name now. And little sister is right—that’s exactly who she is, and it isn’t something I’m going to laugh about with you. Mark is gone.”

		

		Mitts gazed at her, stunned, but said nothing.

		

		“Your little brother is a memory now, and if that makes you sad or makes you feel like you’ve lost something, that’s natural. But it’s not like he’s dead; he’s transformed into this sweet, sensitive creature named Maisie. We can still all laugh about the stupid things we did when we were kids. We can acknowledge we grew up with a boy named Mark as long as we recognize it’s Maisie who’s in our lives now.”

		

		Across the room, Mitts stood very still. Her lips parted slightly. After a long moment, she said, “You’re right. I know. I mean, I know all that in my head because Mom and Kayla and I all read up on this stuff online, but when it comes down to looking my brother in the eye and calling him by a name that isn’t his… it’s just weird. I don’t know when I’ll get there.”

		

		Regan sat down, but the bed was soaked with saliva and pussy juice. She shifted away from the wet spot. “If you can’t call her Maisie yet, at least do me a favor and don’t call her Mark. Not behind her back, and definitely not to her face.”

		

		Mitts nodded, but her gaze stuck to the carpet.

		

		“Try to call her by the name she’s chosen for herself. Think about it: she could have taken any name, but she chose your grandmother’s. Doesn’t that tell you something? Doesn’t that say to you that she sees herself as part of this family, and she needs you and Linda and Kayla, and even Jerry if he comes around, in her life?”

		

		A crooked smile broke across Mitts’s face. She wrinkled her nose and then laughed. “I never made that connection, but I think you’re right. Taking grandma’s name says, ‘I’m still family. I still need you.’ And, you know, Mar… sorry… Maisie has been in contact with us way more since he started the transition process.”

		

		“Since she started transitioning?” Regan asked, in subtle correction.

		

		“Yeah,” Mitts said. “At least by email. This is the first time coming home to see us. You obviously know that—that’s why you came along.” With a not-quite-sincere smile, Mitts sauntered toward the bed and squeezed Regan’s hand. “I really do appreciate how much you’ve helped my… Maisie… through all this.”

		

		A pang of guilt soared through Regan’s chest. “It’s nothing… it’s… not a problem…”

		

		“I read online that a lot of transgender people don’t have a good support system of family or friends and the last thing I want…” Mitts’s lip quivered. Her voice cracked, and she gulped, but she couldn’t seem to fight the tears welling in her eyes. “The last thing I want is to get a phone call that my little brother killed himself, and then to read the newspaper article saying if his family had only accepted him better this never would have happened.”

		

		Mitts fell into Regan’s arms and cried on her shoulder. The breasts she’d worshipped only moments ago now heaved with the fear of not knowing how to do the right thing. Mitts’s emotion was so extreme Regan didn’t even bother correcting the misused pronouns. She stood beside the bed, holding her girlfriend’s sister, and wondering how the hell she was going to get through Christmas in this house.

		

		“It’s okay,” Regan said. “That’s not going to happen. Maisie and I are tight, and I’d know if she was in bad shape. She isn’t. Trust me. She’s happy now that she’s living true to herself and taking hormones and planning the future. I can’t tell you how nervous and excited she’s been about this trip. She missed you guys so much.”

		

		After a series of gasping breaths, Mitts backed out of Regan’s arms. As she inched toward the door, her foot caught on the handle of Regan’s travel bag, and she went flying, landing face down on her mattress. Mitts laughed first, and her shimmering giggles were contagious. Regan helped her up, laughing until her side hurt.

		

		“God, I’m a klutz,” Mitts said. “Okay, put your top back on and let’s go downstairs. Poker face, remember.”

		

		Regan caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and all she saw was shame. No way she could see Maisie right now.

		

		“Actually, do you mind if I take a nap?”

		

		“Tired you out, did I?” Mitts teased.

		

		Regan wasn’t tired in the least, but she needed a place to hide from Maisie, and her sister’s bed seemed as good as any.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		The Night Before Red Satin Christmas

		

		“Hey there, sleepy head.” Cuddling close, Maisie kissed Regan’s hair. “You’ve been out for hours.”

		

		“Have I?” Regan nearly sprang out of bed before realizing she was naked under the covers. She looked up to the window, but the sky was the same shade of grey it had been when they’d arrived.

		

		Maisie sprawled on top of the covers. Her hand strayed beneath to fondle Regan’s bare breast. “You’ll be happy to know I had a great conversation with my mom. We talked for a long time, not about anything in particular. Not even about my transition, really.”

		

		In a haze of sleep, Regan asked, “So what did you talk about?”

		

		“Mostly about her life, work, what she’s been up to. It was nice just listening, and not being the centre of attention. It was the first time I really felt like her daughter. The way she went on about this and that, it was just like when she talks to Kayla or Mitts.”

		

		“That’s great,” Regan said. “I’m happy for you, babe.”

		

		Maisie cupped Regan’s mound and gave it a squeeze. Fighting her conflict, Regan pressed back against Maisie’s soft body. She’d been dreaming, but she couldn’t remember what about. It left a sour sensation in her stomach. She felt guilty, and the moment Maisie’s fingers strayed into her sleeping pussy, she remembered why.

		

		“You slept with my sister,” Maisie said, in a voice utterly reasonable and balanced. “Mitts told me.”

		

		Regan’s heart stopped. Her blood ran cold as she stared at the deodorant on Mitts’s dresser. She used the same brand. The same scent, even. What an odd coincidence.

		

		“When?” In her chest, Regan held a strange combination of apprehension and numbness. “When did she tell you, I mean. Not when did it happen—I know that part.”

		

		“When she came downstairs.” Maisie kissed Regan’s naked shoulder. “Kayla was on the phone in the kitchen and Mom had fallen asleep on the couch—that reindeer movie with the skating girl was on TV. Mitts sat down in the chair, and she didn’t say anything at first. Nothing. And I thought to myself, ‘Oh God, she doesn’t feel comfortable around me. She doesn’t know what to say.’ As soon as the movie went to commercial, everything came spilling out. Mitts told me what happened.”

		

		“Oh Maisie!” Regan grabbed her hand and kissed it over and over again.

		

		There was a smile in Maisie’s voice when she said, “My sisters have never talked to me about sex or relationships before. They might have talked to each other when I was in the room, but the conversation was always between the two of them. And Mitts! Well, you and I always suspected, but she’s never admitted to any dykish goings-on before. The fact that she came to me and told me… wow… I really felt like we were talking as sisters, you know? It was great.”

		

		Was Regan hearing all this? Was her girlfriend really going on about her sisterly gossip session after Regan slept with Mitts?

		

		Regan wanted to turn around and hug Maisie, pull the girl to her naked chest and hold her tight, but she felt caged by guilt. All she could do was kiss that precious hand and say, “I’m so sorry. You deserve better. It’ll never happen again, I promise. Not that you have any reason to believe me after what I’ve done, but I give you my word: I will never cheat on you again.”

		

		Fully clothed, Maisie slipped underneath the covers and hugged Regan. “It’s no big deal. I figured something like this would happen. Maybe not so soon, but I knew you’d eventually want more than I could give you.”

		

		Regan didn’t know how to respond. Had Maisie cast her as a cheater right from the start? That didn’t seem fair. Yes, she’d cheated on girlfriends once or twice in the past, but she didn’t make a habit of it.

		

		She turned to Maisie, puzzled. “What do you mean?”

		

		Maisie kissed her nose. “You’re a lesbian. You like pussies, not penises. Anyway, with half my body off-limits, I expected you’d go elsewhere to satisfy your urges. It’s not a problem if you need to stray.”

		

		“Lesbian, yes, but what happened with Mitts…” Regan couldn’t believe Maisie’s bizarre idea of what their relationship meant to her. She was having a hell of a time finding the right words. “I had such a crush on Mitts when we were younger. She was your cool big sister. When she came on to me today, all those years of crushing flooded my system. I couldn’t resist.”

		

		“I get it, Regan.”

		

		“Plus, the only way I could say no would be to admit you and I are a couple, and I know you’re dead set against that.” Regan shook her head against the pillow. “That sounds like such a stupid excuse. I’m sorry…”

		

		“Please don’t apologize.”

		

		Maisie kissed her lips, but Regan blocked the sensation. She wouldn’t be swayed by desire before getting Maisie to understand. “I need to apologize, and you need to be upset with me. You should be fuming. I’ve done a terrible thing.”

		

		With a giggle, Maisie said, “No you haven’t, sweetie. It’s completely understandable. There are certain things I can’t give you—not yet—but you’re a red-blooded dyke! You crave pussy. Of course you’ll go elsewhere to get what I don’t have.”

		

		Regan couldn’t take it anymore. Throwing off the covers, she stormed naked from the bed and paced the pink carpet. Everything Maisie said could be taken for passive-aggressive, but Regan knew in her heart those words were spoken in earnest. That’s what hurt the most.

		

		“Why are you so upset about this?” Maisie asked. “I’m not upset.”

		

		“Exactly!” Regan suppressed the urge to shout. “That’s what’s driving me nuts, Maisie—you should be angry! The fact that you’re not says to me you have no self-respect. I’m your girlfriend and I cheated on you—with your sister! You should be mad about that!”

		

		Throwing off the covers, Maisie scuttled to the edge of the bed. “Maybe I’ve just reached a stage of maturity you’re not at yet, but I see no reason to be upset about this.”

		

		“Maturity? We’re the same age!”

		

		“Maturity has little to do with age,” Maisie went on, unaffected by Regan’s fury. “It’s about trust, more than anything. You and I are in a relationship, right?”

		

		“Right!” Regan picked up Mitts’s deodorant, and then slammed it back down. “We’re in a relationship and I had sex with someone else. You should be…”

		

		“But we can very clearly see a future together.” Maisie seemed not to hear the wrath in Regan’s voice. “I know I’m very important to you and you know you’re absolutely essential in my life. Right?”

		

		“We haven’t been a couple very long.” Slumping into the small green chair by the dressing table, Regan gazed at her big, lumpy, naked form in the mirror. She felt ugly, at the moment. “But we’ve known each other forever. I knew you when you were a boy.”

		

		“We grew up together,” Maisie added. “We got jobs in the city. We even slept together that one time.”

		

		Regan’s throat closed up, but she wouldn’t allow herself to cry. “Now you’ve transformed into this beautiful woman, the girl of my dreams, and the first thing I do is sleep with your damn sister. Even if you are mature enough to look past my infidelity, please Maisie, let me be sorry for what I did. Let me feel like shit about this.”

		

		“But you don’t have to.”

		

		“I do!” Regan covered her face with her hands. “What happened between me and Mitts had nothing to do with your body, or your lack of parts, or your possession of spare parts. Hell, you have a built-in strap-on! Some girls would be jealous of you!”

		

		“Those girls can have it.” Maisie sauntered toward Regan. “One day I’ll have a tight little pussy of my own. Won’t that be wonderful?”

		

		Tracing painted nails down Regan’s bare breasts, Maisie kneeled on the floor, leaning forward to take Regan’s nipple between her lips. Regan’s head throbbed. She wished she could obey her guilt and push Maisie away—she didn’t deserve the pleasure—but Regan’s desire overwhelmed her.

		

		After cheating with Mitts, would rejection make matters any better? Sure it was a rationalization, but if her girlfriend wanted to suck her tits before leaving a trail of kisses down her belly, why put a stop to it?

		

		“You’re too good to me.” Regan gasped as Maisie spread her legs. “You don’t have to.”

		

		“I think you underestimate how much I love the taste of your pussy.”

		

		Each word was a knife. “Oh, come on. Don’t say that. I don’t deserve…”

		

		“Regan.” Maisie’s voice was firm, less fluttery than it had been. “Nobody sees me for who I am quite like you do. You deserve everything I have to give.”

		

		When Maisie smiled, Regan smiled too. She relaxed into Mitts’s chair as Maisie held her thighs apart. When it came to purr jobs, nobody held a candle to her girl.

		

		Maisie knew how to treat a woman right: press her outer lips together with both thumbs until her clit popped out like a bud between them. Starting from the base, Maisie licked Regan’s slit. She paused when she got close, letting her tongue hover just beneath the engorged clit.

		

		And then she let loose, lunging forward, then pulling away. Maisie bobbed as she sucked Regan’s inner lips, like she was giving a blow job.

		

		The idea of having her own cock sent Regan over the moon. Leaning against Mitts’s dresser, Regan bucked into Maisie’s mouth. She thrust until her pussy splayed against her girlfriend’s face. Regan imagined fucking that tight throat, grasping Maisie’s hair, tugging it. She pictured cum churning in the balls she didn’t have as her orgasm surged onto the horizon.

		

		Regan couldn’t hold back any longer. She plunged her clit deep down Maisie’s throat—or, at least, imagined her clit could travel that far… and then explode with cum.

		

		When Maisie sat back, with wonder in her eyes, Regan couldn’t get over how grateful she felt to have such an accepting, warm, and understanding woman in her life. She still couldn’t believe the maturity in Maisie’s approach to their relationship. There was a part of her that still wanted her girlfriend to be angry and possessive, but Maisie was above all that.

		

		“You know I love you,” Regan said, petting Maisie’s cheek.

		

		“I know. I love you too.”

		

		Regan couldn’t take her eyes off Maisie. How could anyone’s eyes sparkle like that, like glitter, like glass beads?

		

		A door closed downstairs, and Regan nearly jumped out of her chair. “What was that? Are your sisters back home?”

		

		Maisie reached across the carpet to pick up Regan’s clothes. “Get dressed fast.”

		

		There were voices downstairs—two of them. “Hello? Where is everybody?”

		

		“We stopped at the bakery just before it closed. Come see what we bought!”

		

		Running to the bedroom door, Maisie dusted invisible dirt from her knees. “Hurry!”

		

		Regan fumbled with the clasps of her bra. “Keep your pants on.”

		

		“Put your pants on!” Maisie hovered near the door as Regan jammed her feet into her jeans.

		

		“Is anybody home?” Kayla called out again.

		

		Maisie burst through the bedroom door. “Up here! Regan’s just helping move my bags into my room.”

		

		Regan followed along with Maisie’s suitcase in hand.

		

		“Well get down here,” Mitts shouted. “Both of you!”

		

		When they arrived in the TV room, Maisie’s mom pulled her groggy-with-sleep self from the couch. Mitts and Kayla backed away from the coffee table to reveal their purchase.

		

		“Oh my god!” Maisie squealed, clapping her hands. “You bought a gingerbread house!”

		

		“The do-it-yourself kit from Mrs. Crenshaw’s bakery.” Linda offered a hazy smile of recognition. “You kids used to beg me to buy you one every year.”

		

		“And every year you said they were too expensive,” Mitts laughed.

		

		“They were too expensive back then—me raising the four of you on my own.” Linda gave Maisie a playful kick in the bum. “You’re lucky you got anything for Christmas back then.”

		

		Regan hadn’t been one of those four children, but it warmed her heart to be included in the memory.

		

		“I don’t remember ever seeing these things in Crenshaw’s bakery,” she said, settling down on the plush carpet. There were gingerbread walls and roof slabs, a big tub of icing with plastic bags and little nibs for piping.

		

		The really exciting part of the kit was the giant bag of sweets for decoration: jujubes and candy-coated chocolates, jelly beans and gummies, foil-robed chocolate drops and peppermint sticks. Regan couldn’t wait to get started. Or get eating, at least.

		

		Linda clutched her stomach as it made a loud gurgling noise. “It begins!” she cried, scrambling from the couch. “I am never eating enchiladas again.”

		

		“With a little mint tea on the side, Mrs Crenshaw’s homemade gingerbread will soothe your stomach in no time,” Mitts called out as Linda bolted up the stairs.

		

		The girls all chuckled.

		

		“I can’t believe Mrs Crenshaw is still alive,” Regan said. She wasn’t quite sure what innuendo Mitts would come up with if she didn’t keep the conversation going. “Isn’t she, like, a hundred and forty by now?”

		

		“No.” Kayla sighed. “She died a few years ago, but her gay grandson came back from Vancouver to take over the shop.”

		

		“Rudy?” Maisie asked. “Yeah, that doesn’t surprise me. I always heard he was the star of Home Ec.”

		

		Mitts sunk beside the coffee table and started unpacking the gingerbread kit.

		

		“Ever notice how all the gay people in this town leave to go live in big cities?” Kayla looked to Regan, and then to Maisie. “Like you two.”

		

		Regan stole a quick glance at Maisie, who looked completely nonchalant. “What do you mean?”

		

		With a casual shrug, Kayla started laying out gingerbread walls on the silver cake board. “Well, Regan, you made no secret of being gay and you went to the city.” She glanced up at Maisie. “You and Rudy were a bit quieter about it, but you went off to big cities too. I guess there’s something about small towns that drives you guys away.”

		

		Regan wondered if Kayla realized Maisie was a lesbian. Doubtful. She probably conflated transsexuality and homosexuality, probably assumed that Maisie was in to guys and, because she had a penis, that made her gay. That’s what a lot of people seemed to think.

		

		This would have been a perfect opportunity to shed some light on the subject, but Maisie already had four jujubes in her mouth, and Regan didn’t feel it was her place. Some other time, maybe Maisie would work up the courage to tell them she was interested in girls and, because she identified as a woman, that made her a lesbian. Just like Regan. And Mitts too, apparently.

		

		For today, it was probably enough that Kayla and Mitts had met their new sister in the flesh. Regan was certainly encouraged by the efforts they’d made to understand what it must be like, living in Maisie’s body and Maisie’s mind. Some families rejected their queer offspring outright. Even if its members didn’t fully understand each other, it was nice to spend Christmas in a household where they actually tried.

		

		The winter’s blue darkness seemed to come on all at once. Mitts turned on the lights as well as the TV to combat it. Everybody wanted something different, but they settled on It’s a Wonderful Life because “Mom will like it.” On Christmas Eve, with Linda feeling under the weather, best to do something nice for her.

		

		They’d already started cementing gingerbread walls with icing when Linda’s footsteps creaked along the staircase. “Nobody turned on the Christmas tree lights.”

		

		Taking a right at the bottom of the stairs, Linda illuminated the tree in the front window.

		As she stood admiring it, she let out an explosive gasp. “Girls, come quick! Your brother’s car is in the driveway.”

		

		Regan felt her expression fall as she looked to her girlfriend, but Maisie’s smile only grew.

		

		“Girls!” Maisie whispered to Regan, as Mitts and Kayla carried on a conversation of their own. “Mom called us ‘girls’—me too! All of us. That’s the first time…”

		

		Though she hated to rain on Maisie’s parade, Regan said, “Brother. Your brother’s car is in the driveway.”

		

		Under the coffee table, Regan scooped up Maisie’s hand only to feel anxious fingernails pierce her flesh. After saying he wouldn’t come, Maisie’s brother was here. So much for Regan’s calm and compassionate visions of Christmas.

		

		“Girls!” Linda hissed from the front room. “Jerry is here for Christmas…and he brought someone with him!”

		

		“Maybe he’s gay too,” Kayla said as she rose from the floor. “I wouldn’t be surprised by anything at this point.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		Early One Morning

		

		It was one of those wake-ups where you’re not quite sure where you are at first, and for a couple seconds you don’t even care because it feels so good to be alive. And then everything that happened the night before comes flooding to mind, and the morning takes a sharp turn…

		

		Regan had a crimp in her neck, but with Maisie pressed right up against her back she couldn’t move even if she wanted to. She was right at the edge of the little twin mattress.

		

		When the world came into focus, Regan stared at the bookshelf. Her girlfriend’s childhood bedroom was definitely decorated for a boy—royal blue walls with a Toronto Maple Leafs border, souvenir baseballs from the Jays’ World Series wins in ’92 and ‘93—but Regan tried to ignore her surroundings as much as she tried to ignore the erection lodged firmly between her ass cheeks.

		

		Maisie couldn’t help the morning wood, and Regan knew she’d find it humiliating if called attention to. Penises were not Maisie’s favourite things in the world, and she had especially harsh feelings toward her own. Regan thought Maisie was the most beautiful woman in the world, penis or no penis, but of course she’d respect her girl’s wish to downplay its existence.

		

		Shifting in bed, Maisie moaned softly in her sleep. Her long silky nightgown rippled against Regan’s naked back. God, it felt good to have a woman’s soft fabrics against her skin. Regan never wore stuff like that.

		

		The winter sun hadn’t risen yet. Regan couldn’t see a clock anywhere, but it must be pretty early because she couldn’t hear anyone wandering around even though the house was full of people. She had a faint need to pee, but just couldn’t bring herself to leave a warm bed and a hot body.

