
Lessons in Girlhood
OBLIGATORY CONTENT WARNING: The following story contains BULLYING, MILD VIOLENCE, and some PAWS ON SEX EDUCATION BETWEEN CUBS including some level of MOTHER/DAUGHTER INCEST. If any of this offends you (or if the bullying might be a sore spot), DO NOT READ ON. By reading beyond this point, you accept responsibility for your reactions and agree not to indemnify the author. For those whom we haven't scared off… enjoy!
All characters are fictional and the real life situations depicted are not condoned by the author.
Jamie gritted her teeth as she climbed out of her dad’s car with Ellie. She loved school, but that bully Tyler had been making it rough.
“Have a good day at school,” Keith said.
“Thanks, Daddy. Love you,” Jamie replied. She blew her father a kiss, then turned her attention to the school building.
“Love you too, princess!” her father replied as she closed the door.
Ellie took the arctic vixen’s paw. “It’ll be okay, promise,” she said. “You’ve got me!”
She smiled at her friend. At least she had Ellie.
At first, it seemed like she’d escape the cat’s ire. She didn’t even see him until right before class started. He was unusually quiet. Maybe his reign of terror had finally come to an end! A couple weeks ago Ellie had complained to the principal about his bullying, and Jamie’d even talked to her dad about it. He’d called the school to ask that something be done, and Tyler had been laying off since.
Then lunch came around. As soon as they were in line, Tyler materialized right behind Jamie.
“Hey, freak,” he said. “Gonna use the wrong bathroom again today?”
The arctic vixen huffed. “I’m a girl, and I use the girl’s room.”
“Stupid boy,” Tyler said. “I bet you just wanna peek at the girls.”
“Shut up, Tyler,” Ellie said. “Jamie’s a girl.”
The cat scoffed. “If he’s a girl then I’m a mongoose.”
Jamie looked around for a teacher. Not seeing one, she turned to the cat. “I guess you’re a mongoose, then.”
“Whatever, JAMES,” Tyler said. “Freak boy.”
The arctic vixen made a split second decision. With no teacher around, and most of the cubs too wrapped up in waiting in the lunch line to notice, she stomped the feline’s footpaw.
“Oooooow!” Tyler cried.
“Oops,” Jamie said. “Better watch where you’re going.”
Tyler glared at her, then went in for a kick, aiming between Jamie’s legs. The vixen dodged it, though she didn’t notice the punch he threw until it collided with her muzzle.
“Tyler!”
Thankfully, a teacher noticed. In came one of the other third grade teachers, Mr. Patterson. The dalmatian looked PISSED.
“How dare you hit a girl! Principal’s office!” Mr. Patterson barked.
The cat glared defiantly at the dog. “He’s not a girl, he’s a freaky boy and he stepped on my footpaw first!” Tyler protested.
Mr. Patterson crossed his arms. “We both know she’s a girl, Tyler, but even if she wasn’t, hitting another student is not acceptable behavior. Principal’s office.” He met the feline with his sternest glare. Usually he was a very gentle teacher, and seeing him angry was rare.
Tyler shot Jamie one last dirty look. “You’re gonna regret that, BOY,” he hissed before sulking off to the principal’s office.
“Are you okay?” Mr. Patterson asked.
Jamie shrugged and nursed her jaw. “I… think so?”
“A trip to the nurse’s office might be in order, especially if that starts swelling,” the teacher said.
The arctic vixen shrugged. “Can I eat lunch first?”
“Of course,” he said. But the teacher wasn’t done with them. “Jamie, I have to ask, did you step on Tyler’s footpaw?”
“It was an accident,” Jamie said. “He wasn’t watching where he was going and practically walked into me. And he kept calling me a boy.”
The teacher sighed. “I’m sorry that happened. Just… be more careful next time, okay?”
Jamie nodded. As soon as he walked away, Ellie grabbed Jamie’s paw.
“That was really good,” she whispered, struggling to keep in her giggles.
“The meanie deserved it,” Jamie said.
“Totally,” Ellie replied. “Hope he didn’t hit you too hard.”
“Nah, not really,” Jamie said. “S’a lil sore but not bad.”
After lunch she declined the trip to the nurse’s office. Though during her next class she got called into the principal’s office.
Mrs. Goodwin looked down at Jamie as she sat down in front of the sheep’s desk. “I heard there was a little fight in the lunch room today,” she said. “I’d like to hear your side of the story.”
