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I was well and truly in the last place that I had ever expected to be. At the start of that day, when I was filled with dread and nerves, tensely awaiting a professional makeover and fearing the wedding of Sarah and Jackson, I had never expected the day to end there.

Where ‘there’ was, was the backseat of a vintage car, proudly adorned with the phrase “just married.” And I was sitting right next to Sarah. But those words felt like a cruel mockery, in the face of what had just happened.

Sarah’s life had all but fallen apart, in the ornate side room of the kind of manor house you’d only read about in old British fiction. Jackson had tried to cheat on her. On their own wedding day, of all days. And not just with anybody.

He had tried to kiss me.

Me, the man. The man who had been pretending to be a woman at his and Sarah’s wedding day. The same wedding day which he had forbidden me from attending. The day on which I was pretending to be Katy, so that I could be with his fiancee.

Or, maybe, I was pretending to be Katy because I was starting to like it.

My head was a rush of emotions. I couldn’t pinpoint even one of my thoughts, they were all moving so quickly. And so many of them conflicted with one another.

Was I sad for Sarah? Was that my main emotion? I loved her, and her wedding had been a disaster. Her heart had been broken by Jackson. It was a pain so visceral that I could feel it, hers as my own. It broke my heart as well.

But was I also a little pleased with what had happened? It was so cynical to think it, and so much so that I almost didn’t even want to admit to myself that I felt that way.

I had managed to come to terms with Sarah getting married. I had almost managed to push aside my jealousy and petty hatred of Jackson. But then, sitting in the back of the car next to her, I couldn’t help but feel my passion for her setting my heart on fire once again.

Sarah had forgiven my part in the kiss with Jackson entirely. She had almost been apologetic for what had happened. She had been so much less hurt than I had expected.

In fact, Sarah almost seemed excited by the premise of the two of us heading towards their honeymoon destination together, rather than her and Jackson. It was hard not to feel like something was happening between us, even if I was dressed in a bridesmaid’s gown and a pair of silver, satin high heels.

But there were other thoughts that crowded my mind, and they barely even related to Sarah at all. It was strange, maybe even selfish. I felt as if Sarah should have been all I could think about. But she wasn’t.

I was still pretty tipsy. I had been drinking all day and drinking far too much. And, maybe it was the drinks, but my mind kept going back to the same question.

Did I want to be Katy?

I had thought - time and time again - that I didn’t. As a teenager, I’d tell myself that I was only letting Sarah do my makeup, as I had a crush on her and it meant I could spend time with her.

As an adult, I claimed I was only dressed up as Katy for her bachelorette, and because that meant keeping Sarah as a part of my life. That weekend, I had justified dressing up as her bridesmaid, as it meant going to her wedding when Jackson had so clearly forbidden me - the real me - from coming.

Although that phrase even, ‘the real me,’ was starting to become blurred. I had been fully considering Kyle to be the ‘real me.’ Katy was just a character that I played, as she was who had helped me become so close with Sarah. She always had been a character, and always would have been.

But that day, the day of the wedding, I was once again starting to question that. I felt elated when I saw myself in the mirror as Katy, as I always did. I had enjoyed Jackson’s friends flirting with me. I enjoyed Tom dancing with me. I had enjoyed being treated like a woman and doing my makeup and wearing dresses.

I wasn’t sure if any of those really aligned with my image of ‘the real me.’

Maybe it was time to accept that I didn’t just do those things for Sarah. Maybe a part of me did enjoy it. Maybe I even desired it. It wasn’t just that I had gotten into a few fun situations as Katy, whenever I was roped into it. Rather, I sort of wished that I could be Katy, and then that way I could experience those situations as her.

The three of us in the car, me, Sarah, and our driver, Craig, had been silent for what felt like a long time. I finally decided to be the one to break that quiet.

“So.”

I began to feel my question was stupid as soon as I started to speak it.

“How are you feeling?”

Her brand new husband had just attempted to cheat on her, on her wedding day. I was fairly sure I could guess Sarah’s answer.

“Relieved,” was her solitary and surprising response.

“What?” I asked, a little dumbfounded.

She had already told me that she was sort of happy that her suspicions about Jackson had been confirmed. She had explained to me that she had always wondered if he was still cheating on her. But I never in a million years expected relief to be her foremost feeling about the day.

“Like I said,” she continued, “I had been scared about our wedding. That’s not how any woman should feel on one the biggest day of her life. Bing with Jackson had made me fear my own wedding day. If I had been so worried that I was making a mistake, maybe I should count my blessings that I realized I had made a mistake so soon. On the very same day that I married him.”

“God, Sarah,” was all I could think to murmur. “So what are you going to do?”

“Well obviously not stay married,” she answered. “I guess get an annulment or something. I’m pretty sure that having your husband try and cheat on you with your bridesmaid on your wedding day is pretty solid grounds for canceling the marriage.”

“Fair point,” I conceded.

I went back to sitting silently. The conversation had felt fraught. I traced the swirls of lace on my peach dress with a painted nail. I didn’t know what to say that didn’t sound stupid and I didn’t know what to ask that wouldn’t make Sarah feel bad about the day.

She may have said she was relieved but I sure as hell wasn’t. Even if Sarah wasn’t feeling it, I had never been so tense.

Tense for her, tense for me. Tense for what we were even about to do.

“Do you like the dress?” Sarah asked me, after I had run out of things to say.

“I really do,” I admitted.

“How about the day. Did you have a good time?” she queried. “Aside from the obvious bit at the end.”

She laughed briefly. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to.

“I had a lot of fun.”

I didn’t feel there was any need to lie to her any more. I didn’t necessarily want to tell her how I had felt towards Tom - and I sure as hell didn’t want to admit to her how I felt when Jackson kissed me - but I didn’t need to act as if I hated every part of being Katy.

“That’s good,” she told me with a smile. “That makes it worth it, at least.”

I smiled back. In my mind though, I couldn’t help but replay what she had just said. Was she saying that the whole day falling apart - her whole relationship falling apart - was fine? All because I had a nice day?

Mercifully, she didn’t have me try and make sense of it enough to formulate a response. Almost as soon as she said it, she spoke again.

“I need to shut my eyes for a bit,” she told me.

“Oh, okay,” I said, semi-relieved I didn’t have to elaborate on my previous answers, or think of anything at all tactful to ask about her.

She leaned forwards between the two front seats and spoke to Craig.

“Mind waking us up when we get to the hotel?”

“Course,” he replied. “You ladies get some rest. Sounds like it was a hell of a day.”

That was one way to summarize it.

I hadn’t intended to, but I fell asleep almost as soon as Sarah did. One moment, I was fiddling with the heel on my shoe and the next I felt Sarah tapping on my arm.

“Katy, you awake?” she asked with a gentle whisper that still startled me out of my skin regardless. “We’re here.”

I looked at where ‘here’ was. I knew that we were going to a hotel before the next leg of the journey. But I had no idea that we were going anywhere near as nice as what I saw, when my eyes had finally adjusted to being open again.

It wasn’t just any hotel. It was a Hartlett Hotel. I knew about them but had never even dreamed of staying in one. Even on my salary, a room there felt like ridiculous money.

I was pretty sure that a week in one of their hotels would cost me well over a month in my apartment. And, being a single man living alone, my apartment wasn’t cheap.

There was definitely a reason they could charge so much, however. They were all beautifully built and very exclusive, as they had nowhere near enough rooms to cater for the kind of demand they had. The one that Sarah and I had been driven to felt like no exception.

I was faced with a grand, sandy colored brick building, shaped like a pentagon. It had huge ornate windows, inset into the walls, and was adorned with canvas canopies over doorways and first floor windows.

It was finished with Juliet balconies and a gray sloped roof with iron railings. It looked almost European, but somehow not at all out of place in its surroundings.

Staying at a place like that had always been a dream of mine. Staying at a place like that with Sarah was pure fantasy. The swirl of emotions began to spin around my head again and I barely even knew what to say. We were only going to be there for one night - or what was left of it, that was - but I could barely wait.

The emotion that finally began to come to the forefront and take hold was intense excitement.

“You okay?” Sarah asked me.

I must not have said a word, since she woke me.

“God yes,” I replied.

She just laughed as our driver got out to open her door. She swung her legs out, the endless train of the dress following her as she pulled herself out of the door. The driver opened my door for me, I thanked him, and my billowing dress followed Sarah’s lead.

“I’ll see you ladies in the morning,” Craig said, as he closed our doors. “Try and get some sleep, huh. Sounds like a crazy day.”

“Thanks, Craig,” I replied, slightly amazed with myself for still being able to do the Katy voice so flawlessly after a whole day of doing it.

“See you tomorrow,” Sarah added, as she took my hand and led me towards the hotel.

The feel of Sarah’s hand in mine felt as electric as ever. Every touch we shared, as little as the brush of an arm or as large as a kiss, was bliss. My feelings for her had never lessened. As much as I had tried to tell myself that I didn’t care that she was marrying Jackson, I knew deep down that it was a lie.

Our high heels clicked down a short, tiled driveway, as hotel staff moved back and forth around us. We reached the huge and ornate wooden front doors, and both were opened for us with synchronized precision by a pair of doormen. Even at that hour, they seemed thrilled to welcome us.

We made our way towards a front desk, made of marble and dark wood, where a woman immediately spoke to us as soon as we approached.

“Sarah?” she asked.

“How did you know?” I asked, a little perplexed.

“The wedding dress was almost too much of a clue,” she said with a smile.

“Ah,” I uttered, feeling a touch silly.

“And you must be Jackson?” she said, her statement sounding much more like a question.

“No, no,” Sarah answered for me. “Change of plan. This is Katy.”

“Oh,” the woman behind the counter looked perplexed, that time.

A series of hotel staff ferried suitcases into the hotel around us

“Jackson won’t be joining us,” Sarah clarified.

“Okay,” the woman confirmed.

With that word, she snapped back to her professional demeanor. I wondered whether she must have either dealt with something like that before, or whether a runaway bride was actually not even one of the more dramatic things she’d seen.

A hotel as expensive as that was bound to have been home to some real drama, in its time.

A sympathetic look snapped onto the woman’s face.

“Would you like us to remove the decorations from your room?” the woman asked.

“No, forget it, we can do it ourselves,” Sarah replied.

I hadn’t even considered that, with us being on Sarah’s honeymoon for the next week, it was going to be impossible to avoid reminders of what had happened at the wedding.

‘Happy honeymoon’ and ‘newlyweds’ and ‘just married’ signs were going to be littering every room we set foot in. I hoped that Sarah wouldn’t feel too upset, having to see all of them.

“Oh god,” I quietly muttered under my breath.

“What was that?” Sarah immediately asked.

“I just realized something,” I felt a pang of panic. “How the hell am I supposed to come with you on this trip? I’m meant to be at work on Monday!”

“Just call in sick,” Sarah said, waving a hand in a blase manner.

“What?”

“Just call in sick,” she repeated. “How many times have you ever even been actually sick at your job? Surely you’ve got some days spare.”

I thought about it for a second. Sarah was right. Although I had one reservation with her plan.

“I’ve never called in sick in my entire life.”

Sarah laughed.

“Well, no time like the present to try something new,” she told me with a wicked grin.

In no other circumstance would I have ever even considered calling in sick to work. Even when I was actually sick, I still rarely ever took a day off. They generally had to force me home, when I was too gross and snotty to work with.

That day though, knowing that lying to work could mean a whole week alone with Sarah, it felt like a no-brainer.

“Okay ladies,” the receptionist spoke as soon as we finished our own conversation. “Your keys are ready, Arthur here will lead you to your suite.”

Our suite. At a Hartlett Hotel. Sarah and Jackson must have spent a fortune on that one night alone.

We were led to an elevator, in which the doors were gold and the internal paneling was gold to match. They sure didn’t want to let me forget that I was in one hell of a fancy place.

That theme continued with the marble flooring in our hallway, and the doorway to our room. Its wooden rings made it look as if it had been carved from one huge horizontal slice of a giant tree trunk.

“Your room, ladies,” the concierge, Arthur, told us as he unlocked the door and turned on the lights. “Would you like a tour of the room?”

“No thanks, we just need to find the bed,” Sarah said immediately. “Good night!”

“Good night,” Arthur replied, before turning on the spot and leaving us.

The clicking of our high heels in the marble hallway stopped, as we stepped onto the plush carpet of our suite. We were greeted at once by a stack of suitcases, which reminded me of something important.

“Oh god,” I said, louder that time.

“What is it?” Sarah asked, with audible concern in her voice. “What’s wrong?”

“My suitcase,” I answered. “I left it in the hotel.”

“So what?” Sarah asked, as if it was absolutely nothing. “I packed, like, a hundred outfits for this. Just share with me. Unless you’re too good for that all of a sudden.”

She smiled as she said it. It was the same mischievous look that she’d already given me that evening. She had looked at me that way quite a few times, since I started being Katy again.

“I guess not,” I answered.

“Good. Cause three of those suitcases are my clothes. I don’t want to have to carry all of them myself” she joked.

“What’s the fourth?” I asked.

“Jackson’s,” she replied, bluntly.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, feeling almost stupid for asking.

“No need to apologize,” she said at once. “But, unless you want to wear any of his stuff instead, I think we’re safe to leave it behind.”

I didn’t want to wear any of Jackson’s stuff.

I wanted to spend that week as Katy.
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As soon as we had finished that conversation, we were in bed, and as soon as we were in bed, we were asleep. We didn’t even get changed or take off our makeup.

I woke up holding Sarah. She had managed to find her way into my arms during the night, the front of my body pressed against her back. I could feel her chest gently rise and fall as I lay there, as I waited for her to also wake up.

I was surprised to find her there, still next to me. It felt as if everything that happened should have been some kind of dream. Or maybe a nightmare for Sarah, at least.

As much as I now sort of resented myself for thinking it, I had wanted Sarah and Jackson to break up for as long as they were together. To finally have it happen didn’t feel like it should have been possible.

To have her now - her in her wedding dress, me in my bridesmaid dress, sharing a bed together - it was completely surreal. I had dreamed that Sarah and Jackson’s wedding would never happen, but then to actually see that play out, it wasn’t exactly what I had imagined. I never imagined feeling all this sadness for Sarah.

I had never considered her feelings, when I had fantasized about her and Jackson splitting up. I had been completely self-involved. I thought about it would be for me, for Sarah to be single again. I thought about how I would feel, for her to be apart from him. I never once thought about how Sarah would be left, torn apart and damaged by it all.

I felt a pang of guilt, as I held Sarah in my arms, lying in the bed paid for by her and Jackson, waiting for her to wake up.

When she eventually did, she rolled over, still in my arms, and faced me. Her movement made her hair brush past my face. It smelled floral, maybe like blossom. The guilt wrapped further around me.

But, when Sarah had fully turned to face me, I was met with a smile.

“Morning,” she playfully groaned, nestling further into my embrace.

“Good morning,” I replied.

The entire time that I had been awake, I had been wondering whether I should have been apologizing to Sarah. And then I was wondering how to do it. Where to even start tackling an apology so large. But it seemed like she wasn’t expecting anything of the sort from me.

“Don’t we look the pair,” she continued.

I looked down at us, the parts visible outside the bedsheets. I could see her still flawlessly made-up face, my eyes barely able to tear away from her smoky bronze eyes and glossy nude lips.

Her radiant blond hair, pooled on the pillow next to me. The bodice of her brilliant white dress poked from under the covers, the lace flower detailing visible even in the subdued morning light. The train of her dress even hung on the floor, where it spilled out of the bed.

My own appearance was probably not much different. I could still see my own peach bodice, the intricately decorated cups just exposed. My blond hair - or wig, rather - flowing around me, just as Sarah’s did. I could feel my high heels, still on my feet. Somehow it wasn’t even the first time I’d fallen asleep in heels.

I could even feel the makeup as it still sat heavily on my face. My long lashes drifted with each blink and the layers of primer and foundation and contour and blusher all clung to my skin.

“How are you feeling?” I asked Sarah.

“Mostly just hungover,” she replied, gently rubbing one painted eye with the heel of her palm, before checking it for makeup smudges.

I had expected more. I had anticipated her telling me about her sadness or her regret or her fears for her new and uncharted future. I didn’t expect the hangover to be the worst of her worries. I felt I should ask more, to try and understand how she really felt, but I didn’t quite know how to do so.

“How are you feeling about going on this trip?” was the best way I could think to ask that question.

“Good,” she answered, simply. “It’s not the honeymoon I had planned but it’s the honeymoon I’m happy to have.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Cause I get to go with you,” she beamed a smile at me. “I get to go with my Katy!”

“Yeah?”

I wasn’t quite sure I fully understood her enthusiasm, especially considering everything else that had happened.

“Well, yeah. Like, I always wanted to go on vacation with you. I think I even asked you when we were kids. But you never said yes,” she pouted a little. “So if this is what it took to get you to come on vacation with me, then so be it.”

She laughed but I didn’t. I was almost concerned with how well she was taking everything. I knew Sarah was strong - she was probably one of the strongest people I knew - but I thought what had happened should have been enough to destroy anybody. Even her.

“So your wish came true?” I asked, cagily.

“My wish came true,” she answered.

Her enthusiasm was nice, I wasn’t taking for granted how much she wanted to be with me. But I also felt like her enthusiasm and bubbly energy would fall apart at any moment. Like she’d hit all of the other stages of grief at any moment.

Not that I was sure that ‘enthusiasm’ was one of the stages of grief.

“So what now?” was my next question.

“We get ready,” Sarah replied, as if it was the most simple thing in the world.

And to her, it seemed like it was. She threw the comforter off of herself, swung her legs and the remainder of her giant bridal train out of the bed, and hopped up onto her white high heels.

“Can you help me out of this?” she gestured at her ornate gown.

“Oh, okay,” I said with a little hesitancy.

I wasn’t sure why I felt hesitant. I had seen her in her underwear a few times. But this time felt different, though.

The idea of taking Sarah out of her wedding dress was what must have been making me feel weird. I had always dreamed of Sarah and I getting married. I would have lied if I said that I hadn’t fantasized about seeing her take her wedding dress off. I hadn’t pictured it like this, though.

I forced myself out of the bed as well, to join Sarah. My dress swished against the bedsheets as I did, and I had to hold the top of the bodice to protect the mesh sleeves from being pulled away from me.

Sarah smiled as she saw me do so, and turned to allow me to reach the intricate loops that sealed the back of her dress. She held onto the low-cut neckline of her own dress as she did.

Each loop was hidden among the swirling lace and floral details. As I reached for them, it looked as if my fingers were shaking slightly, as I traced the seam that sealed the two sides of her bodice. I wasn’t sure if it was nerves or just the hangover. Both, maybe. Still, I found one loop, then another, and another, until I’d unhooked each of them.

I stepped back. Sarah released her grip on the dress. It fell. She looked over her shoulder at me and smiled, her bright teeth somehow drawing my attention away from the other sight I was met with.

The white dress had settled by her feet, like a snowdrift that had blown up against her high heels. Her perfectly smooth and lightly tanned skin was visible everywhere. All the way down her back and all the way up her legs. All she wore were her high heels and a pair of white panties, the floral lace identical to that on her dress.

Her smile turned to a grin. I realized all of a sudden that it must have been because of my expression. It was completely by accident, but I registered that my eyes had shot wide open, like some kind of cartoon character.

Still facing away from me, Sarah put her right arm across her breasts. She kept her gaze locked on mine and turned to face me. Her forearm covered her nipples, but nothing else. She was still grinning at me.

“Shower’s behind you,” she said, in a half-whisper.

The tone of her voice felt sultry. Like she knew that she had just blown my mind and she was enjoying that fact. She was toying with me, maybe.

I wasn’t sure if I minded.

She placed her left hand gently on my shoulder as she walked past, and let her fingers trail off of me as she moved by. I could hear her chuckling gently as she opened the door to the shower, leaving me alone.

My mind was racing again. Sarah had been taking the fallout from her wedding remarkably well. And, on top of that, she had been toying with me more and more over the previous weeks. It was all becoming too much to try and process.

So I didn’t. I didn’t try. I waited for Sarah to shower and I looked at myself in the mirror. My makeup hadn’t faded at all. My dress was slightly crinkled, but it didn’t look much worse for wear, even despite sleeping in it. I was amazed I’d even managed to sleep at all, in something so intricate and poofy.

I was still amazed by how Mark, Sarah’s makeup artist, had made me look. Sarah and I had always done a great job of my makeup in the past, but looking at what Mark had done was different. It made me feel as if there was still untapped potential, in the way I looked.

Or, the way I looked as a woman, at least. I was feeling as if I had become so caught up in the madness of the wedding and the bachelorette, and even just the reemergence of Katy, that I had sort of started to lose the outlines of my own identity.

I’d lost the definitions of what made me Kyle and what I did to pretend to be Katy. The colors of one version of myself had started to bleed into the other.

My silver satin high heels twisted back and forth in the mirror, as I turned on the spot to watch the way I moved. I watched in silent joy as my dress moved with me, slowly floating like a smoke trail. I must have been so lost in the feeling of it all that I didn’t hear the shower shut off.

My first indication that Sarah had even finished, was her speaking to me again.

“Enjoying the dress, still?”

I jumped as I heard her say it, which her laugh made clear that she saw. I almost jumped again, seeing her dressed in just a towel. That still never got any less amazing, each time I saw it.

“Sorry.”

Her apology was still wrapped in her laughter. I turned to face her.

“I was just waiting for you to help me out of this thing,” I lied.

“Sure,” she replied, grinning at me.

Regardless, she came over to me and stood behind me, as I did for her. By the feel of her hands on my back, she had a harder task with me than I had with her dress. I was more or less tied into the thing, to be fair to her. The closure was like a corset lace, which I could feel Sarah untying behind my back.

“How could you even breathe in this thing?” she asked, as the bodice finally came away from my skin, and I took my first real inhale in about twenty-four hours.

“I think the corset gave me a lot of practice,” I told her.

She laughed but it was probably the truth. I had spent a lot of my formative years wearing corsets and tight dresses and even tucking underwear. I think my body must have gone through the majority of puberty wearing those things. Maybe my adult body more or less formed to suit the shape of all that stuff.

Sarah helped pull the sleeves off of my shoulders and I felt her trace my shoulder blades and my back with her fingers. She sighed as she did it, and helped me as I stepped out of the dress.

I now stood before her, wearing just my strapless bra, my underwear, and my high heels. Between those and my smooth legs, my blond wig, and my makeup, I must have been a hell of a sight.

The look in Sarah’s eyes confirmed my thoughts. As I turned to face her, standing there holding my dress, she looked me up and down. She didn’t even try to hide the way she was looking at me. That time, I grinned.

I put my hand on her shoulder.

“Shower’s behind you,” I quietly repeated back to her.

She laughed as I walked away.

In the shower, Sarah had left out a huge array of bathing and cleansing products. I didn’t even bother to ask her if I could use them.

From years of me sharing her clothes and beauty supplies, I had it ingrained in me that Sarah was more than happy to let me use any of her stuff. She had straight up given me way more stuff than I ever needed, just for her to have the chance to spend a little more time with Katy.

With that in mind, I washed my face in the sink with some lavender scented face wash. I loaded a makeup pad with some cleanser, and wiped away the makeup which was too stubborn to be lifted by the wash. I peeled the strapless bra off of myself, and pulled down my panties and tucking underwear.

My genitals were released for the first time in hours. They didn’t seem to be in any rush to return to their usual selves. I looked at them for a moment, as they remained either pressed against or inside of me, despite not being held there any more.

The shoes were next. I undid the fastener and slid my feet out. They must have become used to the shape of the high heel, as they suddenly felt uncomfortable as I placed them flat for the first time in a day. I had to wiggle my toes for a few moments to make them feel normal again.

Lastly, I lifted my wig up, away from my head, and delicately hung it from a hook on the door. Despite being slept in, it was surprisingly fresh and tangle-free.

Not that it mattered too much. Sarah had once managed to rescue a wig that I had worn a hat over, and then somehow forgotten to take off in the shower. A few tangles were nothing to her.

I was finally ready to step in the shower. I let the water get as hot as I could bear, trying to wash the hangover out of me. It dawned on me that, that morning, it was maybe one of the few times in which I hadn’t been gripped with shame, washing all of the Katy off of me.

Most times I was cleaning myself after spending time as Katy, I was manically scrubbing and melting my own skin off, trying to hide the evidence. I was thinking about returning to being Kyle, and never returning to being Katy again.

That morning was not the case.

So I spent the time enjoying the shower. I used Sarah’s floral body wash and even used her shampoo and conditioner, even though I didn’t expect anyone to see my real hair any time soon.

When I stepped out, it was funny not wanting to put my male clothes back on. In fact, it felt wrong to go out there any way other than dressed for my day with Sarah. With that, I dried off, tucked, put my panties back on, strapped myself into my bra, and slipped my wig back over my still damp hair. I even stepped back into my high heels.

Sarah clapped her hands together when she saw me again.

“Are you ready to get ready?”

I wasn’t sure if it was the fun I had had at the wedding, or if it was just the way she had been teasing me and flirting with me that morning, but I was like putty in her hands. For one of the first times in my life, I was excited to be Katy.

I couldn’t wait.

“God yes,” I replied.
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Being a suite, our room had more than enough space for us to both do our makeup together.

I took the wig back off, hung it safely out of the way, and sat next to Sarah at the vastly oversized vanity table. In the time that I had been showering, Sarah had unloaded one of her suitcases, and loaded the contents onto the table we were both now at. She still hadn’t chosen to put on any more clothes than just her towel, though.

It was almost more makeup than I had ever seen in my life. It looked like everything from Sarah’s entire home studio must have been loaded into that case. It had nail polish of every color, eyeshadow in every shade, and lipstick in every tone imaginable.

She had eyeliners, blushers, mascaras, false lashes, contour sticks, foundation, primer, setting spray and other powders and pastes that I wasn’t sure I’d ever even been introduced to before.

“Is there anything you didn’t bring?” I asked.

She pouted.

“I only brought three foundation shades.”

“Three?” I said in disbelief. “Did you expect to get new skin out here? Don’t you know what shade you need?”

“I was hoping to get a tan,” she said. “Didn’t I teach you anything?”

“Sorry,” I replied, trying to sound as sarcastic as I could, with my girly Katy voice.

I realized that I hadn’t spoken in my Kyle voice for well over a day. I wondered if I might one day accidentally get stuck in the Katy voice. I didn’t dare think about it.

My thoughts quickly moved onto the consideration of primer, however. Sarah had just finished using it, and handed it over to me. I squeezed a dollop out onto my fingertips and massaged it into my skin, my motions the exact replica of Sarah’s. It had always been very clear that she had taught me how to do anything makeup related.

We finished at nearly the exact same moment, which meant we began applying our foundation in unison as well. Sarah was more tanned than me, so I was suddenly grateful for her bringing the extra shades.

Well, as grateful as a man could be, that he had the correct shade of makeup to wear.

I took a lighter tone than her, and we planted a few dots of our respective foundations on our faces at the same time. Our identical dabbing motions of our sponges were the only noise in the suite. A soft patting of wet sponge on makeup-covered skin.

After a while, both of us had even complexions, which we then finished with an additional layer of powder. Thankfully, Sarah also had multiple shades of that as well, so we were still keeping pace with one another. Our faces were smooth and flawless in no time.

Next was contouring, which I had to wait for Sarah to finish before I could use the sticks. Not that it mattered. I enjoyed watching her work. She had an unmatched natural beauty without makeup, which always astounded me. But she also had an unmatched skill in applying it, as well.

Watching her transform into a somehow differently beautiful look was always exciting.

Seeing her do her own contouring was kind of like watching myself in third person, in a way. As I had learned everything from her, I always followed her routine.

Highlight under the eyes, a stripe down the nose centerline, a T-shape between and above the eyebrows, and some little dabs around the jaw and chin. Her movements were my movements.

Shadows appeared down the sides of her nose, along her hairline, in the hollows of her cheeks, and she also added a few dots around her jawline. She took another wet sponge and blended everything into an even finish. Her features all became more defined. Somehow, even more pretty.

She handed everything over to me and I followed her exact motions, as I had learned to do across roughly a decade of practice. It was like I had downloaded her muscle memory into my brain, she had taught me so well. Even new makeup she had given me to work with, since the resurgence of Katy, would at once feel completely natural to me to use.

I wasn’t even questioning the act of putting makeup on at that point. I had become so used to it, that it was all but another fact of life. If I was with Sarah, I was going to wear makeup. And there was nothing about that fact to warrant even a passing comment any more.

With our faces suitably contoured, we moved onto our eyes. I had to wait for Sarah for that too. Not because we didn’t have enough supplies - far from it. Rather, I could sense that she had some kind of game plan for it.

“Can we match?” she asked me, as she looked through her eyeshadow palettes.

“Do I have any choice?” I asked.

She laughed. I didn’t. I had always been her mirror image. Even then, the day after her wedding from hell, she still wanted to play the same game we always did. Or maybe that was the reason she wanted to play that same game. Maybe me being Katy was more comforting for her than I ever really realized.

When we were kids, I - as Katy - helped Sarah navigate some of the hardest points of her life. Being a teenager was hard. That was true for anybody, even somebody as charismatic and pretty as her.

She talked to me about growing up, about her dad trying and then not trying to be a part of her life, and - unfortunately - we talked about boys and how they hurt her.

I supposed that the last point was maybe why me being there for her as Katy, after the wedding, was more important than ever. As much as I hated hearing about Sarah’s boyfriends as a teenage boy, dressed as a girl, I still did it. I was still always there for her.

We ate ice cream, both wearing hot pink dresses, when Matt - from a biology class - dumped her for another girl in our year. We learned to dance together in dangerously high heels, when she got ditched before a school dance by some guy who I didn’t even know. When Logan - in the year above us - kissed another girl after he asked Sarah out on a date, I nearly let her pierce my ears.

Me becoming Katy once again, to deal with the fallout of Jackson proving himself to be the world’s biggest asshole, felt like a continuation of that trend. I was always there for Sarah when she needed a shoulder to cry on. That shoulder, though, was always Katy’s.

So I dutifully painted my eyelids the identical pink shades that Sarah had on her own. She had created a striking pink look, which coated most of her eye with a darker pink but left a bold, light pink streak vertically up the center of each.

The light pink blended into the darker sections, and made it look as if she was being lit by stage lighting. It was a favorite style of hers.

Somehow, that pink eyeshadow looked just as good on me. I didn’t possess even a fraction of Sarah’s natural beauty but, with makeup, I somehow did actually look kind of similar to her. Our face shapes were different and, obviously, I was a man under all that makeup. Despite all that though, we ended up looking surprisingly alike.

That became even more true when I did my own winged eyeliner, and then did Sarah’s for her as well. She once again insisted that I was still better than her at it, but I was fairly certain that wasn’t why she wanted it. The smile on her face, as I carefully dragged the black liquid across her lash-line told me a different story.

She still just loved it when we played with makeup together.

Now that Jackson was out of the picture, and it was just the two of us again, I didn’t even mind so much either.

Mascara was the finishing touch on our eyes, and Sarah let me go first on that one. I unscrewed the bottle, the trusty ‘Up All Night,’ which I had seen so many times over the previous weeks.

That particular night, the one due to be our first night in Vegas together, I figured that maybe it would have finally been the appropriate choice.

The night ahead was suddenly all I could think about, as my eyelashes thickened and filled in. Sarah gave me a pair of false eyelashes to apply to myself, and my head was swimming with thoughts of what we might get up to.

My mind had been all over the place that morning. Between seeing Sarah in the wedding dress, and then seeing Sarah out of the wedding dress, I sort of ended up with tunnel vision. I had almost managed to forget the entire reason we were getting ready.

Sarah and I were about to go to Las Vegas together. Sin City. Her, without Jackson for the first time in years. With me instead. With me as Katy, admittedly, not as Kyle as I’d have preferred. But still, that was progress!

I applied blusher, following Sarah’s motions once again, and I thought for a moment. I wondered if there would have been a way to twist things to where I truly wanted them to be. I wondered if Sarah figured that the whole week in Vegas was going to be a big girls’ trip. Or, if she was intending to spend any of that time with Kyle.

That was what I wanted.

But maybe that was a stretch. With Jackson having broken her heart so recently, that I could still hear the pieces of her life falling to the floor, I doubt she really wanted Kyle. She probably didn’t want anything to do with any man for quite some time.

It put me in a strange, specific, and unique position, of maybe being the one man she actually did want to see.

The one man, dressed as a woman, at least.

So I figured maybe the honeymoon wasn’t the right time to try and rekindle - or, at least, try and kindle for the first time - a relationship between Sarah and Kyle. I would just have to take the week at Sarah’s pace. Whatever that meant, for whoever I had to be. It would still leave me and Sarah closer, by the end of the trip.

Sarah’s pace, for the time being, turned out to be pink lipstick. That was a pace that I was getting very used to.

Since starting to dress up as Katy again, I felt as if I had relearned all of Sarah’s makeup techniques and tricks. Her favorite pairings of eyeshadows and lipsticks. The way she would sometimes make her third finger have a different and special nail polish finish. Pink eyes often meant pink lips.

It was all information that I, as a twenty-three year old man, should not have known. Realistically, other than Mark, the wedding makeup artist, there probably weren’t many other men in the world who had that kind of information locked away in their brains. Still, there I was. The blossoming makeup expert.

I watched Sarah draw around her mouth with a lip liner, before she handed the liner to me. My own lips had nothing on Sarah’s. Hers were so full and plump and - as I had learned from miraculously kissing her - so soft. Still, thanks to the magic of lip liner, I drew on a pair of lips much bolder than my own.

Sarah had taught me how to create the illusion of full lips, even on my own male mouth. In fact, she had probably taught me so well that I could draw a mouth on almost anything in the world, as long as I had lip liner and a matching lipstick.

And those two things were what I had, so as soon as Sarah had made her lips their usual, pouty selves, I did the same to my own. It was all so second nature, at that point. I didn’t even have to stop to think about any part of the makeover process. I knew makeup like the back of my hand.

Meanwhile, setting spray was thrust into the front of my hands, as Sarah had just finished misting herself with it. I took one last look at myself in the mirror, studying the image that I was just about to immortalize with the spray.

My lips were matte. It was a hot pink this time, a color that was so clearly in-your-face with its femininity. My eyes had a pink and slightly shimmery shadow to match, and the winged eyeliner left everything framed perfectly.

