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BEING AMY

All his life, Andrew has known he’s different - that there’s something inside him that’s not like anyone else. Strange desires, fascinations and urges. It took a while for that something else to make sense to him, but by the time it did, he had a name for it.

Amy.

Where Andrew was boring, shy and uninteresting - Amy was the opposite. Fun, flirty and full of life, she fit in a way nothing else had - until it wasn’t enough for her to exist purely in his mind, or the occasional secretive dress up evening while his parents were out. He needed more. And with his parents away for a whole weekend, he’s determined to find out whether everything he’s been doing is just fantasy - or if Amy could be something more. If she’s good enough to pass outside the house.

He’s prepared for how terrifying venturing into public will be - but what he’s not prepared for? All the questions it prompts. How far he might want to take this. And what that might mean.


Prologue

There’s always been something inside me.

Something slightly different. Something that never fit with anything else around me.

For a long time, I didn’t have a name for it. It was just a feeling I couldn’t explain - and sometimes I thought I was just imagining it.

But as I got older, it grew with me - that secret, inexplicable thing.

And when it started showing glimpses of itself…well, I didn’t even notice it at first.

Playing dress-up with my sister at five years old - and quickly working out that I liked her princess outfit far more than my superman one. Her four-year-old self thought that was hilarious and, not seeing anything wrong with it, we played like that all day. I’m not sure what my parents thought, but I doubt it was stranger than anything else we did at that age.

For a time, we were inseparable. The make-believe games we shared together became bigger, more elaborate - and more exciting. They didn’t always involve princesses or dressing up. Sometimes we rescued animals and took them to hospital. Sometimes we were shopkeepers. Sometimes we saved the world in our superhero costumes.

And sometimes…we had tea parties as princesses.

Those were always my favorite games.

Eventually though, our interests started diverging.

Maddie made friends with other girls at school and started wanting to play with them instead. And her interest in playing dress up gradually disappeared as she got older.

Mine didn’t, though.

It just changed.

I never made friends as easily as she did - and I became increasingly aware that the other boys in my class weren’t interested in princesses and tea parties.

I started to learn that it wasn’t normal. I might not have caught the looks that passed between my parents those times I tried to pull out the dress-up box without Maddie but I definitely got the hint when my Dad would immediately start suggesting we go out for a bike ride, or throw a football around together…

So it became a secret thing. A private one.

I would sneak one of our old dress-up outfits into my room and spend some time putting it on, talking to myself in a girly voice and pretending to be whatever I was dressed up as. It made it exciting, somehow, doing it in secret. A small thrill that hadn’t been there before.

It wasn’t often, of course. But it was something that was just mine.

After a while, though, those old outfits stopped fitting me - and I had no way to get anything new.

So, reluctantly, those secret games slowly stopped.

I was starting to become a little embarrassed about still being caught up in childhood games, anyway, and I was tired of being alone and weird and different. I pushed myself to start focusing on what all the other boys around me seemed interested in - sports and bikes and video games.

It wasn’t that easy, though.

I tried not to notice, but without those occasional nights to indulge my private little hobby, I started feeling hollow and empty. Nothing felt quite right. That thing inside of me that I’d never been able to explain wasn’t happy, and I found my mood sinking lower and lower.

That in itself alarmed me more than anything else ever had about what I’d been doing in private. I’d thought it was just a hobby, a casual interest that I didn’t feel like giving up just because my sister had and my parents thought I should.

But…if it had that kind of effect on me…

Were they right that I should have given it up years ago? Had I done something to myself? Screwed up somehow? Was it really that important now?

It scared me that it might be.

And for a long time, I tried to ignore it. I thought that if I did, it might just go away.

But it didn’t. If anything, it got worse.

Until it became less important to me to shake off that need…than it was to find a way to indulge it.

The boys around me started talking about girls around the same time, but all I felt was resentment at how easy they seemed to have it. They could wear whatever they liked - pants, dresses, skirts, t-shirts - and no one thought anything of it.

I started to get jealous of Maddie for the ease at which she could to buy any clothes she liked - but it wasn’t until I came home one day to see Maddie in her room with a group of her friends, the door half-open as they chatted excitedly between themselves with clothes passing between them, that it really hit me. And with it…an idea, too.

“Hey, try this, Jenny!” I catch a flash of material flying through the air. “It’s just your size, and I think it would look so cute with your strawberry-blond hair.”

“Ooh, yes!” Another girl chimes in.

“Hey, thanks.” Jenny grins and then starts pulling off her top.

