

Chapter One

“Alright, Dad, I’ll go to the interview!” I said firmly, finally giving in after a long debate.

“You’re making the right decision, Jason.”

My father is recently unemployed after losing his desk job at a local brewery. Because of that occurrence, my parents were no longer able to contribute any more money to my college fund. So the circumstances were either I go to community college for a year, or I can go to a University right away, as long as I got a job.

Finished with the conversation, I made my way up to my room and called my buddy Kyle about the news.

“Good to hear, man!” he said enthusiastically, “having a job will probably be good for you anyway. Always good to learn some responsibility.”

We chatted some more about school and then said bye for the time being.

Even though it was a Friday night, my dad had scheduled an interview for me at this Halloween store chain that just opened up in our downtown area. Being a teenage boy, this was not ideal as I wanted to go out with friends, but a promise is a promise... I threw some shoes on, and took the car to the Halloween store.

I pulled up and parked. The store was called ‘Merlin’s’, and it had a picture of a cartoon wizard next to the fluorescent letters on the roof above the store. It was a rented space in our strip mall, so you could still see the remnants of the signage from the pizza place that used to be there.

I walked inside and the place looked surprisingly impressive. In the front were Halloween decorations like fake skeletons, ravens, etc. In the back, were the costumes and a few changing rooms. There seemed to be a lot of costumes; there were some for men, women, children and even pets. But overall, the store was well-decorated and it looked like the move-in process was coming along for it only being September 28th.

“Can I help you?” the woman at the counter asked.

“Yes, I’d like to speak to the manager. My name is Jason and I’m here for a 7 PM interview.”

“I can help you with that. I’m Sandy Hogan, store manager.”

Sandy was a portly woman with light-brown hair and kind eyes. I shook her hand and she walked me to her office in the back of the store. We strolled past the decorations and the costumes on the way back. There were even more costumes than I previously thought from first glance. Only the men’s costumes, however, were hung up on the racks. The women’s ones were all piled up to the side of the store in their packaging.

We got into her cramped office and she had me pull up a chair next to her desk. “So tell me about yourself, Jason.”

We talked about school for a little while, and I explained that I’m a volleyball player at my high school, a pretty good student, and hoping to make a little money to help with college.

“Well, Jason, you seem like a nice kid, and we need workers, so it looks like you’ve got the job!”

“Thanks so much! When do you want me to start?” I inquired.

“Come in at 9 AM tomorrow to start with the organizing of costumes. You’ll meet all the other workers then too.”

We shook hands again and I left the store and went home happy. For the rest of the night I hung out with my friend Kyle. I told him about my job and he seemed excited for me to start tomorrow.

◆◆◆

Saturday morning came along and I woke up at 8 AM, got ready – showering, combing my shoulder-length brunette hair, getting dressed, eating, the works – and drove off to my first day.

I walked inside and was greeted by Sandy. “Hey Jason! Ready to get to work?”

“You bet!” I responded cheerily. “What should I start on?”

“Well, all of the men’s costumes are already hung up and in their place. Val and Autumn are towards the back of the store checking out the women’s costumes and making sure they are the size they say the packaging indicates. You can join them.”

I walked to the back of the store.

“Hi, are you Jason?” one of the girls asked.

“Yep!"

“Cool. I’m Autumn and this is Val,” the girl said.

Autumn was a moderately tall girl, at probably about 5’7”, with blonde hair and bright blue eyes. Val was close to the opposite. She had long black hair, and brown eyes, yet about the same height as Autumn. Both of them seemed very friendly and peppy.

“Right now, we’re taking these costumes out of their packaging and checking them to make sure they are the right size.”

I grabbed the first costume I saw in the pile. It was a female vampire costume. The costume was a long red and black dress, with cut fabric at the end. It came with two-or-so inch heeled black shoes and a set of fake teeth.

Picking up the dress, I scanned the dress for a size indicator. I couldn’t find one. Then I looked at the packaging. Again, no size.

“Hey Autumn, where are the sizes on these?”

“Oh Sandy didn’t mention it to you? The costumes don’t have sizes listed on them at all.”

That seemed ridiculous. “Why not?”

“Well the people at Merlin’s get them really cheap from this manufacturer who doesn’t even bother to put sizes on them. I mean the packaging is just plain plastic with the name of the costume on it. There are extra-smalls through extra-larges for all costumes, so we just hang them up to what they appear to be.” Autumn explained.

“What do you mean ‘appear’ to be?”

“Just hold it up against your body.” Val exemplified, swinging the material against herself. “If it looks like it will fit perfectly on me or Autumn, then it’s a medium. We then estimate from there.”

“Okay…” I answered. I picked up the vampire dress again and placed it against my 5’9” frame.

“What do you think?” I asked the girls.

“I think it looks like you’re wearing a dress...” Autumn joked. The girls laughed.

“Very funny guys. But actually?”

“That looks like it would fit you if you wore it…and you’re about 5’9”, so call that a large.” Val estimated.

I then grabbed a Hanger with an “L” on it (signifying a large) and put the dress on it, with the heels and fake teeth underneath the dress now hanging from the rack.

The girls and I did this for the next few hours, but we only completed about a third of the costumes. We decided that since it was close to noon, we’d take a lunch break.

We left the store and walked a few stores down the strip mall to a smoothie place. Autumn and Val both ordered mango smoothies, and I had a strawberry one.

We took a seat in the smoothie shop and started talking. I found out that the girls both went to a rival high school nearby called Norridge South. I went to Norridge North. Classes came up in the conversation and then Val kinda asked an out of the blue question.

“So Jason, why do you keep your hair so long?”

“Ummm, I don’t really know. I guess I just like it that way.”

“Well you at least take decent care of it,” Autumn pointed out, probably referring to the fact that it wasn’t as mangled as other guys with long hair, despite it being kind of limp and messy.

It was kind of curly and wavy throughout, and wasn’t as neat as it probably should be.

Val then reached towards my head and pushed the hair from falling into my face to behind my ear.

“Here!” she said, “this should help keep your hair out of your eyes." She reached into her purse and found a plain black barrette. She pulled back my long bangs and held it back the left side of my head using the barrette.

“Oh, I guess that was kinda bugging me.” I said, offering my thanks.

“No problem. I have a million of those anyway. Ready to go back to work?”

We all got up and walked back to Merlin’s.

The first costume I picked up since getting back from lunch was a ‘Fitness Girl’ costume. I took it out of the packaging and held it up against my body. The costume consisted of sneakers, a tank top, and leggings, and was a bit difficult to tell of the size.

Autumn looked over at me, noticing my confusion, “What’s up Jason?”

“It’s just that these leggings in the costume are a little difficult to tell what size they are. They’re spandex and don’t really hang well. They look really small, but maybe it’s just because they haven’t stretched out?”

Autumn grabbed the leggings from me and hung them against her body, “Hmm that’s true. My bet is that they’d be large, but you should try them on to be sure.”

I laughed. “You’re kidding, right? I’m not gonna try on leggings.”

“Val and I always test out the costumes that are difficult to size up. It’s the only way we know that they’ll be accurately marked.”

“So you’re saying I should wear leggings?” I said, not trusting her judgment in the slightest.

“Well, yeah. My guess is that they’re a large, and if you fit into them, well, that means they're a large.”

Autumn didn’t seem to be messing around. I think she genuinely thought I should try out the leggings. That’s ridiculous. I mean, have you ever seen a boy wearing leggings that wasn’t named Richard Simmons?

“The changing rooms are in the back, Jason.” Autumn added. “And don’t worry, no one will laugh. You just try them on and then show us what they look like. Val and I will determine the size.”

I sighed. “Fine. But no snarky comments about wearing them.”

We all laughed – myself, uncomfortably. I took the leggings to the back changing rooms and stepped behind the curtain. I took off my jeans and went down to my briefs. I stepped into the leggings – which are actually kind of hard to get on – and adjusted them.

I took a deep breath and walked out to the store’s costume area. Val and Autumn started to giggle.

“Hey! You guys said you wouldn’t laugh!” I snapped.

They both stopped and apologized. “Okay let me take a look” Autumn said. She had me stand still and looked at me from the front and behind. “Those fit you like a glove, Jason!”

“Yeah…they are surprisingly comfortable too.” I added.

"Well you can keep them on if you want,” Sandy said, walking up.

I turned around quickly, embarrassed.

“I…I just tried them on ‘cause… uh, they… the girls told—“ I stammered.

“Don’t worry Jason, it’s fine!” Sandy assured, “You guys can try on whatever costumes you want as long as you’re still working hard. And Jason, those accentuate your slender legs nicely,” Sandy winked.

The girls couldn’t help but giggle at my embarrassment.

“Alright though….Jason, you can keep those on, but just get back to work and finish up the rest of the first half of the costumes.

We did as Sandy told and finished up the costumes. Once we finished, we said goodbye to Sandy.

“See ya!” she replied, “I’ll be in tomorrow from 10-3 to finish up the costumes!”

I changed out of the leggings and back into my jeans and drove home.

◆◆◆

I got home around 4pm, surprisingly exhausted from work. I plopped myself on the couch.

“Hey Jason. How was your first day?” my older sister Julia asked. She’s a freshman in college, but lives at home because she attends the local community college.

“A little tiring but fun, I guess. I work with some really nice girls.”

Julia looked me up and down, smirking. “I see. And was it one of those nice girls who prettied up your hair just a tad?”

I gasped for a second and realized I forgot to take the barrette out! I blushed and attempted to explain, but Julia said not to worry.

She sat down next to me on the couch. “I think it looks cute.”

“Well I don’t want to look cute! I just want to keep the hair out of my eyes. That’s why Autumn and Val put it in.” I explained, flustered.

“Okay, okay, don’t get your shorts in a knot.”

Julia left the living room and I relaxed in front of the TV for a while.

◆◆◆

The next day rolled around and I woke up again at 8, but got ready by 8:30, even though I only needed to be at work at 10. I sat down and turned on the TV.

“Hey little bro. Whatcha watching?” Julia asked. I guess she gets up early too.

“Reruns of The Simpsons,” I said, disinterested in having a conversation.

“That’s cool,” she replied. “Hey, I notice you don’t have your barrette in any more.”

“It must’ve fallen off while I was sleeping.” I said apathetically.

Julia left the room for a minute and then returned. On the couch, I felt something touch my hair from behind. Julia was touching me.

“What’re you doing??” I ask angrily.

“Just helping you out! Jeez!” She says as she continues to put the barrette in my hair.

“Fine. Go ahead.” I said. I guess she was helping me.

I just kept on watching tv while Julia went back up to her room. She returned to the couch with some sort of two pronged metal thing. She plugged it into the wall near the couch and started clamping my hair.

“Hey!” I yelled. “What do you think you’re doing?"

“I’m just straightening your hair. Trust me, this will keep the messy curls from leaning into your face,” Julia explained.

I guess that made sense. And I have been tired of hair getting in my face for a while.

However, her little ‘hair straightening’ ended up being a bigger deal than I thought. She had to use multiple clips to keep parts of it up while she straightened the rest. It took about 20 minutes, but she finally finished.

“Alright I’m done.” Julia told me.

Now that my hair was straightened, It didn’t lean into my face like it used to. However, Julia still added her own pink barrette into my hair, just to be safe.

“Does it have to be pink?” I pleaded.

“It was the only one I could find. Chill out.”

Whatever. The barrette was doing its job and I was happy. I looked at the clock and saw it was closing in on 10, so I left for work.

◆◆◆

Walking into Merlin’s, Sandy welcomed me and pointed back to the costumes as she had the last time.

“Wow, your hair!” Autumn shouted in excitement.

“What, does it look bad?” I said, sort of concerned.

“No no no…It looks wonderful!” Autumn and Val stopped what they were doing and started feeling my new hairstyle.

“It’s just straightened, guys. It’s supposed to help keep it from falling into my face.” I said, trying to cool down their interest.

“Oh I’ve been trying my whole life to get my hair to look this pretty when straightened,” Val shared. “You really pull this off, Jason.”

I blushed. “Well thanks guys. I guess my hair looks well-maintained at least.”

Autumn, Val, and I returned to work for a while, putting costumes up against our body and figuring out the size. I went through mummy, Frankenstein's bride, construction worker, and many other costumes. Then, Val interrupted me.

“Hey Jason, would you lend me a hand for a sec?”

I dropped the current costume I was working on and walked over to Val. She was holding a Ice skating dress.

“I think this is a large, but would you try it on just in case?”

The dress looked like it would be tight to the skin, so I understood why Val wanted me to try it on. But it also was a super girly outfit. Should I, a boy, wear such a girly dress?

“You mind? Just try it on.” Val asked.

“I…suppose.” I said reluctantly.

She handed me the dress and I walked back towards the changing rooms, wondering what wearing this dress would feel like. What if I ended up finding it okay? What… what if I end up… liking it?


Chapter Two

Val and Autumn were pleading. Should I put it on? It was a pretty dress. The leggings were girls' clothes and were very comfortable, so maybe this would be the same. I suppose I’ve always had a strong appreciation for the look of women’s clothing. The way it hugs the body is unlike any male item.

“Sure. I’ll try it on,” I said, taking the dress out of Val’s hands. I walked back into the changing rooms, stripped down to my briefs and slipped on the skating dress. It felt wonderful up against my body. Looking at myself in the mirror, I actually looked like a girl. I mean, straightened hair and a pink barrette is totally something that a girl would have.

I walk outside to show the girls that the outfit fits perfectly, but they barely cared about the fit.

“Eeep! You look so pretty Jason!” Autumn yelped.

“So true! With your hair and that cute dress, you totally look like a girl,” Val added.

“We should call you ‘Jacie’ now! We have plenty of other pretty things you can wear!” Autumn suggested.

Usually, a boy would put a stop to this right there, but I kinda liked this attention. Plus, I’ve always admired women’s clothes and pretending to be one might be kinda fun for a change.

In my girliest voice I just said, “I guess I’m Jacie now!”

The girls celebrated and suggested I put something on a bit more comfortable than a skating dress. We all dug through the costumes looking for a new pretty outfit I could wear.

“Good to see that the skating dress is a large, Jason.” Sandy said, walking over. “Why are you still wearing it though?”

Autumn responded for me. “You didn’t hear? Jason, Val, and I decided that Jason will now be ‘Jacie’! It’ll be fun!”

“Are you sure you’re okay with this Jason?” Sandy asked, unsure.

I looked at her with a girlish wink. “You bet I am!” Then I blew her a kiss.

“Well well!” Sand said laughing, “It looks like we have a new girl in the store then! Welcome Jacie! In honor of this, I’ll give you guys a half hour break for Jacie to try on a costume that will be more comfortable for working. But then, you guys will have to get back to work. Sound good?”

All of us agreed and we went to work filtering through costumes that would be comfortable and feminine. We settled on a ballerina costume. It consisted of a pink leotard, ballet slippers and a pink tutu. I went back to the changing room and put it on. It felt absolutely lovely against my skin. Why haven’t I been wearing girls’ clothes my whole life?

Exiting the dressing room, I couldn’t help but leap in the air, feeling like a ballerina.

“You look great Jacie!” Autumn complimented.

We got back to work on the rest of the costumes, testing them up against our bodies and putting them on hangers. We finished around 4 o’clock.

Sandy approached us just before we left, “Now that everything in the store is all organized, we can open on Monday for customers to begin purchasing all of their Halloween memorabilia. You guys are off tomorrow, so we’ll see you on Sunday after school for work.”

I changed out of my ballerina outfit. It felt sad to take it off. I felt so lovely pretending to be a girl! It was a fun day for me, but it had to end at some point.

◆◆◆

Sunday went by, relaxing and doing homework. Come Monday, my straight hair went away, but I kept using the pink barrette my sister gave me to help keep the hair out of my eyes – and admittedly, to still look a little pretty. I was at school till 3 PM, and right after, I drove over to Merlin’s for my shift. Val, Autumn and I arrived at the same time and reported to Sandy, who was already in the back. Customers in the store were currently being helped by Trish, the 50 year-old part-time employee who gets off at 3 every day.

“Welcome back girls! You ready to help out customers?” Sandy asked.

“Girls? Plural?” I said, clarifying.

“Yep!” replied Sandy, “You plan to stay as Jacie at work right?”

“Oh, uh, sure! That would be wonderful!” I excitedly responded. Since discovering girls' clothes, I felt like they were truly meant to be on my body instead of baggy, dumb guys clothes.

“Alright then!” Sandy declared. “Part of the job is to wear a halloween costume while helping customers out. Can you do this?”

“Of course!” We all said happily.

With that, Val, Autumn, and I started browsing through the costumes for something fun to wear. Val settled on a spongebob costume that was a t-shirt with his face on it, a brown skirt, knee high socks and white shoes. Autumn grabbed a referee costume that had a black and white striped shirt and skirt. I picked up an Alice in Wonderland costume, complete with the light blue dress, petticoat, knee high socks, and shoes. There was a blonde wig too, so I tied my hair back in a bun, and adjusted the long, straight blonde wig on my head. And of course, Alice’s black hair band to top it off.