Jamie sighed. “Tyler was calling me a boy again,” she muttered. “I might’ve stepped on his footpaw, but it was an accident.” She couldn’t bring herself to look at the sheep.
“Was it really an accident?” Mrs. Goodwin asked. The vixen shook her head. “Well, I can’t condone what you did, but I understand it. I’ll let you off with a warning this time, but next time he does this, please tell a teacher.”
“Okay,” Jamie said. She looked up at the sheep. “What’s going to happen to him?”
The sheep shook her head. “I can’t tell you exactly, but I can assure you that he’s being punished for what he did. Violence in school is unacceptable.” She leaned in a little. “How’s your face? Did you go to the nurse?”
The vixen shook her head. “I’m fine, really,” she said.
“Alright,” Mrs. Goodwin said. “I’ll be calling your parents to tell them what happened.”
Her ears perked. What would Daddy think? “Please don’t tell him I’m a girl…”
The principal smiled. “Of course. Though he seems pretty accepting if he lets you wear girl clothes to school.”
Jamie bit her lip. “I know, I just… I’m scared…”
“Of what?” Mrs. Goodwin asked.
The vixen hesitated. “Promise you’ll keep this a secret?”
Mrs. Goodwin got down on a knee to bring herself to eye level with the vixen. “I promise. What do you need to tell me?”
She took a breath. “Mommy left ‘cause of me… I don’t wanna lose Daddy, too…”
“Oh, Jamie,” Mrs. Goodwin said. “I’m sure you had nothing to do with your mother leaving your father. There are lots of reasons that marriages don’t work out. Don’t blame yourself.” She paused a moment. “Would you like to speak with the guidance counselor about your worries?”
“Isn’t that for bad cubs?” Jamie asked.
“Not at all,” Mrs. Goodwin replied. “Mrs. Shepherd is here for any cub who needs her. She could help put those fears to rest.”
“I’ll think about it,” Jamie said.
“Good girl,” Mrs. Goodwin said. “Now, back to class with you.”
When Jamie returned to her classroom, she noticed something. Tyler wasn’t there. He didn’t come back for the rest of the day. She felt a little bad for getting him in trouble, but he WAS a jerk and kinda deserved it. At least she didn’t have to worry about any more teasing from him. And she was going to Ellie’s house after school, which always put her at ease. Teddy was nice, but he could be a little weird sometimes.
She beamed as she walked paw in paw with Ellie to her dad’s car. He’d been picking them up more now that he wasn’t working anymore. An early retirement, he called it.
They spent the drive home just talking about their day. Jamie purposely left out the fight with Tyler, though she didn’t get to dodge it.
“A boy hit Jamie today,” Ellie said.
Jamie cringed. She’d wanted to forget about Tyler.
“Yikes! You okay, kit?” Dan asked.
“Uh huh. It didn’t really hurt THAT much,” Jamie said.
Dan shook his head. “How dare he hit such a precious girl.”
“He was makin’ fun of her and callin’ her a boy,” Ellie said.
The elder fox sighed. “One of thoooose,” he said. “Don’t let him get under your skin. We all know you’re a girl, Jamie.”
The arctic vixen nodded, but remained quiet for the rest of the drive, which thankfully wasn’t far.
“Come on, let’s go play some video games!” Ellie said. She grabbed Jamie’s paw and led her through the house.
When they got down to the den, Ellie’s brother Robbie and his friend Martin were already there, in the middle of a match on Smash.
“Hi, big brother!” Ellie cried as she ran up to him.
The chubby fox boy squeaked as Ellie threw her arms around him. “Ellie, geez, can’t you see I’m in the middle of a game?!”
The wolf boy took advantage of the distraction to knock the fox’s character off the stage. “And that’s the game!” Martin cried.
Ellie squeaked and backed up. “Sorry, big bro…”
“Yeah, yeah,” Robbie muttered.
As Jamie walked around the couch, she saw that the boys were just in their underwear. Martin raised an eyebrow as he looked at Jamie in her dress. “You always dress like a girl?” he asked.
The arctic vixen nodded. “Uh huh.”
“That’s ‘cause she is a girl!” Ellie said. “Right, Jamie?”
Jamie nodded. “Uh huh…” It still felt weird saying that, especially when she couldn’t bring herself to tell Dad that she wanted to be a girl full time. But at the same time, being a boy just didn’t feel right.
“You can just do that?” Martin asked.
“Yeah!” Ellie said. “Mommy told us about it. She’s transgender!”
