
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

	The Clothesline

	A Sentimental Feminization Tale 

	 

	A Pink Cover Novel 

	  

	by Ann Michelle 

	 

	Copyright 2022. All rights reserved. For mature audiences only. All characters are above the legal age. Don’t buy or read this book if you are under the legal age or anything you see herein is illegal where you live. Don’t try any of this at home. 

	Please visit my website:

	www.annemichellesworld.blogspot.com

	 


Contents

	A Sentimental Feminization Tale

	What Is A Pink Label Book

	Introduction by Ann

	The Beginning

	Chapter One: “Into Thin Air”

	Chapter Two: “The Clothesline Thief Strikes Again”

	Chapter Three: “Resetting The Trap”

	Chapter Four: “An Invitation”

	Chapter Five: “The Dress”

	Chapter Six: “How Do I Look?”

	Chapter Seven: “What Happened Thursday”

	Chapter Eight: “A Genuine Dilemma”

	Chapter Nine: “The World Outside”

	Chapter Ten: “A Thousand Flavors”

	Chapter Eleven: “Backwards and In Heels”

	Chapter Twelve: “All Good Things”

	From Ann

	

	 

	 


What Is A Pink Label Book

	—o— 

	For some time now, I’ve been asked to write some purely sentimental stories. These are stories where the happiness of the main character is never in doubt and they contain nothing like the erotic humiliation and punishments some of my other characters enjoy. I suppose there can still be a villain thrown in from time to time, but all told, the story is meant to make you smile. To make sure these books are easy to find amongst the rest, I’m giving them pink labels on the cover. Hence, the Pink Label Books.


Introduction by Ann

	—o— 

	Dear Readers, 

	For some time now, I’ve been promising to write some purely sentimental novels. This is the first. And with this being the first, I’ve decided to start with a very classic sentimental storyline to get things rolling. This is the story of Calvin and Stephanie and it’s a love story. Calvin is a young man who happens to find himself strangely attracted to a pair of panties he sees hanging on his neighbour’s clothesline. In fact, he’s so attracted to them that he decides to swipe them from the line. Well, the panties belong to Stephanie and she finds it fascinating that this young man wanted her panties. In fact, she’s rather curious what he wants with them. What happens from there? Read along and find out. 

	This is a stand-alone story, but I also envision it being part of a longer set of stories of how Calvin and Stephanie fall in love. Think of this one as how they met. Let me know your thoughts and if you’d like the story to continue! Enjoy! 

	With love,

	Ann :)

	 


The Beginning

	—o— 

	Calvin pulled another weed from his mother’s flowerbed. His mind wasn’t on the weeds though. His mind was on the girl next door, Stephanie Brady. Stephanie was taking down clothes from her backyard clothesline. One by one, they were coming off the line, being folded and disappearing into the bright orange laundry basket at Stephanie’s feet. There were dresses and skirts and pants and shorts. There were tops and blouses and bras and stockings too. There were even panties: pink, blue, yellow and white. One by one, each item disappeared into the basket. Everything. Everything, that is, except for a single pair of panties.

	And that is how this story begins...


Chapter One: “Into Thin Air”

	—o— 

	Stephanie stood before the clothesline with the bright orange laundry basket at her feet. Before her, pinned to the line, was a virtual wardrobe of feminine finery. There were dresses, skirts, pants, blouses, tops, panties and bras. Some were hers. Some belonged to her mother. Some belonged to her big sister Abby, who usually spent weekdays away at her nearby college dorm room.

	“Why am I the only one who ever does chores around here?” asked Stephanie grumpily.

	She knew the answer to that though. Her mother was at work and Abby was at college. That left Stephanie to manage the chores. Taking in the laundry was part of that.

	“Not fair,” she grumbled.

	Stephanie reached for a little red and white-polka-dot dress. Stephanie had worn that dress to picture day last year. In fact, she’d worn it a lot. It was a very cute dress and she looked super cute in it. It was a favourite of hers. Unfortunately, she’d outgrown it.

	“It’s too bad. It’s such a cute dress,” thought Stephanie.

	She unpinned the dress from the clothesline and held it out before her. She thought about throwing it out or donating it, but decided she would keep it; she couldn’t bear to let it go yet. So she pinched the sleeves together and folded the dress once over her arm before adding it to the laundry basket. That would keep it from wrinkling until she could hang it up properly.

	Stephanie reached for a pair of skinny jeans next. These belonged to Abby. She folded those and added them to the basket as well. Next came a skirt, her mother’s. Then came a skirt of her own. She folded a couple blouses and some tops. The tops were so light and small they bunched more than folded. She grabbed two pairs of shorts – one pair hers, one pair Abby’s – and added those to the basket too. Next, she took down three bras and laid them in the basket without folding them. That left only the panties.

	Stephanie never thought much about panties. They were panties. Underwear. Nothing more. Indeed, it never occurred to her that anyone might find panties all that fascinating.

	THUD. There was a loud noise.

	Stephanie’s head jerked to the right where the sound had come from. She saw the neighbour boy crouching down behind a large planter apparently pulling weeds from their flowerbed. At least, that’s what it looked like as he happened to grab a large weed and yank it up right as she looked. That said, he almost seemed to be hiding from her, and his crouching posture was a little odd for pulling weeds, but then, what boy wasn’t a little odd?

	Stephanie returned her attention to the panties remaining on the line. She took the white and pink pair first and folded those and then folded them again. She set those in the basket. She took a yellow pair next and did the same. Then she folded a red pair, two black pair, a silver pair, and two more pink pairs. Only a final white pair remained hanging on the line.

	As she set the last white pair in the basket, the phone rang in her house. Stephanie raced inside the house to answer it. She hoped it was one of her friends, but it wasn’t. It was her mother.

	“Hi mom,” she said.

	“Did you finish the laundry?” asked her mother in that tone only mothers have; a tone which suggests doubt while sounding perfectly innocent, a tone which grates on daughters in particular.

	Stephanie rolled her eyes. “Almost. I’ve got most of it down and folded. I’ll put it away next.”

	“Good. I’m glad you’re helping out around the house. Your sister used to help out all the time—”

	“Up hill, both ways,” interjected Stephanie to herself sarcastically.

	“—so it’s good to see you finally doing your share,” said her mother.

	“Sure thing, mom.”

	“The reason I’m calling is that I’m going to be working a little late tonight. Can you find something to feed yourself?”

	“Yes, mom,” replied Stephanie with a hint of condescension. Her mother often worked late and had relied on Stephanie for years now to manage the house. Hence, Stephanie could handle a little dinner with no sweat. Her mother just didn’t want to accept that Stephanie didn’t need her any more. Either way, she could handle it. “I got this, mom.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“I’m not a child anymore, mom.”

	“Oh, I know. It’s just—” She wanted to say she felt guilty for not being home more, but she didn’t exactly have a choice. Stephanie understood that too.

	“I know, mom. I’ll be all right.”

	“Ok, good. I’ll be home later. Love you.”

	“Love you too.”

	Stephanie hung up the phone. She shook her head. One more thing to add to her list of duties. It seemed her to-do list never got any shorter. “Oh well, such is life,” she thought. Then she headed back out to the patio to retrieve the laundry basket and the remaining pair of panties from the line. A few moments later, she was in her bedroom putting away her portion of the laundry. To that end, she separated out a white dress, the shorts, a pair of jeans, some tops and four pair of— “Huh,” she said aloud.

	Oddly, one pair of panties seemed to be missing.

	Stephanie dug through the laundry basket. Abby had four pair. Her mother had four pair. But she only had three. There had been twelve pair on the line, but now there were only eleven in the basket.

	“Where are my panties?” she wondered. “I must have dropped them without noticing.”

	Stephanie retraced her steps all the way back to the patio, but she didn’t find the missing panties. They weren’t lying on the kitchen floor or in the hallway. They hadn’t fallen under anything either. They were simply gone. This was very strange. Stephanie even checked the clothesline again to make sure they weren’t lying in the grass beneath it or something. They weren’t.

	“Where could they be?” she wondered.

	Then something struck her. As Stephanie glanced over the entire back yard, it suddenly occurred to her that the neighbour boy, Calvin, was missing. He had been pulling weeds and now he was gone. But that’s not all. Rather strangely, the bag he had been using as a trash bag for the weeds still lay in the flowerbed as if he had abandoned it. This set off a bell inside her head. 

	Could it be? Was it possible? Stephanie arched an eyebrow.

	She hesitated. Then she shook her head.

	“Nahhhh. That’s quite a stretch, Steph,” she told herself with an embarrassed laugh.

	After all, she might have miscounted. She might have put one pair away already and forgotten or simply misplaced them. Maybe she put them in the wrong drawer? Maybe they were still in the hamper? Heck, a bird might have carried them off – that happened in movies, right? All told, it seemed the least likely thing that would have happened was Calvin hopping over the fence and stealing a pair of panties while she was inside talking to her mother.

	“Why would he do that anyway?” she said dismissively.

	But her brain wouldn’t let the idea go. She’d heard of boys stealing panties from lockers or sororities at college – though that also could just be a movie thing, she supposed. Either way though, was it really impossible to believe the neighbour would have stolen some from her?

	“But why would he want them? What would he do with them?” she wondered. “They’re just panties!”

	“Wear them, I guess,” came the answer slowly, doubtfully.

	Stephanie shook her head. This sounded like fantasy to her. There had to be another explanation. She must have miscounted. 

	—o— 

	But miscounting did not seem like the answer.

	Nor did thieving birds.

	And as the day wore on, Stephanie became more and more fascinated by the idea that her neighbour stole her panties. Why would a boy do that? What could he possibly gain? She just wasn’t sure. They were just panties. Don’t boys have their own “panties”? Sure, they aren’t called that, obviously, but whatever they wear must basically be the same thing, right? Why would hers be special? His didn’t fascinate her! At one point, Stephanie even called her friend Beverly to see what she thought, but Beverly acted disgusted and said the boy had to be a “weirdo,” and she cautioned Stephanie to stay far away from this boy.

	But Stephanie didn’t agree.

	She didn’t see this at all the way Beverly saw it. To her, this all seemed rather endearing. The idea of a boy stealing her panties struck her a lot like watching a young child dress up in their mother’s or father’s clothes. To her, the whole thing seemed “cute.” Thus, it came as no surprise when Stephanie decided to ignore her friend’s advice to consider the panties lost and to stay as far away from Calvin as possible, and she instead started plotting. She was going to get to the bottom of this mystery, pardon the pun.

	 


Chapter Two: “The Clothesline Thief Strikes Again”

	—o— 

	It was the following day.

	Stephanie stood at the clothesline with the orange laundry basket at her feet once again. Fortunately, she hadn’t done all the laundry the day before, so there was another load she could do today, though she had to add clean panties to the mix to do what she wanted to do. After washing everything, she hung it all on the clothesline to dry, including the panties. Now she came to retrieve them. As she had suspected (hoped) Calvin was again working in the yard. He was still weeding the flowerbed, which he had not finished the day before because “something” had interrupted him; Stephanie knew what that “something” was. As before, he hid behind the large planter, watching her, when she came out to retrieve her laundry. She could see him out of the corner of her eye.

	“I wonder if he’s wearing the panties he took yesterday?” she asked herself.

	The thought made her giggle, but she told herself to stay calm. She didn’t want to scare him off. He needed to think she had no interest in him whatsoever.

	Stephanie started taking down all the clothes from the line. She began with a black dress she had worn recently, folding it in half and then folding it over her arm before setting it in the basket. Next, she reached for a pair of jeans. These too were folded and placed in the basket. Two blouses followed. Some pyjama tops and bottoms came next. There were no bras this time. She did collect two pairs of shorts and a cute white miniskirt. To this, she added a short denim skirt and a hoodie with holes for the thumbs. 

	That left only the panties.

	There were three pair of panties.

	Stephanie took the white pair she had worn the prior day and folded those before setting them on top of the basket. Next, she took a blue pair and added those to the basket as well. Finally, she grabbed the pink pair that remained on the line. These were the most girly pair she owned.

	“Irresistible,” she had told herself.

	She pulled them from the line.

	Out of the corner of her eye, she could still see Calvin watching.

	She started to fold them and stopped. She crumpled them in her hand and then ran her fingers over the soft material. She made a face. Then she shook her head, perhaps a little more dramatically than planned, but still effective in its messaging. Finally, she clipped the panties back onto the clothesline.

	Bait.

	Satisfied, Stephanie picked up the basket and turned to go inside with it, being careful not to turn toward Calvin. She left the pink panties hanging on the line all by themselves.

	The trap was ready.

	“Now let’s see what happens,” said Stephanie as she settled down to watch from the kitchen window, hidden by the thick kitchen curtains. 

	—o— 

	Calvin watched the pink panties blow gently in the soft breeze like the flag of a foreign country. They hung alone from the clothesline, having been left behind by Stephanie. He knew her a little, but not much. She had always been nice to him. She was cute too. But being cute, and a girl, made her intimidating, so Calvin had never really spoken to her much. In fact, he only spoke to her when she spoke to him, which had only happened a few times in class. But right now, his thoughts weren’t on Stephanie or the state of their relationship. Right now, his thoughts were entirely focused on the panties. Seeing them made something inside him tingle fiercely. It felt like a yearning.

	“Why did she leave them?” he wondered.

	Calvin glanced around. He saw no one else in the other yards or the neighbour’s windows, so he took a chance and squinted at the panties to get a better look. They were pink with a pattern which he could not identify from this distance.

	“They are pretty,” he said longingly.

	A thought arose. A bad one. It made a funny feeling creep up in his gut. It was kind of a giddy feeling but also made him sick.

	“Why am I even thinking about this?” he asked himself.

	Still, his eyes remained glued to the panties.

	Calvin twisted his lips anxiously. Boys, he knew, should not be interested in panties, and they certainly should not be thinking what he was thinking. At least that’s what he got from listening to other boys. So why did he find these so fascinating? Besides, hadn’t the panties the prior day taught him anything? That had been a disaster from start to finish!

	Calvin thought back to the prior day. For some reason, he’d been fascinated watching Stephanie as she removed her laundry from the line. He didn’t understand why, but he’d had all these weird thoughts going through his brain as he watched the clothes go into the basket. He saw himself touching them, holding them... wearing them. The clothes seemed to call to him. Did other boys feel that? He didn’t think so, so why did he?

	And then Stephanie got the phone call and she walked into her house leaving the orange laundry basket sitting on the patio all by itself. He could still hear her flip flops flapping as she disappeared into the house. He had no idea what got into him next, but before he even knew it, he launched himself from behind the planter and all-but dove over the fence, landing on his shoulder as he came crashing down. He had been barely conscious he was even doing it! Then he rolled up onto his feet and raced to the laundry basket. He snatched the first pair of panties he saw – they had been white with little pink roses around the waistband, though he didn’t know it at the time; all he knew was that he had grabbed panties and he was fleeing back to his own yard with them. This time he climbed the fence, tearing his shorts as he slipped over it, but landing on his feet as he jumped over into his yard. He dashed inside with his prize.

	His heart was pounding like it might explode as he caught his breath.