I spin away immediately, cheeks burning with the thought of what I almost saw, even as I know that a couple of the boys in my class probably would have done the opposite and tried to sneak a look. That’s not what I was interested in, though. All my attention was on what they were doing - and the snatches of conversation I could hear.

“Oh, I’m so excited - I can’t believe your Mom actually said yes, Tiff!”

Another girl giggles. “I know, I know. But it’s our middle school graduation and I think she doesn’t want us going into high school looking for the first party we can find.”

“Which we’re totally still going to do, right?”

More laughter.

“Of course! But we’ll be super sophisticated and know totally what we’re doing this way and—”

“Uhuh—”

“Oh god, guys. Can you believe it? High school—”

“It’s going to be amazing, Jen. I can’t wait, and—”

“Hey, did anyone see that pink top? I swear it was just what I was looking for—”

“I think it’s over—”

“Ooohh, I love this—god, Maddie, you have the best clothes—”

“Yeah, seriously, I’m so glad we’re the same size—”

“Oh my god!” The exclamation becomes a hissed whisper and I catch “your brother!” before the door slams behind me.

I feel my cheeks burning again - it’s not like I was looking at them or anything. I was just standing facing my own room, opposite Maddie’s, but I guess I’d been hovering here for a few minutes…was it that obvious I was listening in?

With a muttered curse, I open my own door and don’t quite slam it behind me, slinging my bag to the floor and slumping down on the bed, frustration burning in my chest as I think about what they were doing, how casually they were all exchanging clothes, trying on different things and gossiping about it together.

Why don’t boys ever get to do that?

Hell, why didn’t boys ever have interesting clothes to do it with?

The familiar jealousy hit me hard, as part of me wished I could have been part of that group. But as it did…the solution to not owning anything I wanted to try wearing finally hit me, too.

If they swapped clothes all the time, then why couldn’t I try a few things on?

I glanced down at myself as one of Maddie’s friends comments came back to me.

“…I’m so glad we’re the same size…”

My sister and I have always been similar sizes, too. I never really filled out for a guy, and with my skinny, short figure…something might fit. Maybe.

It took a while to work up the courage, but once the idea was there I couldn’t let it go. It felt like it was burning a hole in my mind, and I couldn’t rest until I’d tried it.

I waited until that party Maddie was so excited about, and then I snuck into her room. Her pink-and-purple, fairy-lights and sparkles room. So different from my own boring, blueish walls and the occasional rock posters I had up. It was almost like entering another world…and from that night, it felt like some part of my world had changed.

Maddie had so many clothes, and I’m not sure how I never noticed it before, but they were all gorgeous.

I didn’t dare stay there for long that night, or try much on, but what I did…well, it wasn’t the same as pretending to be a princess and the stupid games I used to play. I was older than that, now, and this was somehow…different.

But better, too.

Over the next few years, I couldn’t help myself. I came back to Maddie’s room - and her clothes - again and again. Any time I got the opportunity.

I didn’t know why I was so obsessed with trying on all those cute different outfits, or what drove me to do it, but somehow, it stopped mattering. When I was in Maddie’s room, wearing the latest hot little number she might have bought, everything else disappeared. That empty feeling inside me disappeared and it was totally intoxicating.

And I wasn’t pretending to be a princess anymore, either. I wasn’t playing games.

This was something else.

I was pretending to be a girl, yes - but a real one this time. One that could be friends with my sister, maybe, hang with her group of friends. Going out to the parties that I never get invited to and looking hot the whole time.

It was a different kind of fantasy, but it was so much better.

And after a while, it wasn’t a series of different girls and people I knew that I was pretending to be - it was just one. I finally had a name for that weird feeling that had always been there inside me, that strange need.

I called her Amy.

And she was me, kind of.

Only better.

She was hot.

At first that part was just a fantasy, but as I learned how to dress and try different things - how to cover the less flattering parts of me and emphasize my figure - well…she started looking really good.

And more than that. She was fun, too - and flirty and sweet.

The kind of girl that people might think was cool, or interesting, or sexy.

All the things I’d never been able to pull off as a guy.

Andrew was boring and plain and short and small. But Amy?

Amy was amazing.

Or at least, I thought so, anyway. She’d never had a conversation with anyone other than herself, and no one had ever seen her, so I couldn’t be sure.

But the longer I spent with her, the more I thought that maybe…just maybe…I might be right about her.

And when Maddie and her friends started experimenting with make-up and buying high heels, it pushed me over the edge. I thought I’d been good before - hot and convincing and awesome - but I was shocked at the difference that bringing out my eyes and adding a little bit of color to my face could make. The way the heels changed my figure. It was amazing.