“Everyone looks great!” Sandy said, “Now the day’s rush is coming on, so walk around and assist customers.”

Just before I was about to start working, Autumn came up to me and said to look at her. She pulled out a tube of lipstick and started applying it to my lips. After about 20 seconds, I had luscious lips with a soft red color.

“Pretty girl!” Autumn said with a smile.

Wow! I had never worn lipstick before, but it felt so wonderfully girly. With my dress, mary-jane shoes, and my blonde wig, I was experiencing something I never had before.

We ended up working at the shop for the next few hours: helping customers, restocking shelves, etc. After multiple hours we closed and started to clean up. I went back to the changing room and removed the lipstick Autumn applied to my lips and took off my Alice dress and outfit, changing back to my boy clothes. They really did feel worse. When I was wearing the Alice dress, I felt cute, free, flirty…all of these incredible feelings. Wearing jeans and a t-shirt lacked all of those emotions.

I drove home, finished homework, and went to bed. Simply not feeling myself.

◆◆◆

I went to school the next day with my boy clothes again. The whole day I could not wait to get to work and try on a new outfit. It was all that I could think of when I was in class, especially lunch. However I didn’t mention it to any of the guys at the lunch table. Not even Kyle…at least not yet.

“So you’re enjoying your new job, Jason?” Kyle prompted me. He was a tall, lanky kid with a lot of spunk.

“I am!” I responded, “The people that I work with are great, and it’s a great way to get into the spirit of Halloween.”

All of the guys seemed to get the drift that it was a pretty cool job.

“It has its perks too…” I added, not with any specifics, of course.

◆◆◆

The school day went by, and I was super excited for work. As I walked in, I saw Val and Autumn were already there. Val was dressed as Snow White, and Autumn was dressed as Cinderella.

“Jacie! We’re glad you’re here. We laid out your outfit in the dressing room in the back. We know you’ll like it.” Autumn insisted.

Excitedly, I headed towards the back of the store. Pulling back the curtain to the dressing room, I found a beautiful yellow dress laid out. Well, going along with the Disney Princess theme, it looks like I’ll be Belle today! I stripped down to my underwear and picked up the dress to put it on, but something fell off the bench underneath it. I picked it up, and it was a pretty pair of satin yellow panties. My heartbeat picked up alarmingly with excitement. I had never worn panties before, much less even held them! Now I was expected to put them on? This was wonderful!

I stepped out of my briefs and stepped into the new panties. I’ve never felt so feminine in my life! The way they hugged my butt was heavenly and natural. The next thing I put on was white pantyhose. Again, I had never worn these before, but they were pretty easy to slide on once I messed around with them a bit. Next, was the yellow gown. I slipped that over my head, and once it was adjusted, the sleeves beautifully hung over my shoulders, and the dress hung right above my ankles. Beneath the changing room bench were a pair of 3-inch black heels. I put them on, and walked out to debut my new look. The girls both smiled and cheered. The feeling was unreal!

“Wait! One more thing!” Val said, running over to me.

She had a hairbrush in her hand and went to work for about a minute. Her strokes were rougher at first, but then got smoother as my hair became softer from the brushing. She grabbed a yellow hairband and adjusted it around my hair in a sort of half-bun. Val ran the hair brush through a few more times as Autumn put a little more lipstick on me. This time it was a nude color, but still very feminine.

I felt gorgeous! I stood in front of Val and Autumn and twirled a bit in my dress. “I…I just love being a girl!” I shouted.

The girls smiled, but Sandy ran over quickly. She came up to me and whispered, “Jacie, when you’re dressed as a girl, you are a girl here. We don’t want the customers thinking that there is a boy walking around here dressed as a girl, okay? Can you handle fully acting as one when you’re here?”

“Can I?!” I said louder than I probably should’ve. I was hushed by the girls. Then in a whisper, I said, “Of course I can.”

So there I was. We all got back to work helping out customers with their shopping, and I was the girl I wanted to be dressed as. Everything was perfect! I had my own secret life at work, where I could act and dress like I wanted. Until I heard a voice, of course.

“Jason? Is that you? Why the hell are you wearing a dress?”

It was Kyle.


Chapter Three

“Jason? Dude?!” Kyle said, shocked. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? Why are you wearing a dress?”

I stood there, deathly embarrassed.

Kyle began walking towards me, stammering, “But I mean, you’re not even just wearing a dress! Your hair! And you’re wearing heels! Dude what is wrong with you! And is that lipstick?”

He then began backing up, seemingly scared, turned around shaking his head, and left the store.

I began to tear up, and rightfully so. I mean, even my best friend couldn’t handle me in what I felt was natural. Was there something wrong with me?

With that thought, I started to break down in tears, and customers were beginning to look at me, strangely. Val and Autumn led me to the back of the store. “Maybe it’s time you take off the dress.”

I stripped down all of my girl clothes and wiped off the lipstick. Sandy came back and told me that in order to cheer up, I could leave early. I headed home, disappointed and ashamed.

◆◆◆

I ended up spending the rest of the night in my boy clothes. I stomached through my homework and dinner with my family. I guess my sister Julia had noticed I wasn’t my normal self, so she sat me down to talk to her.

“Okay listen Jason, I know something is wrong. Don’t hide it.” She began, “You can’t fool me.”

“You’re right.” I responded, “I…I had an incident at work.”

She nodded, “I think I know what this has to do with. You’ve been dressing as a girl haven’t you?”

I nodded in affirmation, “And I’ve been loving every second of it!”

Julia hugged me. She had an empathetic look on her face, “Jason just be yourself. Don’t care about what others think. If Kyle thinks that you being you is wrong, then to hell with him!”

She was right. I looked at my sister with a soft smile and then gave her a hug. Val and Autumn must be my true friends if they accept me as a girl!

I went to bed that night with a lot of hope. I was very excited for work tomorrow.

◆◆◆

School was a bit awkward, as you could imagine. Kyle was in my 2nd period English class and my lunch period. I made no real attempt to talk to him and neither did he to me. I guess he’s just not worth my time.

The day ended and I couldn’t wait to head to work! I wonder what I’ll be wearing today…

I walked into Merlin’s and saw Val and Autumn there, as usual. Both of them were dressed like cute cheerleaders; Autumn wearing red, and Val wearing blue.

“Hey girlies!” I shouted in a more feminine way than I ever had before.

“Hey Jacie! We’ve got this cute cheerleading outfit in the back for you. Try it out!” Val responded.

I stepped in the changing room to find a green cheerleading outfit. The outfit was delightful! First, I removed my clothes and put on the green lace panties that were there. There was even a bra too! It was a green training bra, which accentuated my chest just enough to give me around A-size breasts. I felt astoundingly feminine standing there in a bra and panties. I slipped on the rest of the cheerleading outfit, including the socks and white cheer shoes. Just as I finished changing, Autumn stepped into the room holding two hair ties.

“I thought it would be cute if we all did pig-tails!” She said, squealing. Autumn then proceeded to style my hair, pulling it back into two girly pigtails, the way a cheerleader would have them.

“All done, Jacie! You look beautiful!”

I really did. I admired myself in the mirror. I looked and fel, fun, flirty, and fresh!

Stepping out of the dressing room, I began to walk towards some customers, but saw someone in a football player outfit already speaking to them…

“Umm, excuse me,” I interrupted, “Do you work here?”

The football player turned around, helmet in hand, “Oh yes I do! Totally my fault, I forgot to introduce myself!” The boy shook my hand, “My name’s Michael.”

Wow, did he have a strong grip! “Good to meet you, I’m Jas—Jacie,” I replied.

He smiled warmly, “Good to meet you too! Sandy hired me yesterday, saying that we needed more help around this time of the year.”

“Really,” I replied, smiling back, “Well we’re glad to have you. You know what though, you were helping out those customers, so I’ll let you get back to that! Sorry!”

I turned around and walked away, a little embarrassed to be honest. Val then ran up to me, “Oh my gosh Jacie! Did you notice?”

“Notice what?” I replied, confused.

“He was flirting with you!”

"He was flirting with me? No. Doesn’t he know that I’m a boy?”

“Why would he?” Val asked. “You’re completely dressed in women’s clothing! You have your hair up in pigtails. You’re a girl, Jacie!”

With that, Val walked away. She’s right, I really am a girl. A girl named Jacie. And you know what? I think Michael may have been flirting with me, and it felt really good to be noticed and appreciated.”

At the end of my shift, to stay disguised in front of Michael, I put my plain black t-shirt back on, but borrowed a black skirt from the store instead of wearing my boyish baggy jeans. However, I held onto the jeans so I could change into them in the car before walking into my house and greeting my family.

I ended up speaking with Michael on the way out.

“Hey Jacie, I’m really sorry if I seemed stand-offish earlier on. I was just helping a customer, that’s all,” Michael said.

“No problem at all!” I responded. Michael and I ended up chatting the next few minutes outside Merlin’s. But then he said something a little surprising.

“I hope this doesn’t offend you, but I think you’re really pretty Jacie,” Michael said awkwardly.

I blushed beet red, and then giggled. “Why on Earth would that offend me? I’m flattered.”

“I don’t know, I’m just not that great at talking to girls. A lot of people think that because I play for my school’s basketball team, I’m smooth with the girl, you know? Well anyway, I should get going.”

I said goodbye and he walked away. That was genuinely surprising that he’s not great at talking to girls. I mean he’s a tall, muscular guy with short brown hair. And he’s really cute! I – as Jason – am 5’9” with a very slim, feminine body and long brown hair. No wonder I couldn’t get girls.

But none of that matters any more, because I am one. Or, at least at work I am.

◆◆◆

The next day at school was very similar to Tuesday. Kyle and I ignored each other. I wore my boy clothes as usual. However, I did put my hair up in a high ponytail, just to feel a little girly. The hairstyle even got some compliments from some of my female classmates, saying it looked really good on me.

Work was a different story. When I got there, Val and Autumn were dressed and ready to go. I guess today’s theme was The Wizard of Oz, because they both had Dorothy dresses on. I said hey to the girls and was directed to the back changing rooms to put on my costume. I had to make sure that I got dressed in girl mode before Michael got to work (he’d be getting to work 15 minutes after me). Laid out for me were panties and a training bra, both of which were light blue. Also plugged into the wall was a hair straightener. What a nice gesture by the girls! I did my best to straighten it, trying to remember what Julia did that one day. After about 15 minutes, I was pretty much done. My long brown locks were straight, smooth, and shiny.

I put on the dress, stockings, and of course, the ruby red slippers! I walked out to the front to reveal myself to my co-workers.

“Beautiful as always, Jacie!” Autumn said.

“Hey, do you happen to have any lip gloss?” I asked her, “I’m feeling particularly girly today!”

“That’s what I love to hear!” Autumn replied, pulling out her lip gloss. She applied it to my lips. They were now a feminine glossy pink! I even blew a kiss to her. “You know what? Let’s add some of this too.” Autumn then pulled out a tube of mascara, and put some on my lashes. How wonderfully womanly I felt!

With that done, I began going to work: helping out customers, restocking shelves, etc. While working, Michael walked up to me.

“Nice outfit, Dorothy,” he said, with a smile.

“Not too bad yourself, Mr. Scarecrow!” I responded, “I guess you really do need a brain, because you missed a button on your shirt.”

I reached over to his flannel shirt and buttoned the second to top one.

“Thanks,” he said. “Did you happen to do something different with your hair?”

I blushed. He noticed that I straightened my hair. He’s such a cutie! “I actually straightened it. Do you like it?”

“I do,” he said, flirtatiously. “It looks great on you. However, isn’t Dorothy supposed to have braids?”

I gasped, “You’re right! I’ll call Val over right now…”

“Don’t worry!” Michael interrupted, “Allow me.”

His soft masculine hands then reached out to my hair and began to braid it. Surprisingly, he was doing a very good job.

“Why do you know how to do this so well?” I asked.

“I have three sisters. I’ve done this plenty of times by now.”

We both laughed. We chatted for the next few minutes while he worked on the two braids. When he was done, he asked Val for two hair ties, and he finished the job.

“All done!” he said.

“Thank you so much!” I said, with much appreciation.

“No problem” he said, with a wink.

Both of us went back to work for the next few hours until closing time. Just as I was about to change out of the Dorothy dress, Michael came up to me already changed, on his way out.

“Hey, Jacie. I was wondering, since both of our schools have Thursday and Friday off for Parent-Teacher conferences, I was wondering if you would like to… I don’t know… go out to get ice cream with me tomorrow after work…?”

Oh my gosh is this happening? Is Michael asking me out? I looked to the side and saw Val and Autumn eavesdropping on our conversation from across the room. Both of them were giddy with excitement.

But a date? I mean sure, Michael is cute… and nice… and meshes with me really well… But a date? With a boy?

Val and Autumn were making motions at me to keep talking. Michael was waiting patiently.

I’ve never been outside of the Halloween store dressed as a girl before though! I could be revealed and humiliated. I guess saying yes would be another step to becoming a real girl.


Chapter Four

I’d hesitated enough. I don’t care if I get caught outside in girls’ clothes.

“Sure Michael! I’d love to!”

“Really?” he said, shocked and excited, “How about after work tomorrow we can walk a few blocks over to Oberweis!”

We said goodbye and with that, he left. Once the door closed behind him and he was out of sight, I was mobbed by Val and Autumn with hugs.

“Oh my god Jacie! You have a date!!” Val said exuberantly.

“And a cute one too!” Autumn added.

They’re right. I did land a date. With a cute boy too! Me, Jason — I mean Jacie — a real girl with a real date.

◆◆◆

The next day, Thursday, I couldn’t handle my excitement. School was off, so I just hung out at home until 3 PM. I also couldn’t care less about what Kyle thought of me. I was simply exuberant! The best part of it was that Michael went to another school, so nobody needed to hear anything of me being a girl. It was perfect!

Once 3 o’clock came, I drove over to work. I was about to go inside, but saw that Michael had already beat me there. There’s no way I could go inside like this! Not wearing boys’ clothes.

I pulled out my cell phone and texted Autumn to meet me outside, and to bring me clothes. Within two minutes she came out, wearing a pleated red skirt and a white top.

“You’re not in costume?” I said surprised.

“No, when we got here, Sandy said we could take a break from costumes.”

“Well that’s a huge issue then!" I said, worried, “The only girls’ clothes that I can wear are costumes! I can’t go in there looking like a boy.”

We stood there for a few seconds, but soon after Autumn had a eureka moment, “I know! There’s a PINK store in this strip mall! We could buy you some clothes real quick!”

I didn’t really want to spend any money, but if it meant not blowing my cover, then I guess it had to be done. Plus, having a girly outfit of my own would be quite the experience!

I agreed with Autumn’s plan and we walked down to the PINK store. Walking in, the place smelled of perfume and looked like a teenage girl’s dream. I actually recognized a lot of the clothes that were in here from seeing girls wear them at school. Anywhere from dresses to yoga pants to jewelry. It was a weirdly familiar place.

“Alright, so let’s pick something out quickly and get you back to Merlin’s in time so you’re not too late to work.” Autumn said, hurried, “So what catches your eye?”

I was looking at everything and soaking it all in. I just loved the feminine aura I was feeling from the store.

“How about these?” I said, referring to the pair of black yoga pants. The waist of the yoga pants folded over my butt and read “Love PINK” in pink letters.

“Oooh good choice Jacie! What about for a top?”

I picked up a cute white top that hung off of one shoulder. It was a very thin material.

“I like that,” Autumn said, “but I think because it’s so thin, you’ll need to get a bra with it. Go back to the changing room and I’ll pick out a bra for you.

I went to the changing room and stripped down to my briefs. By the time I was unchanged, Autumn came back with not just a pink lace bra, but a pair of pink lace panties as well.

“I know you don’t need underwear with this, but if you wanna feel extra feminine, it’ll will help.

My own pair of panties! This was turning out to be quite the momentous day.

I put on the panties and bra. Even though my face and hair didn’t look too girly, my body was perfect! I had much more natural curves than an average boy my age, so the bra and panties only made me look more dainty and feminine. Having no body hair even added to that.

I picked up the yoga pants and stepped into them. Boy, did they feel heavenly! They hugged my legs tightly and made my butt look plump. I threw on the top and admired my new look in the mirror. Autumn tossed some pink flats into the dressing room and I put them on. Now I had pretty feet too! I stepped out to show Autumn my new look.

“I love it, Jacie! Your butt looks so cute in the yoga pants too. All the boys will be chasing after you!”

We both laughed.

“There’s only one issue,” I added. “I look pretty on my body, but not my face. Is there anything you can do, Autumn?”

“Well, I mean you look girlish enough as it is, but I’m sure I can help that cause.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out a few items.