	Only then did it occur to him what he had done. He had stolen a pair of panties. Panties! Why?! What had compelled him?! Even worse, he had done it without even checking to see if anyone else was watching. For all he knew, the whole neighbourhood might have seen him. How would he explain that? What if someone told his mother? What if someone told Stephanie?! He imagined her standing at his front door growling at him and demanding he return the panties or she would call the police! Grand theft panties!

	Calvin swallowed hard and began to tremble.

	“How could I be so foolish?” he admonished himself unhappily.

	And then fear and probably guilt and embarrassment overcame him and he raced to his garage and he buried the panties in his garbage can beneath as much other garbage as he could find. The evidence was gone. He was safe.

	But he immediately felt a strong sense of regret.

	This was really surprising to Calvin. He had no idea why he had taken them and, now that they were gone, he was shocked that he wanted them back! Calvin tried very hard to put that out of his mind, but the thought kept coming back throughout the day. Try as he might, he kept wondering how it would have felt to slip into those panties and he felt frustrated that he would never know. He didn’t want to think that – he even assured himself all of this had been some moment of madness, some silly dare his brain had put upon him for reasons unknown – but that single thought stuck with him: what would it feel like to have worn those? It became an obsession.

	Then came today.

	As he watched Stephanie taking down her laundry, his desire to wear the panties flared up once more. Badly. It was a funny feeling, like feeling weak and helpless but at the same time tingly and excited and jealous... strongly jealous. He recalled the feel of the panties in his hands. These had not been like his mother’s terrible panties, which looked like they belonged in a museum for medieval peasants, these had been sleek and slick and sheer... and they belonged to a real girl. They were exciting! But they were gone and he couldn’t get them back.

	But then... Stephanie was putting more panties on the line.

	“No!” Calvin told himself and he shook his head for emphasis. He needed to forget these thoughts. Panties were bad for him. They made him feel funny, weird, out of place. He needed to bury the idea of wearing them. He was a boy, not a girl. He needed to be a boy! Panties could not be part of his life.

	He took a deep breath to calm himself, but he knew he was losing that battle. His mind was running wild. He felt a strong yearning. He didn’t understand it, and he couldn’t stop it either.

	“Fortunately, Stephanie isn’t going to ever leave another pair alone, not after yesterday,” he thought with some relief.

	And then it happened.

	To Calvin’s relief, Stephanie pulled down the last thing on the line, a pair of pink panties. Soon, they would go in the basket and his torture would be over. Indeed, she started to fold them...

	... but then she stopped.

	Stephanie glanced at the panties and ran her fingers over them. She made a face and shook her head and returned them back onto the line, pinning them into place. She had left a single pair of gorgeous, exciting, oh so-girly pink panties hanging all by themselves on the line. Calvin was shocked. How could she do that? Why had she done that?

	“They must still be wet,” thought Calvin.

	His mind immediately screamed that here was his second chance.

	He shook his head. “No! I won’t do it,” he said with exasperated breath.

	But the pull of the panties was far too strong for him. Why did they call to him? He really didn’t know. But as he had watched her fold this load of laundry the feeling of intense jealously had returned. Item by item, as she took down her clothes, Calvin found himself wanting more and more to touch them, to hold them, to wear them. He needed these!

	And now there was a single pair, possibly waiting to be taken.

	“I won’t do it,” he said, but he knew he was lying.

	He mechanically pulled another weed as he watched Stephanie; actually, it was a flower, but he hadn’t really looked before he grabbed it. It went into the bag with the weeds and Calvin never noticed. Meanwhile, Stephanie crouched down and put her hands on either side of the laundry basket. She heaved it into the air and braced it against her chest. Then she turned and walked inside with it.

	The single pair of pink panties still hung from the line.

	“Is she going to leave them?” gasped Calvin in both terror and elation.

	She was.

	Calvin stared at the panties. They hung all by themselves. Unattended. His heart skipped a beat. He had his chance. 

	—o— 

	“Don’t be stupid, Calvin,” he told himself.

	It was far too late for that, however. Calvin was already headed for the fence by the time he thought it, and nothing was going to stop him. Interestingly, he felt much more nervous this time going over the fence. This was his second time, so there would be no beginner’s luck this time. It also meant he’d taken twice as many chances now. That meant he was twice as likely to get caught. Plus, this time he did it intentionally. Last time he did it before he even realized what he was doing. That made him guilty this time, which made him feel like he was going to get caught. 

	Regardless, he shot over the fence and raced to the clothesline. His mind seemed to be an observer to his body. He snatched the panties, causing one of the clothespins to snap off and fall to the ground. He didn’t stop to fix it. Instead, he raced back to the fence and went over the top. His lungs were burning by this point as he dashed for the back door.

	He made it inside.

	Calvin slammed the door behind him and pressed his back against it as he caught his breath. He was breathing incredibly hard. He was struggling for air, in fact. He’d never run so fast in his life or been so scared. His heart was pounding like a drum in his ears.

	But he’d done it.

	Calvin opened his palm and glanced at its feminine contents. In his hand was a pair of pink feminine panties. They were a light pink with a darker pink hem around the legs and the waistband. There was a delicate white bow on the front of the waistband not much larger than a pencil eraser. 

	The fabric was ridged with a sort of scaled pattern like on a fish.

	Calvin twisted his lips.

	“Panties,” he said with a nervous giggle.

	Somehow, the word was magical. Terrible, dark, forbidden, yet

	exciting. Naughty. Yet, at the same time, it felt strangely inviting, filled with life. Holding these panties was almost akin to being invited to join a secret club. That said, when Calvin said the word, it seemed to echo throughout the house and Calvin found himself wincing as if he had screamed some secret aloud. What if someone heard? What if, somehow, his mother learned about this? He had no idea how, but it seemed possible as the word reverberated off the very walls.

	Panties.

	“None of that can happen,” he said beneath his breath, dismissing his fears that his mother would hear him. But he couldn’t convince himself to truly believe it, so he decided to move to his room where he thought things might be safer from his phantom fears.

	When he reached his room, Calvin closed the blinds and sat down on the bed. He stared at the pink panties. Ironically, even though he’d felt compelled to snatch the panties, he really didn’t know what he wanted them for or what to do with them; he only knew he wanted them.

	That said, an idea did come to mind. This was something he’d felt ever since he decided to throw away the white panties the prior day, a yearning that burned throughout his mind and body.

	“Go ahead,” he told himself.

	Would he?

	Calvin took a deep breath and examined the panties again. They were beautiful. They made him uneasy too though. They felt like a trap somehow. Still, he saw no reason not to do this now that he had stolen them – stolen two pair actually! So Calvin reached down and opened his zipper. He unbuckled his pants and dropped them to the floor. Then he reached into the waistband of his briefs and pushed them down to his ankles as well. He stepped out of both and kicked them away. He stood naked now from the waist down.

	“Am I really doing this?” he asked.

	The truth is, he was. He wanted to. For reasons unknown, he wanted to know what it felt like to wear panties, to feel what girls felt when they put them on. Why he wanted this? That he did not know. He wrote it off to simple curiosity, though he knew it ran deeper than that somehow. And perhaps that is what made this such a tortured process for him. If this had just been simple curiosity, he would have tried them on and been done with it already. But this was different. Somehow, this meant something more to him. This was meaningful. This would affect the rest of his life.

	Calvin swallowed hard.

	He shook the panties out and made sure they faced the right way. He spread them with his hands and held them down below his knees. Once there, he raised his right leg first and slipped his right foot through the right hole on the pink panties. His left foot and leg followed a moment later. Then Calvin pulled the panties up his leg, over his knees, and over his thighs. They were tight as he pulled them up his thighs, but they seemed to fit. They were smooth too.

	Calvin pulled them into place. They fit very snugly.

	“I’m wearing them,” thought Calvin nervously.

	Calvin suddenly felt very strange. He felt like he’d made some huge mistake, like he’d done something that might damage him. It came across as panic and he started to grab for the panties to yank them off. But at the same time, he was overwhelmed with a need to know what he looked like. Did he look like Calvin in pink underwear or had something more significant happened, because it almost felt like some real change had happened inside him?

	He paused. He needed to know. He could take them off after, he told himself.

	Calvin walked cautiously to his mother’s bedroom to see himself in her long mirror. He felt both the anticipation and the trepidation grow as he went. What if this somehow changed him, he worried?

	Either way, he needed to know.

	As he approached, he slowed and came from an angle, hiding himself until the last possible second. He gave himself all the time he could to reconsider, but he didn’t. His need to know was too strong. Finally, he reached the mirror. He closed his eyes and stepped before it. He was afraid to look. He didn’t know if he wished to be beautiful or look terribly ridiculous, proving he was a boy.

	He took a deep breath and opened his eyes.

	“Oh my God,” he gasped.

	Staring back at him was the image of a pretty young girl wearing the pink panties. She looked like him, but not like him. Physically, she was him – he knew that – but somehow, he looked deeper and what he saw was everything that had ever fascinated him about girls.

	Calvin slowly turned right, examining the panties against his skin. Then he turned left, still examining the panties. Apart from the bump in the panties, this was how girls looked, he imagined (he had virtually no experience with girls, especially in their panties). Then he pulled off his shirt and examined his chest. It was flat, yes, but he suddenly saw potential and he wondered what he would look like with... well, a chest. Girls had those.

	Calvin felt a twinge of excitement flood into him.

	“Girls wear skirts too,” he added excitedly.

	Then, as quickly as it started, the excitement stopped. It was replaced with terror. Sheer terror. What was he doing?! He was a boy! Boy’s don’t fantasize about wearing panties and having— chests! What if his mother came home right now and caught him? What if someone looked through the window?! What if someone could read what he’d done on his face?!

	Calvin grabbed the panties and started yanking them down his thighs frantically. He decided right then and there they would join the other panties in the garbage can, where they couldn’t threaten his manhood or make him feel... funny, and he would never steal another pair of panties ever again as long as he lived! He was a boy, he didn’t need any panties!

	But then he stopped. He didn’t know why, he just did.

	Calvin felt flush and a giggly sense passed through him. On the surface, this sense could be described as the conspiratorial sense of doing something naughty or wrong. It was like eating the last cookie or like seeing an answer to a test question on a teacher’s notes. It was the feeling of a happy accident or being on top for once. And with it came the desire to feel more, to dig deeper, to explore. In that instance, he knew he was hooked. He knew he wanted more panties. He wanted dresses too. He wanted makeup and high heels and purses and scarves. He wanted a scarf so badly, a pretty scarf to wear over a sweater with a plaid skirt. He shuddered at the thought and felt his tension vanish.

	Calvin could no longer resist. He ran his hands over the panties and imagined his nails being painted. His hands felt soft and warm and pretty. He wanted this! In fact, he decided he was going to wear the panties the rest of the day and maybe tomorrow too. He wasn’t giving this up. And he was going to get the skirt and the sweater and the scarf he wanted, and all the rest too. This was something he wanted more than anything now and he was going to make it happen.

	The only question was, how to get these things?


Chapter Three: “Resetting The Trap”

	—o— 

	Stephanie had watched out the window as the neighbour boy, Calvin, jumped over the fence. As she thought he might, he raced to the laundry line and snatched the pink panties she had left. Then he turned and fled back over the fence, glancing over his shoulder once to see if she would come racing out of her house to catch him. He almost landed on his face as he jumped over the fence, but he kept his balance. Then he sprinted through his patio sliding glass door into his house. Like that, he was gone, as were her panties. “Interesting,” said Stephanie. 

	—o— 

	It was now the following day.

	Stephanie pinned the little red and white-polka-dot dress to the clothesline. The dress was super cute. It reminded her of Minnie Mouse. Sadly, it no longer fit her, but she was pretty certain it would fit someone else she knew, someone who might have an interest in wearing it. So the dress might still serve a purpose.

	“There,” said Stephanie and she stepped back to admire her work.

	The dress was pinned securely on the line, but would also be easy to remove. It hung straight too; there could be no mistaking what it was. And it was deadly cute, she told herself again.

	“He’ll never be able to resist that,” she thought.

	Stephanie glanced at Calvin who was pretending to be weeding his mother’s flowerbed for a third day in a row, the same spot even! She tried not to make eye contact, but wanted to be sure he saw her pin up the dress and leave it unattended. Satisfied that he had seen what he needed to see, she retreated inside and hid behind the kitchen curtain to watch once again.

	Ten minutes passes. Nothing happened.

	Five more minutes. Still nothing.

	“Why isn’t he grabbing it?”

	Five more minutes. Still nothing. He just kept working on the weeds.

	“Maybe he doesn’t want the dress?” she wondered.

	She pursed her lips. She couldn’t believe that. He wanted the panties! 

	Why wouldn’t he want the dress? Maybe the problem was he thought he could get away with stealing panties, but couldn’t get away with stealing a whole dress. It did seem substantially more significant in that regard. Maybe he thought she would notice the dress, but wouldn’t notice the panties.

	“How do I fix that?” she wondered.

	There seemed to be no way to tell him that it was all right to take the dress, that that was what she wanted, so Stephanie decided all she could do was wait and see what happened... but nothing happened. After an hour of so, she was just about to give up and take the dress in when she had an idea. She walked out to the dress and started to reach for it before pretending she had received a phone call.

	“Oh hi, Beverly. Sure, I can come over. I just hung up some laundry. You want me to come over all day? Sure. I’ll come right over now,” she said loudly enough that Calvin must have heard it; he was trimming a hedge within listening range. She then walked into the house, through the house, and opened the garage door. She waited a minute or two before closing the door, hoping Calvin would hear the door and assume she had really left. Then she snuck back to the kitchen. From there, she could see Calvin staring at the dress with the hedge clippers in his hand.

	“Come on, Calvin,” she said encouragingly. “You can do it!” 

	—o— 

	The dress was super cute. Wow, was it cute!

	Calvin wanted it badly, but did he dare?

	Calvin glanced at Stephanie’s house. He saw no evidence that Stephanie was still there. She’d said she was leaving – he heard her say that into the phone. He’d heard the garage door open and close too. She must be gone, right? He could take it and she’d never know. She would be gone all afternoon. He didn’t even need to rush. But still... a dress? A whole dress? 

	This wasn’t just some pair of panties!

	“She’s going to miss that,” he told himself.

	Calvin wiped his brow. He wasn’t sweaty from working, so much as he was sweating from his heart pounding from fighting the desire to run over and grab the dress. It was there for the taking. Right there! She was gone too. No one was watching! It would be the easiest thing to grab. All he had to do was hop the fence and take it. No one would ever know who had done it! Then he would have a dress, a super super cute dress.

	“A dress,” he said.

	Like “panties,” this word had an almost mystical quality to it. “Dress” meant “girl” in its purest form. And what a cute dress it was. It was a rich red with little white polka-dots. It looked short too, like it would stop around his thighs; that made it playfully feminine. It had puffy sleeves too and a big square collar with white trim. He’d seen dresses like this before in the magazines he stole from his mother’s room when she wasn’t around, but never in person. Well, he’d seen it on Stephanie at school and other girls wore similar dresses, but he’d never had the chance to examine one. If he took it, that would change.

	Calvin swallowed hard.