		

		As Maisie carved her own path from sleep to wakefulness, her curvaceous body stretched and writhed. Regan felt the motion against her back like a giant caterpillar. When that wave halted, she knew Maisie had swum her way back to consciousness, at least enough to realize her body was betraying her. For a moment, she was stone, and then her soft arms retracted from around Regan’s nakedness. When Maisie rolled away after a night in such close proximity, Regan felt the absence like a stab in the gut.

		

		“Morning, Beautiful,” Regan whispered before she’d even turned to look at Maisie. Even with a few stray specs of stubble growing in, Maisie was the prettiest girl Regan had ever known.

		

		Still, Maisie buried her head beneath a pillow. “Charmer.”

		

		Regan cackled. “When have you ever known me to be charming?”

		

		“Right now.” Lifting the pillow, Maisie peeked out from behind a curtain of tousled hair.

		

		Settling onto her back, Regan stared up at the constellations of glow-in-the-dark stars on the ceiling. Her neck really was screwed up. When she reached back to knead the knot from it, her breasts poked up beyond the cover of the Hudson’s Bay blanket.

		

		“Oooh…” Maisie cooed. “What’s this I see? A delicacy!”

		

		Laughing at the rhyme, Regan threw her head back, forgetting how much her neck hurt. When those muscles screamed in pain, she jerked to the side, whacking her skull against the oak column of Maisie’s headboard.

		

		“Damn it!” With the hand that wasn’t already massaging her neck, Regan cupped what would surely grow into a good-sized goose egg. “This place is a death trap.”

		

		“You’re telling me. I grew up here, remember?” Maisie surveyed Regan’s body like it was her personal dominion. In that pose, with one elbow propped on a pillow, she reminded Regan of the old-school Hollywood starlets. Fire blazed in Maisie’s eyes, as she said, “Hope you’re okay.”

		

		“I know that look.” Regan pressed one hand to her head, massaging her neck with the other. “Somebody wants something.”

		

		“I want something.” Maisie went in for the kill, pausing just above Regan’s exposed nipple. Her breath was perfectly warm on this chilly Christmas morning.

		

		“What do you want?” Regan was so turned on she could barely get the words out.

		

		“Silly girl.” Planting those soft, warm lips flush to Regan’s sleepy breast, Maisie said, “I want you.”

		

		“Here I am, all yours.”

		

		When Regan petted her girlfriend’s cheek, Maisie quickly turned her head, catching Regan’s thumb between her lips. Sucking. As if that wasn’t enough, she traced her fingers up Regan’s thighs. Regan gasped, and Maisie let her wet thumb slip from between those perfect lips.

		

		“Shhhhh,” Maisie pleaded. “Everyone’s asleep.”

		

		Leaning in, Maisie planted a lingering peck on Regan’s lips—better than a French kiss early in the morning, when they’d both feel self-conscious about bad breath. Not that she had anything against doing other things in the morning. Regan loved getting down and dirty first thing, when she was still in that liminal space between consciousness and deep sleep. The best was waking up with Maisie’s face between her legs, though it was a little late for that now.

		

		Maisie kissed a meandering path down Regan’s jaw, down her neck and her chest, slowing as her soft mouth reached the slope of a breast. Regan rejected the dull ache in the back of her head. Enough—no more pain. She pressed her boobs together so Maisie could move easily between her nipples. The warmth and wetness summoned a familiar throb between her thighs. She didn’t know how she was going to get through this without making noise, but knowing she had to keep quiet turned her on. It wasn’t often that Regan let a partner get the upper hand.

		

		It wasn’t until Maisie’s fingers fell between the swollen folds of Regan’s pussy that she realized how incredibly wet she’d become. Had she woken up this way? Maybe their sleeping bodies had been generating heat all night—the kind of searing fulfillment they could only dream of in their waking hours. Or was Regan’s unfathomable wetness entirely the result of Maisie’s little pink tongue’s interaction with her pursed nipples, pebble-hard in the cold morning air.

		

		“Don’t ever stop doing that,” Regan whispered as Maisie travelled tight circles around her clit. Those perfect wet fingers elicited an immediate reaction. Christmas sex was special that way.

		

		When Regan pressed her thighs together, her pubic hair was drenched with juice. The slick stuff ran down her ass crack, soaking the sheets. Wetness beyond measure. Her cunt was so goddamn slippery Maisie’s expert fingers kept sliding away.

		

		“Fuck,” Regan whispered. A bolt of electricity surged through her system, striking her clit and rebounding to her nipples. “What are you doing to me, woman?”

		

		“I know.” Maisie’s voice was barely audible. “I can’t believe how wet you are. You know what it makes me want to do to you?”

		

		This oughta be good. “What?”

		

		With a puckish grin, Maisie pulled away. Regan’s breasts went instantly cold without Maisie’s caress. Her nipples drew so tight they hurt. The pain felt so good it distracted her as Maisie’s fingers slipped away from her clit.

		

		“What are you doing?” Regan asked as Maisie unscrewed the long and rather wide oak finial from the bedpost. It came off easily, gleaming like gold.

		

		“Like Bedknobs and Broomsticks.” Maisie’s smile was an ivory flash. “Remember that movie?”

		

		“Of course I do. It fostered my lifelong crush on Angela Lansbury.”

		

		Regan was too turned on to laugh at her own joke. The cold air was hell on her tits. Maisie must have been supremely cold, too, because her nipples stood erect inside silky fabric.

		

		When Maisie eased down against the mattress, Regan kind of wished she could feel the extent of her woman’s arousal—feel it rubbing against her thigh, or even in her hand. But that part of Maisie’s body was off-limits, and what could Regan do but respect her girlfriend’s wishes?

		

		“So, where is this magical bed taking us?” Regan asked, eyeing the oak knob. It was a beautiful thing, like a sculpture. It kind of reminded her of those gorgeous dildos made out of art glass or metal… or wood.

		

		“It’s taking us to Paradise.” Maisie’s grin didn’t fade for even a second.

		

		“I’ve been to Paradise…” Regan sang, in a whisper.

		

		Maisie joined in, “But I’ve never been to me.”

		

		Regan muffled her laughter, covering her face with both hands. Her shoulders heaved to fight off the giggles. That’s why she didn’t see it coming when Maisie fit the rounded tip of the bedpost finial against her cunt. She brought her hands away from her eyes to find Maisie buried under the Hudson’s Bay blanket.

		

		Since she couldn’t see anything but a bump of covers, Regan closed her eyes and pictured the gleaming wood urging her slit to open up, allow entry. Her nipples strained against the cold morning air. Her tender flesh pinched and puckered like she’d been suited up with tight metal clamps. The constraint produced a beautiful pain.

		

		When the knob nudged between her legs, Regan’s pussy ensconced the thing in juice. Despite her incredible wetness, it wasn’t all easy going. The finial felt hard and huge, and Maisie took her sweet time, sensitively waiting for Regan to open up.

		

		Taking her tits in hand, Regan pressed her stiff nipples between her fingers until the pressure sent elastic snaps to her clit. She felt her pussy open wide, pulling the finial, sucking that hard thing into her body. God, it was so unyielding, that glistening wood. It filled her with its bigness and it wouldn’t say no.

		

		Regan’s pussy was wet enough that Maisie could fuck her slowly with the knob. Sparks of pleasure shot to her nipples as her girlfriend pressed the pad of a thumb against her clit. Fireworks, sparks, flickers and flashes of pleasure from her fingers to her toes.

		

		Her pussy throbbed like a hot heartbeat between her thighs. It hugged the slippery wood. Rapid-fire mini-throbs. Lopsided tilt-a-whirl pulsations. Wild rhythms overtook her belly as she bucked up and bounced on the bed. There was a distinct buzz in her ears, but she heard herself whimpering, lips closed, keeping the big noise deep inside.

		

		And then she held her body absolutely still. Maisie stopped rubbing and thrusting. Regan stopped pinching. The bubble burst, sending heaps of shimmering confetti tingling through her core, fluttering right down, all the way to the base. Pleasure was sometimes fleeting, but not today.

		

		When Maisie pulled that wet wood from her pussy, Regan shuddered and shook. The trembling only subsided when Maisie snuggled in beside her, placing a tender cheek on her shoulder.

		

		Years ago, Regan had watched a medical show on TV that featured MRI footage of a man and a woman having sex. In an MRI machine. Comfy. She’d been amazed at the way the penis adjusted to the space of the vagina, contorting, folding itself almost V-shaped to follow the pussy’s curved path. Regan had always figured it was the woman’s body that made all the adjustments, and the man’s that rammed right in without alteration. She’d had it backward, obviously.

		

		Maybe that’s why sex felt so drastically different with a wooden bed knob than it did with a human cock. When the wood was in her pussy, it made no adjustments. It filled her with such pressure and urgency her toes nearly went numb. Sex was definitely different with a flesh and blood penis—not that Regan had experienced many. In fact, the last guy she’d been with was Maisie, the time they’d hooked when Maisie was still Mark.

		

		Once. Just once.

		

		Regan remembered what it felt like to have that warmly compliant cock inside her. She didn’t tell Maisie, didn’t want to pressure her, but Regan wouldn’t mind trying it again. Too bad Maisie had assured her that would never happen. Those parts were out of bounds. End of discussion.

		

		The silence between them was relaxed and open-ended, as it always seemed to be on the rare occasions when Maisie had nothing to say. It gave a chance for yesterday’s events to slowly infiltrate Regan’s mind. When Maisie’s entire body grew rather more rigid than it had been, Regan knew she, too, must be reflecting on the events of the previous night.

		

		“You know,” Regan finally said. “Last night when your mom said your brother was here and someone was with him, the first thing that came to mind was…”

		

		“A priest,” Maisie interrupted. “Or some culty conversion therapist.”

		

		Regan couldn’t believe her ears. “You really are a mind reader, aren’t you? How could you possibly have known what I was thinking?”

		

		“Because that’s what I thought too.” Maisie offered a weak smile.

		

		“You thought Jerry’d organized a family intervention or group therapy or something?”

		

		“Are you kidding?” Maisie giggled, but her voice was far less joyful than it had been earlier. “I thought he’d organized an exorcism, like to rid me of my possession. An evil trans cure-the-gays sort of thing.”

		

		“I couldn’t believe it when I saw who he’d really brought with him,” Regan said.

		

		Nodding against her shoulder, Maisie replied, “Yeah, me neither. Crazy stuff, right?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		The Night Before, Revisited

		

		The night before Christmas, they’d all huddled by the stairs—Regan, Maisie, Kayla, and Mitts—waiting for mom to open the front door.

		

		“Who is it?” Kayla whispered.

		

		Mitts hissed, “How should I know?”

		

		Regan tried to lend support by squeezing Maisie’s hand, but Maisie only wriggled away. Her brother Jerry had said he wasn’t coming for Christmas because he considered Maisie such a freak. Now he’d shown up unannounced with… with whom? Well, they would soon find out.

		

		As Linda pulled the door handle, Regan whispered, “Everything’s gonna be all right.”

		

		Maisie offered no response. Her eyes fixed on the entryway like it was a portal to another dimension. When the screen door opened, a gust of snow blew inside, driving Linda into the warm hallway where she clustered in with her daughters and Regan.

		

		It was sort of a fairytale entrance, the way this mystery woman stepped into the house. Each gust of wind at her back blew snow-kissed strands of blue-black hair into her face. From what Regan could see beyond the tousled mess, she had wide Asian eyes, a broad face, and somewhat flattened cheekbones. Her most striking quality was not her face, though, or her windblown hair, or even her very small stature—if she didn’t qualify as a “little person,” she sure as hell came close.

		

		The thing Regan noticed first and foremost about the unknown woman was her ridiculously huge belly. She looked to be a good twelve months pregnant. Her bump was so big it lifted the front of her long black coat about a foot off the ground, revealing a camel pair of suede boots.

		

		“Well hello.” Linda stepped forward, looking mystified as she extended her hand. Maisie’s mom could make a cat comfortable in a doghouse. She was such a sweet woman. “I’m Linda, Jerry’s mother.”

		

		The pregnant woman shoved her hair out of her face and it stayed in a snow-slicked bundle on top of her head. Shaking Linda’s hand in a rough up-and-down motion, she said, “Hi! Good to finally meet you.”

		

		The whole group waited for just one piece of information—like, who are you?—but it didn’t appear forthcoming. Too polite to ask, Linda went instead with a Canadian winter standard. “How are the roads?”

		

		“Oh, not too bad,” the small woman said. “A little congestion out of Ottawa, but no black ice.”

		

		She turned around as the screen door squealed open just wide enough for Jerry to launch a suitcase into the front hall.

		

		“I think he’s a little irritated because he had to pull over at every rest stop along the way.”

		

		The screen opened again and another case hurdled through, knocking the first one like a curling stone.

		

		“I kept telling him it’s not my fault I have to piss like a racehorse every five seconds, and what does he say to me? We should have brought that old pickle jar. Like, are you serious? Pregnant or not, there’s no way you’ll catch me pissing in a jar while we’re zooming down the highway at a hundred clicks. Men! Am I right?”

		

		Mitts locked on Regan’s gaze and gave her a nod of solidarity. It occurred to Regan, then, that of Maisie, Mitts, Kayla, their mom, and herself, three of them were lesbians. Three out of five—those were some odds.

		

		Letting out an awkward chuckle, Linda inched toward the door. “Should I help Jerry? Do you have a lot of—”

		

		Jerry yanked open the screen door and burst inside with travel bags hanging off both shoulders.

		

		Regan couldn’t have overestimated the change in the house’s energy with just one male home. She watched that snide grin bleed across his lips, like he was a man with a plan, and it made her feel like her belly was on fire.

		

		Linda must have felt the same, because all of a sudden her face appeared stricken.

		

		“Are you okay, mom?” Kayla whispered.

		

		Her mother nodded, putting on a smile, but standing up very straight and clenching her butt cheeks noticeably. “Welcome home, Jerry. It’s been forever and a day, hasn’t it?”

		

		“What, I don’t get a hug from my own mom?” Jerry started tossing bags to the floor as Linda clutched her stomach.

		

		“Sorry, I’m just feeling a little under the weather…”

		

		Jerry obviously wasn’t listening. He cut his mom off with a diatribe on his important wheelings and dealings in the capital, and how it had been so difficult to get just a few days off. “So that’s why I didn’t warn you I was coming. We had the car all packed and I still didn’t know whether we’d be heading back first thing Boxing Day, or what.”

		

		It had been ages since Regan last saw Jerry. She knew he earned a lot of money now, so she was expecting him to look like a man, but he really just looked like a goof. He’d grown tall. In his businessy blue coat, he seemed wide like a footballer player, but that only made his head look too small for his body. His face remained a teenager’s, with a shiny complexion and breakouts across his hairline.

		

		Regan hoped Maisie wouldn’t be so afraid of him now. He was still just a fourteen-year-old moron. What harm could he possibly do her?

		

		“Hey, ladies! How are my sisters?” He opened his arms, but nobody moved. If they were anything like Regan, they were wondering when the hell he was going to introduce his intensely pregnant travel companion…and how he was going to react to Maisie.

		

		As Jerry pulled his mother in against his chest and slapped her on the back—some crude variation of a hug—Maisie tugged on Regan’s sleeve. “Ladies,” she mouthed, letting out almost enough breath to produce a whisper. “He said ladies… and sisters!”

		

		Regan smiled for Maisie’s sake. It wasn’t real. She couldn’t bring herself to share Maisie’s unwavering optimism.

		

		After Linda, it was Kayla’s turn for Jerry’s chest-clasp-back-slap, and she squirmed in his grasp, mumbling, “How’s it going?”

		

		“Kayla!” His voice was so goddamn loud Regan just wanted to smack him. “And Mitts!” Her turn next. “You girls are looking better than ever!”

		

		Mitts grumbled something, but Regan couldn’t make out what she’d said.

		

		And then he came to Maisie, standing before him in her red cowl-neck sweater and black velvet pants. Beaming, she awaited his approval like a debutante. She clasped her hands behind her back, where she picked at her cuticles until Regan tapped her hands.

		

		Jerry looked right past her, like she was truly invisible. What a pro bastard the guy was. He’d trained his poker face well up there in the capital, that was for damn sure. His smile didn’t fade for even a second as he gazed beyond his once-brother, now sister, as though she didn’t exist.

		

		“Regan!” Jerry called out, that big political smile never fading. “Well, now, this is a nice surprise.”

		

		She took a quick step back and her heel whacked the bottom stair, but anything was better than getting caught in Jerry’s mousetrap embrace.

		

		“Hi Jerry.” Her voice came out as flat and deep as she could push it. She wasn’t about to hug the man who’d denied her girlfriend’s existence five seconds earlier. “You missed a sister. Maisie’s—”

		

		“Hey, so Merry Christmas Eve, everybody!” Jerry clapped his hands. He was like a big stupid animal, the way he laughed so nobody else could get a word in. “What have we all got planned for tonight?”

		

		Regan watched Maisie fade in every possible sense, stepping back until she reached the stairs and then sitting down on the third one. More than anything, Regan wanted to take a seat beside her, put an arm around those gently heaving shoulders, and kiss her poor despondent cheek. But Regan held back—a promise is a promise, no public displays of affection, no suggestion they were a couple.

		

		Thankfully, Linda took over that duty of care, pulling Maisie into a motherly embrace, kissing her temple. The sight of them huddled together on the stairs made Regan’s heart grow until it felt big enough to burst.

		

		When Jimmy Stewart’s voice wafted easily from the living room, the mystery woman said, “Oh, you were watching It’s A Wonderful Life?” She peeked around the corner and into the living room. “And you’re building a gingerbread house? We interrupted your evening completely, didn’t we? I’m so sorry. We really should have called instead of just showing up like this—I told you, Jer.”

		

		“Okay, seriously…” Kayla leaned against the wall with her arms folded across her chest. The Christmas tree in the front window illuminated her strong features, softening her look, but not her character. “First of all, Jerry, you’re being an asshole, and second of all…” She looked at the woman still wearing that heavy black coat nobody had offered to take.

		

		Feeling like a bit of a cad, Regan snuck past Jerry to help shrug it from her shoulders. The woman smelled wonderful, like hot chocolate, outdoor hockey, and fancy perfume.

		

		It was Mitts who finally worked up the nerve to ask, “Who the hell is she?”

		

		The poor woman’s expression fell from pleasant grin to confused scowl. Looking up—looking waaaay up—at Jerry, she opened and closed her mouth like a fish, no sound coming out. When she turned back to the family, she looked really hurt. Regan felt bad for her, though she didn’t know why.

		

		Jerry’s smile didn’t fade for even a second. In fact, he was chuckling when he said, “Well, this is June, of course.”

		

		When nobody reacted, Jerry looked back at them like they were the weirdos.

		

		“My wife June, you dozers. Who else would I bring home for Christmas?” Without awaiting any response, he took the coat folded over Regan’s arm. “Oh, thanks for that. I’ll help you get your boots off, honey.”

		

		Regan lost track of who said what after that. It was just a cacophony of “Your what? Your wife? When did this happen? When did that happen? This is a joke, right? You would never get married without telling me.”

		

		Everybody closed in on Jerry as he draped their coats over the hat rack. June’s was swallowed up by her husband’s, totally lost inside its heavy blueness, and that image made Regan so uneasy she backed away as everyone else advanced. Everyone but Maisie, whose hands were folded over her knees on the stairs. Regan took the opportunity to sit beside her, but they didn’t even try to speak over the family drama—Jerry was married! And about to become a father, apparently.

		

		“What is wrong with you?” Linda berated him. “Is that how I raised my kids? To get married and not just neglect to invite me, but not even tell me about it? How could you, Jerry? I’ve never been so disappointed with you in all my life!”

		

		Now the wife was getting in on it, too, shouting, “What the hell, Jerry? You told me you called your mother! You said she couldn’t make the wedding, you bastard.”

		

		“You tell him!” Kayla cried.

		

		Grasping Linda’s hand, June said, “I am so sorry you weren’t at the wedding. It wasn’t much, trust me—just had to get hitched before my constituents figured out what was going on—but I definitely told Jerry to invite you and he definitely told me he did. Oh, I am so sorry. You must think I’m a terrible daughter-in-law. I would have invited you myself if I’d known Jerry was going to be a total fuck-up about it.”

		

		“Wait, you’re a politician?” Mitts asked, like that was the only thing she’d gotten out of that entire interaction. “Good, because I’ve got a thing or two to say about the state of this country.”