“First, how about we brush your hair a little bit,” she said. Autumn brushed my hair for about a minute and gave it a softer, more voluminous and pretty look.

Next, she pulled out a tube of mascara. She applied to my eyelashes — top and bottom lashes of each eye. Then came the chapstick. She said that it would help my lips be more “kissable”, not that I was necessarily planning on that. On top of the chapstick, Autumn applied some pink, shiny lip gloss. She put plenty on and it made my lips really pop.

“I know it’s not too much, but it should do for the night, right?” Autumn asked.

“Oh my gosh thank you! I feel so… so… natural,” I admitted.

“Oh! I almost forgot!” Autumn said, pulling out a bottle of perfume. She put a few sprays on me. I now smelled nice and flowery.

“Now you’re ready,” she said smiling.

We walked back over to work. Going inside I got a subtle thumbs up from Val, indicating that she liked my new look. Sandy didn’t notice us come in late I guess, so we just got straight to work. About 20 minutes into me being there, Michael came up to me.

“Hey Jacie, are you looking forward to our date tonight?”

Oh my God! He called it a date! So I guess this really is a serious thing.

“Of course I am! I’ve been to Oberweis a bunch and love it every time I go.”

“Me too!” he said, “Looking forward to it.”

With that, he walked away and continued working. It was a pretty busy Thursday night so we didn’t get a chance to speak for the rest of the night.

To be honest, I was really nervous that whole time. I mean, it was an ‘excited nervous’, but it still felt scary. This is a date with a real boy, who also doesn’t know that I’m a boy. Should I tell him…? This probably isn’t the best time. I mean, I wouldn’t want that information to ruin the night.

◆◆◆

We closed around 7:30. All the customers slowly left the store and we swept and closed up. Sandy said goodbye to us, and Autumn, Val, Michael, and I all walked outside together.

“Have fun you two!” Val said walking away. Both girls were giggling with excitement for me. They got into their respective cars and drove off.

“They’re weird, aren’t they?” I said to Michael, to break the ice.

He laughed, “Yeah but they seem like good friends. How long have you girls been friends for? You seem really close.”

“Actually we just met at this job. We just became fast friends. I guess it was because of all the time we had to spend together organizing costumes.”

We started walking down to the Oberweis. It was only a few blocks, but it still felt really cold. I guess Michael noticed this and offered me his jacket. I didn’t really need it, but somehow by accepting his offer, I feel like he would appreciate it and feel more like a gentleman.

So he took off his jacket and laid it over my shoulders. The jacket was already warm from his body heat and it made me feel a lot more comfortable. We got to the Oberweis and approached the counter.

“It’s on me,” Michael said with a smile. Wow! It really is a date if he’s paying. Now obviously I didn’t want to impose, so I just ordered a small soft-serve vanilla. He got the same, but with sprinkles.

I guess it was just now that I really noticed how handsome Michael is. He has great chiseled facial features, a well maintained short haircut, and astounding blue eyes. As far as his body went, he was about 6’2” – fairly taller than I – and while I wouldn’t say ‘buff’, he was definitely in shape. After all, he’s a basketball player.

I guess I was staring into his blue eyes a bit too long that he asked, chuckling, “Everything alright Jacie?”

I snapped out of it, “Oh! Sorry, I was just zoning out!”

“No problem,” he said, still laughing. “Wanna grab a table?”

I agreed and we sat down. We chatted for a bit while eating our ice cream. However, just as we were finishing up. Three girls walked in.

“Hey Michael!” one of them said. She was pretty, blonde, thin, and I did not care for her.

“Hey guys…” he managed to squeak out. “What’re you doing here?”

“We’re just getting ice cream, like everyone else in here,” said the short brunette girl. She was also very pretty.

Then the pretty black haired girl spoke up, “Who’s that you’re with Michael? Introduce us!”

“Umm okay… This is Jacie, she’s a friend of mine from work. Jacie, these are a few friends from our sister school.”

“Leslie’s his ex-girlfriend!” The brunette girl blurted out, referring to Leslie, the pretty, thin, blonde girl.

“Yeah… she is… but that’s been over for a few months now,” Michael said, whispering to me.

“Well, it was good meeting your girlfriend Michael, see you later,” Leslie said walking away.

“She’s not—“ Michael tried to yell, but they had left already.

“Wow, what was that about?” I asked, breaking the awkward silence.

Michael sighed, “Oh that was just my Ex and her friends. It was kind of a bad breakup and I was a little salty about it. I’d rather not discuss it.”

Oh jeez, so he had his heart broken? But he mentioned that this was a few months ago. Does that mean he’s still in the grieving period? He can’t be — it’s been a few months already, he should be over it by now, right? So does that mean that I’m just a… rebound?

“Hey Jacie, are you fine to leave now?” Michael said, a little more upset than he was before he saw Leslie.

“Yeah I’m good to go.”

We left Oberweis and started walking back towards Merlin’s where our cars were parked. Merlin’s was all empty with the lights turned off.

Michael looked very down. He wasn’t as happy as he was before the date. Was it Leslie? Was it me?

“Michael, be honest, is anything wrong?” I asked, concerningly.

He sighed and sat on a nearby bench. I sat down next to him.

“Seriously, Michael, was it anything I did?”

He picked his head up after hearing that. He then looked me in the eyes, grabbed my hands, and kissed me on the cheek. “That should tell you,” he said somberly.

He then got up and walked to his car. He got inside and drove away without even looking at me.

Two thoughts were swirling through my head. First, what was wrong with Michael? Will I ever get to the bottom of what happened with that break-up?

And second…I was just kissed by a cute boy!


Chapter Five

Once the date ended, I headed home and went right up to my room, completely avoiding talking to anyone. I was still wearing my yoga pants and my white off-the-shoulder top. My parents have yet to see me dressed like this, so it was quite the risk.

I’ll be honest, I was a bit concerned about Michael and Leslie. It seemed pretty clear that they’re done by now, but what caused the breakup? Is there something wrong with Michael that he’s not telling me?

Sitting on my bed thinking, there was a sudden knock on my door.

“Hey are you alright in there? I heard you sprinting up the stairs.”

It was my mother! And here I am in girls clothes and makeup! “Just a second, Mom!” I yelled back.

I quickly stripped off the yoga pants and shoved them in my closet. I didn’t have time to switch out the panties, so I kept them on and threw sweatpants on.

“Seriously, Jason, I’m concerned. You never just run into your room like that!”

“Trust me, I’m fine!” I yelled back. I needed to get these clothes off, and fast! I took off my top and tossed it in my closet as well. I didn’t have time to fiddle with taking off my bra either, so I just threw a t-shirt on.

“Alright, that’s it Jason, I’m coming in.” Mom said.

Crap! She was gonna see me with makeup on! I saw the doorknob turning and had to think quickly. I realized that at least all of my exterior clothes were changed, so I decided to dive into my bed and have my face down in a pillow so she couldn’t see my make-up.

With my face down, I could hear Mom enter, but not see her. “Hey Jason, are you alright?”

I kept my face down, and slightly muffled I said, “Yeah everything's good. Just really tired.”

“Oh, well you scared me by rushing in. I know when I’m tired I just wanna run upstairs and jump in my bed too. Hey, can I at least see your face before I leave?”

There was no way she was going to see my make-up, so I just grunted annoyedly.

“Alright, alright I’ll let you go to bed. I mean it’s still pretty early, but do whatever you want. Night!”

With that, my Mom left the room and shut the door. I picked my head up and it was once again just me in my room. Wow was that ever a close call! I’m quite proud of how I was actually able to get out of that. I mean that would have been disastrous if I was exposed wearing girls clothes and make-up. But the feeling of almost being discovered was exhilarating.

It was late-evening about now, and the next few days we were off school, so I figured I might as well relax in my room until I go to bed. It’s been an odd week for sure.

I got under the covers and started browsing the internet – mostly Reddit. Right when I started though, I felt my phone buzz. The text was from a number that wasn’t in my contacts. It read:

‘Hey Jacie! It’s Michael. Just wanted to say that I really enjoyed tonight, and sorry about the other girls we ran into. They’re jerks so just ignore them. Btw I got your number from Autumn…hope that’s okay!’

Michael texted me! If he went out of his way to get my number from Autumn and then texted me, it must’ve been a good date. So do I respond quickly? Will I seem desperate? Or maybe I should take my time to get back to him so I play the hard-to-get game…

Oh, who am I kidding…I’m too excited. I texted back within 45 seconds:

'Heyy Michael! I had a really good time too! Will I be seeing you at work tomorrow?’

Within a few minutes he said:

‘Yep! I’ll be there. Looks like it’s just another regular sales day, so kinda drab.’

We went on chatting for an hour and a half, and it was absolutely wonderful. Michael is such a sweet person. We said our goodbyes as I was going to hit the hay early.

I turned off my light and got under the covers. I smiled while my long locks of hair flowed across my pillow. With my hair out and just finishing texting a boy for an hour and a half, I felt unbelievably girly. With those feelings, it felt only natural to take off my t-shirt and sweatpants and sleep in my panties and bra. For the first time – even though I completely recognize and accept that I’m a boy – I’ve never felt more feminine.

◆◆◆

I woke up the next morning feeling refreshed. I moved around in my bed and sat up. It was at that point that I remembered I slept the whole night in my bra and panties, and that shot a wonderfully euphoric feeling through my body.

I got up and went to my closet to make sure that the yoga pants and top were still there. I hid them a bit farther back in the closet so there’s no way anybody would see them. I took off the panties and bra as well and hid them back in the closet. I slipped on some boxers and a robe and headed to the bathroom to take a shower. I made sure to use my sister’s flowery shampoo and conditioner. When I stepped out of the shower and blow-dried my hair, I could noticeably see a shine in my brunette hair.

Since there was no school today and I didn’t have work until 3 PM, I figured I’d just throw on some boys clothes (sweatpants and a black t-shirt) and lounge around the house for a while. I walked downstairs to go watch some TV. My sister, Julia was sitting there, painting her nails.

“Hey, do you know where Mom and Dad are?” I asked.

“Just at work. They have parent-teacher conferences and dinner tonight, too. I don’t think they’ll be back till like midnight.” Julia responded, with her focus still on her nails.

“Shouldn’t you be at school? Is community college closed or something?” I asked again.

“Nah, we’ve got a long weekend as well. I’m home the whole day!” Julia said. She looked up at me and her lips quickly turned into a smile, “Wow Jason! Have you been using my shampoo?”

“I actually just tried it today. Can you tell a difference?”

“Totally! If you’re trying to look just a bit girly, then that’s a good look for you!”

We both giggled and smiled at each other.

“Hey, listen, have you like… continued… dressing up as a girl? Don’t feel like you need to answer, but I’m just curious.”

I got a little bit red and embarrassed, because I hadn’t really talked about it with her too much, other than my confession that I’d been doing it, “Yeah…it’s still going on.”

She responded enthusiastically. “Well good for you! I’m glad you’re doing what you want and not caring what anyone thinks.”

Her comment made me feel really good. For the next half hour, I filled her in on the whole week or so of work and dressing up while she painted her nails. I had already told her about the awkward encounter I had with Kyle, but we elaborated on that, talked about work, and all the pretty things I wore. I even mentioned Michael to her! But I purposefully left out Michael’s ex-girlfriend.

“Wow! There’s even a boy in the picture? That’s exciting! Have you been texting?” She asked with high interest.

“We actually texted for like an hour and a half last night. He’s a really sweet guy.”

“I can imagine! If he really acts like you say he does, it’s totally clear that he’s into you.” Julia said. There was a brief pause, “Hey, you wouldn’t happen to want me to paint your nails, would you?”

I gasped. “Of course I would!” I can’t believe I was getting my nails painted for the first time! Julia picked out a nice soft pink color, and began applying it to my nails. Wow, did this ever feel good! She explained to me everything that she was doing while she did it. We talked about school while she painted them. Eventually, she finished up. My hands have never felt so dainty and girly!

“You know, Mom and Dad aren’t coming home today, so we have plenty of time to do your toes too if you want.”

I’m pretty sure my excited nodding answered her question. I took off my socks and put my feet up. Luckily, I kept my nails in pretty good shape, so there wasn’t much ‘pedicuring’ needed. Julia even told me that I have cute toes, which I guess I’ll take as a compliment.

By the time she finished, we let our nails dry by watching TV for the next hour or so. We had lunch together and talked some more. I actually lost track of time, and before I knew it, I had to leave for work.

“Oh crap! I have to leave in 10 minutes!” I ran up to my room to put on the girls clothes before I left.

“Wait!” Julia yelled, "You need to borrow some clothes?”

That was unexpected, but a treat! “Yes! Thanks! Otherwise I would have to wear my other clothes from yesterday again!”

We went into Julia’s room to find something to wear, “Now I know you change into a costume when you get there, so we don’t really need anything special. She told me to run into my room and change into my bra and panties. I did as she ordered, and ran back into her room with my bra, panties, and a bathrobe on.

“Do you have your bra and panties on?” Julia asked me. She then made a weird face, “hmm…I never thought I’d be asking that to my brother!”

We shared a laugh. I mean, she’s not wrong.

“Well anyway, try this orange dress. It’s in the mid-70s today, so a sundress should do fine right?”

She handed me the dress. It looked fabulous. Well, it was just a simple dress, but since I’ve never worn a sundress before, I couldn’t wait to put it on!

I took off the robe and was standing there in my sister’s room wearing just a bra and panties. I slipped the dress over my head, and Julia handed me some sandals, and we were all set with the outfit!

“I’ve got five minutes till I have to leave. Anything else we need?” I asked.

But just as I asked the question, I heard the door open from downstairs. “We’re home!”

It was my Mom and Dad.


Chapter Six

So there I was, standing in Julia’s room in an orange sundress, sandals, and my long brunette hair flowing free. I felt absolutely wonderful. But all of those feelings of beauty fell quickly away when I heard my parents come home early. They were supposed to be out all day!

“What do I do!? I have to get out of here now, or I’ll be late for work! But I can’t leave dressed like a girl!”

Julia thought for a second, “Okay! I’ve got an idea! Take off your dress, and I’ll run to your room and grab some boy clothes!"

I did as told, stripping down to my bra and panties. She closed the door as she left. I anxiously waited in her room for her to come back with some boy clothes. I knew my parents were currently downstairs, so there wasn’t too much to worry about unless they start coming upstairs.

I took a moment to think about how thrilling of a situation this was. Once again I was in my own house wearing a bra and panties, and in danger of being caught by a parent. I didn’t care for the stress of this situation, but it’s undeniably a thrilling one.

Just then, Julia walked in with some sweatpants and a plain red t-shirt.

I put the clothes on over the bra and panties, and replaced thesandals with socks. “Thanks Julia, you’re a lifesaver.”

I absolutely had to leave, so I grabbed a drawstring bag, put the dress inside it, and headed downstairs. My parents were on the couch in the living room, and they said ‘hi’ to me as I passed by. There was no suspicion of me holding the drawstring bag.

“Off to work!” I said, walking by.

Whew, that was really close! For now, I get to keep my girl secret hidden. I got into the car and drove a few blocks away so I’d get a good distance from my house. There in the car I changed back into the orange sundress. I then continued driving and got to work just in time.

Sandy greeted me at the door with a somewhat surprised look on her face. “Very pretty dress Jacie! You look gorgeous today!” She then winked at me, and I smiled back.

In the back of the store I saw Val, Autumn, and Michael. They all gave me a wave.

“Ooooh Jacie, you really do look pretty today! I’ve yet to see you in a sundress, but your legs look just flawless.” Val enthused.

“Thanks!” I responded. I noticed I was now automatically switching to my girlier voice. Maybe it’s because I’m wearing a dress, but who knows. “You look really pretty too!”

I complimented Val on her fairy costume. She appeared to be dressed as Tinkerbell, with a short blonde wig and short green fairy dress. Autumn also looked really good in her Princess Peach dress. She even added a light blonde wig with a pink tiara to accessorize.

“Yeah, that dress looks great, Jacie,” Michael said as he slowly walked up to me. He got within a foot of me and had a flirtatious look in his eye.

Michael looked really handsome in his lumberjack outfit. It was a red and black plaid shirt, with some tan cargo pants, black boots, and a wool knit cap on top.

“What do you think you’re going to wear today?” Autumn asked me.

There were so many costumes to choose from in the store. So many to try on. I thought about which ones would be the most interesting or fun to try on, but what was odd was the immediate thought that went to my head was, “which would Michael want to see me in the most?” I felt like I didn’t know him well enough to know what he would like, but I knew that I definitely wanted to impress him in some way.

“I’m not sure,” I said, responding to Autumn’s question, “I’ll just take a look in the back.”

I browsed around briefly at some of the costumes. Then I heard Val yell from across the room, “You should try something orange! I mean, that color already looks so good on you.”

I giggled. Why not? I’ll try out something orange. Michael seemed to like my dress, so I’m bound to keep his attention with another orange costume. I grabbed the nearest one that I saw. It was a prisoner outfit.

