

a girlfriend for the summer
He needed a new job. He found a new life.


lucy luxe



Copyright © 2024 by Lucy Luxe

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


contents


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13



Thank you for reading this Lucy Luxe transgender tale.

Lucy Luxe is a passionate author in the trans and feminization genres. Each of her stories are original works, imagined, written, and produced by herself.

Each of her stories are inspired by and written for girls like you.

For more works by Lucy Luxe, from voluntary trans-awakenings, to steamy reluctant feminizations, please visit and follow her author page.

amazon.com/author/lucyluxe


one
. . .




“Alex, you’re describing ‘The Shining.’ This is The Shining. That is exactly what this is.”

Jade had always been my best friend, since we were like seven years old. For that same reason, she had also always been my voice of reason, as well. This time though, I felt like she had missed the mark.

“Well, first, that’s a supernatural horror” I corrected her. “None of that stuff could happen in real life. And, plus, that’s set in the winter. It’s all snow and blood. This is a summer job. I’m the summer custodian.”

“Okay, sure,” she conceded. “But there’s still parallels! You’re helping look after a deserted ski resort. You’re going to be cut off from the world. You said you don’t get cell service out there. You told me they don’t even have wi-fi out there, because it’s meant to be a ‘retreat.’ Plus you’re totally the sort of person who would go homicidally insane at the first chance.”

“Great, thank you,” I laughed. “But it’s not deserted, the manager is going to be there with me. He’s covered the summer season like three times before and he hasn’t killed anyone. Even once.”

“That he’s been convicted for,” Jade quickly interjected.

“That he’s been convicted for,” I sarcastically echoed. “But even if he tried it, the snow’s already melted. It’s not like I’m completely stranded there.”

“But it’s just you and this guy you’ve never met before?”

“Well, yes,” I replied condescendingly. “Again, the snow’s melted. That’s why nobody is going to be at a ski resort, other than the two of us.”

“Don’t you find that kind of weird?” Jade asked me.

“In what way?” I asked back.

“Spending, like, a whole couple months - or however long - with a stranger?”

“No,” I told her. “I spoke with him on a video call and he seems like a nice enough guy. He was very friendly. I think he was mostly just happy to not have to do the summer alone like he usually has to.”

“Was he alone the whole time? Or just after he killed the last custodian?” she grinned at me.

“Funny.”

“I thought it was.”

“Well,” I started. “Do you actually think this is a bad idea?”

“No,” she admitted. “I think I just don’t know what I’m going to do for the summer, if you’re away the whole time. It’s senior year next year. How am I going to prepare without you?”

“You’ll find a way!” I argued. “You left me before junior year though. You remember? This can make it fair.”

“I was having a knee operation,” she said.

“So now we’re even.”

[image: ]


Maybe Jade was right. The situation was a tiny bit crazy. I was going to get paid to spend half my summer with a stranger, looking after an otherwise abandoned ski resort.

I was going to have no cell service, no internet, and no real way to contact the outside world. That was, unless I just hitched a ride to the next town over. It wasn’t exactly like we were going to get snowed in, over the summer, even if the nearest town was still nearly two hours away.

But it was a hell of an opportunity. I was getting paid six grand. That was more than I’d ever been paid over a whole summer, let alone over two months. As long as the manager I was stuck with was as nice as he seemed, it was going to be easy money.

The job itself was more or less just meant to be making sure that the place didn’t fall to ruin. That meant maintaining the fire system, making sure the essential equipment still ran, and keeping dust off of the fittings.

I was pretty sure that “making sure the essential equipment still ran” essentially just meant riding the ski-lift, from time to time.

I was almost excited for it, in a way. It wasn’t like I was going to be working all day, every day. I would mostly only have to do stuff as and when I was asked, which meant a lot of downtime. That was great for me, as I wanted to get a jump on my final year art work.

Realistically, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to focus on it, with all the usual distractions I had around me at home.

It was sort of a relief, then, that I wouldn’t be able to send messages or check social media or play games for the whole time I was there. I was almost considering leaving my cell behind entirely, but thought better of it.

Maybe Jade’s comments about The Shining had left me a little unsettled.

Not enough to back out, though. I was a mix of nerves and excitement, the day that I set off for work. I said goodbye to my family, and then to Jade, and I told them I’d be back when the ski season resumed.

Where I lived, summer generally only meant two months without snow. Maybe three, in a heatwave. And even then, that really only meant two or three months without the kind of snow that was heavy enough to ski on. There was probably still going to be some snow.

My parents seemed pretty happy for me, when I was leaving. They admired my responsibility, in terms of both getting a well paid summer job, and also balancing it with my future college work.

They had always been supportive, to be fair to them. Through each of my phases and each of my life decisions, they never tried to talk me out of any of them.

A prime example was that they never questioned my - in hindsight, very embarrassing - goth phase in my early teens. Admittedly, they probably figured out well before me that the phase wouldn’t last very long. Aside from the fact that I kept my long, dark hair. That was the only remotely goth aspect of me still, as a college student.

Not once did they try to talk me out of who I hung out with as a kid. Even if I was friends with kids who caused trouble, they assumed I’d help put them on the right track. I don’t even know if they considered the possibility of those kids dragging me down with them.

On top of that, some parents would probably even run a mile, if their son told them they wanted to pursue an art major. My parents, on the other hand, couldn't have been more proud. They liked that I had drive and ambition. The liked that I had a goal in life.

Jade was still less enthused about me disappearing for a few months. However I eventually managed to get her to admit that it wasn’t from fear for my safety - me being cut-off at some abandoned ski resort. No, rather she was just worried she’d be bored without me.

The day I said goodbye was technically the last day of the ski season. It wasn’t a particularly easy journey for that reason. Every bus terminal and train station I got to was practically overflowing with skiers and snowboarders, either finally coming home from the season, or desperately trying to get to the resort one last time before they had to take the summer off.

It made for a chaotic commute, right from the moment I stepped onto the bus from my house. I had to take a one hour train from my town, to the town nearest the resort, then a two hour bus from there to my workplace.

I would have done the journey any other day, to avoid the chaos, but that bus to the resort was run by the resort. It only ran when the season was on, to ferry the endless stream of eager skiers and snowboarders. If I left it one day later, I’d have had no way to get to the resort at all.

I had sort of presumed that, getting there at eleven in the morning, I’d have missed most of the chaos of everyone else either arriving at or leaving from the resort. I could not have been more wrong.

I’d never been to that resort before. I had no real reason to, I wasn’t good at any snow sport. Not for lack of trying - I was just pretty uncoordinated. Even if I was into snow sports though, I doubt I would have been able to afford to do any of them at St. Saniet. It was not a cheap place.

In turn though, that was the whole reason I was getting paid so much to be the summer custodian. People paid more than six thousand dollars for a two week ski pass. I probably could have argued for even more, if I had realized that fact when I accepted the job offer.

But as I stood in the lobby, I felt completely lost. I was surrounded by people moving every which way, some in snowsuits, others in jeans and sweaters, contending with countless suitcases and bags. I was completely out of my depth.

It suddenly dawned on me that I had no idea what it took to look after a place like St. Saniet. I didn’t even know what it took to go to a place like St. Saniet! I didn’t fit in at all.

It was a huge relief, then, when I finally saw a friendly face. Tyler’s friendly face.

Tyler was the manager of St. Saniet. He was the man with whom I had completed my video interview with. He was a sense of safety in the otherwise manic lobby I had found myself in.

“Alex?” he asked, as he approached me through the turbulent sea of skiers.

I was a little caught off guard. He was a hell of a lot taller than I had expected. I was a pretty short guy, only about five foot seven. He must have been at least eight inches taller than me. From our video call, I didn’t entirely anticipate it.

He must have been nearly ten years older than me, but he was built like some of the football players at my college. He looked like he was trying to be as wide as he was tall. I didn’t know if being so muscular was a benefit for snow sports, but it did make me worry that I might not have been cut out for the custodian job.

His biceps strained against his fisherman-knit brown jumper. His calves bulged in his indigo jeans. I was amazed I couldn’t see muscles on the patch of skin that showed in his tan loafers.

My slight frame was lost in a parachute of a baggy sports sweater. My black, skinny jeans were still loose on my even skinnier legs, and my white canvas sneakers definitely did not betray any kind of power or athletic ability.

If I had to help him lift anything, or push some broken down snow mover, or even so much as turn a wrench, I was suddenly worried that I wouldn’t be able to do it. I wasn’t sure if I was the right fit for the job or not.

“Tyler?” I nervously asked.

“Yup,” he confirmed. “Pleasure to meet you. It’s great to have you on board. Thank you for coming to help out.”

His positivity did not match my own feelings which were suddenly bouncing about my own head. I now had no idea if I would be able to handle even a day at the resort, let alone a whole summer off-season.

But, little did I know, I was going to make myself wanted around St. Saniet in a way I never would have guessed.
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The first two days were, mercifully, very easy. Being the last day of the season, all of the staff were still there to handle anything. That included all of the stuff that Tyler and I would have otherwise had to have handled by ourselves, over the summer.

The staff were almost all still there on the first two days of the off-season, as well. They were all cleaning, or running final checks on equipment, or - in the case of the chefs - preparing a summer’s worth of cooking ingredients for Tyler and I.

Those two days were somehow even more manic than when the guests were still around. Everywhere I looked, staff were attending to bits of machinery that I didn’t understand. They were polishing stair rails and vacuuming floors. They were serving a final farewell meal for the seasonal staff.

Amongst that bedlam, Tyler gave me a tour of the place. That was the main job for both of us, for me to get started. St. Saniet was enormous. It was the first place I had ever been to that had ‘wings.’

There were wings for guests, wings for staff, and wings for dining. Wings for equipment, wings for medical attention, even wings for shipping stuff. The place was endless. I was expected to have a rough grasp of where all of these ‘wings’ were, in case I needed to attend to some kind of emergency in any of them.

The one wing that I was happy to see was the premium accommodation wing. The reason being, that wing was going to be used as the summer accommodation for me and Tyler. With there being no other guests around, there was no reason to stay anywhere shabby.

I was thrilled. I had pictured my winter being spent in some bunk in a gray, windowless room. I had expected the team at St. Saniet to not want to spend one more cent than they needed to on my living conditions. The thing that I had underestimated was that Tyler was the team at St. Saniet.

He summed it up when he showed me the room.

“If we’re stuck here for the summer, we might as well make it a hell of a summer.”

I liked his outlook. He didn’t strike me as the stern sort. I sort of looked forward to having him as a manager. Before I arrived, I was worried that I was going to be worked to the bone to earn my money. He didn’t seem like even he would be doing all that much more than he had to.

“They’re incredible,” I told him, when he opened the door to one of the suites. “This is bigger than my family’s house.”

Tyler laughed as I said it.

“Mine, too.”

It was sort of an exaggeration, but only sort of. The room was giant, and there were about a dozen identical rooms in the wing in which we were staying. Tyler and I were at opposite ends of the hall, so we could still have some space from one another when we weren’t working. The idea, then, that there were ten more of those giant rooms in between us felt crazy.

The madness was from the fact that the rooms themselves were more or less self-contained homes. They were split over two floors. The first floor was this one giant, open plan space. It contained a kitchen, a dining table, and a living area. Best of all, there was a huge desk, perfect for working on my art.

There was admittedly a giant mirror on it, as it was clearly meant as a vanity table, but that wasn’t going to dampen my enthusiasm.

Upstairs, the bedroom was on a kind of enclosed mezzanine. It had a giant bed, way bigger than a double, and more storage than I had things to store. Beneath it was a bathroom, complete with a shower, two sinks, and a bathtub.

It was a hell of a lot nicer than my college dorm, I knew that for sure.

We didn’t get to move into those suites right away, though.

We were in some little gray, windowless rooms for the first few days I was there.

The premium suites needed some thorough maintenance before we were allowed to properly set foot in them. Some people all but lived in those rooms over the ski season. Management more or less had to evict some of them, they loved living there so much.

But that left me in my box room. My little cell had nothing in there other than a bed and a storage chest. It didn’t even have a toilet or shower! I had to go down the hall, if I wanted either of those things. Apparently, those rooms were usually reserved for if some overflow staff came in and needed an emergency place to stay. I guessed I did more or less fit that bill.

The lack of reasons to stay in my room, coupled with lack of knowledge of the resort, led me to a lot of self-guided tours in the first few days that I was at St. Saniet.

I decided that I really needed to get to grips with the place. Tyler could need me anywhere, and at any time. I couldn’t do that, if I had no idea where anything was.

He had also actually given me the explicit task of doing just that. He told me that, when he first started, it took him the best part of two weeks to figure out the layout of the place. He said that two days didn’t seem fair, in comparison, but it was all we had to spare.

Still, it was a start. And by the end of my third day in St. Saniet, I was starting to get the hang of things. I had more or less figured out at least which wing was which. I had learned the names of some of the bits of equipment. I had even got used to walking the two minutes from my little room to the communal showers.

It was on the final morning that the other staff were still at St. Saniet, that Tyler knocked on my door.

“Moving day, Lex,” he announced, a cheery tone in his deep voice. “You need any help moving stuff to your new room?”

“Oh, uh,” I looked around my room.

I had only brought two cases with me. One case, which had all of my art supplies and other miscellanea, and another which had all of my clothes. I hadn’t showered yet, so I needed the clothes, though the art supplies could go over without me.

“Yeah,” I told Tyler. “If you don’t mind taking my art case over, that would be amazing. Thank you!”

“Art case?” He enquired.

“Yeah, this one, sorry,” I lifted my heavy duffel bag full of art supplies. “This is the one that has all my college art stuff. I’m trying to get a jump on it for my major.”

“An artist?” Tyler jutted his bottom lip out slightly and coupled it with a slow and gentle nod. “Very nice. You’ll have to show me.”

“Happy to,” I told him. “Just after I shower, first.”

“Oh, of course,” he said as he took my art case from me. “No hurry. In fact, we’ve got about two months to get to know each other. So, if anything, we need to think of some conversations to save for when we run out later.”

Tyler took the bag and began to disappear down the hall. He left me alone in my room, the winter staff frantically moving back and forth in the hallway just outside.

I began the routine that I had already settled into, which started on my first morning at St. Saniet. I took off the clothes I had slept in, and then stuffed them into the laundry pouch of my bag. I wrapped a St. Saniet branded bath robe around myself, then grabbed my shower stuff, and then stepped outside.

My bare feet felt as if they breathed a sigh of relief, stepping from the linoleum floor of my room, to the soft carpet just the other side of my door.

Nobody seemed to take any notice of the fact that I was in the corridor in just a dressing robe. On my first day, I noticed a lot of guests walking from the dining wing or the spa wing, all wearing just a robe. I figured I wouldn’t look too out of place doing the same.

It turned out that I wasn’t. Nobody batted an eye at me in my robe, walking from my small room to the showers. The only difference that morning was that the hallway was seemingly emptying by the minute. Cleaners and maintenance crew and the concierge team were all filing towards the lobby of the place. That meant they must have been on their ways home.

I considered saying goodbye to the people as they left. I felt as if it was strange to know that they wouldn’t be with me in mere moments. Equally though, I had never even really had the chance to say hello, in the first place.

As I got to the shower, it felt like the rush of people was reaching a trickle. It felt as if I finally understood how quiet the resort was going to become, with just me and Tyler in there.

I stepped into my favorite shower cubicle - far left, furthest from the breeze which blew under the door - and I turned it on. Even in that communal wet room, the showers were still these amazing rain-heads. I had only meant to jump in for a quick rinse, but I managed to spend nearly fifteen minutes in there, enjoying the waterfall of warmth which engulfed me.

Finally, I figured that I had spent long enough in there. I had intended to hurry as I knew that, that morning, I would be moving to my new room. I absolutely could not wait. It was like Christmas morning, if somehow you could gift-wrap excellent living conditions.

So, I got out, toweled off, wrapped the robe back around me, and headed back to my room to get changed. The corridor was completely empty. I didn’t even really need the robe any more, for what it was worth.

But then I got back to my room. And I really did need my robe.

My bag was gone.

The one with all of my clothes in it. It was nowhere to be seen.

I checked the number on the outside of the door, making sure I hadn’t accidentally wandered into one of the countless identical rooms in the countless identical wings.

No such luck.

I looked under my bed. Empty. I checked in the storage chest. Nothing there, either.

I looked outside in the hallway. Also empty. Not even a straggling staff member.

All of my clothes, other than the robe I was wearing, were completely missing. I racked my brain to figure out what might have happened. And then it hit me. Of course I knew where my clothes were. Tyler must have come back for them after he moved my art case! It was a simple miscommunication.

It wasn’t ideal, but I headed over to the premium wing in just my robe. The occasional patches of hardwood floor I had to cross were freezing. It began to feel like I was a little too casual, crossing lobbies and catering areas, not wearing any real clothes.

Eventually, I made it there. I made it to the suites which were to become my home for the winter. I found my room and opened the door.

Inside was my art case, but nothing else.

I checked the closets, the bedroom, the bathroom, and any other nook and cranny I could find, but my clothes were nowhere.

I had one last port of call. I had to find Tyler. I had no idea which room was his - he had only shown me my own and told me he was down the other end - so, I started knocking. I knocked on a few doors, until one near the very end of the hall opened up.

“Lex,” Tyler answered, seeming slightly surprised by my presence. He had apparently adorned me with a new nickname and had also apparently stuck with it. “You okay?”

“Uh, not quite,” I answered. “Did you take my clothes bag?”

“I don’t know,” he replied. “Was that the one you handed me in your room?”

“No, that was my art case.”

“Then no, I don’t think so,” he told me. “Why?”

“Well,” I started, not entirely sure what this development meant for me. “I left my clothes bag in my room. The one with all of my clothes in. Like, all of them, and it’s not there any more. You didn’t come back for it, or something?”

“No, sorry Lex,” he looked concerned. “I just came straight here after I dropped your other bag off.”

The look of concern on his face deepened. I couldn’t help but worry, seeing it.

“Why the look?” I asked him.

“I’m just-” he cut himself off. “No, it’s probably not that.”

“Probably not what?” I asked, now even more worried.

“Well, the cleaning staff,” he started to explain. “On the last day, they do one last sweep of the rooms. Anyone who’s leaving this morning, they leave their bags packed for the cleaners to take and load onto the bus for when they leave.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“Well, it means that the cleaners take any suitcase or bag or whatever, and they load it onto the bus out of here. If they thought that your bag was one of the bags that was headed out of the resort then - well…”

He didn’t need to clarify any further. That did not sound like good news for my stuff.

“So what can we do?” I asked.

“It’s all good,” he reassured me. “We just need to flag down the bus before it leaves.”

“When does it leave?” I questioned.

Tyler looked at his watch. Its giant, silver dial was strapped to his wrist by an ornate silver and gold metal band.

“Oh shit,” was his sole response.

He moved out of his room and gently pushed past me. He broke into a jog down the hallway, in the direction of the main lobby of the hotel. I didn’t know what to do but follow him.

After a minute or so of moderate cardio, we made it to the lobby. There wasn’t a soul in sight. The place was deserted. Tyler looked at me with a look of fear in his eyes. I didn’t need to ask why.

He rushed to the main doors and swung them open. The outside of the resort was just as devoid of life as the inside. The bus was gone. It wasn’t even receding into the distance. It was just completely gone.

And so were my clothes.

