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Chapter 1

 


 I guess I'm lucky. Coming out to my parents wound up being far
easier than I thought it would be. Maybe they already knew, I'm
sure my mother did. We were on our last summer family trip before I
was off to college. When we got to the beach house that we had
rented every year and were unpacking I told my mom that, "I kind
of, sort of forgot to pack my clothes."

 


Mom lit up, she always did like the thrift
stores. As she gleefully went through some clothes racks, looking
for the right sort of things for me, I did, too. I approached her,
nervously, with my selections in hand. Some things that I wanted to
try on. She must've seen me out of her peripheral and grabbed a
couple of items that she had on top of the rack, turning excitedly
to show me what she had picked out. When she saw what I had in my
hands, the smile left her face for just a moment and then it was
back again, though it seemed a bit forced. "Are you sure?" she
asked.

 


I nodded. "I think it's time," I said. I
tried to hide my nervousness, tried to put on a bold front. I
wanted her to know that this was who I was and who I intended to be
from now on. Slowly, she nodded. She quickly slipped her selections
back onto the rack and looked my choices over. Slowly, her smile
became genuine as she got into the spirit of things and it made me
feel so much better.

 


"I think you should try them on," she said.
"Make sure they fit and make sure you like how you look in them." I
grinned so wide that I thought my cheeks would split open. I
quickly grabbed them back from her, then leaned in and gave her a
kiss on the cheek.

 


"Thanks, Mom!"

 


I had picked out perhaps a dozen items, most
of them very casual, summer beach stuff. I tried them on, one after
the other. There were a couple that I rejected as I looked at
myself in the mirror but every time I found something that I liked,
I opened the curtain to show my mother for her approval. Once or
twice, I got some disapproving glances from some of the other
shoppers but I wasn't about to let that dissuade me. I knew that
not everyone was going to be so accepting but it was my life.

 


"You know," she said as we left thrift store
with our purchases, "you're going to need a bathing suit." I guess
this is where you could put in a record scratch. I hadn't given it
quite that much thought. "You kids always go swimming," she said.
"You don't want to be the odd person out, do you?"

 


She was right. It made me nervous as hell
but she was right. "Something cute," I said. "A bikini!" Mom's jaw
dropped. There was so much more shopping to do, too. Underwear, for
instance. You can't get that at the thrift store. And makeup... And
something really, really nice for my father. Something to soften
the impact, I guess.

 


My parents' voices were a
little raised, more than usual, as I tried on my new outfits in my
room. The first thing I tried on was a brand-new pair of panties.
Mom had to eyeball them for me and I have to say she did a really
good job. They felt so much silkier and smoother than the briefs I
was used to. Cooler. Natural. I looked at myself in the mirror,
covering my nipples with my hands and swaying back and forth, even
turning my backside to it in order to check out my
reflection. Not bad, I thought. Sure, there was a telltale lump in the front but I
was certain my somewhat baggy shorts would cover it for
now.

 


Mom helped me figure out the bra situations,
selecting a nice B cup. "You can stuff them with some Kleenex or
something." Afterward, I slipped into the shorts and put on a loose
T. I decided to skip the makeup, for now, thinking this was enough
for my father to absorb in one sitting. However, I did tease my
longish dark hair, adding just a touch of product to make it look
somewhat sassy. Things got kind of quiet downstairs so I took one
last look in the mirror, then decided it was time.
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