Not exactly the ‘cutest’ look, but who knows, maybe the bad boy — excuse me, bad girl — look is worth trying.

I went back into the changing room and stripped down from my dress. It felt a little disappointing to take the dress off, as I felt so…free…while wearing it, but it comforted me knowing I could put it back on after work. I slipped into the orange jumpsuit.

I looked at myself in the mirror and kind of thought that I could improve my image just a bit. I didn’t have anything special done with my hair, but figured that maybe a little make-up couldn’t hurt.

Funny enough, right as I walked out of the changing room, Val was standing there and suggested I put some on.

“I really saw Michael eyeing you again…I guess your date must have gone well!” Val said.

“It did… for the most part,” I said. She was holding out some lip gloss and a mascara tube. I applied them quickly in the mirror. It didn’t make that much of a difference in my look, but it made me feel more confident, which is really the true goal of makeup!

“What do you mean ‘for the most part’?” Val asked, concerned.

“Well, we ran into his ex-girlfriend, Leslie, and there seemed to be a whole break-up story I was missing. There’s nothing serious with me and Michael going on… so there’s no reason to be concerned. But the ex issue is definitely a curious one...”

“You know, Jacie, this thing with Michael could really turn into something. Do you really like him?”

I blushed. “I think I do. I really enjoy being around him, and want him to pay attention to me, but I’m afraid to try and take anything too seriously, in fear that he’ll reject me because I’m only pretending to be a girl.”

“Don’t worry about that for now,” Val assured. “Just take things naturally, like any girl would. If something happens, it’ll happen.”

That made me feel better. I really like Michael so far, but I’m not sure if the feelings I have for him are real, or if I only have these feelings when I’m wearing girls clothes? Is it the clothes that are doing this to me, or is this how I naturally am?

My thoughts were interrupted when Sandy called me over to the front. “Hey Jacie, I need you to run the register for today. I need to leave the store early to go home and deal with something. Can you handle it?”

“Yep! I got it!” I replied happily. Working the register will be a fun change of events for me.

“You’ll also need to close down the store at the end. Here are the keys. Just lock it when all of you guys leave for the day.”

I nodded and took the keys.

For the next few hours I handled the register and watched the customers shop and the salespeople assist. Val and Autumn looked so natural selling and talking to customers. I watched them closely to learn some of their sales techniques. However, what I kept noticing was not just the way they spoke to customers, but the way they talked, moved, and motioned. Certain gestures just came natural to girls. Things like playing with their hair, and certain hand motions. They laughed a particular way and had mannerisms that I lacked as a boy.

What was interesting about my time at the register, too, was that I could watch Michael sell to people as well, and he had the opposite mannerisms. Everything he did was very boy-ish, and not just his look of being tall, broad-shouldered, and walking confidently. He would move his hands in certain ways and carried himself in a more masculine manner than I ever did. I watched both the girls and Michael, but didn’t really seem to fit in with either. So what does that make me? I’m definitely not a girl, but I don’t act like a boy really at all.

My thoughts were interrupted again at the sight of a line starting to form at the register. The store ended up being pretty busy for the rest of my shift. I helped customers with their purchases and had some pleasant conversations with them in the meantime. I even tried focusing on using some of the mannerisms that I saw Val and Autumn use.

Before I knew it, closing time had come and it was time to pack up and close the store. Michael, Val, Autumn, and I all walked around the store, picking up things that had fallen, straightening merchandise, and making sure everything looked neat for the next day. We organized some costumes that were out of order, and reshelved the ones that had fallen. Pretty boring stuff, generally.

I proceeded to enter the changing room and take off the orange prison costume and change back into my sundress. Boy did that feel much better to wear. I even did a little twirl in the changing room because it felt so nice to get the air under the skirt of the dress!

I waited for Autumn, Val, and Michael to change back into their regular clothes for the day, and with that, we were ready to leave and lock up. I let everyone out the door before me, took the keys, and locked the door.

Before I could even say goodbye to Val and Autumn, they were off to their cars, probably trying to get me and Michael alone together. I mean, I guess it worked.

“Hey, sorry we didn’t get much of a chance to talk today,” Michael said. “ I know I said this before, but that sundress looks really great on you.”

I obviously blushed, “Oh stop it…” I said with obvious flirtation. I used a girly mannerism that I picked up from watching Autumn earlier in the day. I also gave Michael a playful shove.

“Okay okay already! I guess I’ll have to stop with the compliments," he said laughing.

There was a brief awkward silence. I just looked down at the ground.

“Hey, listen,” he said, breaking the tension, “my high school is actually having our Halloween dance this Saturday – which I know is just two days away – but I’d love it if you came with me! I have a group of friends going, and we’d kinda just be going together… as a group. You know?”

I smiled at him. “I’d love to!" I said enthusiastically. “Let me know the details, and I’ll pick out something fun to wear from work tomorrow!”

“That sounds great,” he said, lowering the volume of his voice. He then unexpectedly reached towards me and lightly grabbed my hand. I blushed, and actually felt a stirring under my panties. “You’re a really great girl, and it’ll be nice to spend some time outside of work with you.”

There was another kind of brief awkward pause, and he let go of my hand. He then smiled at me and walked to his car.

I don’t know what it was that turned me on about that, as I’ve never felt a… stirring… from the lower region from a boy before.

I tried to shove those thoughts away though. I’m wearing girls' clothes, and acting as Jacie, so there is no right for me to question those thoughts. Just go with the flow, I tell myself.

But I couldn’t help but wonder: Am I attracted to him because of Jacie, or are those feelings really mine?


Chapter Seven

Saturday had finally come and with that, my first date with Michael. Well, it really isn’t our first, and it isn’t actually a date. He specified that we would be going to the Halloween dance in a group, but I kinda got the jist that he wanted to go with me. But today could not have come soon enough, as I spent practically all of Friday thinking about him. I’ve met a lot of people throughout my life, but few have had that sort of persistent quality to them that doesn’t allow them to escape my constant thought.

Neither myself nor the other girls were called in to Merlin’s Halloween Store that day, so I had the Saturday off to think about and mentally prepare for the Halloween dance. Not seeing Val and Autumn, I wasn’t able to express my feelings to anyone today. My sister, Julia, was out of the house most of the day today, so it was just me and my brain.

Michael goes to Sacred Cross Prep, a Catholic school. He texted me the address so I could meet him there, but I had been familiar with this school for a while. This was also an all-boys school, so when it comes to dances, they often invite girls from the sister school, Mother Mary Prep, an all-girls Catholic school. All these schools are in the area, close to my stomping grounds of Norridge North.

Fear loomed in my mind, as I wasn’t going to know a single soul at this Halloween Dance except Michael.

Not much went on that day other than watching Netflix, but by the time 4 o’clock came around, I had to start thinking about my outfit. I planned on swinging by Merlin’s and grabbing an outfit, changing in the car, and then heading to Sacred Cross. That would take my parents completely out of the equation.

But then Michael texted me a bombshell:

‘Hey, can you text me your address so I can pick you up? I want to take you to a pregame at my house with some friends, and then we’ll walk to the school. I live like a few blocks away from there. I insist!  I’ll see you at 6:00!’

This was not a good thing! If Michael comes by my house, that means I need to be Jacie, not Jason, when he comes to the door. And an hour earlier nonetheless! I started freaking out. But I had to accept his request, as he was very insistent on the formality of picking up his date.

Luckily, I must have been graced by an angel because at 4:30, my sister walked in from being out with her friends.

“Julia! Thank God!” I yelled, somewhat hushed. I ran to her and pulled her upstairs, much to her resisting.

We got to her room. “What?” she said, quite annoyed.

“I’ve got a huge problem. I’m going to a Halloween dance with this boy.”

“Oh my gosh, really?”

“There’s no time to explain,” I interrupted. “He’s actually picking me up from the house in an hour and a half. I don’t have a costume, and I need to be in full girl mode by then.

I started to tear up from stress. She gave me a consoling hug.

“Oh, honey,” she held me like only a sister could. She lifted my chin up and looked me in the eyes. “We’re getting through this.”

“But Mom and Dad are home!” They can’t see a boy come to the door to pick me up!” I said.

“Here’s what we’re gonna do. I’ll distract Mom and Dad and take them out of the house. The rest though, is gonna be on you. I know you haven’t done much making over of yourself, so this will be a challenge. I believe in you.”

She started to leave her room, but I told her to wait.

“I appreciate everything you’re going to do, and I guess I have no choice but to get ready myself, but can you at least help me out with an outfit? I don’t have time to run to Merlin’s and still get ready. And I need a costume!”

Julia pondered the question briefly, then walked over to her closet. She fingered through some of the clothes on her rack. “Can you do sexy?”

“W-what do you mean?” I stuttered.

“Well, every girl likes to dress a little sexy on Halloween. Modesty is important in everyday life, but on Halloween, we especially want the boys to notice us.”

“I suppose I could do that.” I responded, clearly nervous.

Now I’d done dresses and leggings before, but what she was about to get had not yet been attempted by the new Jacie. She reached into her closet and pulled out a black lace bra and panties.

“Woah, I can’t wear that! Are you crazy?”

“What? Why not?”

“This is a school dance. Nobody wears just undergarments…”

“Oh, no silly, you’d wear this on top too.”

Julia followed with a soft, shiny pink robe.

“Jacie, meet Victoria’s Secret.”

I actually knew what she was talking about. For some reason she had a pink robe similar to what the Victoria’s Secret models wear backstage at the fashion show. The girls always do photo shoots wearing those outfits, with all makeup and hair done, ready to go out on the runway to model whatever (frankly ridiculous) outfits they’re told to wear.

“I guess that’s more covered than I thought. But it’s not really a Halloween costume, is it?”

“Sure it is!” She replied. “You’re not just a model, but a Victoria’s Secret model. It can totally work as a costume. Oh! And here, you can wear these shoes too.” She grabbed a pair of black ankle boot heels.

I stared at the outfit she was proposing. Before the time issue, I expected to be going as a regular vampire, or like Frankenstein’s Bride or something. Not an actual ‘model’ costume.

“Well, change into it!”

I did what she said. I began to take off my shirt and pants. I also waited for her to leave and give me privacy, but her response puzzled me.

“Oh, don’t mind me, sis,” she said with a straight face.

Does she really see me as an actual sister? I mean I’ve been dressing as a girl, but that doesn’t necessarily mean I am an actual sister to her. I nearly got offended, but just let it slide and changed into my lace bra and panties. I pulled them up, tucking back my… ‘smaller me’. With the bra and panties on, there wasn’t even a bulge.

“Now try on the dressing gown.”

I slipped on the satin robe, and took a look at the finished product in the mirror.

“Just… gorgeous,” Julia said.

I’ve looked at myself in the mirror and thought many things before. Wearing dresses, I often looked cute or pretty, but now? I actually looked hot. My flat chest was somewhat hidden by the fact it was a padded bra, and that was mostly covered by the robe.

By now, it was an hour and 15 minutes till I was getting picked up.

“I have to get Mom and Dad out of the house now so you can get ready without interruption. Give me five minutes.”

Julia ran downstairs and even though I couldn’t hear what she was saying, shockingly, she got my parents to leave super fast. What a girl.

Feeding my curiosity, I texted her, asking what she said to get them out of the house. She replied:

‘I told them I’d take them out to dinner.’

Lucky for me, it was about dinner time, and my mom was not in the mood to cook. With an hour to go, I had to go from Jason to Jacie.

I started by straightening my hair. I was familiar enough with Julia’s flat iron before, that I was able to get luscious, shiny locks quickly. I then took a curling iron and added some loose curls to my long brunette hair. Within a half hour, the hair was done. Now, on to the makeup which for my own application purposes, was uncharted territory.

I figured all I could do was put some foundation and concealer on, a little blush, and then some mascara to accent everything. If you looked at me, you could only sort of tell I had makeup on.

Ding!

My phone went off, and it read 5:58. Michael had said he was outside and coming to the door!

I had never been more nervous in my life. I slipped my shoes on, took a deep breath and went downstairs. The doorbell rang.

But wait!

I shot back upstairs to Julia’s room for one last thing. A tube of pink lipstick sat on her vanity. I looked in the mirror and applied it to my pursed lips, slowly sliding it over the top and bottom, catching every bit of lip, and finally ending with a smack.

That made a difference, and gave me a bit more confidence heading downstairs to see Michael. That’s the power of bright, pink lips!

I answered the door, and greeted him. He looked me up and down, almost in shock.

“My god, Jacie. You look…beautiful.”

“Thank you! I’m a—”

“A Victoria’s Secret angel? I’ve seen the show before.”

Pfft, men. We shared a laugh.

He looked really nice as well. He was a gladiator, tunic and all.

He gestured down the short set of stairs leading out from my front door and I followed him to his car.

“Hopefully you don’t mind the fact I’m technically wearing a skirt.” He said laughing, referring to his ancient roman style tunic.

He had no idea the irony.

As impressed as I was with his costume, I was even more impressed with his car. He drove a black Porsche Panamera that he mentioned was his father’s. The fact that he took this car might have even meant he wanted to impress me, and boy did it ever.

He lived about a 12-minute car ride from me, and we pulled up to his house. Wowza. Three stories, gothic architecture, and close to an acre of land.

“This is some house!” I said, amazed.

“Yeah, I’m a lucky guy aren’t I?” he said with modesty.

I almost thought about saying, ‘and I’m a lucky girl,’ but that would've made things awkward for both of us.

He pulled into his long driveway, parked the car, and made sure to open the door for me. Michael getting off to a great start on the gentlemen track.

“So we have an hour and a half till the dance, but my friends and I thought it would be fun to have a little pregame. It’s super low key.”

We walked inside, and the interior was as nice as the exterior. No surprises there.

“People are in the basement. I’ll meet you down there, okay? I just gotta help my little brother clean up the kitchen first.”

He was down the hallway just like that. I stood in the middle of his foyer, a fake Victoria’s Secret angel, feeling like I was in real Heaven.

The terrifying feelings returned though, as I walked to the stairs leading to the basement. I heard music and voices downstairs. I hadn’t really interacted with people other than Val and Autumn yet as a girl. For a second there, I couldn’t believe the risk I was taking. I stopped dead in the stairway, too scared to confront the voices downstairs. What if I knew someone there? Sure, this is a different high school’s dance, but then again, I’m here. If someone recognizes me, the whole thing is over, and I’d be more humiliated than anyone in the world.

“Hey!” I hear as a pair of hands touch me on the shoulders. It was Michael. Thank God.

“Oh hey, I guess I spaced out” I said sheepishly.

“No problem! Let me introduce you to my friends.”

I turned the corner from the stairs and looked into the 15 or so people.

“Hey guys! This is Jacie.”

I had closed my eyes, hoping this introduction would just end, but once I opened them and scanned the room, I gathered that I didn’t recognize anyone. Again, thank God.

Eight girls and eight guys were chilling and having fun. The guys looked athletically built, similar to Michael, and the girls were very pretty, and wearing fairly sexy costumes, much like my own.

Now that my nerves had somewhat calmed I scanned the room a bit and didn’t just see people, but also quite a bit of alcohol. 30 racks of beer, solo cups, and a few handles of liquor were scattered throughout the beautifully finished basement.

A few people were starting to pour shots. The girls were drinking pink vodka, and the guys had whiskey. Michael and I joined in, and I was handed a full shot glass. One of the guys made a toast, and we all drank.

“Don’t worry, you don’t have to drink much if you don’t want to,” Michael whispered to me. “I won’t be having much myself.”

He made me feel a lot better with that. “Same with me.”

The pregame carried on, and I chatted with a few people, nailing my girl voice and mannerisms perfectly.

An hour later and only three drinks deep for Michael and I, we headed off to walk to the dance.

On one hand I couldn’t wait for a fun night with Michael and the new people I just met. On the other hand, though, this fully-feminine outing was heavily uncharted waters for me…


Chapter Eight

For better or for worse, I’m taking the risk. Myself, Michael, and the 15 or so others who were at his little pregame were on our way to Sacred Cross High School’s Halloween dance. Dressed as a Victoria’s Secret angel, I’m risking a lot for being found out, but so far I’ve nailed the girl voice, mastered the mannerisms, and my little bit of makeup and hair adjustments, along with my sexy and revealing outfit, I’ve done more than enough to convince the others that I’m a real girl… right?

Being a little tipsy from the pregame helped me relax from the stress though. I talked to a few of the guys and girls while walking there, not really interacting with Michael much.

When you pretend to be a girl, you really have to go all out and lie so much. I was truthful about the high school I attended, but most other questions about my real life had to be concealed or cleverly dodged.

The next thing I knew I was receiving a text from Julia asking about my night. I told her I got out of the house fine, but that she might need to clean up her room a bit as I was in a rush.

Inside the school, Michael and I rekindled (he was, in fact, my date… sort of). The school looked very similar to mine, except being a Catholic school there were religious symbols and bible quotes lining the walls.