		

		All the while, Kayla whacked Jerry’s arm with one of the mittens from the bench, going on and on about what a disappointment he was. “You idiot! Maybe if you’d invited Mom to your wedding, she wouldn’t always be on my case about finding a good man.”

		

		“I am not on your case!” Linda latched on to Kayla’s tirade now, defending herself. “I only said I want you to find yourself a good man. I don’t want you ending up with a bum like your father.”

		

		The volume rose as everyone took a bite out of everyone else, but for some reason Regan couldn’t stop thinking about that episode of Friends where Ross came back from China with a new girlfriend. Except even Ross hadn’t married that girl, and she hadn’t come home looking like she was hiding a blimp under her shirt. And that homecoming hadn’t inspired a family feud. So maybe the two were nothing alike.

		

		“That poor girl,” Maisie mumbled, rising gently from the stairs.

		

		“I know, being married to Jerry? Good luck with that.”

		

		Maisie wandered sylph-like in June’s direction and softly took the woman’s hand. Mitts had moved on to arguing politics with Jerry, so Maisie had no trouble extracting the very pregnant woman from the frenzied mass.

		

		“Come have a seat,” Maisie offered, guiding June into the living room. Regan followed along, turning down the volume on the TV.

		

		“Thank you.” June sat in front of the coffee table, toying with candies destined for their half-built gingerbread house. “My stupid goddamn husband! Can you believe that bastard, not inviting his own mother to the wedding? It was just a spur-of-the-moment courthouse thing, but that’s no excuse.”

		

		Maisie sat on the sofa while Regan eased down beside the coffee table, facing away from the TV. She’d rather look at Maisie than anything else in the world.

		

		“It must be tough,” Maisie said. “Meeting all these new people in one day.”

		

		“Don’t shoot me if I get your names wrong.” June dug her thumbnails into one of the big red gumdrops and tore it open like she was pitting a plum. “So, which one of you is the tranny?”

		

		That word always throttled the air out of Regan’s lungs. She watched Maisie sit up very straight on the couch, like her spine had been stretched out hearing it.

		

		“Sorry,” June said when neither could stammer a response. “Did I put my foot in it? Is it one of the other girls? All you sisters look alike.”

		

		Regan couldn’t help laughing, then, because that was the sort of thing you could only say to a white person. Maisie had a smile on her face too, and the reason was obvious—June couldn’t tell which of them hadn’t been born with a female body.

		

		“I’m Maisie. Jerry might have called me Mark, but please… I don’t use that name anymore.” The sides of her mouth quivered slightly when she smiled. “It’ll be easy to remember, since I’m the one your husband won’t talk to.”

		

		June nodded toward the front hall. “After tonight, I don’t think he’ll be talking to any of you.”

		

		Regan didn’t like a lot of people, not right away, but she did like June. She would have shook June’s hand if the woman wasn’t busy cramming a chocolate ball inside a gumdrop. ““I’m Regan. It’s good to meet you.”

		

		“You too, Regan.” June covered the hole in her gumdrop with icing, then dunked it in green sprinkles. “I don’t think Jerry mentioned your name at all. Were you adopted? Well, you must have been.”

		

		For a politician, June didn’t make much effort to be politically correct. Still, Regan couldn’t help enjoying her presence. It certainly spiced up Christmas Eve and took the heat off Maisie’s homecoming.

		

		“I’m not family. I’m Maisie’s…” Regan wasn’t allowed to say girlfriend. “…friend, right since we were little. Rez brat, but I went to school here in town.”

		

		“Regan’s a very regal name for an Indian. Don’t tell me your parents are First Nations monarchists.”

		

		If anyone else had said it, Regan would have been itching to shank ‘em , but there was something about this woman—pheromones, maybe—that made the uncouth things she said palatable. Anyway, how could Regan argue? It was true.

		

		“I think my mom had royal aspirations, at least for me. Maybe for herself, too. I remember her ordering all that Princess Di stuff off the TV. We had Royal Doulton commemorative plates coming out our ears. She taped the convocation of Queen Elizabeth off PBS and watched it every Saturday afternoon, be sitting there crying her eyes out.”

		

		June smiled. Maisie did too, and Regan could tell by the way both women’s sad brows curved up in the middle that they were hearing much more than words. Everything was tainted. Regan couldn’t look back on the happy times without smelling the booze. Her young life had been soaked in it.

		

		“I like your name,” Maisie said to June, sounding very chipper as she unwrapped a chocolate. “It reminds me of, like, black and white movies. Nobody has names like that anymore.”

		

		“I never liked my name. You’re lucky that you got to choose your own as an adult.”

		

		Regan watched Maisie slip a piece of chocolate between her pretty painted lips, and could almost feel that warm gush of sweetness in her girlfriend’s mouth.

		

		“I decided to take my grandmother’s name. It seemed like a nice tribute.”

		

		“It is.” June held up her stuffed, iced, and sprinkled gumdrop, looking at it like she’d made a very unwise decision. “This thing’s sure to make me sick, but I just have to eat it. It really is true, what they say about cravings. When you’re pregnant, everything’s just food, food, food.” She popped the whole thing in her little mouth, and her cheeks puffed out. Her nose wrinkled, and she chewed a little slower.

		

		“No good?” Maisie laughed, grabbing another chocolate.

		

		“If you two keep eating all this junk, we’re gonna have a pretty bare gingerbread house.” Regan wiggled the walls to see if the messy caulk-like icing had done its job.

		

		By the time June had finished chewing her monstrous candy, she didn’t look so hot. “That was a really bad idea.”

		

		“Not sitting well?” Maisie leaned forward, placing a consoling hand on June’s shoulder.

		

		“On top of the three Harvey’s bacon mushroom cheeseburgers I ate in the car?” She looked a few shades greener than she had a minute ago. “Is there somewhere I can go lie down?”

		

		“Jerry’s old room, I guess.” Maisie helped the pregnant woman up, with Regan’s assistance. She didn’t look all that heavy, but that belly must have weighed a ton. “I think my mom’s got stuff stored in there, but at least there’s a double bed.”

		

		The front hall debate team was still going strong when they eased June up the stairs. Of Kayla, Mitts, Linda, and Jerry, nobody appeared to have noticed their disappearance. Jerry did, however, notice that Regan and Maisie were now guiding his wife upstairs.

		

		“Honey?” he asked. “What’s wrong? You okay?”

		

		Everyone quieted.

		

		When June turned to meet Jerry’s concern, Regan felt a spark in their shared gaze. She would have envied that spark not too long ago, but now she had Maisie. Now she had a woman in her life who would always show concern, and that was a damn sweet realization.

		

		“I’m fine, Jerry.” June put on a smile, but it seemed pretty pained. “Indigestion, that’s all. The girls are showing me to your old room.”

		

		“Oh, I can do that.” Jerry kicked off his boots, leaving a puddle of salty melting snow in his wake. Racing up the stairs, he said, “Thanks for your help, Regan.” He elbowed her out of the way, jerking his wife to the side so hard June inadvertently pushed Maisie against the banister, apologizing profusely though it wasn’t at all her fault.

		

		“Thank you, Maisie,” Regan said to Jerry’s back.

		

		When he didn’t turn or respond in any way, bile rose in Regan’s throat. What a bastard. If he was anyone else, she’d have punched him already. In fact, if he kept ignoring Maisie, she just might do it anyway.

		

		“Goodnight, everyone,” Jerry said from the top of the stairs. It really was amazing how much taller he was than his wife. She looked like a China doll beside him.

		

		When June waved, it reminded Regan of the Royal Couple greeting the adoring masses from the balcony at Buckingham Palace. She found herself waving back while June called out, “It was really nice meeting you guys. Merry Christmas. We’ll see you in the morning.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		A Little Less Conversation

		

		Regan got antsy, sitting around the coffee table while everybody stared at the gingerbread house. What was the plan with this thing, anyway? Were they going to eat it right away, or were they just going to stare at it while it slowly disintegrated?

		

		“I think it looks pretty good,” Kayla said.

		

		Linda was sipping the mint tea Mitts had made for her. “I think it looks like Graceland.”

		

		They all laughed, except for Regan, because Graceland reminded her of Elvis and Elvis reminded her of her father, and nothing related to her father made her want to laugh. Luckily, the conversation didn’t linger on the house or its resemblance to a place Regan didn’t want to think about. It quickly returned to Jerry and June, the topic this family had all but exhausted as they’d decorated the house with candies and sprinkles and icing sugar snow.

		

		On and on and on about how they couldn’t believe he was married, she was pregnant, he didn’t tell them… why didn’t he tell? Was he ashamed to have knocked the girl up? Did he think the family would embarrass him if they came up to Ottawa? It defied belief, all this.

		

		“Oh no.” Linda set down her tea. “Kay, can I use your bathroom? I want to leave the upstairs one free for June.”

		

		“Use the one down here!” Kayla replied, leaning back against the couch as her mother scrambled off it.

		

		Linda was halfway down the basement stairs when she called out, “You know that toilet’s too finicky for number two.”

		

		“Thanks for being so descriptive,” Mitts called, even though her mother was already well out of earshot.

		

		Regan looked at Maisie beseechingly. She wanted to go to bed. Together. Linda had instructed her to sleep in Mitts’s room, but that was a bad idea for so many reasons. Sleeping with Maisie, on the other hand, would certainly give away their relationship. Did it really matter at this point? Hadn’t Jerry’s arrival—along with his secret wife and their impending addition—overshadowed Christmas itself? Nobody was going to care that Regan and Maisie were lovers, or what that implied about either of their sexual or gender identities. It was moot now.

		

		“Oh, I just remembered…” Maisie stood slowly, then dusted lint from her knees. “Regan, there’s something I want to show you. Upstairs.”

		

		“What is it?” Mitts asked as Regan followed Maisie beyond the threshold.

		

		“It’s private, ya big snoop,” Maisie called from the hallway. The volume on the TV seemed to increase a touch, and Maisie said to Regan, “I bet they’re talking about us now.”

		

		They tiptoed up the stairs and paused at the top, where yellow light spilled out under Jerry’s door.

		

		“They’re still up?” Regan whispered.

		

		“Shhh!”

		

		Maisie’s was the room next to Jerry’s, and she opened the door turtle-slow, stepping gingerly inside with Regan bringing up the rear. Once she’d closed the door and flicked the lock, Regan pressed her chest against Maisie’s. “So, what did you want to show me up here?”

		

		Quiet as a mouse, Maisie said, “This,” and pointed to the hollow of her neck.

		

		There was nothing there that Regan could see—no spots or hickeys or anything—but Regan felt like she was missing something when she asked, “What?”

		

		“My favourite spot on my whole body to be kissed.” Her eyes gleamed in the silver-blue light of the Frozen Over Moon.

		

		Regan never tired of winter, when so much was happening beneath the surface, invisible to the human eye. She’d once thought she could live forever in hidden winter, but every year she’d come across some green thing poking its brave head up through the blanket of snow, and she’d think how much hope that little guy must have to subject its naked self to such a frigid world. Every time she saw it, or even just imagined it, that little touch of green gave her courage.

		

		She kissed her girlfriend’s neck, right in that spot, that spot, that perfect little spot. Maisie released a breath, like a suppressed gasp, and dug her nails into Regan’s arms all the way through the chunky sweater. Regan licked her, just the tip of the tongue running in circles.

		

		Pressing Maisie back, she pinned her girlfriend against the door. Regan liked to play the strong one, even when her knees were weak and threatened to collapse beneath her. So what if they did? The floor was good enough.

		

		Their mouths met, tongues a frenzy of motion and juices. That sucking, that thrashing, it all got Regan’s temperature on the rise. She struggled not to make a sound as they kissed wildly, breasts pressing breasts, that softness shared through layers of clothes and underclothes. There were hard nipples in there somewhere, and she struggled to find them under Maisie’s elegant red top.

		

		“I can’t wait to get rid of this thing.”

		

		Regan and Maisie froze at the sound of June’s voice, muffled and just barely audible, resonating from another room in the house.

		

		“Shhh!” Maisie hissed, though Regan hadn’t made any noise. She pulled her top back down and crept toward the wall. They both pressed their ears against the dark blue paint, listening intently to June’s reverberating timbre.

		

		“I want this kid out. I want it gone. I hate being fat and moody and bloated and sore. I hate being pregnant.”

		

		Jerry cackled in a way that sounded insulting and callous. “You’ll be begging me to stick it back in when the postpartum depression hits.”

		

		“I seriously doubt that.” June’s tone was perfectly flat.

		

		The way they spoke made Regan wonder why they’d gotten married in the first place. They obviously didn’t like each other. Did June really think it was worth taking on a man-baby and an actual baby at once?

		

		They were quiet for a while, but Regan couldn’t tear herself away from the wall. Maisie didn’t seem eager to quit eavesdropping either.

		

		“Your brother sure does look like a girl,” June said.

		

		Their faces were so close Regan could taste the chocolate on Maisie’s breath. It was impossible not to hear when she gulped, like those words made her nervous. Especially that one word, brother.

		

		“I know. It’s sick.” Jerry’s voice was mean in a different way now, repulsed and condescending. “He’s sick, and the rest of the family’s just as bad for encouraging him. Sometimes I feel like the whole world’s gone crazy.”

		

		“Nope, just you,” June replied.

		

		Regan enjoyed the gratified glow of Maisie’s smile for a moment before Jerry could start spouting off again.

		

		“But a man who thinks he’s a woman—that’s crazy. I mean, it’s the epitome of crazy, thinking you’re something you’re not. Like if I went around telling everybody I was Jesus, you’d think I was nuts, right?”

		

		“You? Yes. Absolutely.” June’s deadpan made Regan want to laugh, but she held it in.

		

		“Well?” Jerry urged. “I think I’m Jesus, my brother thinks he’s a woman. How is it any different?”

		

		“It just is, Jerry. When are you going to grow up and stop being such a little shit?”

		

		“Should we go in there?” Regan whispered. Her nose brushed Maisie’s as she spoke, sending a tingle right through her.

		

		But Maisie shook her head. “Why?”

		

		In truth, Regan was angry. She didn’t like the things Jerry was saying, and she wanted to pound those thoughts right out of his stupid little head. But she wasn’t about to admit that to Maisie. “It’s a chance to set the record straight. He’s uninformed, so let’s teach him a lesson.”

		

		“Sometimes there’s just no point,” Maisie replied, much less dejectedly than Regan would have been in the same situation. “Not everybody’s ready to hear it, and trying to tell them just makes them madder. I’m not going to waste my breath on him.”

		

		Jerry was talking again, on the other side of the wall: “Hey, if you wanted a mature, responsible adult for a husband, you shouldn’t have married me.”

		

		“Yeah, well I did and now I’m stuck with you.”

		

		They really seemed to be laying into each other. Regan wondered if it was those dreaded pregnancy hormones acting up, or if they were always like this. What a life!

		

		“Thanks again for knocking me up, by the way. I can’t tell you how much I enjoy carrying this little bastard around twenty-four-seven. Best eight and a half months of my life.”

		

		Jerry was quiet for a while—and with their ears pressed to the wall, Maisie and Regan could have heard a pin drop—before saying, dejectedly, “Let’s just go to sleep, okay?”

		

		“I want this thing out.” There was something so pained in June’s voice that Regan felt those words churning in her gut, like her intestines were all being tied together and twisted up in knots.

		

		Another long pause, and then, “I love you, June.”

		

		An even longer pause. “You too.”

		

		Regan didn’t pull her ear away from the wall until she was sure the pair had finished talking. Her knees creaked when she rose, but the floorboards were thankfully quiet. She tiptoed to the bed, sinking on the cheap child’s mattress.

		

		“You too,” Regan whispered.

		

		“You too,” Maisie whispered back, joining her on the bed.

		

		They stayed side by side and held hands, smooshed together on the twin mattress. Regan stared at those glowing ceiling as she watched Maisie’s chest rise and fall in her peripheral vision. The sweet sound of Maisie’s steady breath filled Regan’s ears like music. She was just about to close her eyes and cuddle her face against Maisie’s shoulder when those breaths hitched and the music skidded like a needle skipping on vinyl.

		

		Rolling onto her side, Regan caught a gleam of moonlight reflecting off the tears running down Maisie’s cheek. She always felt like such a dunce in these situations, always found herself saying stupid things like, “Oh. You’re crying.”

		

		Maisie let out a rye laugh. “Yup.”

		

		“Because of Jerry?”

		

		When Maisie’s chest heaved with silent sobs, Regan hugged her waist, setting a cheek softly against her warm breast.

		

		“I’m sorry,” Regan said, hoping her words might provide some comfort. It was heart-breaking to see the person she loved most in the world in so much pain, and she could never do anything to make Maisie feel any better. She just felt so impotent every time her girl started crying like this, in ugly heaves and whispered moans.

		

		“What if he’s right?” Maisie’s voice was so tainted by tears Regan had to repeat the statement silently before she could begin to comprehend it.

		

		“No,” Regan said, talking into Maisie’s lurching breasts. “Why would you even think that? You know Jerry’s a dink. He’s the problem, not you.”

		

		Maisie didn’t say anything at first, only swaddled Regan like a tight cloak. When her sobs quelled slightly, she said, “At least I don’t have to cry alone anymore.”

		

		A wholehearted smile bled across Regan’s lips. Was there any greater compliment? With all the shit Maisie had to put up with, Regan’s mere presence was a consolation—nothing could make her feel more worthy. Her face was still buried between Maisie’s breasts when she finally asked herself what she would want in a similar situation. How would she want her girlfriend to console her?

		

		Tracing her fingers down Maisie’s belly, Regan reached underneath her girl’s Christmassy top, inching it up, revealing pale moon-blue flesh along the way. Regan never thought of herself as dark until she was skin-to-skin with Maisie. Even under the glistening light of the Frozen Over Moon, her flesh retained hints of summer’s burnt orange tone, the colour of a fox’s coat.

		

		Regan eased Maisie’s top up past a bright yellow bra with a cartoon monkey silk-screened across the left cup. She laughed, hoping not to get a slap on the back of her head for the impertinence.

		

		“What?” Maisie asked, still sniffling.

		

		“Your monkey bra—it’s funny,” Regan whispered, trying to keep from cracking. “And the colour of this thing! Even in the dark, it’s blinding me.”

		

		“Well so-o-o-rry! This one was, like, fifteen dollars cheaper than the fancy-ass black ones. I’m not made of money.”

		

		“No you’re not made of money.” Before Maisie could take offense, Regan said, “You’re made of flesh and fat and bone and blood…”

		

		“Too much fat,” Maisie replied, but she was smiling when she said it. “Too much flesh.”

		

		Bending low to kiss her stomach, Regan said, “Just the right amount.”

		

		Concentric kisses, soft and slow, all around her belly button.

		

		“The perfect amount. Perfect…”

		

		And kisses rising up now, tracing a path toward the bra Maisie was now reaching around her back to undo. She slipped it off, along with her top, and her breasts fell gently from the cups. Regan wondered if they’d grown since the first time she saw them, but that was so recent that noticeable growth seemed unlikely. They were a tad unusual, Maisie’s breasts, and they sort of looked like overgrown man-boobs—but, really, technically, that’s what they were.

		

		Wrapping her mouth around the satin-softness of Maisie’s pretty pink nipple, Regan coaxed pebble-hardness from that smooth, flat flesh. She could tell from her girlfriend’s resonant vibrations that Maisie’s lips were pressed tightly together. That moan, lovely and deep and so full of enjoyment, was for Regan’s ears only.

		

		Humming gently, Regan licked Maisie’s nipple. She loved making noise while she gave pleasure, and it was a damn strain not to grunt and groan. She wanted to say, low and lovingly, “Maisie, you are so fucking hot.” She wanted to tell her girlfriend, “You turn me on like crazy. I’ll give you anything you want, anything in the world, just say the word and it’s yours.”

		

		“That feels so nice,” Maisie cooed, tracing her fingers through Regan’s hair, scratching her scalp.

		

		“Mmmm.” Regan moved to the poor ignored nipple and devoured it, unleashing a rampage of licks. When Maisie whimpered, Regan drew that sensitive bud into her mouth and sucked it relentlessly.

		

		“Yes,” Maisie hissed, drawing out the S sound like a snake. “Make it hurt.”

		

		She said she’d give Maisie anything, and it was true. Regan breathed cold air onto Maisie’s wet nipple, watching it draw into a tight little bud. Funny how something so pink never looked purple, even bathed in the light of a winter sky. The rest of Maisie’s body glowed a bit blue, but the pink parts—perky little nipples, full pouting lips—always stayed pink.

