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Chapter 1

 


 Shortly after graduation, I turned eighteen. It was summer and
I know I probably should have spent it with my friends, the guys I
grew up with, but I just couldn't. I couldn't be somewhere where I
couldn't be myself. I was tired of hiding who I was so I told my
parents I was going to stay with my cousin, Amber.

 


Amber was my best bud, growing up. Her mom
and my mom are sisters and we were born only a week apart. She was
first and never let me forget that, acting like an older sister
even though we were really the same age. Until about twelve or so,
she was a tomboy. Her dad was a jock and being the ultimate daddy's
girl, she wanted to make him proud and dove head-first into sports
and she was really good at it, too. Much better than me, that's for
sure. My dad rarely let me forget that, either.

 


At thirteen, though, puberty hit and...
well, Amber grew into a very beautiful young woman. She still
played sports with every bit of gusto as before but off the field,
she became the popular girl. Guys were all over her. I would get
teased about it, too. Even my friends would ask me if I had the
chance, would I do her. I always laughed it off or told them to
stop being so disgusting. "She's my cousin, dude," I would say.

 


The truth was, I couldn't stop looking at
her, either. I couldn't stop fantasizing about her and her life. I
didn't want her or anything – nothing like that. I just wanted to
be her.

 


My name is Cary. I knew there was something
different about me at a very young age but I could never quite put
my finger on it. I played with the boys more than I hung out with
Amber but when she got into roller skating, so did I. The guys
teased me so much and, of course, I didn't want to be the odd one
out so I switched to a board. As it turns out, that was the perfect
way to hide.

 


By the time I was 11 or 12, I really began
to figure things out. I also came out as gay to Amber and she gave
me a hug and told me she loved me. I knew her parents would
probably understand but mine wouldn't and, being related, I had to
get her to swear not to tell hers because they were a family that
shared everything.

 


About that time, too, I started wearing my
hair longer – a lot of the guys did. The whole skateboarding/metal
look. I cringed, though, at the masculine shape I had to give it,
just to fit in. It wasn't me. I had lied to Amber, just a little. I
wasn't gay. I wasn't a boy. Sure, I had the parts of one, but I was
sure that I was a girl. I just didn't know how to tell her that.
Heck, I could barely comprehend it, myself. But saying I was gay
worked because I liked boys.

 


A lot.

 


But where we were growing up? Well, it was
just a bit too small of a town... Very provincial. It wasn't quite
one of those "where everybody knows everybody" kind of places but
you probably knew about half of them and that was too many.

 


So as my boarding buddies started spreading
out beyond our group, I found myself hanging out with Amber, more
and more. We were always close and when it was just the two of us,
I was free to be me. Well, gay me.

 


"It's too bad you're gay," she told me, more
than once, followed by whichever one of her friends currently had a
crush on me. Half the time, I swear, I countered with, "Her
brother's cute. Do you think he'd go out with me?"

 


I'm not going to lie, I cried once or twice
on her shoulder. There was enough pressure keeping the one secret
but I had her to share that burden with me. It was the other that
was killing me. I yearned to be free.

 


Fate dealt us a cruel blow just before our
senior year. Her dad got a new job on the coast. Things happened so
fast that they moved before they could even sell the house. Just
like that, the one person I could confide in was gone. I was
alone.

 


I soldiered through, though. I hung out with
friends and even dated a few girls. I tried making out with them to
see if I liked it. It was fun but it never excited me like it
should. Watching them kiss other boys, later, after they had given
up on me... Now, that made me tingle. Only I wished I was the one
kissing the boy. The one tool I did have was I learned how to put
myself into the friendzone. On the couple of occasions where that
didn't work, I got out of it for religious reasons.

 


I hadn't been to church in years...

 


Somehow, I made it through school with my
virtue intact. It was my last chance to hang around and goof off
with my friends. I was blessed with a full-ride scholarship to
college so my parents didn't make me get a job. "What are your
plans for the summer?" asked Dad, shortly after the birthday dinner
they threw for me. I smiled.
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