The blusher on my cheeks made my face look alive, and the contouring made me look like somebody else entirely. It made me look like Katy. It made me feel like Katy.

It made me feel beautiful.

I closed my eyes and I sprayed. I pumped the bottle liberally until I had felt the light and airy liquid land on every inch of my face. I felt the way it almost clung to my skin, sinking through the makeup, sealing it onto me. Sealing the femininity into my skin.

There it was. I was Katy. And that wasn’t such a bad thing.

“Happy?” Sarah asked, as I basked in the feeling with my eyes closed.

“Yup,” I replied, trying to sound casual.

For some reason, I still didn’t fully like admitting to Sarah when I was having feelings like those ones. I figured that it was because I didn’t want her to exclusively think of me as Katy.

I wanted her to still know that I was Kyle, first and foremost. I wanted her to know that the fun she had, with Katy, was really fun she was having with Kyle. I didn’t need to be in a wig and high heels to do it.

But that was inevitably where things led.

“Happy?” I asked Sarah back, without having put any thought into what I was saying.

“Yup,” she replied, enthusiastically. “Now I’m with you!”

I had almost cringed, as soon as I had asked Sarah if she was happy. It was as if I had managed to completely forget about everything that had happened the day before. But, judging by her answer and her tone, it almost felt as if she had as well. If Sarah was upset, she was hiding it extremely well.

“I’m happy I’m with you, too,” I said in return, not sure if it was the right thing to have said at all.

“Great, cause now we get to choose outfits for our first day of our trip!”

‘Us’ choosing our outfits generally meant one thing. Sarah choosing our outfits. Almost every time in my life that I had been Katy, Sarah had been the one to dress me. Aside from a select few moments, which I could have counted on one hand, I very much took the back seat in what I wore. The same was true that day.

Sarah flung open another of her suitcases and clothes all but burst out. She must have needed a hydraulic press to have got the thing closed in the first place. Clothes literally spilled out of their container, as soon as there was a gap. She had packed like a cartoon character.

By the time the case was fully open, I finally began to understand the extent of everything that she had brought. Somehow, it looked like she had managed to bring more clothes than I even owned. As in, owned as a man.

To the credit of the suitcase, it was absolutely enormous. I was glad that a doorman brought it up for us, and I now hoped to god that a doorman was planning to take it back for the car for us as well.

But still, it was a sight to behold. Every style of clothing in every color imaginable was represented in the wardrobe that Sarah had in that case. Dresses, skirts, leggings, pants, playsuits, jumpsuits, formalwear, even some athletic gear. ‘We’ certainly weren’t short of choices.

“What do you want to wear?” Sarah asked me, as she rummaged through her seemingly bottomless pit of clothes.

I had played that game too many times. I simply watched her pick up various items of clothing and waited for her to talk again. It didn’t take long.

“How about this?” she said, as she pulled something out. “We’re mostly just driving today, so we only need something casual and comfy.”

I knew what Sarah’s idea of “casual and comfy” meant. To my surprise though, it wasn’t the skin tight bodycon dress I had anticipated. Instead, she had pulled out two almost identical outfits.

She had a pair of light blue jeans, and a pair of slightly darker jeans. Both looked skinny and high waisted, and both were liberally ripped at the knees. There was essentially a ladder of denim and nothing else, where the knee should have been. White cotton hung loosely across the holes.

With the jeans, she had pulled out two black leather belts, one with a gold buckle in the shape of two overlapping hearts, and another with a gold buckle in the shape of a W and M, joined at the slant of the two letters. It must have been a designer brand, or something, as it looked like actual gold.

On top, she had selected a burnt-orange blouse, with long sleeves and a scattering of white polka-dots. Although ‘blouse’ was maybe an overstatement, as the torso of it looked only a little bigger than a bra.

The other top was a little less scandalous, being a sort of nude colored ribbed top with long sleeves. It looked equally as tiny though, looking like it would have to stretch a lot to get onto either of our bodies.

To finish the outfits, Sarah opened the last of the suitcases. The comical explosion of the contents repeated itself, although the explosion this time resulted in a shower of shoes and jewelry. From within the debris, Sarah pulled out two pairs of high heels.

The first was a white Sandal, with a fairly narrow strap for the toes and another even more narrow strap to go around the ankle. The heel was a white block, and must have been around four inches.

The other shoes were a pair of wedges. They had a thicker toe strap, although it was also white, and was finished with a heel-cup. The cup was attached to a huge white ribbon, which looked as if it tied around the ankle.

The wedge created a little platform under the toe, maybe an inch high, and was about the same height as the other pair of sandals. The whole wedge was finished with a kind of woven white textured material.

“Happy with this?” Sarah said, as she handed me the sandals, the darker jeans, the heart belt, and the ribbed stretchy top.

I just laughed my girlish, Katy laugh. I had played the game so many times. It didn’t really matter if I was happy with the outfit or not. Of course I’d wear it, for Sarah.

“What?”

She looked perplexed. I just laughed a little more and took the clothes. It was nice being with her again. Whatever form that took.

Even if that form was me dressing up as a woman and driving to Las Vegas.
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In no time at all, we were both dressed. I worked my way into my corset, and put on a different bra, which I stuffed with my trusty breastforms. After the wedding, I sort of wanted something with straps. It was just that little bit more comfortable.

I kicked off my panties and put on some fresh underwear. She had equipped me with a baby blue pair of both, which had a short, loose and frilly lace brim around the bottom of the bra and the leg holes of the panties. I noticed that the straps of the bra detached. There was no chance I was doing that any time before I was in Las Vegas.

It also hadn’t escaped my attention that these were Sarah’s bra and underwear. It still blew my mind that she would hand me those things so freely.

It blew my mind even more that she got changed in front of me as well. I had disappeared around a corner to change my bra and panties but, when I returned, Sarah was sliding a pair of pink panties up her legs, underneath her towel.

She faced away from me and dropped the towel entirely, leaving the rear of her exposed. I could see every part of her, from her flowing golden hair to her white-painted toenails.

She was so perfect. It was as if she had been imagined by an artist. It felt as if a beauty and a figure such as hers shouldn’t have been possible in the world in which we lived.

It became as if she could hear my thoughts, as she looked over her shoulder at me and smiled.

“Can you help me with this?” she said as she held a pink bra out to the side of her. “It’s new.”

I felt something move, buried deep inside my tucking underwear. I was again grateful for its existence. It was always weird, seeing my crotch all smooth and feminine. But equally, it was sort of a blessing not embarrassing myself in front of Sarah, at the mere mention of one of her bras.

“Of course,” I tried my best not to stammer as I said it.

She smiled again and turned her head back. I watched as she pressed the intricately decorated lacy cups to her breasts and held them there. I walked over to her, me still only wearing my corset and Sarah’s underwear as well, and I took the clasps that hung by the sides of her chest. I pulled them gently behind her back.

“Tight enough?” I asked,

“Mm-hmm,” she sounded as a response.

I linked the hooks and the loops together and she shrugged her shoulders gently, as if to settle into the bra.

It was sort of funny, in a way. I had always dreamed of taking Sarah’s bra off of her. Unclasping it as she finally wanted to show me all of her. This was the closest I had ever gotten. Clasping her into the thing.

She turned to face me.

“You like it?” she asked.

I didn’t know what to do, other than nod my head. Of course I liked Sarah’s new bra. I had no idea how to answer the question though. How the hell was I supposed to answer a question like that?

Sarah smiled at me and I felt her hands take mine. Her thumbs were on the backs of my hands and her fingers were gently grasped around my palms. She started lifting them.

“I like yours, too,” she told me.

The next thing I knew, she had placed my hands onto her breasts. She had pressed my palms against her perfect chest and was holding them there. I could feel my heartbeat turn into a rapid thud. Like a mallet was trying to find its way out of my ribcage, steadily increasing in speed as my mind registered what was happening.

I could feel her heartbeat too. Through her pink bra and through her perfect breasts, I could feel the much more subdued and less anxious rhythm of her own body.

My hands were on Sarah’s breasts. I couldn’t think of anything any more. Sarah might have still been talking. I had no idea.

But then, all of a sudden, my heartbeat only raced more. Sarah put her hands on my breasts. Or, at least, on my bra and my breastforms and my slightly bosom-like chest beneath it.

Her palms rested over the cup of my bra and her fingers softly wrapped around the sides. She began to stroke my exposed chest and play with the top of the bra cup with her thumbs.

I could only think to follow her lead. I had never touched a woman’s bra before, other than to help Sarah get dressed. I had certainly never touched a woman’s breasts before, in any context. I had no idea what I was expected to do.

My thumb traced the lace trim at the top of her bra. She felt warm in my hands and her chest was so soft. The skin of her breasts subtly indented as my thumb ran across it. It was essentially the first sexual experience of my life. And it was happening in a bra and panties.

I had no idea how long our hands were on each other for. It was as if time had frozen solely around that point. Around the moment in which I had finally felt her in my hands. It could have been seconds, it could have been minutes.

Sarah giggled, as if she had been tickled, and then let out a blissful sounding sigh. She slowly stopped moving her thumbs, looked up at my face, and smiled. We made eye contact and I felt her hands move away from my chest. I did as she did, terribly afraid to break some unspoken rule of what we were doing.

Without another word or a single comment about what we had just done, Sarah picked up her half of the outfit, from where she had left it on the bed.

She put her arms into the blouse and tied it under her bra, part of it still visible in the center of her chest. She slid into the light blue jeans, and buckled the golden W and M belt around her waist. Her feet slid into the wedged shoes and she tied the white ribbon around her ankle.

She shook her hair with her fingertips and, with that, she was ready. She looked phenomenal. Her idea of ‘comfortable and casual’ was my idea of my dream woman. It was apparently effortless, for her to be everything that I had ever wanted.

Clearly, all of my previous thoughts about not being jealous and not wanting Sarah had long gone out the window.

I also began getting changed, forcing the tight top onto my torso, careful not to catch my freshly-set makeup as it went over my head. It stretched but it was still as tight as I could imagine.

The material looked like it was painted on, hugging the curve of my corset and the ample shape of my bra. The low, scooped neck showed off the top of that.

The jeans were just loose enough for me to get into, but not without trouble. Not least as the huge rips in the knees felt like I was navigating a maze. Sarah laughed as she saw my peach toenails poke through the deliberate tears in the pants, at least three times. I couldn’t help but laugh at myself as well.

Finally though, I managed to put them on, and the belt was a lot less of a challenge. The cute heart shaped buckle was adorable, and I couldn’t help but smile at it as I clasped it.

There was a time when I probably would have felt as if Sarah was trying to add an extra serving of humiliation, with that belt - making sure that even the unnecessary accessories were oh so desperately girly. But those feelings must have been lost at the wedding. By that point, I just found it pretty.

With the belt on, all that was left were the sandals. My feet fit into them perfectly, as I always did with any of Sarah’s clothes. My toes slipped through the strap and my foot formed naturally to the tall arch of the shoe. I buckled the ankle straps, one looser than the tightest hole, and I stood up.

As ever, I felt at home in those high heels straight away. Years and years and years of practice had gone into that. If I knew that all of that practice, back as a teenager at Sarah’s mom’s house, would have eventually culminated in me being with her on a trip to Las Vegas…

Well, maybe I wouldn’t have minded quite so much.

With my clothes on, I turned back to retrieve my wig. Sarah must have noticed the state in which I had left it, as she was already brushing it.

I smiled as I saw her. It was sweet that she looked out for me like that, without saying a word or even being asked. Even if her form of looking out for me was making sure I looked like a woman, I still sort of appreciated it.

I strutted over to her and she smiled back.

“Looking good,” she said, her first words since we had touched each other.

“You, too. And thank you. As in, for the hair,” I quickly blurted as a sort of mess of a sentence.

She stood as I approached and lifted the wig towards me. I instinctively crouched so she could reach my head, and she placed the rear of the wig over the back of my scalp. The rest of the wig soon settled into place, and she gently tugged at it to ensure it was positioned perfectly.

As she touched me again, I wondered what she felt, as she touched my bra those moments ago. If she felt my heart pounding, even through my fake breasts and the bra. If she could feel how nervous and excited I was. I wondered how that would have made her feel. I wondered if she would have liked that.

“And there we go,” she spoke, as she removed her hands from my hair.

“Thank you,” I said, as I instinctively touched the wig to feel it on me.

“Ready to go?”

“Oh, okay,” I replied, a little surprised as I outright had no idea what the plan was. “Need some help packing those cases?”

“Absolutely, It’s going to need at least two of us,” she laughed. “But the breakfast here is meant to be amazing, so at least we get that to look forward to, on the other side.”

Food was feeling like a pretty strong motivating factor. With the morning getting away from us, and the drinks from the day before still looming over me, I needed some breakfast. And fast.

Packing the suitcases again was every bit the challenge I had anticipated. Sarah had only taken clothes out of the suitcase, but even she admitted that it seemed harder to close than before. She had already put her bridal gown and my bridesmaid dress together in their own dress bag, so it wasn’t even like we could blame them.

Eventually though, we managed it. We had to shift some clothes over to the shoe suitcase, and some scraps of material still hung from between the two halves, but it was as good as we were going to get. We breathed a sigh of relief, and moved Sarah’s cases - now our shared suitcases - over to near the door, for the staff to help us with.

I looked across the room and a question was raised in my mind.

“What do you want to do with the other suitcase?” I queried.

I phrased the question carefully. Not wanting to speak Jackson’s name aloud, like it would bring bad luck or something. Or bad memories, at the very least.

“I don’t care one bit,” Sarah said, bluntly. “Let’s just leave it here. Unless you want anything out of it.”

I thought for a moment. That was the one suitcase that I had access to, which contained any men’s clothes. If I said no, I would be going to Las Vegas, hours from my own home, without a single item of menswear.

My own suitcase was still back at the wedding venue and, even then, I had forgotten any guy clothes in that case as well.

“Let’s leave it,” I agreed.

Jackson’s clothes almost definitely wouldn’t have fit me. There was almost no point in me trying to take any of them. He was huge, especially when compared with me. But I also wasn’t entirely sure if that was the whole reason that I didn’t want to take the suitcase.

We dumped the cases and Sarah went over to the mirror for one last time. I watched as she looked at herself, likely checking she hadn’t ruined her outfit in our struggle at closing the suitcases. It went without saying, but she still looked incredible. I joined her, and gazed at our shared reflection.

The pair of us simply looked like any two women who were heading on vacation together. Thanks to my short stature, and not particularly masculine features, I felt like you’d never have guessed I’d ever been a man.

I looked at myself in my high heels and tight top and then looked at Sarah. She was also looking at me, smiling once again.

“You look cute,” she told me again.

“You look cute,” I echoed.

She put her arm around me, and turned her head away from the mirror to look at me. I looked back and met her eyes.

“Can we take a photo?” Sarah asked.

“Uh,” I paused for a second to think. “I guess?”

By that point, I had been outside more times than I could count. I had been at Sarah’s wedding. I had been in her wedding photos - although now it was admittedly anyone’s guess as to whether those would ever see the light of day.

Realistically, it barely mattered if Sarah had one more photo of me on her phone.

Sarah squealed with excitement and rushed to grab her cellphone from the dresser. She returned with it, put her arm back around me, and aimed the camera at the mirror. With the phone pointed at us, she leaned forward slightly, to emphasize her figure. Instinctively, I filled her lead.

She chuckled softly and I saw her thumb press the screen. Immediately after, she pulled the phone up to look at the result, and showed it to me, as well.

Naturally, the photo was exactly what we had just been looking at in the mirror. But, seeing it on the screen, like it was the first of our vacation memories, was weirdly heartwarming. It was cute, seeing the two of us, having fun together.

“All right,” Sarah said, as soon as we’d looked at the photo. “I can’t wait for breakfast any longer.”

With that, she grabbed the keycard and her other personal effects, and made her way towards the door.

The previous evening, when I turned up drunk in the back of Sarah’s honeymoon car, I barely thought about the idea of stepping into a hotel, fully dressed as a woman.

I had spent the whole day dressed as a woman, seeing and being seen by strangers. What difference did a couple of hotel staff make, at that point?

That morning, with the alcohol mostly out of my system and my mind having been somewhat reset, I paused at the door. But, this time, it was only a momentary pause.

I had now experienced this same thing so many times. So many people must have seen me as Katy, by that morning. Neighbors, cab drivers, Sarah’s friends. Sarah’s mom. And not once did anything bad ever come of it.

Well, aside from the Sarah’s mom incident, but at least that one was almost half my life ago.

So that was it. The fear had all but disappeared. Or, almost all but disappeared. I could still feel it within me, bubbling gently beneath the surface.

The risk was still present. I still didn’t want anybody to even remotely consider that Kyle and Katy could be the same person. I still didn’t want anyone to think Katy was a man, or that Kyle ever dressed as a woman. Those two halves of my life could never, ever intersect.

But still, I had managed to spend an enormous amount of time as Katy, since the buildup to the bachelorette party, and not once was there any kind of incident.

So I supposed that, sure, I did have a reason to be afraid. The consequences of being caught felt like they could ruin my life. But I wasn’t sure if I actually did have to be afraid that somebody might catch me. It seemed like, for all intents and purposes, the whole world was convinced that Katy was a woman.

I guessed that spending the majority of my life practicing being her probably helped with that fact. It was never really my intention. It was always a way to have an excuse to spend time with Sarah. I guessed that I got that wish, at least.

The door opened and Sarah stepped outside without hesitation. I figured she had an awful lot less to think about than I did, each time she opened the door to the outside world.

“You good?” she checked, already out in the hallway.

“I think so,” I cautiously replied.

My high heel made contact contact with the marble flooring with that telltale ‘click’ that I now knew all too well. The ‘tap’ followed almost immediately after, with the sound of both echoing slightly down the hall.

My heels sounded remarkably louder than Sarah’s relatively muffled wedge footsteps. Still though, they both proudly announced one thing.

Katy and Sarah had arrived.

We headed to the elevator and pressed the button to the first floor. We made our way through to the restaurant, all the time being met with friendly smiles and various “good morning ladies” from hotel staff.

Each successful interaction filled me with a slight exhilaration. Even if it was simply a polite nod from someone we saw in passing, the feeling of having this huge secret, of who Katy really was, was such a thrill.

It was hard to pinpoint why that was. Maybe it was because I knew what the risk was. Maybe it was the high stakes game I was playing. The idea that my whole life would explode if somebody found out Katy’s big secret.

But then that idea felt wrong. I wasn’t exactly the biggest fan of danger. I had never even had a passing interest in any extreme sports or risky hobbies. I didn’t even feel particularly safe riding a bicycle. So what was it?

I interrogated the idea in my own mind and, the only thing I could truly pinpoint, was that I liked when somebody treated me like a woman. And that clearly wasn’t simply because I enjoyed the risk associated with that. I began to think that I just liked having people see me as a woman. That alone was the thrill.

In the restaurant, Sarah and I shared breakfast. Even by our own standards - our classic breakfast of too many waffles, for example - the breakfast at the Hartlett was decadent. I ate as much as I thought I should, and then as much as I physically could, stuffed into my tight corset.

I was actually kind of grateful for it. If I didn’t have that corset on, I probably would have eaten so much that I needed medical attention.

By the time we had finished breakfast and checked out, the same white vintage car that we were dropped off in was waiting for us out front. Our suitcases were loaded in the trunk - Jackson’s wasn’t - and Craig was standing by the car, greeting us with a toothy smile.

“You ladies ready to go to Las Vegas?” he asked, as soon as we were within range of his big voice.

“Sure are, Craig,” Sarah called back, having to speak a little louder than her natural voice.

“Sure are,” I parroted, testing the limits of how loud my Katy voice could go.

Sarah looked at me, smiled, and put an arm around my waist as we walked. Again, if she was sad about the wedding, she was hiding it very well.

Craig opened Sarah’s door, let her in, and closed it behind her. He did the same for me.

“Welcome back, ladies,” he spoke as he sat back in the driver’s seat.

That was us. Katy and Sarah. Ladies. Two ladies going on a trip to Las Vegas.

What a feeling.
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It was by no means a short drive, from the Hartlett hotel to our next hotel in Las Vegas, but that time in the car completely disappeared. That was, in part, because the car in which we rode turned out to have a mini-refrigerator, hidden between our two seats.

That refrigerator was filled to the brim with sparkling wine and a couple of beers. We didn’t touch the beers, but we were all but out of sparkling wine by the time we arrived.

Craig admitted that he didn’t mention the drinks the previous night, as he wasn’t sure if we were really in the partying mood. Sarah laughed at Craig’s comment, which made me feel as if it was safe for me to laugh as well.

I wasn’t sure if it was way too soon to even mention the wedding, let alone make a joke about it.

The roads away from our hotel and towards the city of Las Vegas got progressively dustier and emptier. There were cars and buses and all forms of people on the move, but towns got fewer and further between. Pedestrians became completely nonexistent. The scenery felt like it had become an actual desert.

Until we hit the Vegas city limits. From almost out of nowhere, this huge sprawl of a collection of buildings presented itself to us.

I had never been to Vegas. I had never really intended to. The things that Vegas had to offer, that promise of an adult playground, were never the sorts of things that I had been drawn to.

But that was how I had always felt as Kyle.

As Katy, the idea of an experience like that had a certain draw to it. And that draw was for two reasons. Firstly, and most obviously, it was because I was going to be with Sarah.

But the other reason was because of a feeling - the same feeling that let me have fun at the wedding. It was the sense that Katy was somebody completely different. Katy could do whatever she wanted, without Kyle having to face the consequences.

Anything I did with Sarah was fun and exciting and incredible. Las Vegas promised to give me a thousand ways to feel those thrills. I realized that the trip could give me the best of both worlds; wild unencumbered fun with Sarah, as Katy, and maybe some nice dinners and drinks with quiet conversation, as Kyle.

This trip was all but giving me the life I wanted on a silver platter. A chance to prove to Sarah that we were meant for each other. That Sarah and Katy could have fun, but Sarah and Kyle could have so much more.

With that excitement swelling within me, I had my face nearly pressed up against the car window. If it wasn’t for the fact that I was covered with about a hundred bucks worth of Sarah’s makeup, I probably wouldn’t have been able to stop myself.

I looked at Sarah and she was doing the same. I could just about see the beautiful white teeth of her huge smile in the reflection of the glass. Her eyes were wide and flicking back and forth, as if to try and capture everything.

Feeling the excitement emanating from her, I did something that I had no idea where I found the courage to do. I reached over the center seat and put my hand on her thigh. My palm rested gently on top of her light blue jeans.

Sarah’s head immediately shot over her shoulder, but not to look at my hand on her body. She looked me in the eyes, and her smile only widened. I smiled back. I wasn’t sure what expression I was wearing before that. Just hoped that it didn’t appear nervous.

The two of us stared at each other for a moment. I felt her hand gently rest upon mine, on her thigh, and she turned back to look out of the window. I could still see her smile in the reflection. My heart raced a little. I had never been so bold in my life.

That was the way in which I had always wanted to feel Sarah. Yes, we had kissed. Yes, I had held her in bed. But it was those little gestures, those things like a touch that meant, yes, there was something between us. Those were the sorts of things I craved so much.

I wanted her romantically. I wanted to be in love with her. I wanted to hold her hand and I wanted to talk to her about everything and I wanted to be with her through everything.

I wanted her.

I finally managed to turn away from Sarah and I looked back out of the window. Casinos, hotels, restaurants, bars, malls, any kind of activity I could imagine, all of them filled my view.

Just as I felt that I had seen the biggest casino that the city could possibly offer us, a bigger one replaced it. I saw a restaurant that I thought looked incredible, and then another one would pop up to make the last one look pathetic in comparison.

We were in Las Vegas. On Sarah’s honeymoon. I couldn’t believe it. Everything felt so surreal. The fact that I was in a pair of high heels and makeup didn’t even feel so strange, in the face of all of that.

The drive into the city continued for a while longer, the sights still novel and exciting the whole time. Eventually, we pulled into the circular parking bay of what I guessed must have been our casino.

We were surrounded by limos and sports cars and cabs of every description. Valets and doormen rushed from car to car, and guests spilled in and out of every vehicle and in and out of every casino door.

People were everywhere. But, for once, the feeling within me wasn’t even particularly concerned about that. I could barely even feel a twinge of panic about the fact that I was going to be among them, dressed as a woman.

I was surrounded by every type of person. Hotel staff in flamboyant outfits, covered in giant feathers and barely enough material to be called clothing. Hotel guests wearing even less. Men wearing everything from suits to swimwear, women in anything from a ball gown to a bikini. Women and men in theatrical makeup. People who looked like they had been awake for days.

If it was safe to be Katy for a few days anywhere in the world, Vegas was the place.

In my distraction, staring at our surroundings, I hadn’t even noticed that Craig exited the car. My first realization that he had even opened our doors for us, was when my hand finally left Sarah’s leg. I felt her move beneath me, and then she looked at me and smiled as my hand fell from her.

Craig was by my door and began opening it. I swung a leg out to let my high heel touch down on the Vegas landscape for the first time ever. It felt as if the energy of the city shot through me, the moment the tip of my shoe made contact with the ground. Everything it promised, all the fun, all the excitement. All the time I had to spend with Sarah. All of it.

The new hotel we were at was grand, but in a totally different way from the one we had just departed from. For all of the ways that the Hartlett was ornate and tasteful and bespoke, this was bold, in-your-face, and made with millions of dollars of construction equipment.

Not that that was a bad thing in any way. It really only meant that it was enormous. It was a hotel and casino, and rivaled the size and flashiness of anything else on or off the strip. I looked up at the giant sign, surrounded by vintage-looking bulb lighting.

‘Playa De Las Americas.’ That was our hotel. A place that, according to the not at all subtle signage outside, boasted nearly four-thousand rooms, a rooftop pool with a beach - somehow - and some of the latest slot machines in the city.

I hadn’t even caught up to date with the older slot machines, but I couldn’t help but be impressed nonetheless.

The exterior was fronted with palm trees and piles of coconuts and deck chairs of every color. They had very clearly committed to a beach theme. The hotel and casino itself looked like it was decorated to be a giant cabana or beach house, with driftwood-style beams and sandy colored facades making up the majority of the building.

The only thing that really differentiated it from a real beachfront hotel was that, if this hotel actually was on a beach, there wouldn’t be any space left for the sand.

Sarah had come around to my side to take it all in with me.

“What do you think?” she asked me, after we had both gawped for a time.

“It’s…” I still hadn’t found a word, despite my extended period of staring. “It’s crazy.”

“Yup, absolutely crazy,” Sarah agreed. “That’s why I wanted to stay here. There’s parties any time of day you want them, room service any hour you want it. They even have a rooftop beach that has twenty-four hour sunlight.”

“Twenty-four hour sunlight?” I echoed, my tone very much betraying how unlikely I found it.

“Yup,” she confirmed, coolly. “I hope you brought your swimwear.”

I laughed. I certainly hadn’t packed them, but a pair of swim shorts probably wouldn’t be hard to come by in that place. The idea of me spending some time with Sarah in a swimming pool was pretty appealing.

Before I said anything in return, Sarah leaned in, to whisper in my ear.

“I’m making sure that you leave this place with a bikini-tan.”

My eyes widened. That was something I definitely wasn’t ready for. I couldn’t imagine my male body passing for a woman’s body in just a bikini.

With a corset and some shapewear and a stuffed bra, I felt I passed just fine. A bikini didn’t offer that kind of promise. Plus, how the hell would I explain away a bikini tan when I was Kyle again?

I had to make sure we never got anywhere near that rooftop beach.

Sarah had already started to walk towards the door by the time I had overcome my internal panic about wearing a bikini. She had left all of her bags in the car, and somebody was already coming to collect them for us.

I may not have been sure whether or not I completely enjoyed being Katy, but I was at least sure that I liked having people carry my things for me.

Rushing to catch up with Sarah, my white high heels clicked daintily across the huge concourse that led to the front door. As I reached her, I gently touched her arm in its sleeve, and she looked back at me. I was greeted with that same smile she always seemed to wear when she saw me as Katy.

It could have been ten years or it could have been ten seconds, she always looked as if she was thrilled to see me again. I wished she would look at me like that all the time.

Sarah briefly took my right hand in her left, and then reached across her body with her other hand to rest it upon my upper arm as we walked. She leaned her head on my shoulder for a moment, and then stood up straight and released me from her tender grasp.

We were at the entrance.

Inside, the beach theme continued. Staff walked around wearing novelty rubber rings and swimwear. Reception desks and concierge points were punctuated with candy-painted water slides. One casino game somehow managed to incorporate a dealer sitting upon a lifeguard’s chair.

It was all so horrendously tacky, but I couldn’t bring myself to dislike it at all.

It was another situation that, in my normal life - my life as Kyle - I would have thought it was all ridiculous. As a man with bills and an office job, I would have acted as if I was above that stupidity. For some reason though, I could throw on a blond wig and a pair of high heels and I’d be willing to try anything.

I wished I could have figured out why Katy was the fun one out of my two halves.

We walked to a reception desk together and, in no time, we were given our keys and led to our room. The atmosphere in the place was like a controlled chaos.

Our walk to the hotel wing was as if the whole place was on the cusp of anarchy, but it was all a delicate act from the hotel staff. It was like how I imagined spring break would be, but distilled into a place miles and miles from any beach.

Once again, we were in a suite, although this one was absolute worlds apart from the room we stayed in at the Hartlett. The theme continued, in that where the Hartlett was beautiful, the Playa De Las Americas was overblown and extravagant.

I didn’t mind it, by any means, it was just so far removed from anywhere I would have usually considered staying.

The room was so large that I barely knew where to look first. There was a central bed, just the one between us, again. This must have been a king or a California king - whatever one of those was. I just knew that it was way bigger than my one at home.

The head of the bed was set against a low wall, against which there was a writing desk. It was also made of that same driftwood looking timber, and was all tied together with rope. It didn’t look particularly practical, but I doubted many people came to Las Vegas for a writing retreat.

Luckily for Sarah, the writing desk wasn’t the only counter space in the room. Against a wall was a substantially larger vanity table, with a mirror that ran from the tabletop to the ceiling. The mirror was the entire width of the table as well, which no doubt meant that I would be doing my makeup alongside Sarah once again.

There were a pair of sinks with a pair of mirrors. We had a kitchenette with a coffee making setup almost good enough to rival my own at home. And, as I somehow noticed last, a claw-foot bathtub in the corner of the room, by the floor-to-ceiling windows.

My mind immediately jumped to one thought: The idea of Sarah in that tub. I wasn’t proud of it, but it was true. I was suddenly overcome with the image of her in a mountain of foam while I made us a little breakfast in the kitchenette. The ‘I’ being Kyle in that scenario. In my fantasy, Sarah had come around to wanting to spend time with the actual me.

It was hard to say which part of the fantasy was the most unlikely.

Beach theming was prevalent everywhere that I looked. Beach towels for the shower, a deck chair by the couch, even a - somehow - almost tasteful rubber ring around the peephole in our door. I absolutely would not have chosen the decorations myself, but I couldn’t help but find it all at least a little fun.

Sarah and I had barely said a word to each other in the time since we entered the room. We thanked the concierge who showed us to the room, we thanked the busboy who took our bags, and then we generally just said things like “wow” or “look at that,” as we uncovered the features of the slightly ridiculous room.

Finally, Sarah said something that made those butterflies reappear in my stomach.

“Which side of the bed do you want?”

She asked it as she wandered around the combination bed and desk island that took up the center of the room. Her hand traced the dividing wall and stroked across the silky-looking bed sheeting as she moved.

“Left,” I replied.

My rising intonation as I said it probably sounded like a question. For some reason, I felt like Sarah’s question had a wrong answer.

Luckily, if it did, I got it right.

“Perfect,” she said. “I’ve always been a right-side of the bed kind of girl anyway.”

She went to her bag, took out an eye mask and her phone charger, and put them on the right side’s pillow.

“One more question,” Sarah began.

I looked at her once more.

“Are you ready to go see Vegas?”

I felt a smile creep across my pink painted lips. I glanced across the room, looking at myself in the various mirrors. I stood in my tight top, ripped jeans, and high heels, with effortless grace and poise. I looked like a woman ready to own that city.

Sure, I was still planning to find time to make Sarah fall for the real, male version of me, but I was already dressed up as Katy. There was no harm in having just one little look around.

I looked back at Sarah, the grin still on my face.

“Ready.”
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Even though it was only the afternoon, it felt like it should have been past midnight in our hotel. The whole scene felt like the final moments of the downfall of society. People were drunk, people were shirtless, people were involved in some kind of mass-karaoke event.

In my mind, I had imagined Las Vegas casinos to be an overall classy or subdued affair. I knew that they were all themed one way or another, but I thought they were still a fairly serious place. Playa De Las Americas did not seem to be such a place, however.

“This is mad,” I eventually uttered to Sarah, as she led me through the mayhem.

“I know. It’s great, isn’t it?” The grin on her face made it clear that it was a rhetorical question. “Do you know much about this place?”

”Not other than what you’ve told me.”

Sarah explained to me what made our hotel so different from everywhere else in Las Vegas. It was still a Vegas hotel and casino through and through, but this wasn’t like the other venues I’d heard so much about.

The Playa was founded by a group of young Silicon Valley guys, all obsessed with startups and funding crazy ideas. It meant that they had no idea about what went into running a casino, and it sort of showed.

They hired young talent for all kinds of acts, they ran crazy promotions and events, and everything there seemed to be on the precipice of descending into absolute anarchy.

As Sarah pointed out, it was the perfect place to be Katy for a few days, and not have to even slightly worry about it.

Immediately, it felt like she was right. Much like with where our car dropped us out front, we were the outright least interesting people to look at in the whole room.

Between bikini-clad waitresses and men in pink body paint parading as flamingoes, two relatively moderately dressed women - or, at least, me and Sarah - were not going to steal the show.

I did notice a few people looking at me as we walked across the main floor. One man seemed to stare straight through me, maybe too drunk for his own good, but another man looked me up and down as we passed.

The reason that the moment stuck with me so much was that he was walking past us with his arms linked with a woman’s. That meant that this man, with his wife or girlfriend or whoever, still felt the desire to check me out.

I had no love for people who cheated, but I’d have been lying if I said I didn’t feel a little rush from that. It made the secret that little bit more fun. The idea that somebody could be attracted to me over the actual woman they were with.