		

		Though Regan knew the snail’s pace was torturing Maisie, she closed in slowly, slowly, oh-so-brutally-slowly, on that delicious bud. Trapping it between her front teeth, Regan bit down, ramped up the pressure. She knew it was working when Maisie fisted her hair, pulling and pushing simultaneously. The delicate pain made her feel like she was floating, a ghost hovering over of a living, breathing, whimpering, writhing woman.

		

		When Maisie caught Regan’s hand and pressed it to the apex of her full thighs, Regan almost recoiled—not because she didn’t want to touch Maisie there or because she was afraid of what she might feel, but because she’d been warned away from Maisie’s crotch so many times before.

		

		But Maisie had a firm grip on Regan’s hand, pushing it, pressing it to that place she’d never dared to touch.

		

		Why was her heart pounding? Was Maisie’s heart pounding, too? It was so loud she could hear it, feel it like a drum circle in her ears. Incessant, irrepressible, those drums urged her forward as her hand met the sweet velvet of Maisie’s pants.

		

		Maisie kept hold of Regan’s hand, rubbing it up and down the smooth plane of her pussy. Or… well, that’s what it felt like. Regan still wasn’t clear on how exactly Maisie kept everything in check down there, but it involved some heavy duty undergarments—that much, Maisie had mentioned.

		

		Still latched to Maisie’s breast, Regan suckled while she rubbed her girlfriend’s mound. God, it was smooth. How could it feel like this, with no bumps or bulges or rude protrusions? It was baffling and… arousing…

		

		This wasn’t at all what Regan expected, and maybe that’s part of the reason she hadn’t pushed too hard to get between Maisie’s legs. She couldn’t feel anything but a smooth, even curve as she stroked Maisie’s pussy… or, well… it felt like touching any other girl. With one exception: Regan wasn’t in love with “any other girl.” She was in love with Maisie. With the setting of every sun, she knew that more profoundly, felt it more resolutely. Maisie was the one woman she’d been waiting for all her life, without even realizing she was waiting.

		

		“Does this feel good?” Regan asked in earnest. She didn’t want to say so, but she really had no idea what she was petting.

		

		The answer gleamed at the surface of Maisie’s blazing eyes. Theirs was a quiet fire on the auspicious eve of something greater, but it burned hot enough to sear Regan’s fingertips as she rubbed Maisie’s mound. Black velvet scorched her palm as she sped up, faster, faster. Maisie urged her to give more, give it all, bring her close and push her over that edge.

		

		“What does it feel like?” Regan forced herself to whisper. She was so turned on, vicariously, by Maisie’s arousal that she just wanted to scream like a wild woman.

		

		“How does it feel when I do it to you?” Maisie asked.

		

		Regan heard her hair crunching in her girlfriend’s fist, and suddenly she couldn’t remember what she’d asked. That sound, like crisp autumn leaves crackling underfoot, ramped up her arousal until she could focus on nothing but sucking tits, switching from one to the other. Maisie’s animalistic whinnies sounded more pained than pleasured. All the while, she stroked, thrashed, scoured Maisie’s crotch, not knowing what kind of a reaction she would ultimately evoke.

		

		And then Maisie started twisting on the bed, her whole body writhing, twirling like a candy cane. Regan recognized the sensation that went along with that action. She recognized her own pleasure in Maisie’s, and still she couldn’t believe stroking her girl through black velvet could evoke such an explosive reaction. Maisie whimpered, hugging a pillow to her face. Regan wouldn’t give up on her tits. She wouldn’t stop sucking until Maisie threw her off the bed.

		

		Rubbing against Regan’s palm, Maisie released a kittenish mewl. The bedsprings squeaked, but Regan wasn’t about to bring that to her attention. It really sounded like Maisie was getting off, and Regan hadn’t given her an orgasm since back when Maisie was Mark.

		

		She was really twisting now, trapping Regan’s hand between her thighs. As she wriggled and thrashed, Regan clung to one nipple, clamping down so hard with her teeth that Maisie screeched. “Okay, okay, okay, okay…”

		

		Regan laughed as Maisie flipped over. Her hand was still trapped, extremely awkwardly, between Maisie’s thighs, but she was too amazed to care. It was true, what Maisie always said: making someone else feel good… feels good!

		

		“Fuck. Wow.” Maisie heaved up from the mattress with every breath, topless and panting against a pillow. Dark strands of hair stuck to her cheeks.

		

		When Regan managed to extract her hand from Maisie’s crotch, she crawled to the head of the bed. Those stars on the ceiling glowed greeny-yellow, a colour Regan associated with aliens, even though she’d always pictured aliens as grey. She watched Maisie breathing, more gently now, and wondered if her girl was still awake.

		

		“Your butt looks amazing,” Regan whispered.

		

		Maisie released a stifled laugh. “Sure it does.”

		

		“No, really.” Regan admired the curve of her ass. Her velvet pants glowed blue-black in the light of the moon. “It looks seriously hot.”

		

		“I am seriously hot,” Maisie whispered, with a little laugh. “Lord, am I sweating. You must be so grossed out by me.”

		

		Regan hoped Maisie was joking, and that her self-deprecation was merely a cheeky tease. Brushing wet strands of hair away from her girl’s pretty face, she said, “I could never be grossed out by you. Hey, I’ve been meaning to ask why you dye your hair. It looked so good that honey sort of colour it used to be.”

		

		Maisie cuddled her pillow, watching Regan with sleepy eyes. “I don’t know… guess I didn’t want people thinking I was a dumb blonde. When I first started presenting female, suddenly I went from everybody assuming ‘this guy knows what he’s doing’ to ‘this girl doesn’t have a clue.’ It’s so weird, because I’m the exact same person. I’ve got the same knowledge and experience, but people see boobs and they’re like, ‘Airhead.’ Especially boobs and blonde hair. You might as well wear a sign that says, ‘Don’t ask me, I’m just a girl.’”

		

		Regan snickered at the Simpsons reference. Too bad there wasn’t a TV in here—she really felt like vegging after everything that had happened tonight.

		

		“So, did that really feel good?” Regan asked again.

		

		“Did it look like it felt good?” Maisie planted her sleepy face back in her pillow, and her voice was now muffled by cotton. “You couldn’t keep me still. That should tell you something.”

		

		“Yeah, but you didn’t… come… did you?”

		

		Maisie didn’t look up. “Define come.”

		

		Regan really, really, really didn’t want to say ejaculate, but she couldn’t think of a better word. “You know…come?”

		

		“I came,” Maisie replied, rising up for air and resting her cheek against the pillow. “I didn’t ejaculate, but I still came. It’s entirely possible to have one without the other.”

		

		“Is it?”

		

		“Yeah.” Maisie wore a sleepy grin. “Christ, Regan, you made me so wet. You have no idea.”

		

		That much was true. “How?”

		

		“Ever heard of precum? Let me tell you, it pools.”

		

		Regan felt warm in her belly, like she’d done something good.

		

		“Okay, now I need to pee.” Regan slid off the bed, still trying to be quiet. She couldn’t hear any movement from the room next door. “Do you think we should say goodnight to your sisters?”

		

		“We should…” Maisie looked up at her and grinned. “…but we won’t.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		Breakfast of Champions

		

		When every floorboard in the house started creaking under the feet of Christmas morning, Regan knew it was time to get up. “Guess we should go downstairs, eh?”

		

		Maisie snuggled in closer. “I’d rather stay in bed with you.”

		

		“Yeah, well…” Looking down the smooth skin of Maisie’s shoulder, Regan sighed. “I don’t know how we’re gonna explain sleeping in this little tiny bed together.”

		

		“We won’t have to,” Maisie assured her. “We’ve got kind of a Don’t Ask Don’t Tell policy around here when it comes to sex.”

		

		Sounded better than Regan’s family. Her cousins would have been all over her for information by now. Hell, they’d have parked their asses at the foot of the bed and watched.

		

		“Shit.” Regan took a quick glance around the room while Maisie dug into her suitcase. “All my luggage is still in with Mitts.”

		

		“So? Just wear what you had on last night.”

		

		Her jeans and chunky sweater rested in a clump beside the bed. “Never thought I’d be doing a walk of shame through your house.”

		

		But nobody seemed to notice, and even Mitts didn’t say anything about her absence. Must be nice to live in a family of adults. Well… with the exception of one.

		

		Jerry came thumping down the stairs in striped flannel pyjamas, shouting, “Ho, ho, ho! Merry Christmas!”

		

		Coffee in hand, Maisie sank into one of the oak chairs at the kitchen table—the one farthest from Jerry. June perched against the doorjamb, slightly behind him, wearing a long housecoat with bright orange tiger lilies set against a pink and black zebra pattern. It was such an unexpected visual assault that Regan’s eyes couldn’t cope. She stared into her black coffee. The surface actually rippled every time Jerry’s obnoxiously booming voice piped up. “So this is where all the pretty girls have been hiding, eh?”

		

		Regan shuddered. A lot of queer women claimed that being a lesbian had nothing to do with disliking men, but she always thought that was bullshit. Men like Jerry constituted at least a quarter of the reason Regan never gave guys a chance. And, shit, the Rez guys growing up were a billion times worse. No wonder she came out young—didn’t give those dickheads a chance to mess with her, beyond yelling “dyke” every time she walked by, or telling her all she needed was a good fuck, that’d set her straight. Christ, her own aunties had even told her that.

		

		Making his way over to Linda as she flipped pancakes, Jerry wrapped his hands around her arms and kissed her cheek from behind. “Merry Christmas, Mom!”

		

		“Merry Christmas, Jer.” Was Regan imagining things, or did Linda’s voice sound strained talking to him? “Mittsie and I are just about finished with breakfast, here, if you’d like to set the table.”

		

		“Well sure! I’d be only too happy to set the table.” He sounded like a salesmen. What the fuck did he think he was he selling? Because Regan wasn’t buying it. Grabbing a stack of plates from the cupboard, he handed them off to June and reached for the coffee pot. “I’m just gonna grab a nice cuppa Joe first.”

		

		Rolling her eyes, June set the plates on her huge belly and made her way to the table.

		

		“What the hell, Jerry?” Kayla had just sat down with Regan and Maisie, but leapt up to grab the heavy stoneware from June. “Your wife is big as a house and you’ve got her waddling all over the place doing your dirty work for you?”

		

		June looked to Regan, wide-eyed. “Was I waddling?”

		

		Regan nodded before she realized it was rude, but had to look away when that pink and orange monstrosity started burning up her retinas.

		

		“No, it’s okay. June’s trying to stay active.” Jerry’s sleazy fakeness made her want to puke. “I’d pour her a cup, too, but she’s off caffeine.”

		

		“If I were on caffeine, I’d have stabbed him by now,” June mumbled, easing into the chair across from Regan. She didn’t seem all that small when she was sitting. Maybe it was only Jerry’s presence that dwarfed her.

		

		Maisie giggled and opened her mouth like she was about to say something, but then didn’t.

		

		“I like your top.” June nodded to the clover green Keep Calm and Carry On V-neck Maisie had worn because the colour was Christmassy.

		

		“Oh, thanks. I like your… uh…”

		

		“Don’t even go there.” Leaning across the table, June hissed, “Jerry bought me this ugly-ass piece of…”

		

		“What are we girls gossiping about?” Jerry boomed, sitting beside his wife, coffee cup in hand.

		

		“Thanks for the orange juice,” June mumbled. “How thoughtful.”

		

		Jerry looked around the kitchen, confused. “I didn’t pour you any orange juice.”

		

		“Exactly.”

		

		Flinging forks and knives at everybody’s plates, Kayla muttered, “You are such an asshole.”

		

		Linda and Mitts brought heaps of bacon and eggs and pancakes to the table. “I’ll get you a glass,” Kayla went on, briefly setting a hand on June’s shoulder. “Is there anything else you’d like?”

		

		“No, I’m fine, thanks.” June set her cheek against Kayla’s hand, but shifted it away just as quickly. “You’re too sweet.”

		

		Breakfast was delicious, and a necessary requirement. Regan and Maisie had gone to bed without dinner—did anybody even bother with dinner last night?—and they’d been pretty damn active since then. Her stomach rejoiced when it didn’t have to eat itself anymore, and could savour fluffy pancakes with butter and real maple syrup. Regan never ate a good breakfast, and the eggs and bacon were almost too much.

		

		With everybody crammed around the kitchen table stuffing their faces, the music on the radio filled the kitchen with the warmth it had been lacking. Linda must have put on the adult contemporary station, because the music was swinging Sinatra, not classical or choral—though Regan would have enjoyed that too.

		

		June must have been thinking the exact same thing, because she asked, “Hey, do you guys sing carols around the piano?”

		

		Laughing, Linda replied, “Do we even own a piano?”

		

		“I always thought that was, like, a white-people Christmas tradition.” June shrugged, digging into her bacon and eggs. “They do it on TV.”

		

		Maisie’s household had dispelled a lot of the white-people myths Regan grew up believing. When she was really little, she used to think all the nice little white kids at school—the same ones who called her Dirty Indian and later Ugly Dyke—went home to gigantic mansions and moms in aprons with freshly baked chocolate chip cookies. But Maisie’s family was a lot like hers, and that was a revelation.

		

		“So, when do we sit around the tree and open presents?” June asked, clapping her hands in front of her chest. Her boobs bobbed against her belly underneath that hideous housecoat.

		

		Mitts let her fork clatter against her plate. “You’re a politician? Seriously?”

		

		“Well, didn’t Jerry tell you?” Linda took on a panicked expressions. “We don’t do gifts anymore, not for each other.”

		

		Regan had been relieved when Maisie told her that—Linda, Mitts, Kayla, and now June and Jerry, would have been a lot of people to buy for last-minute.

		

		“You don’t give gifts? What kind of Christmas is that?” June gawped, but it looked put-on. Regan wondered how old this woman was—older than Jerry, apparently, but she acted like a teenager at times.

		

		“Seriously?” Mitts looked put off her pancakes.

		

		Linda spoke up. “When I was raising the kids, money was especially tight the year after their father took off. I got complaining to my sister about how I didn’t think I could afford gifts. Unbeknownst to me, she got on the horn with half the town. They came around to the house with all sorts of goodies—food and candies, toys and clothes for the kids, even a few nice little things for me. When I got over being so bull-headed and embarrassed, I saw how happy the kids were and… well, I just realized it was a great thing all those people did for us.”

		

		“So now we do it for other people,” Kayla added. “Instead of giving each other a whole bunch of crap we don’t need, we put that money into gifts for families who are in the same situation now that we were in then.”

		

		“Well, Mother,” Jerry said, like he was awarding her a plaque. “That’s very noble of you, thinking of other people instead of yourself.”

		

		“Yeah, some people do stuff like that,” Kayla muttered. “I know it’s a novel concept for you.”

		

		Apparently, Jerry was just as unwilling to acknowledge Kayla’s animosity as he was to acknowledge Maisie’s presence. “Well, I’m thrilled to say I brought you all gifts! Well, not you Regan—didn’t know you’d be here—but you can have Mark’s since he’s not with us.”

		

		Maisie’s throat squeaked, and by the time Regan had turned in her direction, Jerry was already up and out of the kitchen. Kayla made a gesture like she was throwing down an imaginary napkin and scowled. “He is seriously pissing me off.”

		

		“I’m so sorry,” June offered, though it wasn’t her fault and she obviously didn’t share his opinions. “I’m not going to defend the way he’s treating you, Maisie, but I think he’s confused and doesn’t know how to come to grips with the change.”

		

		“All the rest of us got a grip. Why can’t he?” Kayla stood and shook out her hands, then growled, sat back down, and kept eating.

		

		Regan grasped Maisie’s hand, but it slipped away like an eel. Her face wore no discernible expression, but Linda looked sad. Very sad.

		

		“Thanks for making breakfast for us, Linda.” Regan didn’t know what else to say. “I needed this.”

		

		Everyone around the table mumbled their thanks to Linda and Mitts, who were characteristically Canadian in their dismissal of the compliment.

		

		A pained grimace crossed June’s face and she grasped her belly, brows furrowed, lips curled into a frown.

		

		“God, are you okay?” Mitts asked. She’d been sitting beside Regan, but rose to attend to June.

		

		“I’m fine.” June plastered on a smile. “I knew it wouldn’t be a good idea to eat all that bacon.”

		

		Then they started talked about baby stuff, and Regan tuned it out. She always felt uncomfortable discussing “woman” things. She felt like she didn’t belong, like they all might realize that at any moment and start looking at her weirdly until she backed away slowly. Maisie perked right up, though. On some level, she must be thinking it was neat that she was about to become an aunt—that is, unless Jerry went on to teach his kid to ignore the transsexual in the room, or worse, call her ‘Uncle Mark.’

		

		When Jerry swaggered into the kitchen, Linda inhaled so sharply Regan heard it clear across the table. It was like waiting for someone to get beaten, that slow-motion feeling, like all the breath was stuck to her lungs.

		

		“Well, it looks like June forgot to pack your gifts.” Jerry’s smug tone was making Regan stabby.

		

		“I forgot?” June hollered, whipping her head around to look at him. “What do you mean I forgot? I asked you if you packed them and you said you did!”

		

		“Oh, you’d have loved them,” Jerry said to the family, completely ignoring his wife. “They were Ottawa Senators shot glasses.”

		

		Everybody kind of looked at each other, and even June shook her head when Linda simply replied, “Oh…”

		

		Regan tried to stifle her laughter, not wanting to interrupt this awkward family moment, but when June rolled her eyes, Regan cracked.

		

		“Nobody in this house backs the Sens,” Kayla said. Her brow was so furrowed, so serious, Regan was sure it would stay that way permanently. “We’ve been cheering for Toronto since we were in diapers. Every one of us wore that pair of Maple Leafs footie pyjamas. Mark’s bedroom is still blue and white.”

		

		Regan considered correcting to “Maisie” but reasoned that, back when she lived in that bedroom, her name had been Mark, so maybe it wasn’t worth correcting in this particular instance. Regan just didn’t know. It seemed like a grey area. When she looked to Maisie for guidance, she found her girlfriend rapt in Kayla’s ongoing be-true-to-your-team diatribe, and decided to let it go.

		

		When Kayla fell silent, lips pursed in an anger that made her look like an old lady, Jerry glanced around the table and shrugged. “But, see, the way I figure is this: now I live in Ottawa, right? So you would root for the Senators… for me.”

		

		June cradled her head in her hands and moaned like her relationship was as much of a pain as that kid in her belly.

		

		“Well, thanks for the thought.” Linda rose to clear the table, and Jerry promptly disappeared. Big surprise. “I got a lot of gifts from the team at work, if you girls would like to help me open them. My Secret Santa presents from euchre and the curling club are under the tree, too. Thought it might be fun to have something to unwrap Christmas morning.”

		

		Maisie stood and took the stack of plates from her mother’s hands. When she’d set them on the counter, she gave a big Christmas hug and a kiss on the cheek. “You are such a nice mom.”

		

		Linda laughed, of course—because what Canadian could take a compliment?—but there were tears sparkling in her eyes. Diamond eyes. Kayla and Mitts wrapped their arms around Linda and Maisie as Regan and June looked on. There was nothing more beautiful.

		

		“Oh, and Regan,” Linda said, looking like she’d just remembered something long-forgotten. “Don’t ask what it is, not just yet, but I’ve got a special surprise for you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		A Little More Action, Please

		

		Regan had always wanted to spend Christmas in this house, back when they were kids. She always figured it would be something special. Now, experiencing it as an adult, she realized… it really was.

		

		The being together made it special. Not just being with Maisie, which was special any day of the week, but being together with a family. Linda and Mitts each had a glass of merlot on the go while they worked on the turkey, potatoes, veg, yams, and all that, and though Regan felt a pinch every time they took a sip, she trusted them not to go overboard. And that was rare, for her. Regan had never really overcome the hurt of watching family overdo it, and not just on special occasions. Always. Every day. All the time.

		

		Big surprise that Jerry offered up June as sacrifice to the kitchen goddesses. She didn’t seem to mind hovering around the hot oven, chopping and peeling while Jerry watched the old-school Frosty cartoon on TV. Linda wouldn’t hear of it, and forced her to sit at the table with a cup of peppermint tea. The gingerbread house had found its way to the table as well, and though they were all determined not to eat it until after dinner, bits of the roof were quickly disappearing, especially toward the back.

		

		“When’s dinner, Mom?” Jerry sounded like a whiny kid on family vacation—Are we there yet? When’s dinner? Another hour? Awww maaaaan!