“Shouldn’t you let HER be the one to tell us that?” Robbie asked.
The red vixen’s ears and tail drooped. “Oh… yeah, I guess…”
The arctic vixen squirmed. “I-it’s true, though… I’m a girl.”
Martin shrugged. “Hey, whatever makes you happy.”
“It does,” Jamie muttered.
“I think it’s really brave to be yourself like this,” Robbie said.
Jamie smiled weakly. At least Ellie’s brother was okay sometimes.
“Yeah, I guess that’s true,” Martin said. “I’d never wear girl clothes to school!”
“Well, duh! You’re not a girl,” Ellie said.
“Thank goodness for that,” Martin replied. He yelped as Robbie elbowed his side.
“Martin, don’t be mean,” Robbie said.
The wolf’s ears drooped. “What? I’m just glad I’m a boy. Is that so wrong?”
Robbie shook his head. “Oh, Martin…”
Ellie grabbed Jamie’s paw. “Come on, let’s go play in my room.”
Before she could say anything else, the arctic vixen found herself tugged off to the red vixen’s room. Once there, Ellie released her paw and pulled off her dress, then flopped on her bed.
Jamie bit her lip. It was nice being naked around Ellie, but it was nice wearing her new girl clothes, too. When Ellie smiled at her, though, the arctic vixen made up her mind. She pulled off her dress and flopped down on the vixen’s bed next to her.
Snuggling with Ellie was nice. Their fur touched, only their panties keeping them from full nudity. Ellie nuzzled Jamie’s cheek, then snuck a quick kiss. Jamie grinned and kissed her back, and soon they were kissing each other all over, their tails wagging.
It was cozy, right up until Ellie wiggled out of her panties. She giggled as she laid them on Jamie’s muzzle. “Do you wanna have some nakie fun?” Ellie asked.
The arctic fox shrugged. “I mean, I guess I can get nakie,” she said. She wiggled out of her own panties and looked down at her bits. Though she didn’t have long before Ellie was up in her lap, her puss inadvertently rubbing against Jamie’s flaccid penis.
“Is it okay if we play like this?” Ellie asked.
Jamie sighed. “I wish I was a real girl…”
Ellie blinked and looked down. “Oh… I’m sorry.” She rubbed her chin, then grabbed Jamie’s paw. “I bet Mommy might know how you can be a real girl! C’mon!”
Jamie squeaked as she found herself tugged along around the house. They found Ellie’s mom in her office, typing away at her computer.
“Mommy, can you help us?” Ellie asked.
Terry took off her glasses and smiled at the vixens. “Of course, sweetie. What do you need help with?”
The red vixen squeezed the arctic vixen’s paw. “Jamie’s sad ‘cause she wants to be a real girl. You know lotsa things. How can she be a real girl?”
The elder vixen leaned back in her chair. “Well, first of all, Jamie is a real girl if she thinks she is, even if she wasn’t born with girl parts. But if she wants them when she’s older, there are surgeries that can turn her penis into a vagina.”
“So I could be a real girl?” Jamie asked, her ears perking up. There was hope!
“Close to,” Terry replied. “You wouldn’t be able to have kits like a girl who was born with those parts would, but in terms of being able to have sex, you’d be functionally identical.”
Ellie flicked her ears and smiled at Jamie. “See? You can be a real girl when you’re older!”
When she was older. “How old do I have to be for it?” Jamie asked.
“You have to be at least eighteen,” Terry said. “And you have to be really sure you want it, and get doctors to sign off on it.” She sighed and shook her head. “I know a couple of trans furs who had the surgery and they told me how much of a pain it was to get qualified for the surgery.”
Jamie’s heart sank. Ten more years before she could be a girl? “That’s not fair!” Jamie said.
“Well, the doctors don’t want any fur to be rushing into it,” Terry said. “Though I did date trans female who didn’t want the surgery, and she taught me a few things…”
Ellie tilted her head. “Some girls don’t wanna have girl parts?” she asked.
Terry shook her head. “Some don’t, no.”
“How do they play sex, then?” Ellie asked.
Her mother smirked. “It varies. She liked to use her penis sometimes, and it was… quite different from a male’s penis. Sometimes I grabbed my strap-on and used that on her. Other times we just used our mouths.”
The arctic vixen found herself thinking hard. She and Ellie had played around a few times since she’d gotten her sex ed from her parents, but they hadn’t played since Jamie’s dad had showed her how to play with herself like a girl. “So like… treating my butt like a vagina, and my, umm… part like a clit?” Jamie asked, recalling the words her father had used.