A whole summer at that resort. And I didn’t have a stitch to wear.
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“Can you call them?” I asked.

“No service,” Tyler replied. “I don’t even have my cell on me.”

“Do you have any way to contact them?” I pleaded.

“Not really,” he answered. “I can leave satellite messages with the head office, but they’re the only people I can contact. I’m only meant to use the satellite for emergencies as well.”

“Is this an emergency?”

Tyler looked as if he was about to laugh but thought better of it.

“Technically, no,” he told me. “It more means, like, medical emergency. Or a break-in or a death or something.”

“But could we message them anyway? Like, have them contact the driver and get my stuff sent back,” I all but begged.

“Okay, if we definitely can’t find your stuff, we will,” he offered. “But we do have some clothes here as well, in the meantime.”

“What, like work clothes?” I asked.

“Nah, not quite,” he explained. “All that stuff goes home at the end of the season, too. What I mean is that we’ve got a huge lost and found here.”

“Lost and found?” I parroted.

“Yeah, all the stuff that guests leave behind here. We keep a lot of it but most of it never gets claimed. Which is crazy, as most of it is really expensive stuff. This watch was in the lost and found for a year and a half. Never found an owner.”

Tyler showed his big silver watch to me and I got a better look. It was a brand I recognized but had never been rich enough to have seen in person. Or probably even say the name correctly.

“Wow,” I muttered.

“Wow indeed,” he agreed. “But so it’s not all that bad. You might end up leaving here with some nicer clothes than you turned up in.”

“I hope so,” I said. “Because this bath robe isn’t much of an upgrade.”

“Hey, that’s Egyptian cotton. It’s probably more of an upgrade than you know,” he joked.

I laughed but my concern hadn’t exactly lessened. I’d never been much of a thrift-shopper. I didn’t have much hope for the lost and found collection. The air outside was feeling cool on my bare legs and slightly exposed chest. I wrapped the robe around me a little tighter and I stood, thinking.

“Oh wait, my application form,” I suddenly remembered.

“What about it?” Tyler asked.

“After our video interview, I had to fill out that form,” I continued.

“And?”

“There was a section on there that asked me for my clothing sizes. Chest measurements and shoe size and all that. For a uniform.”

I was so relieved as I said it. There must have been something there for me, after all.

“There was?” was Tyler’s less than comforting answer.

“There was,” I repeated.

“Huh,” was all he said.

“What do you mean, huh?” I asked.

“Sorry, Lex, I don’t know why that was on there,” he admitted. “I think they must have sent you the same form as they send all the permanent staff. We ask that so we can get the right size waistcoats for servers. Or jumpsuits for electricians, that kind of stuff.”

“Oh.”

I felt a little defeated. I didn’t really want my whole summer wardrobe to be the discards from rich snow sport enthusiasts. I was a skinny jeans and baggy sweaters kind of guy. I doubted I’d find anything other than varsity jackets and wool slacks in the St. Saniet lost and found.

“Hey, it’s fine, we can fix this,” Tyler must have sensed my distress. “How about this? I’ll send the message to our head office, and try and get things set in motion for your stuff to get back here as soon as we can.”

“Really?” I smiled at him. “Thank you.”

“Of course! Though-” he paused for a moment. “I can’t promise that it’ll come back here any time soon. Generally, we only get anyone up here over the summer if something big breaks, and I can’t fix it myself. They’ll send out a specialist or whatever. So, until they have a reason to send someone out, you probably won’t get your stuff back before then.”

I thought for a moment.

“Can I, like, pay for a delivery of it? To get dropped back here?”

“Yeah, if you’re happy to pay for it,” Tyler told me. “But, as a warning, I needed a new laptop up here over the summer one time. We’re so far off the grid that it cost me three hundred dollars to get a courier out.”

“Three hundred?” I echoed.

“Yeah. Over summer, nobody has any reason to come this far out for anything.”

“Wow,” was all I could think to say. “We’re really cut off, huh?”

“Well, only cut off from, like, luxuries. Or, at least, luxuries that the resort doesn’t already have in stock,” he explained. “If we had a medical emergency or a fire or something like that, we’re still fine. St. Saniet would fly out a helicopter, if they needed to.”

“Have they ever needed to?” I asked.

“Not yet,” Tyler said. “And certainly not for lost clothes.”

He smiled. His mouth was almost lost in his beard, but I could tell from the corners of his eyes that there was a warmth to his expression.

“So, lost and found?” I resigned myself to my fate.

“Right this way.”

Tyler led me through a maze of back of house hallways that eventually led to a staff room. Through the staff room was a door, proudly stating itself to be the entrance to the lost and found. Tyler opened it up, using the key which had been left in the door, and stepped inside.

I expected to be hit by the smell of musty, old clothes, as soon as I was in there. I thought I would be breathing dust, as the moment that I entered. But the smell was of fresh linen, rather than the rot I had anticipated.

Again, I never had been a fan of thrift shops.

The interior was dark. Pitch black, even, until Tyler flicked a light switch. My eyes took a second to adjust to the sudden illumination. I was suddenly greeted with a room far bigger than I had imagined. I presumed it would have been a walk-in-closet sized space. Instead, I was in a room bigger than my college dorm.

It was filled with rail after rail of clothes. Shelf after shelf of shoes. There were boxes of jewelry and other random trinkets, a big plastic tub of what looked like unclaimed skincare products, and even a container of underwear. I walked into the room to study the clothes, to try and find something that suited my style.

But I quickly noticed something.

“Are these-” I quickly scanned the room again to confirm my suspicions. “Are these all women’s clothes?”

“Huh,” Tyler replied, walking into the room with me. “Shouldn’t be.”

He started rifling through some of the clothes rails, then pulling out some boxes, and even checking behind some of the hangers.

“Shouldn’t be,” he repeated, but with far less gusto.

But, as he kept searching, all he was doing was revealing more women’s clothing. And not just any women’s clothing. It was all dresses and skirts and unmistakably feminine tops. Even the underwear box seemed to all be bras and panties. All still either in shrinkwrap or with tags on, though. I guessed St. Saniet wasn’t in the business of keeping dirty underwear.

“Are there even any jeans in this whole room?” I asked, a little awestruck by the unlikeliness of what we had been left with.

“I guess not…” Tyler admitted.

“Why not?” I asked. “Didn’t any men turn up to St. Saniet this season?”

Tyler laughed.

I didn’t.

“Sorry,” he said immediately. “But no, it’s probably not that. Admittedly, most of the stuff in here is generally left behind by women. No idea why that is. But we’ve normally got some menswear. Hence the watch.”

He looked down at his own wrist again.

“You know what it must have been?” he continued. “I think it must have been that we let people take home what they wanted.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, generally, if something isn’t claimed by the end of the season - the year after we found it - it isn’t going to be claimed at all. Statistically speaking, I mean. So we keep stuff until the summer after and then we let staff take home whatever they want, if it’s still unclaimed,” he elaborated.

“And all of the menswear got taken?” I clarified.

“I guess so. But it shouldn’t have been. There definitely should have been some stuff left here from this season. Which means that somebody took some stuff that they weren’t supposed to,” he told me.

“So can we get it back?” I asked.

His face twisted into what almost looked like a grimace.

“Sorry, Lex,” he said. “Same problem as your bag. We’ll get it back, but only in time for the start of the new season. I’ll have to put a call out to make sure that nobody gets too attached to their new clothes.”

“Right. But what am I supposed to do?”

“Honestly, I don’t know. Even if I asked them to bring your clothes back, like ASAP, that would probably still mean at least a couple weeks,” he said.

“There’s no spare uniforms?” I began to feel desperate. “Have you got anything spare?”

“Maybe - on the uniforms, at least,” his dark eyes looked upwards, as if he was scanning his own thoughts. “As for my stuff, I really only have like two pairs of pants and a handful of shirts. I don’t know if any of that would even fit you, though.”

I looked at him and then looked down at myself. He wasn’t wrong. You could have probably fit at least two of me in the space that Tyler took up.

“Fair point,” I conceded.

“Okay, how about this,” he started to suggest. “You search through here, find anything that might be suitable for you, and I’ll go to the laundry rooms and any staff areas that might have some uniforms left. That work?”

“That works,” I agreed. “Thank you. And sorry. Like, I realize that this isn’t a very good first impression. Professionally.”

“All good,” Tyler assured me. “I know this one isn’t your fault. And the real work doesn’t really start for a few more days, anyway. It’s usually only around the end of the first week that the machines here start begging for attention.”

“Well, thank you,” I repeated.

“Don’t mention it,” he moved towards the exit to the room. “Good luck in here.”

With that, Tyler disappeared. He had left me with the seemingly endless supply of clothes. To his credit, we hadn’t searched everywhere in the room. I maybe still had a chance to find something that wasn’t visibly meant to be worn by a woman.

However, the more I searched, the less I started to believe that. I found women’s hair styling tools, jewelry, and underwear. I found what must have been hundreds of dollars of makeup, still sealed in its original packaging. I found summer dresses, despite it being a winter resort, as well as ball gowns, skirts, and stockings. I found everything a woman could possibly need.

But nothing for a man.

I slumped on the floor, amongst the pile of clothes I had created in my search.

I was lost. I had nothing. All of my clothes were gone. My shoes, socks, and boxers were missing. All I had were art supplies and a bathrobe. That absolutely was not enough to get me through a whole summer at St. Saniet.

To my relief, Tyler reappeared in the doorway. He stood over me, his shadow covering me entirely.

“Did you find anything?” I excitedly asked him.

“Sorry, Lex,” he said solemnly. “Nothing. Only uniform left is for female housekeeping.”

“Do they wear pants, at least?” I all but pleaded.

“Think more maid than pantsuit,” he clarified.

“Oh.”

“Oh,” he repeated, nodding.

“Then what do I do?” I asked, now completely out of ideas.

“Honestly,” he looked me in the eyes. “No idea. There’s probably more robes, if you want to keep up the leisure look, for the next couple weeks.”

“Not really,” I told him. “And what if you need me to do something outside? I haven’t even got shoes.”

“Good point,” he said. “And mine almost definitely wouldn’t fit you either.”

“Yup.”

That one didn’t need clarifying.

“So, absolutely nothing in here at all, for you?” Tyler asked me.

“Nothing,” I confirmed. “At least, no menswear for me.”

“What do you mean by that?” he questioned.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I think I was trying to make a joke about fitting into the womenswear.”

“Got you,” Tyler laughed.

But then he looked serious, for a moment.

“Although,” he started. “It can get kind of cold here, even over summer. If you do need to take something from the womenswear, just until we can get you some proper clothes, I honestly wouldn’t judge you for it.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He surely wasn’t suggesting what it sounded like he was suggesting.

“What?”

The disbelief must have been audible in my voice as Tyler brought up his hands defensively, as soon as I spoke.

“Sorry,” he immediately said. “I don’t want to be responsible for you freezing, up here. I just wanted you to know I that wouldn’t think it was a big deal, or anything.”

“Well, I would!” I protested. “Would you wear any of this stuff?”

Tyler laughed. A lot more than I was happy for him to, considering my circumstances.

“Wanna know what I did, before I was manager of this place?”

“What?” I asked, not really sure why it was relevant.

“I was a bouncer at an LGBT club. It was a big one, out in a kind of small city not that far from here. And then, after I was the bouncer, I was a general assistant, and then I was the assistant manager,” he explained.

“So?”

“So I’ve seen a lot crazier stuff at work before than this,” he gestured towards the women’s clothing. “And, to answer your question, yes. I have worn crazier stuff before than this.”

“You’ve worn women’s clothes before?” I asked, in outright disbelief.

“Yup,” he casually replied. “Probably at least once a week, as a bouncer.”

I didn’t really have anything to say. My whole argument hinged around it being outrageous and embarrassing and repulsive for a man to wear women’s clothes. Tyler admitting, so casually, that he had worn women’s clothes in the past sort of shot that argument straight down.

“You don’t have to,” he told me. “I don’t think HR would be all that happy about me making my employee wear women’s clothing. But, what I am saying, is that I don’t care if you have to wear any of this stuff.”

I sat silently for a moment.

“Look, I’ll keep searching,” Tyler offered. “There’s still a few more places we might have a jumpsuit or a valet’s uniform, or something. You stay here. Or, at least, don’t leave this staff area, and I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

He dashed off again. I looked around the room at the women’s clothing, not really filled with hope that anything would change. So I looked in the the staff area, behind couches and in closets. Still, there was nothing. Somehow, the whole resort had been abandoned, leaving behind nothing but a wardrobe fit for a dozen women.

I had no idea what to do. I already didn’t want to be wearing the bathrobe any longer. Despite it being made of whatever Egyptian cotton was, it wasn’t very comfortable. It was thin and short and it was pretty embarrassing speaking to Tyler, when it was all I was wearing.

But then what was the alternative?

I looked in the lost and found again. I pulled out some more boxes and containers and moved some more stuff around on shelves. I sighed. I held my head in my hands.

And then I did it.

I picked up one of the dresses.
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Why I did it, I wasn’t entirely sure. I couldn’t really imagine myself actually wearing it. But I did need something to wear. And, unless Tyler was playing some kind of elaborate prank on me, he wasn’t making a particularly big deal out of the whole situation. Certainly not as big of a deal as I had made of it.

It was at that moment that I wondered if it was some kind of hazing. I had never joined a frat at college - it had really never been my scene - but it was the kind of thing I’d heard they’d do over in those.

But, then, who would it be for? If this was all some kind of scheme to trick me into wearing a dress, what would it achieve? Tyler was the only person there, other than me. If everyone was going to have a big laugh at the boy wearing a dress, the only person laughing would be Tyler. And, as my manager, that would be pretty damned weird.

I considered my choices. I would have to wait a while for my own clothes, that seemed like a given. In the meantime, I could either go naked, wear a bathrobe, or wear the clothes I had been left with access to. The women’s clothes.

None of them seemed good. None of them felt like the right choice. Naked was obviously out of the question. The bathrobe didn’t feel a whole lot better.

But the women’s clothes?

Maybe it wasn’t such a big deal. They were just clothes. But then, being naked was just being naked, if I was running with that kind of logic. Which option was I more willing to do, though? Or, rather, which was I least unwilling to do?

I had never been particularly proud of my body. I was skinny and short. I never really experienced any kind growth spurt. That was true for every part of me. My shoulders were narrow, legs were thin, and waist was tiny. I tried eating more, walking less, taking protein powder, avoided second hand cigarette smoke - anything I could think of - but nothing changed.

I hadn’t even felt comfortable with the amount of my body that had been on show in the bathrobe. It only covered half of my thighs and down to my elbows. My slender legs and weedy arms showed for the world to see. Or, at least, for Tyler to see.

He would have definitely noticed my stature, or lack thereof. He was a giant. He was what I had aspired and then completely failed to be, when I started going to the gym and taking supplements at about eighteen. He was who I had never managed to be.

I had always admired men like him. But it seemed I was destined never to be one.

So what was the alternative? The dress? I was even more against that idea. Not least as I had this image in my head, of me putting on a dress, and then having Tyler reappear at the exact moment I had finished putting it on.

I pictured him returning, saying something like “oh hey, Alex, it turns out we’ve actually got a whole closet full of men’s clothes in your size and - oh, you’ve already dressed up as a woman. Well, okay then.”

It didn’t feel like it would make the best first impression.

So I sat. I sat and I fretted. And I waited for Tyler.

After around twenty minutes more, he returned to the staff room. I had taken to sitting on one of the couches, trying to think of any kind of solution for my problem. I still had nothing.

“Tyler!” I excitedly proclaimed as I saw him.

“Hey, Lex,” he replied. “Good news and bad news. What do you want first?”

I always hated that game. I never felt like I picked the correct order. In this case especially, I knew what I wanted the good news to be. And I hoped to god that the bad news wasn’t what I thought it was.

“Bad news,” I said.

“Okay, bad news is that I think these are literally the only clothes in this whole place. Unless the cleaners didn’t find something that was left in a guest’s closet, this is it.”

“Oh,” I murmured, disappointed but not wholly surprised. “Then what’s the good news? How is there good news?”

“Yeah, well, I suppose in the grand scheme, the bad news sort of outweighs this,” he admitted.

“Well, what is it though?” I asked.

“I don’t know if it’s so funny any more, actually,” he paused and fumbled his cellphone out of his pocket. “I found a photo of me as a bouncer, back when I worked at that LGBT place.”

Despite the horror of the situation, my face broke into a smile. That was absolutely not the good news that I had hoped for, but the surprise of it was pretty priceless.

“No way,” I grinned.

“Way,” Tyler told me. “Check it.”

He threw his phone at me and, despite my distinct lack of coordination or sporting ability, I managed to not drop it. I lifted it to my face. On the screen was Tyler. But certainly not the Tyler I had met.

The photo was still of the same man, with the same build, same facial hair, and same slicked back brown hairstyle. But he was not wearing anywhere near the same outfit.

This version of Tyler wore a tight, mesh bandeau top, which covered his pecs but not much else. His defined chest above and countless abs beneath were out for the whole world to see. His waist was wrapped with an equally tight, shiny silver skirt. It only went a few inches past his crotch, and showed off his muscle bound legs beneath.

Legs which were shaved.

That was also a surprise. Those hairless legs, on a man like him. I’d never have expected it. Nor would I have expected them to be standing in a pair of black, pointed stilettos.

I squinted for a moment, and then pinched the screen to get a better look at his face.

“Is that makeup?” I asked, as I studied the image.

“Yup,” he replied, as if it was the most casual thing in the world.

His eyes were covered in a sparkly silver, a color to match his skirt. His beard had glitter sprinkled in it, and his lips were painted a deep red.

It was a hell of a look.

“This is wild,” I told him.

“Not as wild as half the stuff that went on inside the club,” he assured me.

I laughed. And then I found it funny that I hadn’t laughed at the image, or at his outrageous outfit. He had presented it as such a normal thing and, in a way, it felt like it was.

“Shaved legs too, huh? And heels?” I asked.

“Yup,” he confirmed again. “Both of those were my ideas. I got a lot of tips at that place. Nice bunch. I even did the makeup myself, you know. I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t kind of a fun gig.”

“For real?” I asked.

“For real. If that place paid anywhere near as much as this one, or if I could have advanced to actual manager, you’d better believe I’d never have left.”

I thought for a moment. I looked at the image one last time and handed it back to Tyler. The question which had been inescapable once again returned to my mind.

“Okay, but what should I do? If there aren’t any other clothes in this place then I still don’t have an answer,” I said. “What would you do?”

“You even need to ask?” he laughed as he said it.

“What do you mean?”

“I’d just wear the dress,” he replied, casually.

“For real?” I asked.

“Yeah, Lex, fuck it,” he said. “It’s just clothes. They’re not going to change your DNA or whatever.”

“This isn’t some weird hazing, is it?” I checked. “Is this a prank? Like, is everyone else who works here gonna jump out and laugh at me? Is that what’s about to happen?”

“I can’t afford a lawsuit like that,” Tyler told me. “It’s your call, you just asked me what I’d do.”

“Okay,” I finally conceded, after we both remained silent for a time. “I’ll do it.”

“Cool,” Tyler said offhandedly, as if I was telling him something as mundane as that I was getting a glass of water. “I’ll give you some space. I need to do some checks on the heating anyway. Grab as much stuff from here as you reckon might fit you and then take it back to your room. There’s probably a suitcase in here with wheels, if you need it.”