	There it was on the line. All he needed was more courage. All he had to do was jump the fence, take the dress, run it inside, and it would be his. Even if Stephanie missed it, she would never know he took it. How could she, she wasn’t here?! She would be none-the-wiser and he would have his own dress. A real dress. A dress owned by a real girl.

	Calvin licked his lips expectantly. The prospect thrilled him, but the risk seemed high. He glanced around to make sure no one was watching him. They weren’t. He was alone.

	“I can do it.”

	Yet, he hesitated. There was something about taking a dress which was fundamentally different than taking panties. Panties were small, cheap. A dress? A dress was different. A dress gave a girl an identity. Stealing a dress was somehow a big deal.

	Calvin closed his eyes. He imagined himself sashaying across his living room in the dress and panties and high heels. He was pushing the vacuum cleaner and dropping his wrists like a truly effeminate woman. The thought made him blush and he found himself giggling nervously. Was that really what he wanted? If seemed to be at the moment.

	He glanced around once more. He was alone.

	Calvin set down the sheers and drifted over to the fence. He grabbed the fence and glanced over it at the dress... the perfect dress. He looked around once more. There was still no one.

	“I can do it,” he repeated.

	His heart was beating faster now. All he had to do was hop over the fence and grab it, he thought. Then it would be his.

	“Easy,” he added.

	But he wasn’t moving. Something stopped him. He was afraid, he realized that much. But was he afraid of getting caught or of getting away with it? What if after slipping into that dress something changed inside him? What if— well, he didn’t know, but something worried him. He was a boy after all; what did it mean that something inside him wanted to steal a dress? 

	The thought made him sick.

	“It’s right there,” he pleaded with himself.

	And it was.

	“You’ll never get another chance. Think of the panties!”

	He did. He’d felt so guilty he purged himself of the first pair of panties immediately, but he kept the second and those thrilled him; he wouldn’t give them up for anything.

	“Imagine what having a dress would feel like,” he told himself.

	Calvin put his foot against the lower support of the fence as if to climb over. He started to pull himself up. But then he removed his foot. He sighed. He gave the dress one last glance and then he returned to the hedge. There would be no dress. 

	—o— 

	Stephanie watched all of this from her kitchen in frustration.

	“What is he doing?” she groaned as he let go of the fence.

	Then he retreated.

	“Just take the dress, Calvin,” she pleaded. “Take it. It’s for you! I put it out there for you to take!”

	Stephanie sighed. Calvin had failed to take the bait. She felt frustrated. As she realized this, she raised an eyebrow: it surprised her how badly she wanted him to take the dress. Why was that? She didn’t know. All she knew was that somewhere along the way, she had gone from amused that the neighbour boy stole a pair of her panties to desperately wanting to see him in her clothes.

	But he hadn’t cooperated. He hadn’t taken the dress.

	“How do I make this happen?” she asked through her disappointment.

	Nothing came to mind. At the moment at least, her trap had failed and there was nothing more she could do. Calvin had not taken the bait, and she knew of no way to make him do so or to make this any simpler for him.

	“I wish I could just tell him to put the darn thing on,” she huffed unhappily.

	But that was a silly thought, she told herself... or was it? Stephanie suddenly had an idea.


Chapter Four: “An Invitation”

	—o— 

	Calvin rolled out of bed and brushed his teeth. He took a quick shower and washed his hair. Then he returned to his bedroom to get dressed. He pulled the pink panties he had stolen from the bottom of his drawer and slipped into them. He tingled excitedly all over as he slipped those up his legs into place. Once again, he felt their magic.

	“I can’t believe how exciting this is,” he told himself.

	Calvin felt strongly compelled to see himself in the panties, so he walked across the hall to his mother’s room to use her mirror. As he examined his image, he again saw something other than a scrawny boy in panties; he saw a pretty girl staring back at him demurely. This time, the girl wore a red and white-polka-dot dress in addition to the panties, the same dress he had seen hanging on the clothesline the prior day. He regretted not taking it.

	“I couldn’t, though,” he said defensively. “She would have noticed. 

	She would have known I took it.”

	But would she really? How would she have known he had taken it?

	“She would have known,” he grumbled.

	But Calvin knew better; there was no way she would have known it was him. His regret returned.

	Calvin returned to his room. He slipped into his jeans and added white athletic socks and a blue and yellow t-shirt with the number four on it in white. As he pulled on the socks, he wished wistfully that his toenails were painted. He imagined them red and girly like he saw whenever girls wore sandals to school in the summer, or like the women in his mother’s clothing magazines. Their toes always looked so pretty polished, so different than his; his were boring.

	Calvin jammed his feet into his tennis shoes and headed for the kitchen. He felt his jeans slide easily across the silky panties as he went, much more smoothly than they did when he wore his cotton briefs. It felt naughty. When he reached the kitchen, he grabbed some juice and examined the chores list his mother had left him. It looked a lot like the day before. She still wasn’t pleased with his weeding from the other day and wanted him to do that again. He needed to do a lot of inside stuff too. He decided to do the weeding first though, to get that out of the way. Then he could strip and do the rest of his chores in the panties.

	Calvin grabbed work gloves and a garbage bag from the garage and headed out back to do the weeding. As he came to the glass slider between the kitchen and the patio, however, something grabbed his attention. There was a white envelope taped to the glass door.

	“That’s strange,” said Calvin.

	He had no idea what it could be as no one had ever left an envelope there before. So he opened the door and he grabbed it. It was stiff, like a greeting card envelope, only all white. He turned it in his hand until he could see the front. It had his name written on it.

	“For me?” questioned Calvin. “But from who?” This was quite a mystery.

	Calvin tore the envelope open and peered inside. There was a white card inside. He pulled it out and flipped it open. Someone had written the following in feminine handwriting on the card: 

	Calvin, 

	You are cordially invited to my house. Please come right away. It involves the matter of one dress and two pairs of panties. 

	Looking forward to seeing you,

	Stephanie 

	Calvin’s jaw dropped! One dress and two pairs of panties?! How did she know about the panties?! And what did the dress have to do with this? 

	He’d never stolen the dress! What could this possibly mean?

	Blackmail?!

	A series of terrible images went through Calvin’s mind. He saw Stephanie confronting him with proof he had stolen her panties – what about the dress though? She was angry. She yelled at him.

	“She might even call the police,” he thought anxiously.

	Could they really arrest you for stealing panties, he wondered? Could he really end up in jail for this? He wasn’t sure. What would his mother say?!! His stomach dropped like a stone.

	“I’m doomed,” he gasped.

	But then the initial shock passed and he started to think more clearly. Something was wrong here. He had not stolen the dress, so why would she include that if she meant to confront him? It made no sense. In fact, little about this made any sense. There was no way she saw him steal the panties, he assured himself. That meant she didn’t really know about those either, so why had she sent him this note referencing the panties and the dress? And why did she say “looking forward” if she planned to yell at him? Why not just come pounding on his door?

	“Maybe she wants to—” He didn’t know how to finish that sentence though. Nothing made sense.

	Calvin took a deep breath and read the note again, looking for clues he might have missed the first time. It said what he’d thought though; he discovered nothing new. She wanted to see him was all he knew and it was apparently about the panties he’d stolen and the dress he had not.

	“Do I go?” he asked himself.

	His first instinct was to refuse.

	“Stay out of this. Stay away from her,” he cautioned. Deny everything.

	But that wasn’t really such a good idea, was it? If she had proof he had stolen the panties, she could show that to his mother (or the police, he couldn’t quite rule them out yet as a possibility... grand theft panties, right?). That would be terrible. So maybe he had no choice? Maybe he had to see what she wanted and go along with it to keep her from doing whatever she was threatening to do!

	His mind was spinning.

	Of course, it might not even be so bad, he told himself. Her note was pleasant and certainly courteous. It didn’t seem angry or accusatory. Maybe she wanted something else? Like what though?

	“Maybe she wants to know if I saw anything?” he suggested.

	That was possible, but seemed like a long shot. All he knew for sure was that his gut told him he better go. He felt sick about it, but he knew that was right: he needed to go. So he decided he would visit Stephanie and find out what she wanted. He told himself he would for sure deny any knowledge of anything and absolutely deny taking anything, but he would go. Calvin sucked up his courage and slowly made his way to Stephanie’s back door. 

	—o— 

	“Hello, Calvin,” said Stephanie politely. “Won’t you come in?”

	Calvin hesitated, unsure what to say or do. Stephanie smiled pleasantly, however, and stepped aside, making his path clear. Calvin cautiously walked through the glass slider into Stephanie’s house, where he found himself in her kitchen as she closed the door behind him. He felt a bit like he’d walked into a trap.

	“How are you, Calvin?” she asked.

	“I— uh— fine,” said Calvin cautiously. His heart was racing a million miles an hour and his mouth was dry. He wanted to deny stealing the dress, but thought better of it. It was best to say nothing, at least until he knew what she wanted. So he held up the white card upon which she had written her invitation. “You, I mean, uh— I— uh, I saw this on my door.”

	Stephanie nodded her head. “Yes, I wanted to speak to you.”

	Calvin panicked. “I didn’t take—!”

	“It’s all right, Calvin,” said Stephanie, cutting off his nervous protest. 

	She held out her hands to calm him down.

	Calvin raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t take the dress.”

	“I know you didn’t.”

	“Your note said I did.”

	She shook her head. “I just said I wanted to see you.”

	“I didn’t take anything,” he said sharply.

	Stephanie pursed her lips dramatically to make clear her disapproval of his lie, but not to appear angry or threatening; the look was almost comical. “It’s all right, Calvin. I know what happened,” she said evenly. “Those panties just fell into your hands and before you knew it, they were in your house.”

	Calvin blushed bright red. “I— I didn’t—”

	“It’s all right, Calvin,” said Stephanie with a reassuring smile. “I’m not angry or anything. Far from it.”

	“I never took the dress.”

	“I know, Calvin.”

	Calvin started to feel dizzy. He hadn’t taken a breath in some time now plus the stress of being found out was making him so tense his body was struggling to find the strength it needed to remain calm and standing. His knees were shaking. She knew he had taken the panties. She knew there was something wrong with him!

	“Why—” he sucked in a gasp of air, making a hopeless sound. “Why did you? Why am I here?”

	“I asked you to come because I have some questions—”

	“I didn’t steal those panties!”

	Stephanie chuckled and then smiled good-naturedly. “It’s all right, Calvin. It doesn’t matter how you got them. You can keep them. I’m not angry. What I want to know is, what did you want them for?”

	Stephanie broadened her smile as she waited excitedly for the answer. 

	Her curiosity was killing her! But there was light at the end of the tunnel. The panty thief had accepted her invitation, she had asked the question, and now the answer would be coming. Her curiosity would be satisfied. Only, there was no answer coming. Calvin had suddenly gone silent and stared at her as if she had lost her mind expecting him to answer that question.

	“All right,” she said with a hint of annoyance. She exhaled frustratedly. “Let’s try this differently. I suppose you’ve worn them, right?”

	When she said this, Calvin’s face contorted and his body visibly jerked. Stephanie saw his panic starting to well and decided to cut it off before he made a dash for the door.

	“I’m not offended, Calvin. All I want to know is, why do you want to wear my panties?”

	Stephanie had put the question as kindly as possible and without the slightest hint of a threat. Yet, the question struck Calvin as if she had thrust a dagger through his chest while laughing maniacally. He filled with horror and immediately started toward the slider, even reaching out to open it.

	“I’m outta here!” he gasped, more to himself than to her.

	“Wait!” exclaimed Stephanie as he grabbed the door handle. She put her hand on his to stop him.

	Calvin froze. “W— what?” he asked cautiously.

	“I really just want to know, that’s all,” she said.

	“You want to make fun of me!” snapped Calvin.

	As he said it, it suddenly seemed absurd to Calvin. Of all the things to be worried about, that was what came out of his mouth? Not his fear that she would expose him to everyone? Not his fear, perhaps mildly overstated, that she would call the police? He was worried she would make fun of him? The craziness of it made him burst out laughing.

	“I must be nuts,” he told himself.

	Stephanie looked confused for a moment. This was not the reaction she had expected, not at all. “I well— no. I don’t want to make fun of you. I just don’t understand why it’s important to you and I want to know why you want to wear them,” she said.

	Her earnest tone disarmed Calvin and his defensiveness started to give way to a budding curiosity. What’s more, as bizarrely stupid as this sounded to him, especially in hindsight when he thought about this moment later, something told him he could trust her. What told him that? He had no idea, but he believed it. He would still tread carefully though.

	“Why do you want to know?” he asked. He licked his lips nervously.

	Stephanie shrugged her shoulders. “I mean, they’re just panties, right? Just underwear.”

	Calvin shook his head and laughed cynically. “They are not just underwear.”

	“Why do you say that?”

	“I— I don’t know,” he admitted. “They’re not. They’re panties. Panties aren’t ‘underwear’.”

	Panties are not underwear. Stephanie wasn’t sure if that was the dumbest thing a boy had ever said to her or if it was the deepest. It had that sense of philosophy. Either way, she felt like she might be on to something. 

	“So is it because they’re panties or because they’re mine?” she asked.

	“They’re panties.”

	“But why does that matter?”

	“I don’t know. I really don’t.”

	“Now you’re making fun of me,” said Stephanie with another good natured chuckle.

	Calvin shook his head in earnest. “No, honestly.”

	“You really don’t know?” Surprise filled Stephanie’s tone.

	Calvin shook his head again and this time shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I can’t explain it. They’re just panties... they’re exciting. I mean, panties are exciting. That’s what they are.”

	Stephanie folded her arms across her chest, furrowed her brow and shook her head slowly, giving the perfect pose of someone deep in thought trying to solve an intractable problem. “It’s kind of mystery then.” She tapped her chin with one finger, which Calvin noticed had a beautifully painted nail on its tip. It was painted red; red was his favourite. “I take it you’re wearing them?” she asked.

	Calvin blushed.

	Stephanie took that as a yes. “Do they feel good? Are they comfortable?”

	“I guess so,” said Calvin cautiously.

	“Better than boy panties?”

	Calvin giggled. “Boys don’t have ‘panties’.”

	Stephanie raised an eyebrow. Had she found an answer? “Is that why you like them? Because boys don’t have panties? So you want something boys don’t normally have?”

	Calvin tipped his head to one side in contemplation. He wasn’t at all sure why he liked them either, but what she said made sense, in a way, though it didn’t quite feel right, or at least complete. It seemed like an answer, but not THE answer. “I don’t think that’s it.”

	Stephanie furrowed her brow. “Do you want to be a girl then?”

	Calvin shook his head. “Oh no.”

	“So you just want to wear girly things?”

	Calvin blushed. “I don’t know,” he said uncertainly.

	Stephanie was more intrigued than she had been even before they started talking. It seemed she had uncovered a mystery that neither she nor Calvin fully understood but which was crying out for explanation. It was time to bait the hook with much stronger bait, to take this further and see where it went. She stepped over to the kitchen table and put her hand on the red and white-polka-dot dress which was draped over the back of a chair.

	“Would you like to wear this?” she asked.