		

		Maisie wouldn’t even look up when her brother dragged his feet into the room. It bugged the hell out of Regan that he was making her invisible and that she was allowing it. They all were. But what was the solution? Regan didn’t know how to break the silence without ruining a day that had so far proceeded without too much controversy.

		

		Sitting by the window, picking Smarties off the gingerbread roof, Regan watched June watching Jerry. What could a clever woman like her possibly see in that jerk? Although, wasn’t that just the sort of question her friends must be asking themselves? What does Regan see in that tranny?

		

		Ugh… just thinking the word made her shudder. Something about it, the way it demeaned a woman whose only “flaw,” if it could be called that, was having a penis and maybe a bit too much innate testosterone in her system… Regan just cringed every time she heard it.

		

		Maybe Regan had a bit too much testosterone in her system, too, because Jerry’s mere hovering presence made her want to punch him in his smug, juvenile face. When Regan stood and said, “Maisie,” Jerry retreated like vermin to the TV room.

		

		Maisie looked up from the can of pumpkin pie filling she was dumping into her homemade crust. “Mmm-hmm?”

		

		“I’m going for a walk.”

		

		Regan waited for Maisie to drop the spatula and whip off that June Cleaver apron, but she only said, “K, see ya.”

		

		When Maisie said nothing further, Regan asked, “Want to come with?”

		

		Maisie looked up from her pie, eyes wide, like the question had truly startled her. “Oh… okay, well… I guess so.”

		

		Taking hold of the pumpkiny spatula, Linda said, “Don’t be too long. Regan, you’ve still got that surprise coming to you, and we all need to dress for dinner, remember.”

		

		An impish smile bled across Maisie’s lips, like she just couldn’t wait to hop into her new dress. She actually skipped to the front door, pulling their coats from the closet and finding hats and mittens and scarves for them to wear. It felt good to bundle up. In the city, she’d gotten used to just throwing on a hoodie and then jogging to the subway.

		

		When they stepped out into winter, the snow was just beginning to fall, coating the already-white world with a shimmering layer of crystal. There were no sidewalks out here, so they ambled into the road, which was the only trace of darkness visible, aside from trees and houses.

		

		“What did you want to talk about?” Maisie grabbed Regan’s hand when they were out of the house’s sightline.

		

		Regan squeezed, mitten on mitten. “Nothing, I just…” She looked up at Maisie, still smiling despite Jerry’s disavowal. “I just wanted to spend a little time alone with my girl.”

		

		“Awww, that’s so sweet!” Maisie kissed her gently on the cheek, those hot lips leaving a waxy imprint against her chilled flesh.

		

		For a time, they walked in silence, and that was somehow consoling after so much family interaction. Maisie wandered toward the little park they’d played at when they were kids. Regan trudged through the snow, stepping in her girl’s deep-set footprints all the way.

		

		“They took down the swings,” Regan said, though Maisie was probably thinking the same thing. All the metal and wood and of their childhood playground had been replaced by plastic.

		

		“Remember when I chipped my tooth on the monkey bars?” Maisie pointed to the pirate-themed play area that now stood where the bars used to be.

		

		“Remember when Kayla pushed me off the top of the slide and I broke my finger?” The slide was now red, a thick plastic strip off the side of the pirate ship.

		

		“Remember how the metal used to burn our thighs in the summer, when we wore short shorts?”

		Regan laughed. “The denim cut-offs we shared, or Jerry’s old soccer shorts.”

		

		“And still we pushed each other out of the way to go again.” Maisie laughed as Regan tramped to the far side of the plastic ship. “We all wanted to be next, and then we’d be screaming all the way down.”

		

		The glittering quality of Maisie’s laughter held a smile to Regan’s face, though there was something intangibly upsetting about all this change. It wasn’t until Maisie appeared in the porthole across the way that Regan realized the girl had tears streaming down her face. If the weather had been any colder, they’d have frozen to her cheeks.

		

		“My God, Maisie!” Regan crawled up a rope ladder to get inside this stupid plastic ship.

		

		They were safe in there, shielded from falling snow and the winter wind. It was like their very own play house, devoid of children on Christmas day.

		

		“Why are you crying?” Regan held Maisie close, walking her past a plastic steering wheel, a fake phone, and a series of spinning letters and numbers. They huddled together on a little bench at the bow of the ship—or the stern? Regan wasn’t an expert on fake plastic pirate ship geography—and shared each other’s warmth.

		

		“I don’t even know anymore.” Maisie pressed her tearstained face into Regan’s thick wool scarf, whimpering like a kicked puppy. “Sometimes I’m just overwhelmed, and I don’t understand it. I feel sad, or I feel really happy, or… just, whatever I’m feeling, I feel a lot of it. More than I can handle.”

		

		Regan hugged her shoulder tight, bringing her as close as humanly possible. “Of course you can handle it. You’re my Wonder Woman—you can handle anything.”

		

		When Maisie looked at her with those pulp fiction lashes, Regan was lost. Her whole body surged with the white heat of lust, and suddenly she felt very warm despite winter’s chill. Maisie’s gleaming red lips opened and closed, then bent into a sneaky smile. “I want you to kiss me now.”

		

		Her voice was a faux-shy whisper, her dimpled cheeks rosy with cold and tears.

		

		Regan searched for a wily response, but she was lusting after Maisie too hard to come up with anything truly clever. Those coffee-brown eyes pleaded. Her crimson lips beckoned, and Regan couldn’t have held out any longer even if she’d wanted to. Pressing her lips to Maisie’s, she let out an unexpected growl. There was a beast in her belly, and it longed to escape.

		

		Parting Maisie’s lips, she explored the familiar silk of her girl’s mouth. Whimpering, Maisie returned the kiss. Her tongue flitted against Regan’s. Every whimper rang out loud and clear in the strange plastic space, which would have been dark without the snow-light gleaming in through the funny plastic portholes. They were kissing, and passionately, secreted away inside a snowed-in children’s playground. Regan exploded with laughter.

		

		“What?” Maisie asked, curving her brows upward, seeming hurt.

		

		“No, nothing,” Regan insisted. “Not you, just… where we are.”

		

		Maisie laughed too, looking around. “Shiver me timbers.”

		

		For a split second, the cold overtook her, and she shivered in Regan’s arms.

		

		They both laughed, even louder than before, and Regan curled her frosty toes inside her boots. “Cold?”

		

		“No, I’m okay,” Maisie insisted. She really didn’t seem to want to head back yet, despite the worsening weather. “Please, before we go… will you kiss me again? A Christmas kiss?”

		

		“Oh crap.” The words were out before Regan could contain them.

		

		“What?”

		

		She should have brought Maisie’s gift along. There was no way she could have given her girl something so costly in front of the family, not if they didn’t want everyone catching on. Anyway, it was the nicest present she’d ever bought anyone, and she wanted to give it to Maisie somewhere special. Inside a pirate ship—this would have been perfect. Well, if not perfect, at least memorable.

		

		“What?” Maisie asked again.

		

		“Nothing, babe.” Regan kissed her again, wondering if Maisie’d picked up anything special. She hadn’t mentioned gifts, but then, neither had Regan.

		

		As their tongues twined, Regan remembered last night like a lost dream, remembered Maisie coming without coming, and wondered again what it felt like when she touched her girl… there.

		

		Slipping her hand down to Maisie’s thigh, she squeezed, clutched, feeling the resonance of Maisie’s pleasure in her mouth.

		

		“That feels so good, honey.” Maisie’s breath was a warm fog, dissipating into shadow. “Oh, I love it.”

		

		They’d had to be so quiet since arriving at Linda’s place. It was good to hear desire in Maisie’s voice again. Wrapping an arm around Maisie’s waist, Regan insinuated herself between those lovely thighs. Maisie moved forward on the plastic bench—it was a wonder the thing hadn’t collapsed under their weight—and pressed her mound against Regan’s jeans.

		

		This wasn’t easy in winter jackets and boots and hats and mittens, but Maisie seemed insistent and Regan was the last person to ever say no to sexual satisfaction. They wove their legs together, Regan practically sitting on Maisie’s thigh, Maisie pushing her body hard against Regan’s. When they kissed, it was fireworks, and that was no exaggeration. Regan closed her eyes and saw stars, galaxies, desired constellations all rushing against her lids. She was so close to Maisie she could feel the girl’s warmth like a halcyon memory, but it was the blazing heat between their thighs that really got her going.

		

		Easing forward, slow as anything, Regan found the place where it felt really good. She wiggled in slow circles until her clit pressed right up against the thick seam of her blue jeans. Fireworks times a hundred, and she released a moan into Maisie’s mouth that her girl returned tenfold, grabbing her hips and forcing her to move harder, faster. The motion drove Regan into a quick frenzy, rubbing her clit. What was Maisie getting out of all this? Maisie didn’t have a clit. How could it feel good?

		

		Leaning against the plastic wall, Maisie let her hair tumble to one side. Her lips opened in a perfect rosebud as Regan pressed both palms flat, one on each side of Maisie’s head. Digging the toes of her boots into the sandy ground, Regan thrust hard, fast, like she was fucking Maisie’s thigh. The sweet locomotion grew beyond her control. Her body had taken over, wanting what it wanted, and getting what it got.

		

		Maisie clawed at Regan’s coat. She wrapped her legs fully around Regan’s calves, like a child preventing a parent from leaving the room. If Regan hadn’t been so close to coming she might have laughed. As it was, she kept on riding her woman’s thigh. Maisie hung on for dear life, like a rodeo rider on a bucking bronco—except, upside-down.

		

		With every swift pass across Maisie’s thigh, Regan felt her hot pussy lips gliding in the juice of her arousal. Her fingers and toes were getting cold, and even her butt cheeks were a little icy inside her jeans, but her thighs were so damn hot they’d be lucky not to go up in a blaze.

		

		Maisie’s red lips formed a perfect O. Her pretty eyelids fluttered. Regan was just as close, and she knew what would put her over the edge. Grinding her clit against Maisie’s thigh, she nuzzled inside the girl’s hat and kissed her ear. Maisie cried out, unintelligible strings of vowels and erotic sentiments, catapulting forward so Regan had to catch her and hold her tight. That reaction, that pure pleasure, coaxed Regan’s orgasm from deep in her belly, and they both cried out, again and again, holding each other, kissing cheeks and lips and necks, where they weren’t covered up by scarves.

		

		“That was…” Regan didn’t have the energy to think of a word.

		

		“Yeah,” Maisie agreed, shivering despite the heat passing between their bodies.

		

		“Carry me home?”

		

		With a bright laugh, Maisie said, “You carry me.”

		

		For a while they didn’t move, but the Canadian winter inevitably caught up with them. When Maisie’s teeth started chattering, Regan pulled her to her feet. The snow was really coming down now, and it took some effort to drive open that stupid plastic pirate ship door and then trudge through the accumulation. The world was still silent and white, all the little families enjoying a happy Christmas in their houses.

		

		“Hey,” Regan said. “Remember when we were kids, how we’d grab the edges of our mouths and say, ‘I was born on a pirate ship?’”

		

		“Oh yeah.” Maisie chuckled weakly. Pulling a jade-green compact from her coat pocket, she fixed her makeup. “I never really got that joke.”

		

		Regan looked at her like, seriously? “It sounds like you’re saying, ‘I was born on a pile of shit.’”

		

		Maisie laughed so explosively she actually spit on Regan’s jacket, wiping it off with her mitten. “Sorry, honey, just that’s kind of hilarious.”

		

		“My innocent.” Regan kissed Maisie’s hair. On to the next topic. “So, what’s this surprise your mother keeps talking about? How long’s she going to keep me guessing?”

		

		Maisie’s body went stiff and she shuffled out of Regan’s arms. “I don’t want to spoil it, honey.”

		

		Without another word, she tramped off down the street.

		

		God, there sure was a lot of snow building up on these roads. Made it hard to walk.

		

		“Not even a hint?” Regan asked. Why did she get a sinking feeling this surprise wouldn’t be a good surprise?

		

		It wasn’t until they rounded the corner that Regan understood her girl’s reluctance to divulge the true nature of the surprise. There was a truck parked in the driveway, an old shitbox that Regan recognized it straightaway.

		

		“Fuck.”

		

		“It was my mom’s idea,” Maisie said. “And Mitts played a part as well. I told them not to.”

		

		Regan’s heart turned to ice in her chest. There was no question whose truck that was. And now the surprise flattened her, like a caribou falling out of a seaplane, landing right on her chest.

		

		Regan’s father was here.

		

		“Fuck…”

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		Guess Who’s Ruining Dinner

		

		Regan shoved open the door and rushed straight up the stairs, avoiding her father. She could hear his voice. He was in the kitchen with Linda and the girls, no doubt sticking his fingers in all those pies—all of them. The man was a mooch, but such a charmer nobody even realized what they were giving up. He was the kind of guy who made a person feel indebted to him even while they forked over their cash. Regan hated him. Hated him.

		

		She jumped when the bedroom door opened, but it was only Maisie.

		

		“Fuck…” Regan didn’t know whether to pack up all her stuff or just hide under the bed. “How could you have done this? And kept it from me? Maisie…”

		

		“You’ve done worse,” Maisie reminded her. “Much worse.”

		

		That was true. Regan heaved down on the bed, propping her elbows on her knees and her chin on folded hands.

		

		“It might not be as bad as you think.” Maisie joined Regan on the bed, grasping the thigh she’d gotten off on not fifteen minutes earlier. “If I had a chance to see my father again, you know I’d snap it up. He wasn’t father of the year any more than yours was, but…”

		

		“Girls?” Linda hollered from downstairs. “You’re back, then? Regan’s surprise is here.”

		

		Maisie perked noticeably upon hearing that word, girls, but she didn’t comment this time. Regan wondered if she’d ever get used to being referred to in the feminine. It pleased her so much every time, and watching that enthusiasm in her eyes made Regan’s heart swell.

		

		“We’re just…” Maisie stopped and cleared her throat before going on. Sometimes when she hollered or spoke loudly, her voice dipped into a lower register, and she hated to sound boyish. Leaping from the bed, she opened the door and went into the hallway. “We’re getting dressed for dinner. We’ll be right down.”

		

		“Don’t take too long,” Linda warned them. “Supper’s just about on the table.”

		

		Racing to Mitts’ bedroom, Maisie found Regan’s luggage—a first for little miss “will you carry this for me?”—and plunked it down on the floor. “Hop to it. You heard Mom.”

		

		Regan could have put up a fight. Part of her wanted to. But what use would that do anybody? In the end, she knew she’d give in and visit with her father. Maisie was right: she’d regret their estrangement when he was gone. She’d never really forgiven herself for not tracking down her mom, and it was too late for that now. No changing the past.

		

		For the first time in the history of the world, Maisie dressed just as quickly as Regan, though perhaps owing to Regan’s fumbling with every damn button on her clean white shirt. When she slipped her pin-striped jacket over her shoulders, Maisie actually whistled. Despite her embarrassment, Regan felt proud of her reflection.

		

		Their red-carpet-ready bodies glowed back at them in the mirror, and Regan felt… God, she didn’t even have a name for this emotion. It put a lump in her throat, that was for damn sure.

		

		“You look incredible,” said Maisie, whose make-up was flawless, as usual.

		

		Even without heels, Maisie stood taller than Regan, but that red satin evening gown with the wide tie around the waist and the ruching in the bodice and the crinolines in the skirt turned her beautiful girlfriend into a movie star.

		

		“You look incredible.” Regan wished she could think up a more unique compliment, but her mind was mush.

		

		Maisie tilted her head to one side, her hair a dark shadow across her naked shoulder. Her smile was impishly familiar, her cheeks dimpled like a child’s. “I look fat, as always.”

		

		“You only say that so I’ll say no you don’t.” Regan winked at her in the mirror, and Maisie shrugged.

		

		“You know me too well.” Ironing out the invisible wrinkles in her dress, Maisie asked, “Why don’t you take out that ponytail, wear your hair down for once?”

		

		The idea didn’t sit well with Regan, but another one did. “How are you with braids?”

		

		Maisie’s expression went blank. “I don’t know. I’ve never tried braids.”

		

		Trying not to get too auspicious about the whole thing, Regan handed Maisie one of the black hair elastics she always had around her wrist. “Give it a shot, eh? Just turn the ponytail into a braid, then tie it up at the bottom.”

		

		“O… kay.” Maisie stared at her in the mirror. “I thought it was, like, bad juju to touch Native people’s hair.”

		

		“Well…” Regan bit her bottom lip, her gaze locked on Maisie’s. “Not for you.”

		

		Maisie was definitely blushing under all that cream foundation and pressed powder. It was so cute, the way she touched her tongue to her upper lip and screwed up her nose like a bunny rabbit. When she ran her hands through Regan’s silk stream of oil-black hair, the feeling was metaphysical. Really, you can’t feel someone’s fingers caressing the strands of your hair, but the knowledge that this was the first time Maisie had ever tied a braid, and for nobody else but Regan… well, that was too special for words.

		

		That damn lump was back in her throat, but she swallowed past it as Maisie held up a tight braid for her to admire in the mirror. “Pretty good, huh?”

		

		“You sure you’ve never done this before?”

		

		“First time.” Maisie pressed her lips together and smiled. “Seems like we have a lot of firsts together, doesn’t it?”

		

		Regan took her hand and squeezed, but her mind had already jumped to the next matter. “I don’t want to talk to him. I don’t want anything to do with him.”

		

		“Don’t worry, honey.” Maisie squeezed back. “You’re always safe when you’re with me.”

		

		Nobody had ever said that to Regan before, and the words were so comforting she could have cried. They left the bedroom together, Maisie clinging to Regan’s arm. No shoes in the house, so Regan wore the pair of men’s plaid slippers she’d brought from home, and Maisie slipped on a red satin pair she’d picked up cheap in Chinatown. The footwear wasn’t exactly on par with their outfits, but as they descended the staircase, Regan knew that ought to be the least of her concerns.

		

		Linda stood at the bottom of the stairs in a maroon jacket and pants, that shiny sort of material that gleamed a pinkish colour when she turned to look at Regan’s father. “Oh, Leonard, don’t our kids clean up nice?”

		

		Her father had on Maisie’s frilly kitchen apron over a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved ribbon shirt. His face had aged since the last time they’d met up, and his braided hair was salted with greys now, but Regan was most amazed by the health glowing from him like an aura. She felt like a hippy to think that way, but… this was her dad? This was him? He looked like an elder—but not like the damaged old Lysol-drinking guys from the back home, more like the handsome Indian actors from TV shows and movies.

		

		“Well, look at this!” Leonard held out his hand as they waltzed down the stairs, but Regan didn’t take it. He didn’t seem fazed by that. As Mitts and Kayla joined them from the dining room, he asked, “You know what we call a guy wearing a suit like that where I come from, eh?”

		

		One of his stupid jokes. That’s all her dad had been, when she was a kid: a guy who told stupid jokes. And drank. A lot.

		

		“Dad…” Regan groaned as he wrapped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her close. “We come from the same place.”

		

		“Hey, so you should know the answer, then.” When Regan rolled her eyes, he said, “Well I guess I’ll ask your friends, here. Any of you know what we call a guy wearing a fancy suit like Regan here?”

		

		“No, what?” Kayla and Mitts gushed, looking up at her dad like he was some noble Indian brave.

		

		He damn well wasn’t.

		

		“The defendant,” Regan grumbled.

		

		“Hey!” Her dad clapped her on the back, laughing. “That’s my girl! So, what are you in for this time?”

		

		“I never served a day in my life,” she snapped. “And never done a thing to land me in front of the Crown. I’m not you, Dad.”

		

		Kayla, Mitts, Linda and Maisie fell silent, like they were trying not to breathe. Even her dad’s laugh subdued.

		

		He said, “That’s fair, I guess,” and wandered toward the kitchen.

		

		He looked so out of place here. Jerry was taller, bigger in body, but her dad filled the space to capacity, so much so that Regan felt there was no space left for anyone else.

		

		“You kids want to help Linda here set the table?” Leonard asked.

		

		Regan followed her father to the kitchen. For some reason, she was surprised to find June sitting at the table. In all the commotion, she’d half forgotten June existed. Regan introduced her father to Jerry’s new wife, but they’d already met while she was out with Maisie.

		

		Now she felt nervous and fidgety. She reviewed everything she’d just said to her dad, not that it was much, and asked herself if she’d been too rude, or just rude enough. How was she supposed to act around him? There was a bond there, of course, because he’d always be her father, but aside from that? Their relationship was a frozen-over lake, and if they met in the middle they’d only drown come spring. He was the guilty party, here. He should make amends.