“People leave behind whole suitcases?” was for some reason the question I decided to make of Tyler’s suggestion.

“People have left behind gold teeth. Plural. A suitcase doesn’t mean a thing to some of our guests,” he told me.

“I should’ve tried to work here years ago,” I said.

“Well, see what you make of your new wardrobe, first.”

I laughed. It was a pleasant surprise. The tension was leaving. Even if the solution to my problem was as strange as I could possibly imagine, at least Tyler wasn’t making it feel strange.

And with that, he left. Tyler left me with a room full of women’s clothes. Women’s clothes that I had decided to adopt as my own.
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It wasn’t anything I’d ever done before - looking at women’s clothes and considering which ones might have been for me. I didn’t even really know where to begin on the task.

I was a small, in most men’s shirts. Extra small even, sometimes. Jeans could go down to around a twenty-six, twenty-eight maybe. What that meant for women’s sizing was anybody’s guess.

So I did the only thing I could think of. I grabbed some clothes of different numbers and I tried them on.

I hadn’t had a girlfriend before. I was pretty ashamed of that fact, as I had managed to reach senior year without any real dating experience. My lack of knowledge about women’s clothes was one of the ways in which my lack of experience with women was very clear.

Everything I knew about womenswear was from Jade. I had bought her clothes as a gift before, but never often enough to really understand what any of the numbers meant.

And so I was faced with a series of digits, ranging from zero, all the way up to ten. It seemed pretty outrageous that zero could even be a measurement of clothing size. It seemed pretty unlikely that I would be that.

Still, I found one item of each size, and laid them out on a battered couch, which had also been discarded in the room. I wondered for a moment whether even the couch had belonged to a guest, before it found its way to the lost and found.

What I had been left with was a selection six dresses; one of each of the sizes. I took each of them briefly and held them to my body.

They were all different constructions and shapes and designs, so comparing the size of each was a little difficult. Some were made of elaborate ruffles and puffy lace, fit for a wedding, some were skintight-looking things, which would have been more at home in a nightclub.

The ten seemed way too big. I was drowned in the fabric, even just holding them. On the opposite end, the zero and two seemed absolute tiny. It was unbelievable that anybody could be the right size to wear those.

So I split the difference and tried a six. The dress that I opted to try was a summery looking number. Fitting, I supposed. It was a light pink, almost a jersey material. As I slid it on, the torso of the dress hung a little loosely around my chest and waist, and the skirt hung limply down to my knees.

It was too baggy. I took it back off.

Which led me to the size four. Through the process of elimination, it seemed my most likely choice. It was my Goldilocks dress. As ridiculous a premise as that was, for a guy.

I looked at it. It was a black dress. Sleek and kind of sexy. If it was worn by a woman, that was. It looked to be a little above knee-length, made of a figure-hugging, cottony material. The neckline stopped horizontally across the chest, and the whole thing was held up by straps.

Those shoulder straps then connected to these big, puffy lace sleeves. They were a black, semi-transparent mesh, decorated with big, opaque black circles.

It was a cute look. It just wasn’t mine.

I unzipped the back of the dress and stepped in from the top. I slid the dress up my body, and wrenched my arm behind my back, trying to find the zipper. I had to grab it at my lower back with my right arm, bent low. I had to force it as high as it would go, then try and grab it with my left arm, folded over my shoulder, to try and take it the rest of the way.

It was an ordeal, to say the least, but I had made it work.

The dress fit perfectly. Or, at least, it fit me how it was supposed to fit a woman. It hugged my body, pulling in at my waist and out again over my hips. It ran most of the way down my thighs, and the sleeves were the perfect lengths for my arm. It was like it was made for me.

Other than my chest, that was. I didn’t have breasts, unsurprisingly. This dress was made for a person with breasts. A woman.

Not that it was much of a concern. I had just found a perfectly fitted dress. I didn’t have time to worry about the state of my chest. But it had at least confirmed that I was a size four.

That was a fact I never expected to learn about myself.

The next question on my mind was another that I had never expected to ponder; did I need underwear?

It felt ridiculous to even ask myself. Wearing the dress had felt like a necessity, as to not be naked. But underwear was a gray-zone. I didn’t strictly need it. I could have gone commando - even though I never liked doing that as a guy. But seeing as how it was a dress, being commando felt even more inappropriate than ever.

If I sat down, or bent over, or did just about anything, I was at risk of my junk showing to the whole world. Or again, at least, to Tyler.

Considering it was just the two of us for a few months, he more or less was the whole world.

So I did it. I decided to find some underwear. Thankfully, the sizing on women’s panties turned out to work the exact same as dresses. Size four. That was the number that meant something to me. I grabbed a pair that looked the least inappropriate for a guy to wear, and I held them up for a better look.

The panties were as black as my dress - the dress - but were a kind of lacy looking material. They were as close to briefs as I could find, with a horizontal waistline, and an almost horizontal pair of leg holes. It was like if Y-fronts were sexy.

I didn’t spend any time questioning it. I sat on the couch and slid the panties up my legs. I pulled them all the way up and stayed still for a moment, as my body got used to them.

Strangely, my first thought was that they were comfortable. They felt silky and cool and smooth, in a way I’d never had with a pair of boxers. Even the fact that I had male genitals didn’t seem to be that much of a problem. The material was forgiving enough to contain everything. Though, again, I’d never had much of a growth spurt int that area either.

I decided that it maybe was the better option to wear the panties. The risk of showing Tyler my genitals far outweighed any positives I could imagine, from not wearing them. So I grabbed as many size four panties as I could find, and loaded them into one of the suitcases, which had been so generously abandoned for me.

Similarly, I took all of the size four dresses, tops, and skirts I could find, and added them to the collection. There turned out to be a lot. It felt like there must have been more size four women keen to abandon their clothes than any other demographic.

I had still prayed for a pair of pants, or shorts, or even some kind of jumpsuit or something, however I found nothing. Not anything that could have even remotely passed as menswear.

Which led to my last issue. Shoes. I had lost my sneakers and boots, when my bag disappeared. That left me with the pick of the lost and found.

But nothing there was practical. In fact, nothing there was even flat. The lowest heel I could find on any abandoned pair of shoes must have been two inches, but those shoes were so big that they’d have fallen off my feet at the first step.

I didn’t have particularly big feet. I was a size eight, in men’s. There seemed to be plenty of eights in the lost and found, but nothing at all practical for work. Especially for maintenance and cleaning. They were all stiletto heels and platform soles. I couldn’t decide whether it was better to go barefoot.

But if I had to do anything outside, or even in certain wings of the resort, the ice cold concrete or marble flooring would have been hell. Not that a pair of high heels seemed any better. I didn’t know how to walk in high heels.

Actually, that was a lie. I had walked in high heels before. I had walked in Jade’s high heels a few more times than I’d have liked to admit. When we were kids and teenagers, we had pretty similar sized feet. In the name of harmless fun, I had worn them. I sort of did know how to walk in high heels. I just hadn’t done it that recently. I presumed I’d have forgotten how.

Regardless, I took a pair. They were surprisingly similar to the ones that Tyler had shown me in the photo of him. Shiny black stilettos with a slightly pointed toe. I placed my right foot gently into it, but found that my heel wouldn’t fit.

It was weird. I had been a size eight all my life. I had no idea if it was the higher altitude of the resort or something, but my feet were apparently a different size up there. So I took a size nine, and tried those, instead.

Mercifully, the heel of those were a touch lower than the previous pair I had selected. Not that I knew if that would make any difference at all. I still didn’t trust that I’d be able to walk in them.

The heel on the second pair of shoes I picked up must have been only three or so inches. “Only.” But that was opposed to the four or so inch monstrosities I had first tried to squeeze into.

These were also black though, but finished with a velvety kind of material. They had kind of an almond shape to the toe, and had a little strap that covered the forefoot. It connected with a delicate gold buckle.

I looked at them with trepidation, as I sat on the couch. I took a breath and slid my toes into the left shoe. They molded to the gentle curve at the end with ease, and my heel popped into place just as comfortably.

Maybe ‘comfortably’ wasn’t quite the right word. But it didn’t feel bad.

I pulled the strap over my foot, and slipped it through the buckle, latching it into place. I repeated the process with my right foot, and pushed myself up, off the sofa.

I had sort of expected to fall straight back down, but nothing of the sort happened. It may have been five years, at a guess, since I last wore Jade’s high heels, but it was as if I hadn’t stopped for a day. I was standing. I was standing in high heels. I took a gentle step. Then another. And another.

And I was walking.

I still remembered how to walk in high heels.

It was easy, in fact. As I walked from end to end of the lost and found, I actually realized that I was good at it. I barely even had to think about what I was doing, it was coming back to me so naturally.

That was the moment in which I suddenly froze, stuck to the spot. If this was an elaborate prank from Tyler, this was the moment in which he was going to spring back out. This was when he was going to bring out the other hotel staff, to all have a good laugh at me.

But there was nobody. I couldn’t even see a security camera in there. It was just me. Just me and my newly selected women’s clothes.

I decided to grab all of the size nine shoes that I could find as well, and load them into the suitcase. For some reason, that felt like the more embarrassing part of the outfit. The dress I could play off as a necessary evil. The shoes felt like a personal choice. But Tyler had worn high heels before. And, by his admission, that was through his own personal choice.

Maybe it wasn’t so outrageous for me to do the same.

So I loaded up the suitcase. Before long, it was brimming with dresses, skirts, and high heels. Not a single pair of flat shoes, though. Apparently they weren’t allowed at St. Saniet by law, or something.

I took a breath. I figured that I had everything I needed. Certainly nothing I wanted, but at least it was enough to get by until my own clothes returned to me. I scanned the shelves and rails one last time. Bras, makeup, other beauty products. I could definitely live without those.

Other than a new toothbrush and toothpaste. And some shampoo and conditioner. My hair was a mess without that stuff, and mine was all lost in my clothes bag.

I saw a few sealed bottles of each, hidden in amongst some facial cleanser and moisturizer. I decided to take those too, for good measure. If I was given free reign of the place, I decided I might as well make the most of it.

By that point, my newly claimed suitcase was full. There was barely space for a single other thing, so I wheeled it out of the lost and found. The staff room was the first time I saw myself in a mirror.

I was stopped dead in my tracks by what I saw.

The dress fit me so well. It clung to my body perfectly. It made my waist look even more narrow and my hips even more full than I knew either of them to be. The thin shoulder straps and puffy sleeves complemented my small shoulders perfectly, and my posture in the high heels looked feminine.

I had expected to be met with some kind of gross, embarrassing version of myself. But I looked, well, sort of good. Sure, my legs were hairy and my face was still very much my own face, but I looked way better than I had expected to.

A thought overtook me. I decided I needed to return and get some stockings.

I pretended, in my mind, that maybe it was because I was worried I would get cold, wearing just a dress. But, really, I sort of wanted to find out how I’d look, without the visible leg hair.

I searched the shelves and found some stockings in a size that would maybe work for me. Dark colors, at least semi-opaque, to best hide my hair. I took the shoes off, and stepped each foot into the stockings.

They stuck to my leg, so tight and so different to socks or even my favorite skinny jeans. They rolled their way up me, and compressed my legs gently. It was like a hug for my lower half. I kind of liked how it felt.

I put the shoes back on and refastened the straps. I loaded a few more pairs of stockings into my suitcase, and returned to the mirror.

That time, with my leg hair covered, wearing my dress and heels, and with my long hair flowing, I looked a lot like a woman.

I sort of expected to feel some kind of way about that. Like, confused, or possibly upset. Hell, maybe even happy, in some alternate universe.

But I didn’t.

I felt neutral.

Tyler had introduced his crossdressing photo with a sense of indifference and normality. Maybe it was that sense, still in my mind, that led me to feel so neutral about my own foray into women’s clothes.

I just felt indifferent.

But I did look kind of good.
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Having been however long since I last wore high heels, the walk over to my new room was not a particularly short one. My toes and heels alternately hurt at different stages of the walk.

On the way up any steps, I felt like I might fall back down, and on the way down, I thought my toes might break from the impact. I was slow and each of my steps was shorter than they would have been in sneakers.

I was certain though, that part of that was from the way I was walking. I felt like I was still walking in the way Jade had taught me, all those years ago. She taught me how to walk with each step in front of the last, like I was on some kind of invisible tightrope.

She had taught me how to walk like a woman. I was pretty sure I was sill doing that, even in the hotel hallways.

Still, my style of walking was still enough to get me home. Or, at least, to my home for the summer. The vast, luxurious suite.

I wheeled the suitcase inside and dragged it to the mezzanine stairs. I considered bringing stuff up and putting it in my closet, but it felt like a strange step. Like I was accepting of those clothes - willing to wear them - rather than just needing to wear them until I could be myself again.

So I left the case there. I didn’t take anything else out.

Instead, I made my way over to my art case. I checked through it to make sure I wasn’t missing anything else vital to my summer experience. Thankfully, it didn’t seem that I was.

My art supplies were all in there. My tablet was accounted for. My cellphone was there. Naturally, with no network service. I had everything I needed.

Aside from men’s clothes.

So I set up my room. I dedicated the vanity desk to my art supplies, and rolled out some paper in preparation for my next piece of work. I connected my tablet to the bluetooth speakers, which were built into the ceiling, and I put some music on. Last, I put my newfound toiletries in the washroom.

The room was feeling a little more like my own, especially with it being filled with the music I knew and loved. It was just my body that wasn’t feeling quite like my own. The dress and stockings and shoes were all a few steps removed from feeling like my own.

Yet, I didn’t take any of them off. Not even the stockings or shoes or the panties. I was still approaching everything with the same matter-of-fact mindset that Tyler seemed to approach his own womenswear phase with. It seemed to help.

It was while I was thinking of Tyler, that I had a knock on the door. My heart raced.

I knew that Tyler was probably expecting to find me wearing women’s clothes. I knew that, even if he wasn’t expecting that, he probably still wouldn’t be surprised, or even particularly amused. I knew that he was my manager, so if he did anything to make me feel embarrassed, then his job was on the line

But I was still nervous. I had never been so nervous.

I cautiously walked to the door, my high heels delicately bringing me there.

I wasn’t sure why I did it, but I looked through the peephole. It was always going to be Tyler, I could confirm that from my knowledge that everybody else had left. But I needed to double check, for some reason.

Still, I wasn’t ready to open the door.

“Tyler?” I called through the door, as if I needed confirmation yet again that it was him.

“Me,” he called back.

I gulped and thought about what I was about to do.

“I’m wearing some clothes from the lost and found,” I announced.

“Okay, cool,” he said, nonchalantly. “Cause I’ve still not found anything else. You need me to come back? Or are you good to chat?”

“Uh,” I hesitated.

I didn’t know what difference it would make, if he saw me then, or if he saw me later. He had already seen me half naked in my bathrobe, so it wasn’t getting much worse, at least.

“Now’s good,” I finally said.

I held my breath and reached my hand towards the doorknob. I rested it there for a second, and twisted. The lock disengaged with a bold ‘thunk.’ I held the doorknob in place for another moment.

Then I did it.

I pulled the door inwards, and stepped back with it. Tyler was stood before me in his indigo jeans and a white T-shirt.

I was stood before him in my black dress, black high heels, and stockings.

There was silence for a brief moment. I didn’t know what to say. Tyler was making eye contact with me. I wasn’t sure if he had even glanced at my outfit.

“Hi again,” he said, as if nothing incredibly bizarre and terrifying and messed up was happening at all.

“Hi,” I repeated, not quite matching that same energy.

“So I was planning on making some lunch. I was wondering if you wanted to eat with me, so we could talk over our plan for work, moving forward.”

“Oh,” I paused again. “Okay.”

“Great,” he smiled, his gaze still not wavering from my face. “You ready right now?”

“I, uh- I guess,” I told him.

“Great, let’s go to the main kitchen. There’s more food than ten people could use in a year there, so we might as well get started on it,” he told me.

“Okay.”

My sentences weren’t very complex. I was struggling to think of much else, other than the situation that I had found myself in. Lunch hadn’t even crossed my mind, despite skipping breakfast in amongst all of the madness.

Tyler stepped out of my doorway to let me out with him. I closed the door behind me.

“Ah, I forgot my keys,” I told Tyler.

“Doesn’t matter,” he told me. “It’s just us here, you can leave it unlocked.”

“Yeah, good point. It’s just-” I looked down at myself. “I’m used to having pockets.”

Tyler laughed, for the first time since he had seen me in the dress.

“Oh man,” he laughed again. “Tell me about it. When I worked at that club, I had a pepper spray up my skirt. It was attached to my thigh with a garter.”

I couldn’t help but laugh back.

“What are the odds?” I asked.

“Of what?”

“All of this?” I elaborated. “Losing my clothes. Only finding women’s clothes to wear instead. You having worn women’s clothes before.”

“Pretty low,” Tyler laughed again. “I guess that last bit is at least a stroke of luck.”

“I guess,” I agreed.

Silence overcame us as we walked. I didn’t know why I asked the next question, but I did. Maybe I was filling the silence. Maybe it was an attempt at a joke. I had no idea. Still, I said it.

“What do you think of the new look?” I asked.

Tyler laughed. I hoped it had fallen into the joke category.

“You actually wear it pretty well. Definitely better than I did,” he said. “Also, you’re walking in those shoes remarkably well. It took me forever to figure that out.”

“This is kind of embarrassing,” I told him. “But I’ve got this friend from home. Jade. I’ve known her for, like, my whole life. She taught me to walk in heels when we were kids.”

Tyler laughed again

“I would have killed for that. I’d have started raking in the tips way sooner,” he said. “Actually, to be fair, I’ve got an older sister. She tried to get me to wear her shoes when I was a kid, too. I never let her, though. Definitely a mistake on my part.”

I laughed back.

“So this is a weird first week of work.”

“Very,” he agreed, with a smile.

Before much longer, we had made it to the kitchen. I hadn’t had the chance to look in there, before that. It had been brimming with staff, when they were still there. I didn’t dare get in their ways.

Now that I was in there, it was hard to take it all in. It was an endless vista of stainless steel and countertop appliances that I had never seen before in my life. Tyler immediately made his way over to a huge, stainless steel door with a giant latch on it. It quickly revealed itself to be a giant, walk-in cooler.

“Do you mind vegetarian food? You okay with that?” Tyler asked me.

“I am vegetarian,” I replied, a little too enthusiastically.

Most restaurants in both my hometown and my college town didn't even have vegetarian options. To be outright offered vegetarian food was enough to blindside me.

“No way,’ Tyler replied. “Me too!”

“Oh that’s amazing!” I told him. “That’ll make the next two months easier.”

“That it will,” he agreed. “I was just going to throw something simple together for now, but I’ll make you my signature dish one night, now I know that you’ll enjoy it.”

“Signature dish?” I asked.

“Everybody should have one. You’ll see,” he added with an air of mystery.

We talked as Tyler ‘threw something together.’ It seemed like an understatement, as his version of that included chopping veg, tossing them in olive oil and herbs, and then roasting them in one of the cavernous kitchen ranges.

That was alongside cooking spaghetti and coating it in a richly dark green pesto, which he took from a jar inside the walk-in. That was apparently something left by the chefs, to help us get through the summer, and it looked incredible. I had never been so grateful to somebody I had never met.