Besides that, there were the typical Halloween decorations that graced the hallways leading to the gymnasium, where the dance was being held. Inside, hundreds of students and their dates were already there, getting drinks and snacks from the tables on one side, and dancing to the DJ’s music at the other end.

“How about we grab something to drink?” Michael suggested. I walked with him over to the table. While Michael and his friends were big, muscular guys, there were lots of average guys too. A shorter, scrawny kid was getting a drink, but when he saw Michael he nodded at him, and quickly finished getting his drink.

“All you.”

“Thanks, bud.” He said to the kid.

“Anything for the QB!” The kid replied, smiling. Michael reached out and fist bumped the kid. You could tell that the kid thought Michael was not only incredibly cool, but also a nice guy.

“I didn’t know you were the quarterback,” I said to Michael.

“Well the backup QB. Basketball’s more my game. I totally forgot to ask you if you played any sports.”

“Just volleyball for me,” I said cheerfully.

“Hmm,” Michael said. “So you guys would be in season then, right? Don’t the girls play in the fall?”

He stumped me. The boys play in the spring, but the girls are playing right now. I had to cover.

“Well, I actually don’t play for my school’s team. Just for a club team.”

He seemed to buy that answer.

The next half hour was full of introductions, small talk, and checking out peoples’ costumes. All the guys were wearing interesting outfits, a lot of them silly. The girls on the other hand had sexy versions of popular costumes.

However, not all girls were wearing revealing outfits. It seemed that the dates of the jocks and popular guys were wearing more revealing outfits. The other girls appeared to value modesty more.

It was a weird situation I was in, and not just because I was wearing a bra, panties, and a silky robe. At my high school, I was kind of a loser. Sure I played volleyball, but that wasn’t really a popular sport. I was thin, not muscular, and had long hair with not very masculine features. That’s not exactly textbook cool.

But here at Sacred Cross, I fit right in with the popular girls. Popular girls usually were tall, thin, pretty, and with friendly personalities. Everyone dreams of being popular, but usually it’s as the same gender they were born and living as.

So I guess it took me dressing as a girl to get in with the popular crowd. And boy, was I thriving! The girls seemed to love chatting with me, and I with them. The boys I met seemed to enjoy my personality, and were very easy to talk to. Several even flirted when Michael wasn’t around. And I almost forgot to mention the looks I was getting! I always thought that as a boy checking out a girl, it was easy to be discreet. But now I know that when dressed in a sexy outfit, it’s hard for the boys to look away.

I was in the middle of a conversation when Robbie, one of the boys I met at the party, said to follow him out into the hall. He had piqued my curiosity, so I did as he asked. When we got to the hallway, a few other people from the pregame were there too.

“Are we good to go?” Robbie said. He got a thumbs up from one of the other guys.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

Robbie looks left and right before speaking in a hushed manner, “We snuck in a water bottle of booze. You want in?”

I thought that sounded like a good idea, as my buzz had practically gone away by now. “Uh, sure. I’m in,” I replied.

Just as I spoke up, Michael came out of the gym. “Hey, what’s going on out here?” he says to Robbie.

“Dylan snuck in a water bottle of vodka. We’re all gonna take some pulls. Down?”

He paused a second, and then looked at me, “Okay guys, I’ll only drink if Jacie will too. Can’t be more drunk than my date.”

I grabbed his wrist, smiling. “Don’t worry, I’m drinking too. That’s really sweet of you though.”

He smiled back at me, and I let go of his wrist. He is such a gentleman.

“Alright I’m game!” he said to Robbie.

Robbie proceeded to lead the six of us down the hallway to a classroom around the corner. He checked through the glass window to see if it was occupied, and then pulled a key out of his pocket. He unlocked the door.

“Wow, where did you get that?” I asked.

“Saw a janitor drop it a few weeks ago. Opens all the doors.”

We entered the room, and kept the lights off in the room. The classroom had windows leading out to the parking lot in front of the school, so we could still kind of see each other, but nobody could see in. Robbie locked the door behind him. Dylan pulled out the water bottle. “Here we go!”

“I say ladies first!” Robbie insisted. The two girls and I looked at each other, shrugged, and took a two-second pull. Kinda gross, but what else do you expect from vodka?

“Now the guys,” a girl said back.

Robbie took a long pull, and Dylan did the same. He handed the bottle to Michael.

“I’ll just match what you drank, Jacie,” He said to me. He takes only a two second pull.

That made me smile.

Before we knew it, we were in the locked classroom for 15 minutes, and the 6 of us had done one more round of pulls. I could feel it a little more this time.

We all decided it was probably time to get back to the dance, so we snuck back out of the classroom, and Robbie locked the door behind us.

“How are you feeling?” Michael asked me.

“Good! Feeling it a bit though.”

“Me too,” he chuckled.

The music was bumping in the gym, and people were in full dance mode. The six of us rejoined the group and danced in a circle for a few songs.

Eventually the DJ got on the mic, “Hope y’all are enjoying the jams, but we’re gonna slow it down for a bit.”

‘The Climb’ by Miley Cyrus came on – a classic –  and everyone coupled up to slow dance.

I looked around as all the people we were with paired up with their dates. I turned and Michael was looking right at me. He held out his hand, “May I?”

I took another moment to address this situation. All my life I’ve only ever danced with girls. I enjoyed dancing with girls, and it was fun leading and having them lean on my shoulder. It made me feel strong.

But that feeling wasn’t happening right now. For some reason, with the music playing, and Michael asking for a dance, the moment just seemed right. I wanted to dance with this boy.

We set up, and unlike how I danced with girls before, I placed my arms on his shoulders. He placed them on my hips. I think this is fine so far?

We start swaying to the music, and I’m kind of avoiding eye contact with him. But when I glanced up, he was looking at me.

One of Michael’s friends dancing near us shouts to us, “Hey, you two aren’t gonna get closer?” The boy and his date giggle.

Michael looked bashful, but pulled his hands more around my hips, moving about three inches from my body. I moved my hands off his shoulders, and wrapped my arms around his neck instead. We’re really close now.

“You know, I’m really glad you could come tonight,” he said to me, looking into my eyes.

“I’m so glad you invited me,” I said in an especially girlish manner. That time it came easy.

I don’t know if it was the music, the atmosphere, or the little bit of alcohol, but we stared into each other’s eyes for a few seconds more, and just as the chorus hit, he leaned in and kissed me on my luscious pink lips.

He pulled back, and smiled. Some of my lipstick had gotten on his lips. He quickly wiped his lower lip and noticed the lipstick as we both giggled for a second. He leaned in again for a second kiss. A few seconds of kissing led to the tiniest bit of his tongue touching mine, and soon enough, we were slowly and passionately making out on the dance floor.

There was nothing that could spoil the moment, but soon enough, I began to feel a stiffness coming from my panties. Lucky for me, I was tucked back enough for it not to show. The passion coming from the two of us was more than enough for me not to care about anything else in the world. His strong arms around my waist made me feel comfortable and cared for, and my feminine, delicate hands around his shoulders and neck I’m sure made him feel like he was king of the world.

After a minute of kissing, the song ended. All the couples on the dance floor separated, many looking into each others’ eyes still, trying to hold on to the last remaining passion from their respective intimate moments.

All of this was interrupted by the DJ yelling, “ALL I DO IS WIN”, and going on to play ‘All I Do is Win’ – the DJ Khaled song featuring T-Pain and a million other artists.

The gym quickly turned back into a high energy dance floor.

The rest of the night went by quickly. Michael, and a few others from the pregame walked out with me, but I split off with another girl to split an Uber back. Because he was pushed away by his friends, I only got to yell goodnight to Michael, and not kiss him goodbye.

I pulled up at home. It was late, so I was able to sneak back inside, without waking my parents or sister. I undressed from my robe, bra, and panties, and changed into boxer shorts and a t-shirt, hiding the feminine garments in the back of my closet. I figured that was enough risk for one night. I hopped into bed, and even though I’m in the same bed every night, this was far from the typical feeling I had drifting off to sleep. I knew Michael would be all in my dreams, whether I wanted him too or not. But one question lingered: where can I go from here, now that everything is different?


Chapter Nine

So…yeah. I kissed a boy. On the lips.

He’s tall, handsome, athletic, and a perfect gentleman. And it wasn’t just a kiss. It was a full on make-out session. It was romantic – or at least as romantic as the middle of a high school dance floor could be. I woke up the next morning not quite knowing how to feel. Should I text him? Should I wait for him to text me? Do I just not say anything until I see him at work on Monday?

The situation was stressing me out, and it wasn’t even 10 in the morning. I heard a knock at my door.

“Can I come in?” a muddled voice said. It was Julia.

“Uhh, yeah, you’re good.” I replied.

She took her time coming in, almost as if it was a victory lap.

“Well, well, well…” She had the biggest smirk.

“I know, I know. Thank you for getting Mom and Dad out of the house.”

“And….”

“And…thank you for letting me borrow your clothes, makeup, and hair accessories.”

She snapped her fingers and pointed to me. “That’s what I wanted to hear. Boy did I wish I could have seen you last night though. You must have looked so pretty.”

“I was thinking ‘sexy’ rather than ‘pretty’,” I said. We laughed.

“But did Jacie have a good night with her boy toy?” She ran up to my bed and sat on it. “I wanna hear everything.”

“Okay then…”

I proceeded to fill in Julia on everything. I explained how once Mom and Dad left the house, I gave myself a very basic makeover, curled my hair, and even added some pink lipstick to make myself feel especially pretty.

I told her about how he picked me up and we drove to his mansion to pregame with his friends. She thought the same thing as I did: how the hell was I a dorky person as a boy, but hanging with the popular crowd as a girl?

“But….how was the dance??” she insisted impatiently.

“Well, we…kissed a little bit.”

Julia fell on the floor. “What!?”

I had to shush her. I didn’t want mom to storm in and get suspicious of what was going on.

“Yes, okay? Michael and I kinda kissed a little bit.”

“Oh my gosh, I can’t believe you kissed a boy! I’ll be honest, I didn’t really expect you to go that far with a–“

Then she paused for a second, and lowered her voice.

“Do you think you’re totally into guys?”

Honestly, I had to think about that. Before last week, I always assumed I was a straight man. But look at me. I have been wearing girls’ clothes, girls’ makeup, going on dates with a boy and kissing him! Doesn’t sound so straight to me…

“I don’t really know, to be honest. I like being Jacie, but I also like being Jason too. And I still do find girls to be attractive… or at least I think I do.

Just as the discussion was beginning to get deep, my Mom barged in.

“Julia, what are you doing in your brother’s room?” She quickly realized this was a bad time. “Eh, you too look like you’re gossiping like a couple of sisters. I’ll leave you be.” Mom backed out. Hmph, little does she know…

“I should probably get going. I got stuff to do today. Hey! Congrats on the night though!”

“Do you want your panties and robe back?”

“Just sneak it into my room when you can,” Julia said casually. She’s truly the best sister.

I went down for a late breakfast and met my mom down there.

“I heard you come in late last night. Where were you out?”

The question caught me off guard. I was so comfortable with how the night went that I didn’t even bother thinking of an excuse. “Uh, I was with Kyle.”

“Hmm, Kyle,” she replied. “I haven’t seen him around in a little while. He’s usually here all the time.”

I hate to say it, but I think Kyle has kind of written me off as a friend ever since he saw me dressed as Belle from Beauty and the Beast at Merlin’s. We haven’t really talked since. I understand how he’d think it’s weird, but if he didn’t care enough about me to even talk about it, he’s not worth being a friend.

However, he’ll work fine as a cover if I have an unexplained absence later on.

“So what’d you guys do?” Damn. I know she’s my mom, but I could go without the persistence.

“Oh, we just went to the park. Hung out. Met some people. Ya know, stuff.”

She looked skeptical. “Hmm. Okay.”

I went to the cabinet to grab some cereal. She turned back to washing dishes, but whipped back around.

“Jason, I see you have a messy bun.”

I reached up and felt my hair. “Yeah, I guess I do.”

“You usually don’t do that. It looks kinda effeminate.”

“Mom, it’s fine, or whatever. Do you want me to change it or something?” I said, giving the typical teenage boy response.

“Oh come on… I can have fun with my son a little bit. You know it’s interesting… you had this long hair for so many years, and I’ve always wondered why. Boys don’t – and shouldn’t – be playing with their hair. It’s strictly a girl thing. So why keep it long?”

“I don’t know, I just like to keep it long I guess.”

She walks over to me. “We should probably change it then. I’m sure you don’t want to look too much like a girl.”

I didn’t want to be especially protective over my hair because it might seem suspicious. I thought she’d just grab my bun and then drop the whole thing.

“It’s just gotten so long, Jason!” she said. Mom then grabbed the hair tie and let my hair loose. Uh oh.

I saw my reflection in the mirror, and my hair cascaded back down. Because I had not washed my hair, it had maintained some curls from yesterday. It didn’t look freshly done, but a trained eye could tell. And my mother was a trained eye.

“Wait a second... This looks like it’s been curled.”

“What do you mean?” I said, trying to act confused.

“Yes, yes, yes, this looks curled… Jason, what were you doing last night?”

I began to get very nervous. I mean, there was no way she could just come up with what I was actually doing, but this was not a good sign.

“I said, I was with Kyle.”

“Then why was Julia’s flat iron and curling iron out? Were you playing around with it?”

“I…”

Then, as if my life hadn’t been saved enough.

“I did it!” Julia said, appearing from upstairs.

“What?” my Mom and I said simultaneously.

“Jason, you can fess up,” Julia said. “Mom, after Jason got home with Kyle, he came into my room and I was reading a magazine. There was this hairstyling advice, and I said I wanted to try it out, and convinced him to do it. I curled his hair for him, but he was very much against it. He did it to humor me. I’m sorry.”

Mom paused for a second. “Okay fine, Julia, but remember, boys are supposed to keep boy haircuts, even if it’s long. Jason, you don’t have to subject yourself to embarrassment. Next time just be more insistent on letting your sister leave you be.”

Mom left the kitchen and went to the basement.

“…Aaaaaand this is how many times I’ve saved your butt?”

I barely squeak out a smile. But Julia chuckles a little bit.

“Julia, this is getting really risky. I just went out on a full date night with a boy, and now I’m nearly getting caught just because my hair is looking just the tiniest bit feminine.”

I sighed and sat down on the couch.

“Jason, you need to ask yourself: Do you like being Jacie?”

“Yeah, I think so. I just think it’s fun being someone else for a change. I still like being Jason though.”

“So keep at it! If you’re having fun, then have fun. Just be careful around the house. I’ll help cover for you, but take this as a warning sign…Jacie is in a tricky spot.”

I forced out a determined nod. Julia gave me a nice long hug.

With that all settled, I decided to finish my morning breakfast, and then headed back to my room.

I really did have a good time as Jacie. Sure, being feminine was fun, but I also got other things from last night that made it worthwhile. I got to talk to people from a different school. I got to party with the popular kids – and I had a blast. I experienced physical compassion with another person. These are things that I’m not fortunate enough to have when being myself.

So I decided to text Michael, and be cool with what happened last night. Hopefully he feels as good about it as I do, but I’ll never know if I don’t reach out:

‘Hey, I had a good time last night. Thanks for inviting me.’

Sent.

Within a minute, I saw that he was typing a response. Clearly it made me nervous. Who wouldn’t get nervous?

But turns out, it was positive:

‘Me too! I’m so happy you could make it.’

Not a very romantic text, but then again, the kiss wasn’t that big of a deal in the grand scheme of things.

But he responded again.

‘What’re you doing today?’

Before I could text back again, he sent something else – possibly the riskiest proposal yet:

‘I’m having the same friends over for a pool party today. You should come! They would all love to hang out with you again, and so would I! Can you make it?’


Chapter Ten

Julia is quite the pusher, as it turns out. Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad she’s supportive, but it’s crazy to think that I could actually get away with going to a pool party as Jacie.

I didn’t respond for the next 20 minutes, as Julia and I felt this warranted a rational, fully thorough discussion on the pros and cons.

“Okay…pro:” she said, “you get to spend a fun afternoon and possibly evening with some new friends that you met and a cute boy who is super into you!”

“Con:” I responded, “This is literally the riskiest thing I’ve done, and that includes going to a full date night school dance with that very boy dressed as a girl that I’m not.”

“Pro: This would be so much fun!”

“Con: I won’t be able to have fun, because if anyone finds out I’m a boy, I’ll not only be embarrassed, but I could be seriously attacked for deceiving these poor kids.”

“Pro: It would be such a good time, assuming that doesn’t happen!”

“Jeez, Julia, this is serious stuff. Why should I risk my literal whole life and reputation just to have a good time for a few hours?”

“Hmm, I suppose you have a point. Maybe you should text back Michael and say you can’t come then.”

I let out a sigh. I’m disappointed it had to come down to this, but I knew it was for the best.