		

		After carrying scalloped potatoes to the table, Regan fell into one of the folding chairs, leaving the nice padded ones for the family. Her father brought in the turkey, a monstrous bird, golden and gleaming, and asked, “Who’s ready to carve this thing?”

		

		Linda followed him with a bowl of vegetables in each hand. “Just set that at the head of the table. I’m the designated carver around here.”

		

		That made Regan smile. Shouldn’t be a man’s domain, slicing up the bird. Women get stabby, too. Good practice.

		

		“So, do you like your surprise?” Linda asked as the family loaded up the big table with the last of the dishes.

		

		Maisie scooted in beside her, June on the other side, and she crossed her fingers that Mitts or Kayla would sit across the way. No such luck. Her dad took that chair.

		

		Oh well. At least it wasn’t Jerry, who swaggered into the room and sat at the head of the table, beside June and across from his mother. He’d put on some respectable clothes: navy trousers and jacket, a red and white striped shirt, and a Christmas tree tie. If ever he’d looked like a fool, it was now.

		

		“Regan, tell Linda thank you for organizing all this.” Her father gave her a look that said ‘I’m serious.’

		

		“Thank you, Linda,” Regan said.

		

		Maisie squeezed her thigh under the table, which turned her on more than consoled her, but she couldn’t think about sex right now, not at Christmas dinner.

		

		“I didn’t know you’d be staying up here, so close to the home,” her dad went on. “You should have called. I could have picked you up at the bus. Linda says you two walked all the way from the station.”

		

		“Thanks,” Regan spat, unable to conceal her distain, “but I remember the last time you picked me up from the bus: drunk as a skunk, that young new wife of yours passed out in the passenger seat. I had to squish between you two in the front of the cab. Never again.”

		

		“Regan,” Linda scolded, gently.

		

		“How is Drunky Brewser, anyway?”

		

		When the table fell silent, Regan knew it was her fault, but she didn’t care. She’d put up with too much shit from this man to let him off the hook now.

		

		Maisie obviously couldn’t stand the tension, because she dug a big spoon into the scalloped potatoes and noisily dished a serving onto her plate. “Mmm, I can’t wait to get started. Mom, these look so good.”

		

		“Thanks, sweety,” Linda said, like food was an afterthought. “Dig in, everybody.”

		

		Of course, Leonard hadn’t taken his eyes off Regan for a second. “Shelley has seen better days, since you ask. She’s had a rough time, that kid.”

		

		“Kid…” Regan muttered. “Yeah, and I’m sure life with you was just a bowl of cherries.”

		

		Kayla cut in, flanking Leonard with a bottle of merlot. “Hey, let me pour you a glass, okay?”

		

		“Just water for me, thanks,” Leonard said, shielding his goblet with his hand. “Or cranberry juice, if you have it.”

		

		“I’ll get it. I want some too.” June pressed one hand against the table, the other against her chair. She strained to heave herself upright, then fell back down.

		

		“June, what are you doing?” Mitts called from the other side of the table. “Stay put! Jerry will grab the juice.”

		

		Jerry was already stuffing his face, and Linda hadn’t even finished carving the bird yet. “Awww, but…”

		

		“Get it!” Kayla growled. She wasn’t putting up with any shit from her brother, seemed like. It worked and he scurried to the kitchen before she could smack him.

		

		But Regan focused straight ahead, puzzling over her father’s refusal of free booze

		

		“Wait, you’re…” She didn’t want to ask, in case the answer wasn’t what she’d hoped, but she forced the words out. “Did you quit the bottle?”

		

		Leonard glanced sheepishly at Linda, and for a second Regan actually felt a little ashamed for embarrassing him. He recovered quickly, nodding, a proud smile crossing his lips. “For good, this time.”

		

		It was for good every time, according to him, but for some reason Regan actually took his word for gospel. She tried not to, but it was his skin: he hadn’t taken a drink in a very long while. She could see it in his face.

		

		“I’m happy to hear that, Dad.” Her smile came out of nowhere, just like the tears in her eyes. No way she’d let them fall. Crying in public was so embarrassing.

		

		“What happened with Shelley?” Maisie asked. An uncouth question, but she was pretty enough to pull it off.

		

		“We parted ways when I quit boozing. Hard enough fighting those demons when you’ve got the support of your family, but when your wife’s hitting the bottle hard as ever…” He looked down at his plate, which had nothing on it. “Wasn’t an easy decision, but it was the choice had to be made. She’d say I chose sobriety over her, and I don’t know if I can argue that. Sometimes, you know, when you’re in a dark place, you marry a drinking buddy. Then, when one’a you’s not drinking anymore…”

		

		Mitts picked up the green beans and scooped some onto Leonard’s plate. Jerry, who’d been listening from just inside the kitchen, stepped back into the dining room and filled Leonard’s goblet with cranberry juice.

		

		Jerry was half-way back to the kitchen when June cleared her throat. “For me too, if that’s not too much to ask.”

		

		There was enough turkey sliced to start passing it around, and Regan couldn’t wait to sink her teeth into all this grub. Man, it smelled amazing, the stuffing and gravy, butter all over everything, fresh-baked Pillsbury rolls that weren’t even burnt at the bottom. This meal was so perfect everybody at the table forgot about their grudges and chattered feather-lightly as they passed casseroles dishes one to the next.

		

		Scooping a mound of potatoes onto his plate, Leonard looked up expectantly at Regan. “So, hey, this guy come up from the city to give a talk at the community hall.”

		

		“Oh yeah?” she answered flatly. Another one of Dad’s jokes?

		

		“Yeah, reminded me of you, ‘cause he was talking about the Two-Spirits.”

		

		“Oh.” Regan swallowed hard.

		

		This cut close to the bone. She’d never really talked to her father about her sexual identity, though she knew he knew because everyone else did. Word travels fast on Rez, especially when you’re a lesbian and most of the population was raised at least in part by the Catholic Church.

		

		“This guy, he was a great speaker, told us he was born a girl and now he’s a man, taking hormones, had his breasts removed. You’d never know he wasn’t born that way, all with the stubble and that—looked like any other guy you’d see.”

		

		Maisie’s fork clattered against her plate. She chuckled as she picked it up, like the topic had winded her.

		

		Regan wasn’t so quick to impress. “I don’t know about all that Two-Spirit shit. Seems like one of those words made up in a university so we seem special on paper. Don’t mean nothing to real people.”

		

		“That’s what a lot of us thought,” Leonard said. “Like father, like daughter, eh? But we listened to this guy ‘cause, hell, there’s not much else to do back home. He went to the city to get a degree, but he was Rez-raised just like you.”

		

		“You sent me to a white school,” Regan reminded her father. And if he hadn’t, she’d never have met Maisie, so she really couldn’t begrudge him that.

		

		“Yeah, but you grew up on Rez with us. This guy started out saying how our traditions are lost because the generations haven’t recovered yet from residential schools.”

		

		“What are residential schools?” Jerry asked, in naïve earnest.

		

		Kayla was the first to roll her eyes, and she answered for Leonard. “What are you, stupid? Do you never watch the news? Aboriginal kids all over Canada were taken from their parents and dumped in these residential schools run by priests and nuns and the government. They were taught to speak English and believe the Bible, and they were punished hard if they spoke their Native languages. The government and the Church basically teamed up to beat the Indian out of these poor kids, like they were animals who needed housebreaking.”

		

		“And…” Mitts stared into the well of gravy she’d made in her potatoes. She cleared her throat. “Well, you know all the stories coming out about priests. The residential schools were no different. A lot of abuse… a lot of rape.”

		

		The room fell silent. The word rape had that effect on people, and this wasn’t the first time Regan found herself wondering things she didn’t want to think about. For her family, her community, the residential schools were more than just a news article, more than settlement payments, more than an apology from the Prime Minister years too late. They’d been a reality, albeit before Regan’s time, but they were all still feeling the effects of the crimes committed against them. And the rest of the world saw Canada as such a nice, kind country, no blemishes, no faults.

		

		“Tell us more about the Two-Spirit guy,” Maisie said. Her voice was small, but at least she’d managed to cut through the weighty silence. “I’ve never really known what that is, Two-Spirit.”

		

		Leonard’s face brightened, as it always did when he got to be the centre of attention. “Two-Spirit means what it sounds like: two spirits in one body, one person who’s got two strong halves, the male and female. That’s I guess what you’d call the dictionary definition. Guy says it’s an umbrella term now, like a word you can call yourself if you’re Indian and gay or lesbian, or if you’re like this guy who was a woman before.”

		

		“Transgender,” Maisie said.

		

		Regan kept one eye on Jerry, expecting him to get up and walk away, but he just kept eating, albeit slowly.

		

		And then Maisie said, “Transgender is what I am. I used to be a boy.”

		

		Regan couldn’t resist grabbing her thigh under the table, squeezing.

		

		“Your mother told me about that,” Leonard said, entirely unfazed by the revelation. “So you’ll be interested in this stuff, too. Guy reminded us of the old stories—back before Europeans come over, round us up, box our ears with Bibles—about men who loved other men, and warrior women who dressed masculine and married with girls. You are part of this tradition, my daughter.”

		

		Regan couldn’t reply. She was too damn choked up. She just nodded her head, staring down at her dinner.

		

		“They were the visionaries,” her father went on. “They were artists and healers, and medicine people, some. Back in Turtle Island times, these Two-Spirit people, they were the third gender, not male and not female. This guy, he was saying how the word Two-Spirit gives gay and lesbian Indians unity and strength, because now you can come together and you got something to call yourselves. After he left we got to talking, you know?”

		

		Leonard looked around the table to explain their Cree words to Maisie’s family. Everyone was enraptured, even Regan. Especially Regan.

		

		“Some of the old guys, they remember this word in our language, aayahkwew. For Cree, that was the third gender, like this guy was talking about—not napew, man, or iskwew, woman, but aayahkwew, the mediator, the matchmaker, the negotiator, who sees and understands the male and female sides of life, and who creates balance between them.”

		

		“Aayahkwew?” Regan asked. She didn’t want to draw attention to herself, but she needed to feel that word on her tongue. She had to hold it a little while longer.

		

		Before Leonard could respond, Kayla asked, “What are the stories?”

		

		The girl had stars in her eyes. Linda had those stars, too, but she didn’t say anything.

		

		“Yeah, tell us about the lesbian Indians.” Mitts hiccupped and then laughed.

		

		“Oh yeah, I sure paid attention to those stories.” Leonard leaned back in his seat, seeming supremely self-satisfied.

		

		Jerry laughed that obnoxious man-cackle of his. “I bet you did!”

		

		But Leonard shook his head. “No, I’m talking ‘cause of Regan and all. Made me think of how she was like when she was a kid.”

		

		“What was I like?” Regan asked, before she could catch herself. She tried to lie low, but this conversation was really starting to spark an intrigue.

		

		“Well, this Two-Spirit guy, he was talking about the Woman Warriors who dreamed at night of battles and weapons, right from the time they were little girls. And through those dreams, the elders knew this was a special person, this was the Two-Spirits. Those women, they would dress as men. They would hunt and go into battle, and they would take other women as lovers. The Sioux called them manly-hearted women, the Cherokee, beloved women.”

		

		Regan could hardly breathe. She’d loaded up her fork with sweet potato, but no way she could eat it now. “I dreamed of a dagger. I dreamed of a dagger in a leather pouch, when I was a kid. I had that dream over and over again.”

		

		When her father nodded, he looked almost wise. “I remember that.”

		

		Did he really remember those late nights, when she ran out from her bedroom and joined him on the couch, the only light in the room a blue haze from the TV? She didn’t think he’d been conscious enough to recall how she cuddled beside his big body and told him about the dreams, or how he’d given her swigs from his bottle until she fell asleep again.

		

		Lost opportunities, lost childhood. Waking up groggy each morning, her temples aching. She now realized the throbbing came from the alcohol, though at the time it just seemed like life. Life was pain, incessant pain. Constant. She’d been taught not to look inside herself, but what might she have found if she had?

		

		Two spirits?

		

		“What about the gay guys?” Kayla asked, beaming like a schoolgirl with a crush.

		

		“In most Native cultures, the Two-Spirit people born like boys, they were the ones to take an interest in cooking and caring for a family. They, a lot of them, spend time with women, wear clothes like women, and go to bed with men.”

		

		Leonard seemed very self-satisfied with the attention, but Regan couldn’t begrudge him his pleasure, because by telling them all he’d learned he was conveying that he welcomed Regan in his life. He had no problem with who she was.

		

		Still, Regan wasn’t entirely sold on this whole idea. “I think all people are part male, part female, masculine and feminine, just in different proportions. I don’t think you have to be special to have two spirits. I think everyone has duality inside of them.”

		

		“Do you?” Kayla asked. She looked surprised. “Because I don’t feel like I’m male, not at all.”

		

		“Yeah, me neither,” Linda agreed. “I mean, I can fix my car and I can repair my house and do all these ‘guy things,’ but just because I can do them and I like doing them doesn’t make me feel like I’ve got a man inside me.”

		

		Maisie nodded along with her mother. “Same here. I don’t feel like I’m a man at all.”

		

		Just as Regan tried to formulate a response, Jerry jumped from his chair, smashing his fist down on the table so hard his plate jumped. “Enough of this touchy-queery bullshit!”

		

		His tone stilled Regan’s pulse. The words turned her to ice. All she could do was stare as he went on his rampage.

		

		“You are a man. You have a dick—you’re my brother, I’ve seen it—so yes, you are a man. Your name is Mark, not Maisie. Maisie was our grandmother and you are my brother. You are my brother!” Jerry gripped the tabletop, and it rocked with every word he hollered. “Just quit being a faggy little shit and man up. You’re a man, so act like a man. God…”

		

		Regan had the entire household in her peripheral vision, but she couldn’t take her eyes off Jerry. There was something about a guy going nuts that was absolutely mesmerizing, if only because everyone around him had to be prepared in case he became violent.

		

		And he might have gone on if June hadn’t doubled over just then, clenching her eyes shut.

		

		“Jerry!” It was a blood-curdling shriek, followed by a whimper. “Oh no.”

		

		Regan grabbed June’s upper arm. “Holy fuck, what’s wrong?”

		

		Jerry’s demeanour shifted in an instant, and he fell to his knees at his wife’s side. “Junebug, what happened? Are you okay?”

		

		Regan had never seen such an intense expression of pain. June clutched the base of her belly with one hand, and Jerry clung to the one on her stomach. Even though Regan had only seen this stuff on TV, she had a sinking feeling about what was coming.

		

		Apparently Maisie had the same thought, because she burst up from her chair, clapping her hands.

		

		“Is the baby coming? Are you having the baby now?” Maisie grabbed Regan’s shoulders and shook her from behind, screaming like a teen at a Beatles concert. How could she have recovered from Jerry’s tirade so quickly? “This is so exciting! Oh my God!”

		

		“Oh my God!” June hollered, sounding much more pained than excited. Squinting her eyes shut, she let out a bloodcurdling scream that sounded suspiciously like, “Fuck this little fucker!”

		

		Leonard stood amidst Maisie’s slack-jawed sisters, and brushed his hands together. “Take off your underpants. Let’s have a look.”

		

		“Fresh!” Kayla teased, swatting him in the belly with the back of her hand.

		

		Regan rolled her eyes.

		

		“Maybe I should have a look,” Linda proposed. “June would probably feel more comfortable with a woman. Anyhow, I’m her mother-in-law.”

		

		“I’ve helped in births before,” Leonard contended.

		

		“I’ve given birth before,” Linda returned. “Four times, in fact.”

		

		Point, set, match.

		

		To Regan’s amazement, June struggled with her dress, pulling it up over her huge stomach while Jerry yanked her chair away from the table. Her feet didn’t quite touch the floor.

		

		“Hey everybody, let’s all stare at our sister-in-law’s cunt!” Mitts said, in a perfect deadpan. “That oughta make her feel right at home. Welcome to the family, June!”

		

		Linda hushed Mitts as she rose from the table. She moved Maisie and Regan aside to get closer to June. Leonard was doing the same on the other side. The frenzy of it made Regan dizzy. It seemed unreal.

		

		“What’s happening to me?” June cried.

		

		The only way to find out was for Linda and Leonard, the self-appointed baby experts, to look between her legs.

		

		They each grabbed hold of June’s giant panties, and when she opened her legs Regan couldn’t help but notice the crotch was dark, newly wet and bulging. And then, as those panties went down, Regan saw what was going on: the wet mess, her pussy lips splayed, and… oh God, was that a head? It was a head… with hair! It was the top of a hairy, bloody, mucous-laden head.

		

		Regan felt Christmas dinner churning in her stomach, then burbling in her esophagus, and then the world went black.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		Home Birth for the Holidays

		

		It was still dark outside when Regan rolled over in bed, tossing her arm across Maisie’s chest. But Maisie felt different this morning… bigger… huge, actually… and where were those breasts Regan loved to suck?

		

		Oh God…

		

		Regan opened her eyes in time with Jerry. When their gazes locked, she hollered wordlessly. Jerry hollered too, his smelly breath rushing her face. She tried to hop out of bed, but her body was still heavy with sleep. Even in the dark she could see that they were dressed almost identically. Someone had taken off their ties and their suit jackets, and now they both had on shirts and slacks.

		

		Where the hell were they? She didn’t recognize this room, but when she spotted the windows so high up on the walls, she realized they must be in the basement. For some reason, they were in Kayla’s bed… together!

		

		Just when Regan opened her mouth to shout, “What the hell, man?” the door burst open.

		

		There in the doorway, surrounded by a bright white light, stood a tall woman dressed in red and covered in blood. In unison, Regan and Jerry skittered to the head of Kayla’s bed, clinging to one another, screaming. Maisie’s hands dripped with blood. Her face and chest were spattered and smudged, her satin gown ruined.

		

		“Maisie, are you all right?” Regan was about to jump out of bed when a memory flashed through her mind, of pregnant June’s legs spread wide and the bloody little baby head poking out. Every muscle in Regan’s body went limp. Her stomach tumbled like a washing machine. She wanted to curl up in a ball, but she couldn’t move.

		

		“What about June?” Jerry cried. “Is my wife okay? Where is she?”

		

		Maisie’s expression turned maniacally jubilant as she stepped into Kayla’s room. “I’ve never seen anything like it. I couldn’t believe, just couldn’t believe how it happened, how fast. You always hear about it taking twelve hours, twenty-four hours, but this, it was maybe… I don’t know, two? Maybe? I don’t know. It was crazy!”

		

		“Slow down,” Regan urged. “June had the baby? She’s okay?”

		

		Maisie went into story-telling mode, talking a mile a minute. “You guys passed out the minute you saw how dilated she was. June said she’d been uncomfortable all day, but she didn’t know it was labour. She thought she wet herself. It was actually her water breaking. Did you know the water doesn’t usually break in one big splash like you see on TV? That’s what my mom told me. I had no idea! Sometimes it just feels like a little wetness, so she didn’t really notice. So then…”

		

		“Take a breath, will you?” Jerry said.

		

		“Oh.” Maisie pressed her hand to her panting chest, but went on recounting the birth. “You guys passed out, so Mitts and Kayla and I carried you down here. Going down stairs with dead weight is easier than going up stairs with dead weight. My God you two are heavy! But that’s okay. I love you both. So then we came upstairs and June and my mom and your dad were all in the living room and your dad was on the phone with the ambulance, but it snowed so much—did you know there was a blizzard outside? It’s still going on—and they said they’d talk us through the birth until the paramedics could get here.”

		

		“Is June okay?” Jerry pressed one of Kayla’s stuffed animals against his chest, hugging it for dear life.

		

		But Maisie didn’t slow down to give an answer. “You should have seen it, guys, it wasn’t anything like TV. She wouldn’t lie down or even sit on the couch. She kept pacing around the house and I was so afraid that little baby was going to plop right out of her. She couldn’t stay in one place.”

		

		“Wow,” Regan said, trying to picture June waddling around the house.

		

		“Then, when the contractions got worse, she would squat, whether she was in the living room or the dining room or the kitchen, she would just squat down. I gave her my hands to hold and she squeezed them so hard I thought she’d snap them right off. The whole time, my mom was right there beside me with a towel, and your dad was there too, on the phone with the paramedics, telling us what to do.”

		

		“But they’re okay, June and the baby?” Regan gave it a shot, but there was no interrupting Maisie.

		

		“We’d done it so many times, the walking and the squatting, that I didn’t think it would happen. Every time she stopped to push, the head would poke out a little more, and then when she stopped pushing the head would go back in.”

		

		“Gross.” Regan’s legs went numb.