We spoke about normal stuff, while Tyler cooked. We talked about our respective education, his work up to and including St. Saniet, and we spoke about the place itself.

I couldn’t help but bring up Jade’s comment about how we were living in The Shining. Tyler laughed and told me he’d thought the same thing, every year that he’d stayed for the summer. Thankfully, he told me, he’d never acted upon those thoughts.

The thing was, the conversation was so normal, that it left me completely disarmed. I had walked out the kitchen in my borrowed high heels and repurposed dress, and I was so focused on the fact I was wearing women’s clothes. I had been completely wrapped in shame and embarrassment. It was all I could think about.

But we didn’t mention it once when we were in the kitchen, as Tyler prepared lunch for us. It was such a non-issue and non-event that I began to forget that I was even wearing women’s clothes. Even as I hooked the stiletto heel over the kicker bar at the base of the stool I sat on, I didn’t even consider the fact that I was doing it.

Somehow, I was completely at ease. The embarrassment had faded away into nothing, just as quickly as it had overcome me.

We didn’t even leave the kitchen to eat. The roasted vegetables mingling with the pesto smelled so good that I told Tyler I was happy to eat right at the prep island in the middle of the room.

We dragged some stools over and got to work. The food was incredible.

The mixture of the chef-grade pesto, perfectly al dente pasta, and flawlessly roasted vegetables, was to die for. If that wasn’t Tyler’s signature dish, I couldn’t wait to find out what was.

“Okay,” Tyler spoke with a sound of authority, that differed from the conversation prior to it. “We do have to talk about work.”

“Course,” I agreed, as professionally as I could.

I had been so wrapped up in my enjoyment of the meal that I’d almost forgotten why I was even at St. Saniet in the first place. It hadn’t felt very much like work, up until that point.

Tyler had explained the rough requirements of the job to me previously, on my video interview, but we hadn’t discussed how we’d split that work between us. This was finally to be that conversation.

“So we can get hit with some pretty bad wind and rain - sometimes even hail, actually - over the summer season. Because it’s not cold enough to snow so much, that water in the clouds hits us a lot harder. Like half of the work here is just checking the glazing in this place for damage,” he explained.

“What does that involve?” I asked.

“It’s simple but sort of tedious,” he told me. “You’ve got to do a lap of the whole exterior of this place and look for any breakage. Ideally we’d do it every day, but as long as we do it a few times each week, we should catch any damage. I tend to do it any time it’s not raining out. For the obvious reason that I don’t want to get wet, but also because new rain might mean new damage. It’s better to wait for the weather to calm before assessing any problems it caused.”

“Got it. Do you want me to do that?” I asked.

“I would love you to do that,” he answered. “I’ve done it too many times to count, over the years. If you do that for me, you’d have made it worth employing you right there.”

“Okay,” I grinned for a moment, before it suddenly faded. “Though I’m not exactly an expert on windows. How do I know what’s broken?”

Tyler took his phone out of his pocket again and showed me some photos.

“Fine,” he swiped the photo onto to the next one. “Broken.”

He repeated the process a few times until it was clear what he meant. A window or a fitting was broken if it didn’t look pristine. That it was that simple.

“Got it,” I summarized.

“Similarly the roof needs checking. We get loose shingles and all kinds of messes up there,” he said. “I’ll take that one. You need harnesses and all kinds of safety gear. If I can do that around the same time that you’re outside, then it means you can check I’m safe up there.”

“Okay,” I agreed, more seriously that time.

It suddenly dawned on me what it really meant, for Tyler and I to be alone out there. I knew that he said that the St. Saniet team could send a helicopter, if something really bad happened, but it was still an intense thought.

I had first aid training. It was a requirement for the job, in fact, but I didn’t know what the hell I would do if Tyler fell off the roof.

“You sure?”

Tyler had clearly caught my change in tone.

“Yeah,” I confirmed. “You sure it’s safe up there, though?”

“Oh, it’s absolutely safe,” Tyler insisted. “It’s just that-”

He paused, as if he was looking for the right words.

“You’ll probably want to wait until you get some flat shoes, before you go up there,” he said.

“Oh,” was all I said in response.

I had once again all but forgotten that I was stuck in high heels, until my belongings returned to me.

“Oh indeed,” he agreed. “Another one for you, if you don’t mind, is running faucets. Again, if you don’t mind.”

I was surprised he asked me, as if it was a question. He was paying me to be there. He was within his rights to tell me to do anything that we had to do to keep the place running.

“Sounds easy. What’s that involve?” I asked.

“Again, it’s mostly just hard because it can be tedious. You need to run the water in a few rooms of each wing, every day. It takes about an hour or so, all in, to keep things moving.”

“Why do we do that?” I asked.

“You don’t want stagnant water in the pipes,” he explained. “You get legionnaires' disease, if faucets go unused for too long. Last thing we want here, is for our esteemed guests to wake up and blast themselves with a shower full of disease.”

“Oh, god,” was my unfiltered reaction. “Yeah, I can do that.”

“Great,” Tyler said. “Similarly, I need to flush the fire and sprinkler system about as often, for the same reason. That’s a lot of pretty hard manual labor, due to the age of some of the equipment in the plant room downstairs. I’m happy to take that one.”

“Thank you,” I said, grateful that I wasn't going to have to embarrass myself by being too weak to handle the task.

“Course. Wouldn’t want you to break a nail,” Tyler grinned.

Against all my better instincts, I laughed. I felt as if I should have been hurt or humiliated or annoyed by his joke, considering the situation - and the clothing - that I had found myself in. But Tyler had managed to make me laugh, instead.

“I’m so relieved you laughed,” Tyler said, as if he’d read my mind. “I wasn’t sure if it was too early to joke.”

“I mean, I think it kind of is,” I admitted. “But you can have that one.”

“Okay,” he replied. “Tell me when it is the right time to start making jokes.”

I laughed again. I wasn’t sure if it ever would be, but I was just relieved that - somehow - the fact that I was wearing women’s clothing wasn’t a big deal.

“There’s also ski-lift maintenance. I’m happy to do most of that, cause it’s also kind of labor intensive,” he said.

“Do you mean you need to go and ride it?” I joked.

Tyler laughed. “I wish. It’s, like, manually wrenching the gears and oiling enough of it that it doesn’t seize up from lack of use.”

“You ever ridden it over the summer?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“Never. Not from lack of wanting. It’s just that, the summers I’m alone out here, I’m-” he cut himself off.

“You’re what?”

“It feels really stupid now I’ve started saying it,” he said.

“Now you’ve got to tell me,” I laughed.

“Okay, it’s the same as the whole The Shining thing you said. I’ve got this huge fear that, the one time I ride it when I’m alone out here, it’ll be the one time that it breaks down over the ravine.”

“Oh shit.” My eyes widened. “That is scary as hell.”

“I know right?” He looked relieved. “That’s not just me?”

“God no.”

“Well, glad to know,” he said. “And now, I’ve saved the best until last.”

“What do you mean?”

“Dusting,” he said bluntly.

“Dusting?” I parroted.

“Dusting,” he repeated once more. “Dust collects like mad in this place, when there’s nobody here. When the cleaners come back at the end of summer, they make everything spotless, but they can’t do that if we’ve left everything to rot.”

I felt like saying the word ‘dusting’ once more, for good measure, but thought better of it.

Tyler carried on speaking. “Every public facing room needs to be dusted and vacuumed about every other week, to stop it getting too gross for the cleaners. Back of house can be done less often, if needed. Over the years, I’ve calculated it to be about two hours of dusting every day, to make sure that you hit each room on schedule.”

“Two hours a day?”

I was unable to hide my disbelief.

“Two hours a day,” Tyler repeated, less dramatically. “Less between both of us, but I was hoping you could take the lead on that one, too.”

“Of course,” I quickly responded.

I didn’t want Tyler to think I was trying to shirk any responsibility. He was paying me more than enough to do a little dusting.

“What else?” I added, trying hastily to claw back the image that I was every bit the team player that I had claimed to be, on my resume.

“Actually,” he looked thoughtful for a second, “that’s about the most of it. There’s going to be little odd jobs here and there, and some stuff that I can just handle without having to involve you, but that’s all of the stuff we need to keep a routine on. I can tell you about everything else, as and when.”

“Great!”

It was pretty great. It sounded like easy money, for the most part. I guessed the hardest aspect of the whole job was being cut off from reality for a couple of months. For me and my art major though, that worked just fine.

Or, maybe that wasn’t quite right. I guessed the actual hardest part of the whole job was that I was cut off from my clothes for however long.

Although, admittedly, that wasn’t the reason St. Saniet were paying me so much to stay there.

“So,” Tyler spoke again. “Ready for your first patrol?”

“Ready,” I told him.

But then I thought twice.

Was I ready? My first patrol of the property meant something I hadn’t considered.

It meant my first time stepping outdoors, dressed as a woman.
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That shouldn’t have meant anything. Being outside of the resort dressed as a woman shouldn’t have been any different from being inside the resort dressed as a woman.

There was nobody around. The only person who could see me, in my tight black dress and cute black high heels, had seen me in my tight black dress and cute black high heels.

Why, then, was it suddenly so scary?

Tyler had already cleared away everything that we used for lunch and had started doing the dishes. It didn’t leave me much else to do but go and walk around the exterior of the resort.

But I couldn’t face the idea.

Instead, I went back to my room. Tyler hadn’t put any timeframe on when I needed to leave or be back, so I decided to take a minute to mentally prepare. I needed that time, so that I could wrap my head around what I was doing.

I was about to go outside in a black dress and matching high heels. Plus a pair of stockings, for good measure. But that shouldn’t have made any difference. I had already been wearing that exact get up for a couple hours, by then. I had walked to and from the kitchen in those high heels. There was nobody outside who could ever see me.

That was what I kept in my mind as I went over the giant mirror, in the living space of my even more giant room. Nobody could see me. But I still wanted to know how I looked. I needed to know. If - somehow - somebody did see me, what they would see.

In the mirror, my reflection was still as unbelievable as it was earlier. I was somehow facing myself in that figure-hugging black dress with the puffy mesh sleeves. My legs were wrapped in the tight nylon, and they looked uncharacteristically long and - if I said so myself - kind of sexy in high heels.

As in, sexy if they were a woman’s legs.

With my long hair, as well, I gave off a pretty feminine look. Way more feminine than I realized I ever did, as a guy. It made me question that about myself. It made me wonder if, with my petite stature and my long hair, if I always looked a little like a woman.

Certainly, at that moment, dressed as a woman, I sure as hell looked like one.

I was overtaken by a sense of curiosity. My face wasn’t exactly blessed with hyper-masculine features. That lack of growth spurt had a lot to answer for, as I figured my face stayed soft and gentle because of it, too. But it was the one part of me, in that outfit at least, that betrayed any masculinity at all.

So I went and got my cellphone from the desk. I checked the service, just in case, but I was unsurprisingly met by zero bars. I returned to the mirror, held the cell in front of my face, and I took a photo.

I looked at what I had captured. There, on the screen of my cell, was a woman. With the phone blocking my face, and only my body and outfit visible, there was no mistaking it.

That was a woman.

Which meant, to the casual observer, I was a woman. I had not expected to learn that about myself, on my summer job.

I wondered how many people had mistaken me for a woman from behind, or from across a room, before that day. My outfits could be a little androgynous, with the baggy sweaters and skinny jeans, so how many times did people see me and think I was a girl? It would probably be a lot more, if they saw me in that dress.

Having seen the photo, I didn’t exactly know what to do with the information. It certainly made me reassess how I might dress in future. Maybe some closer fitting clothes. Maybe never a dress again.

I saw the time in the corner of my phone screen. I had been gone for twenty minutes, since I told Tyler that I’d do the once-over of the resort exterior. I didn’t want him to think I’d just gone for a nap or something, instead.

So I went to the lobby, where I was suddenly gripped with nerves again. When I walked to the kitchen, I was with Tyler. When I walked back, I was still pretty disarmed by how normal our time together had felt. Now, alone again, I couldn’t focus on anything other than what I was wearing.

Each step of my foot felt different, depending on where I was in the resort. On soft carpet, my high heel would land gently and I’d glide over it. On the marble floors, my heel tip would clap like thunder, my toes landing only adding to the storm. Hardwood would create booming echoes, which I could hear reverberate down the long halls.

Every noise was a reminder of what I was doing. What I was wearing.

What I had become.

And the feel of the dress on my body was no different. Normally, being a loose T-shirts kind of guy, I was used to swimming in fabric. Now, I had the bodice of the dress tightly hugging my torso.

Below my waist, the fabric barely stretched as I walked. I was used to tight jeans, but this was different. Each of my steps was bound, restricted by the hem of the skirt. My steps had become almost exaggeratedly feminine, when that was coupled with the heel-toe walk that I couldn’t help but do in the high heels.

The way I subtly swayed my arms only added to the look. The mesh sleeves ruffled and swished as I moved. I could feel the cool material against my skin. I was suddenly so much more aware that my legs were covered by the stockings, and that I was wearing women’s underwear beneath them.

Which was why, when I reached the grand main entrance to the resort, I froze.

I had just gone over it in my mind. I had just established that there was nobody out there to see me. Even if they did, they’d probably assume I was a woman.

Unless they saw my face.

But nobody would see my face. Nobody would have any idea what I was doing at all! I could have been naked, or wearing a clown costume, or holding up a giant sign that announced to the world that I was a virgin. I could have done any combination of those things and more. And nobody would know!

So why was it that I was so nervous? What was it about being out there, in women’s clothes, that was so scary?

I guessed that it was the very nature of it. I had worn Jade’s high heels before. Well, truth being told, I had worn more than just her shoes, on a couple of occasions. But that was in her house, in private. Nobody else knew. Nobody else ever found out. If I stepped outside however, there was no longer that safety. That assurance that the secret would be kept with me.

The internal argument kept rattling around in my mind. I knew that I had to go out there. I had to do it as it was my job. It was what I was being paid to do there. But it felt as if financial motivation and professional obligation weren’t much of a driving factor, in the face of that - the idea of being outdoors, dressed in drag.

But then I thought of Tyler. I thought of him and the photos he showed me. He was apparently fine with being seen dressed as a woman. Well, more than fine. He did it of his own accord. And that was outside of a crowded club. And then he chose to show the photos to me.

Why was I being such a coward? It clearly wasn’t that much of a big deal. At least, not to anybody but me. That was the story of my life. I’d always been so worried about what other people thought. Even with all the love and encouragement that my parents had given me, my whole life, I still had that whole hangup in so much of my life.

So, I did it. I very carefully pulled the giant entrance door, until light crept through the razor thin crack that I’d created. I made it just wide enough to see the outside world, with the hopes that it couldn’t see me back.

I still wasn’t sure what the purpose of that was. There was nobody out there. I knew that there was nobody out there. But I had to check. So I peered out, silently watching for any signs of movement.

There were none.

Obviously there were none. There was nobody within a hundred miles, aside from me and Tyler. I wished I could get out of my own head. I wished I could shut off that part of me that worried so much about so many things. It was a miracle that I hadn’t worried so much about the summer job, that it had stopped me from even coming in the first place.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in. I balled my hands into fists, feeling the still cool summer air rush through my nose. The smell of pine - or some kind of tree scent which you’d put in a car, at least - was in that air. With my eyes shut, the beauty of that smell was the main thing I could focus on.

It was strangely calming. Between that smell and the stillness of the completely empty resort, it was peaceful. I tried to grab onto that feeling, the peace, as I braced myself to take my first step.

I breathed in. I smelled the air and felt the chill in my lungs. I breathed out. I held it and listened to the nothingness.

I repeated that. I breathed in. I breathed out. I held it. I felt the peace.

I grabbed the handle.

I pulled the door all the way open.

I opened my eyes. I looked out into the bright summer’s day which had greeted me. I stood dead still, taking one last look around for indications of life. There was still nothing to be seen but the slowly melting mounds of snow that still fully surrounded the now empty resort.

It was safe. I had finally convinced myself of the fact. So, still very cautiously, I took my first step. I felt the stiletto of my shoe touch the vast step, which led to the door of St. Saniet. I felt it press the sole into my own heel, and then I felt my toes touching the step with it.

I brought my other foot out. I stood there, on the step, for a moment. I felt the cool air and I smelled the slightly sweet trees. I felt the way my heels were elevated and my weight flowed through my toes. I felt the way that it made my legs straighten out, and my posture followed suit. I felt the way my spine wasn’t curved, for the first time in god only knew long.

It was a strange set of feelings. The summertime at St. Saniet felt beautiful. The sun shone brilliantly, the air was crisp and fresh. After a while I even heard birds singing. It was wonderful outside.

But I was in a dress.

The sunlight hit my chest and was dappled on my arms by the semi-transparent sleeves. It was a stunning day but a very strange set of circumstances, for sure.

And the embarrassment I was feeling from my outfit was being replaced, probably in part due to the beauty I was surrounded by. But the embarrassment was going. I was instead feeling, most overwhelmingly, a sense of relief. I was relieved that nobody was around to see me, and I was relieved that stepping outside in women’s clothes wasn’t some life-ending horror.

In fact, I was a little proud of myself. I couldn’t remember the last time I was so scared to do anything, as I had been to open that giant front door.

My first day of college was scary. Coming to St. Saniet and knowing that I’d be there for at least two months was scary. Telling my parents I wanted to study art at school was scary.

But this was terrifying. And it turned out to be fine. It turned out to be nothing at all. I felt, for a moment, that if I could overcome that kind of fear, I could probably overcome anything. It was a little surprising, to say the least, that my unexpected and unwanted foray into crossdressing had gone from such a negative to that much of a positive so quickly.

Not that I planned to keep it up for any longer than I had to. It was just nice that it had stopped being such a point of overbearing humiliation, for that moment in time. So, imbued with the feeling of newfound confidence, I started my patrol of the grounds of St. Saniet.

It was also a surprise to me just how well I remembered to walk in high heels. I kept having to remind myself to actually do my job and look at the windows of the place, as otherwise all I could think about was my shoes. I felt like I should have been falling down with each step or, at the very least, wobbling all over the place. Somehow though, those few times in Jade’s room must have been enough foundational training. I was flying around the perimeter of the resort.

The noise was surprisingly loud, I felt, as I walked. On the concrete path that surrounded St. Saniet, my high heels broke the silence in the air like a baseball bat. My heel would click as it struck the floor, and the tap of my toes straight after would echo through the silence.

At first, I almost flinched at the sound. It was like how a hunter might step on a twig in the woods, scaring away their prey. Except instead of being a hunter, wearing hunting clothes, I was a man, wearing a dress.

I guessed the analogy didn’t entirely work. But, the point that I had been making in my mind, was that it was just another way in that I felt I was drawing attention to myself. And, if I needed any more proof there was nobody else out there other than me, that was it.

With each step, my confidence grew. Or, maybe, confidence wasn’t the right word. It was less a growth of confidence and more a lessening of anxiety. A lessening of caring. I wanted to believe that I was beginning to affect the same nonchalance that Tyler had managed to give off, talking about his time in drag.

The other thing that dawned on me - as I was rounding the first corner on my patrol - was that I hadn’t thought any less of Tyler, or his status as a man, after seeing him in that outfit. If anything, my opinion of him had increased. I admired his bravery and his confidence. I had admired the fact that he had managed to make me feel better about my own situation, by sharing his own vulnerability.

It was impressive.