“I honestly wish I could just go as Jason, and not Jacie.”

“I guess you’re just in too deep to be a boy version of yourself now…”

“Boy ‘version’ of myself? You mean myself?”

“Yeah, sure, whatever.”

We called it quits as I had made up my mind. I went up to my room and Facetimed Val and Autumn, telling them all about my fun night, and how I had gone in full makeup, outfit, and girly personality, and nonetheless able to sustain it the whole night. Even though I’d see them on Monday at work, we chatted for an hour and a half.

That is, until a knock at the door.

“I’ll get it!” Mom yelled. I thought nothing of it at the time.

I could hear the front door open from my room upstairs, and I heard my Mom’s muffled voice. Talking to someone. I looked out my window and my jaw dropped.

It was none other than Michael’s car, the black Porsche Panamera.

I shot up from my bed and didn’t know what to do. I could hear Michael’s deep voice from downstairs talking to my Mom. I couldn’t go down there looking like this; I was wearing boys’ clothes! But I also couldn’t let her keep talking to Michael; she’d give everything up and I’d be exposed!

Oh no oh no what the hell was going on?! I’m just realizing now that I forgot to text him back a half hour ago.

“What’s going on?”

I heard a voice, but it was Val, still over Facetime. I grabbed the phone and blurted out into it.

“Michael is at my house! He’s talking to my mom downstairs! What the hell do I do?”

“Why is he even there?” Autumn said, trying to clarify the details.

“I totally forgot to respond to him and tell him that I wasn’t going to the pool party, and I guess he just…showed up and thought he’d give me a ride.”

“Wow, how gentlemanly…” Val said, swooning.

“This is not the time!!” I screamed.

What could they possibly be talking about down there? I’m sure they're already at the point where my mom is asking “Who is Jacie?”

BANG!

The door swung open and Julia came in.

“What the hell is he doing here??” Julia said.

“He just sho–!”

“No time,” she said, interrupting me. “I have a plan but we need to act now.”

She slammed the door and ran out. I stood there frozen with fear. But before I could even process what I could do to help. Julia barged in again, and tossed a pair of black yoga pants, a plain pink sweater, and a thick pink headband.

“PUT IT ON. NOW!”

I never obeyed a command that quickly in my life. I stripped out of my boy's pajama pants and grimy tee shirt and changed into the feminine garments she chucked at me.

She slammed the door yet again and ran downstairs. I could hear her yelling.

“Help! Mom! I need you upstairs, now! I think I broke my leg!”

“Oh my God!” My mom screamed. I heard footsteps rush upstairs.

I immediately got a text from Julia:

‘U BETTER BE CHANGED. GET HIM OUT OF HERE. PRAY DAD DOESN’T SEE.’

I took the hint. As soon as I heard mom go into Julia’s room, I rushed downstairs. All I could do was pray that within their 45 second interaction, nothing about my identity was completely blown.

I turned the corner off the stairs and there was… not Michael?

“Jacie? Oh hey, there you are!”

It wasn’t Michael, it was Robbie. What the hell was he doing here?

“Hey, Jacie, you alright? Michael and I drove over here to pick you up and bring you to the pool party but your Mom said nobody lives here by the name of Jacie.”

In the moment of quickest thinking I’ve ever done, I responded in my slightly higher Jacie voice, “Yeah, hahaha, my Mom and I are in a fight right now, and she sometimes pretends she doesn’t have me as a daughter. Grrrr! Ya know? Hahaha!”

He looked puzzled for a sec, but ultimately accepted the answer.

“…did she happen to say anything else?”

“What? No. Why?”

“Like what did you guys talk about?”

“Uh, I don’t know, I mean I got here like less than a minute ago…I said I came to pick up Jacie, and she said, ‘who?’ and I said yeah Michael’s friend Jacie, and she started talking about how there’s no Jacie here and I’m stupid for mispronouncing the name ‘Julia,’ which to be honest was really rude to tell someone at the door that they’re stupid. Then someone yelled upstairs saying their leg was broken and here we are.”

“Oh,” I said, “Okay!”

We stood for a second.

“Where’s Michael?” I asked.

“He’s waiting in the car. I told him I’d just run inside real quick. He was really looking forward to you coming.”

I sighed, and looked around nervously.

“Well, I guess you aren’t ready to go…” he said.

Suddenly my phone buzzed. It was Julia saying, ‘GET THEM OUT OF HERE!” once again in all caps.

“Well, yeah I wasn’t originally planning on going, so maybe you guys should just head out.” I told him, sadly.

“Oh no, really? We came all this way!”

“It’s only a 12-minute ride,” I said laughing.

Then a thought struck me: I’m sure mom is confused as hell with a random boy coming to the door asking for a girl, and then Julia yelling to get her upstairs with a distraction…maybe it’s best to just get out of here too?

“So…?” Robbie said.

“I’ll come.”

He smiled big and insisted we leave. I couldn’t agree more.

I texted Julia what I was doing and, being the saint that she is, said she’d deal with the fallout with Mom.

I got in the car, and was greeted by Michael, wearing a tight white t-shirt.

“So glad you could make it, Jacie!” he said.

Here I was without makeup on, my hair messy, and only barely wearing girls’ clothes. But Michael nonetheless was as excited to see me as if I were fully dolled up. What a guy.

“I’m so happy we lucked out with this weather! Definitely had to take advantage and throw a pool party,” he said.

We all agreed and chatted on the way to Michael’s. We pulled into the same long driveway of his massive house. Other cars were parked outside. It must be packed.

Once inside we made our way to the kitchen, and looking through the back window out to the porch was a super nice pool along with a tiled deck. About 20 people were scattered throughout the backyard; some in the pool, some eating snacks around a table on the pool deck, and some on the grassy area surrounding it playing various yard games, like cornhole and lawn darts.

“Alright, so we’re good to change and then join the gang?”

And just as he said it, I realized I had forgotten a swimsuit at home!

“Hey, I uh…”

“Forget your suit?” Michael asked, “So did Gretchen,” he said pointing out to a girl in the backyard. “She just borrowed one of my sister’s. My sis told me that if anyone needs one they can just run up to her room and grab it from her drawer.”

“Oh my gosh you — I mean your sister — is a lifesaver!” I responded gleefully.

Michael directed me towards the stairs and told me which room to go into.

Michaels sister’s room looked nothing like my sister’s. It actually looked like a young girl’s room. I saw posters of boy bands, pink colored walls, and lots of glittery makeup on the vanity. On the cute, small white desk laid a notebook labeled, “Grace’s English Notebook, Grade 7.”

Ah, so his sister is in 7th grade. Now, I’m not certain exactly what she looks like, but I’m assuming that being only 12 years old would suggest she had a slightly smaller… torso… than girls in high school. This should be good for me, not having anything in the chest area either.

I didn’t know which garments she was storing and where, so I began searching her drawers. Eventually, I found a drawer with a ton of swimsuits. Bingo!

And I mean a lot, especially for a 7th grader who was still developing. Tops and bottoms were mixed in together, as well as one-pieces, and I pulled a bunch out to lay out on the bed to take a look.

First off was a regular teal string bikini. I remember Julia mentioning once that these types worked best for hourglass figures. Not quite me.

A yellow high-neck bikini was also intriguing, but the strap seemed to be messed up in the back. Next!

The next one I saw was a blue microkini. Don’t think I need to explain why that wouldn’t work for me.

The red, white, and blue fringe bikini could be useful, especially for covering my lack of breasts. People would accept the fact that I’m a flat-chested “girl,” but it wouldn’t hurt to have an illusion.

Michael’s sister also had a solid orange one-piece, but it seemed to be fairly small and tight, and it’s best not to accentuate any…unnaturally masculine parts that a girl would have.

She had a bunch more that I fingered through, but the best option seemed to be a pink and white striped skirtini. This would be perfect for covering up any possible lower-region mishaps, and the top seemed to have a bit of extra padding to make my breasts seem bigger than they were. Also, I felt that I have a tight enough tummy to wear a bikini. I just hope that won’t be too distracting to any boys!

The clothing I was currently wearing was an odd mismatch of stuff I had to throw on last minute to become Jacie. I even had boxers underneath my yoga pants, making the fit a little awkward.

I stripped off my yoga pants and my sweater, so I was standing in the room with just my boxers. I was practically looking like a boy, except for the head band. How weird was this? If you had asked me a month ago, would I be standing mostly naked in a girl’s room who was the sister of a boy who is attracted to me, I would have told you you’re crazy.

Enough analyzing of the situation. I still had to be on edge to make sure I’d look proper.

I stripped out of my boxers and picked up the bottoms of the skirtini. Would this be enough? Would this really be enough to pass as a girl? Michael already seemed to not mind my lack of make-up, and thankfully my feminine-enough natural face was able to do the trick. But would it work for the others at the pool party?

I couldn’t take any chances. I put the skirtini bottom down and made my way over to his sister’s vanity.

Crap was strewn all over the table – it seemed like it partly functioned as a desk tool. Pens, pencils, and even scrapbooking materials were scattered around. But thankfully, so was the makeup. I opened up the drawer right underneath and found the basics. I had to be quick since I’m sure people were expecting me downstairs.

Fortunately for me, the makeup was waterproof, though there wasn’t necessarily a need to swim. Within a few minutes I applied some foundation (luckily my shade), a little blush, mascara, and some pink shiny lip gloss. Immediately I looked and felt more like a girl.

It was finally time to put on the bikini and get out to the pool.

*KNOCK KNOCK*

Crap! “Uh, I’m in here!” I was completely naked! What else could I say? I grabbed a bright yellow bath robe hanging on the back of the vanity chair. I quickly put it on and turned around.

To my dismay, the door opened anyway, and in walked a girl I had not seen before. She was tall, blonde, and perhaps the most beautiful girl I had ever seen.

“Oh, I’m sorry, were you changing in here?” she said.

“Yeah. I was gonna head down momentarily.”

“Oh! So you don’t mind me changing really quick too? Michael said that his sister was letting girls borrow her swimsuits… I see you’ve laid them out!”

“I was just looking for the right one. You know this would be easier in private…”

“Oh it’ll be fine!” she said, being overly forward. “We’re just a couple of girls, right?”

And just like that, in front of me she quickly took off the tank top she was wearing and her pleated skirt. There she was, the most beautiful blonde I’d ever seen, standing in her bra and panties in front of me, changing! And it didn’t seem that she was going to modify her behavior.

Meanwhile, I was still standing in the bathrobe, completely naked underneath.

“Oh, don’t mind me, you can change too!” she said, casually.

And just like that she unlatched her bra, leaving her D-cup size, perky breasts out in the open.

“Hmm, which one should I go for…” she began to say as she leaned over the bathing suits on the bed, skimming to see which would work for her.

God was she gorgeous. She had the body every girl dreams to have. A perfect 10 in most boys' eyes.

Oh no.

I began to feel a rumbling in my pants. The bathrobe can’t conceal much for long. I was stuck!


Chapter Eleven

There I was with the hottest girl I’d ever seen. Her breasts were out as she thumbed through the multiple bikinis on the bed. The only thing concealing what was going on below was the bright yellow bathrobe and the impression that I was an actual girl, likely given by my full face of makeup and the fact I came in to search for a bikini to wear.

What could I do? I had to turn around suddenly and think of things that would make it go away.

“Are you alright? You look like you’ve seen a ghost!” the girl said. I still hadn’t learned her name.

“Yeah, I’m fine…just a, uh, stomach cramp.”

“Ugh, I hate those… Hey, do you think this would be cute?” The girl asked, holding up a black standard bikini?”

“Yeah, I’m sure that’s fine.” I wasn’t really looking at all, only trying to make this go away. The half naked girl asking me for advice on bikinis certainly wasn’t helping.

“Aww, damn. Looks to be a bit too small of a cup size. I’ll try it anyway.”

She then tried on the top, but it was quickly clear her previous prediction about the incorrect size was accurate. Her breasts appeared to burst out of the bikini, and it could barely close. She couldn’t be making my problem more difficult if she had tried.

With a solid 20 seconds of intense focus, I was able to minimize my ‘attraction’ to not much. Frankly, it wasn’t that big to begin with, which in this case is helpful in concealing it.

I was still completely naked underneath the robe, and figured I needed to put something on if I wanted any hope of getting out of the room without trouble. I quickly put on the skirtini bottoms I had picked out earlier, still facing the other side.

“Oooh, that is cute!” the girl said.

I kinda just muttered in agreement, and was finally able to drop my robe. Without her seeing my chest, I was able to put on the top without any trouble and could finally confidently interact.

“I’m sorry, I don’t believe I officially introduced myself. I’m—“

“Jacie, right?” the girl said, interrupting me. “Michael was talking a lot about you today. I heard that you’d be coming by!”

Aww, how sweet of him, I thought.

“Yeah, I ended up rolling through!” I said, enthusiastically, “But, I obviously forgot my bathing suit, so, here we are!”

She laughed. “Yeah I’m having a little trouble with it myself,” she replied, referring to the size difficulty. “I’m Amanda.”

She shook my hand. I noticed her bright pink nail polish.

“I like your nails,” I said.

“Oh you do? I actually have some of it in my purse, if you wanna try some! I’m sure Michael would think it’s really pretty…”

That was an easy no for me. I was already up in this room too long, and to come down with not just freshly applied makeup, but painted nails too, would be too much. I politely declined.

Amanda and I ended up talking for a little bit. It turns out she goes to Michael’s sister school, and is friends with a lot of the people down at the pool. I learned that they went to middle and elementary school together, and is a longtime friend of his.

Amanda continued trying on bathing suits while we chatted. Obviously, her D-size breasts wouldn’t fit into any of the tops perfectly, but luckily enough, there was a C-ish size amongst the ones in the drawers. She decided to settle on that one.

We left the room together, and decided to head downstairs and out to the pool. Outside people were having a blast. As I stepped out onto the pool deck, I was greeted by Michael.

“Jacie!” he said from across the pool deck. He scampered over to say hello. “Did everything work out with the bathing suit?”

I told him it did, and he told me that I looked gorgeous. That made me blush a little bit. It’s always nice to be complimented, even if it’s when you’re a boy and you’re wearing a 7th grade girl’s bikini.

I told him that Amanda and I had met and we got to talking about high school and everything that comes with it. It was going great.

“So, how come I didn’t meet you at the dance last night?” I said.

The two of them paused. The smiles were off their faces and got replaced by nervous grins.

“Oh, uh, I was busy,” she said very strangely.

“No need to talk about that any more,” Michael blurted out. And just as he finished that sentence, he pretended that someone called his name and he left for inside the house.

What the hell was that? Why was he acting like that was the worst question in the world? And it wasn’t even addressed to him. What the hell is going on?

Fortunately, Amanda stuck around. She waited until he went inside and the screen door was shut. She then turned a serious face to me.

“Hey, so I’m not sure if you knew this, and it’s fairly obvious that Michael hasn’t told you the whole story, but he just got out of a longtime relationship with this girl, Leslie.”

Leslie! That’s it! That’s the girl that we saw on our ice cream date near Merlin’s! So much had happened since then that I totally forgot about that whole awkward interaction. I didn’t want to act like I was too interested in it though.

“Yeah, I think I saw her a couple days ago. We ran into her together.”

“So you know things are tense?” she asked. I nodded.

“It seemed that way.”

“Well then… I wasn’t at the dance last night, because… look, I’m actually a mutual friend. I was with Leslie, and had to make sure that she wouldn’t attend the dance.”

I was confused. “Why would it matter if she attended the dance?”

“Because…” she said, “Leslie knew that you’d be there.”

This whole thing was starting to confuse me. Was there this horrible past breakup that I wasn’t aware of? Frankly, Michael and I haven’t known each other long, so I suppose it would make sense that this is unfamiliar, but nonetheless it’s concerning.

We sat down at a table on the pool deck and continued the conversation. She told me about how Leslie and Michael dated for around 16 months, and then Michael suddenly broke up with her, claiming that he felt ‘he wasn’t in the right mindset to be dating.’ Just like that, things were over.

Leslie was heartbroken for weeks and weeks. She didn’t understand how out of nowhere Michael could break her heart.

Being her good friend, Amanda was in a tough situation between her two friends’ split. With Michael’s blessing, she spent more and more time with Leslie, trying to console her. Eventually, she started to come around to accepting the break-up.

“And that’s when she saw you,” Amanda said.

“Me?”

“Yes. She saw Michael out with you, and even though she may have seemed cool at the time, knowing that Michael was on a date absolutely shredded any progress she made with overcoming being dumped.”

“Oh…oh my gosh…I…I had no…”

“It’s not your fault.” Amanda assured. “Michael is his own man and he can make decisions to go out with whoever he wants. But I’m sure you can understand why I felt the need to keep her away from the dance and spend that night with her.”

I nodded. Wow, Amanda is a really good friend — to both Leslie and Michael.

“So how’s Michael gonna be?” I asked.