		

		“Yeah, it was crazy. But then in the family room she squatted against the side of the couch, pushing her back into it. I gave her my hands to hold and I kneeled on her feet so they wouldn’t slide across the floor, and she pushed, and the baby nodded its little head and the head was out and it was alive.”

		

		Regan’s heart thundered. She didn’t want to hear any more, but she couldn’t stop listening.

		

		“And then the shoulders, the shoulders took some doing but she just kept pushing and they came out too, and you know it’s not like on TV, where they’re screaming and swearing. She didn’t make a lot of noise at all. And the body, the little body slid right out of her and the umbilical cord, oh wow, you should have seen it! It was thick like a sausage, and all veiny.”

		

		“Okay,” Jerry said. “You don’t need to be so graphic.”

		

		“Mom caught the baby in the towel and wrapped it up right away because you don’t want them getting cold. Then your dad came in on the other side and the ambulance person on the phone was saying June had to keep pushing because she had to deliver the placenta, too. Did you ever hear of that?”

		

		Regan shuddered. “I don’t want to hear about it.”

		

		“But she was too distracted with this new baby, so your dad pulled the umbilical cord and the afterbirth came rushing out of her and it was meaty like a liver and it smelled… ewww, it smelled so gross, like blood or meat or… I don’t even know. That was the most disgusting part, to me. Except when I got pooed on.”

		

		“Who pooed on you?” Regan’s arms went all tingling and heavy, the way she always felt when she thought about pregnancy stuff.

		

		“June did.” Maisie’s smile could light up a room. She was so damn proud.

		

		“My wife pooed on you?” Jerry asked, with a look of incredulity. “On purpose?”

		

		“No!” Maisie laughed. “It just happens sometimes. A lot of the time, actually, according to my mom.”

		

		“Eww.” That seemed to be the one thing Regan and Jerry could agree on. When they turned to look at one another, much as she was loath to admit it, they had a little moment—a moment of fascination.

		

		“You’re a dad,” Regan said.

		

		Jerry-the-kid aged twenty years. The irrepressible smile on his face ignited Regan, and she threw her arms around his thick shoulder, though it was awkward, since they were sitting side by side.

		

		“I’m a dad,” Jerry said, like he was mesmerized by the words. And then he jumped up, jumped on Kayla’s mattress, bending his head down so it wouldn’t smack the ceiling. Leaping off the bed, he took Maisie in a bear hug, lifting her off her feet and swinging her side to side. “I’m a daddy!”

		

		“I’m an auntie!” Maisie squealed.

		

		Regan cringed, waiting for Jerry to set her down, saying, “You’re an uncle.”

		

		But, to her relief, he didn’t do that. He just kept swinging Maisie round and round in circles, until she squealed, “Wait, wait… I’m covered in poo!”

		

		Jerry dropped her like a bomb, and she fell on her ass, laughing wildly.

		

		“Sorry,” he said, helping Maisie up. When she was back on her feet, he paused, taking a good long look at her. “Sorry,” he said again, quickly, like he resented having to say it. “Where is June now? And the baby?”

		

		“Still upstairs. The ambulance is fighting through the snow, but we clamped the umbilical cord for you to cut, if you want to.”

		

		Struck Regan as a pretty gross idea, but Jerry leapt up the basement stairs, thanking Maisie again. When he’d gone, Regan stared at her girlfriend. Maisie looked like an angel set against the glaring light from the staircase.

		

		“You delivered a baby,” Regan said, in disbelief.

		

		Maisie’s countenance grew serene, almost wistful. “I know.”

		

		Inching off the end of the bed, Regan reached for Maisie’s Christmas gown, but stopped before touching it. “Your dress is ruined.”

		

		“That’s okay.” Maisie’s hair was wild, stuck to one cheek and sticking up at the back. “How often do you get to help with a birth?”

		

		Regan’s stomach turned as she pictured what she’d seen, and also what she hadn’t seen. It was like a horror movie in her mind, all that blood and the liquids and… solids. Yuck.

		

		“Let’s get you in the shower,” she said.

		

		“Good idea.” The lust in Maisie’s smile stopped Regan in her tracks. “I’m such a dirty girl. I guess you need to clean me, huh?”

		

		Maisie’s eyes burned dark with desire. Regan couldn’t comprehend where this was coming from, but she was hardly going to argue when Maisie pulled her into Kayla’s basement bathroom. There were clothes strewn about the otherwise stark white space, and lots of lotions and potions. They stepped over the mess and headed straight to the shower.

		

		“Wait,” Regan said as Maisie stepped into the stall. “Just… this is the only suit I have.”

		

		She unbuttoned her shirt as fast as her fingers would let her. Lost in a frenzy of lust and anticipation, she tore off her top, pushing down her pants. She was hot and sweaty after sleeping fully clothed next to Jerry. It felt damn good to be naked.

		

		Maisie fired up the shower and hissed as the water stuck her face. From outside the stall, Regan watched the cascade soak that gorgeous dress Maisie’d been so proud of when they bought it together. The red fabric turned a dark shade of burgundy as it absorbed water. Regan was so in awe of the scene she could have watched forever, except that the glass was fogging up.

		

		Pushing the door open just enough to slip inside, Regan joined Maisie under the flow. She couldn’t reconcile what was happening with Maisie’s pleas not to push her to get naked—though, realistically, Maisie was still dressed.

		

		Just wet.

		

		Wet satin. Red satin.

		

		Regan’s knees weakened. She struggled to remain upright as she reached for the white bar of soap in Kayla’s shower caddy. Despite all the cleansing water, the heat of the room amplified those unpleasant aromas ground into Maisie’s dress. Pressing her naked front against Maisie’s clothed back, Regan reached around to run the soap across those wet satin curves. While Maisie washed her hands with honey-ginger body wash, Regan pressed her luscious breasts together beneath the tight ruching of her Christmas dress.

		

		When Regan’s fingers ventured beneath her bra, her back straightened. Her whole body went rigid beneath the shimmering cascade, but Regan wasn’t about to stop now.

		

		“God, I love your tits.” Regan bucked her hips against Maisie’s round ass, pinching those pretty pink nipples. Maisie took over scrubbing her dress while Regan moaned against her neck. “You are so fucking gorgeous, Mais. God, I just want to get on my knees and show you I love you.”

		

		Maisie’s spine straightened again, and it seemed like some time before the thaw set in. “I already know you love me.”

		

		“I know you know.” Regan fell to her knees nonetheless, and nuzzled her face against Maisie’s beautiful ass. There was something freeing about talking to her girlfriend’s butt. “But I’m wondering if part of the reason you don’t ask for more is that you know I’m a big dyke and you figure I don’t want to deal with… those parts.”

		

		Regan felt like a bashful child, not wanting to say anatomical words.

		

		“Maybe.” Maisie turned around slowly. The spray struck her head, soaking her hair. Dark strands stuck to her shoulders, sending droplets down her arms. Her dress still had white suds across the front, but all Regan could smell was soap and ginger. “Regan, it was more about me than you. I didn’t want to look down there when we were getting dirty, because it kind of made me feel like a cross-dresser or something.”

		

		Regan laughed—she couldn’t help it. “Yeah right. You’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever been with. Did I ever tell you that? The parts… they don’t matter so much.”

		

		Maisie looked down at Regan with a gauzy, warm expression. Just when Regan was sure Maisie would say that yes, the parts did matter, her girlfriend surprised her.

		

		“You’re right.” Maisie took a small step forward, blocking the entire flow of the shower with her back. “I thought the parts mattered before, but there’s something about bringing a baby into the world that changed me. It was the first time I really felt like everybody in the room saw me as a girl, even though they’d known me as a boy. Well, I guess June hadn’t, but everyone else had. I wish you’d been there, Regan. It was the most amazing thing that’s ever happened to me.”

		

		“Take off your dress,” Regan said, not to minimize Maisie’s elation, but to build on it.

		

		Without any hint of argument, Maisie reached around and unzipped herself, letting the wet satin fall past her breasts and slide down her belly. Regan pulled it the rest of the way, and Maisie stepped right out, kicking it behind her.

		

		“You are such a beautiful woman.” Regan gazed at her girl’s nude-tone strapless bra, tracing her fingers down the curve of Maisie’s belly until she arrived at the thick waistband of her girlfriend’s control-top nylons.

		

		For once, Maisie simply said thank you instead of claiming she was too fat, too this, too that. Regan rewarded her by drawing the waist of those tights down and kissing her belly, running an eager tongue in circles around her pretty little naval.

		

		Sighing, Maisie said, “God that feels good.” And then, after a pause, “Keep going.”

		

		Regan tugged on Maisie’s nylons. They were waterlogged and uncooperative, so she pulled harder. Still, the waistband seemed too wet to budge. Maisie was too busy tearing off her bra to give Regan a hand, so what was left to try? Regan just grabbed that waistband and yanked it down as hard as she could.

		

		She didn’t mean to pull down Maisie’s panties at the same time, but…

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		If It Feels Good, Do It

		

		Maisie gazed into Regan’s face. Her eyes were like dairy cows’, her mouth gaping like a goldfish.

		

		The shower pounded them, sending fog and spritz all around. Regan couldn’t tell if the water was getting warmer or if her body temperature was on the rise. Clinging to Maisie’s nylons and panties, she froze. Why had her heart stopped beating? Why was she stuck staring at Maisie’s pretty lips rather than looking straight ahead at… at what she knew was right in front of her face?

		

		Slowly, Maisie’s expression softened. She leaning against the wall until Kayla’s shower struck Regan right on the forehead. The assault was strangely welcome. She needed to be blinded by hot water.

		

		She turned, following Maisie’s crotch, letting the shower strike her shoulder, her neck, her back. She tugged Maisie’s wet nylons where they stuck to those softly shaven calves.

		

		As Regan opened her eyes, the realization dawned on her that she was… scared. Of what? Scared of a dick? Her stomach clenched. Why?

		

		As Regan opened her eyes to behold her girlfriend’s naked, wet and waiting body, the realization dawned on her that she was… scared. Of what? Scared of a dick? Her stomach clenched. Why?

		

		This was so stupid. She wanted to do it. She’d asked for it. And now she couldn’t even keep her goddamn eyes open?

		

		“What’s wrong?” Maisie asked. “Regan?”

		

		Shielding her face from the spray, Regan gazed up at Maisie’s familiar pink-tipped breasts. She then allowed her gaze to drizzle down her girlfriend’s ample body, past that consoling white belly, until she was looking straight at the thing she thought she feared.

		

		That’s when she realized there was no fear. None at all. It was only flesh before her, only Maisie’s soft cock cradled by balls and surrounded by a bed of wet hair.

		

		The moment Regan looked at it, a gush of saliva filled the gap beneath her tongue. She wanted that thing in her mouth, wanted to bring it to life. There was something about the fact that it wasn’t hard, wasn’t staring straight ahead at her, taunting her, that made her feel strangely safe.

		

		When Maisie twisted Regan’s wet braid into a messy bun, she eased forward, pressing her lips against the smooth shaft, kissing it sweetly. Maisie moaned, gripping Regan’s hair harder.

		

		Tilting her head so the shower bombarded her neck, Regan wrapped her mouth around Maisie’s cock. Sideways. Gently, she pressed her teeth into it.

		

		Maisie hissed. “Oh, yes. Do that.”

		

		It warmed Regan’s heart to think how far they’d come in so little time. Sure, they’d known each other since they were kids, but this relationship and the feelings of love and romance between them—that was new. Love and lust and intense adoration encouraged Regan to open her mouth and take Maisie all the way in.

		

		She reached up, too, resting that wet pair of balls on her palm, softly smacking them. Once inside Regan’s mouth, it didn’t take long for Maisie to firm up. Regan couldn’t keep the whole thing in her mouth without gagging. She had to back off, wrap her fist around the base, stroke the shaft.

		

		As she sucked the bulbous head, Maisie let out a groan the likes of which Regan had never heard. It sounded almost tortured, like the sensation was too much to bear.

		

		“Slow it down,” Maisie pleaded.

		

		Regan didn’t know if she could obey, but she tried. Slowing the motion, she let the tip fall from her mouth and only teased it with her tongue.

		

		So much shower water cascaded over their bodies that Regan could hardly taste of Maisie’s pre-cum. What she did get tasted sweet and salty at once. It felt good to be messy and wet, and she grabbed the soap out of Maisie’s hand, tracing it up and down her girl’s crack.

		

		Maisie yelped. “Oh Regan, you are naughty.”

		

		“Yep.” Regan got Maisie’s crack all good and sudsy, then handed the soap back. “One of these days I’m going to fuck you with my strap-on, but today I guess my finger will have to do.”

		

		Maisie’s cock surged in Regan’s hand, and she squeezed the base tight until the tip became meaty and engorged. Regan ran her fingers around that grasping pucker, making Maisie want it before venturing in.

		

		When Regan launched her finger into Maisie’s slip-slidey hole, they moaned in unison. It felt so good, the way Maisie’s tight ass ring clung to Regan’s first finger, fighting off the second, but quickly losing. God, Regan wished she had something in her ass right now, but she realized this was all about pleasuring Maisie. She wanted to give her everything in the world, and she knew she was the only one Maisie trusted enough to allow access. That was an incredible feeling, and it launched Regan’s arousal into higher and deeper realms.

		

		She bobbed against Maisie’s belly, sucking her cock like candy while pummeling that grasping asshole with two fingers. Nothing they’d done until now could compare to this moment—not only the physical pleasure, but the trust they shared.

		

		Regan pumped Maisie’s shaft while her mouth worked overtime. She wanted so badly for her girl to come. Every wet suck, every pistoning thrust, every pummel of that luscious ass ought to bring Maisie closer to the brink, but Regan began to realize, after a time, that the harder she worked, the less Maisie reacted. Even though she was doing everything she could think of, her girlfriend’s cock softened, and her ass did less grasping. Her throat issued fewer moans.

		

		Finally, under a flow of cooling water, Regan pulled her fingers from Maisie’s ass and let a semi-erect cock fall from between her lips. She tried to look up into her girl’s coffee-brown eyes, but found she couldn’t.

		

		She’d failed. She’d tried, but she’d failed.

		

		Staring at the water swirling down the drain, Regan asked, “What did I do wrong?”

		

		“Oh.” Maisie pulled Regan in against her belly and hugged her shoulders. “Nothing, Regan. I’m sorry, it’s me. I just sometimes… I mean, I don’t always… I can’t always finish. It has nothing to do with you.”

		

		The pitying tone of Maisie’s voice irked Regan and she stood up fast, which made her dizzy. Leaning against the wall, Regan said, “It must have something to do with me. I mean, it was me sucking your cock, wasn’t it? It was me finger-fucking your ass. You can’t tell me it has nothing to do with me.”

		

		Without a word, Maisie turned her back on Regan. She washed the soap from her ass crack, then leaned down to collect her wet clothing and turn off the spray.

		

		Maisie was obviously pissed, but Regan wasn’t exactly sure what she’d said or done. All she knew was that an apology went a long way. “I’m sorry, Mais. I shouldn’t have said that.”

		

		“Said what?”

		

		Damn. Regan hated that question. “You know… just, whatever I said that bugged you.”

		

		For good measure, she took the heap of wet clothes from Maisie’s arms and hung them over the shower door. Stepping through the drips, Regan grabbed a fresh towel off the rack and held it out.

		

		Maisie sighed as she cuddled into Regan’s chest. “It’s not so much what you said, it’s just the way you made it all about you. Some things are about me and my body and my outlook and just… just me. It isn’t your failing, Regan. Everything you did felt really good. I liked it, I just couldn’t come. So what? Just leave it, okay?”

		

		The smart thing to do was shut up and hold on tight. Regan felt kind of bad that they were standing on Kayla’s clothes—jeans and sweaters and socks and underwear—but she felt even worse about Maisie’s dress getting ruined. And then it occurred to her that they had to get upstairs and her girlfriend had nothing to wear.

		

		“I wonder if the paramedics got here okay,” Maisie said.

		

		Regan listened keenly to the world above their heads as the towel slipped and Maisie’s soft breasts pressed against her hard nipples. It was hard to concentrate, especially when she felt the wispy brush of Maisie’s pubic hair against hers. And then the slight soft pressure of the cock that had been in her mouth.

		

		“I wonder if they’re here now.” Regan listened hard, sure she heard boots marching around up there. “Should we go see?”

		

		Pulling away from Maisie, albeit with a certain reluctance, Regan dressed in her trousers and shirt. Her calves were still beaded with shower water and her hair soaked her top, but she had a feeling she wouldn’t be in these clothes for long.

		

		Maisie dried off a little better before plucking her sister’s underwear from the ground. “Is it gross if I put these one?”

		

		With a shrug, Regan said, “Probably, but I won’t hold it against you.”

		

		So Maisie stepped into the stretchy purple panties that were at least three sizes too small, and fiddled around down there until the bulge between her legs went away almost completely.

		

		“That’s good enough for now.” Maisie stepped into a pair of pyjama bottoms that had been draped precariously across the counter and put on the T-shirt that was hanging on the back of the door. It was way too small, and Maisie pulled the hem down to cover her belly, but it slid back up again. Rolling her eyes, she said, “Whatever,” and prodded Regan out of the bathroom.

		

		It seemed really dark until they opened the bedroom door and crept up the brightly-lit staircase. “I think they’re here,” Regan whispered. She could hear a lot of chatter and doors opening and then… “That’s a baby crying!”

		

		Maisie nodded. Her eyes glowed like sunshine. “June wants to call it either Lily or Rose, but Jerry doesn’t like flower names, so who knows?”

		

		Taking Maisie in a bear hug, Regan said, “Do you know how proud I am of you? You helped deliver your own niece.”

		

		And, inexplicably, it was a turn-on too. Maybe it wasn’t what Maisie had done, but the sheer joy it brought her that Regan found arousing. But the reason didn’t matter at this point. She’d fought it from the start, but she could see in her girl’s eyes that it would be okay to ask now, not in words, but in a kiss.

		

		Regan perched over her, squeezing her breast as their tongues met. A thick heat embraced their bodies and Regan felt their shared arousal like a firm hand cupping her mound.

		

		“I want you,” Regan said, though the words came as a surprise.

		

		Though they’d only been kissing for a matter of moments, Maisie’s lips had gone bright red. The embers reignited as she looked up at Regan and said, “I want you too.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		Wildest Imaginings

		

		Regan scurried up the basement stairs with Maisie hot on her tail. Now would be a perfect time for that invisibility cloak, she thought, until she opened the door to find chaos moving swiftly out of the house.

		

		“What’s going on?” Regan asked Kayla as Maisie stood close behind her.

		

		A mass of family and of paramedics ushered June out the door on a stretcher.

		

		“Is everything okay?” Maisie squealed.

		

		“Oh yeah,” Kayla said, with total nonchalance. “Just, you know, unexpected home birth and whatever—they want to check her out and give baby the all-clear.”

		

		Regan inched toward the staircase the moment she realized everything was all right. “Okay, good then…”

		

		Kayla laughed. “Oh my God, are you wearing my pyjamas, Mark?”

		

		Regan froze, glaring at Kayla, who was the only one left in the front hall. Everybody else had shuffled in a great clump out to the ambulance.

		

		“There’s no more Mark,” Regan said. “Just Maisie.”

		

		Kayla shook her head, like she hadn’t even heard herself say the wrong name. “Oh, Jesus, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize I said that. And it’s fine that you’re wearing my PJ’s, no problem at all.”

		

		“My dress got dirty,” Maisie replied in explanation. She was half way upstairs already. “I hoped you wouldn’t mind.”

		

		Kayla jabbed her feet into winter boots and swung on her jacket. “I really don’t. I’m sorry.” She smiled widely, then. “You did a great job with June. She said she couldn’t have done all that pushing without your strong hands to hold.”

		

		And then Kayla was out the door.

		

		Regan looked up at Maisie to gauge her reaction. She smiled, but her expression seemed vacant.

		

		“Strong hands?” Regan asked.

		

		“Yeah, my hands, of all the things.” She looked down at them. “They are big. There’s nothing I can do about that.”

		

		Regan didn’t know how to respond, so she opened the door to Maisie’s childhood bedroom and let her girl enter first. Maisie went straight to the bed, so Regan made a show of locking the door. “You still in the mood?”

		

		Maisie’s vacant look fell away, quickly replaced by smoke and whimsy. “There’s something about births and deaths that makes you want to celebrate life, you know?”

		

		Boy, did she ever. After Regan’s mother died, she went through women like tissues. Also like tissues, those girls only treated the symptoms. The effects were not long-lasting. But there was something about this the celebration of life after a birth that seemed entirely different from Regan’s experience. Maisie had found her flesh. She wanted to use it. And that was beautiful.