Sarah and I had no real plan with our walk through the casino. We more or less just wanted to understand where the hell we were and what we had gotten ourselves into. We commented on the people and the games and the decor until we got caught unable to tear ourselves away from watching a game that called itself ‘human roulette.’

We stared and watched, as a man clung on for dear life to a shark-themed rodeo bull machine. He was blindfolded with a blacked-out pair of scuba goggles, and a crowd had formed to place bets on which number on the safety-mat he was about to be thrown off onto.

That was when Sarah mentioned to me that she had put aside a thousand dollars for gambling, on the honeymoon. My eyes widened a little when she said it.

It felt like a lot of money to potentially lose, but Sarah justified that by saying that the whole wedding turned out to be a lot of money to lose. With that, she put twenty dollars on the newest rider falling off in zone three.

As soon as the ride started, Sarah grabbed onto my hand and squeezed it tight. I squeezed back and she looked at me briefly, smiling.

“Go on!” Sarah called out to the woman on the mechanical shark. “My girl needs a new pair of shoes!”

I looked at Sarah and she was grinning at me again. She looked me up and down.

“What?” she asked. “You can’t keep borrowing my clothes forever.”

I laughed just in time to hear Sarah gasp, as the woman on the roulette machine almost came off of her shark. Sarah cheered and I tried as best I could to join in.

With all of the vocal control I could muster, I let out a high pitched ‘yeah!’

It was something I had never done before. The Katy voice was, traditionally, an indoor voice. I had only ever developed it to be used in private with Sarah. I had never needed it to be heard by anyone but her, in her bedroom. As soon as the word had passed my lips, I held my hands to my mouth.

I had no idea if I had managed to sound feminine or not. I had suddenly become absolutely terrified that I had probably outed myself to everybody who was in earshot of the noise I had just made.

Until Sarah looked at me, smiling still, and patted me on the shoulder, hard.

“Yes Katy!” she gleefully encouraged me.

I couldn’t justify it, but I felt proud. Sarah kept cheering on the rodeo rider and I joined in, with my newfound confidence in my voice. After a few more cheers from us and the rest of the crowd, the woman fell from her shark. Sarah and I tentatively leaned in for a better look and we saw it.

She had landed on the three.

The pair of us exploded with excitement. Our first bet in Las Vegas and we had won! I immediately understood why people got into gambling after all. Sarah still had my hand in hers and she dragged me through the small crowd to cash in our bet.

Sarah’s twenty dollars had landed us an added return of one hundred. I wasn’t quite sure of the math on the odds, as there were a lot of numbers on that crash mat, but I was too excited by the win to question it any further.

“We should celebrate,” Sarah told me.

“We should!” I agreed, before I briefly paused. “How?”

“Uh,” she hesitated. “There’s literally too much to do here. What do you want more than anything else right now?”

“Honestly?” I asked.

“Honestly,” she answered.

“You’re probably going to be disappointed,” I warned her. “I mostly just want food.”

“That’s my girl,” Sarah laughed. “Let’s get food.”

I still got a weirdly warm buzz from Sarah referring to me as ‘her girl.’ My feelings at the wedding had been more confusing than ever, in that I had started to feel more comfortable as Katy. I even went as far as feeling outright happy to be her as the day went on.

On the flipside, I had begun to feel as if I was finally climbing out of the spiral that was my love for Sarah. I had been so jealous and spiteful about Jackson being with her, to the degree that I had almost been ashamed of myself for feeling that way.

It was as if, through talking with Jess, I had seen myself from the outside looking in. As if I understood my own behavior. I didn’t like what I saw.

But now, the idea of being Sarah’s girl, it generated a glow within me. To be Sarah’s. That was still a dream come true. I didn’t know if what she said was some kind of platonic phrase she’d use with any of ‘her girls,’ but the feeling was still powerful within me.

Even the idea of being a girl, in her eyes, didn’t feel so bad. I had been happy about it at the wedding, so if that’s what it took to be this close to her, maybe I would take it. I wished she liked me for Kyle but, if I could be happy spending time as Katy, and Sarah could be happy being with Katy, maybe it was a fine compromise.

As we moved through the bedlam that made up the casino floor, towards the nearest food we could find, I decided to reach for Sarah’s hand again. With everything going through my head, I wasn’t sure how to justify it, but I felt like it would serve as some kind of proof. Like I meant something to her, if she took my hand.

And she did.

It was as if it was the most casual thing in the world. We said nothing. Sarah didn’t even look down as I did it. I reached out for her hand and she interlinked her fingers with mine and we walked, hand in hand. It felt like the most exciting thing that I could imagine.

After a few more moments, we were at one of the restaurants inside of our casino. It called itself ‘The Tiki Tavern,’ and the decor came as no surprise.

It was impossible to escape the flaming torches and rattan furniture and tiki head cocktail glasses that adorned every corner of the room. It was a scene that should have felt tacky - well, really it was downright tacky - but I couldn’t turn my nose up at it. It was everything that I had already come to expect from our trip.

A shirtless man wearing a flower lei and not a huge amount else immediately came to greet us at the entrance. I was astounded by the fact that, apparently, the requirements to even work as a server in that place, were to have visible eight-pack abs.

His lei naturally drew my eyes from his wide smile to his Adonis belt. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever even seen those muscles on a man’s hips in real life. I wasn’t even sure I believed they could really exist.

Sarah must have been going through the same thought process as me, as the man before us greeted us for a second time. He clearly must have been used to his body causing a distraction.

Sarah laughed as the man repeated himself and I let out a girlish giggle. It wasn’t even deliberate. I wished I could have said that I deliberately put it on, but the sound came from me naturally.

I wasn’t sure whether I found that embarrassing or oddly comforting. No matter how confident I managed to feel as Katy, I could never deny that I was outright terrified at the thought of the facade slipping away, and having somebody realize that I was secretly a man.

Natural feminine mannerisms may usually have been degrading for a straight man to have but, in this context, they were a bit of a lifesaver.

“Table for two?” Sarah mercifully asked, saving me from being lost in my own thoughts any longer.

“Right this way,” the Adonis belt owning man responded.

He picked up a pair of menus and we followed him into the tiki-themed restaurant. Every member of staff appeared to be, without exception, in absolutely peak physical condition.

I figured that it could have easily been a hiring requirement, but it could equally have been the fact that, if you had a job where you were required to be mostly naked all day, you’d probably want to have the body for it too.

We were seated in a small booth, similarly decorated with rattan structure and colorful seat covers, and our server told us he’d return shortly. Sarah and I exchanged a smile and then immediately laughed. I knew she was thinking about our behavior around that guy. She didn’t need to say it.

“Well, he was something else,” Sarah said regardless, cartoonishly fanning herself with the menu.

“Even I will admit,” I told her, “I have literally never seen a body like his in real life.”

“I know,” her eyes widened a little. “How do you even get that thing with those muscles on your hips?”

She gestured with her hands by her own hips as she said it. I thought for a second and then replied.

“If I knew, I’d have one.”

She chuckled quietly but it didn’t sound entirely convincing. Even though I was enjoying the Katy and Sarah dynamic, I still had a burning fear in my mind about her forgetting about Kyle entirely.

I said it to remind her that I was still Kyle. In there, under that makeup and beneath that wig, I was still that guy who she had fun with. I wasn’t sure if my plan had paid off as much as I’d hoped, however.

“Okay,” Sarah said as if to move on swiftly from my comment. “What are you getting? It’s on me. I want to celebrate our win.”

I raised my eyebrows a little.

“You sure?”

“Sure,” she confirmed. “Plus it’s the least I can do to thank you for coming here with me.”

I let out a little snort-laugh.

“Seriously? You’re thanking me for coming with you on a free trip to Las Vegas?”

“Well,” her mouth formed a gentle frown. “Yeah. Like, considering everything. And considering this is probably a big deal for you, as Katy. I don’t know. I still feel like I should be thanking you.”

I smiled warmly at her and put my hand on the center of the tabletop. Sarah returned the smile and placed both hands gently on top of mine. Our differently painted nails complemented one another as they met.

“Thank you,” she repeated.

“You’re welcome. But thank you, too. For everything,” I responded.

She smiled even more broadly at that. I immediately couldn’t help but second guess myself. I started going into a mental tailspin over what Sarah may have taken the words “for everything” to mean. I wondered if she would think that I meant I was thanking her for making me become Katy.

But then - I supposed - I third guessed myself. Even I wasn’t sure why I had added the “for everything” to the end of my sentence. Was I thanking her for the Katy thing? With all of the fun I’d been having as her recently, maybe I subconsciously did want to thank her for it.

Rather than dwelling on that premise any longer, I looked down at the menu and scanned the options, forcing the self-reflection to leave my mind.

“Oh my god,” I said, by way of urging the conversation to move on. “How much do you think forty dollars of waffles get you?”

“Oh my god,” Sarah echoed. “You should find out.”

“No way, that’s way too much!” I protested.

“We just won three times that much. Realistically, you should get a cocktail as well,” she argued.

“You’ve always been the absolute worst influence on me,” I laughed.

“As if.”

She rolled her eyes as she said it.

“You so are!” I argued. “You’re the reason I watched my first R-rated movie, you’re the reason I had my first ever underage drink and, most importantly, you’re the reason for this.”

I gestured to my general look as I said it.

“Oh as if any of those are bad things, though,” she said, looking away and wafting a hand at me with joke-dismissiveness. “That R-rated movie was a horror movie which won academy awards. Do you know how often horror movies win an award?”

“Okay, fine,” I conceded.

“And you wanted to try making a cosmopolitan every bit as much as I did. That was cause of another movie we watched together actually, wasn’t it? What was that?”

“Housewives Of Suburbia,” I shot back immediately. “That one about those women who were all out to kill each other, but didn’t realize the rest of them were murderers too.”

“Oh my god, yes!” Sarah clapped her hands together. “I loved that film! We should watch it again!”

“We so should!”

I wasn’t even putting it on for that response. I truly did enjoy that film. I’d watched it again on my own one time since Sarah and I had first watched it together. It was very good.

“And as for Katy,” Sarah continued, “weren’t you the one who asked me to see if you could walk in my high heels?”

My eyes widened ever so slightly, despite my best efforts to control it.

Was that how it had all started? Was the whole ‘Katy’ thing all my own fault? It had been so long that I had barely remembered. In my mind, I always had the whole Katy thing down as one of Sarah’s wild ideas. I had always felt as if she was the leader out of the two of us. Surely that wasn’t true about her shoes.

I was about to protest when Sarah suddenly spoke again.

“No way.”

She was looking behind me. Instinctively, I went to turn to look.

“Wait,” she interrupted me, clenching my hand tightly. “Wait one more second. Try and look casual. Keep looking at me.”

“What?” I asked.

“Just turn your head slowly. Directly behind you, like, four booths back.”

I did as she suggested. I turned my head, in whatever way I imagined was a normal way to turn my head. I scanned the room and, almost immediately, I knew what had made Sarah let out her exclamation. My eyes widened and my head shot back to face Sarah.

“Is that?” I asked.

“One hundred percent,” she replied. “Definitely.”

“No way.”

Just a few feet behind us was another server. Same flower lei, same insane body. The only difference was that this was an insane body that I had already come to know.

This particular body belonged to Alex.

Alex, from Sarah’s bachelorette.

Alex. From the naked dance.
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Despite having just had it confirmed by Sarah, and by my own eyes, I still felt the need to say it again.

“Is that Alex?”

“That’s definitely Alex,” Sarah confirmed.

My heart rate shot up. That dance at the bachelorette was something that, ideally, I’d have left in my past. Katy’s past, even. I was hoping it would be something that was never connected to me in any way, ever again.

I had almost tried to force it from my mind, that moment at Sarah’s bachelorette party. That moment, specifically, in which a fully naked man danced provocatively around me, in front of a crowd of cheering women.

That moment in which I had felt a little turned on.

What was worse was Alex then giving me his number. It was only a blessing that he waited until later to do it, in private. At the time, I didn’t even realize that was what he was doing. I thought he was giving me his business card for business reasons. I never could have imagined in a million years that a man would hit on me.

Of all of my moments as Katy over the years, that stood out as one of the craziest. To not only blend in as a woman, but to then have a man be attracted to me. And a good looking man! As in, objectively speaking. I wasn’t saying that I was attracted to him, but I’d have understood why women would be.

It was a hard one to swallow. Having a man hit on me, as a straight man myself, was sort of a shock to the system. But it wasn’t exactly Alex’s fault, considering that I was stuffed into a pair of high heels and a tight dress, at the time of the incident.

“What the hell is he doing here?” I hissed, trying to keep my voice down despite the overall deafening noise from the other diners in The Tiki Tavern.

“Working, by the looks of things,” Sarah laughed.

Despite my best efforts, I laughed back.

“Well yes,” I retorted, “but why here?”

“Look at his body,” Sarah glanced over my shoulder, presumably at him again. “I think that’s probably why he’s working here.”

“God. What are the odds?” I sighed.

“What’s wrong?” Sarah smiled at me but had an eyebrow cocked slightly. “Why are you feeling so weird about seeing him?”

“What do you mean?” I asked back.

Suddenly, a third voice entered the conversation.

“Are you ladies ready for some drinks? Or would you like to order any food at all?”

I almost flinched, hearing the voice. I was worried that Alex had heard our whole conversation. That he had now invited himself over to our table to - well, I wasn’t sure what he would have done that for. To lord it up over the fact that a pair of women were talking about him? I had no idea.

I was fairly certain that I was grimacing, when I looked up to answer. I felt as if I had no control over my face when I did it. Which made it even worse, when the man who spoke turned out to not be Alex. It was our chiseled man who had guided us to our table. It was our server.

“We’d like both!” Sarah cheerily answered that man, as my face presumably continued to contort from fear to surprise.

“Great,” the man said. “What’ll it be?”

I finally saw a nametag pinned to his tiny swimming briefs. ‘Ben.’ I wasn’t sure why I had looked that way to notice it, but there I was.

“Two of the waffles and two Mai Tais,” Sarah answered for us.

Her making the order felt funny, in a way. A large part of me was always grateful and relieved, when Sarah took the pressure off of me in any social interaction in which I was dressed as Katy. Another part of me felt that her making the decisions was simply a classic component of our dynamic. I rarely made the choices.

Or, apparently that wasn’t the case, if the whole thing about me asking to wear her shoes was to be believed.

“Easy order!” Ben cheerfully replied, tapping the screen of the tablet in his hand a couple of times. “I should be tipping you guys.”

Sarah and I both laughed a little too hard. For Sarah, I felt it was in that slightly overexaggerated way that people sometimes do around attractive people. For me, I was just laughing from relief that I hadn’t had to face Alex.

“Thank you,” Sarah and I both sweetly spoke in unison, as Ben turned to leave.

“I wonder how he ended up here?” I mused aloud.

“God you’re obsessed,” Sarah joked.

“I’m not obsessed!” I replied, somewhat overly defensively considering I knew Sarah was joking. “I just - I don’t know. Maybe it doesn’t actually matter.”

“You sure?” Sarah asked, her voice sounding more caring that time.

“Yeah, I think I’m just nervous,” I explained. “He gave me his number. I didn’t want to do anything with it but is it weird if I see him now? I’ve literally never been in this situation.”

Sarah laughed.

“Probably the biggest part of being a girl is dealing with guys being weird when they hit on you. If you’re going to be spending more time as Katy, you’re probably going to have to learn to live with that.”

There were a lot of things in what Sarah had said that I wanted to query. The main thing was her comment about me spending more time as Katy, seeing as how I was pretty sure I’d never said that was my intention.

The other one though was about guys being weird when they hit on girls. I had never really directly hit on Sarah, but had I been weird around her just the same?

I tried to think over my past behavior around her, but I’d known her for so long I’d never have been able to pinpoint a specific moment in which I felt I’d been weird.

“So what would you do?” I asked, trying to focus on the actual main question at hand.

“What I always do,” she answered. “Just be polite and tell the truth. If you say something like ‘oh I lost your number,’ then that’ll give him an actual reason to be weird. Just tell him you weren’t in the right place to meet somebody.”

“That’s actually…” I paused to think. “That feels really obvious.”

“You’ll get it one day, girl,” Sarah smiled.

As soon as she had finished her sentence, as if on cue, our Mai Tai’s arrived. Ben came back with a small tray, adorned with a pair of tiki-head glasses. Subtlety was still clearly not the order of the day.

He placed a pair of serviettes down and gave us our drinks, mine first and then Sarah. It was funny to think that in any other context, Sarah - the actual woman - would have been served first.

“Two Mai Tais,” Ben spoke as he placed them.

We thanked him and went back to talking, finally about something other than the elephant in the room - Alex. The mostly naked, very athletic elephant in the room. But we talked more about the casino we were staying in, where else on the strip we wanted to go, and how to best spend our time in the bright light city.

I was happy to follow Sarah’s lead on the places to go, but how best to spend our time took some real thought. Sarah and Jackson’s initial plan was to simply put some money aside and spend it on whatever wild activities took their fancy.

“Oh god, that reminds me,” she said all of a sudden, the concern in her voice sounding crystal clear.

“What is it?” I asked.

Her tone of voice made me nervous. Not in the way that I’d felt nervous about Alex or anything like that. Her voice betrayed a sense of dread. I couldn’t help but feel that same emotion welling up inside of me, not knowing what had suddenly left her so unsettled.

“My stepdad,” she answered. “And my mom! I text them when we left the wedding, and then I text them in the morning to tell them I was fine and just needed some time. But that was it. I’ve literally not spoken to them properly since.”

“Oh no!”

“I know,” she rested her forehead on her hands. “I left my cell off all day. I don’t want to turn it on.”

“God,” I murmured.

I sympathized. I completely sympathized. I couldn’t even imagine the barrage of messages she would have been up against, when she finally came to turn her phone back on. I offered help in the only way I could think.

“Shall we do it together?”

“Can we?” she asked.

I got up from my seat and moved around to her side. She retrieved her cell from her purse and put it on the table.

“You press the power button,” she told me.

I did as she said. We watched together, as the white logo appeared on the black screen, and then both disappeared. They were replaced with her lock screen background.

It was a mirror-selfie. One of the ones she had taken with me.

“Aw,” I immediately said upon seeing it.

“You like it?”

I looked at her and she was smiling at me.

“Love it,” I replied.

I wasn’t entirely sure if I actually did. It was a pretty amazing feeling, being Sarah’s phone background. Equally though, it did make me wonder how many photos of me dressed as a woman were out in circulation.

I wondered how many people might have spotted me as Katy, and if any of them would have been able to link her to Kyle. Sarah being in the photo could have been a hell of a clue.

“Oh, here it comes,” Sarah said, as her cell started to buzz on the tabletop.

It buzzed intermittently to begin with, before turning to a steady stream of vibration as the notifications piled in. Messages from the girls, checking Sarah was okay. Missed calls from her mom and stepdad. Hundreds of missed calls from Jackson.

“How many did that say?” I asked about the number of calls Jackson had made to her.

“I honestly don’t want to know. That’s why I’m keeping the thing off. I don’t want to block him but also I cannot face dealing with him right now.”

“I’m not surprised,” I agreed.

“I’m just going to…” she swiped her finger across her screen and the texts and notifications from Jackson disappeared from view. “And that’s those dealt with.”

“Anything from your parents?” I asked.

“Just a couple messages. From each,” she scrolled a little further through the notifications. “Oh and a missed call. God, I should really call them back.”

“You probably should. Do you want to do it now?”

“I probably should,” she parroted. “Do you mind?”

“Course not! Just get back before the waffles do.” I chirped.

Sarah laughed, thanked me, and clambered past me out of the booth seat.

“It’ll only be, like, two minutes. I’ll get them both on speakerphone to tell them I’m okay!”

“Take as long as you need,” I told her. “I don’t want them to worry.”

She blew me a kiss and turned to leave. The air-kiss was a wonderful feeling. Even if it took dressing up as a woman to ever get one, it made it all worthwhile.

Thinking about that, I suddenly felt slightly strange. I realized that, with Sarah gone - off to try and find somewhere quiet in the loudest place I’d ever been in my life - that this was maybe the first time I’d ever been alone in public as Katy.

I rapidly became self conscious in a way that I hadn’t been since I first stepped out as Katy. Sarah always provided me with some kind of safety and security. She could deflect conversations and shield me from the social interactions that I wasn’t ready for. Without her, all eyes would be on me - if anyone looked my way.

Without knowing what else to do, I pulled out my own cellphone from the purse Sarah had assigned me, for the day. It was small and black, a kind of alligator-leather looking material, with a gold chain to hold over my shoulder. I unlocked my phone.

I had missed no notifications.

My lifestyle truly was very different to Sarah’s. I had to admit that I sort of preferred the pace of mine though, in a way.

With nothing else to distract me, I took a sip of my drink. It was a nice Mai Tai, and the tiki glass was a fun touch. I looked at the matching tiki furniture in the room, and then at the driftwood chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, and then at the man who was looking directly at me.

The man who was looking directly at me.

It was Alex. Without a shadow of a doubt, that was Alex from the bachelorette. And he was looking at me. With me having scooted around to Sarah’s side, to provide moral support with her cell phone, I neglected to realize that I was now facing dead on to where Alex was serving.

Using all of my willpower, I tried to prevent my face from contorting into a new mask of panic or fear or downright dumbfoundedness. Alex was looking straight at me. He was making eye contact and smiling. Not knowing what else to do, I returned the smile.

It was maybe a mistake. Alex began to approach. I felt vaguely safe in the knowledge that he was at work, so he was probably not going to be in any hurry to reference him being naked in front of me. Or to chase me up on the fact that I never called him.

“Katy!”

His tone was jovial. If he was upset that I had never called him, he was certainly hiding it well.

“Alex!”

I mirrored his tone. Although I wasn’t sure if I was quite as happy to run into him. He was very nice at the bachelorette, but he also solely reminded me of the bachelorette. Of embarrassing myself in front of the group of girls. Not that any of them seemed to find it particularly embarrassing.

“What brings you to Vegas?” Alex asked me.

“Girls trip,” I lied, both about why I was there and about being a girl.

“No way! The girls from the bachelorette? Sarah and your other friends?” Alex continued.

I was somewhat surprised that Alex had remembered Sarah’s name. I presumed he’d be the sort of guy who could give his number out to any girl, without even a second thought.

Not that I was sure why I was thinking that. Was I being jealous of him for being able to hit on girls? Or was I jealous of the fact he was hitting on other girls? I sincerely hoped that it was the former.

“Yeah, Sarah!” I replied almost excitedly. “It’s just the two of us, actually.”

“Last little trip to shake off her pre-wedding nerves?”

“Something like that,” I lied, once again. “But what are you doing out here?”

I was very eager to move the conversation on from myself. I was still never particularly comfortable talking about myself, as Katy. Her whole persona was a delicate web of lies. I didn’t need Alex unpicking those strands.

“Work! I mean, I guess that’s obvious from-” he gestured loosely at himself and the environment we were in. “But also cause I’m in a show!”

“You’re in a show?”

I was equal parts intrigued and impressed. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever met a person who had been in a show before. Let alone a Las Vegas one.

“Yeah!” he eagerly replied. “Like, it’s not much different from what you saw me do at the bachelorette. But this is an actual show with a crowd. It’s here in the Playa!”

“No way! Well done, Alex.”

I admittedly shouldn’t have been surprised that was the kind of show he was in. He was hardly going to be putting on a magic act.

“Thanks, Katy. But hey, you and Sarah should come check it out! I’m allowed to give away two free tickets per show. They’re yours for tomorrow night, if you want them.”

He loosely patted at his own hips for a moment and then appeared slightly embarrassed.

“I was looking for pockets. I don’t have pockets,” he explained.

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. The sight of a man in a pair of tiny red briefs, trying to find a personal belonging, was more comical than I could have ever imagined.

“You don’t have pockets?” I mustered through my laughter.

“I don’t have pockets,” he confirmed. “But I’ll get you both on the list! Just say you’ve got house tickets from Alex for Sarah and Katy, and that’ll be enough.”

“Thanks, Alex,” I smiled. “We’ll be there!”

“Amazing! I need to get back to my table but, hey, it was great running into you,” he looked over his shoulder to check his area of the restaurant. “Say hi to Sarah for me!”

“Will do! Great to see you, too!” I called as he turned to return to his work.

I finally relaxed. Talking to Alex had felt like the most daunting thing in the world, but then it amounted to absolutely nothing. It was like talking to a friend. He was nice.

But then I figured that, realistically, I didn’t ever get excited about social interactions as Kyle, either. If anything, I was somehow more socially anxious as Kyle.

Conversely, as Katy, I found that I could be funny and charming. I could even be flirty. I never meant to be any of those things though - they just kind of happened, as I played my alter ego.

As I sipped my drink again, I took a moment to enjoy the new feeling of calm that I was now able to experience. The drink tasted good. The garish decoration of the room was fun. I was on a trip with Sarah. Things - if you ignored the harrowing experience that Sarah had just been through - were actually pretty good.

Right on cue, Sarah returned. She took the booth seat that I had originally occupied, and I slid her drink over to her side, opposite me.

“How’d it go?” I asked, as soon as she was within earshot.

“Actually pretty good,” she answered. “Mom and Kevin kind of just wanted to hear my voice, I think. They said that if I wanted a few days to decompress with you, then I should make the most of it. They’re gonna help me make sense of everything when I get home, if I want it.”

I suddenly realized that I had no idea what Sarah had told her mom and stepfather about me. Obviously the line that I was Sarah’s childhood friend was a hard sell, to the two people who had actually known her as a child. I hoped that none of Sarah’s friends had chatted to Kevin or Sarah’s mom about me.

Surely they wouldn’t have.

“That’s sweet of them,” was what I said, instead of anything that I was thinking.

“Yeah, it was. But that was why I suddenly thought of Kevin just now.”

“What was?” I asked.

Sarah, it turned out, was in charge of putting aside the money for activities on her honeymoon. As a wedding gift, her stepfather had given her a pretty generous amount of cash for her to spend on herself and Jackson in Vegas.

Sarah still had that money, despite not being with Jackson. Kevin, being a very nice man, was still happy for Sarah to have a good time with that money. Unsurprisingly, he felt she deserved it now, more than ever.

“What a guy,” was the only way I could think to respond to Sarah’s explanation.

“Tell me about it,” she agreed. “But sorry, I didn’t mean to leave you for so long. Was everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, a little coyly.

“Yeah?” Sarah raised an eyebrow.

“We’re going to Alex’s show tomorrow night.”

“We’re going to Alex’s show?” Sarah sounded blindsided. “He has a show?”

I sipped my drink through the unnecessarily bendy straw and nodded.

“You talked to Alex?”
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The food came and, to their credit, the forty dollar waffles were exceptionally good.

They came with one set of sweet and one set of savory toppings, along with a lot more syrup than one person should be able to ingest. All in all, I was exceptionally grateful for Sarah’s first gambling win of the trip.

Sarah asked more about my conversation with Alex and I told her the truth. She seemed more excited than I expected, though her reaction may admittedly have been from the thrill of getting anything for free in a place like Las Vegas.

“Did he ask about why you didn’t call?” Sarah asked me after a short waffle-eating interlude.

“Didn’t even mention it,” I answered. “He seemed really friendly and polite”

“They always do,” Sarah laughed.

I decided not to probe her response, so we finished our waffles and drinks and talked about regular stuff. We couldn’t quite decide whether the waffles justified being forty dollars, but we at least agreed that it was nice paying for food with gambling winnings.

That was maybe a bad habit to form at the very start of the trip, but there we were.

It was so nice just talking to Sarah again about the things that we would normally talk about. When things were leading up to the bachelorette, we talked about the bachelorette. When things were leading up to the wedding, we talked about the wedding. And before, back when we avoided talking about the wedding as Kyle wasn’t invited, we mostly just talked awkwardly.

Now, we were close again. It was obviously a huge shame that it came at the expense of Sarah’s relationship, but I couldn't help but enjoy that singular positive from it. It felt like everything was right again, if I ignored that huge gaping hole that Jackson had bored into Sarah’s heart.

“What now?” I asked, when there was finally a lull in the conversation.

“Explore?” was Sarah’s simple yet sensible answer.

“Let’s explore!” I agreed.

We had already paid and tipped and said our goodbyes to Ben, our server, so we stood to leave. As we did so, we caught eyes with Alex once again. He was in the middle of working a table, so he only managed a polite smile and brief wave.

We smiled and waved back, and Sarah called out that we’d see him tomorrow. He was already looking back at his table when she said it, but I could still see the smile that formed upon his face as she spoke.

“So, like, where are we right now?” I asked Sarah as we left The Tiki Tavern.

“Like…” she trailed off immediately. “Like where in the hotel? Or where in Las Vegas? Wh-Where in Nevada, maybe?”

“Okay, okay,” I cut her off before her little joke started spiraling beyond either of our controls. “Like where are we in Las Vegas? We’re on the strip, right?”

“Oh my sweet Katy, you have so much to learn,” she replied, with a tone of mock aloofness and mystery.

“I do!” I protested. “If you think about it, Katy never even went to school.”

“Oh my god, you’re right. Did Katy ever even learn to read?” Sarah immediately jumped onboard with the joke.

“You’re lucky she can even walk,” I added.

“Well, like I said, learning to walk in high heels seemed like her first priority,” Sarah responded.

I wasn’t quite sure how to reply to that one. I still had no idea if she was correct or not, about my asking to wear her high heels. I wasn’t sure whether it was even worth arguing the point or not, either.

If I did, the best case scenario was that I confirmed that Katy definitely was Sarah’s idea. But it wasn’t like I would stand to gain a whole lot from doing that. Either way, whether Katy was my idea or Sarah’s, I was still walking around Las Vegas in a pair of high heels a decade later.

“But, like I was asking,” I said, moving things on maybe a little unsubtly , “where on the strip are we?”

“Right in the middle, baby!” Sarah did a dramatic arm gesture, as if she was revealing this whole new world to me. “I picked this place cause it meant we could get basically anywhere super easy. The strip is huge, so we could spend one day walking one direction, the next walking the other way, and we’d basically never get bored.”

“Wow,” I was as impressed with Sarah’s planning as ever. “So which direction should we go today?”

“Lady’s choice,” she answered.

“Wh-what does that mean, in this context?”

I gestured up and down myself and then to her as I said it.

“I kinda meant your choice,” she confirmed, “but I understand why that may have been confusing.”

I laughed, which made her laugh in turn. We’d only had a single Mai Tai to drink all day but, infused with the chaotic energy of the Playa casino floor, we were both feeling an excitable buzz.

Amongst the blinking game lights and colorful costumes, I finally spotted the exit to the casino, onto the strip. We made our way through the maelstrom, towards the only spot of sunlight in the entire place.

“Left or right?” Sarah asked, as we approached.

“Left?” I said, not entirely confident in my choice.

“Then let’s go left!” Sarah replied.

As we approached, a doorman pulled the door open for us, and wished us a nice afternoon. We thanked him, returned his wishes, and stepped outside.

And then we stopped.

It was the first time we had stepped outside all day. We had spent all morning and a good chunk of the afternoon safely cooped up in our perfectly air-conditioned casino. Now, out on the Las Vegas strip in the heat and the broad light of day, we suddenly reassessed our plans.

“It is hot,” Sarah said, somewhat unnecessarily.

“It’s so hot,” I agreed, also unnecessarily.

Most of my time as Katy had been spent in a fairly temperate climate. The wedding was a nice but fairly cool day. The bachelorette was hidden away amongst some nice shady trees. Mine and Sarah’s homes were also always very comfortable places.

But the glaring Las Vegas sun felt like it was going to be a challenge. Even in just my thin jeans and tight and tiny top, I was way too hot. I was suddenly hugely aware of my wig, the headband of it tightly encompassing the top of my head. It was like I was wearing a beanie hat in the height of summer. I felt like I might melt.

“Do I look okay?” I asked Sarah. “I’m not used to being this hot.”

I was worried that my makeup was dissolving off of my face, or that I’d have inadvertently shuffled my wig around to cool down, leaving me with only half a head of hair or something.

“You look great!” Sarah reassured me. “But let’s maybe get a cold drink for the walk, before we go anywhere.”

“That sounds like a very good idea,” I agreed.

We immediately did a one-eighty, and walked back through the exact same door which the exact same doorman was still holding open. He politely greeted us, as if we hadn’t just stepped outside for less than a minute.

One thing I had quickly learned about our hotel was that places to get a drink were peppered absolutely everywhere. We didn’t have to look particularly hard to find something that suited our needs - a place that sold giant, alcoholic slushies.

Sarah and I both ordered one each, and they came in a pair of comically long plastic cups, brimming with crushed ice. Once I had one of those, freezing my hands, as well as the casino’s overpowered air-conditioning, freezing the rest of me, I was almost excited to go back into the sun.

It had been an odd feeling, though - the way the heat made me feel. I was, for the first time in a while, so intensely worried about the Katy illusion slipping.

I pictured my makeup all melting away and my wig falling off, leaving me standing on the Las Vegas strip as an embarrassed man dressed in women’s clothing. It reminded me that, for all intents and purposes, that was kind of all that I was.

I had started to become so comfortable as Katy that maybe I had begun to let my guard down a little too much. I had almost forgotten that, when I was dressed as Katy, I wasn’t actually a woman. It had all been a little too easy to forget that. I needed to remember not to get too casual. I needed to remember that this was simply an act that I was putting on.

With that in my mind, I tried to catch glimpses of my reflection in any shiny surface we passed, on our way to the exit. Thankfully, my hair and makeup still looked great, and the outfit was cute but casual.

I didn’t necessarily draw too much attention. Plus, any attention I did draw probably wouldn’t realize that I was a man. Things were fine. For now.

So we stepped outside again, steadily sipping our drinks through the two-foot long straw as we went. This time, we were ready for an adventure. We left the promenade entrance to the Playa and reached the strip.

For the First time, looking to my left and right, I felt like I fully understood the scale of where we were. From the car, with it all whizzing by, I almost didn’t appreciate the size of the place. Now, on foot - in a pair of white high heels, specifically - the place felt huge.

“So, left?” I cautiously said to Sarah, trying to comprehend it all.

“Left!” she confirmed with her signature enthusiasm.

She took my non-drink-holding hand with her similarly free hand, and led us from the grounds of our hotel. Holding hands had seemingly become a theme of our trip. I was very fond of that.

We were immediately met with the sights of vast water features, luxurious gardens, and more giant digital displays than I’d ever seen in my entire life up until that point, combined.

“Where first?” I asked, as we were approaching the boulevard entrance to the next nearest casino.