“Oh, he should be fine. I think he was just embarrassed that that question came up in front of you. You know, he really likes you.”

I blushed. “And I like him a lot too.”

A warm smile came from her. “I’m glad you two are getting to know each other.”

After that conversation I felt more filled-in with information but still empty inside. I was aware why Michael was acting strange, but not sure what caused the split with Leslie. I don’t think anyone but Michael really knew, for that matter.

Amanda and I spent the next hour messing around in the pool and talking to others. It was a really fun day. The last portion of the day was spent laying out on the many lawn chairs that were set up, and a bunch of girls were taking advantage of the sun to get tan.

By the time I dried off, I looked around and still didn’t see Michael. He must never have come back outside.

Amanda was off talking to someone, so I took it upon myself to go check on him. He must be really down.

I put a towel around my waist anyway and went inside and upstairs. I remembered from being upstairs that Michael’s room was right next door to his sister’s.

His door was closed, and I couldn’t hear anything coming from inside. I knocked first.

“Who is it?” he responded glibly.

“Uh, it’s Jacie.”

Right as I said my name, his voice seemed to perk up.

“Oh! Uh, just one second. It seemed that he was rearranging things in his room before I came in. After about 20 seconds he came to the door.

“Hey, what’s up?” he said.

“How are you feeling? I feel bad you missed out on practically the whole day.”

“Ohh, don’t mind me. I just have a lot on my mind.”

I felt it best not to tell him that Amanda filled me in, but I’m sure he knew that.

I couldn’t help but comment on his room and peek my head in. I told him how neat I thought it was and how he had some cool posters. Similar to how his sister’s room was a textbook example of a 7th grade girl’s room, this was a textbook high school boy’s room.

He pointed some pictures on the walls. Most were athletes, and some were musicians. He had a guitar in the corner.

“Oh, do you play?” I asked.

“Nah not really. I used to when I was young, but it mostly gathers dust now.”

“You know…it’d be really cool if you could play me something...” I said, trying not to sound too eager.

He let out a short sigh. “Well…I’ll do it for you.”

He pulled out the guitar and ran his pick across the strings. It sounded badly out of tune. He really must not have played in a while.

I expected him to look around for a tuner, but he quickly tuned the guitar by ear. Very impressive.

“I’ve been doing this a while,” he explained.

Once the guitar was tuned, he began to play some chords. Holy crap, he was actually really good.

“Recognize this one?” he said.

Of course I did. He played “Thinking out Loud,” by Ed Sheeran.

Turns out, he could not only play, but he sang beautifully.

Almost the whole time he played, he looked me in the eyes. What else could I do, but look back?

After the song was done. I gave him a little clap and a girlish squeal. I guess that kinda slipped out because it was so good.

He put the guitar back on its stand, and then sat back down on the bed next to me.

“Thanks for coming today, Jacie – even though we kinda surprised you and you weren’t ready.”

I was nervous. Where was this going?

Slowly but suddenly, he put his hand on my bare upper thigh, right below where the skirtini went down to.

He looked into my eyes, this time longingly. The only other time I had seen this look was at the dance.

Then he did it. He leaned in and kissed me. Not much to do but kiss him back.

Just like that, we were making out for the second time.

The longer we kissed, the more we caressed each others’ bodies. At the dance we were in public, so there was a feeling of awkwardness. This time it was private and romantic.

He caressed my lower back and grabbed my butt mostly, whereas I ran my hands through his hair and clenched it a little when he did something I liked.

Then Michael started to lay back on the bed, and guided me with him, still kissing me passionately.

I don’t know if I was caught up in the moment or fell way too much into the ‘Jacie’ mindset, but I was on cloud nine.

Much like watching Amanda strip down earlier, I started feeling a rumbling making out with Michael. Fortunately, the skirtini was long enough and tight enough to hide it somewhat, but that wouldn’t last for long.

For some reason though, that didn’t bother me. I knew the risks, and I knew the dangerous situations I was constantly putting myself in. It just felt so good to be kissed.

We were kissing even more intensely. He ran his hands through my hair, kissing my neck, and putting his hands on my padded bikini top.

In the heat of the moment, he began to briefly reach down to my lower region.

And I think he touched it.

Or maybe he didn’t. He didn’t do too much grabbing, but I think his hand brushed the fabric over my hardness. I honestly don’t know.

I froze.

“Hey, are you okay?” Michael asked.

“Yeah…yeah,” I said. “Just a little frazzled.”

“It’s okay to be nervous.” He said assuredly, “Let me know if anything isn’t okay.”

That made me smile, but still nervous. We continued kissing. There’s no way he touched it. Because if he did, he would have immediately stopped kissing me and kicked me out, never to see me again.

But he didn’t.

So he must not have touched it, right?

Eventually, I told him that I needed to make my way home. Julia had texted me that Mom and Dad were out of the house, and I had to take this opportunity to sneak inside.

I went back to his sister’s room, and changed back into what I wore here.

He walked me to the front door and I told him I would just call an Uber.

He hugged me, not kissed me, as I left.

“I’ll see you at work,” Michael said.

I left out the front to a black Saab waiting out front.

“Uber for…Jason?” the driver said as I stepped in. That threw me off guard.

“…yeah. I guess that’s me.”


Chapter Twelve

The Monday back at school was probably the least focused I had ever been. It wasn’t just that thoughts of Michael consumed me; those were happening last week. These thoughts were grounded in fear for the first time. I feared losing him.

Yesterday’s hook-up was a beautiful moment and certainly a big step for me, but I took arguably my greatest risk since I began as Jacie. Michael might have discovered my secret boyhood.

Yet I continued! My Jacie alter-ego practically didn’t care. Sure, it concerned me that he may have felt something beneath the swimsuit bottoms, but I was so engaged in my first private, intimate moment with Michael, that I remained on his bed, kissing him.

But perhaps he didn’t notice anything was awry and was simply tired. Regardless, if I have any hopes of continuing with Michael, I need to be more open with him, even if it endangers our relationship.

I thought it best not to text him that night. I went up to my room and relaxed the rest of that Sunday night, brushing off Julia’s attempts to get the scoop of the party.

◆◆◆

I pulled up to Merlin’s making sure to change into a somewhat girly outfit that I had stored in the car from Julia. Just a simple white tank and sweatpants, with my hair in a messy bun. I didn’t even feel like putting makeup on.

It felt like ages since I went to work. It was business as usual, but this time with more emphasis on business. This was the final week before the actual day of Halloween on Friday, and the store was packed. My manager, Sandy, ran up to me in a sweat.

“Thank God you’re here, Jacie. I need you to throw on a costume real quick and get to helping customers. We’re gonna be down a worker all week.”

And just like that, Sandy split off to the register. Down a worker? What did she mean?

Towards the back of the store was Val and Autumn. Val had on a boxy Spongebob Squarepants costume, and Autumn was dressed as Snoopy. Both looked like they had bad news to share.

“What’s going on? Why is Sandy saying we’re down a worker?” I asked impatiently.

“Michael quit,” said Val, “He didn’t even give an explanation. Is everything alright between the two of you?”

That right there practically validated any fears I had about Michael. He probably realized I was a boy and wanted nothing to do with me! So much so, that he quit his job, just so he didn’t have to look me in the eye.

I filled Val and Autumn in on the pool party, learning about Michael’s bad breakup with Leslie, hooking up, and the possible exposure of my secret.

Autumn was quick to console me. “That’s not necessarily the case. He could just be sick, or he could have gotten into an argument with Sandy. There’s literally a million possibilities.”

She’s right. I don’t know any of that. For all I know he could have a really difficult week of tests coming up, and he couldn’t handle working at Merlin’s this week. Who knows?

“Girls! Get to work!” Sandy yelled from the front.

That snapped us back in. I threw on a pirate hat and an eye patch to complete the weakest looking costume ever and began assisting the customers.

◆◆◆

Tuesday went by with a busy day of school and a busy day of work. Same with Wednesday and Thursday. No word from Michael, but abundant concern from me.

To a certain extent, I was happy to be so busy, since it forced me to push thoughts of Michael out of my head.

Friday’s work shift was only from 3:30 to 5:00, closing early for Halloween. Sandy called the three of us to the front.

“I want to thank you all for working so hard during the pre-Halloween rush!” She said, and then applauded us for a brief few seconds. “We’re closing early so you can trick-or-treat, go to a party, or whatever you want to do. Also, I especially want to bid farewell to Jacie. It’s been a wonder seeing you flourish in an alter-ego, and even though I like Jason very much, I’ll certainly miss Jacie.”

Wow, Sandy was right. There’s no rational reason to continue being Jacie. My employment at the costume store is over, Michael seems to be out of my life, and all I have going on is school.

“Yeah, I suppose it’s goodbye,” I said with a conflicted tone in my voice.

We hugged Sandy goodbye and thanked her again, leaving the store. It was the end of an era for sure.

I was definitely feeling a little blue. I started walking to my car, but Autumn and Val held me back.

“Woah woah woah, Jacie, where are you going?” Val said.

“Look, guys. I don’t think it makes sense for me to be Jacie anymore.”

Autumn was confused. “But you enjoy it, don’t you? Why stop?”

I explained my thinking to the girls. “Michael’s done, this job is done, and I’ve had way too many close calls with my parents to justify Jacie any longer.”

“But tonight is Halloween!” Val said. “Think about it. Doesn’t the entire concept of Halloween revolve around being someone else? Whether it’s a vampire, a celebrity, or even a girl!”

Autumn approached me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Val and I are going to a Halloween party tonight. It’s at this one guy’s house at our school who is absurdly rich.”

Val chimed in, “Yeah his name’s Byron, and his birthday is on Halloween, so his parents decided to throw him a huge Halloween-themed birthday party.”

“The parents invite some of their adult friends over and will be hanging out in the basement, but otherwise we pretty much have the rest of the house for the party!” Autumn said. “Plus, he’s got a total crush on Val, which is how we got the invite.”

“He does not!” Val said, blushing.

Autumn pulled out her phone. A text message she received had all the details of the party.

“There’ll be dancing and drinks on the first and second floor and a live, local band playing in the backyard, along with yard games and stuff.”

That sounded absolutely incredible. I thought about it for a second. “But I’m not invited.”

Both girls laughed at my ignorance. “You’re a cute girl, Jacie. It won’t matter.”

“Plus it will take your mind off Michael.”

Could I handle it? One final night of being Jacie before I hang her up for good?

“Let’s do it,” I said.

“Wait!” Val said, “On one condition.”

“What is it?”

Val smirked. “We get you as dolled up as possible!”

◆◆◆

Now that we had plans for the evening, our Halloween party preparation began. I quickly realized I didn’t even know what I wanted to be yet.

“Oh my!” Autumn said, sarcastically. “If only there were a place to get a Halloween costume that was nearby…”

I rolled my eyes at her, and we walked right back into Merlin’s. Sandy was a little surprised to see us. “Did you guys forget something?”

“Jacie’s returning for one last night, and we need to find a costume.” Autumn told her.

Sandy smiled. “Alrighty then! It’s good to see you back already, Jacie.”

I perused the aisles, as I’d done so many times over the past few weeks.

“Wait! Jacie!” Sandy said. “I think I have the perfect thing for you.”

Sandy went to the back. After a minute, she returned with a costume I had never seen before. It was a light blue, ‘flight attendant’ costume.

“I usually try to make sure the costumes we sell are fairly modest, but this is one of the few ‘PG-13’ costumes I have in the back. Only if you’re looking to go that route tonight, of course.”

I checked Val and Autumn for approval. Both were nodding. Looks like it was on!

I went into the changing room to try it on. All I had on was my standard white tank and girl’s sweatpants that I wore Merlin’s on a day-to-day basis, so as not to appear too boyish.

“Wait guys, this isn’t going to fit too well with boxers underneath.” I yelled out to the girls. “And I can’t run home to change because Julia isn’t there!”

“Check the bag,” Sandy said.

I opened up the bag, and realized this was no cheap costume that would be sold to regular customers. The price tag read $200!”

I exited the changing room. “Wait, Sandy, I can’t afford this.”

“Oh, please! You were such a big help. Consider it a gift.” Sandy said. “In fact…”

Sandy went into the back for another few seconds and returned with two more costumes in hand. Autumn and Val, you girls can have deluxe costumes on the house as well.”

We thanked her profusely. Autumn grabbed the ‘police officer’ costume, and Val opted for ‘cheerleader.’

I went into the changing room and emptied the contents of the bag. I now understood why it was PG-13. The costume was short and skin-tight. It also came with light blue lace panties and a black lace bra. The fabric was very soft as well, and didn’t have that scratchy feeling like some of the cheaper costumes do. Other than that, the costume consisted of a tight, light blue pencil skirt, and a blue-black top that would completely expose my midriff, while also showing plenty of cleavage. There was also a small, light blue stewardess hat to complete the outfit.

“One more thing!” Sandy yelled, tossing something over the curtain.

Landing on the floor was a pair of silicone, cleavage enhancers. “These will help the outfit fit a little better.”

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Ever since I started as Jacie, I had never worn anything that would truly give the appearance of actual breasts. This would be a first.

“Oh jeez!” Autumn yelled out. “We have to go!”

I stepped out of the changing room. “What’s going on?”

“Val, we booked the salon appointment for 5:30!” Autumn said.

I glanced at the clock. 5:20.

“We’ll have to change later,” she said. “Jacie, It’s my Aunt’s salon, so I’m sure she can fit you in too.”

A salon appointment? I guess I’m really going all out tonight!

We packed up our costumes and left the store. We hugged Sandy again, and she wished us luck with our night out.

I wasn’t bidding farewell just to Sandy, but to Merlin’s.

It’s bittersweet, because Jacie was practically born and raised in Merlin’s. But tonight, with the new costume and salon visit, Jacie will be all grown up.


Chapter Thirteen

Over the past few weeks I’ve put on girls’ clothes and makeup many times. I’ve even managed to go out of my comfort zone fully en femme. But this is the first time I’ve truly had a public transformation. Every other time I’ve changed from Jason to Jacie, it’s been in the privacy of a few friends.

But salons are a completely different animal. Everyone around you is a master of beautification and they’re equipped with the tools to make that happen.

We were greeted by Autumn’s Aunt Crystal, a tall, slim woman with a blonde pixie cut.

“Ah, just in time girls! And I see this is our good friend Jacie. Autumn texted me your whole story before we came in. We’re lucky to have you.” She said with a wink. Her support really took the pressure off me.

There were a few other stylists around, along with plenty of female clients. Some of them looked at me, but none with any particular disdain. Either they didn’t care that a boy was here, or they simply assumed I was a girl. My white tank and sweatpants outfit wasn’t doing me any particular favors, but the hairband gave off the appearance of slight femininity.

Aunt Crystal called over two other women, both of them gorgeous in their own right, and early 20s. “Girls, this is Val, and Jacie…and you already know Autumn. These ladies are going out to a big Halloween party tonight, so we want them looking as beautiful as ever!”

The stylists nodded and they led us to the rinsing basins. I was paired with Aunt Crystal, and Val and Autumn went with the other two.

“I hear this is your first time in a salon, so I’m going to make it extra special, okay hun?”

I nodded. I was excited, but a little nervous.

I decided to send Julia a quick text telling her about how crazy my day has been. I’m sure she’d be thrilled!

“Put it this way: the more feminine you look, the more feminine you feel. And the more feminine you feel, the more comfortable you’ll be. Allow me to make you a goddess!” Aunt Crystal certainly knew which buttons to push.

The first thing she did was wash my hair. I leaned my head back into the basin as she began to rinse my entire head of hair. A flowery scented shampoo came next, and Aunt Crystal applied, rubbing it into my scalp as she ran her hands through my brunette mane. She delicately spread it down from my temples all the way to the very tips of my hair. Then, a nice warm rinse.

She repeated the process with a similarly scented conditioner. Aunt Crystal’s hands were delicate and smooth. I felt like I was in heaven!

I was escorted back to the styling chair, where she whipped out scissors and got to work. I quite honestly was not expecting a haircut, but I suppose this is what happens at salons, so I just let it happen. Oh well, I could always hide it by wearing my hair up at home.

Once done, she began to blow dry, segmenting my hair with a brush as she dried each section. I noticed a shine in my hair that I’d never really seen before.

“Check out this brunette angel over here!” Aunt Crystal shouted out. Val and Autumn looked over, smiling and flashing thumbs up. I blushed.

Once my hair dried, I began to notice the effects of the trimming. My hair looked wonderfully voluminous, and it was much more textured and layered than before. Aunt Crystal called it a long, grown out ‘bob’ look. “This’ll be fabulous on you, honey.”

She quickly got to work on styling it, pinning parts of my hair on top of my head and flat ironing the sides, like both Julia and I had done so many times before. Once everything was straightened, Aunt Crystal pulled out a curling iron and began creating lots of long, curly waves all over my head.