	This was kind of a make or break moment for Stephanie. She wanted to see Calvin in her dress, for reasons she did not understand, and she wanted to know why he and she wanted this. If he refused, then her fun was over and she would never understand why this had excited her. She would be left with a burning mystery. Fortunately, she knew he wanted to wear it. She knew it in that he had stole the panties and she had watched his eyes cast envious glances at the dress. That said, she wasn’t at all sure he would find the courage to admit he wanted to wear it. Admitting he wanted to wear it seemed like the hardest thing he’d ever done in his life. There was a real chance he would storm out and she would never get her answer.

	She held her breath.

	“You— you mean that?” he asked nervously. His hands were shaking with fear... or anticipation.

	“Yes, Calvin. Would you like to put this on?” she asked.

	Calvin was stunned. Was she really offering him a chance to put on THE dress? Of course he waned to wear it! Heck, yes! But wait. Could he admit that? He was a boy. What kind of boy would ever admit that?! On the other hand, she already knew, didn’t she? She knew about the panties. She knew he stole those. She knew he was wearing them. And she was pretty sure she knew he wanted desperately to slip into that dress.

	“But that’s a far cry from admitting anything!” he thought.

	But then he realized this might be his only chance ever. What if he passed this up just because he was afraid and he never came near another dress in his life? How often would he get chances like this? This seemed like a truly unique chance. Beside, she knew the truth already, he thought again, how much worse could it get?

	“But what if she—?” he blurted out inside his head.

	“What if she whats?”

	Calvin licked his lips. “What if she laughs?” And when he said it, he filled with fear and shame. He was a boy and boys aren’t allowed to like girls things. Girls laugh at boys who like girl things, as do boys. Television makes fun of them. He didn’t want to be made fun of. He didn’t want to be laughed at. He couldn’t help it that he liked girl things! It wasn’t his choice, it just was. And honestly, it just wasn’t fair that people would make fun of him for it! But if Stephanie was being honest, then she wouldn’t make fun of him. She hadn’t made fun of him so far, nor had she threatened to expose him either. To the contrary, she’d been nothing but nice to him so far. So maybe he really could trust her with this? What’s more, she was the first person in his whole life he thought he could talk to about this and how different he’d always felt. There was no one else... just her, and the chance at having someone to talk to about this felt truly overwhelming.

	It was time to trust her.

	Calvin licked his lips again. “You aren’t going to make fun of me, are you?”

	Stephanie smiled warmly. She sensed a breakthrough. “Of course not, Calvin.”

	“And you aren’t going to tell anyone, right?”

	Stephanie shook her head. “This will be our secret. Just between us... just between us girls.”

	Calvin felt a strange sensation blow through him as she called him a “girl.” It made him feel weak and soft, yet warm and comfortable and peaceful. The combination of those feelings was intoxicating.

	He nodded his head.

	“Is it a deal?” asked Stephanie and she held out her hand to shake.

	Calvin glanced at it cautiously. Then he shook her hand. “Deal.”

	Stephanie smiled and picked up the dress. “Let’s go change.”


Chapter Five: “The Dress”

	—o— 

	Calvin was overcome by a sense of awe as he entered Stephanie’s bedroom. It struck him as if he was entering some sacred place. And in a way, he was; at least, he was entering a place of mystery. Stephanie’s bedroom was like nowhere Calvin had ever been before. It was filled with all things pink and feminine. Her bed was made, unlike his, and covered in pink sheets and a pink and white comforter. Her desk and dresser were white, and covered in girly things. Stuffed animals and dolls stared at him from all corners. She had two mirrors; he had none. One was a full-length mirror which stood by the closet. The other was just large enough for her to use to apply makeup. That mirror hung over her desk and was surrounded by lights. There was more.

	Her desk was covered in tubes and vials and boxes and containers. Mixed with these were brushes and pencils and sticks of things. There were bottles, large and small, and the distinct smell of perfume mixed with the unmistakable acerbic smell of nail polish. It was an intoxicating smell to Calvin, both beautiful and meaningful and mysterious.

	Across from the bed was Stephanie’s closet. It was partially open. Through its door, Calvin saw an explosion of satin and silk, dresses, tops and skirts all pressing against the closet door as if trying to burst forth into the room.

	Hanging from the back of the door was a long plastic sheet with sleeves in which sat numerous pairs of shoes, everything from flats to wedges to stilettos. Calvin had never seen so many shoes (he had only two pair of sneakers and some old black dress shoes his mother made him wear to special occasions). Adding to these, there was a pile of sneakers and some flip-flops on the floor of the closet.

	“Welcome to my room,” said Stephanie.

	Calvin smiled shyly. “You have a lot of stuff.”

	Stephanie laughed at his awed tone. “Stuff?” She looked around and realized he was talking about her clothes and other feminine items. This made her smile. Then she held up the red and white-polka-dot dress. “Wanna try on some stuff?”

	Calvin blushed. He desperately wanted to try the dress on and it seemed like a fantasy that she would offer it, but he struggled with admitting that, even after their handshake. There was just something that wounded his masculinity about her knowing he wanted this. Indeed, for too many years now, he’d been told that boys didn’t wear dresses or panties or any of the things in this room upon pain of permanent humiliation and ostracization, and ignoring that training was proving incredibly difficult even if she already knew.

	Stephanie saw the conflict in his eyes and decided to help.

	“Here,” she said, and she laid the dress over the back of the chair at her desk. “I’ll go get myself a drink in the kitchen while you put this on. I’ll come back when you’re ready.”

	With that, she walked out, pulling the door closed behind her. Calvin was alone with the dress. 

	—o— 

	Calvin took in the atmosphere of this strange room. The room was such a sanctuary of femininity. Not only the clothes, the sheets, the furniture, but the decorations were feminine. The colours, the textures... all feminine. The collection of stuffed animals on the bed. The bra strap caught by the edge of the hamper. These things were feminine. This room and all in it belonged to a girl, and now he stood among it. A stranger in a strange land indeed.

	“This is incredible,” thought Calvin.

	Calvin slowly turned in a complete circle taking it all in. What he would not give to spend time exploring this room and its treasures. He had never been in a place like this before. Indeed, he had no sister and his mother’s room was not like this in the least. Her room was... well, different. Her closet was bare by comparison. Her clothes were plain and old. Even where it had some similarities, hers lacked the mystique of what he saw here. 

	This place was special.

	His heart beat a little faster.

	Calvin inched one careful step closer toward Stephanie’s closet. He felt a strong desire to reach out and touch what he saw... to run his fingers across the silks and satins, the silky nylon, the soft cotton and then to immerse himself in them. He had never felt their like and he wanted to know how they felt and how it felt to smother himself in their secrets.

	Then he took a slow, deep breath, savouring the air. The smell of perfume, flowery and warm, like a spring afternoon in his mother’s garden filled his nose. Mixed in with the perfume were other smells too. There was the sharp smell of nail polish and the powdery, waxy smell of cosmetics. There was the musky smell of old leather, perhaps from her shoes or more likely the collection of purses that hung from a rack in her closet. There was something else too. The smell of cloth. It was the smell of fresh sheets or linen from the clothesline.

	The clothesline.

	Calvin looked down at the red dress. It had come from the clothesline and now it hung over the back of the chair waiting for him. He could wear that, if he wished. All he needed to do was take off his own clothes and slide it over his head. The idea frightened him yet excited him. Would it change his life? That worried him. It thrilled him too though. What excited him more though was that he could share this incredible moment with this young woman. He had never dreamed he could share such a moment with anyone and, yet, here she was offering him this.

	He stepped toward the dress.

	“And it’s gorgeous,” he thought.

	Though, upon reflection, the red and white-polka-dot dress was perhaps better described as “cute.” It was that for sure. In fact, if anything, it was super cute, which was how Calvin would see any girl who wore it. He wondered if it would do the same for him?

	He touched it.

	The dress was soft, but not as soft as his shirt. In fact, it was both rougher and tougher than his shirt, though it seemed the material was lighter. It reminded him of the one white dress shirt he had when his mother had it starched. He had not expected any of that; he had expected silk.

	He picked it up and held it out before him.

	Calvin suddenly found himself overwhelmed with a desire to see himself in the pretty dress. Would he look like himself wedged into a silly and ill-fitting piece of red and white-dotted cloth, or would it transform him into a beautiful young woman as the panties had? They had transformed him, even if only in his mind. Would this do the same?

	“I need to find out,” he said.

	Calvin pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a typical boyish chest and back beneath. He tossed his shirt to the floor. Then he grabbed his belt and deftly unbuckled it in one swooping motion. With it open, he unzipped and unbuttoned his jeans. He let them fall to the floor and stepped out of them, kicking off his shoes in the process. He now stood in the centre of Stephanie’s room wearing short white socks and light pink panties.

	His hunger to wear the dress grew.

	Calvin unzipped the dress and pulled it over his head, yanking it down into place, adjusting it and smoothing it out in the process. He reached behind his back, looking over his shoulder, and he pulled up the zipper.

	It grew tight... snug.

	He now wore the dress. His first dress.

	Calvin opened his mouth to say something, as he thought he should say something at a moment like this, but nothing seemed like the right thing to say. So he closed his mouth again and he moved to the full-length mirror. As he stepped into its range, he saw a pretty young girl staring back at him. 

	She was petite and feminine and she wore the cutest dress.

	A young woman was born.


Chapter Six: “How Do I Look?”

	—o— 

	Stephanie paced back and forth outside in the hallway as Calvin changed. She was dying to burst in and see what Calvin looked like in her dress, but she knew she needed to wait. Calvin was tense enough already about being seen in a dress and she needed to let him have his space or she might scare him away. Right now, she was thrilled that she’d gotten this far and she didn’t want to mess things up. Indeed, she had few female friends and the idea of having this boy as a girlfriend, of sorts, made her happy.

	Finally, she could wait no more.

	“Are you done?” she called through the door.

	“I— I think so,” came the reply.

	Stephanie opened the door and slipped into her room. Standing before her was Calvin, in her dress. Her first impression was disappointment as he still looked like a boy, only wearing a dress. But there was something cute about how helpless he looked in it. It was both endearing and exciting. What’s more, upon reassessment, she saw that he certainly had potential. A little makeup here, some padding there, and you never know what he might turn into!

	“W— what do you think?” Calvin’s tone was shy and worried.

	Stephanie smiled broadly. “You look great!”

	Calvin was shocked. “Really?”

	“Uh huh. A little makeup, some stuffing, and you’ll be perfect. No one will ever know you’re not a girl.”

	Calvin walked over the mirror and stared at himself once more. Could he really look like a girl or was Stephanie making fun of him? He wasn’t sure. Putting aside what he wanted to see, when he looked with a critical eye, he looked like himself, like a young man. Sure, there was the dress, but his arms and legs looked like male arms and legs, his hair was masculine, and his face looked like the face of a young man. The only thing he saw that might look like it belonged to a girl was his eyes. They had a soft, delicate aspect to them. The rest wasn’t at all feminine. Although, truth be told, he wasn’t really very tall or large or muscular, and his arms were kind of thin, as were his legs. So maybe others wouldn’t find him particularly masculine, but he certainly had no curves which made him look at all feminine.

	“I don’t know,” he said doubtfully. “Are you sure?”

	“Oh sure,” replied Stephanie.

	She pulled the back of the dress a little tighter around his waist, making his waist appear to shrink and giving him a bit of an hourglass shape, adding a strong hint of femininity.

	“Add some blush to bring out your cheek bones. Narrow your eyebrows. Mascara to give fuller eyelashes. Then slip into some heels to give your legs more definition and length. Maybe add a wig to give you girly hair and you’ll look exactly like a girl.”

	When Stephanie said this, Calvin felt both sick to his stomach and a soft, warm, happy feeling. He felt sick because what she’d said was an indictment of his manhood, wasn’t it? How manly could he be if he could be made to look feminine just by adding a few items and some makeup? That worried him that others might see the same thing within him. Indeed, if Stephanie could see it so clearly, then how obvious was this secret to everyone else? On the other hand, he was happy for reasons he didn’t fully understand; it made him happy to think of himself as being girly. There was something welcoming in that thought.

	“Could— could we try that?” he asked shyly.

	Stephanie’s smile bubbled over. That was exactly what she wanted to hear. She immediately told him she could and she enthusiastically raced to her closet for necessary materials. She returned with some items which she dumped on the bed. Then she told him to sit in her chair at her desk.

	“Why?” he asked cautiously.

	“We’re going to do your makeup!”

	Calvin twisted his lips. “It won’t be anything permanent, will it?”

	“Of course, not,” said Stephanie.

	She patted the back of the stiff-backed chair and Calvin sat down; he sat with the mirror to his side so Stephanie could see his face from where she stood and because she wanted the finished product to be a surprise.

	“Hold still,” she said.

	Stephanie got to work. She began by grabbing Calvin’s chin and steadied his face. She then ran a mascara brush along his eye lashes, making them thicker and darker. She did it to both eyes before letting go of his chin and returning the brush to its container. After this, she picked up a soft brown brush and dipped it into a container of blush. She dabbed that against his cheeks. Next, she took a lip liner and she outlined his lips with a dark red, almost brown line. Finally, she grabbed a tube of lipstick and filled in his lips. When she was done, she returned everything to her desk and she pointed to the mirror.

	“Take a look,” she said.

	Calvin took a deep breath. This seemed like a momentous moment: his first glance of himself as a girl. He turned to look into the mirror. What he saw was shocking: Calvin was gone. In his place sat a pretty young girl, not an imaginary one either. Indeed, except for the still-boyish hair, there was no doubt this was in fact a girl staring back at him.

	“That’s amazing!” he exclaimed.

	“It is pretty good, especially for a rush!” replied Stephanie proudly. “And this is just the beginning. We can use foundation to smooth out your face or change its tone. We can add things like eye shadow to give you mysterious, feminine eyes. I can reshape your lips. We can totally make you look like a girl. In fact, we can make you look like lots of different girls depending on what we want you to be. You have lots of potential.” She brushed back some loose hairs from his face as she said this so everything was perfectly visible.

	Calvin barely heard her, however. He was in shock. He truly did not see himself in the mirror. What he saw looking back was a young woman. 

	That was incredibly thrilling.

	“Wait,” said Stephanie suddenly. “There’s one more thing!”

	With that, Stephanie raced to her closet and dug up a wig she had worn for Halloween the prior year. She immediately plopped it on Calvin’s head before adjusting it deftly with her fingers. When she drew her hands away a moment later, the illusion was complete.

	Calvin stared at the image in shock. “Even my mother wouldn’t recognize me.”

	Stephanie laughed. “No, she wouldn’t. No one would.”

	Calvin ran his fingers over his face to see if any of this was real or if he was dreaming. It was real all right. “What do we do now?” he asked. Any pretence of reluctance had vanished.

	“Now we need shoes,” she said.

	Stephanie moved to her door where her shoes were all stored in the little plastic pockets. She ran her fingers down the device, starting with some rather challenging heels all the way down to her flats. She took out a pair of open-toed pumps with four-inch stiletto heels. She smiled at these, imagining Calvin in them, but then decided to put them back.

	“Let’s wait on these until you’ve had some practice,” she chuckled.