“What theme are you liking more?” Sarah asked back, looking at the places closest to us. “Looks like we’ve got pirates, roaring twenties, or that one that looks like it’s just kind of fancy.”

“Okay,” I mused for a moment. “Pirate theme is a little too close to our beach theme for me right now.”

“Mh-hmm,” Sarah vocalized.

“And I’m not sure if ripped jeans exactly screams ‘kind of fancy,’” I continued.

“I’m not sure if they’d actually care but I get you,” she agreed. “So, roaring twenties?”

“Yeah, looks like the winner!” I exclaimed. “Like, maybe jeans also don’t scream ‘roaring twenties’ either, but I like the sound of it.”

“Then let’s go!”

Sarah still hadn’t released her grasp on me, even though it was probably a few degrees too warm for hand-holding. I certainly didn’t mind. It was nice. Us holding hands really meant something to me. For all I knew, it may have been completely platonic to Sarah but, to me, it meant the world.

I had everything I ever wanted, right within my grasp.
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We approached the casino which, from my limited understanding of architecture, had a kind of art-deco look to it. Parts of the building shone with gleaming chrome, the tallest points were finished with a pair of tall spires, and metallic winged motifs were fitted over the largest doors and windows. Of which there were a lot.

The place was simply called ‘Opulence.’ It was blunt in the kind of way that you could really only get away with in Las Vegas.

I was sort of beginning to like that aspect of the place - the way that nothing hid from what it was trying to be. I wondered momentarily why you normally even would pretend to be anything that you’re not. And then I realized the irony of that thought, as my white high heeled sandals clicked their way up the entrance approach.

Sarah and I were both quiet during the walk, which implied that a sense of awe had overcome us once again. The silence continued until we were greeted by almost mobster-esque doormen, acting as if the whole casino was some kind of speakeasy.

As we entered, their stoic act was immediately replaced by a sea of women dressed as flappers, ready to try and coax us to the nearest bar or casino game.

We were at once immersed in the scene. A man in gray slacks and a white shirt, with those black armband things, handed the pair of us headbands with feathers in, and that was enough. We had become a part of the proceedings.

We ordered themed drinks, we lost some money, we won some money, and we were having more fun than I’d had in years.

That had really become a theme - the fun. Most of my recent experiences as Katy had been a lot more fun than the sum total of basically all of my lived experiences as Kyle. I didn’t know what that meant. I guessed it was just that Katy got invited to more fun things than Kyle did, and that there wasn’t any more depth to it than that.

Regardless, I couldn’t help but question if maybe it was just simply because of the fact that I liked being Katy. I had come to that conclusion a few times and I still felt uneasy thinking about it. The implications for my life were too much to really grasp, especially after a couple of drinks and fifteen minutes in the Las Vegas sunshine.

Still, the fun of the environment was more than enough to keep my thoughts from being laser focused on that internal dilemma. The dilemma which I was seemingly continuously faced with, every time I’d spent even a moment as Katy.

It had been happening more and more, recently. I was almost growing tired of it. I sort of wished Sarah would just tell me how to feel about it.

In spite of my earlier panic, I did at least begin to feel comfortable as Katy again. I was beginning to feel like Las Vegas was maybe one of the easiest places in the world, to be able to be Katy. A bachelorette party and wedding were so much more intense than being just one person in the chaos that made up the Vegas strip.

My thoughts were slowly being replaced with the bright lights of gaming machines and the occasional free drink that seemingly came our way from nowhere. Sarah told me that casinos did that with the drinks to get you to stick around.

She added that they particularly did that with the pretty girls, which I wasn’t sure if she was explaining a legitimate tactic, or if she was flirting with me again.

Between Sarah maybe playing with me, and everything else happening around me, my head was spinning.

The rest of the day felt like a blur. We just about broke even with our gambling at Opulence, and then checked out the pirate themed casino, Patches. I wasn’t impressed with the name but, to its credit, it felt pretty different from the Playa. We mostly just lost money there, but we had fun with it. I was beginning to feel that was the best you could hope for in Las Vegas.

Eventually, we ate more food, had a few more drinks, and decided it was time to figure out how to finish off our night.

“There’s clubs here,” I loosely offered to Sarah.

I wasn’t sure why I had said it. I didn’t like nightclubs as Kyle and - despite the differences which Katy seemed to bring out in me - I wasn’t sure I was going to like them as Katy, either. I wondered if maybe I was just saying about clubs, as it was what I thought Sarah wanted to hear.

I felt that I had started to become better at not doing that, though. It was weird to catch myself doing it.

“Nah,” Sarah mercifully dismissed it. “You know what we should do?”

“What?” I asked, primarily relieved that it wouldn’t be a club.

“The all day beach at our place!”

“Ohh yeah,” I said a little slowly.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to take Sarah up on her threat of me getting a bikini-tan from our trip.

“Come on! When else are you going to go to the beach at-” she cut herself off. “What time even is it?”

“Uh,” I fumbled through my purse - Sarah’s purse - for my cell phone. “Oh wow it’s already, like, eleven.”

“No way,” Sarah’s eyes widened as she said it. “Even more reason to get some sunlight.”

“Yeah I haven’t known what time it is any time we’ve been indoors,” I admitted.

“That’s deliberate,” she explained. “Means you don’t realize you should leave.”

“Huh. I’m surprised they don’t do that in my office”

We left Patches and I was pleasantly surprised to find it wasn’t unbearably hot outside any more. It wasn’t a particularly long walk back, either. Between being slowed down by the heat and being distracted by the neighboring casinos, we hadn’t managed to get very far.

As soon as we were inside, we made our way to the elevator and squeezed in with a host of hotel guests in various states of sobriety and undress.

Sarah pressed the button at the very top, despite it already being lit, and we were on our way. A few of the more fully-dressed guests slipped out at various hotel room floor stops, leaving us with the less fully-dressed people.

I noticed pool towels and flip flops were a common theme, along with a mix of fake and real tans. A few of the guests even had sunglasses on their heads, which felt funny for the time of night. I was starting to believe that the twenty-four hour beach must have actually been for real.

When the doors dinged open on the rooftop, everybody piled out into the most confusing environment I’d encountered all day. And that was no mean feat - I felt like I’d already seen everything in that one day alone. But there we were. We were outside, after dark, but also, conversely, it was daylight.

A huge, curved digital display created a roof over the entirety of the top floor of our hotel. It cast an image of a fake blue sky over us, with wispy clouds and a slowly moving sun.

Lighting around the edges bathed everything in false sunlight, casting long shadows behind palm trees, which littered the artificial beach. White sand spilled towards a huge pool with gentle waves. It looked as if it reached the edge of the roof, creating an infinity pool.

I hadn’t expected to be anywhere near as impressed with the artificial beach as I was. It was oddly beautiful, for something so clearly unnatural.

All kinds of people were sunning themselves at the unlikely hour, ranging from people who looked like they were probably part of a Vegas show, to people still hungover from the night before. I couldn’t help but look at the people spread across the countless sunloungers and day beds. If they could still be considered day beds in the nighttime.

“This feels like a mistake,” Sarah started, “but shall we take a day bed for a bit?”

“Why’s it a mistake?” I asked, unsure what Sarah was planning to do.

She laughed.

“Just because I’m tired,” Sarah explained. “I don’t want to fall asleep up here, but also the beds look so comfy.”

She wandered towards a quieter area, where a lot of the rooftop beds were unoccupied. I followed her, and I felt the scattered sand crunch beneath the high heel of my sandal.

Nobody seemed to pay any mind to us as we passed through. I wondered if the fact we were in jeans at the beach would maybe draw some attention but, like everywhere else, Katy and Sarah barely warranted even a glancing look.

Sarah sat upon the edge of the bed and then pivoted her body, to pull herself towards the wall of pillows that made up the head end. She patted the space beside herself, wordlessly signaling for me to join her.

There was never any chance that I wasn’t going to lie next to Sarah, given the chance. I sat, pivoted, and dragged myself to the spot next to her. My purse trailed behind me as I moved.

It always felt as if there was something deliberately trying to remind me that I was dressed as a woman.

I lay back against the pillow, and Sarah immediately took that as a sign to use me as her pillow. She lay her head on my chest, my bra filled with my fake breasts supporting her head.

I had to shuffle her off of me, and then let her resettle, as she had managed to lie on the hair of my wig and trap my head in a weird position. We both laughed at the situation, before falling into silence, listening to the fake waves softly crash in the background.

The feeling of Sarah lying on me was something that still filled me with an indescribable feeling. It was a feeling of serenity and of connection and, maybe, love.

I had never been ‘in love,’ as such. I had always felt that I loved Sarah, but it wasn’t exactly a shared love. I felt that she had a platonic kind of love for me. I had often felt that from her. But that meant that my feeling of being ‘in love,’ was likely not the true feeling of what that term actually meant.

Still, her lying on me like that made me feel that maybe, just maybe, it was how love probably felt.

After a few minutes of silence and that feeling of serenity, I finally felt the need to speak.

“How are you?”

Sarah didn’t reply right away. I felt her head rise and fall with my breathing as she lay upon my chest.

“Weirdly fine,” she eventually replied.

“About everything?”

“About everything,” she agreed.

I didn’t speak. I wanted to give her the chance to elaborate.

“Like, right now, I’m happy,” she said, after a while. “I know that I shouldn’t be. I should be heartbroken and hurt and humiliated, or whatever. I should hate Jackson and regret everything that happened. I don’t know, maybe I do hate Jackson.”

Before the wedding, I’d have loved to hear Sarah say those words to me. There however, on her failed honeymoon, it only left me upset. I stayed silent. Sarah started speaking again.

“But for some reason I don’t actually really feel any of those things. I’m happy here.”

There was a pause.

“I’m happy with you,” she finally said.

I didn’t know how to respond so all I did was put my arms around her, as best I could on the bed, and I hugged her. She did the same.

It felt like the moment that, if life was one of those romance films that Sarah made us watch as a teenager, we would have kissed. We would have told each other that we love one another.

Instead, there was silence.
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We went from the day bed on the roof to our actual bed in our hotel room. We brushed our teeth, removed our makeup, and I took my wig off and hung it from the back of a chair. Sarah changed out of her clothes and into a cute, floral blue pajama one-piece

She pulled out a plain, light pink set of the same shape and gave it to me. There was no discussion as to whether I’d be sleeping as Katy or Kyle. I wasn’t even sure if she saw it as a possibility that I’d even want to sleep as Kyle. Or that Sarah would want that.

Not that I really minded. I had, by then, fallen asleep as Katy multiple times. Sometimes deliberately, as far back as sleepovers at Sarah’s mom’s house, and sometimes accidentally, like at Sarah’s own house with Jackson.

Falling asleep in a bra and women’s underwear was surprisingly comfortable, even if I spent the entire night with my genitals tucked.

I obliged and put the pajamas on. I realized that, maybe the other reason I didn’t mind so much, was because I knew how silky and smooth and comfortable they’d feel. I still hadn’t invested in any silk pajamas as Kyle, so it was sort of a treat, wearing the pair that Sarah had assigned to me.

As I put them on, it felt as if the mood between us had altered, somehow. We were quieter. Slightly more withdraw. It wasn’t like we had been silent during the walk back to our room. There had been scattered conversation as we made our way back down the elevator, and during the time we were getting changed as well. It felt different, though.

I imagined that it was because of the question I had asked Sarah on the roof. Not that I regretted it. I earnestly wanted to know how she was.

I couldn’t live in the honeymoon fantasy with her, and spend the whole time wondering if she was actually okay, underneath her natural bubbly and positive exterior. But the question about how she was doing seemed to change something around us.

Sarah got into bed and I joined her. We said goodnight to one another and I lay on my back, settling into the oversized mattress. If we wanted to, Sarah and I could probably spend a whole night in that bed at the same time and not even realize the other person was there.

But that didn’t seem to be what Sarah wanted.

As I was lying there, Sarah shuffled under the comforter towards me. Everything was quiet, other than the sound of her shifting through the bed, and muted noise of the low, dull hum of the air-conditioner. Before long, I felt her hand rest upon the cup of my bra.

Without a word, Sarah nestled her head on my chest, above where she had placed her hand, and I felt her body curl into me. Her knee gently pressed against my thigh, our bare legs lightly brushing together with that feeling that generated relentless endorphins in my body.

I felt her sigh and then, in almost no time at all, she fell asleep. Normally, I was the sort of person who could spend hours grappling with my thoughts in bed, preventing me from sleeping. That night though, as with a few of my other nights with Sarah, I fell asleep almost immediately after she did.

The sleep was wonderful.

In the morning, the cloud that had overshadowed us the previous evening seemed as if it was gone. Sarah was back to her usual self and I couldn’t help but feed off of her positivity. It was nice to have her back, but I was still haunted by that feeling from the previous night. All I wanted for Sarah was for her to be happy.

What Jackson had done to her was despicable. I had harbored resentment for that man for years, purely driven by jealousy. That jealousy was now all replaced with a sense of disgust. I wasn’t proud of my previous feelings towards him but, now, at least the disgust made sense. At least it was justifiable and not entirely selfish.

Sarah and I both did our makeup together again, wearing nothing but our underwear, much like the previous morning. Seeing Sarah in her underwear, and Sarah seeing me in women’s underwear, had almost become routine at that point. Not that it made it any less amazing that she was willing to be almost naked in front of me.

And not that it made it much less weird to know that Sarah was looking at me, her male friend, in a bra and panties.

Sarah wanted to go for a golden, glamorous look, which she proposed I also joined her in doing. Being that I wasn’t exactly motivated to choose my own makeup, I was fine following her lead.

She created a fireburst of eyeshadow, a shimmering gold over the actual lids, which faded to a shiny white towards the edges and under the eye. I managed to replicate her design on myself with relative ease.

It still sometimes surprised me how adept I actually could be with makeup. I wondered if maybe I should have tried my hand at art, at some point in my life.

The sparkling eyes were paired with a glimmering highlighter above our cheekbones. It left us looking radiant, like a dew-covered field in the early morning sun. The glimmer was complemented with a bold blusher, just beneath.

Our lips were finished with a bold, red, matte lipstick. The look felt much more dramatic than the day before. I worried that maybe this time it was the kind of thing that would draw some attention to us.

Still though, I sort of had fun with it all the same. Sarah doing something with her own makeup, and then almost challenging me to recreate it, was a weirdly satisfying game. It was almost a shame that my makeup skills solely existed to appease Sarah. It was sort of a waste, even, considering that I was pretty good at it.

Sarah complimented me on how well I had done with my makeup, and I reflected the compliment back to her. She laughed, telling me that if she couldn’t do her own makeup, she wouldn’t have a job. She used that as a chance to joke, once again, that I should join her as a makeup artist.

As I brushed my wig back to life, Sarah rummaged through the suitcases, to find something to wear.

“We need to think about what we’re wearing for the show,” Sarah announced, as she worked through her bundle of clothes.

“Oh,” I responded simply.

I hadn’t even considered that it would matter.

“What kind of show is it?” Sarah asked me.

“Uh,” I paused to think. “I actually didn’t get to ask.”

Sarah laughed.

“Distracted, were we?”

I felt myself blush, beneath my dramatic, artificial blusher. I knew exactly what she was trying to imply, but it wasn’t true. My conversation with Alex had been civil and in no way flirtatious. I had no way of knowing whether Sarah would believe that, though.

“No!” I childishly protested.

I doubted that it helped my case.

“Uh-huh,” Sarah responded, before her face lit up. “Hey! I know what to wear for tonight, if we don’t know what kind of show it is.”

“What?” I asked.

“Little black dress.”

She pronounces every word clearly and distinctly, with a slight pause between. Like the words held a power that I didn’t quite understand.

“Yeah?” I questioned.

“Literally perfect for every occasion. Actually, let’s just wear them all day. This isn’t exactly the sort of place where you can’t get all dressed up and feel good about yourself.”

Sarah was definitely right. At least about how Las Vegas certainly was the sort of palace you could get dressed up. The day before had very much proved that.

I was about to protest, in my own mind, that “feeling good about myself” hadn’t been part of the equation, though - being all but forced into spending all of my time as Katy.

But then, I wasn’t at all sure where that negativity had come from. I felt like, even internally, I was so insistent on making it clear to myself that I didn’t enjoy my time as Katy.

It was like I thought that it somehow made me a better person. Or more of a man or something. I was just lying to myself, though. I was feeling good about myself. I just wished I had the self confidence to admit that, even if it was just in my own head.

“Little black dress, then,” I agreed.

My delivery of the words was slightly less dramatic than Sarah’s, but she still smiled at me as I said it.

“You’ve never had your little black dress, have you?” Sarah asked me.

“What do you mean?”

“It’s kind of a cliche,” she admitted, “but most women have that one dress they own that makes them feel, like, I dunno. Like, way better than any other item of clothing. Like, you’re sexy and powerful. It’s for you more than it is for anyone else.”

“Yeah I guess I haven’t had that,” I said. “I think I understand the feeling, though. I kind of have felt that way as Katy. Like, it’s a feeling that I’ve never felt as Kyle. It’s one I only get when I’m like this. I don’t know if a pair of slacks and a nice shirt would make me feel that way, as a guy.”

I wasn’t quite sure why I had admitted all of that. I figured that maybe it was because I had just been so unnecessarily negative about being Katy in my own mind, that I accidentally overshared to make up for it.

Regardless, Sarah put down the clothes she was holding, and walked across the room to me. Her bare feet patted gently across the floor, and her figure swayed subtly in her bright red underwear. I did everything in my power to try and keep eye contact with her and not look elsewhere.

She reached me and immediately hugged me. I hugged back and our soft skin pressed against one another. Our torsos, our legs, our arms on each other’s backs.

Sarah released me from the hug and took my face in both hands and locked eyes with me.

“I love you, Katy,” she abruptly told me. “Never forget that.”

She let go of me and I released her from the hug. Her proclamation of adoration to me felt almost abrupt and forceful but it didn’t make it any less nice.

“I’m glad you get to feel that,” Sarah told me, as she walked back to her clothes. “I’m happy for you. You deserve it.”

“Th-thanks,” I stammered, unsure quite how to reply to all of that.

“How about this?” Sarah asked, as she pulled a silky looking black dress from her suitcase.

“For me or for you?” I asked.

“Good question,” she replied. “You, maybe?”

I came over and took the dress. It was short and black and cool and soft. I held it up to myself and it ran from just over the top of my bra to only a few inches below my crotch.

The material was almost kind of piled, so it created a stack of folds and ridges in the material, especially pronounced towards the base of the dress. A pair of narrow straps draped from the dress at the top, for the shoulders.

“I love it,” I admitted.

“Then it’s yours!” Sarah told me. “Maybe this’ll be your little black dress.”

“But it’s yours,” I quickly corrected her.

“Ours,” she corrected me back.

“What about you?” I asked.

“I’ve got like three more that make me feel that good. In black alone,” she said in a blasé manner.

I went to the mirror to slip into the dress. I put my corset on and looked at what Sarah had given me. The back of it undid with a subtle zipper, and I stepped into it from the top. I pulled it up my body, and the soft material slipped up my legs and into place around me.

My arms found their ways into the spaghetti-straps and the dress draped around me. I reached behind my own back for the zipper but couldn’t find it.

“Let me help you,” Sarah called, before I even had the chance to try for a second time.

“Thank you,” I replied, as she made her way behind me.

I felt as the structure of the dress tightened around me. The material hugged my hips, then my waist, and then firmed up against my false breasts. I was all but stuffed into the thing. I wasn’t sure how good it was going to look.

“Turn around,” Sarah commanded.

I did without questioning it, clearly ingrained in me through years of conditioning. Years of being Katy, for Sarah.

“Oh my god,” Sarah said as I faced her. “That might be your dress.”

I laughed.

“What do you mean?”

“Go look!” Sarah insisted.

She pointed at the nearest full-length mirror as she said it. I walked to where she had gestured towards and stood, looking at myself.

With my glitzy makeup, my freshly brushed blond hair, and smooth, bare legs, the dress looked like the final piece of the puzzle. I looked at myself almost in disbelief.

It was one hell of a dress.

The dress looked like it had been tailor made for me. It hugged me in every place that it should. It stopped about as short as it possibly could have before being inappropriate, which made my legs look unbelievable.

The tightness in the chest forced my natural man-boobs to look much more like real, woman-boobs. I wasn’t sure if it was possible to have a crush on yourself, but maybe that was what I was feeling.

Or maybe it wasn’t that. It wasn’t that I saw myself and that I was attracted to myself. It was more that I saw myself and saw a stunning woman. And seeing that woman, knowing she was me, filled me with that sense of excitement and joy that I had felt so many other times when being Katy.

It dawned on me that I absolutely had felt the feeling Sarah had explained to me. But it felt less like the outfit choice determined whether I got that ‘little black dress’ feeling that Sarah explained. It was like I always got that little black dress feeling when I was Katy.

Katy was my little black dress.

“Like it?” Sarah asked.

“Yes,” I responded, clearly and confidently.

“Well, that’s that, then,” she replied. “I’ll find you some shoes and I’ll find something for myself. Just a moment!”

She lightly jogged across the room, back to her clothes. Her mostly naked form bounced as she moved, with the beautiful flow of a deer in its natural habitat. She was unbelievably beautiful. I felt as if I would never stop believing that.

I watched as she pulled out a few more items of clothing, before looking a little longer at one particular black dress, and standing up with it.

“What do you think of this?” she asked me, as she held it out.

“I can’t really tell,” I told her truthfully. “Try it on.”

This time, she did as I asked. She stepped into it and did up a zipper on the dress’s left side. It sealed itself around her, and she turned on the spot to show me her look.

It was every bit as beautiful as the dress I was wearing. It had the same spaghetti straps, but the top of the dress had a kind of a cowl neck. It hung loosely around her cleavage, which was generously pushed together by her bra.

The dress clung tightly to her body, until the top of her thigh. The shiny and silky black material ran just beyond her knee, but the left side of it had a slit that ran almost to her hip. She was showing off at least as much leg as me, despite her dress being probably a foot longer.

“It’s amazing,” I told her, without needing to be prompted.

“Don’t you love it?”

Her response implied to me that she had that little black dress feeling. She didn’t need to double check my review of her look. She was feeling confident.

“Okay, shoes,” she continued.

“Sure.”

I had given up on the limp protest that I had given in the past. I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t having a good time. I was happy for Sarah to find me some high heels. I liked my look.

“How about these for me?” she asked.

Sarah held out a pair of black, stiletto sandals. They were almost identical to the ones she had given me the day before, aside from the color and the heel shape.

They had a narrow strap over the toes, and were held in place at the ankle by a similarly narrow strap. The heel was around four inches and was narrow as a needle.

“Love them,” I told her.

She smiled a wide grin. I had noticed, over the years, that nothing made Sarah happier than when I simply embraced my role as Katy. She seemed cagey when I tried to act as if it was all some big, weird charade. When I just let the natural Katy instincts come out however, Sarah seemed to have the time of her life.

“Great,” Sarah said as she immediately returned to her main job of finding something for me. “And these for you?”

From the suitcase came a pair of simple yet elegant high heels. They were a shiny, patent black leather. The toe came to a sharp and sleek point, which was complemented by a heel that matched that same description. It was narrow, even more narrow than Sarah’s heel. Or the heel of any other shoe I’d ever worn before.

The heels also must have been taller, too. They looked to be the best part of an inch higher than Sarah’s, even. Considering that there wasn’t a platform under the toes, they looked like serious work.

But the whole package was finished off with a shiny gold sole, and that alone almost won me over. I couldn’t help but find them beautiful. That allure made me want to try them, more than the nerves about the height made me hesitant to.

“Wow,” was all I said in response.

“You like them?”

“Love them,” I once again said.

Sarah laughed.

“Okay, all yours. Also, this gold sole means something, here. This means these are some of the most expensive shoes I own.”

“Oh,” I said, hesitantly.

“Oh,” Sarah echoed, but as if she was a little caught off guard by my response. “I didn’t mean that as in, like, ‘so you have to be careful with them’ or something. I meant that I wanted you to know that you were walking around in a damn expensive pair of high heels.”

I cocked an eyebrow.

“What do you mean?”

“Girl, if you think that wearing a little black dress makes you feel good, just wait until you find out how it feels to wear an entire paycheck on your feet.”

Sarah brought them over to me and placed them at my feet. I slipped into one and then tried to stand on that one leg to put the other on. I almost toppled over.

“They’re high,” I said, as I firmly planted my bare foot beside it.

“Oh yeah,” she agreed. “You’ll get it in no time, though. It’s the same as any other heels you’ve worn.”

It was funny that that was a sentence that could be said to a man, but there we were. I took the shoe back off, walked to a couch, and put the pair on from the safety of a seated position. Sarah put her shoes on as well and I rose to my feet, cautiously.

Despite my concern, things went well. I tottered a little as I stood, but found my footing shortly after.

“They okay?” Sarah asked

“I think so,” I answered.

“Take a walk around the room, get used to them.”

I did as she suggested and walked a couple of laps. Sarah wasn’t wrong; they really didn’t take much getting used to.

On my third loop, after I had started to find my confidence, I noticed Sarah filming me on her cellphone. Usually, the sight of someone documenting me as Katy would have filled me with dread, though that time I was just curious.

“What?” I asked, as I looked into her camera lens.

“You look sexy,” was all she needed to say.

I smiled. It was a smile from deep within me. A smile that meant more than I could have articulated as a spoken response to Sarah.

I did look sexy. I felt sexy. Sarah and I were more than ready for another day in Las Vegas.

We were more than ready to go to a show, which we had been given free tickets for.

More than ready to come face to face with Alex.
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The day was all but a repeat of the previous day, bar the fact that we walked in the opposite direction. We checked out the neighboring hotels, drank some drinks, won some money, and lost some money. The novelty very much still had not worn off.

Before we knew it though, we had eaten dinner, and it was nearly time for Alex’s show. All we knew about it was that it was in the theater at the Playa De Las Americas.

Neither of us had spent long enough in the hotel that day to remember to look out for posters, and neither of us had bothered to look it up. We were sort of excited to go into it blind.

And that was what we did. Half seven in the evening, we approached the entrance to the theater in our hotel, and I did as Alex told me. I told the doorman that I was Katy, and I was with Sarah, and that we had house tickets from Alex. The man checked something on his clipboard, and that was it. We were in.

For some reason, it felt as if we had managed to get in illegitimately. It wasn’t like we didn’t have tickets, so I couldn’t quite place it. I wondered if my thought came from the fact that I simply hadn’t paid to be there. Then it dawned on me that maybe it was rather because I wasn’t really Katy. I had more or less deceived Alex, to be there.

We found our seats which, somehow, were in the front row. When Alex said “free tickets,” I didn’t expect them to be tickets in row A. Clearly he was proud of his performance.

Sarah and I excitedly chatted about what we had managed to find our way into. The chatter eventually shifted topic, though. As the room filled with other guests, something dawned on us. The audience was almost exclusively made up of women.

Almost every seat in every row invariably had a woman in it. It wasn’t even a small room, there must have been hundreds of people in with us. There were a handful of men, mostly in one group that looked to be on a bachelor party or something, but everyone else was a woman.

As the lights dimmed and the music started, I truly began to understand why.

A smooth jazz saxophone began proceedings, and that was enough to elicit a cheer from the audience immediately. The noise behind me was a cacophony of women, whooping and applauding, despite there being absolutely nothing to see. The room was pitch black, until a singular spotlight audibly clanked on.

In the center of the stage was a tall, handsome, and powerfully built man. It wasn’t Alex but, for all intents and purposes, it could have been. We wore a full three piece suit, and was standing just to the right of a plain wooden chair.

That was enough to whip the crowd into a frenzy. The cheers - somehow - became louder, the applause more percussive than even before. Sarah and I looked at each other in the dim light. Her eyes betrayed a look of confusion, but she was grinning wildly, regardless.

Maybe we were just swept up in the moment, but we joined the applause. Both of us clapped as another two spotlights banged into life, revealing two additional men, almost identical to the first.

Except for one major difference. One of them was Alex.

He was on the side furthest from us. I felt myself look away from him, as if I was suddenly nervous to see him. Not that it mattered. Not only were we half a stage apart from one another, but it was also so dark in there that he probably wouldn't have seen me even if he wanted to.

Two more lights sprung to life, revealing a final two men in suits with chairs. With that, the smooth saxophone changed to a far more uptempo, still jazzy, musical number. There was a raunchiness to it that would have been more befitting of the twenties themed casino, but who was I to judge?

The men began to dance around their own chairs. It was the same kind of provocative, sexy dance that Alex had done right in front of my face at the bachelorette. He was wearing more clothes, there in the theater, though.

As the music continued, the men were acting about as lewd as could be without being naked, and the crowd were going crazy. That was, until the lights shut off again. The frenzy from the crowd stopped, but only took a few seconds to resume again.

The front and center light relit, to reveal that the man at the front had taken off his suit jacket, and that he was wearing a waistcoat without a shirt beneath.

Without a shirt, the vest revealed his giant arms. Even I was in awe of his biceps and triceps and whatever else was making his arm so massive. He took off the fedora hat he was wearing and tossed it in the crowd, his arm flexing as he did so. The group of women, who sprung up to catch the airborne hat, all moved in a way that would have rivaled a football defense.

Another pair of lights on the stage turned back on, with two men standing in place to be lit by them. One of them was Alex and, this time, he was on our side of the stage.

For the first time in the show, somebody spoke.

“Ladies,” the man at the front said into a subtle earpiece mic. “Gentlemen.”

There was a laugh from the audience when he said the second word. I could understand why.

“Welcome to The Storm.”

The crowd had reached a fever pitch. It was by far the loudest audience I had ever been a part of.

“Now,” the man continued. “Each of us up here - my friends and I - need some volunteers.”

I looked around and it looked like nearly every hand in the room had shot up, aside from mine and Sarah’s. Sarah looked at me, before she smiled mischievously, and tentatively put her hand up with the rest.

My hand stayed firmly on my lap. If anything, I tried to push it down harder, as if I was forcing it through my own thighs and through the floor.

The three men on stage simultaneously put their hands to their foreheads, flat and horizontal, like visors, and theatrically scanned the crowd in unison. I felt myself shrink into my seat a little as they did.

I wasn’t completely sure what was about to happen to the volunteers, but I was fairly convinced that I could hazard a guess - based on the men and the chairs. I didn’t want any part of that. I feared a repeat of the bachelorette.

Frankly, I wasn’t sure if I wanted any part of the overall experience of ‘The Storm,’ either. I may have been sitting in the front row in a tiny black dress and an expensive pair of high heels, but I still considered myself a straight man, beneath all of that. ‘The Storm’ was far from a show for straight men.

All at once, the men sprung from the stage and into the crowd. I felt my heartbeat speed up, as Alex passed Sarah and I. Somehow, miraculously, he passed without even looking in our direction.

The three men pointed at, or reached out to, three separate women, and cheers erupted from them and their friends as they were brought back to the stage.

Unsurprisingly, my guess about what was about to happen was correct. The men placed their volunteers in their chairs, the music heightened, and they were subjected to lapdances.

Clothes came off of the men and then, surprisingly, clothes came off of the woman in the front and center seat. I was, for a moment, even more relieved that I wasn’t picked, until she began dancing as well, and it became clear that she was part of the show.

The dance routine between the man and the woman became intricate and erotic and intense. Both of them removed more and more clothes until they were barely dressed. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.

Moments ago, I was convinced that I was above watching any of this show but, all of a sudden, I was also completely dragged in by the intensity of that dance.

I looked at the other men and their genuine audience participants. Alex was dancing around his partner, having now removed both his suit jacket and waistcoat. His body looked even better than it did in the restaurant.

Under those stage lights, he looked radiant. There must have been something on his body as it shone and glinted under his spotlight, making his figure look like that of an ancient Greek statue.

The show endlessly reminded me of the bachelorette party. It reminded me of how the dance from Alex had made me feel. It reminded me that I had been aroused during his dance. I couldn’t help but question where that left me, considering my previous assertion that I was a straight man.

Still though, the show was impressive, regardless of what it left me thinking about. Through all of it, I hadn’t even noticed that I’d started applauding. The whole room had resumed its cheers and clapping and I, somehow, had joined in.

Subconsciously, I’d been swept up in the furore and had become a part of it. I wondered if the men on the bachelor party had felt the same.

The song reached a climactic end, as the dancing also did. As it ended, the lights all shut off, and a new song was gently introduced. The stage stayed dark and I couldn't help but wonder how those women would ever find their seats again.

Before I had the chance to ponder, the stage was bathed in light, and the original five men reappeared, now in firemen’s outfits. This time, their chairs had been replaced with poles as a dancing prop. Where they came from was a complete mystery to me. The lights had only been down for a moment.

That was how the show continued. There was no story or plot or character development, just anywhere between one and five handsome men dancing on stage in various states of nudity.

Women were pulled from the audience to be handcuffed to stools by the men dressed as police officers. They were placed together on a couch as all five men danced in casual clothing that soon became almost no clothing. The bachelor from the party was even pulled on stage for one dance, much to the delight of the audience and protest from himself.

The entire time, I tried with all of my might to be invisible. Conversely, Sarah seemed as if she was having a hell of a time, any time that they needed an audience member on stage. I simply hid and never even dreamed of raising my hand.

If the dance at the bachelorette only in front of Sarah’s friends was humiliating, a dance in front of an entire theater full of women was going to be the ultimate embarrassment.

Mercifully, I was never picked. I was also oddly relieved that Sarah was never picked, either. I wasn’t sure what it was, but I felt like seeing her up, in the throes of some kind of erotic dance, would have felt wrong.

When the men announced that it was their final song, much to the disappointment of the audience, I was at least thoroughly relieved that we had managed to get through the show without being chosen.

The final song was sailor themed, and didn’t require audience participation. The choreography was elaborate, with more props on stage than any other number. Needless to say, it gave the men plenty of opportunities to showcase their strength and impressive physiques.

Throughout the song, the men took off layer after layer of clothing. More layers than even seemed feasible. First it was their hats, then their jackets, then the little neckties they were wearing. Shirts came off to reveal T-shirts beneath, to a series of joking boos from the crowd. Pants came off to reveal swim shorts, to the same response.

That became the joke and drama of the finale. The T-shirts came off and there were vests beneath. The swim shorts came off and tight boxers were revealed instead. It was like a Russian doll of nudity.