Thinking of that, I kept walking. Tyler had no reason to think any less of me for what I was doing. If anything, maybe his opinion of me would be worse, for the way that I’d been so hesitant and nervous about the whole thing. He probably found it ridiculous that I’d made such a big deal over it in the first place. He certainly didn’t seem like he would have.

The more I thought about it, the more it seemed silly that I had made such a big deal of it. Tyler didn’t care, and there was nobody else there to try and impress.

The walk was, against all odds, doing me good. It was giving me a chance to clear my head. I had found it impossible not to focus on what I was wearing. Sure, it was a real nightmare, having lost all of my stuff for a few days - a week or whatever - but it wasn’t like it was a real problem.

There were still clothes I could wear. They weren’t ideal clothes - they definitely weren’t my first choice - but they were clothes nonetheless. Tyler had already set in motion the plan to get my actual clothes back. In the meantime, I still had everything I needed to get my job done. I was getting paid a small fortune to do that summer job. If some unfortunate clothing options were all I had to put up with to earn that money, it was a small price to pay.

Earning money had slipped my mind a little again, though. I had managed to walk for about two minutes without paying attention to a single window or exterior fitting of the building. I’d been so lost in my thoughts. I turned back, repeated the section, and then got my head in the game.

It wasn’t so bad. The work was easy. The money was good. And, probably most luckily of all, the windows were fine. My mind hadn’t really been focused on my assessment of the exterior of the resort, so it was a blessing for me that I never came face to face with any real issues.

The thing that I did find on that walk, however, was a surprising sense of confidence. I guessed that it was driven by the lack of any consequence, to my actions. I had imagined some terrible fate to befall me, if I went outside in a dress. Instead, nothing happened at all.

All of my life, I had fretted about consequences. Very rarely did anything ever actually amount to what I expected. This was yet another of those times.

That meant that my afternoon damage assessment became less of a patrol and more of a stroll. I wasn’t sure if I’d have gone as far as to say that I was enjoying it, but it was sort of nice. Sure, my feet were beginning to hurt - the balls of my feet especially, the sole of the shoe wasn’t very padded - and I would have been lying if I said I wasn’t still at least a little self conscious about my outfit, but the day was beautiful. I’d never had such a beautiful workplace.

So, as I neared the final corner of the ornate resort, I was almost disappointed that it was coming to an end. Maybe my opinion would have changed if the weather wasn’t so gorgeous but, as it was, it made for a lovely afternoon. It had made me already look forward to my next patrol. High heels or not.

As I reached the front door and pushed it open, I felt like a whole new person. There was a smile on my face as I reentered the lobby. Much like the snow around me, my previous fears were all beginning to melt away.

I was suitable for that job.

It didn’t matter that I was wearing women’s clothes.

I felt unstoppable.
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Surprisingly, Tyler was there to greet me when I returned. If that had happened earlier in the day, I likely would have jumped out of my skin. After my walk, however, I was merely happy to see him.

“Tyler!” I greeted him with the enthusiasm still within me from my successful patrol.

“Lex,” he smiled as he said it. “You seem a lot happier than I normally am after a glazing assessment. What gives?”

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s just a nice day out there, I guess.”

I hadn’t wanted to tell Tyler the whole truth. It was a nice day out there. The weather had worked wonders for my mood. But, and more than anything else, I was happy because I had overcome a fear. I had walked outside in women’s clothes and I had managed to enjoy myself. It wasn’t going to be such a bad summer after all.

It was also nice that Tyler was still making such unwavering eye contact with me. If I was having a conversation with my male colleague, who was wearing a dress, I’d probably be a lot more distracted than Tyler was. It made me a hell of a lot more comfortable, not having him stare at my unfortunate attire.

“Wait til the rain comes,” Tyler laughed. “You’ll be just as broken as I am.”

I laughed back.

“Can’t wait. Everything okay, though? Did you need me for something?” I asked.

“Actually, yes,” he told me. “Cause of everything else going on, I totally forgot to give you a walkie-talkie.”

“Oh, nice,” I replied. “I was wondering how to - well, I guess I was wondering how to do anything without my cell phone.”

“I feel you,” Tyler laughed. “But these only do calls, and even then that’s only between the two of us.”

“And here I was expecting to find a frequency that picked up internet memes.”

Tyler furrowed his brow but subtly smiled, simultaneously.

“Didn’t realize you were such an expert,” he replied, with some playful snark in his voice. “But also, not being an expert myself, I forgot to charge them. They’ll run for days, after they’re charged. But they’re not.”

“Okay,” I accepted. “Do you need me to come get it later, or what?”

“Oh, yeah, I actually left them in my room,” he told me. “They need a few hours to fully charge. They’ll be ready by, like, eight at the latest. You mind coming by then to get yours? Or I can just find you tomorrow morning, if it’s easier.”

“No, no,” I protested. “Eight is fine. What do you need from me in the meantime?”

“It’s already getting pretty far into the afternoon,” he looked at his watch. “So if you can just run some faucets, that should be enough.”

“You sure?” I asked. “I’ve still got plenty left in me, if you need me to get a jump on something.”

“Nah,” he waved a hand casually. “It’ll take you longer today to do the faucets anyway, seeing as how you barely know your way around yet. Just do the faucets, make yourself some food, and then come to my room for the walkie-talkie.”

“Sounds great.”

“Yup,” he confirmed. “It’s not always this easy, though. Someday you might have to run the faucets and flush the toilets.”

I laughed. I felt like I was coasting though, on those first few days, so I was glad it wasn’t reflecting poorly on me. I hadn’t really felt I’d done much to earn the money I was being paid. Well, aside from putting up with wearing a dress and high heels. That was never in my job description, though.

“Take anything you need from the kitchen. You can either cook there, or in your room. Choice is yours,” he told me. “Good luck with the faucets. Some of them are real stiff.”

With that, he left. He had given me a generous amount of time for the job but, I learned pretty quickly, that it was more of an undertaking than I expected. Part of it was from feeling a little lost in the vast resort, as Tyler predicted, and part of it was simply due to the sheer distance that I had to walk.

Being restricted to a dainty heel-toe style of step, from the tightness of the dress hem and from the simple fact of being in high heels, I made slow progress around the place. Not that I necessarily minded, too much.

In life, when I was in sneakers, I generally walked around in a real hurry. I found myself actually looking at the ornate architecture and the art on the walls and the beautiful furnishing which filled St. Saniet. It was sort of nice, being forced to take in my surroundings.

And so I went from room to room, faucet to faucet, and did my job. When that was finally over, I went to the kitchen, and took what I needed for dinner. It was just in time, too. It had got a lot later than I had anticipated, from only running a little water.

I decided to cook in my own room. I would have been lying if I said I wasn’t deeply intimidated by the giant ranges and appliances, that I was faced with in the actual kitchen. I was much more at home with a little gas ring and a microwave. Plus, after Tyler’s pretty masterful lunch, I didn’t want him to see that I was only going to poach a couple of eggs with some toast and a salad.

Even then, by the time I had eaten, it was already time to visit Tyler. So, I walked down the hall, and once again found myself knocking on his door.

“One minute!” I heard him yell from within.

I wasn’t sure why I did it - I felt maybe it was a nervous need to fidget - but I found myself adjusting my outfit. I pulled down the hem of my dress, and aligned the neckline so it was horizontal across my chest. I evened out the sleeves so they were at my wrists, and fiddled with my pantyhose.

Finally, Tyler opened the entrance to his room. His hair was wet and he had the visibly frantic look of a man who had rushed a shower.

“Sorry,” he said as soon as he saw me. “Lost track of time. I was in the shower.”

I looked at his hair and laughed.

“I guessed.”

“Sorry,” he repeated. “Come in. You had dinner?”

“Yup,” I confirmed. “You?”

“Yup, same,” he echoed. “Okay, walkie-talkies are in the kitchen.”

He led the way over to his kitchen space, where a pair of walkie-talkies were resting in a surprisingly large charging stand. Next to it was an open beer. He must have seen me notice it, as he spoke immediately as my eyes landed on it.

“Oh, want one?” he offered.

“Uh,” I hesitated for a second. “Is that okay?”

I had never drunk alcohol at work before. But being that I was now living at my workplace, it was hard to figure out the distinction between where work ended, and free time began. I wasn’t sure where that exact moment in time stood, between the two.

“Course it is. That’s why they leave a quite frankly lethal number of beers here. This can be a pretty dull job, so it pays well and they try and make it as comfortable as they can,” he explained.

“I guess they saw The Shining, too.”

“I guess they did,” Tyler laughed. “But yeah, have one.”

He opened the fridge and retrieved a beer.

“Be careful with these,” he warned as he handed it to me. “They’re a really high percent, for a beer.”

I looked and he wasn’t wrong. They were about six and a half percent. I cracked the ice cold can and took a sip. I had braced myself for a taste that was bordering on gross, being the percentage that it was, but it was unexpectedly pleasant. It was almost like a light beer, which was generally the only type I had tried at all, since turning twenty one.

In fact, not having been much of an underage drinker, I had never even tried a beer that strong in my life. I figured that maybe Tyler was right, that I needed to be careful with them.

“This is surprisingly nice,” I told Tyler, in response to my first taste.

That line of conversation was immediately enough to distract us both from the topic of walkie-talkies. Tyler asked if I liked IPAs and I admitted that I wasn’t sure. That led to having a second beer, so I could figure out if I like IPAs, which led to a third, so I could try some other beer, that I wasn’t even sure how it was different. That, in turn, gave us reason to have a fourth beer. There was no justifiable excuse for the fourth beer.

By that time, I was beyond buzzed. I was feeling outright drunk. I had not been careful with the beers.

Tyler was about to offer me another beer, when he suddenly caught himself.

“Oh shit,” he blurted. “You came over for a walkie-talkie.”

“I came over for a walkie-talkie,” I parroted.

We both laughed a slightly drunk sounding laugh.

Tyler walked to the kitchen counter and took the pair of handsets from the industrial looking charging unit. He came over to me and outstretched his hand. The yellow and black device was all but buried within his giant palm.

“All yours,” he said.

“Great,” I chirped. “Thank you.”

“Sure are great,” he confusingly agreed. “These bad boys have a range of… Well, they have a range of way bigger than we need. You could be at the top of a slope and probably still have a conversation with me.”

He had sounded as if he was slightly struggling to impart any meaningful instructions or information to me. To his credit, I wasn’t sure if I was able to receive either of those things, anyway.

“Press this button to signal you want to start a chat,” he spoke again, hovering his thumb over a button.

I had been wondering how I’d get in contact with Tyler, if I needed him. Without any cell service, it wasn’t like I could have just texted him in an emergency. Hell, without any pockets it wasn’t like I was in a position to even carry my cell around with me, period.

Although, that raised a similar issue with the walkie-talkie.

“Ah,” I felt myself pout a little as the thought formed. “I don’t have any pockets.”

“That age-old problem,” Tyler laughed. “Didn’t you find anything with pockets at all, in the lost and found?”

“To be honest, I was kinda caught up with the way there weren’t any men’s clothes. I didn’t really think about whether or not the girl’s clothes had pockets,” I admitted.

“Good point,” Tyler laughed. “In all fairness, these things are a little big for most pockets anyway.”

I looked at the walkie-talkie that I had been handed. It was a pretty bulky piece of kit. Not huge, by any means, but the protective rubber casing made it fairly deep. It definitely would not have been at home in my skinny jeans.

If I still had them.

“So what do you do?” I asked.

“I keep it in my pouch.”

He gestured to a small bag that was on the countertop. He grabbed it, unzipped it, without breaking eye contact with me, and showed the cavernous space within, as if to illustrate his point.

He put it back on the side and grabbed his own walkie-talkie.

“This is the noise you’ll hear if I need to talk to you, by the way,” he continued.

Tyler pressed the button which he’d previously indicated, and my walkie-talkie made a slightly shrill ringing noise, the whole time he pressed it. He held it for much longer than I would have liked.

“Yeah, I’ll answer that as fast as I can, if it makes the noise stop,” I said.

“Yup,” Tyler laughed. “They don’t let you set the ringtone on these. But going back to the no-pockets thing, check the lost and found again. There might be, like, something like my pouch, in there.”

“By something like your pouch, and with everything else that’s in there,” I started. “Do you mean there might be a purse?”

He laughed again.

“I was sort of more hoping that there’d be, like, a tool belt or something,” he elaborated. “But if purses are all we’ve got, then I’ll take one as well, if it makes you feel better.”

“Deal,” I told him.

“Wanna go now?” he asked. “Can take a beer for the road, if it helps.”

“Why not?” I replied. “Might make it more tolerable, this time.”

“That’s the spirit.”

He opened the fridge and I could hear the noise of cans clinking into one another as he pushed them about. He picked up one, studied it briefly, and then picked up a second can of the same beer.

I began to wonder if anybody else had ever drank so many beers, whilst wearing a dress and high heels. It wasn’t exactly a particularly feminine trait, to drink four or five beers. I was curious if I may have been the first.

On the walk to lost and found, I proposed my theory to Tyler. He very quickly shot it down with stories from his days as a bouncer. I was absolutely not the first person to drink that many beers in a dress and high heels. Far from it.

“You take the shelves on the left, I’ll take the shelves on the right,” Tyler immediately sprang into action as soon as we entered the room.

I did as he suggested and started pulling out boxes and trays and anything else that I thought might have been big enough to hide a bag that was fit for a man. I was almost certain that I had already looked in every possible place earlier, when I’d looked for some menswear, but I was hoping that maybe I was wrong. Or that I hadn’t noticed bags earlier, as I was too busy worrying about getting something as vital as boxer shorts.

Naturally, it didn’t take long before I found a box of purses. It was, like most of the other lost and found boxes, absolutely full to the brim. The contents of it was probably worth about ten thousand dollars, as well. I didn’t know much about fashion, but I knew enough to know that the stuff in there was not cheap.

“Here it is,” I announced.

“You found tool belts?” Tyler’s face lit up as he looked over.

“Obviously not,” I replied. “I’ve found purses.”

“Ah,” he replied, less enthusiastically. “Okay, put those to the side for now. We’ll keep searching for something more, like, appropriate.”

“Is there any point?” I asked, a little resigned to my fate.

“Come on, Lex,” Tyler said. “If I recall from your resume, you said you’ve got - and I’m pretty sure this is a direct quote, here - a “can do, positive attitude.” Is that what this is?”

“Not totally,” I admitted. “But this feels a lot like it did earlier. Like, I’m giving it ten more minutes. If I’ve got nothing by then, we’re not finding anything.”

“Sure.”

My thoughts on the matter were two-fold. Firstly, and most pressingly in my mind at the time, I had already consumed most of the beer that Tyler gave me to take on our task. Secondly, I was sick of the sight of the lost and found. I’d spent more time in there than doing my actual job.

I wanted out.

The search continued, albeit much less enthusiastically from me. Surprising absolutely nobody, we still came up fruitless after ten more minutes. There was nothing in that lost and found that could remotely qualify as menswear. I had started to wonder if there was a second lost and found somewhere. Some kind of men’s department.

“So, what do you want to do?” asked Tyler.

“I’ll just use a purse,” I told him. “What difference does it make? I’m already wearing a dress.”

“Fair point,” Tyler once again conceded.

I looked through the box, to see what I had been left with.

I was a little self conscious about it, all of a sudden. When I had to find something to wear earlier, Tyler wasn’t there. He had no idea how I chose the outfit that I was currently wearing. Now, I was acutely aware that what I chose would reflect upon my taste and my character, in some way.

If I picked something actively effeminate - not that many purses weren’t - Tyler would know that I picked the girly option, over something more plain. But if I picked something more plain, maybe Tyler would think I was insecure, and overcompensating.

For god’s sake, no, I thought to myself. Overcompensating or not, I was definitely overcomplicating. I just needed to grab something at random and be done with it. I had already spent far too much time running that internal monologue in my head, while Tyler had nothing to do but sip his beer.

So I reached in. I grabbed whatever my hand first settled on, and I looked into the box to see what I had found.

It was hideous.

It was brown and white and had yellow accents. I fully understood why somebody had managed to “lose” it. Even in spite of my previous thoughts about selection, and what it meant about me as a person, I wasn’t taking that.

But, next to it, one caught my eye. It was a pale purple color - lilac, maybe. It wasn’t too big, maybe a foot wide and eight or so inches tall. Three or four inches deep, tops. The purple material was smooth and ever so slightly shiny, even buried in that box, and the big wide foldover closure at the front was decorated with cross-stitching. It created a pleated checkerboard pattern, which covered most of the front of the bag.

It had two straps, one tiny one right on top to hold by hand, and another that was long enough to go over a shoulder. The shoulder strap looked like it detached from two small loops on the sides of the purse.

I picked it up and took a closer look at it. In spite of everything I had thought earlier, about the burden of being stuck only with women’s clothes to wear, I actually really liked the handbag. It was cute and pretty, in a way that no menswear ever could be. I sort of liked that.

“You going for that one?” Tyler asked.

He must have been watching me as I took the bag out and studied it. I had no real idea how long I’d been staring at it, lost in my own thoughts. I had no idea how long he’d been looking. I didn’t want him to think I’d fallen in love with the purse, or something.

I felt as if my face was going red.

“Uh- Yeah, why not?” I tried to sound casual as I spoke.

“Nice choice,” he replied. “Looks cute.”

“Oh it was just the one that was on top,” I lied.

“Well, your lucky day, then,” Tyler said.

I wasn’t sure if he believed me.

“Try it on,” he said.

I had no reason not to. I was going to be wearing it for the foreseeable future, so I slung the shoulder strap over my right shoulder.

“How’s it feel?” he asked.

“Pretty nice,” I replied, without taking enough time to think.

“Yeah?” he asked. “You not so annoyed by the outfit so much, now?”

“I guess not,” I told him.

I thought for a second, this time to actually consider what I was about to say, in order to not embarrass myself. But then I said something pretty embarrassing anyway.

“I sort of liked it, when I was walking around the outside of the resort.”

“Really?” Tyler immediately asked.

In turn, I immediately regretted what I had said. When I was walking around outside, I had enjoyed the walk and the nature and, ever so slightly, the feel of the clothes. I did not need Tyler to know any of those things.

“I totally get you,” he continued, much to my immense relief.

“Really?” I asked back.

“Yeah, totally,” he said. “I wouldn’t have done it as a bouncer, if I didn’t, like, want to do it. The money was good, but it wasn’t that good.”

“Yeah?”

I didn’t really know what else to say.

“Yup. I haven’t done it since I left, but I sort of almost miss it. It was fun. Also, there’s something about the feeling of it. You don’t feel like that in menswear.”

“I kind of get you,” I admitted.

I actually did understand exactly where he was coming from. I was just a little hesitant to admit how much I agreed. Tyler kept talking.

“It’s the same with makeup. That’s a real game changer.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I don’t know how to sum it up, really.” He tipped his beer upside down into his mouth and rattled the can, as if to confirm it was empty. “It’s, like, a weird confidence booster. Even as a guy. It feels pretty great.”

“For real?”

My questions were still very simplistic.

“For real,” he confirmed.

There was a brief pause. I sipped my beer again.

“You should try it,” Tyler spoke.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, do it. There’s a whole crate of the stuff in here. I can tell you how it works as well, I reckon I still remember.”

I didn’t know if it was the drink - well, I presumed it must have been the drink - but for some reason, I said the next words.