	Instead, she grabbed a pair of wedges with a small two-inch heel and another half-inch platform. They were dark blue with a light cork-wedge heel, and they would be easy to walk in. They were sandals.

	Stephanie handed them to Calvin. “Let’s see if these fit,” she said.

	Calvin turned in his chair. Stephanie crouched down and pulled off one of his socks. She slipped the wedge sandal onto his bare foot. Luckily, it fit. She closed the strap around his ankle and buckled it. Then she slipped the other shoe on his other foot. Calvin looked down. He’d actually never worn sandals before, not of any kind, and he’d certainly never worn any shoes with heels. He felt funny seeing his feet in such obvious girl’s shoes.

	“Stand up,” said Stephanie.

	Calvin rose to his feet. The heels weren’t high, but they were different. They called for a little more attention to balance. They also made him a smidge taller. All told though, they weren’t uncomfortable and they weren’t that different that he couldn’t wear them.

	“They fit great,” he said.

	Stephanie smiled. “Good. Now let’s go do some chores.”

	Calvin furrowed his brow. “Chores?!”

	“Yes, chores. Girls do chores. Besides, we’re not going to hide in my room all day!” With that, she grabbed his hand and pulled him out of her room into the main house, where they did her chores. 

	—o— 

	Stephanie sent Calvin home with a “goodie bag” later that afternoon. In the bag, she’d placed the dress, some similar wedges with slightly higher heels (for practice), and several pairs of panties with a warning that girls never wear the same pair of panties two days in a row. She also told him to wear these girlish items whenever he did chores at home.

	“But I’m not a girl,” he protested, though he was actually excited by the idea.

	“Says who?” replied Stephanie and she pressed the bag into his hand.

	Calvin took the bag and went home. And for the next couple days, he wore these clothes almost exclusively around the house except when his mother was home or his chores required him to venture outside into the yard. 

	He found this exciting and he imagined himself being a pretty young woman dancing around her house, kind of like Cinderella, only without the evil stepsisters.

	He felt amazingly free.

	Each day, he would also return to Stephanie’s house and help her with her chores. Whenever he did, he would dress as a boy for the trip, as he was terrified of dressing outside the house, and then would change into whatever she laid out for him. They would work around her house, chat and enjoy themselves, and she would teach him more about looking and acting like a girl.

	Thursday was different.


Chapter Seven: “What Happened Thursday”

	—o— 

	It was Thursday.

	Calvin and Stephanie sat rather primly at one corner of the dinner table in Stephanie’s dining room. It was a large and elegant table with a high-gloss top and six chairs. Stephanie had decorated their places with two place settings. Each setting contained a small plate, a tea cup and a saucer. Between them sat a white ceramic tea pot filled with steaming tea. A bowl of sugar sat next to the tea pot. There was also a tray of cookies.

	They were having a tea party.

	Stephanie and Calvin had gone all out dressing up for today’s tea party. Stephanie wore a white A-line dress with a print pattern made up of blueberry-like blue flowers. She wore nude high-heeled sandals on her feet. Calvin wore a knee-length pencil dress belonging to Stephanie’s mother. It was white and hugged his knees very tightly. That made it difficult to walk. Making it even harder to walk, he wore white stiletto sandals with five-inch heels, the tallest he had worn yet, and an inch-thick platform. They were challenging, to say the least, but he was getting the hang of them. On his head was the blonde wig; it cascaded to the middle of his back. He wore makeup too. He was quite passable.

	“May I pour you some tea?” asked Stephanie politely.

	“Sure,” said Calvin.

	Stephanie raised an annoyed eyebrow. She coughed into her hand conspicuously. This was her signal when he did something unladylike – she had assigned herself the role of his teacher of girlhood.

	Calvin got the hint. “Sorry. Yes, please. I would like some tea.”

	Stephanie now smiled and picked up the tea pot. She poured tea into both their cups. “I’m glad you accepted my invitation,” she said.

	“Thank you for inviting me.” Calvin almost didn’t come because his mother was home today. Fortunately, he always changed at Stephanie’s house because he didn’t want to risk the neighbours seeing some strange girl leaving or entering his house, so changing wasn’t a problem. He just told his mother he was going to a friend’s house and he changed when he got here. His mother would never know. The only problem was she expected him to do all his chores before he left, so they needed to start later than expected. “Can I tell you a secret?” asked Stephanie.

	Calvin snickered to himself at the irony of her request; he was the one in the dress after all. If anyone had a secret, it was him!

	“Of course,” he said.

	“I’ve always wanted to have a tea party,” said Stephanie. “I always thought it would be fun. But I never had friends who would have one with me. We moved too much for me to have many friends when I was younger, and the friends I did have later thought the idea was either too old fashioned or too childish. But now I have you!” She held up the sugar bowl. “Sugar?”

	Calvin smiled at her display of affection, but didn’t answer her as he wasn’t entirely sure how to answer. Indeed, for as much as he had enjoyed pretending to be a girl the last few days, he was ultimately a boy, not a girl, and Stephanie seemed to have decided that he should be a girl. That made him nervous as it seemed one of them would be made unhappy at some point. He would take some sugar, however.

	“Yes, please,” said Calvin.

	Stephanie added two spoonfuls of sugar to his cup. Then she picked up the tray of cookies. “Would you like a cookie?” she asked.

	“Yes, please,” said Calvin with emphasis, and he snatched a cookie from the tray. “I love cookies.”

	“That is a very pretty dress you’re wearing, Calvin.”

	Calvin hesitated. “Thank you.”

	“Does it bother you that I noticed?”

	Calvin shrugged his shoulders uncertainly. It wasn’t so much that it bothered him as it made him feel strange in a way he couldn’t explain. Part of him craved her saying things like this, but part of him still felt it was wrong. In this case, he liked it, but it did bother him.

	“A little,” he admitted.

	“Would you like me to stop?”

	Calvin shook his head vigorously, causing the hair from his wig to dance around his shoulders and sway between his shoulder blades. He absolutely did not want her to stop.

	“Do you like the dress I picked out for you?” she asked.

	Calvin blushed. The answer was a resounding heck yes! He loved it. He didn’t know why, but it made him feel happy and alive and a whole host of things he never otherwise felt. There was something else too. Wearing it and having someone to share it with felt amazing! Of course, admitting that was another matter entirely. “I guess so,” he said.

	Stephanie half-rolled her eyes. “Boys,” she thought dismissively. “They can’t ever say what they’re really feeling!” She smiled though. Then she told Calvin, “I thought you might like it. I’m glad you like wearing dresses.”

	Calvin felt reassured and smiled now. “It’s kind of fun.”

	“It is. I’ve always found dresses to be so much more playful than pants. And it’s very pretty on you.”

	Calvin blushed once more. He’d never been called pretty and it felt kind of nice.

	“You should wear dresses all the time,” said Stephanie. Then to make sure Calvin didn’t think she was making fun of him, or pushing him too hard, she quickly held out the cookie tray. She’d made her point; he would think about it now... now she needed to back off. “Another cookie?”

	Calvin took it happily. “Thanks.”

	“I mean it though. You should wear dresses all the time. Think about all the clothes you could choose from. If you were a girl, you could wear anything boys can wear and more, everything from short skirts to long dresses. Look at your shoes. Boys can’t wear those!”

	Calvin glanced down at the high heels he wore. They were definitely exciting, though he didn’t really understand that either. Weren’t they just shoes? And hard-to-walk-in shoes at that! Why did he find them exciting?

	“Sandals, pumps, wedges, heels! Have you ever gone shoe shopping?” gushed Stephanie.

	Calvin shook his head. He had not.

	“It’s amazing, Calvin! Pure magic. There are so many choices, so many different styles and colours and things to try on. Everywhere you look there’s something cool you can choose. It’s like an ice cream parlour with a thousand flavours, and each flavour lets you show your own style and individuality to everyone else.”

	Calvin’s eyes seemed to glow as he visualized the experience.

	“And don’t forget purses. Let me tell you, it’s amazing being a girl!” She paused. “Do you know what we should do?”

	“What?”

	“You can easily pass as a girl. We should go the shoe store in the mall and buy you your own pair of high heels!

	Calvin’s heart stopped. Panic rose up within him at the suggestion that

	he leave the safety of Stephanie’s house and do so dressed as a girl. He wasn’t even comfortable wearing panties outside under his clothes for the few seconds it took to travel between his house and hers! She wanted him to go outside, dressed like this? That could never happen.

	“I— I don’t think I can do that,” he said nervously.

	“You can! No one will ever know. Think about how much fun it will be!” She smiled hopefully at him. “I’ll be there for you... girlfriend.” Calvin shook his head, but Stephanie kept smiling at him relentlessly.

	“I—” He paused.

	“You’ll really love it. I promise.”

	Calvin became a mass of conflicting emotions. The idea of visiting a shoe store and buying his own pair of high heels sounded amazing. What boy got to do that?! This was like seeing the inside of some secret club, a club to which boys were not normally invited. And now that he was inside the club, and was spending time wearing girls clothes, he loved the idea of doing girls things too. The problem was, going to a shoe store would require him to go outside dressed as a girl. He was fairly certain he couldn’t do that. Indeed, just the suggestion itself filled him with doubts about all of this: what was he doing spending time playing at being a girl?! He wasn’t a girl! This was all foolish! Look at how he was dressed! How embarrassing! Then he felt an intense urge to leave and throw away all the girly things she had given him. Indeed, he opened his mouth to tell Stephanie that this was the end... it had to be... but he never said those words.

	As Calvin opened his mouth to speak, the front door opened.

	Someone was coming home!

	 


Chapter Eight: “A Genuine Dilemma”

	—o— 

	Calvin froze with terror. Someone was coming through the front door and he was wearing a dress. They would see him! They would see him in a dress, at a girly tea party! His head snapped around, right to left and left to right, looking for somewhere to hide. There was nowhere though.

	“What do I do?! What do I do?!” he gasped as a feminine voice called out.

	“Stay calm,” insisted Stephanie, but Calvin didn’t hear her.

	He shot himself out of his chair intent on racing to the back door. This was a terrible decision, however. Not only was it unlikely he would make it there in such a panic in the unstable high heels he’d worn for their tea party – it was more likely he would end up sprawled on the floor – but he had no idea what he was going to do even if he made it outside! Go over the fence and race into his own home? With his mother there? And that was if he even made it over the fence in this dress! How do you climb a fence in heels? Or a skin-tight pencil dress? What if the neighbours were watching?! Again... his mother was home! If he fled, he would end up walking right in on her in the dress!

	Put simply, making a break for it was foolish and would end in disaster.

	Besides, whoever was coming through the door would see him sprint past, so what good would it do to flee even if by some miracle he managed to avoid getting caught by some neighbour or his mother? No matter how you looked at it, this was a really bad idea.

	And yet, he ran.

	He ran because he couldn’t stop himself. His fear was too great to think rationally.

	Only...

	He never managed to get further than launching himself to his feet. As he shot up to his feet, one of his heels wobbled and he came crashing right back down into his chair. Then, before he could leave again, Stephanie grabbed his arms and started saying calming words in his face.

	His brain unstuck itself. “They’re going to see me!” he pleaded.

	“Just stay calm,” she said. “It will be all right. My sister won’t know who you are, no one will, if you stay calm! You look like a girl, now be a girl and everything will be all right.”

	A second later, a slightly taller, slightly older, slightly blonder version of Stephanie came through the door and walked right up to the tea party conspirators. She was smiling broadly. She wore a printed wrap skirt in Bohemian colours of red, black, brown, tan and a dark ribbed t-shirt. On her feet were high-heeled clogs with wide open toes and no backs. Her hair was held up in a single bun which was held in place by a pencil.

	“Hey kiddo,” she said.

	Stephanie rolled her eyes. “Do you have to call me that?”

	“Older sister privilege.”

	“I thought you had school today?”

	Abby shrugged her shoulders. “My professor took the day off and sent us all home, so I thought I’d come by. Mom wants me to take you to pick up your enrolment packet for next semester. I figured we could stop and get some lunch too. So get your purse and let’s go.”

	Stephanie twisted her lips. She hadn’t expected this. She genuinely thought Abby was at school. Even seeing her here, she assumed Abby would race inside, grab something from her room and disappear back to her college life. She didn’t expect her to plan to take Stephanie with her. What would they do about Calvin? She couldn’t leave him here but she couldn’t exactly send him home dressed as he was. What choice did that leave?

	“What about my friend?” asked Stephanie, hoping Abby took this as a reason to forget about her plan to take Stephanie.

	Abby glanced at Calvin. “Oh hi. I’m Abby.”

	Calvin couldn’t respond because he was too freaked out. This woman had caught him wearing a dress and pretending to be a girl. Heck, she’d caught him having a pretend tea party! He simply could not get any words to come out of his mouth no matter how hard he tried.

	Stephanie realized this and intercepted Abby’s next question. “This is my friend Calv— uh, Calvette. Jane Calvette.” Stephanie winced at her near mistake. “We were just playing around.”

	“Hi Jane,” said Abby. Was it possible she didn’t recognize him as a boy?

	“Hi,” squeaked Calvin.

	“We can drop Jane off at home on the way,” said Abby.

	All the colour left Stephanie’s face. They couldn’t do that. And one glance at Calvin’s terrified expression confirmed this. She shook her head. “His— her mom isn’t home yet. She can’t go home.”

	“Then she can come with us. We’ll grab some lunch and then I’ll drop her off at home, or she can come back here with you.”

	Stephanie felt sick. This was the best alternative, but she wasn’t sure Calvin could do it. He looked the part all right, so he could get away with it if he wanted, but she wasn’t sure he could handle it. Could he bring himself to go out in public dressed as a girl? What choice did they have though?

	She glanced at Calvin and saw nothing but panic. She had to act.

	“That would be great,” she said suddenly causing Calvin’s head to spin. “Let me change my dress into something less fancy and then we’ll be right back.” Stephanie grabbed the stunned Calvin’s hand and briskly walked him down the hallway to her room. Both were trembling. 

	—o— 

	“What do you mean ‘change’ and ‘then we’ll go’? I’m not going! I can’t go outside like this,” blurted out Calvin in a panic when they reached Stephanie’s room. He again felt an overwhelming desire to flee and began looking around nervously as if he planned to hop out her window.

	“What’s the alternative?” asked Stephanie.

	“The alternative? The alternative is I’m going home!”

	“Oh, are you really?”

	“Yes!” exclaimed Calvin.

	“So you’re just going to walk out the door, walk across the lawn and walk right into your house? No matter how many neighbours might see you? Then what? ‘Oh hi, mom. Do you like my dress’?”

	Calvin began to sputter. He’d forgotten his mother was home.

	“I’m sure your mother will be quite happy to see her new daughter,” added Stephanie.

	“I’ll change first!”

	“And how are you going to explain to my sister how you changed from a girl to a boy?” asked Stephanie. “You’ll have to walk right past her on the way out. I think my sister will notice a little change like that, don’t you?” Calvin swallowed hard. That was a real problem too.

	“You don’t have any choice,” said Stephanie.