		

		“Roll over. And take off your clothes.” Regan was already removing her own.

		

		Maisie looked puzzled but amused as she rolled onto her side. “What, like this?”

		

		“No.” Regan pulled her undershirt over her head, letting her heavy tits sway as she unzipped her trousers. “I want you on your belly, babe.”

		

		Stripping bare, Maisie tore the covers off her bed and lay flat on the naked sheet. “Like this?”

		

		“Yeah.” Climbing on top, Regan let her pussy lips splay against Maisie’s ass cheek. The scent of soap and ginger took her back to the shower, and the idea of getting her girlfriend hard again made her pussy damn wet. She started sliding toward Maisie’s thigh and had to pull herself back up again.

		

		“What are you doing?” Maisie giggled like a little girl, and the sound warmed Regan’s heart.

		

		“This.” Regan set her palms on either side of Maisie’s spine and circled out toward her shoulders. She didn’t really know what she was doing, but a massage was better than no massage. “After everything you’ve done for other people, I want to do something nice for you.”

		

		Maisie cooed like a dove. “Ohhh, this is nice. I don’t remember the last time someone gave me a rubdown.”

		

		“Well, then, I’ll make it special and give you a happy ending, how about that?” Regan ground her palms deep into Maisie’s muscles, coaxing out the knots, making her purr.

		

		When Maisie didn’t acknowledge the “happy ending” remark, which was a joke but not a joke, Regan said, “I might just get my own happy ending, giving you this massage.”

		

		“Hmm?” Maisie’s voice was dreamy, at once present and far, far away. “How?”

		

		Regan rubbed her wet pussy against Maisie’s soft, smooth ass. The slick pressure on her clit felt so good she moaned without meaning to. All she could hope was that the family was still occupied seeing June off to the hospital.

		

		“Wow.” Maisie turned her head, splashing dark hair across her pillow. “That feels really good.”

		

		Regan pushed her palms deep into Maisie’s sides as she rode the girl’s pretty ass. She really couldn’t believe how good this felt—she’d never tribbed on anyone’s butt before—and the pleasure only increased the harder she pressed her pussy against Maisie’s clean flesh.

		

		Despite the darkness, she had no trouble seeing her pink pussy lips glistening against the soft white curve of Maisie’s ass. She watched intently as she moved. Her lips splayed when she pushed her hips back. They curled beneath her weight when she bucked forward. Maisie moved, too, pressing her ass up against Regan’s pussy. At first, they were way out of synch, but they got into a good groove when Regan started tracing her hips in tight circles.

		

		“I want you to come,” Maisie whispered into her pillow. “I want to hear you come.”

		

		“What about your family? We need to keep it down.” Regan’s words were strained. They came out like hiccups as she ground against Maisie’s ass. God, she just wanted to lie down flat against her girlfriend’s back, wrap both her legs around one of Maisie’s, and writhe until she found her climax.

		

		Instead, Regan found herself saying, “Let me fuck you, baby. I gotta get you inside me.”

		

		“God yes,” Maisie replied, without pause. “Please!”

		

		Smacking Maisie’s ass, Regan moved off so her girl could roll over. Where Regan had been afraid to look in the shower, she now stared unapologetically, amazed by the size, the growth, the girth. Maisie’s cock was solid, rock hard, thrusting straight up into nothing but the heat brought on by their naked bodies.

		

		Grabbing that hardness at its base, Regan straddled Maisie’s maternal hips. She felt a strain in her thighs, but she wouldn’t be dissuaded. Despite her strength, Regan wasn’t in the best shape, but there was something about the prospect of hot sex that catapulted an otherwise lazy person into motion.

		

		Regan gazed past her own heavy breasts, past the curve of her belly to the pure whiteness of Maisie’s. She watched her girl’s body rise, expand, then fall again with every breath. Before she realized what she was doing, she had Maisie’s cockhead resting against her engorged clit. She was stroking it, stroking those two sensitive parts together. There was a softness to the skin of Maisie’s tip that matched the gleaming wet slickness of Regan’s pussy lips, and when they touched, God, it felt so good she didn’t want to stop.

		

		“Oh Regan,” Maisie whispered, over and over, like a mantra. “Oh yes, oh Regan, oh yes…”

		

		She took Maisie’s cock in her hand, pumping it as an afterthought. Foremost in Regan’s mind was the sensation of cockhead on clit, stroking, rubbing, harder, faster. She’d never imagined she could come like this, but suddenly her legs took over and she was lost.

		

		Maisie just lay there, watching in amusement while Regan bucked her hips, thrust hard against that satin cockhead.

		

		Cool water dripped down her back from her wet hair, but her skin was so hot the droplets came as a relief. Regan couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so wild, like she’d completely lost control of her body. It moved on its own. She just kept bucking and rubbing until the buzzing ball of fire in her belly exploded. Her limbs shook and trembled, and she fell against Maisie’s wet hair to moan into the pillow beneath it.

		

		Maisie was sighing and laughing, like her amusement couldn’t beat out her arousal, and her arousal couldn’t beat out her amusement. Regan lay on top of Maisie’s luscious body thinking she might never move again.

		

		And then Maisie said, “I want to be inside of you,” and it just seemed easy.

		

		Reaching between their slippery bodies, Regan found that firm cock and held it to her pussy. Wetness slicked their bellies and their thighs so much that sliding Maisie’s hardnss inside her body seemed like no task at all. Regan eased her hips down, letting that bulging cockhead enter her. When she’d buried Maisie to the hilt, Regan hugged that curvy white body in her strong arms because how else could she express, in that moment, the intensity of her love?

		

		“Oh Regan,” Maisie started saying again, whispering the words into her ear. “I can’t believe this is really happening.”

		

		“I know.” Regan never expected it either. Pleasure soared beyond sheer sensation and into the cosmic realm. “I never thought you’d want it.”

		

		And then Regan felt Maisie’s hips moving gently beneath her own, and even that slight motion revitalized her. When she closed her eyes, she could see her energy level rising like mercury in a thermometer, and she responded to Maisie with thrusts of her own, gentle at first, just belly on belly writhing. Her pussy hugged Maisie’s hardness, milking with all her might.

		

		When Maisie grabbed her hips with both hands, Regan arched. It felt good, the way her body was positioned now: her knees on either side of Maisie’s knees, clit pressed firmly against Maisie’s pubic hair. The gritty scratch prompted Regan to press down on Maisie’s pelvis and grind. God, her clit was still sensitive from coming moments ago, but she could build on that. She could come again.

		

		But would Maisie?

		

		“Oh Regan… Regan!” Maisie was thrusting for real now, bending her knees and driving her cock into Regan’s hot cunt. Those hands on Regan’s hips that really did it. Pressing her palms on Maisie’s broad shoulders, Regan picked herself up and dropped back down. God, it felt huge, bigger by the minute.

		

		As Regan watched Maisie’s mouth contort to an expression of pure satisfied lust, it struck her that her girl was going to come. It was going to happen this time. And they were using no protection, no birth control, nothing. If they timed it right, Maisie could pull out, but pulling out was the method that got her fellow Rez girls preggo before they reached the legal drinking age. It wasn’t exactly dependable.

		

		And then Regan had a thought she’d never in her life anticipated: would it really be such a bad thing if she and Maisie had a child together? Maisie would be a great mom, and… hell, Regan had nothing against kids. Might be nice to have a couple rugrats around the old homestead. They could get married, have a nice big wedding with Maisie in a flowing white gown, buy a house together, settle down. Might be better than nice.

		

		“Regan!” Maisie’s eyes clenched shut. She threw her head at a violent angle against her pillow. Her voice was high-pitched and strained when she said, “Oh God, Regan, I’m gonna come!”

		

		“Then come, babe!” Regan scoured her clit with Maisie’s pubes, writhing in small circles, making her pussy as tight as could be. “I’ll come with you. Just do it, fill me up.”

		

		Maisie moaned and laughed at once. “Fill me up, buttercup.” Each word was a hiccup with a moan in between.

		

		Leaning flush to Maisie’s body, tits on tits, Regan writhed and squeezed and finished those song lyrics. “Don’t break my heart.”

		

		Maisie bucked so hard she drove Regan up in the air. The pained expression on Maisie’s face put Regan over the edge, and she dropped her face into the crook of her girlfriend’s neck, whimpering and moaning. She felt Maisie’s orgasm through her entire body, all the way out to her fingers and toes, like a thick heat.

		

		The idea of Maisie’s cum dripping from her pussy made her muscles clench, grasping that ecstatic cock, never wanting to let go.

		

		And, in that moment, she knew she would never have to let go. Maisie would be hers forever. They belonged to each other.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		The Greatest Gifts of All

		

		Sometimes Regan wasn’t sure whether she’d been sleeping or just resting her eyes. Maisie was definitely out of it, if the girl’s snoring was any indication, but Regan couldn’t bring herself to move. Maisie’s spent cock was still inside her, and there was something unspeakably precious about that feeling.

		

		When Regan realized she hadn’t yet given Maisie the gift she’d picked out, she urged her body to roll out of bed in search of it. That’s when Maisie stirred, making incomprehensible sleep-talk noises. “Where are you going?”

		

		“Nowhere.” Regan found the little box and came to bed just as Maisie shifted out of it.

		“Just let me pee. I’ll be right back.”

		

		“Oh…”

		

		Maisie slipped on a thick terry robe and tiptoed into the hallway, leaving Regan to contemplate the jewellery box in her hand. She pulled the covers up to conceal her bare breasts. She should have bought that ring. At the time, in the store, it seemed too soon—not just for the expenditure, but for the sentiment. Now Regan knew otherwise. They’d known each other long enough. If not now, when?

		

		“Sorry about that.” Maisie slid back into the room and cast off her robe, gliding into bed. “What’s this I see? A gift for me? I think it might be jewellery!”

		

		Regan chuckled softy. “You rhymed.”

		

		“I’m a woman of many talents,” Maisie replied. She turned, then, to open the drawer on her childhood night table. “I bought you jewellery too. I know you’re not big on girly stuff, but I just through it suited you, and wearing it would make you think of me.”

		

		“And you knew we’d be exchanging gifts in bed?” Regan whispered.

		

		The house was dead silent, everyone presumably asleep, if they were back from the hospital.

		

		Maisie looked gorgeous in the moonlight, and it thrilled Regan to see her looking so good without a trace of makeup. “I think what we already gave each other in bed was the greatest gift of all.”

		

		“I think so too.” Regan smirked. “But in case we’re wrong, here’s your Christmas present.”

		

		Maisie snorted laughter, taking the box from Regan and handing her a little bag. Regan wanted to watch Maisie open what she’d chosen, but she was too excited by her gift bag not to dig right in. She really thought Maisie wasn’t getting her anything.

		

		The box in the bag looked familiar—they’d obviously bought each other’s gifts in the same shop—and when Regan opened it up, she was sure there’d been some mistake. It was an odd feeling of déjà vu and mix-up, until she looked into Maisie’s hands and saw the very same thing.

		

		They gazed at each other, stunned, and then broke into laughter. What were the chances that they’d buy each other the exact same thing?

		

		“I love it!” Maisie said, fiddling with the clasp. “It’s my birthstone, you know.”

		

		Regan nodded. “That’s why I bought it. And you’re right: I’m not usually big on jewellery, but there was something about the big square cut of the ruby and the little tiny diamonds all around that spoke to me. Just about anything else I wouldn’t wear, but this I will, every day.”

		

		Beaming, Maisie said, “I knew it. I’m so glad. Thank you.”

		

		“Thank you.” Regan leaned in as Maisie did, and they planted little kissed across each other’s cheeks and lips.

		

		In the sweetness of the moment, a thought occurred to Regan, and it made her straighten up in bed.

		

		“We didn’t use any birth control.” She tried to say it without bias, to gauge Maisie’s reaction.

		

		Maisie breathed softly, tilting her head to one side. “I know.”

		

		For a long moment, they just looked at one another, exploring each other’s expressions.

		

		“I’m thinking,” Regan said, still amazed at herself for going to this place. “I’m thinking it wouldn’t be so bad to have kids together, while we still can—that sort of thing. After you have your surgery, whenever you get to that point, we won’t be able to.”

		

		“I never in a million years…” A smile broke across Maisie’s lips. “Is that what you want?”

		

		Regan shrugged. She was sure, but she wasn’t. It was hard to express exactly how she felt. “I know you, babe. You would love to bring up babies, and the idea of you holding our child… honey, it makes my heart melt. I would do anything for you, Maisie. Maybe this wasn’t on my radar before, but it’s the best gift I could ever hope to give you.”

		

		Their silence rested still as a glass lake on a clear day. It was a perfect moment.

		

		Until it was interrupted by: “Oh Linda!”

		

		Maisie’s eyes grew wide, and they both turned toward her bedroom door.

		

		“Oh Leonard!”

		

		“Oh Linda!”

		

		“Oh Leonard!”

		

		Maisie was the first to laugh, and Regan quickly followed suit even though the very idea made her queasy. “Your mom… and my dad?”

		

		“Eww!” Maisie shook her hands in front of her, sticking out her tongue like the image left a bad taste in her mouth. “Merry Christmas to all!”

		

		“Our parents are doing the nasty.” Regan found herself laughing, because what else could she do? It was gross, but it was also kind of nice.

		

		But mainly, it was gross.

		

		“If our parents get married, we’ll be stepsisters.” Maisie said it in awe, like the dawning thought impressed her beyond imagining. And then she laughed, too. “If we have a baby, it’ll be so fucked up. Your mommies aren’t just lesbians, they’re also related!”

		

		“Ha!” But that word, lesbians, brought Regan back to her father’s dinner conversation. She didn’t remember contemplating what he’d said at the time, but now, after everything that had happened, after passing out with Jerry and sleeping with Maisie, things seemed clearer in her mind.

		

		“What are you thinking?” Maisie asked.

		

		With a shrug that came off more subtle than she felt about all this, Regan looked into Maisie’s coffee-brown eyes. “Together, as a couple, we’re lesbians. We’re a lesbian couple. But you on your own, you’re not only a lesbian, you’re also trans. And me on my own… my dad was right, I am Two-Spirit.”

		

		The realization and the statement of fact moved Regan almost to tears. If she were the type who cried about things, she’d surely be crying now.

		

		“I’m Two-Spirit, Maisie. If I said I’m not, that would be like denying that I’m Cree. But I am Cree. I’m Aayahkwew, third gender.”

		

		The awed tears in her eyes finally fell when Maisie kissed her cheeks. “You’re part of a tradition.”

		

		Regan thought she knew who she was. She didn’t figure she’d ever change, but now look at her: Two-Spirit, wanting to marry, willing to make babies. A few years ago, she’d have found this all unfathomable, but now it was reality. Everything on the horizon seemed frightening and unfamiliar, yet with Maisie at her side, Regan felt nothing but comfort.

		

		And then, down the hall, Maisie’s mom cried out, “Spank me, Leonard! Smack my ass!”

		

		Regan collapsed in Maisie’s arms. She was sure, in that moment, they would never stop laughing.

		

		The End
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		If you enjoyed The Red Satin Collection, you might also enjoy:

		

		Friday Night Lipstick

		By Giselle Renarde

		

		When Layla and Bernice first met, they'd never heard the word "transgender."  Back then, they thought of themselves as cross-dressers and frequented gay clubs together.

		

		Twenty years later, Layla is a glamorous and successful real estate agent living as a woman full-time.  Repressed Bernice is still married to a woman who won't let go of the husband Bernice used to be. She spends her lonely nights dreaming of a life with lovely Layla.

		

		While Bernice is trapped in a hopeless relationship, Layla seems perfectly content hopping from bed to bed.  On Friday night, when their facades break down, will these long-time friends finally admit their love for one another?

		

		And even if they do, how will married Bernice and swinging single Layla build a future together?

		

		Read the first chapter from Friday Night Lipstick:

		

		“Ooooh, get this one!” Layla plucked a black tube from the display. “Bold ruby red, no more of that beige stuff.”

		

		“It’s not beige.” Bernice rifled through her purse and pulled out the subdued shade she had on. “Rose Glow.”

		

		Layla closed her eyes and let out an exaggerated snore.

		

		“I’m not saying the red’s a bad colour.” Bernice didn’t want Layla to feel personally rejected just because she didn’t like the lipstick. “But it’s a you colour, not a me colour. That’s all I’m saying.”

		

		“But it could be a you colour.” When Layla glanced at the sticker on the bottom of the tube, a sneaky grin bled across her lips. “You won’t believe what this shade is called: Friday Night.”

		

		Bernice rolled her eyes, but she couldn’t stop from smirking. “Oh, so what?”

		

		Layla pressed the tube into Bernice’s palm. “It’s a sign from the Club Gods, Bebe: you’re destined to come to Pansexy Friday with me. Come on, you said Rosanna’s out of town this weekend. Why not?”

		

		A chill ran down Bernice’s spine. “That club’s so sleazy, Lay. I’m too old for it all.”

		

		“You’re too old for fun?” Layla set both hands on the hips of her polka-dot skirt. “If you’re too old for short skirts and dancing and Friday Night lipstick, you’re too old for life.”

		

		“Easy for you to say—you’ve got legs like Tina Turner. At this stage of life, short skirts only drew attention to my chunky thighs.”

		

		“Say yes!” Layla winked. “Or I’ll drag you to T-Girl Thursday, too.”

		

		Bernice’s stomach lurched when two young girls at the makeup counter glanced up and then quickly away. She tried not to see the smirks, the bitten lips. She tried not to hear the stifled laughter and whispered words.

		

		D’you think they’re trannies?

		

		Maybe, yeah. The one in polka-dots for sure.

		

		Yeah, for sure.

		

		Bernice’s throat closed up. Those teens obviously had no idea there were human hearts behind her falsie breasts, no clue their words were daggers.

		

		Oblivious, Layla prattled on, defending her beloved club. She obviously hadn’t heard the girls, not that she’d have been hurt. Layla was made of steel.

		

		“They’re not all creeps, you know.” Layla had moved on to the eyeliners, testing them against the back of her hand. “We get a lot of cute guys on Thursdays. You’d be surprised.”

		

		“Guys aren’t exactly my cup of tea.” Bernice pasted on a smile, despite the sting of being called out by those young women.

		

		“Fine.” Layla raised an eyebrow and lowered her voice. “More for me.”

		

		If only Bernice could be more like Layla: proud and confident… comfortable in her own skin. They’d been spending a lot of time together lately—much more than usual—and her heart beat a little faster every time they hugged hello.

		

		Maybe Pansexy Friday wouldn’t be too bad if she stuck by Layla’s side.

		

		While Bernice twirled her Friday Night lipstick between her fingers, the sales associates actively avoided them—not unusual. Nobody knew what to say. And how could Bernice blame them? After all these years, even Rosanna didn’t know how to talk to a “husband” in women’s clothing.

		

		Leaning against the makeup counter, Bernice watched Layla pick up pots of eye shadow and set them back down, absently humming If You Could Read My Mind. When Bernice finally glanced at the price on the bottom of the tube, she laughed so loudly one of the store clerks looked straight at her—and then spun in the opposite direction.

		

		Covering her mouth, Bernice said, “Lay, this lipstick is twenty-seven dollars!”

		

		“Cheapskate.” Layla grabbed the tube from Bernice. “I’ll buy it for you.”

		

		“Oh, I couldn’t ask you to do that.” The thrill of getting something for nothing planted a giddy smile on her lips. “Gosh, what might you want in return? I’m not like other girls…”

		

		“That’s right. Other girls aren’t afraid to spend a couple bucks on lipstick.”

		

		“Twenty-seven bucks!”

		

		Layla picked up a powder brush, grinning like she’d found Nirvana. “I keep telling you, Bebe, get into the real estate game. Even when the market’s in the crapper, it’s still diamonds and caviar. And you’re helping people find a home—you like helping people.”

		

		“I couldn’t do real estate.” How did Layla pick up so many clients, the way she dressed? “I don’t have your pizzazz—never mind the training, education, certification, connections.”

		

		But Layla had already taken off toward the register, pulling her designer wallet from her handbag. It was crazy to spend so much on a lipstick, Friday Night or otherwise. Bernice shivered, feeling ten years younger. When was the last time anyone had bought her such a pricey yet frivolous gift, something just for her, a little treat?

		

		Never.

		

		Maybe she would go to Pansexy Friday after all—and wearing her Friday Night lipstick to boot! Like Layla said, Rosanna would be out of town. Nobody would know but Layla and Bernice, and it could be their little secret.
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