The only thing I couldn’t match them on was hair - I couldn’t grow it much beyond the tops of my ears without Mom booking me a cut, and I wasn’t sure how well it would work out even if I did. I somehow doubted that if I grew it out I’d end up with the kind of thick, luscious kind of locks that the other girls I saw did. I desperately wanted a wig, but that wasn’t going to happen.

So instead, Amy was a short-haired kind of girl. For now, anyway.

That for now was with me a lot. It felt like whatever I did, some part of me was always making plans for more. I constantly came up with ideas for what I could try next, or what might make Amy look even better…and I tried not to think about it too hard.

There were a couple of times I did - letting myself daydream about when I might be older and move out and able to do whatever the hell I wanted - but it was always followed by the sharp shock of reality. The idea that this might be such a big part of my life somehow terrified me. I didn’t want to think about what that might mean, or how it might work.

I just wanted to enjoy being Amy.

A few times it scared me too much and I tried to give it up all over again, but nothing ever felt quite as right or real as when I was stood in front of Maddie’s mirror, with Amy looking right back at me. I couldn’t stay away for long, and I forced myself not to think about anything else.

So long as I didn’t get caught - and I had that down to an art - then everything seemed fine.

That craving for more only grew, though, and as the time went on I started wondering what it would be like to really be Amy. For real. Outside of my sister’s bedroom.

That was the fantasy, of course, that was what I imagined doing every time I dressed up - that I was just getting ready to go out to dinner, or a party, or shopping, or…anything really.

Until I did that, how could it ever believe that I’d actually got it right?

How could I know that Amy really was all the things I thought she was?

I wanted to test her.

And I thought I could pull it off, too.

It was just that it was absolutely terrifying.

Terrifying, and the most thrilling thing I’d ever felt.

The idea - that deep-set desire - was there for a long time before I actually seriously started considering it. Then a while longer until I was actively looking for opportunities and chances - preparing a dozen times, then chickening out at the last moment.

It was Junior year before I finally thought I might actually be ready to do it.

My parents were taking Maddie to a dance competition in another State for the weekend and I’d managed to get out of going…it was the clearest chance I’d had for months, and the need had been burning inside me for too long now.

I wanted to be Amy.

For real.

Just to see what I was like. To see if I could do it.

And I promised myself that this time, I wasn’t going to chicken out of it.


Chapter One

I found my heart thumping hard in my chest, the usual adrenaline surging through me as I quietly snuck between my room and Maddie’s.

There was no chance of getting caught this time - everyone had left last night and they weren’t due back until tomorrow - but I couldn’t help feeling slightly furtive about it as I quietly shut her door behind me, the way I always do. I’m too used to the strange mix of anxious excitement for my body to react any other way - and besides, tonight, I was doing it.

I was going out there, into the world. As Amy.

If nothing else, that’s enough reason for the terror-thrill that’s coursing through me.

I’ve got all day to get ready, too. Usually I only let myself have an hour or two - too wary of someone coming home early or changing their plans at the last minute - but this time, it’s about as low risk as it’s ever been.

Just the thought of having the whole house to myself for the weekend - of getting to spend a full day as Amy, dressing up and getting ready - is better than so much of what I’ve done, that it’s almost good enough by itself.

If it weren’t that I’ve spent so long working on this plan, it would be tempting just to lavish in a couple of days around the house as Amy - reading girly magazines and painting my nails, simply being her in the ordinary everyday kind of way that I never get. That would be amazing, too.

But after so long thinking about more, that’s not enough for this weekend.

So instead, I spend the day getting ready - and I revel in every moment of it. The sort of things I don’t dare do usually, as I’d never be able to get rid of them or explain them well enough.

I start with a long, luxurious bath, the kind that Amy likes to take - with soft-scented bubbles and enough heat to give her a nice, pink glow. I take the chance to shave my body for the first time, too. I’m lucky enough that my legs have thin, light colored hair anyway, and there’s barely any on the rest of my body, but I’ve never quite dared to do this before.

It’s cold enough out that no one would be expecting me to wear shorts anytime soon - but I’m going to have to find an excuse for gym class. It’s worth it though. I’ve wanted to do this for so long, and I’m desperate to feel the silken glide of Maddie’s sheer tights against my bare legs. It will be better for tonight, too, than having to wear the thick black tights that I would have needed to cover up the hair. They’re okay, but they’re not nearly as sexy as the thin, glimmering ones.

And tonight, I want to be sexy.

I’ve already decided that I’m going out to a club. I’m sure I’m convincing enough that I won’t run into any issues, but without having done it before, there’s still that tremor of uncertainty. And in a club, it will be dark and loud and confusing enough to cover any mistakes I might have made.