Finally, as the crowd sounded like they were ready to riot, if they didn’t see any real nudity, the vests came off. Bare shirts were visible across the board. The crowd cheered. Even I cheered, as it had become such a bait-and-switch the whole time, waiting for it to happen.

And then the finale truly appeared. The men took off their final layer. A pair of tiny speedos.

Before me, Sarah, and the hundreds of women in the audience, stood five fully naked men. The crowd erupted with excitement. It sounded like they were celebrating a superbowl win, they were cheering so loudly. We were cheering so loudly.

I found myself clapping and yelling as loudly as my Katy voice would allow. I wasn’t sure if it was the drinks I’d had during the day, or if it was just from being caught up in the spectacle of it all, but I was amazed. The show had actually been incredibly fun, even if it wasn’t strictly for me, or really what I’d have chosen to go and watch in Las Vegas.

The lights went out again, then stayed out for a few moments, before the darkness was replaced by the house lights. The show was officially over, and the sounds from the audience finally subsided. People slowly rose from their seats, Sarah and I doing the same.

“That wasn’t what I expected,” I said to Sarah, the first real words either of us had said since the lights first went down.

“Me neither,” Sarah laughed. “I’m glad it was that, though.”

I laughed back.

“I mean, I guess I wasn’t expecting to see Alex in a drama production any time soon.”

We worked our way out of our seats, still loosely chatting about the show. Sarah asked me what I thought of it and I admitted that it was fun, though probably not the sort of thing I’d go to again. She gave me a wry smile but didn’t push the point any further.

I wasn’t sure if I should have admitted it or not. I felt very comfortable sharing almost anything and everything with Sarah, although I did sometimes worry how it would reflect on me.

Considering that I still wanted her to want to be with Kyle, not just Katy, I worried that sentences like that would be another nail in the coffin of my masculinity.

Being in the front row, we were some of the last people out of the theater. As we approached the doors, we once again spotted the men from the show, now wearing some actual clothes - jeans and T-shirts. All five men were just beyond the doors, waiting to greet and take photos with their gracious attendees.

As we approached, we watched the various men having their photos taken with an endless stream of women. At one point, all five men took a moment to take a photo with the man from the bachelor party, which everyone seemed to take in good humor.

We passed through the doors, and Alex spotted us almost immediately.

“Katy, Sarah!” he excitedly called to us, as soon as he had a moment between photos.

“Hey Alex,” we replied in unison.

He was asked for another photo, to which he happily and politely obliged, before approaching us.

“What did you think?” he asked.

“So good,” Sarah immediately replied.

He looked at me.

“Honestly, I had no idea what to expect,” I started. “But it was really impressive. I had a lot of fun.”

“Well thank you,” he said, as politely as ever. “But hey, real quick, I’ve been in this show for a month now. Me and the guys were gonna go to The Beach House to celebrate. Wanna join us for a drink?”

“Sure!” Sarah eagerly responded.

“What’s The Beach House?” I responded, more tentatively.

“Oh, the club here in the Playa. You’ve not been yet?” Alex asked.

“Not yet!” Sarah replied for the pair of us.

“Then you’ve gotta come! It’s actually really fun, and not just cause they give us a free table for being in the show.”

Alex laughed a little at his own comment. For some reason, that was enough to convince me and Sarah to laugh with him.

“What time?” Sarah asked, firmly steering our side of the conversation.

“What’s the time now?” Alex asked, looking at his wrist, to the sight of no watch.

“No watch?” I asked, thinking about him looking for imaginary pockets earlier.

“No watch,” Alex confirmed with a laugh.

Sarah looked at me with a slight smile, possibly picking up on the fact we apparently had some kind of in-joke.

It was sort of annoying, in a way, that I had only met Alex under the pretense of being Katy. I felt like I got on with him pretty well - when we spoke, that was, the lapdance notwithstanding. I could sort of picture myself being friends with him, as Kyle. He wasn’t the usual type of guy I hung out with, but he seemed nice.

“Just past nine,” Sarah said, in response to Alex’s question, which I had already sort of forgotten he’d even asked.

“I should know that,” Alex let out a slightly dramatic sigh. “The show ends this time every night.”

We both laughed.

“But hey, I’ll probably be there in a couple hours, tops. Come up at half-eleven. We’ve got a table, so say you’re Katy and Sarah for Alex’s table again and you can skip the line.”

We both thanked him at the same time, before he excused himself to take some more photos with his fans. We took it as our cue to leave, and headed into the casino floor mayhem.

“Wanna go?” Sarah asked me, as we walked.

“Uh, I sort of don’t know,” I admitted.

“What not?”

“I’m not, like, a ‘club’ person, I don’t think,” I explained.

“Don’t think?” Sarah echoed. “When’d you last go to a club? When did Katy last go to a club?”

“Katy, never,” I laughed. “But I went to one on a work social a while ago and I didn’t like the music or the crowds.”

“Oh come on.”

looked at Sarah and she had rolled her eyes as she said it.

“That’s gonna be nothing like what they’ve got here,” she elaborated.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Okay, any club your work would go to - your work specifically - isn’t going to be good. The music here is going to be way better, and you don’t have to worry about the crowd as Alex has a table,” she told me.

“What does that even mean?”

“It means we’ll have space away from everyone and it means there’s going to be free drinks,” Sarah continued.

“Oh,” was all I said.

“Do you want to try it at least?”

“I kind of do,” I said, my rising intonation making it sound almost like a question.

“I want to try it, at least,” Sarah confirmed.

So that was that, we were going to Alex’s table at the casino club.
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Sarah and I returned to our room to ‘freshen up.’ What that mostly meant was ordering room service. We both desperately wanted some food, and we figured we may as well treat ourselves to a cocktail, before heading up to The Beach House club.

Having not been on a vacation in longer than I could remember, it was fun to let loose like that. I didn’t go out an awful lot, so the extortionate fee that it cost to get drinks delivered to our suite in a Las Vegas hotel kind of didn’t matter to me that much. Plus, I was doing it with Sarah, so the cost was definitely worth it.

Our order arrived in no time, and we took the delivery tray and table over to the bed. We sat side by side, far closer to one another than we had any reason to be. I sat on the left of Sarah. Her bare leg through the slit of her dress pressed up against my still perfectly hairless leg.

Sarah must have enjoyed that feeling as much as I did, considering the amount of times that it had happened between us. We sat and ate and drank and talked.

I asked her again how she was feeling, somewhat against my own judgment, although the dark mood from the day before didn’t reappear. Instead, we chatted about her feelings as I tried her drink, she tried mine, and we shared the food.

There were moments where we’d catch each other’s eye - when one of us was saying something, or we were passing things - and I felt like there was something in each look.

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but the eye contact would linger. We’d gaze at each other for slightly longer than we strictly needed to. There would be laughs when nobody had said anything funny.

It was like a tension, but a nice tension.

After we were satisfied with the food and drink we’d treated ourselves to, we realized that it had already gone eleven. Sarah said that we should go, and I was suddenly overcome with a wave of new nerves. So many things about the evening felt daunting, now that I was about to face it.

“Are you okay?” Sarah asked, clearly sensing my uneasiness.

“Huh? Yeah,” I lied.

Sarah gave me a peculiar smile.

“I know you,” she said. “What’s wrong?”

Nerves were one thing that I had never been good at lying to Sarah about. I could lie to her about wanting to be Katy, or having a preference about women’s clothes, or my enthusiasm for makeup, but nerves were something I could rarely hide.

“Sorry, I’m just nervous,” I admitted.

“You don’t have to be sorry!” Sarah insisted at once. “This is a big moment for you.”

“Is it?”

I felt it was right to be nervous, although I hadn’t considered it to be ‘a big moment.’ Any new scenario that I was thrust into as Katy was daunting.

This club in our hotel posed the threat of being seen by more people. It meant having to make conversation with Alex and his friends, which I always worried about, as it meant having to improvise my fabricated past. It also meant the risk of having to dance.

“It’s your first time clubbing!” she said enthusiastically. “That’s huge!”

“Yeah, it feels a little too huge,” I told her.

“This should be fun, though!” Sarah countered. “What is it you’re worried about?”

I told her my fears, to which she patiently listened and nodded as I explained them, before addressing each of them.

“Okay, there probably will be a lot of people there but, A, you look great, so who cares if people see you? And, B, most clubs are basically pitch black, so it’s the easiest place in the world to blend in.”

“That’s fair,” I tentatively replied, more about the darkness than how I looked.

“And you’re great at conversation! All the girls at the bachelorette loved you. And you looked fine at your wedding table! What did you say about yourself then?” Sarah asked.

“I guess I mostly told the truth, aside from how we met. And the thing about me living in Scotland.”

The final word came out with some real emphasis. It was both very funny and very silly of Sarah to tell people I’d moved there for a solid chunk of my life. Sarah laughed as I said it.

“I’m still sorry about that. But if that’s been working, then why would tonight be any different? Besides, if anybody in a nightclub asks you about your past in any depth, they’re probably just trying to sleep with you.”

My eyes widened a little. I had asked a bunch of my colleagues about themselves and their past on our work social in that club. I hoped none of them thought I was trying to sleep with them.

“And what was the last thing?” Sarah asked me.

“I don’t know how to dance.”

“You don’t know how to dance?” She sounded skeptical as she said it. “You absolutely do know how to dance!”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh as if you forgot,” Sarah continued. “We spent so much time in my bedroom as teenagers learning dance routines and following along to music videos.”

“Yeah,” I said, slightly hesitantly.

For some reason, on the scale of most to least embarrassing things I did with Sarah when we were younger, dancing to pop songs felt like it was on the more humiliating side of things.

“But anyway those were, like, specific routines,” I continued. “I doubt any of those songs are going to come on tonight. And, if they do, I’m sure as hell not trying to do a whole routine at Alex’s table.”

Sarah laughed again.

“Yeah, okay, I get that,” she said. “But that’s not what I meant. We learned routines, but we learned to dance in general.”

“I don’t know,” I still protested.

Sarah began to walk away. I hadn’t quite expected her to suddenly tire of our conversation so bluntly. I watched her as she walked over to her cellphone and unlocked it. A few moments later, dance music was coming from the speakers which were built into our suite.

She walked back over to me, slightly swaying with each step, to the rhythm of the music. I didn’t know much about genres, but it definitely wasn’t what Sarah and I danced to as kids. It also definitely wasn’t what they were playing on our work social.

As she got closer, I felt a little awkward standing there, motionless, so I joined Sarah’s gentle swaying. As I did, she smiled at me. She carried on moving closer, until she was inches away from me. I watched as her body moved more, and she raised her arms and began to feel the music through them, as well.

I followed her lead, I began to move my arms, and gently stepped in time with the music as well. Aside from the slow dance at the wedding with Tom, this was the first time I had danced in high heels for years.

Oddly, though, it felt as if it was coming back to me. Sarah was right, something about those formative years of dancing had clearly stuck with me. Sarah and I were dancing together. And I was dancing in those obscenely high heels.

I felt my foot pivot around my heel. I felt the way my toes would carry me as I shifted my hips ever so slightly. I felt the way the pointed tip would drag along the floor gently with certain steps.

Unexpectedly, Sarah put her left arm around me, her right arm now raised above her head. She pressed her body against mine, and our bodies moved in time with one another. I smiled and she smiled back.

“You can get away with this at a club if you’re a girl,” she told me.

“That’s one hell of a privilege,” I told her.

She laughed and kept her arm around me, lowering her right arm as well and putting it on my hip. She pulled us more tightly together, face to face, so our hips were pressed into each other. My crotch was against Sarah’s.

This felt uniquely intimate. Even with having kissed and shared beds in the past, being forced against one another felt entirely different. Her body gyrated against mine.

I could feel my breath becoming heavier, and my heart beating harder. I could feel my penis strain against the tight material that had it tucked, compressed close to my body.

She kept holding us together, and I put my hands on her in turn. She smiled again, and locked her gaze with me. She stared deeply into my eyes, and I stared into her’s. We held each other, still our bodies grinding together.

It felt intense. It felt erotic. I wanted her. I wanted her in a way that reminded me of just how much I had always wanted her.

And then the song ended.

The next song shuffled on, and it was a heavier rock track. Sarah laughed and let go of me, before returning to her phone to shut it off.

“Think you can handle that upstairs, then?” Sarah asked me.

I almost gulped. I wasn’t entirely sure that I could. I could barely handle it for a minute in the privacy of our hotel room. The idea of us grinding on each other for any longer than that was exciting and daunting enough to nearly give me a nosebleed.

“We’ll see,” I said.

I was trying to sound coy, but there was also truth to my answer.

“Well then,” Sarah said. “Let’s go.”

Firmly enticed by the idea of dancing with Sarah for more of the night, I had lost all of my hesitancy. I was ready to go up to The Beach House. We grabbed our things, admired ourselves in the mirror, and then made our way out of our room.

In the elevator, the button second from the top proudly listed “Beach House,” and nothing else. We pressed it and it lit up a cool blue, different from the reds that illuminated the buttons for each floor stop. The elevator ascended and, shortly after, the doors opened.

We were immediately met with the faint pulse of music. Just the bass thud, resonating through the hallway that we had found ourselves in.

Ahead of us, among the long red carpet and the driftwood chandeliers, was a line of people longer than I dared count. All of them were dressed in tight dresses and high heels, or slacks and shirts with smart shoes. It was a world apart from how everyone downstairs had looked and behaved.

Mine and Sarah’s black dresses blended in perfectly. I was immediately slightly less worried about the premise of people looking at me, when I didn’t look all that different from everybody else there.

“Are we even going to get in?” I asked. “This line is crazy.”

“Well that’s fine,” Sarah told me. “We’re on the list.”

Sarah added some mystique and intrigue to the way that she said those last two words. She said them as if they held some kind of power and magic, the way she had previously uttered “little black dress.”

In a way though, as we began to pass everybody else who was lined up, I supposed they did contain some kind of power.

I just hoped that it would be enough power to get past all of those people, suddenly staring at me.
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As we walked, people turned to look at us. I was fairly confident that it was because we were skipping the line, but I couldn’t help but feel self conscious. There must have been hundreds of eyes on us - on me - during every moment of that walk. All I could do was keep moving forward, and focus, and try not to look back at anyone.

I gently pulled down the hem of my dress. It suddenly felt so much shorter than it did in the hotel room. I was worried that it could have been short enough to expose my underwear, if I wasn’t careful. I was suddenly grateful that Sarah had assigned me a black bra and panties set to go with my black dress.

It was a weird thing to be grateful for.

I focused on my walk, knowing that I only needed to put one foot in front of the other until I reached the end of the line. I gripped the chain of my purse with my right arm, letting my left arm sway, loosely. I looked down at my own peachy fingernails as I moved, letting myself get distracted by the way their glossy finish caught the light.

My heel made contact with the floor, then my toe, and then my other foot would do the same. I imagined the click-tap noise that I knew from years of wearing high heels. I was hearing it in my mind only, any actual sound having been made inaudible between the carpet and the chatter from the line.

Despite their towering height, I moved as well as I ever did. The five inches beneath my foot barely slowed me down. In fact, there was something about them that almost felt empowering. I was sure I’d have felt less self-conscious, walking past that line in slacks and a shirt, but something about those shoes still inspired confidence in me.

Click-tap, click-tap. I thought of the noise in my own head as I walked. It felt oddly comforting, picturing it in time with each step. That noise, for some reason, was a feeling of safety and security.

It was the noise of being with Sarah.

Without her with me, I would have been having a meltdown. It had only just dawned on me how crazy it was to be walking into a Las Vegas superclub, dressed as a woman. Dressed as a woman and meeting a man who thought I was a woman.

Only Sarah could get me into a situation like that. But, equally, only Sarah could make me feel safe and secure and happy, in a situation like that. It was a weird pairing.

After a surprisingly long walk past the waiting guests, we reached a number of doormen. A couple of them were attending to the people in the line, and one stood specifically to meet us - the people skipping the line.

“Evening, ladies,” the man said, in a tone that felt both firm but polite.

“Hiya,” Sarah said, cutely.

It was immediately clear to me that she was trying to win him over.

“Are you on the list?” he asked, not sounding entirely broken by Sarah’s charm.

“Yup!” she answered. “Both of us, Sarah and Katy, for Alex’s table. From the show, Alex.”

I smiled as she said it. She was speaking in a way that made her sound a little ditzy, and I knew it was deliberate. It was clearly a character that she must have been used to putting on.

I wondered if this was how she always spoke to security or authority in general. It was funny that we both had these various personas we wore.

“Alex, Alex, Alex,” the bouncer murmured as he scanned his list. “Yup, this is you.”

He made a couple of marks on his clipboard paper with a pen and stepped aside, before lifting a velvet rope out of the way.

“Okay, have a great night, ladies,” he said.

“Thank you,” we both said at the same time.

Even I had adopted the slightly ditzy sound, when we thanked him. It made us both giggle quietly, as soon as we felt we were out of earshot.

Our entry to the club took a different turn from those in the line. I saw as each of the waiting patrons had to go to a counter to pay for entry, whereas we simply wandered down an alternative corridor. We reached a set of double doors, which Sarah and I both pushed to open.

We were at once hit by the swell of music. The dull bass thud which had been with us since we exited the elevator was replaced with all of the intricacies of the song, now audible for the first time. It wasn’t far removed from what Sarah had played in our room. An evening of dancing with her felt more and more likely.

“Let’s go to the bar, first,” Sarah said, loud enough for me to hear over the music. “I always feel less nervous when I’ve got a drink to hold.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

I hadn’t even imagined Sarah got nervous. It never even really occurred to me.

“Sometimes when I meet groups of people, I overthink my body language and stuff. If I have a drink with me, I at least know what to do with my hands.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah.”

She didn’t elaborate more and I guessed I didn’t know how I had expected her to expand on the point, either. I thought maybe I was just caught off guard, thinking that Sarah ever got self conscious. I always got self conscious.

Weirdly, I was often more self conscious as Kyle than as Katy. But Sarah always struck me as such a beacon of confidence. It was a surprise to hear. I felt as if I’d never known that about her.

We approached the bar and ordered a pair of cocktails. The barmen made an elaborate show of it, spinning the shaker and throwing ingredients around.

I realized quickly that the showmanship was because we were at a VIP bar. We were on a balcony, separated from the rest of the club by driftwood and glass barriers. The tall steps to the dancefloor looked to be policed by a bouncer.

As our drinks were poured, I pointed that out to Sarah and she grinned. It was hard for us both not to feel a little special, having skipped the entire line and then heading straight to the VIP area, with our own private bouncer.

Our drinks arrived and Sarah and I generously tipped our bartender. I was earnestly impressed with the bar tricks, and the drink itself was equally impressive. Mine was a piña colada. Considering the relentless beach theming that we’d been hounded by since we first arrived, it felt appropriate.

Sarah and I waited by the bar for a moment, sipping our drinks and trying to take in the sight of the club. The dancefloor was enormous, the room itself was even bigger.

It felt like an understatement to even refer to it as ‘a room.’ The sea of people we could see past the barriers and down the steps looked like it could have been thousands strong. It was definitely not the kind of place my work would go on a night out.

“Shall we find Alex?” I asked.

Sarah chuckled very gently.

“What’s the hurry?” she asked in return.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I guess it’s just that he invited us.”

“So?” Sarah was grinning now. “Doesn’t mean we have to fall over ourselves for him.”

I began to smile as well.

“So what do you want to do?”

“Enjoy our drinks and have a dance?” she offered.

That, to me, was an excellent suggestion. I began to follow her and she took my hand to guide me through the VIP crowd. We reached the bouncer at the top of the steps, who gave us both reflective wristbands and let us into the main area.

In my five inch heels, those steps were suddenly a daunting premise. I had navigated staircases before, in high heels, but the pair Sarah had given me were going to make each step its own individual challenge.

Sarah must have sensed my nerves, or had equal nerves herself. She held my hand a little more firmly, as we both tried to lean on our respective railings to our sides, without letting go of our drinks. The feel of her hand grasping mine as hard as it did made me laugh.

“What?” she asked, as the laughter escaped me.

“Are you as scared of these steps as I am?” I asked in turn.

“God yes,” she replied, now laughing back.

We let go of each other, and made more practical use of the stair rails, with our now free hands. After a few steps, I started to feel better about my movements. Or, at least, less like those high heels were going to kill me.

Eventually, we reached the main dancefloor of the club. The crowd was huge and people everywhere felt like they were jostling for position. There were pockets of space and little gaps between people that we weaved through, looking for an area big enough for the two of us.

Unlike the line outside, I felt as if nobody was looking at me inside the club. People were looking at their dance partners, or the crazy LED chandelier that took up the majority of the space above our heads, or towards the DJ and her ridiculous AV setup all around her. I was barely even a face in the crowd.

That left Sarah and I to be anonymous. The crowd was oddly thinner near the front. It was as if everybody had made it as far as the club entrance and decided they could make it no further. But that gave the two of us just enough room to face each other and dance.

At first, we moved separately, beginning to feel the music and the rhythm between the two of us. I felt a little rigid at first, trying to move in time to music that I would never normally listen to.

After a while though, I felt looser. I held my drink high and watched my own feet as I tapped my heels against the floor, pivoting on my toes, as the beat swelled. I looked up to Sarah, to see her smiling as I danced.

“How are you feeling?” she leaned in, and all but yelled into my ear, over the music.

“Good!” I replied, in the same manner.

It wasn’t entirely true. The answer was far more complex than that, but I was worried my message would be lost in the noise of the room. Still, overall I did feel pretty positive. I wasn’t too uncomfortable, dressed the way I was, and I was sort of enjoying dancing. That wasn’t something I’d have ever said before that night.

Sarah smiled again and moved closer to me as she did so. She took a sip of her drink and put her free hand on my waist. I mirrored her movement, pushing my body closer to hers, and we swayed together, hip to hip. We drank and danced and our bodies never left one another.

I had no idea how long we were like that, our bodies moving in tandem as one interconnected feeling. Neither of us led the way in which we were dancing, we were just naturally in sync. The feeling was magical - mine and Sarah’s entire beings following the same pattern, subconsciously. It was beautiful.

The songs mixed into one another and our drinks slowly came to an end. Sarah tipped her drink way back, finishing the very last drops, then held it down to her side. Her eyes locked with mine as she did it.

The dance continued, but now our eyes held each other’s gaze intently. Neither of us seemed willing to break the unspoken connection.

Time moved differently. I didn’t want it to end. It felt too perfect. I was so deeply attracted to her. There were hundreds of people in that room but I only cared about one of them.

So I did it. Something I thought I would never have had the courage to do.

I kissed Sarah.
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My lips pushed into hers. I closed my eyes as our mouths connected. Her eyes never left mine as I moved towards her.

I once again experienced the feeling that I had come to love. My soft, slightly sticky lipstick, pressing against hers. Our mouths lingering on one another for slightly too long, as our lips remained connected by the color upon them.

I opened my eyes again. Sarah was smiling at me, her eyes ever so slightly closed. It was a look of calm and happiness. Maybe the kiss was as much for her as it was for me.

The next moment, we were kissing again. Sarah had moved her hand up my body, feeling over the folds of my smooth black dress as it went. She weaved her fingers into the hair of my wig and pulled me into her. My eyes closed again.

In the darkness, all I could feel was her. Her hand, her soft and inviting lips, the hard breath from her nose mingling with mine between us. I could taste a sweetness on her lips and her tongue, either from her or her drink.

The music swelled and closed out all other sounds. My only working senses were completely overcome by Sarah. It was just the two of us in the world and nobody else.

I had no idea how long the kiss went on for. I didn’t want to pull away and it felt like Sarah didn’t either. It seemed to be a natural conclusion, when it finally did end. We both simultaneously relaxed, as if we had finally managed to dissipate the intense tension between us.

Sarah and I were both smiling at each other. She leaned in, this time to speak rather than to kiss.

“We should go back up.”

“We should,” I agreed.

I didn’t know why I felt that way. The kiss felt so intimate and frenzied that it was almost as if we needed a time-out. It was like everything between us had reached its final boiling point, and we could handle it no longer.

“How’s my lipstick?” I asked, before we moved anywhere.

Sarah laughed.

“I love it when you ask me that question,” she replied. “But it looks perfect. You always do.”

She didn’t ask me the same question. I guessed she didn’t need to. She knew my answer would be the same.

We interlinked our fingers again and slipped back through the spaces in the dancefloor, towards our VIP steps. I had only had a few drinks, but something about the kiss had made me feel drunk. I felt light and loose and free in a way that I rarely ever had before. It was more like I was floating through the crowd, than pushing by.

Back at the steps, a bouncer welcomed us back, upon seeing our wristbands. He stepped aside and we tackled the steps for the second time that night.

The way up felt oddly easier than the way down previously had. Each step down had felt as if I was placing my foot into some kind of black hole, it felt so far to the next step. Now though, I was still floating from the kiss.

As we returned to the VIP area, Sarah and I discussed - as best we could over the volume of the music - our plan for the night. We decided that it would be a waste not to look around the VIP area at least a little bit.

We wondered if there would be some famous faces, or at least something crazy happening up there. It was a VIP area. There was bound to be something to see.

Our plan, it turned out, didn’t last as long as we anticipated. We had walked for around two minutes, peering over booth seats and watching guests at tables, trying to see what everybody was up to. There were bottles with sparklers in, ice buckets with more beers than I could count, and one table where there was actual cash spread all across the surface.

As we walked by a couple in a booth, we saw a familiar face. Alex.

“You made it!” he said excitedly, by way of greeting.

“Alex!” Sarah said in response.

“We did!” was my reply, slightly more in line with what Alex had said.

We were all practically yelling to be heard over the music. I was becoming more confident in my Katy voice by the minute. It had handled basically anything I’d put it through, during the trip.

“What do you think?” Alex asked, gesturing at the vast area that made up the club.

“It’s crazy,” I told him.

In truth, I wasn’t sure how I really felt about anything, after that kiss with Sarah. I wasn’t sure if I was summing up the kiss or I was summing up the sheer scale of the place.

“Yeah amazing,” Sarah agreed.

I also hoped she might have been talking about the kiss.

“Tell me about it,” Alex said. “We’ve been here a few times now and I’m still not bored of it. You seen this DJ before?”

“Nuh-uh,” I said, shaking my head.

I wasn’t sure why I said no in the way that I did. It was completely out of character for me. Maybe I was just trying to downplay the fact that I had no idea who the DJ was. I doubted I’d ever seen the same DJ twice in my life.

“She’s great,” Alex told me. “Clerico.”

“Clerico?” I echoed.

“Yeah, her name,” he explained. “She’s done a load of festivals this year.”

“Oh wow,” I replied, not quite sure how else to answer.

I wasn’t sure how you even told one DJ from another. I thought they just played other people’s music. I worried it was quickly going to become clear that I was out of my depth.

“Yeah she sounds really good,” Sarah mercifully chimed in.

“Well she’s on all night!” Alex excitedly told her. “Hey, I was just heading back to the table. You two wanna come?”

“Yeah!” Sarah very much answered for the both of us.

“Then let’s go!”

Alex pointed past us, in the direction he had been heading, and we let him pass. Sarah and I briefly looked at one another. She was smiling excitedly, and I couldn’t help but smile back.

I was, above all else, sort of nervous. But the volume of the music in the club did at least reassure me that I probably wasn’t going to be caught in any particularly lengthy conversations.

We walked back past the little communities which had formed around tables. I couldn’t help but look at the dynamics of the groups.

Tables of men who had clearly only paid for their spot to try and lure women to sit with them. Tables of women who very clearly didn’t want any more men to try and come over and sit with them. Mixed tables for birthdays, or whatever else might entice someone to spend a ridiculous amount on a spot at a Vegas nightclub.

Eventually, we made it to Alex’s table. It was right by the barrier, looking over the whole of the crowd below. It even had a view of the DJ, just beyond the LED chandelier thing which dominated the club.

Sitting at the table were four men, who I felt fairly confident were probably the other stars of the show. I realized I hadn’t spent masses of time looking at their faces during the performance, which made me question what I had been looking at.

With them already were six women as well, happily chatting to the showmen. I had no idea who they were or what their affiliation was. That though, for some reason, caused the bitter part of me to immediately surface. My first thought was to presume that they were women brought over by the allure of the table.

Equally though, they could have just as easily been their wives, or girlfriends, or just regular friends! Ever since the wedding, I had started to notice that negative thinking in myself more and more. I wished I knew where it came from. It was something I wanted to find a way to move past.

“Hey again,” Alex called in general to the table, as he returned and gestured to an empty seat.

Not everybody looked up from their conversation straight away, likely not hearing him over the music. As we started to slot into the space Alex had carved out for us however, the table started looking our way.

I suddenly felt so tense. Ten people looking at me felt like a lot, when I was inviting myself into their space. I felt as if I needed to justify my presence there. I hadn’t paid for the table. I’d done nothing to deserve to sit with them.

“Heya,” I called out, as I positioned myself onto the plush seat by the table.

“Hi everyone,” Sarah said, waving as she joined me.

Despite my nerves, everyone else at the table seemed friendly. They waved and called back in a general sound of welcome. Alex introduced our names to the group, and then said everybody else’s name, pointing them out in turn in the circle. I hoped he didn’t expect me to remember them all.

Still, I had to spend a moment, inwardly running through a little mental checklist. I pulled down the hem of my skirt and crossed my legs, more or less matching the body language of all of the actual women at the table.

I pulled up the top of my dress, trying subtly to make sure my fake breasts were still in place as they should be. I once had one of them slip out the bottom of my bra when I was getting ready, and the memory haunted me ever since.

I placed my purse on my lap, and looked at the still perfect gel-peach of my fingernails against the black of the bag. I looked down at my feet, and watched myself do a little circle with my right foot, the high heel tracing a shape near the floor. Finally, I ran my fingers through my hair, gently. I wanted to make sure my wig was still in place and wasn’t moving.

I was sure that Sarah would have told me if it had moved, or if my makeup was off, or if any of my concerns were in any way at risk of coming true.

Still, I had to check these things for myself. I felt I had a hell of a lot to lose, if any facet of my facade did go wrong. There was no getting around the fact. I was a man, dressed as a woman, at the VIP table.

That was still fun and it was still exciting, but god did it still make me nervous as all hell.

Alex came around to my side and made a little space for himself beside me. I scooted over so he could fit in, and he asked if Sarah and I wanted a drink. I instinctively turned down the offer, not wanting to take advantage of his kindness, but he insisted.

He told us they get a bottle service credit, for their work in the show, and they’d still not hit that credit limit yet. He phrased it like I’d be doing him a favor, figuring out how much they were actually allowed to spend.

I couldn’t help but laugh, and Sarah and I took him up on some glasses of sparkling wine. Sparkling wine that turned out to be remarkably tasty. Before long, we were on our second glasses, and the conversation was flowing as easily as the wine.

Sarah jumped between the conversation with me and Alex, and a conversation with the guy next to her. I couldn’t quite be sure, but I was fairly confident that the man to her left was the man from the front and center position of the show. The guy who, for all intents and purposes, was kind of the star.

The atmosphere at the table was weirdly fun. Occasionally, somebody would propose a drinking game, or have some piece of silly debate that they’d take from their private chat and ask to the group, instead.

It was hard not to get caught up in it, and when everybody was being supplied all the free drinks they could want, it made for easy conversation.

That atmosphere was enough to calm my nerves. Any new situation I was thrown into as Katy was always enough to knock my confidence. But, equally, every new situation I had been in had seemingly always turned out fine.

I was starting to realize that, though. I was slightly less nervous at the start of each new scenario, and then my nerves seemed to subside faster each time.

And so there I was, in the throes of a conversation with Alex. Sometimes I was talking to the girls on the other side of him, sometimes I was involved in a big group discussion about something that was complete nonsense. Those group discussion were somehow all hilarious. It was a nice group.

The evening had become night, and then the night was looking like it could become morning, if we weren’t careful.

It must have been around half one, when Sarah was chatting to the star of the show, and I was still somehow talking to Alex. I had finally actually learned a little bit about him, and he had been asking a lot about me. About how I knew Sarah, where I grew up and, then, about my imaginary time in Scotland.

That last bit had almost started to become a game, for me. I had created a little narrative in my head, which seemed to work in every conversation I’d had up until that point.

By then, I’d created a perfect blend of truth and fabrication, which made my life as Katy sound believable and, importantly, not in any way associated with my life as Kyle.

But it was around that time that Alex proposed a change of scenery.

“Sorry, I feel like I can barely hear you any more,” he started off by saying, loudly, as we’d been doing all night. “Do you wanna go somewhere else for a bit?”

“I am kind of sick of shouting,” I admitted.

He laughed and turned to Sarah and the guy she was talking to.

“You two wanna bounce?” he asked them.

Sarah looked at the man from the show.

“Sure,” he said. “Where to?”

“Back to the suite,” Alex proposed.

“Great shout,” the man yelled back.

“The suite?” Sarah asked.

“Yeah,” the man from the show chimed in. “We’ve got this artist’s suite thing we’re posted up in while we work the show.”

He laughed briefly.

“Sorry, that sounds so pretentious,” he quickly interjected. “But it’s nice. It’s got its own private bar and stuff. It’s a nice change to this place.”

“Let’s do it!” Sarah agreed.

“Okay, let’s go,” Alex said as he stood.

Sarah and the man whose name I still didn’t know stood up as well, and so I prepared to follow. Alex offered me his hand, as I put my purse back on my arm. I held the hem of my dress in readiness to maneuver myself out of the seat.

Not wanting to be rude, I took his hand, and I felt the power that he must have contained in that single arm. He hoisted me out of my seat without me even having to really utilize any of my lower body.

“Th-thanks,” I stammered, surprised to have been standing so soon.

“You’re welcome. This way,” he added.

Alex said something to his friend, and the two of them quickly jumped into a conversation, which I couldn’t hear over the music. I took that as an excuse to speak - or rather, shout - to Sarah.

“What’s that guy’s name?” I finally had the chance to ask.

“Alejandro,” she told me. “At least, I think. I didn’t ask after we were first introduced, and I’ve been calling him that all night, but I’m still not one hundred percent sure.”

I laughed.

“That’s fine, Alex’s name was literally the only name I could remember.”

“Yeah, how’s that going?” Sarah asked me. “Having fun?”

“Yeah, I am!” I told her, truthfully. “I’m actually really enjoying the music. Plus the drinks are nice, and everyone at the table seemed really fun.”

“They were!” she agreed. “But how’s it going with Alex?”