Ellie and Terry both looked at her.
“Well, that’s one way to play, yes,” Terry said.
“How’s that work, though?” Ellie asked. “Butts don’t get wet like my vagina does!”
“Lube helps,” Terry said. “But penetration isn’t necessary unless you want it.”
The red vixen looked at her mother. “Why do furs like puttin’ stuff in their butts, anyway?”
“It feels good,” Jamie said before Terry could answer.
The elder vixen giggled. “Sounds like somefur’s been experimenting… I can help you two explore that more, if you like.”
Ellie perked up. “Yes please, Mommy!”
Exploring with Ellie sounded nice. Jamie smiled as Terry got up and led them up to her bedroom.
It felt just a little weird going in Ellie’s mom’s bedroom. Sure, they’d passed through it plenty of times to use the bigger tub in her bathroom for baths together, and in a couple games of hide and seek Jamie had sought out hiding places in here, but this felt different. To be fair, though, it really WAS different. She followed Ellie up onto the bed, and both looked at Terry, Jamie curiously, Ellie excitedly.
Terry opened a drawer on one of the bedside tables and pulled out a bottle of clear liquid.
“Fox Glide!” Jamie said.
“What’s that?” Ellie asked.
“It’s a special slippery liquid called ‘lube,’” Terry said.
“My Daddy keeps some in his bedside table!” Jamie said.
The elder vixen giggled. “I’m not surprised.” She popped the bottle open. “Was someone experimenting?”
Jamie wiggled a little. “Daddy showed me some stuff…”
“Like my Mommy and Daddy did?” Ellie asked. “They showed us bunches of stu-“
“Ellie, what did I tell you about that?” Terry said.
Ellie tilted her head. “Uh… I don’t remember?”
Terry shook her head. “Well, I suppose it’s okay for Jamie to know, since I’m showing you both things. But Jamie, Ellie, this is something you can’t tell anyfur about. It’s very private.”
“Not even Daddy?” Jamie asked.
The elder vixen was quiet for a moment. “Well, you can tell Keith. But no one else. Okay?”
“Okay,” Jamie said. The arctic fox wiggled. She had some idea already what his friend’s mom might do, but she was still curious.
Sure enough, Terry started introducing Ellie to the arctic vixen’s parts using the words for girl parts. Her clit, her vagina, everything Daddy had done. Jamie zoned this out. She knew this already, so she focused instead on Ellie’s reactions. Her friend’s eyes lit up, and she smiled.
“That’s not hard!” Ellie said. She giggled and leaned in. “Jamie, may I lick your clit?”
The arctic vixen blushed but nodded. “Y-yes please…”
Her clit hadn’t been hard before, but it quickly stiffened as Ellie started enthusiastically licking it. It felt really good having her friend pleasure her like this. Jamie panted softly, closing her eyes to focus on the warm tingles from her groin.
After barely a minute, though, Ellie stopped. Jamie opened her eyes and looked at her friend. The vixen had a cheeky grin.
“Do you wanna try licking my pussy, too?” Ellie asked.
Jamie nodded so hard she thought her head might fly off. “Yes yes yes!”
Her friend giggled and climbed around, crawling on top of her with her groin over Jamie’s head, then resumed licking Jamie’s clit.
Terry leaned in and gently spread Ellie’s lips. “This whole area is her vulva. These are her labia,” the elder vixen explained as she traced around her daughter’s lips. “And right here… is her clit.” She rubbed a finger over the little nub at the crown of Ellie’s vulva. “And right here is her vagina.” She gently poked at her daughter’s entrance, showing her off to the arctic vixen.
So that’s what a real girl’s parts looked like. Sure, she’d seen Ellie naked loads of times, but she’d never gotten to examine her parts this close. They looked really nice. Without a moment’s hesitation, Jamie lifted her head and kissed Ellie’s clit, then started working her tongue over it just like Ellie was doing to her clit.
The first thing Jamie noted was how soft Ellie’s vulva was against her tongue. That was immediately followed up with how she tasted: sweet and a little tangy. She licked eagerly between her friend’s legs, alternating between her clit and the source of that sweetness. Ellie tasted gooooood.
She got so wrapped up in exploring Ellie’s vulva with her tongue that she barely noticed when Ellie stopped licking her clit. Not even Terry’s paws spreading her legs apart really registered. But when the red vixen kit’s finger met her bottom - her vagina, she corrected - THAT she took notice of.