	“Well, if I can’t change then I’ll—” Calvin twisted his lips. “I mean, I’ll— or— oh no.” He was starting to understand the problem. He couldn’t change before he left the house or Abby would know who he was, but he couldn’t walk into his house without changing first or his mom would see him. He couldn’t change anywhere else either. Nor could he wait until they returned or even just wait until they left and then change. It seemed the only way to avoid being discovered was to take the biggest risk of them all: going with Stephanie and Abby.

	Calvin’s stomach dropped. “What are we going to do?!” he gasped.

	“We have one chance,” said Stephanie calmly, which helped calm Calvin; he was glad she spoke about “we” too and not “you”, as that gave him considerable assurance she was on his side. “You need to come with us. Then I can talk Abby into bringing us back after lunch and then you can change and race home dressed as a boy and no one will know anything.”

	“Except all the people at the restaurant and anywhere else we go!” whined Calvin.

	Stephanie shook her head. “It will be all right.”

	“How will it be all right? They’ll all see me!”

	“Yes, but they won’t know who you are. They’ll see you as a girl.”

	Calvin stared at Stephanie in disbelieving horror. He agreed that he looked kind of cute, but cute was not passable. And while he had enjoyed her saying that he looked like a girl, he didn’t really believe her. He thought she said that for his benefit, not because it was true.

	Calvin shook his head. “I— I can’t.”

	Stephanie took his hand. “You can. You look like a girl. My sister didn’t even recognize you and she’s seen you as a boy for years now. You can do this, Calvin. No one will ever know.”

	Calvin bit his lip nervously. Pretending to be a girl had been fun, but this was a dramatic escalation of that. He would be outside in a dress. No, worse, he would be in public in a dress. He would be surrounded by people, hundreds of people. What if someone spotted him as a boy? Or worse... “What if someone recognizes me?” he asked in a shaken voice.

	“They won’t. Just stay calm. Pretend you’re a girl, and no one will know.”

	“Are you sure?”

	Stephanie smiled broadly and assuringly. “I’m sure.”

	Stephanie grabbed Calvin by the sleeve and pulled him before her large mirror. He glanced at his reflection. It did look girlish, very girlish. He knew who he was, so he saw himself beneath the dress and the makeup and the long blonde hair. But he supposed that anyone who didn’t know what to look for might not see him. They might mistake him for a girl.

	“See what I mean?” said Stephanie. “You totally look like a girl... Jane.”

	Calvin cracked a broken smile. He was not at all sure, but he had come to trust Stephanie. If she said he could do it, then... maybe... maybe he could. He swallowed hard and nodded his head. “All right,” he said in a weak voice.

	Stephanie smiled and patted him on the shoulder.

	“Give me one second to change,” she said.

	Then she pulled some new clothes out of her closet. A moment later, she was yanking off the formal dress she wore and kicking off the high heels. She soon stood before Calvin in only panties and a bra, which made him blush and he turned his back rather shyly; she was quite beautiful. She then threw on a pair of pink shorts and a black and white blouse. To this, she added black wedges with cork heels. She looked chic but comfortable.

	“What am I going to wear?” asked Calvin.

	Stephanie bit her lip. She was afraid this was coming. “You need to wear what you’re wearing right now,” she said cautiously.

	Calvin furrowed his brow and glanced down at his outfit. He was wearing a tight dress and very tall, unstable high heels. This was hardly the outfit to go walking around in, especially for his first foray into public.

	“What are you talking about?” asked Calvin.

	“You can’t change. I’m sorry, Calvin.”

	“Why not?”

	“My sister thinks those are your clothes. How would we explain you suddenly changing from those into my clothes? She’s going to know something is wrong if you show up in one of my dresses.”

	“But—”

	“I’m sorry, Calvin. There’s no way. At least you look cute.”

	“Hardy har har,” said Calvin sarcastically. “You mean I need to go to wherever we’re going in this tight, girly dress and in these impossible shoes? I can’t walk in these!”

	“You’re going to have to. Besides, the more feminine you look, the better.”

	“How do you figure that?”

	“Because nobody is going to suspect a feminine looking girl of being a

	boy. But if you start wearing pants and sneakers and things, your boy shape will peek through and people are going to start wondering why this pretty young girl is so boyish. We don’t want that.”

	Calvin started to object, but before he could say a word, Abby popped her head through the door. Calvin jumped instinctively and dropped his hands to cover his body, hopeless though that was.

	“Are you girls ready?” asked Abby.

	Calvin shot Stephanie an evil glare. Stephanie smiled back an apology. Then she shrugged her shoulders at her sister.

	“We’re ready,” she said.

	Much to Calvin’s horror, it was time to leave the house.


Chapter Nine: “The World Outside”

	—o— 

	Abby opened the door.

	A gust of cold air rushed inside and came right for Calvin. It whirled around his exposed legs and shot up his skirt, caressing him in a way he’d never felt before. It made him tingle all over.

	“Is this what girls feel when they wear dresses?” he wondered.

	He shivered at the cool air, and he felt like he had stepped deeper into this secret world of girlhood.

	But now came the hard part.

	Calvin took a deep breath and he took his first step into the world behind the safety of Stephanie’s house. It was a small step, as he’d learned to take small steps in tall heels like the ones he wore, but it was an enormous step too: a step into the real world. He brought down his foot and heard the sound of his high heel striking the concrete for the first time. Now that sent a shudder down his spine!

	His other foot followed.

	“I’m outside! I’m outside!” gasped Calvin to himself.

	He was both thrilled and terrified. He glanced around nervously, worried that one of the neighbours would recognize him, or even that his mother might be looking out the window at this very moment. Abby hadn’t recognized him, but he was sure someone would. His mother must, if she saw him! He couldn’t look that girly after all! He took another step.

	And then another.

	He couldn’t believe he was marching toward Abby’s car on the front walkway right along with Stephanie. This was shocking! He was outside in a dress! Outside! A dress!

	“W— where are we going?” he whispered to Stephanie.

	She shrugged her shoulders. “Lunch.”

	“Yes, but where?”

	Stephanie shrugged her shoulders again. “I don’t know.”

	They kept moving. As they did, Calvin’s limited experience in heels, especially heels this high – he had worn these to dress up for the tea party, but had not expected to walk in them and had precious little experience in them – was starting to show. He was unsteady and wobbled a lot. At one point, he almost twisted his ankle. Ironically, he wore the highest heels of the group. Stephanie, by comparison, moved easily and gracefully in her wedges.

	“What happens if I fall?” he whispered to Stephanie.

	“Don’t,” was all Stephanie could offer as advice.

	Calvin glared at her. That wasn’t helpful. Still, it was all he had as they followed Abby to her car. He tried to focus on his balance even as he kept glancing from side to side as they went, watching each window, waiting for a neighbour to appear and stare in shock at him.

	“What if someone sees me?” whispered Calvin to Stephanie.

	“Then act like a girl.”

	Calvin bit his lip. That was the issue, wasn’t it?

	A few steps later, they mercifully reached the car. Stephanie opened the back door and Calvin dove in... or tried. Instead, he found that getting into a car in a tight dress and high heels was not as easy as diving in as he’d done as a boy. Instead, with subtle assistance from Stephanie, given in a way to keep Abby from hearing, Stephanie got Calvin to turn around and slide his rear in first. When it was planted on the seat, he lifted both feet off the ground, keeping them together, and then swung his legs into the car at the same time. When he was in, he crossed his legs as Stephanie had showed him earlier to make the skirt of his dress sit correctly.

	He was in.

	Stephanie climbed in a moment later as Abby came around and slipped into the driver’s seat. She buckled her belt and off they went, headed in the direction of the college. 

	—o— 

	Calvin watched all the people pass as they drove along the main street toward the college. None of them saw him, obviously, but it felt like little victories as he passed each one. He was in public in a dress, and no one had spotted him, no one was pointing fingers, no one was laughing. Even better, he sat next to Stephanie who had given him this and who obviously supported him. He didn’t know why she did – everything he had seen on television or heard at school told him there would be no on like her – but she had and that made him feel... well, he didn’t know how to say it.

	“This is amazing,” he whispered to Stephanie with a giggle.

	She smiled back and put her finger to her lips as she nodded her head toward her sister in the front seat, reminding him to be careful what he said.

	“So Jane,” said Abby as if on cue, “I don’t recall seeing you before. How do you know Stephanie?”

	Calvin shot a questioning glance at Stephanie, but she could only shrug in reply. He needed to answer this one or Abby would start to become suspicious. Calvin sighed, realizing her shrug was right.

	“I know her from school,” said Calvin. “Oh, you go to the same school?”

	Calvin nodded his head. “We do, yes.”

	“Are you graduating too after this semester?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	Abby chuckled. “Ma’am? How old do you think I am?” she joked. “Call me Abby.” She waited for Calvin to nod his consent. Then she continued. “So are you going to State College with Stephanie in the Fall?”

	Calvin bit his lip. He was not. He wanted to go to college, but it wasn’t in the cards. His mother worked hard to support them, but she didn’t earn anywhere near enough to send him to college. “Unfortunately, my mom can’t afford it,” said Calvin. “So I can’t go.”

	“I didn’t know that,” said Stephanie empathetically.

	Calvin blushed. “Yeah.”

	“Well, hopefully, you’ll find a way,” said Abby. “You still have some time to work it out.” She turned the corner and drove through a side gate onto the college grounds. “I need to stop at the college so Stephanie can get her admission paperwork. She’s going to State next semester if she gets her paperwork done.” This last comment seemed a little accusatory and it made Stephanie blush.

	“It won’t take long,” said Stephanie.

	Abby pulled up next to a gorgeous, old sandstone-brick building. She pulled into a convenient parking spot out front and nodded to Stephanie. Stephanie smiled at Calvin, told him to wait here and that she would be right back, and then she raced inside to get her forms.

	“I’m sorry to hear you can’t afford college,” said Abby.

	Calvin shrugged his shoulders. He’d come to terms with it. Not that he liked it, but he could do nothing about it. “I think Stephanie will really enjoy it.” Calvin nodded his head.

	“Your mother works hard though. She tries.”

	Calvin started to nod his head and then froze. How did Abby know who his mother was? His head jerked up. He swallowed hard. He was searching for some explanation he could offer for the way he was dressed, but nothing came to mind, literally nothing: his mind was a complete blank.

	“You know?” finally squeaked out of his mouth.

	Abby nodded. “I do, but nobody else will.”

	“H— how do you know?”

	She laughed. “That’s my mother’s dress, Calvin.”

	Calvin blushed. “You— you aren’t going to tell anyone, are you?”

	“Of course not. You and Stephie seem to be having a good time. It’s always nice when she finds friends. Why would I ruin that?”

	“I don’t know. I mean, a dress?”

	She laughed again. “You can keep the dress. My mother never wears it anyways; she won’t miss it. Just promise me you’ll be a good friend to Stephie or I won’t be so nice.”

	Calvin nodded his head. He was relieved and delighted, yet also terrified at the same time. Being discovered so easily raised all of his fears anew, though her positive response also gave him a tremendous feeling of hope. At the same time, he felt endeared that Abby cared about her sister so much.

	Stephanie returned a moment later holding forms. “Got them.” She hopped into her seat and buckled up her belt. She glanced from Abby, who was eyeing Calvin closely, to Calvin who seemed to be frozen in some internal conflict. “What did I miss?” she asked.

	Abby shrugged her shoulders and started backing the car out of the spot. Calvin forced a smile upon his lips and shook his head as if to say nothing had happened.

	“Who wants lunch?” asked Abby.

	Stephanie opened her mouth to respond. Then a wicked smile perched itself upon her lips. She leaned forward and whispered in her sister’s ear. 

	Abby shrugged her shoulders and chuckled.

	“Sure, why not?” said Abby.

	Stephanie glanced at Calvin and winked.

	Calvin returned a confused glance.

	“You’re going to love this,” she said. “Lunch?”

	Stephanie shook her head. “We’re making one more stop first.”


Chapter Ten: “A Thousand Flavors”

	—o— 

	Abby pulled into a parking spot in front of the row of small shops. The shop directly in front of them was a shoe store. That was their destination. Stephanie was beaming. Calvin, however, swallowed hard. He really just wanted to go home. He realized he was stuck getting lunch, but he absolutely did not want to add anything else to this trip. Still, part of him appreciated the spirit in which Stephanie had offered this; she wanted him to have an amazing experience as a girl. And truth be told, he found himself rather curious about the idea of visiting a women’s shoe store. Even men’s shoe stores were kind of cool, when they had the latest sneakers that is. Could women’s shoe stores be just as good? He just didn’t like the idea of getting out of the car too often and risking being spotted.

	“Are you two ready?” asked Abby.

	Stephanie glanced at Calvin and nodded her head. “We’re ready.”

	Calvin felt his heart race. It was pounding in his chest. This would be his first real time in public, not just sitting in the car or walking to the car from the house. This time, he would be on a street and a sidewalk in full view of potentially hundreds of other people. He suddenly felt very small... scared.

	“I— I don’t think I can do this,” he said to Stephanie.

	Stephanie smiled. “No one will know. And it will be great. You’ll see.”

	Calvin shook his head. “I don’t— I can’t.”

	“Trust me.”

	Calvin nodded his head but still couldn’t get himself to move. Part of him wanted to explore the mystery of “the shoe store” very much. Stephanie had made it sound like some sort of playground of pleasure. But a bigger part of him was too terrified to move. He was stuck.

	Stephanie saw this in his eyes. She got out of the car and came around to his side. She opened the door. Without a word, she held out her hand. He took it. As he did, he felt her confidence radiate into his hand, giving him strength.

	“Let’s go,” she said softly but firmly.

	Calvin suddenly started moving. He didn’t realize he was doing it, but

	he was. First, he slid his feet out of the car in the reverse order they had climbed in. He heard his heels strike and felt the soles of his shoes press against the asphalt of the parking space. Then he steadied himself against the door with one hand, and using Stephanie’s hand, he pulled himself to his feet. As he rose, he struggled momentarily for balance and his toes felt crushed in the heels, but he was standing.

	He was out of the car.

	Calvin glanced around. There were people everywhere, dressed in every sort of manner, doing all sorts of things. There were joggers, women with strollers, young couples sharing ice cream cones, and people looking in windows. Several glanced at him as he rose to his feet, but all turned away again without incident. None of them seemed to be looking at him after that. They hadn’t noticed him! When this thought hit him, an enormous smile broke out on his face and he filled with a sense of elation. He had done it!

	“Let’s go inside,” said Stephanie.

	Calvin took a relieved breath and nodded his head. He followed her up the curve and across the sidewalk to the front door of the shoe store. His heels clicked dully off the cement sidewalk as they went: THUNK! THUNK! THUNK! THUNK! THUNK! They didn’t sound like they did on the hardwood floors at Stephanie’s house at all, though they still sounded like women’s shoes.

	Stephanie opened the door. “After you.”

	Calvin stepped inside. As he did, an intense smell of leather filled his nose more powerfully that even the sweet smell of Stephanie’s room had done. The smell was so intense it was almost overwhelming. What’s more, it was so rich and layered that he could swear he could smell different types of leather in the air. It was a most arousing scent.