“Yeah, he seems really nice too, actually. I can see why Lucy booked him for the bachelorette.”

“Well,” Sarah laughed. “I don’t know if it was his personality that she booked him for, but I get you.”

“Okay, fine. But still. Anyway, how about Alejandro?” I asked in return.

“He’s really nice, too!” she told me. “I guess this is kind of bad but I sort of presumed he’d be kind of a dick, being, like, the main guy in the show or whatever.”

“No, I totally get you,” I agreed. “I totally thought the same. I feel really bad about it now.”

“That’s fine, they don’t have to know.”

We both laughed. Sarah gently patted my arm as we did, before she leaned her head on my shoulder briefly as we walked. The extra inch of heel that I had over her seemed to make me the perfect resting height.

“What do you think this place is going to be like?” I asked, as Sarah removed her head from my shoulder.

“God knows. But how often do you go to the artist suite?”

She had once again put some real flair on the way she said the words at the end of her sentence. Like she knew it was all silly and pretentious but, like everything else in Las Vegas, that was kind of half of the fun.

“I guess never,” I answered.

We reached the doors, which were being held for us by Alex and Alejandro - or whatever his name actually was. As we walked through and the exit closed behind us, the sound deadened almost at once. Our conversation was audible to the rest of the world again.

Somehow, despite the time, there was still a line way out the door. People were trying to get in at a point of the night in which I normally would have been asleep for at least three hours. It felt like madness to me.

Alex called the elevator and we chatted generally about The Beach House as we waited. It arrived and we stepped in together, Alex and Alejandro allowing us to go first. Alejandro tapped his hotel keycard against a fob on the panel of buttons, and a floor light immediately illuminated. The elevator began moving.

Sarah and I were on our way to the artist’s suite. With the artists. From The Storm.
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In the elevator, I admittedly didn’t entirely consider why we had all decided to leave the club and go to the suite.

Alex had suggested it was a better place to talk and, in all fairness, I totally agreed. The company at the table was nice but I could barely hear them for the majority of the conversation.

Still, it was about two in the morning. I had never tried to pursue a conversation with anybody at that time. If I tried to talk to my own mom at two in the morning, I doubt even she’d entertain the idea.

We had a few drinks and the energy from the club within us though. I guessed that was why it felt, to all of us, like a good idea.

After a couple of moments, the elevator dinged, and the doors opened out into a big, open plan space, littered with couches and comfy looking armchairs and little workspaces. The theme for the decor was cream and gold and white marble. It was kind of a breath of fresh air from all of the beach I’d been subjected to, over the past days.

The atmosphere was punctuated by a very inoffensive kind of electronic music, creating a tone for the setting that was sociable and fun but casual. I quite liked it. It was also certainly a breath of fresh air from the wall of sound in the club.

Right in the middle of the room, beneath a huge chandelier of gold concentric circles and oversized bulbs, was a very generously sized bar. There were probably only about thirty people scattered around the room but, even at full capacity, I doubted that the artists and their friends would ever need quite that much bar real estate.

It felt rude not to make the most of it though, so Alex offered to go and grab us all a drink. He still had bar credit, and he seemed determined to make sure he got the most out of it. I respected it. I felt I’d be the same, in terms of trying to maximize value from anything that was a work perk.

It reminded me of how I once cycled to work for six months, due to a work scheme. My company paid ninety percent of the cost of the bike, if I used it to commute to work. I did it despite the fact that I had always hated cycling. I hated it even more after I’d used that bike for half a year. Still though, it was a work perk.

I ended up regaling the group with that tale, after Alex had returned with the drinks and we’d then gotten most of the way through them. It got a very generous laugh, which was an amazing feeling. I never felt myself to be a particularly funny person, nor a great storyteller. I always felt even less funny too, when I was the center of attention in a group.

“Yeah I guess I can’t necessarily see you as a cyclist,” Alejandro said, after the laughter had subsided. “Those heels can’t be great on the pedals.”

The group laughed but I suddenly realized that the story I told was very much a Kyle story. I had become so comfortable in myself around the group, I’d sort of forgotten to carve a distinction between Kyle and Katy.

It was crazy that I’d managed to forget, though. I was sitting there in my little black dress and expensive high heels - or, Sarah’s high heels, but that was a point I’d sort of given up on making.

I wasn’t dressed as a man. I didn’t feel like Kyle. But I guessed I had become so used to being dressed as a woman, that it had started to feel normal and natural. It was kind of no surprise I’d accidentally let my guard down so much.

I supposed it was at least nice that I was beginning to not feel so endlessly uncomfortable and nervous, when I was dressed as a woman. But then that thought itself was a double edged sword. I wasn’t sure how I felt, about the thought that it was nice to feel comfortable as a woman.

Why was that a good thing? It wasn’t like being Katy was something I was planning on doing for the long run.

I was happy to keep spending time as Katy, but mostly just as a thing to do with Sarah. Although I was willing to admit that I was coming around on the idea of more girl time with her, even if I very much didn’t want her to forget about Kyle.

The conversation had moved on without me, as I was lost in my thoughts, and I tried to play catch up. It seemed to mostly be Sarah asking about the place we’d found ourselves in. At least that was what I guessed, as Alex was telling her about how many rooms there were.

“I can show you,” Alejandro said, after Alex had finished.

“You’re offering me a tour?” Sarah asked.

“Something like that,” he grinned.

Sarah grinned back and started to stand up.

“Have you got a room key?” Sarah quietly turned and said to me, as she stood.

“Uh-huh,” I quickly replied. “Why, you need it?”

“No,” she answered, still hushed. “Just in case we get split up later.”

“Oh, okay,” I said.

I was about to ask what she meant, but she and Alejandro were already on their way on the tour around the space.

“What about you?” Alex asked. “Do you want to come take a look around?”

“Sure,” I agreed, not sure what else there even could be to see in the place.

He once again offered me his hand and, this time, I knew what to expect. Still, as I stood, I found myself slightly tottering on my high heels from the force of his strength. He chuckled gently and held his arm out horizontally for me to use for balance. I took it, and used it as a chance to adjust my shoe slightly.

After however many hours in those things, my feet weren’t feeling entirely themselves.

Alex started walking, but didn’t lower his arm. I presumed he must have guessed my discomfort, and I was sort of grateful for it. I couldn’t imagine any scenario in which I, as Kyle, would have ever been using a man’s arm for support, but I decided not to question it. I sort of needed it at that point.

“This is the balcony,” Alex said as he led me towards a set of double doors.

He pressed a button and they opened out onto a giant terrace. More furniture and people were scattered about the space, which was dominated by the huge hole punched through the building.

Beyond some gold and glass balustrades was the Las Vegas skyline.

It was one of the craziest views I’d ever seen in my life. The lights and screens and general mayhem were visible in every direction. Even at that time of night, it was as if the party was just starting, everywhere we looked. It was unbelievable.

As we stood at the railing we were no longer even talking, due to my disbelief at the view. I felt myself shiver. The evening wasn’t cold by any means, but my dress was short and my legs were completely bare. It wasn’t a practical outdoors outfit, by any stretch of the imagination.

“Oh, are you cold?” Alex immediately said as he saw it happen.

“A little,” I admitted. “My fault, though.”

“Yeah,” he laughed, “but we don’t have to be out here. I’ll show you the rest of the place.”

He turned and offered his arm again, and led me back towards the double doors inside.

“I’ve got a jacket in my room you can borrow, if you do want to stay out here, though,” he suddenly added.

“Oh, that might be nice,” I replied.

I found the thought kind of funny, wondering if he’d ever offered a guy friend his clothes when they were chilly. Plus, his jacket would have engulfed me. Not to say that I didn’t want to go and get it. I was enjoying the view.

We headed down a new hallway, in which there were room numbers. We slowly made our way past a few rooms, Alex very much matching my hindered pace, and we eventually stopped. He pulled his keycard out once again, and tapped it against the reader on his door. I watched him push it open.

“After you,” he said.

I stepped into the darkness of the room, and he placed his keycard in the slot on the wall. The room was suddenly bathed in light, revealing a room way larger than one person could possibly need.

The whole space was way larger than my own apartment, even. There was a living room, a kitchenette, and a dining space, all spread across this one giant room. There were couches, a huge television, a kitchen island with more appliances than I owned, a desk with two monitors and an office chair, and a standalone drinks fridge.

And those were just the first things that caught my eye. The more I looked, the more I noticed. I could barely even take it all in.

“Wow,” I finally spoke.

“You like it?”

“It’s so nice,” I told him. “Nicer than the suite they gave me and Sarah.”

“You’re sharing a room?” Alex asked.

“Yeah, it was supposed to be-”

I cut myself off. I was about to explain the whole honeymoon situation. That would have been one hell of a mistake. For all Alex knew, Sarah’s wedding was still some time in the future, and we were just on one last hurrah before it happened.

I had been letting my guard down too much that night. Maybe it was the drinks, maybe it was me getting used to being Katy. Whatever it was, it had to stop happening.

“It was supposed to be two rooms,” I quickly lied. “But we realized we could get a suite if we put our money together and we kind of liked the idea.”

“Cute,” Alex said. “But you’re right, I totally don’t need this space. At home, like my actual place, I have this whole minimalist thing going on. This room isn’t that.”

I laughed.

“Is any of Vegas that?”

“Absolutely not,” he laughed back. “Want anything else to drink?”

“I probably shouldn’t,” I told him, thinking about how much I’d already nearly slipped up in our conversation.

“Oh, I meant like a soft drink,” he clarified. “I definitely cannot handle another beer.”

“Oh, okay!” I chirped.

“What do you want? They stock this place with basically everything. If you want it, I’ve probably got it.”

“Have you got root beer?” I asked.

Alex laughed.

“What?” I quickly shot back, feeling a little defensive.

“Sorry,” he replied. “You didn’t strike me as a root beer kind of girl.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

I had no idea what he was getting at, even slightly.

“Nothing,” he said. “Here you go.”

He got a pair of glass bottles from the drinks refrigerator and popped the caps off with an opener fixed to the wall. I watched as he made his way to the couches and sat himself down on one of them. He put both bottles down on a small table in front of it.

I walked over and sat next to him, in reaching distance of my drink, and thanked him as I did. We quietly drank for a moment. And then for a moment longer. It all of a sudden felt as if we had run out of conversation. I felt an awkward wave wash over me.

“You were great in the show earlier,” I finally said, not sure what else to say.

“Thanks,” Alex laughed. “Sorry we didn’t pull you two out of the crowd, though. We can’t look like you’re picking favorites. If I gave you a free ticket and pulled you out on stage, management probably wouldn’t be pleased with me.”

I laughed. I wish I’d have known that before the show. I would have been a hell of a lot more relaxed.

“What about this, though?” I joked about being shown the artists’ suite. “Don’t you think they’d think this is picking favorites?”

He laughed in turn.

“Maybe I wanted to,” he said.

I was about to ask what he meant but, before I could even say anything else, I felt his hand on my jaw. My eyes widened a little in surprise, as I saw his face move towards mine. I was almost paralyzed with shock. I didn’t know what to do.

So I decided to do nothing.

I let him kiss me.
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His lips met mine. I felt as if everything else in the world had vanished. There was a ringing in my ears from the club. I’d only just noticed it. The only other thing that was audible was his breathing through his nose. It was loud and strangely powerful. It was as if he was running.

My brain was telling me to push him away. To tell him there must have been some kind of misunderstanding, and that I hadn’t meant to take advantage of his generosity. To say that I had to leave.

But my body wasn’t doing it.

I could feel the stubble of his chin lightly brush against my completely hairless face. It was all wrong. It wasn’t what I wanted. That kiss with Sarah had been heaven. It had been perfect and had been everything I wanted. Kissing a man was none of that.

It was just the two of us, in his room. I worried for a moment that this was going to be my first ever full sexual encounter.

I used to have wanted to share that with Sarah. Even after I decided that I needed to stop being so jealous, I at least expected this moment to be shared with a woman. I absolutely did not want my first sexual experience to involve a man.

But I still didn’t push him back.

I felt his hand on my thigh. I knew I shouldn’t have let him do it. But it made me shiver, it made me tingle in a way I had never felt.

It made me aroused.

My penis tried to push against the tucking underwear. It wasn’t going anywhere and I was grateful for it. His hand was so close to my panties and it made me so nervous. But it also excited me, so much. His hand was forbidden fruit. I knew that part of me wanted a taste.

We kept kissing. I felt his hand move from my thigh, onto the back of my hand, which had been resting on the couch. I let him lift it, and he brought it to his own crotch. Through his pants, I could feel that he was hard.

The shouting in my brain was getting louder and louder. I didn’t want to touch his penis. I really didn’t want to. I had no desire to touch another man’s penis. But then why wasn’t I stopping it from happening?

I gently felt through the material, almost massaging it, and could feel that he was huge. It was so much bigger than my own. It was such a crazy thought to have that I almost laughed. Not that it was any surprise. I’d now seen his penis twice. Touching it through his pants wasn’t a huge departure from that.

He moved my hand slightly to unzip his pants. He returned my hand to its previous position and I rapidly found out that he hadn’t been wearing boxers. My hand was on him. I loosely gripped, and realized that he hadn’t been hard at all. It was just that big.

All of a sudden, I felt his hand back on my thigh. My body shivered again, and he kissed me even harder.

I had given up trying to argue with myself. I clearly didn’t want it to stop, although there were a million reasons not to continue. I gently moved my hand up and down in his pants, and I felt him begin to grow in my hand.

It was a peculiar feeling, making a man aroused. It made me feel strangely powerful, like I had him under my control. For me, with my diminutive stature, and Alex with his hulking figure, it was hard not to feel powerful.

Or maybe that was simply what being with another person always felt like. Maybe I would have felt that way with a woman, too. I didn’t know.

His hand moved up my thigh further. It landed on the outside of my panties. I was about to tell him to stop, worried he was going to remove them. Worried he was about to reveal something about me that I wasn’t ready to share.

But then he rubbed the outside of them. He gently circled his finger, I guessed where he must have done to actual women, many times before.

Somehow, it coincided exactly with where my penis was tucked. He rubbed circles, and then gently back and forth, through my panties.

I felt the blood in my body move to where his finger was pulsing. If I hadn’t perfected tucking over the previous decade, he definitely would have felt something he wasn’t supposed to. But he mustn’t have. He was touching me the way he would touch a woman.

I deep down wished that it didn’t, but it felt fantastic. Nobody but me had ever touched my penis. Having somebody make it feel the way that Alex was making it feel was new and thrilling and it felt amazing. I wished that it wasn’t Alex. I wished that it wasn’t a man. But it was. It was a man and it felt incredible.

He had grown hard in my grasp and I was gently playing with it, trying to remember to move my own hand when his fingers were so distracting. I let out a soft moan into his mouth, in the kiss. I didn’t mean to, but the feeling in my underwear was becoming too much to handle.

His mouth pulled back from mine, and he let out a deep but gentle laugh. He looked me in the eyes with an intensity I had never experienced from anybody.

I felt his fingers stroke a little harder, still against the material of my underwear, pressing into my flattened penis. I tried to keep some attention on him, but I couldn’t focus. His fingers felt too good.

Suddenly, I gasped for air. Everything came as such a surprise. It almost felt like I lost control of my whole lower body. My hips shuddered gently, and I felt a building of intensity from deep within me. The intensity built, and was replaced with sheer ecstasy.

There, at the mercy of Alex’s fingers, with my penis still soft and tucked, he made me have an orgasm.

It was indescribable. I had only ever experienced orgasms alone. To have one like this, almost as a surprise, not having been any part of it other than being the vessel for it, was unlike anything else.

It was mind numbing, the pleasure. I felt a warmth enter my tucking underwear, and aftershocks of pleasure ripple through my body as it happened.

I had no idea what noise I was making, or if I was gasping for air, or how I had handled any of what had just happened. My eyes had closed. I heard nothing. All that I had experienced was through feeling, alone.

As I finally opened my eyes, the pleasure having settled to a tolerable level, I was met with a knowing smile from Alex. He looked pleased with himself. I was still glowing from the feeling within me. He had earned his look.

I glanced at my own hand and saw it was still loosely on him. He kissed me and I started to move my grip and and down once again. He gently bit my lip as I started, clearly signaling to me that I was doing the right thing.

He softly groaned. I was still feeling the afterglow of what had just happened to me. I had never felt such intense pleasure. It still hadn’t left me. I felt his hand move to the back of my head.

He released me from the kiss, and I felt him gently pushing my head down. Riding that wave of euphoria, still, I didn’t deny him.

I found myself inches from him. My face was almost buried in his pants. I felt another pulse of warmth within my panties, every muscle around my hips clenching.

I took him in my mouth.

It was unlike anything I had ever experienced. This huge and powerful man passed my lips. My tongue tasted him. It was salty and warm and a slight hint of something like sandalwood entered my nose.

I had no idea what I was doing. I had never done this. Nobody had ever done this to me. I traced his shape with my tongue and closed around him with my lips. I moved my head back and forth gently, and he groaned again. It was the sound of a man at my mercy. I felt a power that I didn’t know I could ever have.

A rhythm built. I moved my head and teased him with my tongue and heard his noises and felt his hands upon me. I planted my hand on his hip and used him as I needed.

I had him in my mouth and he was grunting and his grasp on my head was growing tighter. I heard his breathing become almost ragged. He gasped. I kept my mouth around him and his gasp repeated.

It happened.

The feeling was immediate. A feeling like him flexing, a movement within my mouth, and then another, and then a breathless moan from Alex. And then a pulse. He held my head still. I felt him release into me. It hit the back of my mouth and coated my tongue. It tasted somehow almost bitter and yet not unpleasant.

And then it happened again. And once more.

I did all I could think to do. I swallowed. I released him from my mouth, and I swallowed. I looked up at him, and his eyes were closed. He was smiling, looking slightly up towards the ceiling. I rose so I was sitting up, next to him.

As soon as it was over, I suddenly felt strange. I had enjoyed myself but then, in the immediate wake of it all, I wasn’t sure if it was what I truly wanted.

Clearly though, I desired it. His touch had felt incredible. The feelings it conjured within me when I had him at my mercy were so new and so exciting. But I still wasn’t sure if being with a man fully felt right to me.

I had never even considered it, before that moment. I had never actually imagined being with a man, until it was happening. But all of a sudden it felt so correct. So enticing.

But then that feeling had passed once again.

Where I had once felt excitement, almost pride, in my control over this man, I suddenly felt strange. I hadn’t not enjoyed what had happened. Those moments right at the climax of everything, those were incredible. It was incredible to have experienced them. But I wasn’t sure if I wanted the experience again.

If that was a part of being Katy, I wasn’t sure if it was a path I was willing to stay on.

I was so confused.

Alex opened his eyes and looked at me. He said nothing, and I didn’t know what to say, either. I couldn’t tell him what I was thinking. I couldn’t exactly explain that I had fun for a moment, and then that I wasn’t sure about my feelings any more. What would he do with that knowledge?

He gently stroked the outside of my thigh and we sat in silence for a while longer.

“Want to stay over?” he asked.

“I can’t,” I immediately answered.

I was so grateful he even gave me the get-out opportunity. I had no idea what I was supposed to do, after what we had just done.

“I’ve got our only room key,” I quickly added.

“Oh,” was Alex’s sole reply.

He looked a little disappointed, but not upset or anything further.

“I’d love to, though,” I lied.

I didn’t know why I did it. I didn’t want to hurt him. He had done nothing wrong. He just happened to be there, with me, as I had some kind of epiphany which had upended my entire being. He was there when I wondered, all of a sudden, if I didn’t want to be Katy at all. At least, not like that.

“Well, maybe I’ll see you around, at least,” he said. “I had fun talking to you tonight, Katy.”

“I did, too,” I told him, meaning that, at least. “And yeah, you probably will. Sorry to have to rush off!”

“No, it’s fine,” he sounded more normal again now. “You and Sarah need to look out for each other. I hope you had a nice time at the club tonight.”

“The best,” I answered.

I stood and he stood with me. I started walking to the door, before he reminded me I’d left my purse on the couch. I thanked him as he handed it to me, and he accompanied me towards the exit to his apartment.

“It was great seeing you,” he told me.

“You too,” I agreed.

I meant it. Again, everything about the evening was great, aside from those final moments. I felt awful for that. It wasn’t his fault. Something in me just changed, like flicking a switch. He wasn’t to blame in any way.

He looked at me, deep into my eyes again. He looked as if he was going to kiss me. I both wanted him to and didn’t. I had never been so conflicted. Being Katy had never made me feel this way before.

I leaned in. I kissed him. It felt more right to me than not doing it.

The kiss was nice. Nothing more than that. I didn’t regret it.

And then I left.

The door closed behind me and I clutched my purse to my body. I walked back down the halfway which I was now suddenly alone in, and through that vast communal area past the bar. The number of people now hanging about felt dwindling. Nobody looked at me and I was grateful for it.

I walked to the elevator and waited for it to arrive. There wasn’t a single other person in it. It was late. Or early. I stepped in and slowly made my way to my floor. I exited, walked down the corridor, and found my own room.

My keycard set off a little green light below the handle, and I pushed the door open. It was dark inside.

“Sarah?” I cautiously called, not wanting to alarm her.

There was no response. I called out again and heard nothing at all.

I cautiously felt for the unit on the wall to insert my keycard into. I found it, but there wasn’t a keycard already in there. I input my card and the lights in the suite all came on at once. It felt overbearingly bright. Now that I could see, I knew for certain that I was alone.

That meant that Sarah was still with Alejandro.

All of a sudden I felt even worse than I did in that moment with Alex. Like everything had hit me all at once. I was ashamed. I didn’t know why, but that was it. I had gotten so carried away with everything that I’d all but forgotten who I was.

That wasn’t what I had wanted. I didn’t want to be with Alex. I didn’t want to be with any man. But I did want to be with Sarah. There was no point trying to deny it. I was in love with her. I always had been. The only lies that I had ever told to myself were that I didn’t feel that way about her.

But I did. I loved Sarah. I loved her so much.

I kicked off my high heels, before realizing that they were Sarah’s and they were expensive. At once, I carefully collected them and placed them beside her suitcase. I unzipped my borrowed dress, took off my borrowed wig, emptied my borrowed purse, and stripped from my borrowed underwear.

My tucking panties were wet. I threw them into the shower, and the shame within me swelled again. Where, once, the feeling of the warmth releasing in my underwear felt like incredible waves of pleasure, the memory of it now almost hit me more like a cold glass of water.

I felt so bad. I felt bad for myself. And I felt bad for Alex. He didn’t deserve to be caught up in that.

All I could think to do was get in the shower. It had become my ritual, when my time as Katy had reached a tipping point and I had started to lament her existence.

So there I was again, watching the water turn beige as my makeup faded from my face.
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When I awoke the next morning, I was still alone. It was half ten and I’d still only had about six hours of sleep. My overriding feelings were regret, sadness, and a sense of nausea from the night spent drinking.

I wanted to go and get some food. To just go out of the room and leave everything behind for a moment. But I wanted that as Kyle. I wanted to leave Katy behind for a moment. And yet I couldn’t.

The only clothes in the entire suite were Sarah’s clothes. I’d left my suitcase back at the damn wedding, and I’d turned down the offer to take any of Jackson’s stupid clothes when Sarah gave me the chance. I had no idea what the hell I was thinking.

All that left me with was a bathing robe. I searched every wardrobe and hook and cabinet that I could see, and the robe was the only menswear-adjacent item I could find.

Still, I was grateful to have even that. It provided me a momentary relief from being Katy, and from thinking about where that had taken me the previous night.

There was some pizza, leftover from the night before, in our refrigerator. I greedily ate it as I started to make myself a coffee in the kitchenette.

I was also grateful for that. It was an overly elaborate coffee setup and it reminded me of my home, and my coffee station I had set up there. It made me feel normal, for the time I was making the coffee, at least.

Just as I finished pouring, I heard the door unlock. It was Sarah. She was still wearing the previous night’s clothes. She looked slightly worse for wear, but still looked incredible all the same.

“Oh hey!” she called out to me, as upbeat as ever.

“Hey,” I all but murmured back.

“I need to hop in the shower, like, thirty minutes ago,” she said, not stopping for any more conversation.

She somehow simultaneously walked and undressed and removed her high heels on the way to the shower. In no time at all, I heard the water running, and then heard her quietly singing to herself. It sounded sweet. I sighed and sat down with my coffee.

Eventually, she returned, just wearing a towel.

“How are you feeling?” she asked me.

“Fine,” I lied. “You?”

I was talking in my own voice - my actual, masculine voice - for what felt like the first time in days. Sarah looked a little taken aback, but didn’t say anything.

“Yeah, weirdly okay. Like, I don’t think I even have a hangover,” she told me.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t know what to say. I felt dreadful. I was hungover. I regretted my actions. I knew why Sarah didn’t come home last night.

Sarah sat on the bed and plugged her cellphone into her charger.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked back.

“You seem weirdly quiet. Like, not yourself,” she looked at me as she said it. “Certainly not the Katy I was with last night, at least. You okay?”

“Yeah,” I lied again.

And then I thought for a moment. I was not okay. I was nowhere near okay. I always felt that I could share anything with Sarah. Sarah was the reason that I had been Katy in the first place. Through being Katy, Sarah had told me things that she had never told another soul on earth. Through being Katy, I had done the same.

I had told her things that I felt I could never say to anybody. I had done things with her that I never would have done any other time in my life. Some of them, like last night, had admittedly felt wrong. But so many more of them had been fun and incredible and truly joyous and euphoric.

But last night wasn’t. Being with Alex felt fun for a moment but then it felt wrong. And coming home and Sarah not being there felt even worse. So why couldn’t I at least admit the truth to her about that?

Why couldn’t I just tell her the one thing that I really wanted to tell her?

That I loved her.

“Actually,” I started. “I’m not. I’m not great.”

“What’s wrong?”

Sarah looked concerned as she said it.

“You know you can tell me anything,” she added.

“Well that’s just it,” I replied. “I don’t know if I can.”

“Why?”

“Sarah, it was last night. Everything about it…” I tried to sum it up in my own mind before saying it to her. “It all felt so wrong.”

“What do you mean, Katy?”

Hearing her call me Katy again and again, when I wanted nothing to do with her, felt uncomfortable. She was still sitting on the bed and I was still standing in the kitchenette. That divide suddenly felt as physical as it did emotional.

“Well that’s it - Katy feels wrong,” I explained.

“I don’t get it,” Sarah plainly told me.

“Last night, as Katy,” I continued. “I ended up with Alex and you were with that Alejandro guy.”

“Yeah?”

She looked concerned. I was trying to find the right words to say. I wasn’t even sure if I fully knew what it was, that I wanted to say. For a moment, I thought that the issue was being Katy. I was about to say that I didn’t want to be her any more.

But that wasn’t the issue. The reason I didn’t enjoy being Katy last night was because I had been with a man. It was because Alex and I had done things together sexually and I had learned that it wasn’t what I wanted.

There were moments before, moments with Tom at the wedding, and even with Alex last night and at the bachelorette before, where I thought that it was what I wanted. Those moments made me think that maybe I did want to be with a man. But I didn’t.

I had never been with a woman in my life. I was late, discovering myself in this kind of way. Finding out what I truly wanted was something I was only doing now, whereas probably everybody else figured it out as a teenager. I never had that.

Clearly, there was something within me that at least enjoyed the idea of being with a man. I wouldn’t have kept kissing Alex, or stayed in his room, if I didn’t have any desire to. And that felt like a big thing to admit to myself. I had still considered myself to be a straight man, but maybe I wasn’t.

Maybe that was fine.

But I didn’t want to be with any man more than I wanted to be with Sarah. The one thing that the previous night truly made clear to me was that I still had such deep feelings for her.

When we kissed on the dancefloor, it was as if time had stopped. It was as if nothing in the world existed other than our lips. Other than the feeling that, for that brief and beautiful moment, we were both completely enveloped within. That feeling of love and passion and togetherness.

And then the way that was shattered when I came back to our room and she was nowhere to be found. I thought that I was over that kind of jealousy, but the idea of her with that guy from the show absolutely devastated me.

I did love her. Always had, always would.

So I said it.

“None of it was right,” I finally told her. “Last night, I didn’t want to be Katy any more. And I’m telling you this, as Kyle. As the guy that you’ve known since we were teenagers. As the man who has been with you through so much of our lives. Through all the things we’ve done together, and the things we’ve shared and, I hope, all the things we will continue to share.”

I paused for a second to try and find the words. Sarah was looking at me, the concern had melted from her face and had been replaced with a soft look, that I read as kindness and empathy and patience.

“Sarah, I love you.” I finally told her. “I’ve always loved you. I always have loved you and I swear to god I always will love you. Since we first met, I’ve loved you. I’ve wished before that I didn’t love you, that I could just be friends with you, and have things be normal between us. But I can’t. It’s too much.”

The only noise in the suite was the coffee machine, quietly ticking as it cooled down. I was so scared. I was surprised I hadn’t broken down in tears, admitting all of this to Sarah.

She stayed in her place on the bed. I had hoped maybe she would come over to, or I wondered if I should go to her.

She hadn’t stopped looking at me, which made me even more nervous. I couldn’t bring myself to look back. I had no idea what expression she wore, let alone what she was thinking. I wished she would say something.

Eventually, she did.

“So you don’t want to be Katy any more?”

“What?” I asked.

It wasn’t exactly the point that I had expected her to address.

“Well, you said it felt all wrong. Or feels all wrong, however you phrased it. Like, you don’t like being Katy? How long have you felt that way for?”

I was hugely caught off guard by the question. I still wasn’t sure why she was so focused on that part of my admission to her, rather than the prospect of my love.

“I don’t know.”

I thought for a second to try and understand my own emotions on the issue. I had been so focused - unsurprisingly - on the fact I was about to tell Sarah that I loved her, after all of this time. I had sort of just said what I said, regarding being Katy.

“No, I don’t actually mean that,” I admitted. “Look, it was just last night. Alex and I went back to his room and I thought I wanted that, but I didn’t. Before that, when we danced, or when we were sharing food in our room - when we kissed - I loved that. I love doing that stuff with you so much. And even without you I’ve enjoyed it, sure. I had fun at your party. And I had fun with the girls at the wedding.”

“So you like being Katy?”

“Yeah I guess, but, like it’s all a fantasy, isn’t it? I like being Katy because she gets to have fun in ways that I don’t as Kyle. But that’s because Kyle-” I corrected myself. “That’s because I have a job, and I have an apartment to pay for, and car payments to worry about. Katy gets to go to parties and see shows for free and be with you.”

“Well what’s the difference? Are you actually a different person as Katy?” Sarah asked.

“Like, in a way,” I said, unsure quite how to respond.

“Because I always thought you did enjoy being her. I always thought you did it for you,” she replied. “I always thought that we did this for you. You were the one who wanted to try on my high heels when we were teenagers. I remember you asking me to do your makeup the first time. You always said, when we were kids, that you were grateful that you got the chance to be Katy, because it meant you had the chance to have a friend to talk to the way you could talk to me.”

That all felt like news to me. When Sarah had first mentioned Katy again, in the buildup to her wedding, I was telling the truth when I said I had forgotten who Katy was. She had become all but a repressed memory of a time that I had forced myself to forget.

But the things Sarah was saying now, about me asking to be Katy when we were kids, it did feel oddly familiar. Like I was seeing that history through some sort of haze.

I had shielded myself from that history as an adult though, by forcing it all from my mind. By trying to be more like the actual men Sarah dated, and by trying to eradicate that feminine side from me entirely. And then I had kept hiding from it, by constantly acting as if Katy only existed for Sarah, as if I was just doing it for her. But I had to admit something.

I was doing it for me.

Sure, the thing with Alex felt wrong, and Sarah being with Alejandro hurt me, but that was nothing to do with being Katy. I had thought recently, over and over again, that I was beginning to enjoy being her. But even that was a lie to myself. I wasn’t beginning to enjoy being Katy. I always had enjoyed being Katy.

I finally spoke again.

“Okay, so I do like being Katy,” it felt almost embarrassing to say it out loud, like pretending that I only dressed up as Katy, for Sarah, somehow protected my ego. “But so what? What does that matter?”

My voice was sounding fraught, somewhere between upset and angry. Why had she asked me that? Why didn’t she just say something about the fact I had told her that I loved her?

“It matters to me!” Sarah said, her voice now loud and almost matching my own in its tenacity.

“Why?”

I almost yelled it. I felt like she was playing a game with me.

“Because I love Katy!”

“Wh-what?” I stammered, my voice quieter now.

“I love Katy,” she repeated, quietly as well.

“Not me?” I asked, confused. “Not the Kyle me, just the Katy me?”

“Well, like, kind of. Like, I love Kyle as a friend but Katy has always meant more to me than anyone else I’ve ever met. I love Katy.”

“Well what’s the difference?” I now asked. “I’m both of those people. Surely Katy is Kyle, for all it matters. Whatever the hell that sentence even means.”

“But it’s not the same! You’re such a different person as Katy. Kyle is great, he’s nice, he’s responsible, he’s funny. But he’s not Katy. Katy is free. She’s who she wants to be. She’s fun and confident. She’s an amazing friend to me, and she’s amazing with other people. Plus, you know what?” her voice intensified. “She’s happy. She’s happy in a way that Kyle never is. I see it in you every time you’re Katy. You’re finally happy.”

I didn’t know what to say. She wasn’t wrong. Not by any means. But it all tied back to the whole fantasy thing, again. I was only that way as Katy because I wasn’t encumbered by real life. Katy could be things that Kyle wasn’t.

“But that’s because it’s fantasy,” I reiterated, my voice sounding exacerbated.

“No it isn’t!” she insisted. “Katy is still reality! I swear to god you act more like Kyle is some made up character, in your life. You overanalyze every decision as him, constantly crippled by how other people will perceive your actions. You spend so much time worrying about giving off some kind of impression as Kyle, fitting in and being a normal man in his twenties. It’s like you’re wearing a costume, as him. As Katy, you don’t think twice about anything. You do what you want and you do so much better for it. You’re so much happier for it.”

“But that’s because Katy can disappear,” I rebutted. “She goes away when I get home from the bachelorette, or the wedding, or the dress shop. She doesn’t have to live with those decisions.”

“Don’t you?” Sarah argued in turn. “Or do you have to live with those decisions because Katy is still alive within you? You just told me you still felt everything from last night. Do you not still feel like her at all, when you’re not dressed as her?”