And just like that, we were done. I looked over at Autumn and Val, and both of them had drastically different hairstyles as well. Autumn’s blonde ‘do was styled into a high, wavy ponytail. Val had long waves as well, but her dark hair was significantly longer than mine. They both looked stunning.

“You girls look lovely!” I squealed out.

“You know, we’re closing up soon, but we can offer to do your makeup too.” Aunt Crystal said.

I wasn’t expecting that! We graciously accepted, and Aunt Crystal brought the three of us to a different room in the salon, along with the two other stylists. Aunt Crystal once again worked with me. She tied my hair back. “You are gonna look like a dream!” Aunt Crystal said, “Boys won’t be able to take their eyes off of you.”

That made me gulp a little bit. For a second, I had actually managed to take my mind off Michael.

“You look blue, honey. What’s up?” Aunt Crystal asked.

“Oh, uh, well I blew it with someone who I thought for a second was special,” I said glumly.

She paused. “Romance, huh? Autumn mostly filled me in on your last few weeks, but I’ll tell you this — don’t get too romantically hung up on anyone, whether it’s a boy or a girl. You need to prioritize yourself for a little while.”

Then she paused. “How can you expect to be with someone if you don’t even know who you are, Jacie?”

Aunt Crystal smiled and got back to work on my makeup. I certainly had a lot to think about. Is Michael worth my time? Should I push for our relationship even when he’s still wounded from his recent break-up? And I don’t even know who I want to be — Jason, or Jacie?

I mulled it over while Aunt Crystal did my makeup. She plucked my eyebrows and expertly shaped them into feminine arches. Then came the foundation that matched my tanned skin tone. Powder helped set the foundation. Subtle eye shadow was used and my eyebrows were filled in with a brown eyebrow pencil. My lashes were curled and mascara was applied.

After she finished my eyes, Aunt Crystal put some blush onto my cheeks to create a rosy glow. She used a lipstick brush to outline my lips and then finished off with a flirty, bright pink lipstick.

Aunt Crystal administered a setting spray on my now completed makeover. Looking in the mirror, I couldn’t even recognize myself. Every time I became Jacie in the past, it was somewhat amateurish. This was professional.

Both Val and Autumn also looked stellar. The stylists really knew what they were doing!

From the neck up, I looked completely like a girl. A real girl. No sign of boyhood anywhere.

Aunt Crystal addressed us all. “You girls look fabulous! I understand that you’re going to a Halloween party right after this, so certainly feel free to change here. We can even make it a little bit of a fashion show!”

Everyone seemed to like the idea, including the other two stylists who stuck around. Autumn ran out to the car to grab the costumes. “How about we do one at a time?” Aunt Crystal suggested, “Autumn, want to start?”

Autumn went to the back room behind a curtain and took a few minutes to change.

“Ready!” she yelled from behind the curtain. Aunt Crystal stood up to introduce her.

“Ladies and Gen – well, actually just ladies – I introduce to you the blonde bombshell: Officer Autumn!”

Autumn emerged from the curtain, strutting her stuff. The tight, navy outfit perfectly contoured her curvy body. She strutted down our little makeshift catwalk.

She was also wearing 4-inch heels. Wow, I didn’t know she had those!

Her catwalk escapade was topped off by blowing a kiss to everyone as we applauded her.

“Where did you get those stilettos?” I asked.

“Aunt Crystal had a pair in the back, so I grabbed them.” Autumn turned to Aunt Crystal, “You don’t mind, do you?”

“Not at all! In fact, there’s a bunch of pairs back there. Any of you girls are welcome to borrow them if you can find your size!”

Val walked the catwalk next. She had put on her cheerleader costume, but opted for cute white sneakers instead of heels.

“Looking good for Byron tonight!” Autumn heckled. Val blushed and playfully told her to shut up. All the other women ‘oooo’ed’.

Finally, it was my turn. I grabbed my costume and went behind the curtain. I stripped down completely naked. There was a mirror back there, and I stared at myself. My naked body did not match my girlish image above the shoulders. Ever since the creation of Jacie, I don’t think I’ve ever seen this stark of a difference between my male and female selves. It was almost as if there were two different people. In a way, I felt very at ease like this.

I picked up the lace black panties and slipped them on. The silicone cleavage enhancers had very simple instructions and I applied them to my chest. The padded bra was next, and after putting that on, I couldn’t believe the difference it made.

I stepped into the light blue pencil skirt, and then put on the top. The stewardess hat was the final touch, and I placed it right atop my newly minted hairstyle. Searching among the various pairs of shoes Aunt Crystal had, I managed to find the same stiletto heels that Autumn was wearing but in my size. Boy did they elevate me! I’m typically 5’9”, so these 4-inch heels made me just over 6 feet!

Staring in the mirror, I appeared to be ready.

“Coming out!” I yelled.

I could hear Aunt Crystal introduce me, and I stepped out to ‘ooh’s’ and cat-calls from the ladies. I strutted down the floor and then did a little turn and bow.

“Gorgeous girl!” Val yelled.

“Wait a second!” Aunt Crystal grabbed a make-up brush. “Your boobs could use a little contouring.”

She worked her magic for a few seconds, and soon enough, I had the appearance of C-cup breasts. It was incredible!

“Oh, and these!” she said, grabbing two black clip-on earrings. They went with my outfit perfectly!

A tear was in Aunt Crystal’s eye. She was so astounded at how beautiful and feminine we all looked. She called us in for a group hug.

“Okay, okay Auntie.” Autumn said laughing. “Shall we settle up at the register?”

“No need!” a voice yelled from the back. It was my sister, Julia!

I was stunned. I had completely forgotten that I told her I was coming here. “What are you doing here? I thought you had plans for tonight!”

Julia laughed. “I still do. I just wanted to check in on my sister for her first trip to a salon.” She turned to Aunt Crystal. “How are you doing, Crystal?”

“Julia! You know Jacie?” said Crystal.

Julia put her arm around me. “She’s my beautiful, lovely sister, actually. And her bill is on me. Jacie, Crystal is my hair stylist.”

What a small world! I hugged Julia, thanking her for the salon treat. She couldn’t stay long as she had a party to go to, but wished me good luck with my night.

“Maybe I’ll see my brother tomorrow in the morning, but tonight, my sister has the time of her life!”

She bid us farewell and left. What a girl.

Val and Autumn paid up and we waved goodbye to everyone at the salon. By now, it was close to 7:45, and our night was about to begin!

◆◆◆

After dropping off the car, we stopped inside Autumn’s house for a bit. It was small, but nicely furnished. Nobody was home, which naturally made me feel more comfortable. If anything it eased my nerves before we would go to a party where I would be anything but alone.

We briefly played with her dog, and Val suggested we watch a little TV before getting to the party. Autumn brought out a bottle of red wine that belonged to her parents to take the edge off. She poured each of us a glass.

A rerun of Project Runway was on, and the three of us ladies sipped our wine as we watched the models strut down the actual catwalk, similar to what we just did. We chatted about the styles and chose our favorites and least favorites.

“You know, Jacie, you really could be a model,” Val said, matter-of-factly, “Your legs are to die for. Stand up again!”

I swallowed the rest of my wine and stood up. I thanked genetics once again for giving me naturally hairless legs—they really did look good in this outfit.

“Who knows? Maybe I will go into modeling.” I said. “There’s a lot about my future I’m still not sure of, though.”

“But isn’t that what tonight is about?” Val asked. “Tonight you are Jacie. Tomorrow, you re-evaluate, right?”

Autumn chimed in. “Who knows, maybe you’ll meet a really cute guy tonight, and then you’ll never want to go back to being Jason.”

With Michael gone, I technically wasn’t attached to anyone. “Are you saying I should pursue another relationship? Already?”

“No, definitely not.” Autumn was quick to say. “But part of embracing womanhood is flirting and talking to guys. Be a tease. It’s fun! And if you’re confident and sure enough, you might even want to kiss one!”

I seriously doubt I’d be kissing anyone tonight.

We each had another glass of wine, and by 9:00 PM we were appropriately pre-gamed and ready for the party. We called an uber and directed the driver to Byron’s house. The night begins!

◆◆◆

From down the block we could hear and feel the music. The party was already going full steam. Fortunately, the house was far away from any other neighbors, so they could practically be as loud as they wanted to.

We left the uber at the driveway—the long driveway. This was an absolute mammoth of a home, even bigger than Michael’s. Cars were parked out front on the half-circle driveway that led to the front entrance, and the yard and exterior of the house was hauntingly, but tastefully decorated. I wonder what the budget was?

We made it to the front steps and a few boys our age were chatting on the front porch, drinking some sort of orange, Halloween mixed-drink. One of the boys saw us and bumped his friends.

“Allow us!” the boy said.

One grabbed each of our hands and helped us up the stairs—a much-appreciated offer, considering the heels. We thanked the boys and entered into the fray that was Byron’s Halloween party.

The place was packed! It’s safe to say that hundreds of people were here, and fortunately, I didn’t recognize any of them. Though with my hair, makeup, and costume, they probably wouldn’t be able to recognize me either.

The sound of Top-40 hits filled the spacious but crowded first floor of the house. A few people were dancing, most were talking amongst themselves, but everybody was in costume. It was a Halloween party after all.

An older gentleman walked past me and made his way into the basement, holding a nice bottle of wine. Looks like a bunch of parents were here, but wanting nothing to do with the party. However, their presence did make me feel better in case something got out of hand.

The kitchen, the living room, the dining room—every room was crowded with people sipping their drinks and having a good time. In the dining room there were two hired bartenders with a bar set-up serving drinks. The parents really went all out spending money on this thing! I read through a small cocktail list at the end of the bar: Beetlejuice cocktail, Pitch Black Sangria, and The Poisoned Apple were three drinks that stood out to me. I opted for the third one, and Autumn and Val matched my order. Tasty!

We made our way to the excessively huge backyard, where an actual band was set up on a small stage at one end, and yard games like cornhole and croquet were played at the other.

Right as we got back inside a boy I didn’t recognize yelled out to us. “Val!” he said.

“Hey!” Val yelled back. It was Byron. He was a tall, chiseled boy wearing a caveman costume, which aptly showed off his most impressive features.

He gave Val a big hug and then greeted Autumn as well, he looked at me, unfamiliar with who I was.

“Oh! This is our friend Jacie. She goes to a different school.” Val said.

“Well, Jacie, it’s very nice to meet you.” Byron said. “Val, are you interested in playing a game of Cauldron pong? I need a partner.”

“Oh, uh, sure!” Val said. Byron put out his hand and Val grabbed it, walking away with Byron to a table in one of the crowded first floor rooms. She smiled and shrugged as she walked away. Autumn made a heart shape with her hands and Val rolled her eyes.

Just then, two other boys came up to Autumn and I. Neither one of us recognized them, but they introduced themselves as Felix and Vincent. Both were tall and handsome.

We chatted with them for about 10 minutes. I had to make up a lot of my background details, but I got pretty good at it from hanging out with Michael’s friends. They invited us to dance next to where the DJ was playing on the first floor, and we accepted.

We danced for a little while just as a group. Eventually Autumn started inching towards Felix, who gladly accepted her interest in him. I still kept more to myself.

Suddenly, Val appeared behind me. She had briefly snuck away from Byron. “Vincent seems really into you, girl!” she said. “No pressure, but he’s a 6 foot 6 hunk, and I just wanted to let you know you have the opportunity.” She winked and walked away.

“What was that all about?” Vincent asked, still dancing.

Boy, he was cute. I definitely wanted to inch a little closer to him… but should I? He’s super gentlemanlike and kind, so that’s not the problem. The question is, is this something Jacie would do?

He complimented my appearance. I blushed visibly. Looking to the side I could see Autumn and Felix were now dancing up on each other. She was totally in the moment and having a great time.

I started dancing a little closer to Felix, who was certainly fine with my choice. I danced facing front, as he slid his body behind mine. The back of my shoulder brushed against part of his chest. He was one of the few guys here whose size could make me feel short and dainty.

We matched rhythms and he danced against me, grabbing my soft elbows from both sides. His hands were strong, but he had a soft touch.

By now, Autumn and Felix were off in the corner, talking really close to each other, but not quite kissing yet. I turned my head again, and in another part of the large, crowded room Val and Byron were doing the same.

I seem to be doing the right thing. We were all with our men, getting the respectful attention we deserved while having fun at the same time.

Still glancing around, there were couples paired up throughout the party. Lots of girls got attention paid to them by the boys. Those who weren’t paired up were eying each other, hoping the night would lead them there. I’ve been in the place of those boys before, and I certainly can still be attracted to girls, but not all the time. Especially not right now.

Right now I am Jacie, not Jason. And I was as dolled up as can be wearing high heels, a girly costume, my hair and makeup done to perfection, with a six-and-a-half foot stud dancing behind me.

But it wasn’t even about Vincent. It was about me. This situation felt right. I knew who I was.

But then...

Out of the corner of my eye I spotted someone I knew: Amanda! Michael’s friend Amanda, who I met at the pool party.

Our eyes locked and her expression was one of surprise and glee. It looked as if she had something to tell me.

I turned around and told Vincent I had to talk to someone for a second. He was cool with it.

Amanda gave me a big hug. But she pulled me outside to the backyard and got down to business.

“Thank God you’re here! It’s important that you listen to me.” She was very serious. “You need to speak with Michael.”

“What? We practically ghosted each other for an entire week, he quit his job and now he wants to speak with me?”

“There’s more to that story,” Amanda said. “It’s not his fault.”

She went on to explain that Michael’s ex-Girlfriend Leslie was in an extreme fit of jealousy that he invited me over to the pool party and had taken me to the dance. So much so, that she began spreading nasty rumors about Michael around the school. Rumors that weren’t even remotely true.

Leslie had a lot of sway among their peers and people began to turn against Michael. He felt that he couldn’t go out without being judged and ridiculed. His parents felt it was best that he completely remove himself from school and work for the entire week while he mentally recovered. Eventually, a few loyal friends and I exposed the truth about Leslie’s lies, and everyone turned on her. That was the last of the friendship between Leslie and Amanda.

“He’s unbelievably sorry that he ignored you all week, but felt it was best to recover in seclusion. He wants to be with you, Jacie,” Amanda said.

I was speechless. My opinions on Michael went from anger and sadness to true empathy.

“Where is he now?”

“Right here.” Michael said. He was standing behind me, dressed oddly enough as a pilot.

“Did you fill her in?” he asked Amanda. She nodded. He turned towards me and gave me a big, long hug.

“I’m so sorry…” he said.

“No! I’m sorry you had to go through that.” We pulled out from the hug and he leaned in to kiss me.

But I stopped him.

“A moment, please, Amanda?” I asked.

She went inside.

“Michael, we need to talk.” I said.

“You’re right! I need to explain my week.”

“No” I cut him off. “You’re fine. You’ve been wonderful in fact.”

I paused and took a sigh. I knew what I needed to do. But we needed a more private place.

I took him inside and up to the second floor. The hallway was filled with people playing drinking games. Looks like it’s the third floor, then.

The third floor was much less crowded. We went into an open bedroom and I closed the door behind him.

“You look beautiful.” He said.

“Please,” I said, cutting him off once again. “I need to explain something. I’ve been lying to you. I’ve been lying to you for weeks. You know me as Jacie, but I wasn’t born this way.”

“Oh that’s–“ he began to talk.

“Michael! Please, this is important,” I said firmly. “I was born…a boy. And in a way, I’m still a boy…physically.”

“Can I speak?” Michael asked. I nodded.

“I don’t care.” Michael said.

“What?” I stood up fast. “What do you mean you don’t care?”

“I’ve suspected that for a little while Jacie. The dance, the pool party…there were some hints that you weren’t like most other girls.”

“But…but you didn’t leave me…” I stuttered.

“This past week…I dealt with a lot of crap. Leslie spread some horrible things about me. She said I was a selfish, disloyal, horrible person…she said those out of jealousy. Jealousy of you.”

He sighed again. “Over the past week, I learned who was a real friend and a fake friend. I’m not a perfect guy, but those who really know me, knew I wouldn’t cheat or lie or steal. They know the real me on the inside. That’s all they should care about.”

I sat back down on the bed. I was tearing up.

“And the inside of you… the real you… is Jacie. I can tell that.”

“It is,” I said, nodding. “It really is.”

He kissed me. I leaned in and passionately kissed him back.

He took off his jacket and shirt, as I kicked off my heels and rustled his hair. We fiercely kissed as I placed his hand on the growing part of my skirt.

“Is this okay?” I whispered.

He nodded, and kissed me some more. He moved my hand to his lower region too.

“And for you?” he asked.

I smiled. We continued on. But the rest of the details of that night, I’ll keep private.

Nothing about becoming Jacie would be easy. There were many people I’d have to explain this to who, even after dozens of attempts, will never understand why I feel this way. But the most important thing is that from there on out, I was confident in who I wanted to be: Jacie. My man, my sister, and my new friends just helped me realize it.

Nothing feels better than that.


THE END
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