“How’s this feel, Jamie?” Terry asked.
It took Jamie a moment to tear her muzzle away from Ellie’s vulva to answer. “I-it’s nice,” she said. She took a little pause to catch her breath as Ellie started experimentally sliding her finger in and out of her vagina.
“It’s kinda tight,” Ellie said.
“They can be that way, yes,” Terry said. “Try curling your finger towards her clit, sweetie.”
The arctic vixen braced herself for what she knew was coming. Her friend’s finger felt different than Daddy’s, but no less enjoyable despite its smaller size. Jamie gasped, her toes curling, clit throbbing, as a wave of pleasure flooded her body. Her paws gripped the bedsheets as her friend’s mother guided the red vixen’s paw.
Warmth engulfed her clit again. Jamie arched her back and let out a quaky moan. Her body trembled as her friend’s ministrations brought her to the swiftest orgasm of her life. Daddy was fun, but something about doing it with a girl, especially with her best friend, was so much BETTER.
Waves of pleasure flooded her body. Her paws gripped Ellie’s bottom, pulling her friend in so she could bury her nose in the vixen’s vulva.
As she came down from her orgasm, a thought flitted across Jamie’s mind. As she licked Ellie’s clit, she brought a finger in and prodded at her vagina. Her digit slid in surprisingly easily, slipping into the red vixen’s velvety soft hole. Then she curled her finger towards Ellie’s clit, just like her friend had done.
Ellie gasped, the arctic vixen’s clit slipping from her muzzle. “J-Jamie… d-do that more!” she squeaked.
Jamie grinned. Apparently that DID work on girls who were born with the right parts! She started rubbing in earnest, her finger pumping back and forth into her friend’s warm, slick vagina. Playing with a girl was a ton of fun!
It wasn’t long before Ellie started shivering on top of her. The red vixen’s tail stuck straight out, her fur all fluffed up, as she let out a few whimpery moans. All the while Jamie kept up with her licks and finger movements, the arctic vixen determined to return the favor for how good her friend had made her feel.
“Stop stop,” Ellie gasped.
Jamie squeaked as her friend rolled off of her. She sat up and looked at the red vixen. “Did I do something wrong?” she asked.
Ellie shook her head. “No,” she panted. “Just… t-too much…” She sat up and hugged Jamie. “It felt real good, though.”
The arctic vixen beamed. Playing with Ellie had been really fun. Hopefully they’d get to do it again soon!
They spent the rest of the afternoon playing with Ellie’s extensive collection of plushies in her room. As dinner time rolled around, the doorbell rang.
“Jamie! Your dad’s here to walk you home,” Terry called.
She was a little sad to have to get dressed, but get dressed she did. The two vixens ran downstairs to greet Jamie’s dad.
“Are you sure you don’t want to stay for dinner?” Terry asked.
“Much as I’d love to, Teddy’s already got dinner in the oven, and I wouldn’t want to let his effort go to waste,” Keith said. He smiled at his daughter as she entered. “Hey, sweetie.”
Her dad approached her and pulled her into a big hug. “The principal called about your little incident,” he said. “I hope you’re doing okay.”
Ugh, this again. Jamie nodded. “Uh huh. He’s not very good at punching.”
Terry’s ears perked. “What’s this, now?”
“A boy punched me at school,” Jamie said with a shrug. “He was making fun of me for being a girl.”
“Well, I hope you didn’t hit him back,” Terry said.
The arctic vixen kicked a footpaw. “Well, I kinda stepped on his footpaw…”
Keith laughed and patted her shoulder. “Atta girl.” He chuckled when he saw the stern look from Terry. “I know, I shouldn’t encourage it, but I’m proud of my girl for standing up for herself. Is it that same boy who’s been tormenting you, princess?”
Jamie nodded. “Yeah. Tyler. He’s a big poopie head.”
“That he is,” Keith said. “Well, you let me know if it keeps happening. I might have to go in and have a word with the principal myself if it does.”
“You don’t hafta do that,” Jamie said, maybe too quickly. “I don’t wanna get in trouble…”
“If anyone will get in trouble, it’ll be that boy,” Terry said. “Bullying is serious business.”
Her father nodded. “We’ll get it sorted, one way or another.” He held out a paw to her. “Shall we get going then?”
“Okay,” Jamie said. “Bye, Ellie.” She gave her friend a hug, then took her father’s paw and walked out the door with him.