I thought again.

“I- I guess I do,” I admitted.

“Exactly,” she said, sounding impassioned and almost breathless. “And that’s the you that I fell in love with. You’re so different as Katy. I’ve loved her since we were teenagers as well. I thought she was just my best friend when we were kids but then I always felt I was missing something whenever I dated anyone.”

I was in disbelief. I had no idea that she had felt anything at all, let alone anything for that long.

“Then why didn’t you say anything?” I asked.

“Why didn’t you?” she shot back.

“Well I didn’t know you felt it too.”

“Yeah, well how do you think I felt?” she asked. “When the first person I ever fell in love with was a girl? I was so confused. I didn’t know any other girls who liked girls. That’s why I dated guys. I did it because I was supposed to. But I always missed you.”

“But I’m not a woman. Didn’t you see yourself with Kyle, at all?”

“Aren’t you?” she fired at me. “Aren’t you comfortable and confident as a woman? Even in a thousand person crowd at a club, or a tiny and intense bachelorette party? Aren’t you completely in your element there?”

“Yeah but,” I didn’t know how to phrase it any better so I just said it. “But I’m not a woman. Look at me, How would any of this work?”

“If you feel like a woman and you’re happy as a woman then, for all I care, you’re a woman! If it’s who you are inside, you’re Katy to me. And I love you. I love you, too.”

“You love me?”

“Katy,” she stood and walked over to me. “I love you.”

For some reason, hearing her say the name ‘Katy’ to me that time felt like it took all of the air out of my lungs. I was breathless and nervous. I almost felt faint.

And then I don’t know why I did it, but I cried.

Right there, in the kitchenette of a Las Vegas hotel suite, I cried in a way that I never had before. It was like some kind of barrier had been torn down within me and I could now no longer hold back some flood of emotion that I’d tried to keep bottled up for my entire life.

Sarah was there for me. She always had been, but I never knew how much she had been. It had all been a lie. I had wanted to be Katy, way back when we were growing up. I remembered that now. I had asked to try on her high heels. I had told her I was jealous of her prom dress.

I had even offered to do that winged eyeliner for her, too, so that she could try and impress David in math class. I offered to do that for her. I did it because, even though I was in love with her, I knew she would never be in love with me.

I knew she could never love some weird crossdressing weirdo.

But she did.

She absolutely did. She did love me. She had loved me. She had loved me all along but just neither of us ever thought we could possibly share that love. Maybe we even thought that neither of us deserved that love. But my god, we did.

I loved Sarah. Sarah loved me.

And I wanted to be Katy.
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The conversation had hit me like a truck.

I felt as if I could barely stand. I could hardly see, either, for the tears streaming down my face. It was as if a deep and very foundational part of my entire being had been completely upended. The shield that I’d built around myself, the lies about not wanting to be Katy, had all come down.

I was finally ready to admit the truth to myself.

Sarah guided me towards the bed. I was an absolute wreck, unable to even make my way over there without her holding me. She sat me down and kept her arms around me. All I could do in return was cry.

I had no idea how long we were like that for. Sarah’s head rested upon my shoulder as my head hung forward, resting in my hands. My breathing was ragged. Eventually, it was as if I had run out of tears to cry. I was still shuddering and sniffling, but my eyes were finally dry.

“Sorry,” I finally said, when my breathing was slightly more in my own control.

“For what?” Sarah replied without looking up.

“I don’t know,” I wasn’t sure why but I laughed after I said it. “For all of this, I guess.”

Sarah laughed as well. It was a brief, quiet chuckle at first, but it escalated into full blown laughter after a couple of seconds.

“What?” I asked, feeling self conscious.

“All of this,” she echoed. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Me neither,” I agreed. “I wanted to tell you that for so long.”

“Same. I just wish it hadn’t taken a failed marriage to get it out of you,” Sarah said, with another laugh.

I laughed as well and then let silence fall over us. I eventually felt it right to speak again.

“So, like, what now?” I asked.

“For what?” Sarah queried my question. “Like, what right now, or what does that mean for us, now?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I guess both.”

She raised her head from my shoulder and looked at me.

“Well I think, for us, it might take a little while to figure out. I guess we both know how we feel about each other, but how that actually works in real life is kind of anyone’s guess,” she told me.

“I get you,” I agreed.

It was weirdly reasonable. In all of my weird Sarah-romance fantasies, I would tell her I loved her and she would tell me she loved me and then it kind of just faded to black. We’d be together and that was that.

I didn’t really consider the practicalities of two people admitting their love, when they’d previously just lived platonically as friends. It felt like it was skipping a fairly vital part in the formation of most relationships.

“And you need to explore who you really are. I don’t know, I don’t want to tell you how to feel, but you lost so much time not being Katy, over the years. That gap between the last time you were her as a teenager and being her again now must have been so hard.”

I thought about what she said. I remembered that Sarah had said something like that to me already, when Katy first reemerged. About how hard it must have been. At the time, I almost felt it was laughable. Even when she said it that second time, it was a bizarre thought.

But maybe it wasn’t such a bizarre thought. I hadn’t been happy. Not because I woke up every day and wished I was Katy again - in fact, I never thought of my time as Katy at all. Still though, I had often felt as if something was missing from my life. I always presumed that maybe it was a partner or something.

Maybe, though, it was my identity.

“And then, for now, I guess we need to explore what that love means,” Sarah said.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.

“I don’t know.” She paused for a moment. “I can’t be the one who’s giving all of the answers here.”

I laughed. That was Sarah, through and through. I was in the middle of what was essentially an entire life-rearranging meltdown, and she was still able to make me laugh.

“Well shall we just get lunch, for now?” I suggested.

“That sounds perfect. A lunch date.” She looked me in the eyes and smiled, slightly mischievously. “We can figure out if we want to be girlfriends.”

I smiled back. It was a weird thing to hear, but also strangely comforting and pleasant.

“Where do you want to go?” I asked.

“Dunno, you?”

“Anywhere but the place Alex works,” I quickly replied.

Sarah laughed.

“You’ve got yourself a date.”

Sarah stood and put her hands out for me to take. I did, and she helped me rise to my feet. She led me over to her suitcase, and opened it for me to look inside.

“What do you want to wear?” she asked.

It was crazy to think but, already, I felt different when I looked at her clothes. I could admit that there were things in there that I wanted to wear, and I didn’t have to feel embarrassed about that.

I could be Katy.

“Can I wear that?” I asked.

Sarah looked at me with a kind smile.

“Sweetie,” she said. “You can wear anything you want.”

She pulled out what I had pointed at. It was pink and slightly shiny, something like satin but thicker. As Sarah revealed it to me, I got a proper look at the dress in its full form.

It had a pair of spaghetti straps, which widened into triangular pieces of material, which eventually overlapped to form the bodice. The right-side triangle kept extending, until it created a wraparound of stacked material around the waist. The skirt of the dress fell away ever so slightly loosely below, looking about half as long as my thigh.

The dress had been bundled in the suitcase next to another pair of white sandals. These were somehow different, in that they had a platform of a couple of inches beneath the toe, and a chunky block heel that must have been around five inches.

The straps over the toe were wider and sort of cushioned looking, but the ankle strap was still delicate.

Together, they looked beautiful.

“But now I need something so you don’t show me up,” Sarah told me.

I watched as Sarah rifled through the clothes and pulled out a dress for herself. In the case, it had looked like another black dress. Once it caught the light though, I saw that it was very dark blue, and stitched with countless sequins. The whole time it moved, it shimmered in the light.

It had a halter neck, tight at the top and leaving her arms bare. The bodice and skirt were a straight cut but, on Sarah’s perfect body, I was sure that it would still look incredible.

She paired it with blocky, hot pink high heels. They had a closed toe, but the rest was open until the ankle strap. The height of the platform and heel looked as if they were identical to my own. I loved it.

Sarah spoke again.

“Oh hey, before I get changed, I need to find all my stuff from last night.”

I almost expected those words to sting. I thought that they would simply serve as a reminder of her spending the night with Alejandro.

But they didn’t hurt, the sting never came. I didn’t even care. Sure, she had been with that man. But so what? Now, she was with me. She loved me. She wanted me. She wanted to be with me. It was the best feeling in the world.

I headed to our makeup station, unprompted, and I looked at all of the things I had in front of me like I was seeing them for the first time. In a way, it was a new feeling. I wasn’t looking at eyeshadow, wondering what Sarah wanted me to use, or picking up the lipstick that I thought she would like.

Instead, I was pulling the things over to me that I wanted to use. That I would like.

It was so nice. It was fun. It must have been how I felt as a teenager, when I first discovered Katy.

So I did my makeup. I did peach toned eyes and bronze lips, inspired by my bridesmaid look. I loved how I looked that day. I loved how I felt. I wanted that again.

I was already halfway through my routine by the time Sarah sat next to me. She asked me how it was going, and what my makeup plan was, so I told her. But, I told her using the Katy voice, for the first time that day. Using my voice.

Sarah looked so thrilled when I did it. Like everything had fallen back into its right place after so nearly all coming apart forever. She hugged me.

And, then, she kissed me.

She kissed me hard, in a way I never imagined, even in my wildest fantasies. It was like the kiss was saying everything that we had never managed to say to each other. It was passion and it was fire.

It was me and Sarah, finally together, the way we had always dreamed.
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It felt like all of the best bits of every kiss we had shared before, all rolled into one.

No, better than that. This kiss felt like so much more, because it meant so much more. This was a kiss between lovers, not two people who had hidden that from each other their whole lives. From two people who were finally free to love who they wanted. It was the best thing I had ever felt in my entire life.

Eventually, it ended. But it wasn’t like the other times, when I was sad for it to be over. For once, I knew that the end of that kiss wouldn’t maybe be the last kiss we ever shared. It was more like the first of many more.

“You’ll ruin my lipstick,” I finally joked, as she pulled away.

“Oh right,” she snapped, overdramatically. “You finally find who you really are, and you’re sassy. That’s great.”

The laughter came hard from within me. God it felt so good to be able to kiss her and joke with her and be Katy with her. It was all too perfect. I was almost worried that I would wake up any moment.

That moment never came, though. It didn’t come as we did our makeup together. It didn’t come as we put on our outfits and Sarah brushed my hair for me. It didn’t come as we walked together to the restaurant in the Opulence casino nearby.

We shared a meal. We drank together. We did all the things that we normally would as Katy and Sarah, except we did these as lovers. We made eyes at each other. Our hands gently touched across the table. I felt her foot subtly play with my leg, under the table. At one point, she called me her girlfriend in front of the server.

I hadn’t even considered that she might see me as her girlfriend. It made me feel amazing to know I was so loved. More than that, it made me feel like a woman.

It was as if everything in the world was right. We were together and that was enough. More than enough. We explored the Las Vegas strip. Yet again, we gambled and won, and we gambled and lost. We had fun. We made jokes. We made memories.

Later that night, we made love.

As much as it shamed me to admit it, I had fantasized before about making love with Sarah. Over the years, I had dreamed of it. Lusted for it. But that was when Katy was a distant memory. As Kyle, I pictured the two of us sharing a bed, having sex.

This was nothing like those fantasies.

This one started after a giant pizza we shared for dinner, in an Italian place near our hotel. I was way more full than I thought possible, as if my body were trying to burst free of the corset that I was now so used to wearing.

Sarah suggested that we took a bottle of wine to go, to share in the room, and I was fully on board. We got something sparkling, and headed back up.

In our room, I struggled to pop the cork open, which somehow left us doubled over laughing. The laughter only got louder when it did finally pop, which scared us half to death, setting us off in hysterics again. I poured us both a glass, and Sarah took hers over to the bed.

She sat in the center of the giant mattress, her legs folded to the side, so her high heels were against her butt. She held her wine in her left hand, and rested her weight on her right. She patted that hand twice on the bed, beckoning me to come over. I didn’t hesitate.

I sat facing opposite her. I mirrored her body language, so my own high heels were folded under me. I placed my weight on the heel of my palm, and stroked the back of her hand gently with my fingertips. We gazed into each other’s eyes, and I did the thing that I could never have imagined myself doing with such confidence.

I leaned in and kissed her.

The kiss was another perfect meld of lipsticks. It was a feeling unlike any other, the way our lips glued together. It was a feeling that I could only really associate with kissing Sarah. It was the feeling of finally having the one thing I truly wanted.

Her.

She was all I could feel. Her trademark cherry perfume was deep in my nose. I could taste the wine on her tongue. I was connected to her, feeling her as part of me. She bit my lip, hard. It almost made me jump but the surprise was exciting. I was learning what she could really be like. Being with her was so new and thrilling.

Her mouth pulled back from me. I felt her forehead press against mine, gently. She began to laugh, softly and sweetly. She moved her head away and locked eyes with me.

“I can’t believe we waited so long to do this,” Sarah said.

She offered her glass towards me, and I tapped mine against it. The room rang with a satisfying clink. Between the price of the wine and how fancy the champagne flutes looked, it sounded like an expensive noise. But we had earned that. We had waited all this time to finally tell each other how we felt.

“I love you,” I told her.

It felt incredible to say it, and know she would be happy to hear it. That she wanted to hear it.

“I love you, Katy,” she said back.

Hearing it felt even more incredible. Hearing that name at the end, as well, made it all the sweeter.

I launched back towards her. I pressed my mouth against hers. We both fumbled around on the bed to try and get even closer to each other, as if our bodies were trying to merge. We knocked over one of our drinks, spilling our expensive wine on the bed. We didn’t stop. Neither of us cared.

Everything came so naturally. I had never been with a woman before, but everything was so instinctual with Sarah. So innate. Sarah had pushed me to the head of the bed and climbed on top of me. I did to her what I wanted her to do to me.

I reached for her torso. I held her hip with one hand and caressed her breast with my other. A smile formed on her face, and she flicked her gorgeous blond hair back, over her shoulders. She looked perfect. The pressure in my tucking underwear was intense.

I wanted her so much.

I wanted her out of her dress.

My fingers found a zipper behind her neck, and she held the bodice of her dress as I pulled it down. The material fell away from her. I was greeted with a lilac bra, so intricately lacey that I immediately found myself tracing its swirls with my peach painted fingertip, much to Sarah’s amusement.

“Don’t get distracted,” she told me, curtly.

“Yes, miss,” I replied, my thumb on the raised outline in the center of her bra, through the material.

I followed its shape with gentle circles, the smile on Sarah’s face turning to a satisfied grin. I shifted my body beneath her, so I could free my other hand, and match the movements through the other cup of her bra.

I was pressed against the headboard of the bed. Sarah kissed me again. Her hair cascaded back over her shoulders. It was soft and cool on my face.

In the kiss, I moved my arms behind her back, following the strap of her bra. I found the clasp, and brought the two sides together. The hooks unlinked, and the whole thing fell from her body. I almost laughed, knowing that I only knew how to take her bra off, from doing it to myself so many times.

Sarah pulled herself away, and I followed her with my head. I placed a kiss on her perfect breast, and she held my head with one hand and steadied herself with the other. Her fingers weaved through my hair in a way that made me feel she had such power over me. I loved that.

My tongue learned the shape of her nipple. I felt it become harder, and I let it play between my lips and my tongue. She let out a soft moan. It was the most incredible sound I had ever heard.

She took one of my hands and brought it to her face. She placed my thumb and forefinger in her mouth and gently sucked on them, before placing them on her other nipple. I subtly rolled my fingers across it, to the sound of another moan.

I couldn’t wait any longer. I had already waited my whole life for this moment. I had no patience to spare. I kissed between her breasts, and then the top of her torso, and then down, lower.

Sarah’s fingers were still in my hair. She pushed me down as I went. I hooked two fingers over her panties, and pulled them away from her. We writhed into position, her panties disappearing, and my head lingering where they just were.

I could smell her. The cherry perfume replaced solely with her. My heartbeat felt like thunderclaps, an unsteady boom from my chest, made powerful and frantic by my nerves. Never before had anything felt so right to me, as much as it did being with Sarah, as Katy.

My lips planted a kiss on her, and then another. Sarah giggled, her body convulsing gently as I did it.

“That tickles,” she told me.

I did it again, enjoying Sarah’s reaction. Enjoying being able to play with her in this way. The cute, high pitched giggle came again, before I felt the press of her hand on the back of my head. She clearly wasn’t waiting any longer.

My tongue tasted her, with a slow, broad stroke. She was in my nose and she was in my mouth. She had overcome my every sense. My hands gripped her quivering thighs, the soft skin feeling like surface tension on a still pool at midnight. My eyes closed. I could hear her breathing now. They were short, sharp breaths. They were heaven.

I met her with my tongue, again and again. Each action eliciting a reaction from Sarah’s body. Gentle convulsions. Soft sighs. Intakes of breath. Moans. Everything I did was mirrored in how Sarah responded. It was as if we had become one entity. My actions and hers completely interlinked.

Her reactions became more intense. Her thighs shifted around me, gently squeezing me. Her breath became erratic. But then that breathing made way for the most beautiful sound I had ever heard. She moaned. She called out, again and again. She called out my name.

She called out, for Katy.

Sarah held my head in place. I didn’t hesitate. My tongue yearned for her. The symphony resumed. I conducted and she played. Again, and again, and again. I felt as if we would never stop. I loved every moment. Sarah clearly did as well.

“Enough,” Sarah eventually said, when she had control over her own breathing again. “Katy, I want you.”

I pulled myself up the bed, and Sarah reached for the hem of my dress with both of her hands. She lifted it until she could feel for my panties. I felt her fingers on me, almost like I had experienced the night before. But this time, I wanted it so much more. I wanted it from Sarah so much.

She began to rub me, making soft trails which teased me to the point I could scarcely bare it. I heard myself moan. I didn’t even feel the noise coming. It surprised me as much as it did Sarah. But her face turned into a devilish grin. She looked pleased with herself. She looked as if she had just realized what she could do to me.

I couldn’t wait.

Sarah didn’t delay any longer. She hooked her fingers over the waistband of my panties, but only at the back. She pulled those lower, and then did the same to my tucking panties. Her fingers were all of a sudden in my mouth, and I sucked them. My body went still. I felt her fingertips slip above the waistband of my panties.

I felt her enter me.

Gently, at first. Just her fingertip, and then a little more. I was barely moving. I hadn’t expected it. Not that I didn’t want it. I just didn’t know that I wanted it. But as her second finger entered me as well, I suddenly knew.

I felt her fingers move within me. They stroked at me, slowly at first, but with a rhythm that steadily built to a point I could barely contain myself.

We were still face to face. We kissed each other and buried our faces in each other’s necks, both fighting for air among the passion of what we were doing.

Her fingers had complete control over me. It felt so much better than anything I had ever experienced before. Better than anything I had ever done alone. Better than what Alex and I had done. It felt magical.

There was a warmth building within me. Some kind of pressure. I almost didn’t know what to expect. I had never done this before. I had never felt this, never been penetrated. But now I wished I had. I wished I had never waited so long to feel that way.

The pressure overcame me. My eyes shot open. I lost control of myself completely. My body was spasming, my face gasping at Sarah’s neck, drinking her perfume in.

I had no idea how it was happening. She hadn’t even touched my penis, but I came. I came harder than I had ever done in my entire life. It was like the pleasure could be felt in every part of my entire body. Starting from within me, at her fingertips, all the way to every extremity. It was a pleasure that I didn’t even know could be felt in this life.

It was Sarah.

God, I loved her.
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That night, we fell asleep in each other’s arms. We had done so before, but this felt different. Every other night had left me confused, as to what we meant to each other and why I couldn’t be with Sarah. That night though, I felt nothing but love.

We loved each other.

When we woke up, she told me that. She started the day by telling me she loved me, both of us only in our underwear. I was in a heaven I never thought that I would be allowed to enter. As I made us both a coffee, and we sat together in bed, we talked about things. We eventually came onto the point of Jackson.

“I guess I was never truly happy with him,” Sarah admitted, between sips of her drink. “Like, we were building a nice life together, but that was the main thing I liked. I never had that real- I don’t know. That, like, spark of connection. But I never had that with a guy. I sort of just figured that it was normal, though.”

“God, I’m sorry,” I said, a moment after I had digested what she’d told me.

“It’s okay. I sort of thought that love was just one of those things people felt in movies or whatever. I thought it wasn’t like, real, the way everyone said it was. I just figured that everyone knew characters in movies were living some idealized, fictional version of love. I didn’t know I was actually allowed to feel that,” she replied. “Was it hard for you?”

“Was what?” I asked.

“Love.”

I wasn’t sure how to answer. I’d spent my whole life thinking that I was in love with Sarah. I guessed that, realistically, I was in love with her. But the reason I had such an enormous draw to her was also the way she helped me be Katy.

But that was in no way me thinking that I didn’t also love her outright. I absolutely did. It was just that nobody else ever gave me that feeling of security and safety and identity, the way Sarah could.

There was nobody else in my life that I had truly found myself attracted to. There were women who I thought were attractive, but none that I felt such a desire for, the way I yearned to be in Sarah’s life.

And the men that had flirted with me as Katy made me feel good, but only because they made me feel attracted and wanted. They validated my femininity. They made me believe that I was who I wanted to be.

But Sarah did all of that, and more. She loved me. She made me feel like myself. She was the first person to ever let me be myself.

So, yes. Love was hard.

I didn’t know how to explain that to her. I went to open my mouth, and try and summarize all of that but only a single word came out.

“Yeah.”

It was quiet and pained. Sarah put her arms around me and we sat silently, until the moment had passed. I resolved to tell Sarah all of those things that I had just thought. I knew I owed it to her. But I wasn’t ready.

We got ready together again, this time both of us opting for a classic pink eyeshadow and pink lips look. We ended up wearing each other’s outfits from the first day. Me in the blue jeans and open blouse, Sarah in the blue jeans and tight top.

At first, I’d protested, as I said I didn’t have the body for it without a corset, but Sarah insisted that I did.

When I tried it on, she truly made me believe that she was right. I felt beautiful. My midriff was on show and I somehow felt incredible for it. It was funny, us being the opposing images of ourselves from those days before. For some reason though, it made me feel even closer to Sarah. Like we were more connected.

Over breakfast, our conversation continued. We discussed the ways in which our lives had progressed to bring us back to where we were now. After a while, I raised a question which had been burning in my mind since I finally admitted to Sarah that I loved her.

“Where do you think we’d be if we’d had this conversation all those years ago?”

“I don’t know,” Sarah replied, putting another forkful of eggs in her mouth as she thought, before laughing to herself. “Probably married.”

For a moment, I also laughed. But then I pondered for a second.

“You think?”

Sarah looked inquisitive for a moment. Her comment sounded like a joke, but hearing it out loud also felt like a reality that we’d maybe missed out on.

“Oh,” she put her fork down for a second. “I don’t know actually. Maybe we would. Like, if we’d managed to find a place where you could get married actually as yourself.”

“Yeah, maybe you’re right,” I admitted.

It felt strange being so matter of fact about the conversion of marrying Sarah. It had been my dream and my fantasy for so long. Maybe it had been hers, as well. Maybe we had both imagined that dream for so long that it had become a fact of life, to us, that we wanted it but could never have it.

“We should do it,” Sarah suddenly said.

“Do what?” I asked.

“Get married.”

There was a grin on Sarah’s face and an intense look in her eyes that almost made me nervous. It was like determination and mischief all rolled into one.

“What?” was all I managed to muster.

“Fuck it, why not?” she asked. “I’ve got my wedding dress still, there’s a million places here, in Las Vegas, that we could go and get married at. Let’s just do it!”

We were both stone cold sober. We hadn’t had a drink between us. Our minds were as sharp as they possibly could have been at that moment. And yet, despite that, it felt like a perfect plan.

“Are you proposing to me?” I asked, slightly in awe.

“I mean,” Sarah laughed. “I guess I am.”

“Then yes,” I said back.

It was insane. There was no other way to describe it. We had gone from friends to lovers to fiancés in the space of about a day.

It wasn’t how I had pictured it, mine and Sarah’s relationship. But, then, I had never pictured being Katy in our relationship either. In fact, I had never really pictured our relationship ever actually happening. I always thought it would have been a dream that was too far from me to ever reach. But here it was.

We finished breakfast and both huddled round the same side of the table to look at Sarah’s cellphone. She had started searching for wedding chapels in Las Vegas and we were inundated with results. Hundreds of places, both on and off the strip.

It also wasn’t entirely the wedding I had imagined having, but the idea of being actually married to Sarah was unbeatable. I would have gotten married in a restroom, if that was what it took.

Somehow, Sarah came across a place that did on the spot weddings, and was actually very cute. It looked like a mini chapel, with surprisingly tasteful decorations, and on-the-spot registration. It was weirdly perfect, for how quickly and intensely our relationship had bloomed.

“We have to sort something out, though,” Sarah said to me, suddenly sounding serious.

“What?” I asked, a little concerned.

“You need a dress.”

The idea filled me with a mix of feelings. It shot me back to those weeks prior, when the girls and I were picking bridesmaids’ gowns for Sarah’s wedding. In that room, I had felt self conscious and embarrassed, as if I had been some kind of outsider in the group.

But the experience was so close to being joyous and wonderful. That shield I had built around my male ego had held me back. This time would make up for that. I could go to a bridal shop and actually be excited about what I was doing.

Sarah’s cellphone screen was filled with countless more results about where to buy a wedding dress in Las Vegas. Even if it was the home of the shotgun wedding, it looked like people still liked to look good, staring down the barrel. We scrolled sort of aimlessly, until Sarah and I both seemed to be grabbed at the same time.

Lilly’s Weddings. It was a simple name for a relatively simple store. Judging by the photos, it was small but well stocked. Each image showed rails of white dresses and nothing else, against a pale turquoise and cream colored interior.

Every other place we had scrolled past was more in line with the in-your-face glitz that we had come to expect from Las Vegas. Lilly’s Weddings seemed cute. Especially by comparison.

“Are we actually doing this?” I asked, as Sarah clicked the button to get the address.

“What do you mean?” Sarah asked in return.

“Like, is this all really fast?”

Sarah looked up from her phone to gaze into my eyes.

“You tell me,” she answered. “Like, if you’re not comfortable, then we don’t have to do any of this!”

I wasn’t entirely sure why I had even asked the question in the first place. For so much of my life, I had wanted to be with Sarah. And now that it was finally happening, I almost didn’t know what to do.

Maybe it was that, in those years of fantasizing of being in a relationship with Sarah, none of those fantasies had looked like this.

Not that I was unhappy about that, by any means. It just took some adjustment. Having gone from building a wall around Katy - forcing her from both my life and from my memory - to now tearing that wall down had taken its toll, emotionally.

I knew that I wanted to be with Sarah. I knew that I wanted to be Katy. I just never knew that I could have both of those things. Realistically, I just wasn’t used to having the things that I wanted.

“No,” I replied. “It’s perfect. I just wanted to know that you’re happy.”

She hadn’t looked away from me the whole time I was trying to find the words.

“It is perfect,” she echoed. “I’m so happy.”

“Okay.”

“I don’t think we’re getting carried away, if you don’t,” Sarah added. “I kind of just feel like we’re making up for lost time. I don’t know if that’s crazy or what.”

“I mean, it kind of is crazy,” I admitted.

Sarah grinned at me as I said it.

“But I think crazy has kind of also always been the backbone of our entire friendship. Or relationship, now, I guess,” I corrected myself.

It was weird to be able to refer to what Sarah and I had as a ‘relationship.’ I had always wanted that. The word felt sweet on my lips and my tongue as I said it.

“Then let’s be crazy,” Sarah said. “That’s us.”

In no time at all, we had paid our bill and we were hailing a cab. Everything was happening so quickly. But I loved that. I had waited my whole life for this. I didn’t want to wait a moment longer.

Nestled between a grocery store and a pawn shop was Lilly’s Weddings. It was an unassuming place for an unassuming store. In a way, it was deeply out of place with everywhere else we had been in the city, up until that point.

That was nice, though. It was a breath of fresh air from the all-out showmanship that made up every other facet of Vegas.

We were the only people in the store, when we walked in. There wasn’t even a member of staff present. The door rang a bell - like, an actual physical miniature bell over the door - and only a moment after we had closed the door behind us, a woman appeared.

She was a little older than I expected. She must have been at least in her fifties, although her skin looked incredible. She was tanned and barely had a wrinkle, although her warm eyes and flowy green, gray, and black marbled top and loose pants suggested to me an older woman. A matching band held her short, gray, frizzy hair from her eyes.

All three of us said hello at the same time, after which the woman behind the counter spoke again.

“Welcome to Lilly’s Weddings! I’m Lilly, it’s so nice to meet you both. Thank you for coming down! How can I help you? Wedding dress?”

She spoke in that kind of almost frantic way where it felt as if words were just tumbling from her mouth. It was hard to know whether to introduce myself or answer her question or just say hello again. Or whether I should ask whether it was some kind of requirement to be named after a flower, if you ran a bridal shop.

Mercifully, Sarah took the lead, an excited tone to her voice.

“Yes! We need a wedding dress!”

“Wonderful,” Lilly said. “And which of you is getting married?”

“Both of us,” Sarah answered, smiling broadly at me as she did it. “Although only Katy needs a wedding dress.”

“Oh that is just so wonderful,” Lilly replied. “Although, obviously, I’d prefer it if you both needed a wedding dress.”

She laughed at her own comment, which set Sarah and I off laughing as well. She was clearly one of those people who had absolutely no filter between what she thought and what she said. I liked that in some people, though. Lilly struck me as one of the ones I’d like.

“Okay, how do you want to do this? Do you want to look together? Or do you want this to be a surprise for-” she looked at Sarah and then back at me. “Sorry, I caught your name, Katy, but you were?”

“Sarah,” she replied politely.

Sarah’s smile made me think that she was also very charmed by Lilly’s frantic nature.

“Great, Sarah, nice to meet you,” Lilly started shifting her gaze between us again. “Okay, so do you want to look together and try things on together? Or Katy, do you want to look in private so it’s a surprise for Sarah? Or do you look together and then try things on in private so that’s a surprise for Sarah?”

“Uhh,” was the combined noise that Sarah and I had made.

We hadn’t discussed that. We sort of hadn’t considered the etiquette for seeing the bride, when you were both the bride. The waters were made even murkier, by the fact that I had already seen Sarah in her wedding dress.

It also didn’t help that I had almost never made a fashion choice as Katy, without the help of Sarah.

“If you don’t know, it’s fine,” Lilly interjected before we’d even had the time to think. “You can start browsing now, and then do whatever comes naturally. Would you like a cup of chai tea while you look?”

“Uh, yes,” I replied. “I think we might need that. Thank you!”

I didn’t think I’d ever had chai tea in my life. I wasn’t sure if I needed it or not. I was just so caught up in the stream of consciousness from Lilly that I had very much just gone with her flow. I sort of liked it.

As soon as she left the room, Sarah placed her hand on my forearm and we were trying to stifle a giggle. It had all been so chaotic. Lilly had the conversational style of a tornado, the way she had appeared from nowhere and then released all of this wild energy and then dissipated again.

We both agreed that we very much liked her.

“So how do you want to do this?” Sarah asked me. “I think it’s your decision more than mine.”

“Is it?” I asked. “It affects us both as much as it does me.”

“Yeah?” Sarah used the word as a question.

“Yeah, I think so. Plus, I’ve literally never made a fashion decision without you present and I don’t really want to start now, of all times.”

Sarah laughed.

“I love you,” she told me.

“I love you, too,” I said, thrilled to have the chance to say it again.

“So shall we browse together? And then maybe you can try on our favorites on your own? I can pop out for a bit and you can make the final decision,” Sarah suggested.

“I like that!” I told her.

I was comforted by the idea. I wanted something that we were both happy with. It was nice, no longer imagining that all of my clothing choices were either for or by Sarah. It was nice that this was for us. For me, even.

So we scoured the rails. It immediately felt as if it was going to be impossible to find something. Not from lack of choice though, but being paralyzed by it.

Everything that I pulled off a rail was gorgeous and everything that Sarah pulled from a rail was beautiful. Lilly returned with our chai teas - which turned out to be delicious - and we told her of our dilemma.

“Look good in everything, do we?” she joked, much to our amusement.

She was maybe more correct than she realized, considering my split lifestyle.

“That’s Katy,” Sarah said, holding up another immaculate white dress.

But that one caught my eye, for some reason. Something about it felt special. Sarah and Lilly kept talking, but I was suddenly lost in the gown. This dress was jaw-dropping.

It was that classic flawless white, like driven snow, finished with regal-looking lace piping. The piping looked like off-white royal seals, they were so ornate, swirling across the bodice and around the seam with the top of the skirt.

The neckline was simply a pair of scooped cups, structured into the dress. The lace piping followed the tops of those cups, creating an almost jagged and yet soft edge to them.

The skirt below billowed dramatically. It was pleated, formed of a few sections of fabric which were stitched together with long seams. It moved as Sarah picked it up from the rail, although it was so long that there was a delay between the movement of the bodice and the movement of the hem of the dress.

It looked incredible. There was only one thought in my mind. It was that this was it. This was the dress.

I thought that maybe Sarah must have noticed my sudden break in conversation, or the way that I was maybe more or less gawping at what she was holding. She suddenly trailed off as well, and looked at what she had picked up.

“Oh wow,” she said, holding it a little higher by its hanger to get a better look at it. “This one is amazing.”

By that point, I had come over to where Sarah was standing, and she turned the dress in the light to let me see it better.

“I love it,” I said.

“Me too.”

“You like it?” Lilly also chimed in. “I’m not even kidding, that’s one of my favorites as well. Sometimes I get something that I wonder if I could just keep it to wear around the apartment and that’s one of them. It just looks so special. And that material. Feel it. It feels special as well.”

I did as Lilly suggested and I reached out to touch the material. She was right. It was so soft and it felt so light. It was how people in fantasy books would describe some kind of mythical material. One that seemed to move in impossible ways. This dress did that.

But my handling of the dress did something else as well. It made my hand brush against the price tag.

Twelve hundred dollars.

My fantasy about being with Sarah had, against all odds, become a reality. But, as with all realities, the fact that things had to cost money also came with it. Everything I’d ever worn as Katy had been something that Sarah had already bought. I had never spent a dime on myself. This felt worlds apart from that previously free lifestyle.

“Oh,” I said a little quietly. “I don’t know if I can afford this.”

“Oh?” Sarah repeated, inquisitively.

She took the pricetag that was trailing from my fingertips and looked at it.

“We can afford this!” she immediately argued.