And it will be anonymous.

I don’t think I’d end up seeing anyone I know there, but the idea that I might is terrifying. I’m pretty sure I can get away with being a girl - but if someone who knows me as a boy looks closely? Then all bets are off. But no one can see anything clearly in a club, so…it should be fine.

And I’ll get to see whether it’s just me that thinks Amy is hot, too.

Which means I can go all-out on making my outfit as sexy as I like. And Maddie has quite the clothes to do it, too…maybe a few more than Mom and Dad probably know about.

I hold my breath as I slowly take the hair on my legs off. It feels different from my everyday shaving - not that I’ve ever needed to put much effort into that. Somehow, it’s more sensual, and I can feel myself getting into it as I do it. When I’m done, I glide my hands up and down my now-smooth legs and grin to myself.

It feels wonderful. Especially here in this hot bubble bath, with the soapy mixture making everything slippery and sensual. It’s almost like I can feel so much more - like my skin is especially sensitive - and I wonder whether that’s part of the reason girls like it so much.

That, and the way it looks.

I spend a while raising my legs just above the bath water, the bubbles sliding down them as I admire my sleek calf muscles. I’ve never been strong or muscular for a guy, but for a girl I think I’m just nicely toned…which is perfect.

It’s not even hard to imagine these as women’s legs, and another thrill goes through me as I think I really might be able to get away with it.

I spend a little longer soaking and enjoying the bath before eventually rinsing off - excited to get on with the rest of the day.

And it goes so fast, too.

I dry my hair with the blow dryer, even though it doesn’t really need it, and try to flick a little bit of volume and style into it. There’s not much I can do, but by the end I don’t think it looks that bad, and with everything else I should be able to pass as a girl with one of those trendy short cuts…in dim lighting. That’s my hope, anyway.

I paint my nails too, excited that I’m able to do so without worrying about the fumes or getting rid of the polish before they’re barely dry - then, as an afterthought, I paint my toes too. And I’m shocked at how much difference it makes. My feet aren’t big, but I’ve always thought they’re a little too bony to really pass as women’s feet…but with the smoky red nail polish, it’s hard to see anything else.

I grin. I can’t wait to see what they look like with Maddie’s strappy heels. Those might be a little cold to wear this time of year - but I’m only doing this tonight and I couldn’t care less about that.

And then, finally, I’m in Maddie’s bedroom and taking out the clothes that I’ve been thinking about for weeks.

The outfit that’s about as perfect as I can think of for this outing in public. The one that makes me feel sexier than I’ve ever felt as Andrew. And the one that just might, maybe, give me the confidence to actually go through with this - because unless I feel that smoking hot, I’m not sure I’ll have the guts to make it through the first time someone actually sees me.

I take everything out one at a time, lying them out on the bed in preparation and feeling a tingle of excitement with each thing.

I pick up the panties first - lacy and silky and black…just the right kind of naughty that it makes me start to harden in anticipation. Another reason these panties are a necessity - they’re tight enough to hold back that kind of reaction and keep my cock tucked snugly away.

Just touching them sends a thrill through me, so much smaller and tighter than my usual baggy underwear - so much more sensual, too. The first time I tried them I was sure they weren’t going to fit, even though Maddie and I are similar sizes - but then I realized that women’s underwear is just made differently.

I slip them on, drawing them slowly up my now-smooth legs and relishing the moment as I tuck my cock down and pull them tightly over it. There’s a little bulge, but I’ve done this before and after everything else is on I don’t think it will be noticeable. What is noticeable is the very real way the panties settle between my ass, riding up and making me feel them with every movement. I take a few experimental steps, something inside me relaxing and coiling up at the same time as I start falling into the way this feels.

As I do, my hips start swinging almost instinctively and I give myself a naughty smile in the mirror, already seeing Amy starting to look back at me. I don’t look like her yet, not really. But I already feel like her.

I turn back to the bed with a flourish, picking out the shimmering black tights, then hesitate. I suddenly feel a little more…adventurous. If I’m going out tonight as Amy, I want her to be everything she can be. And I’m sure I caught a glimpse of something a little more provocative in Maddie’s unkempt drawers.

I start sifting through them again, simultaneously annoyed at my sister’s lack of organization and relieved that it means I don’t need to be too careful - and then my eyes light up as I see what I’m looking for.

I pull it out…and yes…Maddie has stockings now. Those are new. And so, so exciting. It takes me another few minutes to find the other one, but when I do I grin.

They’re hold ups, which is a good thing as I definitely haven’t seen a garter belt anywhere, but with the dress I’ve chosen the lace around the top will be just visible…perfect.