	Calvin glanced around. There were things everywhere, left, right and centre. The display in front of him showed a number of coloured pumps. To the right were displayed wedges in any number of colours. Some had thin straps, some had thick, some had dozens of straps, some had but one. Most had ankle straps, though not all, and one had long straps that were wound as if encircling the calves. To his left were boots of various heights, both in terms of rise up the leg and as in heel heights. Beyond those was a wall of flats. Elegant sandals stood next to those and white wedding shoes reflected beautifully in the golden light of their display case near a tower of purses. Everywhere he looked, he saw feminine treasures. He truly felt like a kid in a candy store or a toy department.

	“This is incredible,” said Calvin breathlessly.

	“Isn’t it?” said Stephanie proudly.

	“Look at all these shoes!”

	Stephanie nodded her head. “Like I told you... magic. So many choices, so many different styles, so many different colours. Anything you need to express your own individuality.”

	“Boys stores don’t have this.”

	“I know.”

	“It’s like an ice cream parlour with a thousand flavours,” said Calvin, echoing Stephanie’s prior description from the house.

	Stephanie smiled. “Exactly. Now let’s ‘eat’!”

	With that, Stephanie took Calvin’s hand and led him around the store. She showed him everything from wedges to stilettos, from flats to spikes, from boots to mules to slides to sandals. She explained each to him, when he would wear them, what he would wear them with, and the benefits and pitfalls of each. And with there being few customers, she was quite open in her dialog with him, having no fear that she might say something to give away his true identity.

	“Mules look great, but they’re hard to keep on your feet,” said Stephanie. “You’re basically just standing on the shoes except for this little strap at the front. That’s how you keep the shoe on your foot.”

	“Why would you wear something like that then?”

	“Because they look great. Plus, it’s part of the image. Mules are for women who want to look risqué.”

	“Risqué?”

	“Adventurous. These aren’t shoes you wear to weed in your garden. You wear them to go on vacation somewhere sexy or maybe on a dinner date when you want your date thinking about you,” said Stephanie.

	“But aren’t they difficult to wear?”

	“That’s the point. You’re showing off your balance and grace.”

	“Look at these,” said Calvin who had stopped to examine a truly challenging appearing pair of designer shoes with five-inch heels and red soles. They looked impossible to wear.

	“Those are fantastic,” said Stephanie as if it was obvious.

	“But look how high they are!”

	“Keep your heels and standards high, Calvin.”

	Calvin giggled.

	“Never heard that one?” asked Stephanie.

	Calvin shook his head. “My friends don’t really say things like that.”

	“Yeah, probably not,” said Stephanie. “In truth, these would take a lot of working up to—” she glanced at the rather tall heels on his feet “— although you appear to be doing well in the shoes you’re wearing. They’re about the same height. But before you decide you can just wear them, you need to try them on and see how you do and maybe practice in them. The higher the heel and the narrower the heel, the harder the shoes are to walk in. But there are tricks they do to make it easier. Adding a platform makes them easier to walk in. A shorter toe box, this bit on the front, also makes them look higher than they are.”

	“So there’s tricks?” asked Joe.

	“There are tricks in everything,” said Stephanie. “You can hide your shape or make yourself look like you have a different body type if you pick the right kind of dress. Sometimes you need baggy clothes, sometimes you don’t. Don’t boys think about these things too?”

	Calvin shrugged his shoulder. “I don’t think so.”

	“Their loss.”

	“Shoes help define your image. They give you personality. Are you classy? Are you down to earth? Are you professional? Think about Miss Deever at school. The shoes she wears scream that she’s looking for a man to take her away. But Miss Keller, she looks like she wants to join a convent. And Miss Powell—”

	“Wants to join the circus,” said Calvin.

	Stephanie smiled. This was one of the first jokes Calvin had made dressed as a girl and it made her happy that he seemed to be becoming more at ease with the role. Maybe she had a new girlfriend after all!

	“Exactly,” she said.

	At this point, a young man not much older than Stephanie or Calvin appeared behind them. He wore a dark suit with a dark tie. He smiled casually. Calvin tensed up when he appeared.

	“Can I help you find something?” asked the young man.

	Calvin glanced at Stephanie and shook his head. Stephanie, however, nodded her head back in response.

	“That would be lovely,” she said.

	“And what is the occasion?” asked the young man.

	“Oh, not for me, for my friend. She needs a pair of hot shoes for an upcoming dance. She’s a size eight.”

	Calvin’s jaw dropped and he shot Stephanie a wounded look. But as the young man turned and led them toward a different section of the store, she smiled broadly at Calvin.

	“You need the full experience!” she purred.

	Calvin had no idea what that meant, but he would have preferred to avoid drawing any extra attention, and having the young man look for shoes for him was drawing attention... a lot of it. He tried to think of some way to cancel the request, but there was none.

	Then it got worse.

	The young man grabbed three boxes and a pair of shoes from a display. He came toward Calvin. As he did, Stephanie pushed Calvin down onto a soft chair. Rather than handing Calvin the boxes, the young man set them down before the chair and then kneeled down before Calvin! He was literally on his knees at Calvin’s feet. A strange, indescribable feeling came over Calvin. It seemed to be a mixture of embarrassment and power.

	“What is he doing?! This never happened at Shoe Locker!” thought Calvin nervously. “And why do I feel so weird?!”

	Then the young man reached out for Calvin’s foot. Calvin instinctively started to pull it away, leading to a moment of cat and mouse before Stephanie placed her hand on his shoulder to stop him and the young man caught Calvin’s ankle. His touch was warm and soft and made Calvin tingle. This was a man touching him! The young man then slipped his warm fingers inside the straps of the leather sandal Calvin wore and slid them around his heel, pulling off the shoe in the process. He had expertly undone the buckle without Calvin even noticing! The feel of the young man’s fingers brushing against his skin and undressing his foot was terribly exciting. A warm, fuzzy feeling flooded Calvin and he melted in the chair, much to his shock.

	Calvin filled with conflicted emotions.

	Then the young man reached for the pair of shoes he had taken from the display. These were black pumps with a high heel and a double ankle strap. They had a small platform and narrow open toes.

	“These provide lots of support with the double strap,” said the young man. “They’re perfect for dancing.”

	Calvin nodded his head, but was barely listening. He was still replaying the feeling of the young man’s fingers brushing against his skin in his mind. He was still excited by that and still tingled. Meanwhile, the man slipped the pump into place, again brushing his fingers against Calvin’s foot before sliding it over his heel with an audible “pop”. He then buckled both straps with amazing dexterity.

	“Would you like to try the other as well?”

	“She’s fine just trying the one,” said Stephanie.

	Calvin looked at her and blushed. He realized he’d been in a sort of trance. He wasn’t sure why. He agreed with whatever she had said though and Stephanie held out her hand to help him up, so he took it and he rose to his feet. The two of them then tottered over to a nearby mirror. The black pump felt funny. It had such a different feel to it than the sandals. It was tighter in spots, gripped his ankle far more firmly, and offered a good deal more support. That said, the heel was a hint higher because it had the same heel height as the sandal, but a lesser platform, so it added more pressure to his toes. It felt less free too.

	“Women dance in shoes like these?” asked Calvin.

	“Women do a lot in shoes like those,” said Stephanie.

	Calvin poked his foot forward toward the mirror and admired the pump from several angles. It looked really good on his foot, and in turn, made his foot and leg really look beautiful. Indeed, he found himself feeling jealous he couldn’t wear shoes like this all the time.

	“One thing, Calvin,” said Stephanie cautiously. She glanced around before leaning in closer to whisper in his ear. “When you sit, cross your legs like I showed you at home.”

	“Why?”

	“When he bends over to work the buckles on your shoes, he can look right up your skirt if you don’t.”

	All the colour left Calvin’s face. Had the young man looked up his skirt? Had he seen Calvin’s panties? Maybe more? That thought almost sent Calvin into a swoon. What if the young man knew he was a boy? What if he had seen his— well? Even just seeing Calvin’s panties was— awkward.

	“I— Do you think he saw?”

	“That you’re a boy?”

	Calvin swallowed hard and nodded his head.

	Stephanie smiled. “No. But I think he probably saw your panties and I think it excited him quite a bit.”

	Calvin blushed. The swoon was back: another boy had seen his panties! But then something strange happened. Calvin’s embarrassment began to morph into a sort of thrill. He suddenly felt oddly proud that this young man had seen his panties and had apparently become excited. The whole idea made him feel ridiculously girly and he loved it, honestly. And by the time they turned back to the young man, he was feeling a strange sense of power.

	“Is this what girls feel when boys like them?” he wondered.

	He walked back to the young man, sat down, and confidently threw one leg over the other, smoothing out his skirt as Stephanie had showed him days before. He couldn’t help but smile as he watched the young man pull off the pump and replace it with another shoe, watching his legs as he did. 

	—o— 

	After trying on five pair total, Calvin politely declined to buy any. It wasn’t that he didn’t want them – he wanted all of them, and everything else in the store in fact – he just had no money. Stephanie had no money either. So their adventure to the shoe store would end without any trophies.

	“Are you two done?” asked Abby as she came over with a pair of sandals in a box.

	“Sadly,” said Stephanie. She turned to Calvin. “That’s the downside.”

	“What is?” asked Calvin.

	“While a store like this has everything you could ever want, you can’t afford it. Right now, I can afford exactly nothing.” She pointed longingly at a pair of designer pumps with a narrow t-strap which she had earlier referred to as “Mary Janes.” These were a dark maroon with a black polished sole and they were gorgeous. “When I get money, these are mine.”

	“When you get a job, maybe,” said Abby.

	“Or I marry rich.”

	“I’d count on the job.”

	Abby and Stephanie laughed, even Calvin joined in. He felt surprisingly comfortable suddenly. Not only had he been in a women’s store, looking at women’s things, dressed as a woman, and no one batted an eye, but he was interacting with Stephanie and Abby as a young woman. He felt amazingly welcomed!

	“Now can we get lunch?” asked Abby.

	Stephanie looked at Calvin, who nodded, and then smiled. “Sure.”

	 


Chapter Eleven: “Backwards and In Heels”

	—o— 

	By the time the trio reached the restaurant, being dressed in public seemed almost natural to Calvin. At the very least, it wasn’t stressing him out like it had before. That said, his stress level shot up again when they walked into the restaurant. Abby had chosen SportsSpot. This was a combination restaurant and arcade. They had the best burgers in town. They also had a number of video games and carnival games as well as a host of digital sporting challenges. They even had a mini basketball court. They were also packed with people, and that was the problem: wall to wall people, many Calvin’s age. He felt surrounded and like all eyes were on him!

	“C— can we go somewhere with fewer people?” asked Calvin.

	“You look fine,” said Stephanie.

	“Besides,” whispered Abby in his other ear so Stephanie couldn’t hear, “the best place to hide is in a crowd. You’ll be fine.”

	He bit his lip and accepted the inevitable. They started toward the front desk. “I’ve never been here before,” said Calvin.

	“It’s fun. Good food too,” said Abby. “I come here a lot with my friends.”

	“I like it,” added Stephanie.

	The host showed them to a table near the middle of the dining area. Calvin would have preferred a corner booth, but he had little to say about it. Fortunately, the restaurant was a hint on the dark side so the games would look all-the-brighter, and his disguise seemed to be holding up well; so far, no one had so much as paused to look at him. His confidence was growing once more. That said, he felt rather overdressed in the tight dress and skyhigh heels when everyone else around him wore shorts or short dresses and sneakers.

	“Can I get you some drinks to start?” asked the waiter when they were seated.

	“Lemonade please,” said Abby.

	Stephanie nodded her head in agreement and then turned to Calvin, who was still struggling to take in the idea of being surrounded by so many people. When he didn’t answer, Abby signalled the waiter to make it three.

	“It’s all right, Jane,” said Abby. “No one pays attention to anyone here. They’re all watching the games, the televisions, or their plates.”

	Stephanie agreed, missing the fact her sister was trying to calm Calvin. “W— what if someone—?”

	“If someone you know shows up, we’ll invite them to join us. In the meantime, why don’t you two play some games while we wait for the food,” said Abby, covering for his nearly exposing himself. She then dropped a handful of tokens on the table. She had gotten them the last time she came here with her friends.

	Stephanie scooped them up, grabbed Calvin’s hand and tugged him off to the arcade. Calvin swallowed hard but reluctantly went with her. What other choice did he have, after all? If he made a scene, he would only draw attention to himself and he sincerely hoped to get through lunch without anyone paying him the slightest attention whatsoever.

	“Don’t worry, Calvin,” said Stephanie as they moved past a number of tables. “No one will spot you here. It’s too dark and there’s just too much else going on. Besides, you’re totally convincing.”

	Calvin took a deep breath. It was hard to believe he could pass as a girl, but so far he had managed it all day. The shoe store had been a major test of that. The boy who helped him try on shoes had a chance to look right up his skirt but saw nothing. No one had. And no one had here either, so far.

	“I— I guess,” said Calvin more to himself than Stephanie.

	“Here, let’s play a game. That will take your mind off of things. What would you like to play?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“How about this one?” said Stephanie.

	They were standing before a racing game. Calvin didn’t like racing games, however. Racing games struck him as too random. It wasn’t so much about skill as luck. Besides, he was wearing high heels, which would make operating the pedals difficult and awkward.

	“How about this one?” asked Calvin.

	He pointed at a game which required the player to sink miniature basketballs into baskets for points.

	Stephanie hesitated. “I’d rather not.”

	“You don’t like basketball?”

	“I’m not good at it... I guess,” said Stephanie. She suddenly seemed shy.

	Calvin raised an eyebrow. “You guess? Who told you that?”

	“I guess they’ll let anyone in here,” said a condescending female voice. The voice was vaguely familiar to Calvin, though he couldn’t recognize it. Stephanie, on the other hand, knew exactly who it was. The voice belonged to Sally Williams. Sally was the captain of the girl’s basketball team at school. She had been the captain of the team every year since middle school. She was tall, blonde (dyed) and beautiful. She was also the person who kept Stephanie off the team in middle school, though Calvin didn’t know that. They had been friends at the time.

	Calvin turned to face this young woman. She wore a yellow romper and brown wedge-heeled sandals. She was pretty, that was true, but Calvin saw something malicious about her smirk, and he didn’t like the way Stephanie suddenly seemed ashamed even to exist. On her arm was a boy named Rex Carlson. Rex was on the boys basketball team and always seemed like kind of a jerk, though he had never noticed Calvin before. He rarely noticed the unpopular kids.

	“Do you mind, we’re playing here?” snapped Stephanie finally. She sunk a quarter into the basketball game.

	“That’s a quarter wasted,” said Sally snottily. She turned to Rex. “She’s a terrible shot.”

	Stephanie turned bright red. Calvin’s furrowed his brow. He didn’t like anyone picking on his friends, and he felt extra protective of Stephanie. Unfortunately, he’d also been taught never to be rude to girls, so he wasn’t sure how to handle Sally to help Stephanie.

	“Better shot than you,” said Stephanie, who was obviously upset.

	“If that were true, you would have made the team.”

	Stephanie glared at her angrily. “I can outshoot you any day.”

	“Ha!” laughed Sally.

	“You wanna put your money where your mouth is?” She held out the small basketball for Sally to take.