“Fuck it, let’s do it.”

And that was it. My boss was about to teach me how to wear makeup.
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Tyler didn’t bother making me search through the box of makeup, he just picked up the whole, giant box and took it with us. I definitely couldn’t have done it myself. It weighed a ton.

Like with everything in the lost and found, there must have been thousands of dollars worth of stuff, just discarded.

“Hey, what if somebody wants this stuff back?” I finally thought to ask.

“They won’t,” Tyler bluntly replied. “But, even if they do, we’ll just say it was never found.”

I laughed.

“Does that excuse get used a lot, by any chance?”

Tyler laughed back. That was enough of an answer.

We got to my room and I opened the door. I still hadn’t locked it, on account of not having anywhere to hold the keys. Before I had selected my new purse, that was.

That was a ridiculous thought. If I hadn't already drunk five beers, I probably would have stopped to take stock of everything that was happening.

I was wearing a pretty black dress dress, dark pantyhose, and cute matching high heels. I’d been for a walk outside of the resort, dressed in those things. I had picked a light purple handbag to act as my work bag. I was about to get a lesson in makeup from a guy.

And all of that was in the first week of my new job. In front of my new manager.

It was ridiculous.

Still, five beers was clearly enough to silence those thoughts, as I found myself sitting at my art desk, with Tyler pulling out different pieces of makeup for me. He had been talking to me about what he was doing the whole time, explaining it all.

“I was actually taught all of this stuff by a drag queen who I worked with,” he told me. “She’s been on TV a lot, now. You’ve probably seen her.”

“No way,” I said, slightly in a haze from the beers.

I started tying my long, brown hair back, to get it out of my face. It felt uncharacteristically soft that day. I figured that it was likely from the shampoo I had taken from the lost and found. It looked expensive and smelled unbelievably nice. Feminine, but nice.

“Uh huh,” he absentmindedly replied, as he picked up a few more things from the makeup box. “Okay, first thing’s first. Primer.”

“Primer?” I asked.

“Yup, squeeze some of this onto your fingers and then rub it on your face. Start in the middle and work outwards.”

“You really remember this stuff, huh?” I asked.

“She was very educational,” Tyler replied.

I did as he suggested. I squeezed a dollop onto my fingers, to which Tyler told me to add more, and I did. He guided me in dotting a few blobs of it around my face, and then I used my fingers to smooth the cool and soft gel into my skin. I was finally using the mirror at my art desk for its intended purpose.

I watched as my face gained a slightly more even finish. It was as if the primer had leveled my skin. Smoothed it a little. Tyler told me that I’d used it perfectly, and guided me in squeezing some foundation out from its tube and onto different areas of my face. He had spent some time figuring out which tone I needed, and he’d managed to match it perfectly with my actual skin.

Tyler went to my kitchen and ran a small, rounded sponge under the faucet.

“I’m not just saving you a job for tomorrow, running this faucet,” he called out to me as he did it. “You want this sponge nice and damp, so it doesn’t drink up all the foundation.”

“Oh, okay,” I replied.

I was a little bewildered by it all. The situation was already wild. I wasn’t sure if I was in the right mindset to be absorbing the details of everything I was doing. My mind was not a sponge.

Still, he brought the sponge back to me, and I began to dab it into my face, as he instructed. I was clearly too cautious, at the start, as Tyler told me I could be a little harder and faster with it. I had used sponges with my watercolor works and some charcoal pieces before, which had both taught me to use a sponge sparingly.

Still, after a minute or so of dabbing - up to Tyler’s standards - I had covered my face in an even finish of skin-colored liquid.

Next was contouring, for which I was given two sticks, one light and one dark. They looked to me kind of like wide oil pastels, and even felt how I would expect oil pastels to feel, if I for some reason rubbed them on my face.

The light stick, according to Tyler, went in a line down the center of my nose. Then it formed a T-shape, between and over my eyebrows. Then it went under my eyes pretty liberally.

The dark stick went along my hairline, down the sides of my nose, and right down the center of the hollows of my cheeks. Tyler had been wetting another pair of sponges, as I worked with the contouring sticks, and returned them to me as I finished.

Similarly to the foundation, I dabbed at the contour colors until they blended out. The lights and the darks began to form gradients, and then began to be almost imperceptibly blended into the foundation.

“Very nicely done,” Tyler told me. “You’re getting this way faster than I ever did.”

“Thanks,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure if it was a compliment. “I think a lot of this stuff is just like my art supplies, really.”

“Ah, makes a lot of sense. You’ll have to show me what you’re working on then, soon.”

I smiled. I always appreciated it when somebody took an interest in my art. It was the main way in which I had expressed myself throughout my whole life. I had never very much liked talking about myself, but I liked showing people about myself, through my paintings and drawings.

“Eyes, now,” Tyler spoke. “This will probably be even more like your art supplies, really.”

From the makeup box came an eyeshadow palette, an eyeliner pen, and some mascara. He talked me through each, and explained the order in which to do them. It felt even more surreal, in that moment, what we were both doing. But Tyler was right. I was sort of having fun.

I was presented with a near endless selection of eyeshadow colors. I once again felt that pang of self consciousness at choosing a shade. I thought of the idea of Tyler judging me for what I chose, but then I suddenly realized how ridiculous that was, as a thought. He was teaching me how to do my makeup.

So I instead decided to just treat it like any other art project I’d ever worked on. I picked some colors which I figured would work for my canvas. For my face. I looked through the endless palettes from which I could choose. I settled on a selection of purples, ranging from lighter than the handbag I had selected, to a shade so dark that it was verging on black.

“You want to use the darker shade near your lash line, and the lighter shades towards the brow. Probably just do it on your upper eyelid,” Tyler explained to me, as I selected the tones I was working with.

It was funny, him being so matter of fact about it. Two men discussing makeup was very far from normal. But the way Tyler was speaking made it feel so casual. It made it feel normal.

Following Tyler’s advice, I put a darkish-purple along the line of my upper eyelashes. I decided I was going to try a kind of a gradient, from dark to light, from lashes to brow.

I found that, when I painted with powdered watercolor, it was best to blend light colors into dark colors. Being the closest thing I had to using makeup powder, I applied that same logic.

I always enjoyed the process of painting. Some people in my college classes were so focused on the final product of their art work, that they felt as if the process of creating it was just a chore to get through, in order to see the finished results.

For me, I enjoyed both. Obviously, I was always thrilled with a good, finished painting. But, equally as much, I enjoyed the work it took to get there. I loved the way that colors played together, or how materials interacted with mediums. It was why I did it.

That same feeling was present with the blending of eyeshadow. I had felt a little weird, doing primer and foundation, but the eyeshadow was a real change of pace. Using the little brush that came with the palette, it felt a lot more like the painting that I knew and loved.

I had become intensely focused on the task. Not least as painting on myself was something that I had never done before. Having to stare in a mirror and figure out my movements in a reflection was a hell of a challenge.

And that was fun. I was a competent artist. Well, maybe that was being too modest. I was a very skilled artist. I had spent a large percentage of my life working to become a skilled artist. It turned out that all of those skills that I had learned were completely transferable to applying makeup, too.

Before long, I had created a seamless gradient from dark to light. A purple wash, running from my lashes to near my eyebrows. Both sides were perfectly symmetrical. I was damn good, it turned out. I decided to add a tiny accent of very light purple, just beneath my lower eyelashes, to balance the colors above and below.

“Very nice,” Tyler said as I finished the eyeshadow. “You’re picking this up way faster than I ever did.”

“Art school,” I laughed. “They basically make you sleep with a paintbrush in your hand.”

“Wish somebody gave me that tip.”

Seeing that I clearly had a handle on things for the time being, Tyler and I went back to talking about anything and everything. We discussed our hometowns, sports - mostly a conversation run by him, and our life ambitions. It sounded a lot to me like he had already achieved a lot of his own.

I focused on the conversations as best as I could, but eye makeup turned out to be somewhat demanding, in terms of attention. Eyeliner, particularly, was a real challenge. To me, it felt like I was doing fine lining with a narrow paintbrush. No matter how often I did it, I still had to give it as much focus as I could.

It paid off, however. I managed to create an even strip above each lash line, and then completed them with a pair of complementary wings. I knew a lot of women loved the eyeliner-wing look, so I took inspiration from them.

“You even managed wings?” Tyler broke from his current line of conversation, in clear disbelief at my skill.

I couldn’t help but smile.

Mascara was last. I had to admit that it wasn’t particularly analogous to anything else in the art world, but I still found it pretty fun. Feeling something tug on my eyelashes was a unique experience, though.

The addition of mascara made my eyelashes look giant. Or like there were twice as many of them. I had no idea how that stuff worked. I began to wonder whether it would be interesting to try making a traditional canvas painting out of makeup, though I figured the cost of the art supplies would likely be more than all of my current art supplies, combined.

With that, my eyes were complete. They had a smooth purple fade and bold black framing, from both the eyeliner and my giant eyelashes. The contrast between the dark borders and the whites of my eyes made my eyes look way bigger and brighter. The slight hint of green in my hazel irises seemed more vivid.

“Amazing work. Again, that kind of thing did not go anywhere near that well for me, on the first try,” Tyler said as I admired my handiwork in the mirror. “Hold up, I’ve got to have a photo of that, somewhere.”

He walked over to the kitchen counter and picked up his cellphone. He started scrolling through it over there, as I attempted to use blusher for the first time.

The brush that Tyler had provided to use with it was so big and so full of soft bristles that it looked like some kind of oversized, novelty paintbrush. I dusted it lightly over the red blusher, and then dusted the powder onto the ridges of my cheek bones.

A red highlight formed from edge to edge of my cheek. I hadn’t realized quite how drained and lifeless my face had looked, when it had been coated with the foundation. Being that one, consistent tone, really removed any signs of life in my skin.

Once again, I had managed to make the blusher perfectly even and symmetrical on both sides. I was, somewhat surprisingly, very good at applying makeup.

Well, it was and it wasn’t a surprise. It wasn’t a surprise as I was good at art. It was a surprise as I was a man.

But, as I started to apply some lipstick, that last part seemed less and less true. It was the finishing touch, my mouth, and I had chosen a light, reddish pink hue for it. I figured - trying to drunkenly apply color theory to the palette which was my face - that I didn’t want anything too saturated, as so it didn’t fight with the color on my eyes.

I used the most narrow part of the lipstick to draw over my cupid’s bow. I made a V-shape, right at the center of my top lip, to try and roughly follow the actual lines of my mouth. Then, I brought the pale pink color around the top and bottom of my lips, until they were filled and plump.

Once again, it was just like using an oil pastel. Easy, really.

“I think I’m done,” I called to Tyler.

“Close your eyes and blast yourself with that,” Tyler said, as he briefly looked up from his phone to gesture to the silver, pump-spray bottle on the table.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Setting spray,” he said, as if that would really mean anything.

Still, he hadn’t given me wrong advice before that, so I had no reason to doubt that I needed to use it.

Well, maybe that wasn’t completely true, I thought to myself as I closed my eyes and sprayed. Wearing makeup was probably wrong advice.

I felt the cool liquid spritzing over my face, and I kept my eyes closed for a moment longer, as I let it settle.

When I opened them, I was amazed.

As I had been doing my makeup, I had been so laser focused on each individual section of my face - my eyes, my cheeks, my lips - that I hadn’t stepped back to take in the full picture.

It had always been my biggest weakness, as an artist. I would sometimes forget to consider how an individual part of a work looked in the bigger context. I thought I had mostly stopped making that mistake. Apparently, makeup was the medium that brought it back out of me.

But now, looking - truly looking - at myself for the first time in makeup, I was amazed. I was amazed two-fold. Firstly, I was amazed that I was so technically skilled at using it. I was thrilled that my talent as an artist could take me off of the page and onto something so different.

But, more than that though, I was amazed at how I looked. I untied my long, dark hair and gently shook it loose with my fingers. As it fell, and my face was framed by my parted hair, I realized that I looked so much like a woman. Like a beautiful woman.

My eyes were bold and vibrant. My nose looked slim and more defined. My cheeks were chiseled and alive with the red blusher. My lips were sensual and feminine.

As a man, I was - at best - insecure about my looks. My petite size and soft facial features made me feel a lot less than adequate, compared to most men I saw. Be they in media, or in real life. I didn’t really feel that I fit male beauty standards particularly well.

That insecurity was the very foundation of my lack of confidence, when it came to dating. I had never had a girlfriend because I had never really tried to have a girlfriend. I had sort of counted myself out of the dating scene, for reasons of not feeling like I could ever get into it to begin with.

But here, in the vanity mirror, I was seeing a brand new me. I looked absolutely stunning. Well, not stunning by male beauty standards but, still, feeling stunning by female beauty standards was sort an improvement, emotionally.

Tyler and I hadn’t said anything for what felt like an eternity. Tyler finally looked up from his phone and came over to me, likely noticing that we’d been silent for so long.

“Holy shit,” he said, as he finally looked at me again.

“Holy shit,” I echoed.

“You’re really good at that,” he told me.

“Thank you.”

I felt that maybe it was a compliment that I should have found harder to swallow - being complimented about being a man wearing makeup - but I was proud of it. I was proud that I could tackle any artistic task I put my hand to. I was damn good at what I did.

“You sure you haven’t done this before?” he asked with a grin.

I was looking at the pair of us in the mirror, me in the chair, him standing behind me. I couldn’t help but grin back.

“First time. Scout’s honor,” I replied.

“How the hell, Lex?” he asked. “Look, here’s me, I finally found it.”

He showed me a photo of him in some very rudimentary makeup. It was like the equivalent of a children’s drawing, compared to what I had done with my own face. I had managed to capture the brush strokes of the old masters - Picasso, Rembrandt, Matisse. Tyler had barely colored inside the lines.

I burst out laughing. I couldn't help myself.

“Oh come on,” he protested. “It’s not that bad!”

I only laughed harder. He looked at his phone for a moment, studying the image.

“Okay, maybe it is that bad,” he finally laughed, too. “But hey, not all of us went to art school.”

“Well, that’s your mistake.”

“True,” he conceded.

We returned to silence for a few more moments. I was admiring my new look. I wondered if Tyler was doing the same, or if he was simply jealous that I had done such a better job than he ever managed.

Eventually, he spoke again.

“So, what do you think?”

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“Like, did you enjoy it?” he clarified.

“Actually, yeah,” I told him, that time not feeling that pang of embarrassment, the way I had as I picked a handbag. “It was fun trying something new, artistically.”

“Told you,” he said. “It’s one of life’s great injustices that most men don’t feel confident enough in themselves to ever try it.”

“One of life’s great injustices?” I mocked.

“Okay, I’m sure there’s greater injustices than that,” he conceded. “But look, it’s fun. That’s what I’m saying.”

“Yeah, strangely, I totally agree.”

“How do you feel about how you look, as well?” he asked next.

“Uh,” I was hesitant to repeat to him the thoughts which had previously passed through my mind. Those did feel a little embarrassing.

“You don’t like it?” he asked, looking worried, maybe as if he’d upset me.

“Oh no, god no, not that,” I stammered. “It’s just that I-”

I trailed off. Tyler’s expression still looked concerned.

“No, I actually do really like it,” I finally admitted. “I’ve never felt, like… I dunno.”

I wanted to say that I’d never felt beautiful, before. But admitting that - saying those words - felt strange. I wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or if it was something else, but I couldn't bring myself to do it.

Tyler smiled.

“But you like it?” he confirmed.

“I like it,” I agreed.

“That’s great,” he said, with an approving smile. “In that case, keep all of this stuff. You might want to use it again.”

He gestured towards the giant box of makeup that he’d hauled to my room. It would have probably been most women’s dreams, to suddenly be gifted that volume of beauty supplies. For me, it was mostly just a little surreal.

“Thank you,” I said regardless.

“Don’t mention it,” he replied. “Do your makeup again tomorrow, while it’s still fresh in your mind. If you feel like it, obviously. But, if you liked it, and you want to do it again, that’s the best way to remember how to do it.”

“Thank you,” I repeated.

It was a very funny situation, a man imparting all of this makeup wisdom to another man. I wondered if that had ever happened before either, but then I remembered that makeup artists existed and it felt less funny.

“Christ,” Tyler suddenly blurted. “Look at the time.”

I looked around the room but, ridiculously, didn’t have my phone or a watch to hand, and there wasn’t a single clock on the wall. Even the microwave readout was too far away to see, from the vanity.

“You gotta help me on that one,” I told him.

“Ten forty-five, Lex,” he read out from his phone screen. “I gotta head to bed.”

“Oh, night, Tyler,” was my instinctive and weirdly uncool feeling response.

“Night, Lex. Catch you tomorrow.”

With those words, he left the reflection in my mirror. I turned to watch him leave, as he let himself out of my door and closed it behind him.

He had left me alone. Dressed as a woman, with a full face of makeup, and a new and seemingly endless supply of beauty products. It wasn’t what I had expected from any of my evenings at my new job, to say the least.

And the feelings that I was experiencing, seeing myself as a woman. The positivity I had found in it. The feeling of confidence in my appearance, for maybe the first time in my life.

Those feelings.

Those weren’t what I had expected from any of my evenings at my new job, to say the very least.
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Tyler had left me alone so he could get some sleep. I, on the other hand, was nowhere near ready.

I had seen myself, for the first time in my life, in makeup. The image I saw in my reflection was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. I looked attractive, for the first time ever. Not attractive in the way I’d like - namely, as a man - but it was still incredible to feel that way.

I knew I should have gone to bed as well. I had work to do the next day. I still had glazing checks and faucets to run and whatever else my actual job involved, but I just couldn’t tear myself away from the mirror.

When I eventually did tear myself away, it was only to go and look at a full length mirror, instead. I had to see the whole thing. I had to see how I looked, with my new makeup, my hair down, and in the dress and high heels.

I was so glad that I did.

I looked incredible, from head to toe. I swiveled on the spot, twisting back and forth in my heels, taking in the sight that I was greeted with. I loved my makeup. I loved how feminine my hair looked, not that I had ever really realized that it must have looked that way all of the time. I loved my figure in the dress. I loved how my legs looked in the high heels.

Never before had the thought ever crossed my mind, but I felt that I looked sexy.

Sexy.

I couldn’t believe I thought that about myself. But, god, did it ever feel good.

Again, the thought of bed entered my mind. It was overdue. But I couldn’t bring myself to wash my face. I couldn’t bring myself to take the dress off.

If anything, I wanted more.

Maybe it was just the beers talking but, out of nowhere, I felt the desire to just add a few finishing touches. I felt as if I had left things slightly unfinished, and I had to know how things would feel if I did finish them.

So I snuck out of my room. I don’t know why I did it that way, it was only me and Tyler in the whole of St. Saniet, and he was asleep. But I still opened my door like I was some teenager, getting back to my parents’ house a little too late at night.

I glanced around the corridor, to make sure I was alone, and I found my way back to the lost and found. Automatic sensor lights pinged on around me, as I made my way down the halls, flooding me with light in the late and dark night.

As I caught myself in various mirrors and reflections in darkened windows, I noticed my walk. My steps in the high heels went from feeling like they were some weird and slightly uncomfortable curiosity, to feeling like they were giving me a sense of power. I was striding, as far as the hem of the dress would allow. I was walking like a woman. I looked like a woman.

It was incredible.