I almost questioned her use of “we.” I hadn’t expected anyone but me to pay for this dress. The idea of Sarah contributing to it almost felt out of the question. I was about to say that to her, but she spoke first.

“We’re only ever going to get married once. I want it to feel as special as it should.” She locked eyes with me before she continued. “I want it to be as spontaneous and as crazy as we are and I want you to feel as beautiful and wonderful as you are. If this is the dress, I promise you that we can make it work.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Really,” Sarah said, without breaking eye contact.

“Need any help at all?” Lilly asked, once we had finally gone quiet.

I was about to say no, as was my answer in any store, even if I did need help. Thankfully, Sarah answered for me.

“Yes,” she spoke, confidently. “Katy would like to try on her wedding dress.”
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I had never been more excited to try on an item of clothing in my life. Although, with my internal emotional walls down, I was slowly starting to remember a few times in the past that had come close.

Before this, it was Sarah’s prom dress. That dress meant the world to her but, as she knew I was going to have to go to prom in a suit, she let me wear it a few times in the buildup to the night. She trusted me with it, before even she got to properly wear it.

I still remembered how it looked. It was this kind of mauve - a pale purple. It was a slightly thick material with a satin finish. The neckline was horizontal across the chest, but had a tight, almost corset-like bodice. That bodice was finished with a few rows of sequins on the front panel that hid the seams on the front.

Below the bodice, the skirt flared out and became this big, floor length swell of material. Looking back, I sort of couldn’t really imagine either of us wearing it now, as adults. As teenagers though, it was incredibly beautiful.

And still, even though it was Sarah’s most treasured possession, she still shared it with me. Our bodies were still pretty in-sync, back then.

As adults, we were very similar sizes, but that was true even as teenagers. Our growth spurts must have either been out of the way already, when Katy first came about, or we somehow just kept up with each other incredibly well.

But that dress was wonderful. I was so happy when Sarah let me wear it. I felt a feeling that I knew I would otherwise never have gotten to experience. She made me feel beautiful. Like I deserved to be at the prom, as a girl.

I had that exact same surge of feelings again at Lilly’s Weddings. I felt beautiful. I felt like a woman. I felt loved. Maybe I felt that too, in Sarah’s bedroom.

I thought I probably did, in a way, but I just didn’t ever realize that. The concept of being loved for who I was created such an alien feeling in me that I didn’t believe it to be possible. That was why I tried to purge Katy from my life. If only I’d have known.

Sarah had left. We discussed it again but she told me that it was what she wanted to do, as much as anything. She told me she wanted it to be a surprise, to find out how I actually looked.

I didn’t question it. I couldn’t wait for the moment to try on the dress. Lilly seemed every bit as excited as me, as well. Her enthusiasm was completely infectious and, before long, we were both in hysterics in the dressing room. I had no idea what had even set us off laughing so hard.

My mind instantly went back to being in the dressing room with Rose, preparing to be Sarah’s bridesmaid. My feeling then was completely different. I had been scared half to death. I was also almost entirely convinced that Rose knew that I wasn’t really a woman.

But here it didn’t matter. I was a woman to the one person in the world whose opinion actually mattered to me. Sarah saw me as a woman. And if anybody disagreed, then so be it. I would still have Sarah. We would still have our love.

So I stripped, until I was with Lilly in just my bra and panties. And I didn’t mind that. I detached the straps from my bra, and adjusted my breasts a little to prepare them for the cups of the dress.

Lilly brought the gown down towards my feet and I stepped into it. The magical fabric drifted up my legs and over my panties and along my torso and settled into place.

I had no idea how it could be so light. I felt as if I was barely wearing a thing, even despite its intricate trims and slightly shiny finish. It fit my body and covered my bra almost perfectly. My body felt incredible.

At once, I was certain. I knew that this was the dress. Well, maybe even that was underselling it. I was pretty sure that I knew it was the dress as soon as I saw Sarah holding it. But, still, there was now absolutely no question in my mind. That was my wedding dress.

Lilly suggested that I had a quick walk back and forth, just outside the dressing room. She suggested I did it under the pretense that I could see if the dress still felt right when I moved. Still, part of me thought that she could just sense that I was loving the dress, and that I wanted to keep it on forever.

She told me that I could walk around the store in it, if i wanted, but quickly turned back on her word. Sarah had already returned. That, for some reason, also had Lilly and I in hysterics.

“What?” Sarah called out, as she heard us laughing. “I didn’t want to miss anything!”

We couldn’t even begin to explain why we were laughing. Sarah eventually accepted that fact, and she waited for me to change back into the outfit I’d borrowed from her earlier in the day. Lilly asked what my decision was on the dress, to which Sarah watched on with visible anticipation.

Obviously, I said yes.

Wearing that dress had filled me with all of the best feelings that I experienced as Katy. In fact, maybe that was phrasing it wrong. Wearing that dress had filled me with all of the best feelings that I had experienced in my life.

I had constantly been referring to Katy, even in my own head, as some separate entity. Some role that I occasionally played. But she wasn’t. She was much more than that. She was me.

So that dress made me feel like myself. It made me feel the way that I wanted to feel, when I faced the world. It made me feel like a woman. A wedding dress was, admittedly, bound to do that. Still, it was wonderful that I’d been able to start feeling that way at all, and not resent it.

The dress fit me almost perfectly. There were a couple of alterations that Lilly told us she had to make. When we asked her how long they would take though, her estimate was an exceedingly casual “about an hour.”

Once again, we were very fond of her eccentricity.

We stepped outside to hail a cab and Sarah asked me what I wanted to do for that hour, when a sudden realization dawned on me. We didn’t have wedding rings.

“Oh,” was Sarah’s puzzled response to the issue.

“What do you want to do? Do you want to find a jeweler?” I asked her.

She pulled out her phone, but then immediately looked away from it.

“We might not need to.”

I looked at where she was looking. It was the store right next door. The pawn shop. It was deeply unorthodox but, then again, so were we.

“Let’s make it a game,” Sarah said to me. “No more than a hundred bucks and you’ve got to make the decision within ten minutes. I’ll pick yours and you pick mine.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at the plan. It was crazy, but that fun kind of crazy that I very much loved about Sarah.

“What if you don’t like yours?” I asked her.

“What if you don’t like yours?” she parrotted.

“Okay,” I conceded. “I guess we could get nicer ones after, if we hate these.”

“Perfect,” she said, before looking back at her cellphone. “I’m starting the timer now.”

She giggled and turned to dash into the store. I followed her at once. Both of our pairs of high heels were clicking frantically across the gray concrete walkway. The door beeped as Sarah got there first and swung it open. But then she politely held it for me to go first.

We were both giggling like schoolgirls as we entered. We were once again the only people in the store, aside from the person behind the counter.

This person wasn’t quite Lilly, though.This was a tall, husky bald man, with a mustache and a tribal neck tattoo. The tattoo disappeared under the stained white strap of his vest, and then reappeared to continue all the way down his left arm. We were no longer laughing.

I at once felt uncomfortable. It was a feeling I’d not felt since Sarah and I had told each other about our love. I felt self conscious and nervous. I felt like a man wearing women’s clothes, rather than simply like a woman. I didn’t like it. I almost asked Sarah if we could leave, but the man spoke too soon for me to get the first word in.

“Heya ladies!” he spoke with a big, loud, Australian accent. “What can I do ya’ for?”

I was hugely caught off guard by the split between his welcoming demeanor and how he looked. I thought for a moment that I, of all people, should have maybe learned a lesson about judging a book by its cover, by that point.

“Heya,” I answered back, my tone as sweet and feminine as ever, imbued with fresh confidence. “We need wedding rings.”

“Very exciting,” the man spoke. “You mean your engagement rings, or your classic wedding bands?”

“Wedding bands,” Sarah answered, before looking at me. “We somehow kind of skipped the engagement ring bit.”

The man let out a hearty laugh.

“That’s great. How many bands do you need?”

“Just the two,” I said, a little perplexed.

I wasn’t entirely sure what other answer people must have given him in the past.

“Well that’s perfect, that’s heaps less than how many I’ve got. There’s a case to my right, and a case to my left. Both of those should have the kind of thing you’re after.”

He gestured to a pair of counter displays either side of him as he spoke. Sarah and I instinctively took opposing sides, and started scouring the selection.

I wasn’t sure about Sarah’s side, but mine was a generous display. There were hundreds of rings in there. Although, admittedly, not all of them were really that wedding-appropriate.

Some had skulls or eight-balls or fangs on them. Some were black or weird metallic purples or even just straight up rusted. But there were a handful that did catch my eye.

Sitting right between a brass ring that looked like a miniature knuckle duster, and a bright red one that just outright looked horrible, was one that called out to me more than any other.

It was thin and ornate and all formed from a shiny gold. It was an interwoven band that looked like the stem of a plant, decorated with tiny leaves, subtly jutting out from the ring. It at once made me think of Sarah.

For some reason, I always associated parts of nature with her. I thought that it maybe must have been our numerous nature walks, which had created that link in my mind. We had been going on them together for years, so I had seen her immersed in the outdoors so many times.

That, in turn, reminded me of the pair of walking boots that I always took on our nature walks. I wasn’t sure if I’d need some new ones, now. They weren’t exactly the peak of femininity. Not that their look ever stopped Sarah from borrowing them.

But the ring was still the real matter at hand. It was beautiful and natural and tasteful and it reminded me of Sarah, because she was all of those things as well. I called the man over from behind the counter, and he hurriedly came towards me, moving a lot faster than I expected his large frame to be able to go.

“How much for this one?” I asked.

The price tag had flipped upside down. The man unlocked a sliding door and reached his hand in, to right it.

“One-fifteen,” he said, reading it out loud as he righted it.

The handwritten tag confirmed it.

“Is this a haggling kind of place?” I asked.

I wasn’t entirely sure where it came from. I would never have normally asked that. I’d never have been brave enough any other time. Why I suddenly felt brave in the face of the Australian giant was beyond me.

“Nah,” the man laughed lightly as he said it. “It’s a strictly mark-up based business. But I appreciate your spirit.”

“You’ve got to try,” I said, for some reason.

“You’ve got to try,” he echoed back.

The only problem was that I did really like the ring. It felt perfect for Sarah, even outside of the confines of our impromptu wedding, and the little game we were playing in the pawn shop. I had to have it for her.

So I did. That was all I had to know in my mind, to know that it was perfect. I told the man I’d take it and I had it bagged up and paid for in no time at all.

I browsed the rest of the store, enjoying the air conditioning, as I listened to Sarah making subtle stress noises from her counter. I naturally only made it worse, insisting to her that I’d already found her the perfect ring.

It was fun.

Sarah’s alarm on her phone went off, and I really made a show of the fact that she wasn’t done. She pouted and told me she knew which one I was getting, she just hadn’t bought it yet. I was slightly worried that it was going to be something horrible, due to the jokes I was making at her expense, but it was totally worth it.

She paid for her ring and we looked at a few curios to waste time. After a little longer, we said our goodbyes, and left. We decided to kill the rest of our time by simply waiting in Lilly’s Wedding and talking to each other. It was incredibly nice, just having some time to ourselves to talk.

Within the chaos of the Las Vegas strip, it was sort of hard to even hear yourself think.

In less than an hour, Lilly was done. My dress was ready and boxed and then bagged up in a cute white and turquoise trimmed bag. We thanked her, said our goodbyes once again, and were about to set out. That was when we realized we had no further plan.

“What now?” I asked Sarah this time.

“Should we-” she paused for a moment. “Should we get married?”

“God yes.”
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We were back in a cab, then back in our hotel suite in no time.

Sarah took my bridesmaid dress out, and then collected her own wedding dress in the dress bag. We both briefly checked our makeup and hair, and decided we were ready. Sarah called down to reception, and she told me we were going to be picked up in fifteen minutes.

“Oh my god, shoes,” Sarah said all of a sudden.

“What?”

“Shoes,” she repeated. “We’ve both got a dress but we don’t have shoes.”

“Yes we do,” I laughed. “You’ve literally got your actual wedding shoes with you. And I can just wear those white sandals you’ve got on now.”

“Oh.”

Sarah looked at her feet and then looked at me and then shook her head and laughed as well.

“Okay, well how about we mix it up?” she suggested. “You take my wedding shoes and I keep the sandals.”

“No way! They’re yours! You looked so good in them!” I protested.

“And you’ll look good in them, too,” she argued. “Plus, tell me the truth; did you want to try them on when you saw them?”

It was a question that I would have been grossly humiliated to answer any time before that day. But now it was nice to be able to have those conversations and not worry about them any more.

“Well, yes,” I conceded. “Are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure. Let me get them and we’ll head down!”

She rummaged through her bag yet again, recovered the shoes, and we made tracks for the elevator. Once we were down there, we headed straight to the doors, and approached the valet counter. We had apparently turned up almost exactly at the same time as our cab.

But then, it wasn’t a cab.

Somehow, up in our room, Sarah had managed to sneakily order us a limo pickup. It was this giant, stretched black thing. All shiny chrome trims and blacked out windows. It was way more than any two people needed. But it was also our wedding day. Somehow.

We piled into the back. The man in the front confirmed the address, and we were on our way. We excitedly chatted, just the two of us, and watched the strip pass us by through the window, once more.

In no time, we were at the wedding venue. It was surprisingly pretty, especially considering its surroundings. The photos hadn’t lied to us. There were exposed wooden beams, flowers ornately arranged in vases around the room, and a beautiful white carpet which split the room’s natural wood floor.

Either side of the carpet were a few rows of seats. We hadn’t really thought about wedding guests, before that moment. The idea somehow hadn’t crossed our minds at all.

We were so content with the thought of being with each other, that we never even considered that we would or could share our love with anyone else.

Which made me question it, a little.

Was it still all fantasy? If we were having to have our crazy wedding in Las Vegas, did that say it all? How would being in love work in the real world? In the world where both of us needed jobs, and Sarah had to deal with the fallout of her wedding day with Jackson, and where people might not be so accepting of two women being in love.

Where people might not be so accepting of me, as a woman.

I had to pull Sarah back out of the venue. I couldn’t continue with those thoughts all on my mind. I told her all of them, to which she took both of my hands in hers, and looked me in the eye.

“We can make anything work,” she told me. “The two of us together.”

I was almost ready to accept that answer. Sarah could be either a chaotic or a comforting presence in my life. Either version of her could win me over just like that. Still, she continued.

“This is definitely crazy. You’re right. This wedding, especially. But, if we want to do this differently, somewhere with friends and family, we can always renew our vows. We can do it any way that we want.”

I liked that answer. I had never pictured myself having an on-the-spot wedding, although I didn’t really know what I wanted.

“And that second thing is stupid,” Sarah told me, not pulling punches. “How will our love work? Did you actually just say that?”

She was grinning. Hearing the words back did feel silly and, coupled with her expression, I started chuckling as well.

“Okay, fine,” I conceded. “But the work and everything with Jackson. And us as a couple. Ane me, as me. How can we deal with any of that?”

“Well, work is something we can figure out. Either with you keeping your old job or finding something you can start anew, as Katy. I know I can find an answer to that one. And with Jackson, as long as you’re there to support me, I don’t care what he says or does. He can keep the house for all I care. We can figure it out.”

I didn’t realize she had so much faith in me. It meant so much to me to know that she could see me as such a powerful source of strength and support. She had always been the same to me. All I could do was smile at her. My words had disappeared. I felt as if my eyes might well up.

“And I don’t care if people aren’t happy with our love. It’s more important to me to be with you, than it is to be friends with somebody who doesn’t like me for who I am. And if they don’t like you for who you are well,” she looked serious for a moment. “I’ll kill them.”

I burst out laughing.

“You dick,” I replied.

I really did not know how she managed to make such a tense topic sound so ridiculous all of a sudden. I really did love her.

“But no, I probably won’t do that,” she admitted. “But I will always support you. If something happens when I’m there, I’ll do everything I can to fix it. If something happens when we’re apart, I’ll love you and I’ll be there for you the moment that I can be. Deal?”

“Deal,” I echoed.

“So shall we get married?” she asked. “Or is this not going to work in the real world?”

Her tone was childish and mocking. She was clearly amused with herself.

“This is literally the world's worst engagement,” I replied.

“Just be happy you’re getting one, missy.”

So we entered the building together. It was called The Tiny Chapel, and its sign was handpainted in cursive. It also didn’t feel like it belonged in Las Vegas.

There was already a couple waiting, and another couple literally mid-wedding. It was sort of crazy to see a conveyor belt of marriages, but kind of fun at the same time.

We approached a woman at a counter, roughly the same age as us and dressed in what I could only think to describe as wedding-appropriate officewear.

She asked for our names in a lightly southern accent, and whether we wanted to book a slot for a wedding, or simply join the line. We told her we’d join the line, and it was that easy. Sarah and I were going to get married.

“Is there a place to get changed?” Sarah asked, remembering just as we were walking away.

“Through that door. There’s pairs of changing rooms,” she replied. “Take as long as you need, there’s probably about twenty minutes at least before you’re up.”

We followed her instructions and found the dressing rooms. There were three sets of them, in pairs, all covered with sand colored drapes. All of them were empty, so we just took the ones closest to us.

I went in and unpackaged the shoes and dress from my bag. I placed the dress on the hanger, slipped out of my jeans and top, and held the dress one last time to look at it.

It was so perfect. I had really never pictured myself wearing a wedding dress. I loosely remembered Sarah and I talking about weddings when we were teenagers - maybe both secretly imagining marrying each other - but I felt like the memory came with a twinge of sadness.

In those memories, I never thought that I would ever get the chance to be a bride. I wished I could have told that younger version of me what was in store. That dreams can come true.

I lowered the gown and stepped in. Its layers swelled up to meet me as I brought it up my body. I felt it across my skin and the cups gently rested underneath my stuffed bra. I held the garment against me as I once again removed the bra straps. I reached behind myself to pull the zipper closed.

And I couldn’t reach it.

My right arm was behind my back, then over my shoulder, then again behind my back, but I couldn’t find the zipper. I wasn’t even sure if I was close. I struggled a little more, the dress making a soft rustling sound the entire time.

I was defeated.

“Sarah,” I called.

“Can you not get your dress closed either?” came her immediate reply.

I chuckled softly, and then eventually broke into a full laugh, when I heard Sarah also giggling through the thin wall.

“So what do we do?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Do you want to come in here and do mine and then I’ll come to you?”

“No, that’ll ruin it!” she protested. “How about I just stick my arms through the drapes and do it blind?”

The idea felt comical at best, but I sort of liked it even more for that reason.

“We can at least try it,” I agreed, turning my back to the drapes.

I heard a shuffling in the next changing cubicle, and then a few moments later, the sound of drapes opening and the feel of hands on my back.

“Higher or lower?” Sarah asked.

“Neither, just to the left.”

It was like the world’s most unlikely teambuilding exercise. But before long, I had managed to guide Sarah to the zipper, and she had managed to close it up. Not without plenty more laughter, first.

“I like the material,” Sarah told me, as she did it. “It feels really nice.”

“You’re not meant to see it!” I told her. “Feeling it counts as seeing it!”

“That literally doesn’t make any sense but fine,” were the last words she said to me before her hands disappeared and I heard her back in her cubicle.

I repaid the favor and did the same for Sarah, this time with her guiding my hands with her voice. I felt that I did a much better job at the zipping than Sarah did, although she claimed mine was cheating, as I’d already seen her in the dress. I told her she was just a sore loser.

Back in my own dressing room, I applied the finishing touches - the shoes and the veiled tiara that came with the dress. It felt almost over-the-top, but I couldn’t help but love it. Anything that felt like that extra mile in terms of femininity had always been a treat, to me.

The shoes were also a huge treat. When I saw Sarah in them, I thought they looked stunning. Their little details that screamed out that they were built to be bridal shoes were something that tapped into something deep down inside me. Although that part of me was now very much at surface level as well.

Sarah told me she was ready, and asked if I was as well. I was, but I wasn’t ready to come out.

But for a different reason, this time. Previously, I’d have hesitated to leave that changing room out of fear. From nerves about being dressed as a woman in a public place. Now though, in the dressing room, the reason was just because there was a mirror.

I wanted to look at myself.

It was only going to be for a few moments longer. Just enough to soak up the feeling. Specifically, the feeling of euphoria. I was finally able to accept that overriding emotion. The pure joy and elation and wonder at being a woman. And now to be happy about that fact.

I was euphoric.

And I was about to get married.
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Stepping out of the cubicle, Sarah was even more stunning than on her wedding day.

Even without the hours of professional hair and makeup, and wearing just any pair of white shoes she could find, and without her gaggle of bridesmaids. She looked perfect. Not least, because she was mine.

But I couldn’t help but notice that she was shielding her eyes. I giggled as I saw her.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I wasn’t sure if I should look at you, yet.”

“I mean, we might be here a while,” I replied. “How long can you stare at the ground for?”

“Uh, like, five minutes, maybe? I don’t know. How would I know?”

Her voice sounded incredulous. Sarah was always funny when you asked her a stupid question.

“I’ll go ask how long we’ve got,” I told her.

I went to the woman at the counter out front and asked her the question. She double checked something on her laptop and looked back at me.

“Five minutes, maybe,” the receptionist told me.

“Five minutes, maybe,” I repeated to Sarah.

“Are you just saying that because that’s what I said to you?” she asked.

“Hand to god, no,” I replied.

“I don’t know if this marriage is going to last,” she said, still looking at the ground.

I snorted out a laugh and left her to it.

We chatted casually during the wait, but there was a nervous energy between us. Conversation would be relegated to short snippets, wrapped in excitement.

I couldn’t wait for the five minutes to be up. I couldn’t wait for Sarah to be my wife. I got the feeling that Sarah had the exact same emotions coursing through her.

Our names were finally called, after the longest five minutes of my life.

“How should we do this?” Sarah asked me.

“Want to go first?” I offered. “That way you don’t have to look at the floor as you walk down the aisle.”

“Good idea,” she agreed.

With that, she was off. I heard her faint high heel click-taps on the carpet, over the wooden floor, and then a quiet conversation with the officiant. I wasn’t quite sure when to join her, until I heard wedding music start.

It was surreal, at first, stepping onto the carpet at the sound of the song. But the surreal feeling quickly made way to much more positive ones. I was, primarily, happy. I could scarcely remember when that was last the most pressing feeling in my brain.

But I was also excited, for my new life and for being with Sarah. Ecstatic, even. And I was joyous, about the scenario and the feel of my dress swaying around me with every step. Then I had so much love in my heart, both for Sarah and for life itself. Both of them had given me this moment. Both had suddenly given me everything I had ever wanted.

So I walked down the aisle. I felt my heel hit the carpet, then my toes. I felt the white material play against my legs as it moved. I felt my blond hair bounce over my shoulders with each step. I felt beautiful and I felt empowered.

I felt like a woman.

And at the other end of the carpet was the woman of my dreams. Sarah. Smiling at me, her teeth white and her face radiant with love and positivity. It was as if I was in a dream, or maybe even ascending into the afterlife, it felt so beautiful. Previously in my life, I’d have felt I didn’t deserve it.

But I did deserve it. I deserved love and I deserved to be the person who I had always wanted to be. And damn it, I knew that I wanted to be Sarah’s wife.

Her hands began to reach out for me as I approached her. I took both of them, as soon as I could. Her eyes looked wet. I couldn’t hold back my giant smile.

“You look so beautiful,” she said to me.

Her voice was shaky. I was overjoyed, as I stepped up next to her in front of the officiant. He was a friendly looking man, somehow a little shorter than both Sarah and I. Portly and bald, in a black suit and bowtie.

“Katy and Sarah,” the man began. “Thank you for sharing this most special and joyous day with me. I am Gary, and it is my great privilege to be your officiant today.”

We smiled at each other. Sarah looked at our officiant and I was pretty sure she mouthed “hi, Gary.” I looked at him and he smiled as she did it. She was effortlessly charming in every moment of her life, and I loved her.

Gary began to talk.

“Marriage is everything. It is love and it is trust and it is partnership. It is a bond between two people, never to be broken. Above all else, it is a promise. It is a promise to be with one another through everything. The good times and the bad. Weaknesses and strengths. Thick and thin. That is marriage.”

He took a brief moment to look at us in turn, smiling again.

“Sarah, Katy, are you ready for that commitment?”

“I am,” Sarah said.

“We are,” I said at the exact same time.

Sarah and I then looked at each other, before I then said “I am” and she said “we are” in an overlapping mess of words, that we both giggled about.

“Great,” Gary said, also with a laugh. “Katy, do you take Sarah to be your wife from this day forward? In rich and in poor, in weakness and in strength?”

“I do,” I replied.

The words didn’t feel real, leaving my mouth. The one thing I had ever wanted in life was happening. I didn’t believe it could ever be true. If it was some kind of beautiful dream, I hoped that I’d never wake up.

Gary addressed Sarah.

“Sarah, do you take Katy to be your wife from this day forward? In sickness and in health, in good times and in bad?”

“I do,” Sarah replied.

If the word felt unreal to say, they felt even less real to hear. I wished that I could have kept those words as some kind of perfect music box. I would open it every day, just to hear Sarah’s voice speak that phrase, and for me to know that they were mine.

“Katy, would you like to say some words to Sarah before we exchange rings?” Gary spoke again.

“Oh, uh,” I looked at Sarah. “Did you prepare anything?”

She shook her head.

“Okay,” I said. “Uh, I’ll try anyway.”

I thought of all of the myriad ways in which I wanted to tell Sarah that I loved her. All of the things I wanted to say to her over the years but never could. But there were too many. Too much that I hadn’t told her.

And then suddenly I thought back. I remembered in the morning, when Sarah asked me if love was hard. I had told her yes but wanted to say so much more.

If not during our wedding, I thought, then when?

“My whole life, I thought that I was in love with you. Knew that I was in love with you,” I started, the words forming instinctively. “You made me who I am today and I love you for that and I love you for so much more. I love you for your charm and your humor and your kindness. I love you for more than I could ever say. You gave me security and safety and space to be who I always wanted to be. You gave me everything. And now you’re giving me your love and I couldn’t be happier. You’ve done all of that, and more. You loved me through so much. You’ve loved me for who I truly am.”

I stopped briefly, then resumed.

“The other day, you asked me if love had been hard for me. That morning, I said yes. But what I really meant, was not any more.”

I had said so much without even a pause to think. I wasn’t at all sure if what I had said made any sense. But then I knew.

Sarah was crying.

She threw her arms around me and I did the same. Her face was buried in my shoulder, and her sobs reverberated through my body. Gary looked at me and smiled warmly, as we both waited for the emotions to pass.

“That was beautiful,” Gary told me. “Sarah, would you like to say a few words as well?”

“I don’t think I can match that,” she said, wiping an eye and letting out a brief laugh, simultaneously. “But yes. Katy, you are my everything. You came into my life exactly when I needed you and you came back when I needed you even more. I wish that you’d never left, but the fact that you’re here now is the next best thing. And, if that led to this moment right now, then maybe it was the best thing. I can’t wait to be with you. It’s all I ever wanted out of life.”

I was crying, now. We hugged again and I imagined Gary was smiling warmly at Sarah, in turn.

“Now for the rings,” Gary spoke as we released each other.

My heart skipped a beat.

“I think I left mine in my bag!” I quickly interjected.

Sarah was immediately giggling.

“I did too,” she admitted.

“Go get them!” Gary said theatrically.

He seemed like a man clearly well versed in the chaos that must have come with impromptu weddings.

Sarah and I both rushed back down the aisle to where we left our bags. Our high heels clattered across the wooden floor, and Sarah held onto my arm for support as we slowed ourselves down to find the rings. I had to hold mine in a closed fist, as I didn’t think to get a box.

Back at the top of the carpet, the ceremony resumed.

“Sarah,” Gary began again. “Please place the ring on Katy’s finger.”

She did as he instructed. She took a thin, gold ring from a paper bag and placed it over my fingertip. It was a braid of three separate, narrow strands of gold which spun around each other. It was very pretty, albeit slightly tight on my finger.

It may have been from a pawnshop, but it was immediately the most important thing anybody had ever given me.

“Katy, please place the ring on Sarah’s finger.”

I opened the palm of my other hand and took the ring. I slid it along Sarah’s finger, at which point I found out the ring was loose. Such was the risk with a pawnshop wedding. But it still looked beautiful on her. The nature motifs suited her brilliantly.

“No fair,” she said as I was putting the ring in place. “You got the better side.”

I smiled. I was pretty pleased with the ring I had found for her, but I was still in love with what she had found for me.

“Well Sarah and Katy,” Gary said. “It is with great honor and great joy that I now pronounce you wife and wife. You may kiss.”

We did. It was magical. A kiss with Sarah on our wedding day. Both of us in white flowing gowns. Both of us in love.

Both of us, women.
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A Las Vegas wedding was funny, in a way. It meant that we could walk out of the doors and go straight to our honeymoon. But we decided that Las Vegas wasn’t totally right for us.

It was a great getaway for Sarah and I, but not really a place to celebrate our love.

Well, maybe that was the wrong outlook. It had been an incredible place for us, as it helped us finally admit our love. But, still, there was somewhere that felt more appropriate.

We went to Scotland.

The reason was twofold. Firstly, it felt like we had gone full-circle, on Sarah essentially pranking me about saying I had lived there. But also it meant that I could now fill in those gaps in my fake life.

I wanted to live as Katy, and I sort of liked the backstory that we had built for her. It wasn’t too far from my real life, and it explained away the parts that I didn’t want to ever have to talk about. The parts where I was Kyle.

That trip wasn’t straight away, though. Life had to get in the way, first. At least before we went back to face that life, we had our last moments in Las Vegas together. It would forever be a city which would live in our hearts, for what it gave to us. Each other.

I’d have loved to say that we won a fortune and never had to work again, but it didn’t quite play out like that. We went back home and stayed in my apartment, where work was one of the first things I had to face. I’d been off for a while, and things had piled up for me to sort through. So I went back to work, as Kyle. I wasn’t ready to come out to my colleagues.

And I hated it.

Work felt like a horrible reminder of the life that I had just broken out of. It was a life of gray carpets and pressed slacks and corporate responsibility. It fitted Kyle just fine, but Katy was so far removed from that world. So Sarah suggested something to me that she’d suggested a few times. She suggested that I should work with her, at the salon.

It was an idea she had raised to me multiple times, after the return of Katy. I had thought that it was a joke, maybe even at my expense. But it wasn’t. It was a genuine suggestion, and one which actually wasn’t completely unreasonable.

I protested at first. I told Sarah that I wasn’t trained, that I didn’t know enough about makeup. That I was nowhere near as good as her. But she argued against those points to no end.

She told me that I had been trained, by her of all people. And that was why I was every bit as good as her, better in some aspects even - by which I presumed she meant winged eyeliner. She told me that she wanted me to work with her. It had always been a dream of hers.

So I did it. I said yes. I quit my office job and I became a makeup artist. It wasn’t an overnight thing, but she helped me train and pass my qualifications. In what felt like no time at all, I was right by her side in the studio.

And I was also right by her side, all through everything with Jackson. The reason we went back to mine after we got home was that she wasn’t ready to face him.

She’d missed countless calls and ignored even more messages. Sara’s mom and Kevin were batting him away endlessly as well. Apparently, he even tried to get in contact with her biological father.

Nobody was on Jackson’s side, however. Word about what he did at the wedding spread fast. Part of me was worried that people would have thought I was some kind of willing participant but, by the sounds of things, that wasn’t the case. In fact, Jess - of all people - made sure that particular rumor never took off.

I was sure to thank her, as soon as we had the chance to catch up. She quickly became an important part of our life, which was funny to think, when I looked back on our time at school. It was nice, though, feeling that growth. Plus, Jess seemed more thrilled than almost anyone about mine and Sarah’s relationship.

Jackson, on the other hand, wasn’t thrilled. He tried to accuse Sarah of cheating on him with me. But it didn’t get him very far. He tried to use that as a reason to take his and Sarah’s house for himself. Thankfully, he didn’t have a leg to stand on to do that, legally.

He and Sarah had to split their assets and go through a grueling separation and annulment procedure. It clearly took its toll on Jackson. I was fairly sure he was balding, by the end of it.

But I felt that was all because he had to go through it alone. I never even saw any of his groomsmen with him to back him up, whenever we had to face him. Sarah had me, though. She had me and her family and all of our love.

Sarah’s family were quick to accept me, as well. I had wondered, when we were in Las Vegas, what she had told them about me. Obviously, she couldn’t lie to them, that I was an old friend from trampolining. They’d never have bought it. They knew her. So we told them the truth. I had to come out to them.

And they took it wonderfully. But it turned out that Sarah’s mom had seen me as Katy that one time, in her house when I was a teenager.

She told me she had always felt awful about it and wanted to apologize. She used my coming out as an opportunity to do just that. It sort of derailed things, but in the best way possible. It made the whole thing kind of funny.

But it had meant that Sarah’s mom had known about me all along. She had realized, even as an adult, that I was the same Katy that she briefly glimpsed in her house all those years ago. She told me she’d been happy to see me, having found myself as an adult.

Kevin was no different. Everything I knew about him was that he was a man who radiated generosity and love. My coming out to him was more of the same. If I made Sarah happy then, as far as he was concerned, he was happy.

And so Sarah’s house was sold. Sarah’s home studio vanished with it which, while it pained her at the time, quickly gave way to a new opportunity. It gave us the chance to get our own place.

It wasn’t a house - I couldn’t afford one - but it was a two bed apartment with a walk-in closet. We turned it into Katy and Sarah’s dream home, all soft pink furnishings and fluffy pillows and fresh cut flowers. And, to top it off, our home studio.

By the time that we had our home together, I had passed all of my makeup artistry courses. I had started working with Sarah, and we were doing brilliantly. We still kept in touch with Mark, and he was actually the one to help us get back into work, after the fallout from the annulment.

He was still every bit as nice as I remembered. I finally got the chance to properly thank him for everything, over one of the many dinners the three of us ended up sharing. He moved up from kind-of-colleague, to actual-friend, pretty quickly.

Jackson was gone. Sarah and I were finally together. We had a home. We had a life. We lived together and we worked together. I had no reason to ever be Kyle again.

Sarah’s friends became my friends, and my life became Katy’s life. It was perfect. It was everything I had ever dreamed of as a teenager, and then everything that I hid from ever since. Until now, finally. I no longer had to hide. I had everything I ever wanted.

I had become Katy.
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