	“I don’t need to prove anything... I’m the captain of the team,” said Sally snidely.

	Calvin bit his lip. He wanted so badly to help Stephanie, to stand up for her, but he didn’t know how. This was all really new territory for him, both having a girlfriend to defend and being a girl himself. If he was a boy he could— well, he didn’t know how to solve this then either. But he was extra lost now.

	“Come on, Sall,” said Rex finally. “Don’t worry about a loser.”

	That was it. A boy he could handle.

	“Loser,” growled Calvin. “Say that to my face.”

	Rex raised an amused eyebrow at the young woman who had called him out. “Say it to your face? What’s she to you? Are you some kind of lesbian?” he sneered at Calvin.

	Calvin furrowed his brow. “No, I’m just a normal girl—” (he almost said “boy” but caught himself), “—who knows a loser when I see one. A loser and his girlfriend,” said Calvin.

	Rex laughed. “Come on, Sall. Let’s leave.”

	Calvin’s glare sharpened. He pointed to the basketball court. “Best of five.”

	“Best of five what?”

	“Baskets.”

	By this point, other kids had gathered around. Calvin barely noticed. All he saw was some cretin who had insulted the only person in the world who truly mattered to him and he wasn’t going to let that go unchallenged. Rex, on the other hand, had noticed, and he started to realize that backing down would look bad. Still, there wasn’t much honour in beating a girl, especially some girl who wasn’t even on the school’s team.

	“There’s no point in challenging a girl,” said Rex dismissively. He started to walk away with Sally on his arm again.

	“You don’t have to do this,” said Stephanie to Calvin.

	“No one, no one insults my best friend,” replied Calvin to Stephanie.

	A tear formed in Stephanie’s eye. She smiled.

	“You afraid, Rex?” demanded Calvin coldly.

	A murmur raced through the crowd. Rex’s ego burned. He wasn’t going to take that, even from a girl. He turned to tell Calvin he would accept his challenge, but then he saw the danger. He was on the basketball team and he was a boy. This young girl, she was nothing. That meant he was expected to win. If he lost, he would be humiliated. But even if he won, it wouldn’t show anything. Worse, it might give him a reputation for picking on girls. That wouldn’t look good to his teammates or his classmates, many of whom were in the crowd. This was a no-win thing for him.

	“Look, you’re pretty and all, but there’s no real challenge in this for me,” he said, hoping to talk his way out of it. “What’s the point? I mean, we both know—”

	“That you’re afraid,” snapped Calvin with perfect timing.

	The gathering crowd “ooh’d.”

	Rex realized he had no choice now, but he had to make it seem like he wasn’t picking on a defenceless girl. “All right,” he said. “But I want it to be fair. I’ll let you shoot first each time and you can miss once.” Rex knew that would save face as it made things seem more fair, even as he knew he would still win easily. And if somehow he didn’t, it would also provide a convenient excuse for his loss. Rex was no fool.

	But neither was Calvin.

	“I don’t need the help,” he said. He smirked. “I’ll tell you what. You sound unsure of yourself. I’ll wear my heels throughout, and I’ll shoot the last shot looking backwards.”

	Rex turned bright red. This girl had directly attacked his ego now. There was no way he could turn down this challenge now. And the way she offered to handicap herself was brilliant. It called him out and it flipped the expectations. He was now required to win by a mile. Up to now he assumed he would win – barring a miracle of some sort – but suddenly, he felt a vague feeling that he could actually somehow lose. That sent a chill down his spine. He decided to very publicly turn down her handicap offer.

	“You don’t have to—”

	“You’re on, loser,” snapped Sally suddenly.

	Rex glared at her unhappily. He really did not want to engage in this contest, especially as everyone in the restaurant was starting to gather around. But Sally had trapped him in her anger.

	“All right,” he said finally. “You can take off the heels though.”

	Calvin shook his head, however. He wasn’t backing down in the slightest. Calvin grabbed a basketball and walked over to the small court. His heels echoed off the hardwood floor as he went: CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	“You shoot first,” he said, and he tossed the ball to Rex.

	Rex’s competitive instincts kicked in. If he needed to do this, then he was going to do it. He was going to win and he was going to dominate. He snatched the ball out of the air before it even got to him, and shot it at the net without hesitation and without even looking at the net.

	SWISH

	It went through with nothing but net.

	“Top that,” said Rex. 

	—o— 

	Calvin watched the ball clear the net without touching any part of the rim. Rex hadn’t even looked before he shot. He started to realize this might have been a mistake. Rex was good. Really good. And he was supposed to beat him? And in heels? Had he been crazy?

	“It doesn’t matter,” said Calvin to himself, cutting off his worry. “You can do it.”

	He grabbed the ball, which someone had tossed to him – about forty people had gathered around the court to see what happened next, though the ending seemed in little doubt. He took the three steps to where Rex had shot from. He planted his feet. He turned to face Rex.

	“Nobody talks down to my friends.”

	Then he shot the ball without looking, just as Rex had done. Fortunately, in his haste to show off, Rex hadn’t picked a particularly difficult angle or anything. So Calvin’s shot was surprisingly quite easy.

	The ball flew toward the net. It hit the rim... but it went in. It counted.

	“Matched.” 

	—o— 

	“Incredible shot,” said Stephanie as the crowd applauded. She stood behind Calvin, who had retrieved the ball when it came back to him. “I had no idea you were an expert shot.”

	Calvin twisted his lips guiltily. “Thanks.”

	“You know you don’t have to do this, right?” she said. “We can walk away.”

	Calvin glanced around at the steadily growing crowd. There had to be nearly fifty people watching now. Some of them knew him, though surely they didn’t know him this way.

	“I want to. They need to be taken down a peg,” he said.

	“And you’re the man to do it,” said Stephanie with a knowing smirk.

	Calvin glanced down at his toes sticking out the fronts of his highheeled sandals, his legs exposed below his ultra-tight skirt which barely let him move his legs, and the blonde strands hanging in his face.

	“Something like that,” he said.

	“Seriously though, Calvin. With everyone watching— I don’t want you exposed.”

	“I know,” he said. “But I’m willing to risk it.” He smiled. “Besides, you said no one will spot me. I’m totally convincing, remember?” With that, he stepped to the edge of the court, turned and shot.

	It went through. More applause.

	Someone tossed Rex the ball and he came to where Calvin had stood. Like Calvin, he turned and shot. His shot went through too. He then raced beneath the hoop, grabbed the ball, and shot it from right beneath the net. 

	Then he caught the ball and pitched it to Calvin.

	“Your shot,” said Rex.

	“Your luck is running out,” said Sally coldly from the sideline.

	Calvin ignored her. He moved beneath the net where Rex had stood. He didn’t have a lot of experience shooting from directly beneath the net. That wasn’t something he thought looked like fun at the park where he sometimes shot baskets. Calvin set his feet. As he did, it occurred to him that he was wearing heels. He’d been so distracted that he’d almost forgotten, but now he remembered. He wasn’t standing flat-footed, he stood on his toes. He stood like a girl. His heels were high in the air. What’s more, they were exposed. Anyone could see them. That thought was a little exciting actually. He suddenly wondered how many of the people staring at him were staring at his feet in their heels, or at his legs still tightly together in his tight dress. Were they looking at him or his talent? What a strange thought.

	Calvin bounced the ball once off the floor. Then he spread his legs as far as the skirt would let him. He felt the cool restaurant air rush up his skirt, tickling his skin. He liked that feeling. Then he looked up at the net. It was right over his head. He shifted the ball from his left to his right and back. He raised the ball up in the air to his right and he pitched it against the backstop as best he could. It came right back down at him. So fast, in fact, that he ducked to avoid being hit. He tottered off quickly in his heels to avoid that fate.

	CLICK!CLICK!CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	He hadn’t seen it, but he knew he’d missed; it came down right at him.

	The crowd burst out in applause and some cheering. Calvin bit his lip. They were cheering his failure. Had they perhaps seen through the dress and heels and makeup and now they were ready to mock him? Then Stephanie came racing over. Calvin felt terror start to rise within him.

	“Great shot!” exclaimed Stephanie as she came racing over.

	“What? I missed,” said Calvin.

	“No, you didn’t, it went right through the net. It was a better shot than his.”

	Calvin looked confused. Then he realized that the ball had come back down so fast he assumed it had come back straight down. He didn’t realize it had come through the net. He hadn’t lost. 

	—o— 

	Rex looked frustrated. He hadn’t been able to beat this girl. This was supposed to be over already. He’d taken two hard shots, shots a girl shouldn’t make, and yet she’d made both. He was starting to feel embarrassed.

	It was time to end this.

	Rex snatched up the ball.

	“Hey, it’s not your turn,” growled Stephanie.

	Rex waved her away with his hand. He didn’t care. He was going to beat this girl finally and shut this crowd up. He marched to the back end of the court... and kept going. Rex walked another ten feet and turned between two tables. This would be an incredible shot if he pulled it off. Between the distance, the bad lighting and the surrounding distractions, it seemed a real long shot. But if it was a long shot for him, it would be an impossibility for some mere girl.

	“That’s not fair!” growled Stephanie. “You can’t leave the court!”

	Rex ignored her. He squared his feet, raised the ball to his shoulders, targeted the hoop and shot.

	He came up short. He’d missed.

	The ball bounced harmlessly off the court into the crowd. The crowd gave out a loud “oooh.” They were against him. Perhaps they had a natural affinity for an underdog, perhaps they didn’t like him fighting a girl, or perhaps they didn’t approve of him cheating. Either way, this was now in Calvin’s hands. If he could sink it, he would win... but the shot looked impossible.

	Calvin took the ball and slowly dribbled out to where Rex stood. It felt funny taking such short steps as the heels required, one foot directly in front of the next, as he dribbled. He doubted very many basketball coaches would have approved.

	“Good luck,” said Rex dismissively.

	Calvin ignored him. He planted his feet and raised the ball to his shoulders. Then something struck him. He smirked at Rex. Then he turned around, placing his back to the net. He’d just made the impossible doubly-so.

	“Calvin, you don’t have to do that until the last shot,” called out Stephanie.

	Calvin smiled at her and winked. Then he closed his eyes and he heaved the ball up and over his head. It soared off toward the basket. It seemed to be on course. Was it high enough though? Was it straight enough? The crowd held their breath. The arcade went silent. Time seemed to stand still.

	“No!” cried Sally.

	WUSSSSSHHHHH!

	Nothing but net.

	An instant later, the crowd erupted in a roar. Calvin had done it. He’d done it in a dress. He’d done it in heels. He’d done it against a member of the school’s team. Best of all, he’d done it for his friend. He’d won.

	Stephanie came racing over and grabbed Calvin in her arms and hugged him.

	“You were amazing!” she beamed. “I never knew you were so good!” Calvin smiled shyly. “I didn’t either!”

	 


Chapter Twelve: “All Good Things”

	—o— 

	These last few days had been amazing for Stephanie. She had utterly fallen in love with the idea of Calvin as a boy in a dress as her best friend. She didn’t know what it was about him wearing a dress, but it made everything so much more special. She never wanted it to end, especially after Calvin’s victory over the school bullies who had been so mean to her. When they got home and Abby left, Stephanie took Calvin to her room to change back out of his dress and heels before he went home. She wanted to tell him how much she appreciated the past few days.

	“That was amazing,” said Stephanie as Calvin pulled the high-heeled sandals from his feet. “In heels too.” She chuckled.

	Calvin took a deep breath and nodded his head. It felt good to flex his toes and spread his feet flat again. “They are gorgeous shoes. I see why women love them, but they are hard to wear... especially to play basketball.”

	“Yeah, not really court shoes.”

	“Definitely not.”

	Stephanie then giggled at the image of Rex’s face as he missed that final shot. “They were so angry. Sally disappeared before the ball hit the floor. Rex took off when everyone came to congratulate you.”

	Calvin pulled the dress over his head and laid it over the back of Stephanie’s chair. He wore only the panties and stockings now, plus of course, the makeup. The wig already lay on her bed. He ran his hands over the dress. There was something sad in the gesture.

	Stephanie noticed. She sensed what was coming.

	“Do you want to come over tomorrow?” she asked, a fragile, hopeful smile appearing on her face. “I have a really cute sweater and skirt combo you would look great in. We can do each other’s makeup and gossip about boys.” Somehow, she knew the answer though.

	Calvin took a deep breath. He loved the idea of trying on new dresses and spending the day with his new friend Stephanie. Unfortunately, the events of today had worn him out. He would need time to recover his nerve and to recharge. In the meantime, he didn’t see himself putting on another dress for quite some time, if ever really.

	“I’m sorry,” said Calvin and he shook his head.

	Stephanie’s fragile smile faded. “I understand.”

	“It’s not you. I love being your friend and I hope we are still friends. You’re like my best friend, honestly. It’s just, I think I need to take a break from wearing dresses and panties and things like that—”

	“And heels?” asked Stephanie with a laugh.

	“And heels.”

	“So you’re done?”

	Calvin hesitated. “I think so.”

	Stephanie sighed. “It was fun though.”

	“It was fun.”

	“School starts soon. You will still be my friend at school, won’t you?” asked Stephanie.

	“I wouldn’t miss it.” Then Calvin laughed. “Besides, I think Abby would kill me if I wasn’t!”

	Stephanie smiled. “She can be overprotective.”

	“She’s just a good sister.”

	“Can I help you take off the makeup?” asked Stephanie.

	Calvin smiled and nodded his head. It needed to come off. His mother would lose her mind if he came home covered in makeup. So he sat down at her table and picked up the makeup remover pads. He handed those to Stephanie and she got to work on his face. A few minutes later, Calvin looked normal again. There was no dress, no panties, no heels and no makeup. Everything about him said boy, at least on the outside. He looked Stephanie up and down and smiled.

	“I had an amazing time,” he said.

	“I did too.”

	They hugged. After that, Calvin walked out the back door into the backyard and hopped over the fence. He walked past the flowerbed which had been expertly weeded – at least behind the large planter – and made his way inside. He heard his mother on the phone in her room. He grabbed some juice from the refrigerator and made his way to his room. He sat down in his chair and took a deep breath. It had been quite a few days. It had been fun, exciting and terrifying all at once. But it needed to end.

	Calvin was just about to rise from his chair and go see his mother when his hand touched something soft and silky in his pocket. He pulled the item out. It was the pair of pink panties. The second pair he stole. Stephanie had slipped them into his pocket. Calvin turned to throw them into his waste basket...

	... and then he stopped.

	He smiled.

	And then he stuck them into his desk drawer. Perhaps he wasn’t finished after all. 

	But that was another story.


From Ann

	—o— 

	I hope you enjoyed this story. I envision this being the first in a series of stories about Calvin and Stephanie which eventually tell the story of their love. Please let me know your thoughts on that!

	For those who are unfamiliar with my catalog except for this book, this book is rather different than my normal work. My normal work is more erotic and often involves a good deal more difficulties and humiliations for the heroes, though I do usually try to have happy endings. So read the rest of my catalog with caution.

	Don’t forget to watch for more Pink Label Books. And please leave a positive rating or review. That will help me immensely. 

	Best wishes,

	Love,

	Ann 
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