When I reached the lost and found, I practically smashed the door off of the hinges, I opened it so eagerly. I went to the beauty supplies that had been left behind, and started looking through them. I picked out some makeup remover, not that I was in a hurry to use it, and some facial cleanser.

But then also I picked up some nail polish. And spa-style face masks. And body lotion. And hair removal cream.

That was what I needed to finish off my look.

It had reached the point that I’d taken more out of the box than I’d left in it, so I just loaded it all back into where it came from, and picked up the box itself.

Mercifully, I could lift it. I didn’t need Tyler for that one, though it was still feeling like it would be a struggle. Although it was a struggle that I decided would be worth it. I laughed to myself tipsily, as I thought about what a goldmine I’d found here, to add to the unlikely feminine fun that I’d been having.

There was just one more thing. I had been wearing a pair of panties all day. For so long, in fact, that I had completely gotten used to the feeling. They must have been comfortable even, or else I would have realized that they were on.

However, I hadn’t taken any bras. That, at the time, felt ridiculous. At that later hour however, nearing midnight in the confines of the lost and found of St. Saniet -and having drunk five beers - it made all the sense in the world.

With that in mind, I unzipped the back of the dress, going through the same struggle as earlier but in reverse, and revealed my bare torso. I went to the box of underwear, and grabbed one that I liked the look of. A black, lacy number.

But it was massive. I had no chance of it fitting me.

I looked at the size. The numbers and letters meant nothing to me. Thirty-eight - that was maybe the chest size - and whatever ‘D’ meant. I knew double-D mean big, and all knew was that I wasn’t that size. So I applied all of the logic I had left in me, and searched for a smaller number and a letter from earlier in the alphabet.

I repeated the process again and again, before I grabbed a few number that I figured might have been my size. I had, by that point, realized that there were only so many letters, and I figured they probably didn’t matter so much as the numbers did.

I tried on my selection, finally finding a plain, beige bra to be the one that seemed to fit best around my ribcage. That led me to understand that a thirty-two was about right for my body. As for the letters, none of them were right for me. They were all too big. But, in a stroke of luck, I had found something else.

In with the bras was a pair of soft, fleshy colored things in a shrink-wrap pack. They looked a lot like a pair of chicken filets. It didn’t take a lot of logic to guess that those were meant to be used to fill out a bra better.

The bra padding slipped into the cup of the bra I was wearing and came out the sides a little. I took the bra off and read the label. It was an ‘A.’ I tried a B instead.

The B size I found had black straps, which connected to black frilly lace strip, outlining the cups of the bra. The cups themselves were a silky pink, covered with black polka-dots.

The filets fit into it like a charm.

I was a thirty-two B.

My bra size was not something I had expected to learn from my job either, but there it was.

Blessed with that new knowledge, I grabbed as many of the same sized bra as I could found, and tossed them in with the beauty supplies which I had already decided to take home. It was like Christmas day yet again. A very surreal Christmas day, but one all the same.

Back in my room, I had the same problem of being more or less unable to tear myself away from the mirror. Now that I had the bra on, my body looked even better. I could scarcely believe it to be possible, but there it was.

The only way I could convince myself to finally shower and go to bed was a compromise. I was going to use the hair removal cream. And, if I was going to do that, I was going to have to shower the cream off.

That was as good of an excuse for a shower as any.

Even in my drunken state, I did wonder if I was making a mistake. Makeup could wash off. My hair wouldn’t grow back overnight. But then I figured that I was going to be at St. Saniet for at least two months. I thought about how much my head hair grew in that time. I was sure my legs would be back to normal, well before the time I was home.

The instructions on the tube of hair removal blurred in and out of my vision, though the main thing I did manage to clearly note was the part about not leaving it on for more than fifteen minutes. They made that bit very clear.

So I took all of my clothes off. I coated my legs in the cream, and I set a timer on my cell. I looked in the mirror and I spent a few moments convincing myself to take my makeup off.

I figured my main hesitation was simply because I had done such a good job of my makeup. If I finished a brilliant painting, I wouldn’t exactly go and toss the canvas in the trash, right after I had looked at it for an hour.

But, considering the time, and considering the bargain I had made with myself, I finally accepted what I had to do.

I liberally doused a cotton pad with some makeup remover that had been discarded. I swiped it over my face again and again, and watched as the white cotton turned to a kind of mirror of my skin tone, with some hints of red and purple and pink.

It took four pads, but eventually the makeup came off, just in time for my alarm to sound. I rushed to the shower, the fifteen minute warning still clear in my mind, and I started scraping the cream off with the plastic scraper thing which had come in the box.

To my surprise, my hair more or less just molted. I didn’t exactly have exceptionally thick leg hair, but I had expected it to at least be slightly harder work than that. Still, within a few minutes, I had finished my work. I blasted myself with the shower, put some extra care into cleaning my face and legs, and stepped out.

With the cream now off of me, I could see my skin clearly. It was a unique sight. If they weren’t attached to me, I would have thought I was looking at a woman’s legs. I was perfectly smooth and, combined with my overall skinniness, they looked unmistakably feminine.

I still wasn’t entirely sure how I felt about it all.

I was enjoying myself, there was no doubt about that. As Tyler said, it was kind of fun. But I had all these insecurities about my looks and I wasn’t sure what this was doing for them.

I felt like it maybe confirmed the fact that I wasn’t a conventionally attractive man, if I looked that good as a woman. It implied I was right about my soft features and the lack of masculinity in my frame and build. But, looking and feeling attractive, even as a woman, still felt good.

It was too much to solve at whatever time it had become, after I’d finished in the shower. I brushed my teeth, curled up in bed, and set an alarm for half six in the morning.

It wasn’t going to give me much sleep, but I had decided that I was going to take Tyler’s advice. I was going to do my makeup again. I didn’t exactly know if he meant that I should do it first thing, or just at some point, but I wanted to do it first thing.

I always was like that with new art supplies. I could never wait to use them again.

As I was going to sleep, I noticed the way my bare legs played with the bedsheets. Everything felt soft but also a little tingly, like the whole bed was alive with static electricity.

I couldn’t stop kicking my legs around to feel it, as I finally fell asleep, still in my bra and panties.
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The next morning, I felt dreadful when my alarm went off. I had not slept anywhere near long enough and I had not stopped drinking anywhere near early enough. Still though, that drive was within me.

I wanted to try doing my makeup again.

I brushed my teeth and was about to shower. But I hesitated. I decided to look through the beauty supply box that I had hauled back to my room. I searched through it for a few moments, until I found what I had hoped for.

Somewhere in the pile was a sealed box of a shower gift set. It claimed to be reinvigorating, and I for sure needed that. Within the box was a lavender body wash and a rose facial cleanser, along with matching lotions and moisturizers, and a big poofy mesh sponge thing.

It was exactly what I was looking for.

I took them into the shower, loaded the sponge with the body wash, and lathered myself with it. I washed my face in the rose cleanser and the whole shower began to smell like a bouquet. It was blissful. Generally my men’s body wash would smell like ‘sport’ or ‘cool fresh.’ This was a nice change of pace, to understand what the fragrance description actually meant.

To the body wash’s credit, I did feel a little reinvigorated. It was probably just the hot water, flushing the poison out of me, but I still liked to believe that the packaging wasn’t a complete lie.

I finished up by washing my hair, using the same expensive feeling shampoo I had taken from the lost and found. It left my hair feeling so silky and soft. It was unlike anything I’d ever used at home.

Feeling marginally better, I went to my box of claimed clothes. I started leafing through the mess of fabrics within, until I settled on a color that caught my eye.

It was a light purple, much like my purse, and much like the eyeshadow I had chosen the night before. I was beginning to think that I had a favorite color, and I’d somehow never even realized. But that purple caught my attention.

I pulled the item from the box and it revealed itself to me, in all its beauty. It was a fairly simple dress. Kind of a lilac, now I had it in the early morning light. It had a pair of shoulder straps, a little over an inch wide, and a flat neckline that looked about chest-level.

The material itself was almost like a thick cotton, but with a soft, silky finish, that didn’t seem to stretch. I played with it between my forefinger and thumb, and couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel on my newly hairless legs.

The bodice looked tight and had a pair of narrow seams that ran symmetrically down the left and right hand side of the front of the dress. It created a sort of panel that ran down the middle.

It stayed just as tight looking and figure hugging as it went from the bodice to the dress. It looked like it was the sort of thing you’d really have to squeeze into. That made for a narrow hem, which looked like it didn’t go down much past where the torso ended.

I was excited to try it.

So, I found a new pair of panties and a new bra. It was a set. All red, with lace swirls and piping all over. It was a lot more interesting than the first beige bra I had found the night before. This set was even finished with some shiny, metallic silver finishes along the straps of both the bra and the panties. They were very sensual, to say the least.

In the madness that was me first having to wear the panties, that previous day, I hadn’t realized something. I had never touched a pair of women’s underwear, before I had worn them myself. It was hard not to be embarrassed about that. I hoped I never had to explain that to anybody.

Still, that didn’t stop me putting both the bra and the panties on. They both fit perfectly, now that I knew my size, and the padding filled out the bra beautifully.

In the mirror, with my smooth legs, long hair, and women’s underwear, I looked pretty sexy. Some makeup would have finished the look nicely, but my body alone did look good. For a woman.

I unzipped the dress - the zipper that time turning out to be on the side, beneath the armpit - and I stepped into it from the top. I had to really pull on the thing to get it into position on my body. The lack of stretch on the dress really was no joke. Eventually though, it was up, the straps were on my shoulders, and the zipper was closed.

I had been correct. The tight hem of the dress caused the whole skirt section to hug my thighs. The material felt cool and playful on my skin. It was a delight. It was short as all hell, though. The hem was probably only a few inches below my panties. Still, I was dressed.

Aside from shoes, that was. I was partly tempted to put on the black pair from yesterday, but I couldn't help but take at least a little look at what else I had brought back from the lost and found.

And I was glad I did. After looking through a few pairs, I found one that I couldn’t help but pull out to take a proper look at. That pair was a nude, shiny fake-leather pair of stilettos. They had a platform under the front, probably nearly two inches, and they ended with a peep-toe feature. The heel was a stiletto, tapering to a fine point, and must have been nearly six inches.

Could I walk in those? I had no idea. But also I hadn’t expected to walk in the prior day’s heels at all, either, and that turned out fine. So I opted for form over function and slipped into the shoes. The fit was perfect.

I stood up from the couch I had sat on to get into the shoes, and I found my balance at once. They were definitely taller - there was no getting around that- but they felt fine. Surprisingly, they even felt kind of comfortable. The platform under the toe must have been padded, or something.

I checked in the mirror to see if they went with the dress and, when I was convinced that the colors didn’t clash, I went to my makeup table. I couldn’t help but find it funny that it had gone from a vanity table, to an art desk, to a vanity table all over again.

It barely even had the chance to even be an art desk.

Before I started, I realized one more thing that I could do - that I hadn’t done the night before.

I could do my nails.

There was a huge array of nail polishes in the makeup box. Color after color, shade after shade, transparent to opaque, glossy to matte. Anything I could imagine, and then some more for good measure. The only challenge was finding a color that complemented both nude and lilac. I didn’t feel like it really left many choices, so I opted for white.

The brush in the small bottle was so similar to so many paintbrushes I had used a thousand times, which meant applying the nail paint was incredibly simple. I ran a couple of strokes over each fingernail and toenail and, in no time, I had a set of white fingers and toes. I gave everything a second coat for good measure, and was done within around five minutes.

Realistically, the longest part of the process was waiting for everything to dry. I tried to hurry things along by blowing on my nails and wafting them limply in the air, but nothing seemed to work. I ended up having to redo my thumb, from my impatience leaving a dent in the still-wet, white gloop.

The one saving grace was the smell. I didn’t know what it was, but that almost sweet, chemical smell of the nail polish was really appealing to me. It reminded me a little of an aerosol paint which I had used on a project one time, but this seemed even nicer. Without being able to use my hands for anything, it gave me ample time to sit and enjoy the fumes.

Finally, my nails dried, and it left me able to attend to my face. I was aware that the morning was ticking away. I had agreed with Tyler upon a rough schedule of dusting the rooms at nine, that morning, and that time was approaching faster than I wanted. With that in mind, I didn’t try anything too crazy with my makeup.

More or less, I just did the same design as the night before. Primer, foundation, and contour, all the same. My lips were the same slightly pink, sightly red lipstick, and my cheeks were as rosy as the previous evening. The only change was in my eyes.

I wasn’t too sure how much I agreed with Tyler’s advice of starting dark at the lash line, and working my way lighter towards the brow. Instead, I decided to start dark at the outside corner of my eye, and work lighter towards the inside of my eye. I just figured it made more sense, with the way the eyeliner and mascara framed things.

My instinct was right. After I had added mascara and eyeliner, the eyeshadow really popped. The new, sideways gradient was a success. I looked even better than the day before.

It was time for the finishing touches. I brushed my expensive feeling hair. It was something that I’d normally never do but, seeing as how there was a brand new hairbrush in the box, it felt stupid not to.

The brush glided through my hair effortlessly. The shampoo was worth its money. However much that was.

As I brushed, I dragged my hair about with the bristles. I usually just let my hair part in the middle, the way it did naturally, and then let it sit either side of my face. For some reason, I felt inclined to see how I would look with a side parting. It was something I’d never done before, as it wasn’t really a look that a guy could pull off.

With a face full of makeup and a body squeezed into a tight dress though, I figured why not?

Parting my hair, the left of it still fell down the side of my face, but right of the parting formed almost a set of bangs. They ran over my forehead, just over the corner of my right eye, and then sat close to my face from there.

If I did say so myself, it was a cute look.

Grabbing my handbag, I returned to the full length mirror. There I was. Silky, dark brown hair. Purple eyes and feminine lips. A tight, lilac dress, and matching purple handbag over my shoulder. Naked, smooth legs that gently reflected the brightening light of the early day. A pair of killer high heels.

Tyler was right. It was fun.

I felt ready to face the day, far more than I had any right to.

The last thing I needed to do was eat, so I threw together a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, and forced it down. I wasn’t particularly hungry, although I couldn’t tell if that was from the drinking, or from how restrictive the dress was around my waist.

My outfit also felt far too glamorous for such a childish breakfast, but I wasn’t exactly dressing up for anything other than the enjoyment of it. The enjoyment of playing with makeup. Nothing more than that.

With breakfast finished and my plate cleaned, I was nearly ready. I checked that the walkie-talkie was in my handbag, put the keys in as well, and I walked to the door.

Strangely, I wasn’t gripped with that same nervous energy I had before, when I was leaving my room. I didn’t feel the need to sneak out, or even do the bare minimum of looking outside before I stepped from within my safe and private space. I simply opened the door and walked out into the hallway, dressed as a woman.

Maybe the previous day had been enough to make me overcome that fear. Maybe I was finally convinced of the fact that it was only me and Tyler, in the whole giant and empty ski resort. Whatever it was, it made for an easier time not being a shut-in.

The hallway was quiet, other than the muffled sound of my high heels on the plush carpet. Even with the deep pile that I was walking on, a hell of a lot of my body weight was being driven through the narrow spike of my high heel. No amount of dense carpeting could silence the noise they would make.

Unfortunately though, that carpet was my first task. It was dusting day.

Each wing had its own cleaning closet, so I needed to visit the one nearest my room, and get a vacuum cleaner. It was a dull start to the day, and the prospect of the noise of a vacuum was an unpleasant one, seeing as how my head was still feeling a little sore.

Still, it was what I was being paid to do. I found the closet and took the vacuum off of its charger. I considered, for a moment, that I could leave behind my handbag or high heels. I thought that maybe not having either of those would likely make the task a little easier.

But then I figured, what if Tyler needed to contact me? I couldn’t leave the walkie-talkie behind? And then the shoes. I couldn’t leave those behind because - well, I didn’t actually have a practical reason to leave them behind. I was sort of just enjoying the feeling of walking in them. They were my one hope of having fun, while vacuuming the giant hallway.

So it was an unlikely cleaner’s uniform, but I got to work. I began cleaning the carpet in my nude peep-toe high heels, my short and tight lilac dress, and my fresh face of makeup. I had dreaded the task, when Tyler first told me about all of the dusting I’d have to do. There, though, in the corridor and in my outfit, it didn’t seem quite so bad.

I was sure that the novelty would wear off eventually. That my outfit choice wouldn’t be enough to make me enjoy vacuuming for all that long. But, for that morning at the very least, it was working.

The feel of the dress on my bare legs. The way it hugged my body in ways in which my baggy sweaters never could. The cool, morning air on my bare and hairless legs. The way my heels were elevated and my toes were lower, making me take dainty, gentle steps. The feeling of the makeup, set on my face, and my long hair being parted and sitting differently on my head.

Those were all things that I could feel with every step and at each moment.

And what fantastic feelings they were.

I strutted up and down the hallway and, in no time, I was done. I went from room to room with the oversized duster-on-a-stick thing, that I imagined had some stupid name from an even more stupid infomercial, and I swiped it over the surfaces. Then, I took the vacuum to each room.

The only room I didn’t clean was Tyler’s. He told me he was happy to do his own.

More specifically, he told me he felt weird hiring somebody and then making them tidy up after him. To his credit, I was happy he was that kind of person, if it saved me even a tiny bit of work.

In about an hour, I had dusted an entire wing. From what I remembered, I thought that may have been quicker than what Tyler said we could average, in a day.

I figured that maybe I was spurred on by my outfit choice. Chores always did go faster for me, if I turned them into some type of game. So, I went to one of the other wings - one of the less premium ones - and repeated the process there.

I got about halfway through the job, when the walkie-talkie started ringing. It turned out that the tone was even more shrill when it was heard with a slight hangover.

I answered immediately.

“Good morning, Tyler,” I chirped into the receiver. “What’s up?”

“Morning, Lex,” he replied, his voice slightly more weary than I had heard on any previous day. “You sound, like, surprisingly lively.”

“You aren’t feeling lively?” I asked.

“We’re not quite on the same page just yet,” he admitted.

I laughed.

“Are you even out of bed yet?”

“Oh yeah, have been for a while,” he was quick to clarify. “I’m just in the sub-basement, flushing the fire system.”

“Nice,” I answered, not quite sure where the sub-basement was or how he was doing whatever it was he had just explained to me. “What do you need?”

“Nothing specific,” he admitted. “I mostly just wanted to check that you actually got some sleep - which it sounds like you did - and to see if the walkie-talkie worked from down here - which it sounds like it does. Just a welfare check, basically.”

“Well, thanks for checking it,” I replied, absentmindedly swiping a few more surfaces with the duster.

“Good to hear from you, Lex. Over and out.”

“Wait,” I quickly called down the line before he put his walkie-talkie away. “Over and out? You’re actually signing off like that? What are we, the military?”

“Well, I don’t know,” he sounded slightly defensive and then laughed at himself. “That’s what you always say. That’s what I used to say when I was a bouncer.”

“What, you were too good for ‘goodbye?’”

“Yeah but, if you’re on a call with someone and-” he cut himself off and there was silence between us for a moment. “Goodbye, Lex.”

“Bye, Tyler!”

He laughed, and then the line went dead. I went back to dusting.

I was feeling pretty good about myself. I was somehow enjoying the most dull part of my entire job. I was feeling weirdly fresh for a morning after drinking. I even had a good rapport with my manager, who I was living with for a couple months. Things felt positive.