Jamie squeezed her dad’s paw as they walked home together. She knew she could’ve shared when she was back with Ellie and her mom, but she wanted to do this on her own. When they were half way home, she finally got the nerve up.
“Daddy?”
“Yes, princess?” Keith said.
The arctic vixen took a deep breath. “C-can I… be a girl… forever?”
Her father squeezed her paw. “Of course you can, darling. And I’ll love you just as much as my daughter.” He smiled down at her. “I’m glad you told me.”
She smiled back at her dad. “It… feels nice to say it.”
“Good,” Keith said. “I’m proud of you, Jamie. My sweet daughter.”
The vixen threw her arms around her dad. His arms wrapped around her in a warm hug. “I love you, Daddy,” Jamie whispered.
“I love you too, Jamie,” Keith whispered back. He gave her a quick kiss between her ears, then took her paw.
She skipped the whole way home. It felt like no time at all. When they got home, her nose was greeted with the smell of roast chicken. Her stomach grumbled.
“Mmm… smells like Teddy’s been cooking,” Keith said.
The arctic vixen ran to the kitchen. She giggled at the view of Teddy’s bottom as he pulled the chicken out of the oven. The fennec was wearing nothing but an apron. “Hi, Teddy! That smells yummy!”
The fennec squeaked, quickly putting the roasting pan down on the counter. “Oh, uh, thanks, Jamie. I hope you’re doing okay after your school day.”
“Yeah, I’m doing okay,” the vixen said.
Her father chuckled as he entered the room, most of his clothes already gone. “She’s my brave little girl.”
Jamie leaned into her father as she put an arm around her shoulders, and nuzzled his side. Daddy was silly sometimes. She gave him a quick hug, then pulled her dress and panties off. It was nicer to be naked, anyway.
She noticed the fennec watching her. He did that a lot when she was naked at home. “Teddy, how come you stare at me so much?” she asked.
Teddy gasped and averted his eyes. “S-sorry, Jamie, I just… well… uh…”
Keith stepped in and grabbed the fennec’s butt, making him squeak. Jamie giggled. Daddy was silly.
“Still getting used to having the eye candy?” Keith said.
“You could say that,” Teddy muttered.
“What’s eye candy?” Jamie asked.
Her father chuckled and patted her head. “It’s just a way of saying that he likes how you look naked.”
“Oooooooh,” Jamie said. “But I thought you only liked boys! That’s why you’re dating Daddy, right?”
The fennec blushed. “Well, some girls can be cute, too…”
Jamie giggled and wiggled her hips. “Am I pretty when I’m nakie?”
Keith laughed. “I’d say so. Right, Teddy?”
“V-very,” the fennec muttered.
She grinned and hugged him. Her ears almost touched his muzzle.
“It’s okay to hug her back, you know,” Keith whispered, just loud enough for Jamie to hear, too.
The arctic vixen giggled as the fennec hugged her. She also felt his erection poking her tummy. “Hee… you’re pokey,” she said.
Teddy trembled. “Oh, uh… I guess I am… s-sorry…”
The arctic vixen stepped back. It was weird that he was apologizing for it. “Why are ya sayin’ sorry? It happens a lot! Daddy gets pokey, and even I do! See?” She reached down and grabbed her clit, giving it a few strokes until it stiffened up. “There, now it’s like yours!”
Her father smirked and shook his head. “It’s okay to relax a little, Teddy. You’ve been here for over a month. And like I keep telling you, erections happen, and they’re normal.”
Jamie looked between the two adults at the food. “So when do we eat?”
The fennec seemed to relax with the topic change. “The chicken just needs to rest for a couple minutes, then I can carve it. Everything else is ready.”
Dinner was a quiet affair. Roast chicken was Jamie’s favorite meal, and Teddy made the best chicken she’d ever tasted. He was a much better cook than Mommy, a thought that only made her feel a little sad.
Maybe it wasn’t so bad that Mommy left because of Jamie. Daddy seemed a lot happier with Teddy, even if the fennec was a little weird. He was really nice to her, though, like cooking all of her favorite meals and helping her with her homework on days when Daddy worked late.
As they finished up, Keith looked at Jamie. “Would you like to tell Teddy what you told me on the way home?”
The arctic vixen flicked her ears. “Huh? Oh, yeah, I wanna be a girl forever!”
Teddy chuckled. “I was under the impression that you already were,” he said. “You’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen, after all.”
She gasped. “Really?”
“You bet,” Teddy said.
Jamie grinned. She was a girl, and she couldn’t be happier.
* * *