And that was probably all due to my choice in clothing.

It was because I had done it all, dressed as a woman.
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The rest of the day went just as smoothly. I finished a hell of a lot of cleaning, I ran some faucets, stopped to make way too many cheese toasties for lunch, and then spent the afternoon doing more of the same. Aside from the toasties.

It rained for the first time too, that afternoon. The sky got moody. That kind of dark where you can’t tell if it’s already raining in the distance, or if it’s just going to rain like all hell when it actually starts.

Before I knew it, evening was setting in. I had been so caught up in the enjoyment of strutting around the abandoned hotel hallways, catching glimpses of my own reflection - or outright stopping to stare at it - that I had lost track of time. I hadn’t realized how late it had gotten, as the clouds had left the whole day in a dark shroud. Not that I minded the storm so much, aside from the knowledge that it meant I’d be patrolling the glazing again, the day after.

Even though it was summer, golden hour at St. Saniet was already underway by around seven, and it was pretty dark by eight. That day, the sinister looking clouds in the sky meant that it was getting dark a lot earlier. Still, I wasn’t particularly hungry, and I was still enjoying the novelty of my outfit, so I figured I’d finish off what I was doing, and then get food after I was done.

The interior of resort got dim enough for the automated lighting to come on. Hallways lit up around me, and I had to start switching on lights in rooms. It felt stormy outside, rather than just rainy. I was glad the weather hadn’t turned while Tyler was on the roof, or something.

I was just about to head out of a guest room and into one of the last ones in the wing, when it happened.

Blackout.

The lights in the room died. The lights in the corridor died. The lights that illuminated the ski slopes that surrounded us died.

It had become The Shining.

Until the emergency lights kicked in. Dim, red lights lit up the corridors and the doorways to the guest rooms. Still, I froze, unsure of what exactly to do.

The air was filled with the ear-piercing chirp of my walkie-talkie. I nearly jumped out of my skin at the surprise. As soon as my nerves calmed back down, I answered it.

“You scared the shit out of me,” I said, by way of answer.

“Okay, I think that answers my question then,” Tyler said.

“What, about the power?” I asked.

“Yup,” he replied. “I think this weather has knocked it out. Happens, sometimes. This place is expensive, but it’s old. It’s that kind of old where, if you want to update the electrics, you’ve basically got to knock everything down and rebuild it.”

“So how do we get it going again?” I asked.

“Ah,” he said, not inspiring me with much confidence. “We don’t. We gotta wait until it blows over, then we head back down to the sub-basement and fire up the master reset. No point doing it until the storm dies down, or it’ll just happen again.”

“What do we do now, then?” I asked.

I was feeling sort of lost. My work day had ended so abruptly, right when I was really enjoying it.

“Get dinner?” he suggested.

At lunch, I had found a stack of microwave meals in the kitchen. My plan that night was to have one of those. The storm sort of ruined that idea.

“Yeah,” I replied hesitantly. “I need to figure out what I can make, with the power down.”

There was a very brief silence on the line.

“You know what?” Tyler asked. “Come to mine. I was going to batch cook some food for myself, to eat over the next few days. I can do dinner for the both of us. I’m already making loads.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah, Lex, course,” he insisted. “It’s literally zero extra effort. Where are you? You can head over whenever.”

I told him where I was but that, first, I needed to take a detour. I used the excuse that I had to but away some cleaning supplies but, really, I went to my room. There, I checked my appearance in the mirror. It was a challenge in there, with only the dim, red emergency lighting, and the flash from my cellphone.

Truth being told, I wasn’t entirely sure why I was doing it. I thought that maybe I was nervous. In the drunken antics of the night before, me wearing makeup was just an escalation of things. Today, stone cold sober and having not even spoken to Tyler - other than over the walkie-talkie - it felt different.

I sort of wondered whether I should have told him that I had put makeup on again. I was nervous about the idea of him seeing me, and finding out that I had put on foundation and lipstick and eyeshadow, just to start my workday.

The way he had acted about it all, the way he made it all seem so casual, led me to think he wouldn’t care. But that self conscious part of my brain simply would not switch off.

Still, the one thing I was sure of was that I looked great. My makeup hadn’t smudged a bit or faded at all over the day. The purples of my dress and my eyes and the purse all looked perfect together. My high heels were, against all odds, still on my feet.

I liked the way I looked.

It was rare that I ever felt that way, but it was true. Playing with that makeup gave me the extraordinary opportunity to control my appearance, more than just in the sense of what clothes I was wearing. I liked that. A lot.

I didn’t know what it said about me as a person, other than the fact that I was clearly insecure. But as for if it meant that I was a crossdresser or what, I didn’t really want to put much thought into it. Putting a label on myself, like the one that had popped into my head, felt very uncomfortable. Not least after only two days of wearing women’s clothes. Because I had to.

Confirming with myself that I still looked good, I left my room, wandered down the dark hallway, and knocked on Tyler’s door. A few moments later, he opened it. We saw each other, illuminated in the red emergency lighting above the door.

“Wow,” was the first word Tyler uttered as he saw me.

“Hi,” I said, not sure how to respond.

“Hi yourself, Lex,” he said back. “I see you gave that makeup another shot. Hell of a job.”

“Thank you.”

The compliment made me feel strangely shy. Nobody ever really said anything nice to me about my looks. Jade always did, but she was my best friend. She’d have to tell me I looked good, even if I’d crawled out of a sewer. Generally, it was my clothes that got the bulk of the compliments, if I got any.

“Come on in,” Tyler offered. “Food’s already cooking.”

I was well aware of that, without Tyler telling me. I could smell the meal as soon as he opened the door. It was a mix of herbs and onion and garlic in the air, that suddenly made me realize that I was starving.

“Smells great,” I told him.

“Thank you. It’s a squash risotto. One of my signature dishes,” he explained.

“Ohh!” I sounded out theatrically. “I’m getting to try a signature dish?”

“Your lucky day, Lex,” he replied.

I looked around the place and paused.

“Where the hell did these come from?”

Inside Tyler’s room, things looked a lot different to mine. Mine was nearly pitch black in the powercut. I could barely see in the emergency lighting. I basically had to feel my way around.

Tyler’s, however, was beautifully lit with seemingly endless candles in glass holders. They were all different shapes and sizes. Some small ones dotted around to illuminate his stairs and walkways, some larger ones lighting up the whole dinner table, everything in between for everywhere else. It was a lot more pretty than the red emergency lighting in my own room.

“Oh, sorry Lex, should’ve told you when I called. The supply closet on this floor is full of candles. These rooms are, like, ninety percent occupied by people on honeymoons. Married people love candles,” he explained.

“This must be like a thousand dollars of candles,” I laughed. “Looks cute, though.”

“Yeah,” Tyler agreed. “Though not great for cooking with. I’ve been squinting at my chopping board all evening.”

“Well, again, it smells like you’ve done a great job.”

“Thanks,” he replied. “On that note, you did great with this new look of yours.”

For the first time, I saw Tyler look me up and down. Prior to that, he’d always firmly made eye contact with me. I figured that he knew how uncomfortable I was, about the whole losing my clothes ordeal, and I guessed he didn’t want to make it worse by staring.

This time, he clearly wasn’t worried.

“Thanks,” I said in turn.

“Talk me through it.”

I did. He listened patiently as I told him about how I did my eyeshadow differently, how I parted my hair in a new way, how I’d painted my nails for the first time, and how I had given the hair removal cream a try - to great success.

He nodded and smiled and then laughed when I told him about the hair removal cream. He told me that he’d used wax, the first time he removed the hair from his legs, and how it was one of the single most painful experiences of his life. That was, he told me, even compared to when a drunken, homophobic guy outside the club broke his nose.

I told him about my thoughts on the tones of my outfit and nails, and how I had used some color theory in that. He seemed a little lost when I got too deep into it, but it didn’t lessen his enthusiasm in listening. He was endlessly complimentary about everything I had to say. It was a very enjoyable conversation. I always loved it whenever anybody let me talk, unfiltered, about anything art-related.

We spoke for so long that Tyler eventually had to jump up and rush over to the kitchen, as he was worried the risotto was going to burn. Thankfully, he saved it, but it signaled that we’d managed to get completely lost in our conversation. It was time to serve some food.

Tyler added a surprise finishing touch, in that he fried some leaves in a pan. I had no idea what they were or why, but the smell of those leaves alone, as they sizzled, was nicer than anything I’d ever cooked for myself.

In the flickering, orange candlelight, the food looked exquisite. It probably would have looked exquisite in any lighting, admittedly, but something about that gentle glow was wonderful.

Tyler had delicately placed a few of the leaves on both of our plates, evenly spaced in a circle on top of the rice. The placement looked extremely well considered. The dark green of the leaves looked so vibrant on the slightly orange hue of the risotto.

“Oh so there’s an artist in you, too,” I said as I saw it.

“Me?” Tyler laughed. “Best thing I’ve ever painted is a fence.”

“Look at these leaves!” I said, still enamored by what I was seeing. “This isn’t your usual meal-prep.”

“Is for me,” Tyler said, offhandedly.

“You always cook like this?” I asked, an eyebrow raised involuntarily.

“Always,” he replied, as if it was the most normal thing in the world to make a gourmet meal three times a day.

“I should eat with you more often.”

We sat at the dining table opposite each other. Any further apart and we’d have been lost to the darkness of the power cut. We began to eat, and the food tasted - somehow - even better than it looked or smelled. Tyler was substantially more talented than he’d ever admitted to me.

The conversation resumed and flowed and seemed to never end. I realized that I had a lot more in common with Tyler than I had expected, considering our differences. He was older than me, way bigger than me - so clearly exercised a lot more, he hadn’t gone to college, and he had never even so much as held a paintbrush.

But we both had similar high school experiences - neither of us being very popular back then, it turned out. We enjoyed similar movies and music. We’d both been vegetarian from a young age, and we both enjoyed the same food - his.

Time slipped away, somehow. The conversation in the candlelight would have swallowed up the evening, if we let it. I had expected one of us to say something about me going back to my own room, but it never came.

What came instead was very unexpected.

I had just put my glass of water back down on the table, and I’d idly left my hand laying palm-down on the table next to it. Tyler was looking at it as he spoke about one of his colleagues at St. Saniet, and I presumed he was considering my nail polish.

But then he brought his own hand onto the table, and placed it upon mine.

The contact was hugely unexpected. Everything between us had felt very friendly, but I had been so endlessly aware that it was a professional relationship between Tyler and I, first and foremost. I had wanted to see Tyler as a friend, but I knew that I had to see him as a colleague, above all else - not least as I was only going to know him for a couple of months.

But that clearly was not professional contact.

Not that it was unwelcome. His giant hand around mine was comforting. It was surprisingly soft and smooth, considering he was adept at all of the manual jobs we had to do. It engulfed my own hand.

Part of me had expected to flinch, when it happened. It was so unexpected. But I didn’t. I just let his hand rest on mine. And then I turned my hand over, so our palms touched. I gently wrapped my fingers around his hand and he did the same to mine.

My manager and I were holding hands.

Over a candlelit dinner.

And I was dressed as a woman.

I didn’t question any of those things. I didn’t dare. What was happening felt nice. If I interrogated any part of it too thoroughly, I was worried it would fall apart. Like it would all seem wrong in some way.

But it didn’t. It felt anything but wrong.

My heart fluttered. I was nervous and excited and scared and thrilled all at once. The conversation had fallen silent.

I stopped staring at our intertwined hands and looked back at Tyler. He grinned as I did. I smiled back. His perfect teeth somehow still looked bright, even by candlelight.

“How was dinner?” he asked.

“The best,” I replied.

His smile remained on his face. There was silence again. I didn’t want to say anything, from fear of ruining the otherwise perfect moment.

Somehow, Tyler made it more perfect. He spoke.

“You look beautiful, Lexi.”

I had never been called beautiful before. Realistically, I never should have been called beautiful before. I had never wanted to be called beautiful before.

Or so I thought.

Hearing those words made me feel so alive. So full. My heart raced. The cocktail of emotions within me all felt amplified. I had no idea that I could ever feel that way.

I had no idea what took over me. I had never done anything like it before, but I gently released Tyler’s hand, got up out of my seat, and walked around to where he was sitting. I reached my hand out and he took it again.

Even with him sitting, and me in my six inch high heels, he was nearly as tall as me. I took advantage of that fact. I leaned towards him.

I was kissing Tyler.
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His lips pressed against mine. They were soft but powerful. His other hand reached for my waist and held me as he stood up. I had to look almost directly upwards for our kiss to continue, as he towered over me.

It was bliss.

I had barely kissed anybody before I had kissed Tyler. Every kiss I had shared before then was with a girl. A few times in my teenage years and a couple of times in college. Nothing ever went any further than that. I had almost never wanted it to, and I presumed it was from my own nerves.

But maybe it wasn’t that at all.

The kiss with Tyler felt perfect. He released our grasp and placed his hand behind my head, pulling me deeper into the kiss. Our lips stuck together, my thick lipstick clinging to him.

With my eyes closed, I could smell his cologne. All I could feel were his hands and his mouth. All I could hear was our breathing, steadily becoming heavier.

All I could taste was him.

I had no idea how long we had kissed for. I never wanted it to stop. It only did when he took my hand again and he parted our lips. He started walking and I followed, his pace made slower to accommodate my girlish steps in my nude, platform stilettos.

He was leading me towards the mezzanine stairs.

He was leading me to his bedroom.

I followed.

We made our way upstairs together, not saying a single word. He pushed the door and led me towards the bed. There were even candles surrounding that, too. The room was pretty, in that dim light.

As I looked around, I felt his hand release mine once again, only for him to move his hand onto my back. With no other warning, his other hand touched the back of my bare thighs, barely below the hem of my dress.

In one swift move, he had picked me up.

I laughed as he did it. It was so unexpected and so exciting to be lifted, like it was nothing. He was huge and powerful and everything that I wasn’t. My heart raced.

Tyler placed me onto the bed gently, and he climbed on top of me. I was lost underneath his giant body. Everywhere I looked, all I could see was him. It was all I wanted to see.

We kissed again. His hand held onto my wrist and he pinned it to the pillow behind me. I had never felt so good in my life. Our mouths were together for another eternity. I wanted it to last forever.

Until he stopped. Until his hand moved to my thigh.

His soft hand stroked my bare skin. It was as if there was electricity between us. I felt like I was about to explode, if he kept touching me. I twitched and fidgeted beneath him, wishing for more.

Eventually, I said it. I said a pair of words that I had never said in my entire life.

“Fuck me.”

I didn’t know where it had come from. I had never felt such confidence in myself and my body and in what I wanted. In that moment, I knew what I wanted. And I was going to have it.

Tyler’s hand shifted up my thigh a little. It touched the hem of my dress and played with it for a moment as we kissed again.

“Now,” I said.

He pushed the hem of my dress up. I felt his hand on my panties for only a brief second, before he ripped them off of me. I laughed as they tore. I could hear the shiny silver decoration scattering across the floor, where it must have come loose from the material.

The kissing stopped again as Tyler reached into his bedside dresser and he pulled some items out. After a few moments, he was ready.

We kissed again, and then I pushed his chest, so he would stop.

So he would do what I wanted him to do.

He did.

There, in his bed, wearing a lilac dress that had been hiked up to reveal my slender body. Wearing a pair of nude, peep-toe high heels. Covered in makeup and nail polish, with my smooth legs and soft, girlish hair.

There, he made me feel like a woman.

It was perfect.
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I would have given anything for the night to have never ended. Like all things though, it had to. I slept in his arms, safe and comfortable. I could have slept forever.

The next day, things were different between us. Things were blissful. Tyler made me breakfast and we carried on talking like we had the day before. He told me that I was beautiful, and I told him that I wanted him. He smiled at that.

He had to start work - something to do with the ski lift - and he told me that he wanted to see what else I could do, with what we had claimed from the lost and found. I was more than happy to oblige. I wanted nothing more than for that day to happen again and again, for the rest of my life.

I did my makeup, that time with a pink theme, and matched it with a pink, velvet dress that covered my arms and barely covered my legs. I wore it with a pair of matching, shiny hot pink shoes, with a pointed toe and a needle point of a heel. I even selected a new, white purse to go with it.

We first saw each other again as I went for a walk around the outside of the resort, checking to see if there was any damage from the previous day’s storm. That time, I wasn’t nervous to step outside. That time, I couldn't wait. Not least, as I knew that Tyler was going to see me.

When he did, his mouth was open. He looked almost cartoonish, the way he was staring at me.

It was a hell of a feeling.

And that was what my work became. I would wake up, get ready, and spend the day as a woman, doing my designated jobs. In the evenings, we would share meals, we would share a room, and we would share a bed.

We would share our bodies.

Eventually, the bag full of my own clothes actually showed up at St. Saniet. Management had paid for a courier to bring it back to me. Apparently, they felt pretty bad about what happened. By the time that it arrived though, I didn’t even want it. I was half tempted to get Tyler to have the guy to take it back with him.

Fittingly, I left most of it in the lost and found.

After around a month of our routine, things still felt perfect. Except for one thing. I knew that it would have to end. My contract was up as soon as the snow started to settle again. But I didn’t want things to stop. They were too perfect.

Still, they had to. I had an art degree to finish. Plus, I couldn’t afford to stay at St. Saniet, even if I didn’t have to return to college.

So, we made a promise. Things wouldn’t end.

The resort and my college were hours and hours away from one another, no matter how you travelled. However, there was one small city that was more or less right between us.

Coincidentally, the very same city that Tyler used to have a job in, as a bouncer.

One weekend per month, after college resumed, we agreed that we would meet there. I would get to spend that time as a woman and Tyler would get to spend the time as my lover.

It was all that I could ever ask for.

After I left, we did as we promised. We met. We met for long weekends and for as much time as we could, between his work and my finals. Eventually, we met more than once a month, and each time felt more special than the last. Finally, when I finished my degree, we agreed to move there together.

Tyler had spent enough time at the resort, he had told me. Personally, I just needed somewhere to live. With him.

There, I had a whole fresh start, so I used it to start again. As a woman.

I transitioned.

I left my old life behind. I lived a new one, as Lexi.

Like everything else, when I told my parents, they were nothing but supportive. I had every reason to love them and they proved that to me, time and time again.

Jade was the exact same. I told her that I had a boyfriend and she was thrilled for me. I told her that I was a woman, and she was thrilled for both of us. She had always wished that I shared her interest in makeup. By then, I very much did.

The only thing that Jade wasn’t happy with, was when I told her that I was moving. But she visited. She visited a lot. And then much more than a lot. And then she visited so much that she decided to start renting an apartment in the same city. She seemed a lot happier there, and I was happy to have her.

Things ended up with an odd sense of symmetry. It turned out that Tyler’s old club needed a new manager - the role he never managed to land before. It didn’t pay quite as much as St. Saniet did but, for the sake of not having to spend his summers isolated on a ski slope, and for the sake of spending them with me instead, he said it was worth it.

From there, I very quickly joined him at the club. They needed a graphic designer - somebody who could push them in a bold, new direction - and Tyler was adamant that I was the woman for the job. Within no time, we had gone back to working together and living together. As boyfriend and girlfriend. It was all I could ever hope for.

None of that was quite what I had expected, when I first started searching for a summer job. I just wanted some cash to get me through the rest of my degree.

Instead of that, I got a whole new life.

I got to be a woman.
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