They have the same shimmering look to them as I was hoping for and as I sit back on the bed and slowly pull them up, they feel amazing on my shaved legs. The red nail polish comes through nicely at the bottom too and I curl my toes in appreciation, another rush of excitement shooting straight to my cock.

I only started getting excited when I dress up in the last few years, but there’s just something about being Amy that seems to affect me that way. Everything about her seems hot and sensual and exciting, and…well, I don’t know whether that’s another thing that all those years of enjoying dress-up did to me, but most of my fantasies these days are as a woman, not a man. It freaked me out when I first noticed but I’ve gotten used to it - now it’s just another part of what I enjoy about doing this.

I stand up and move around a little, wanting to make sure they stay up - and I’m almost mesmerized by the way they look in the mirror as I walk up and down, staying perfectly in position. Thank god for Maddie’s intolerance for bad quality. The silky material makes my feet feel delicate and smooth and I like the way they almost slip against the soft carpet as I walk.

I run my hands up and down them, half wishing that every part of my body got to feel that way…but I like everything else too.

Turning back to the bed, I put the tights away and pick up the bra. It’s not as nice as some of Maddie’s thin, silky new ones - I’m still relying on the days before she filled out, when she felt the need for a lot more padding. My chest is the one part of my body that really needs the help. But it still matches the panties and stockings perfectly, with a little edging of lace over the cups - and when I put it on, it makes all the difference to my figure. I still need a couple of socks to stuff it with, but that and the padding is more than enough to give me the lines and curves I love seeing.

This time I don’t stop and check myself out or spend any time walking around - I prefer to pull the dress on as soon as the bra is settled in place. When they’re covered up, my ‘breasts’ look great. Before that…it’s too easy for me to see a bra stuffed with socks. Not so sexy.

So I turn back to the dress I’ve chosen, and my smile comes back. It’s a tight, black little number, with a high neck - perfect for outlining my chest and cleavage without any risk of someone looking down and seeing something suspicious - and comes down to mid-thigh, allowing the occasional glimpse of the stockings underneath as I move.

It hugs my figure beautifully and as I get it settled and adjust the bra again, I start moving slowly around the room. It’s soft and silky, with a few little embellishments and flares of material to make it look stunning, and even though I’ve tried it on so many times now, I still can’t believe how perfectly it fits. Like it was made for me.

There have even been a couple of times I’ve seen Maddie wearing it and haven’t been able to help thinking ‘I look better in that’. There aren’t that many of her clothes I can say that for, but this dress…this dress should have been mine.

And tonight it will be.

I smile at that, turning around and admiring my pert ass while I run my hands down the dress, smoothing it out and making every nerve sing with anticipation.

I sit back on the bed and pick up the heels I set down there. At four inches, they’re hot and exciting, but not impossible for me to manage. I’ve spent more time than I probably should have risked walking up and down Maddie’s bedroom - and occasionally further into the rest of the house - in heels, trying to practice. I love the way they make me swing my hips, changing my posture to emphasize all the right curves, but they are a challenge. Especially at first, when I was tripping and scared I was about to turn my ankle with every step.

I’m better now and I’m confident in my ability to be smooth and graceful in them - but I’m not risking anything higher than this. I’ve never spent several hours standing in them before and I have no idea how confident I’m going to be at the end of that.

I slip my feet through the straps and buckle up the delicate ties, flexing my toes against the comfortable sole. The first time I tried to wear these, I found them hard and unforgiving - but then a couple of months later, they suddenly had heel grips and gel padding. I guess Maddie had found the same thing, but after that they quickly became one of my favorite pairs - and the best one to try wearing out of the house. The straps are black and silver and criss-cross over my feet in a pattern that somehow makes them look feminine just by itself.

I stand in them slowly, but I’ve worn them enough times that it almost feels natural and I smile as I slowly start to walk around the room. I haven’t had the chance to do this for a while - the last few times Maddie has been out and I felt I could sneak into her room, she’s also been wearing these, which called for last-minute adjustments to what I tried on.

I was more than a little relieved when I saw she wasn’t taking them to her dance recital.

I glance back at the bed and pick up the last item - a shimmering white-silver shrug that covers my shoulders and upper arms, flowing and rippling over the dress. It’s exactly right to add a little more color and interest to the otherwise mostly-black outfit, and it has just the right sparkle to it that makes Amy look both classy and ready to party.

I turn around in front of the mirror, checking myself out - and I can’t help it, I love what I see. Now there’s no hint of the sock-stuffed, padded bra and I just look sexy - toned, shapely legs under glimmering black stockings, that glimpse of naughtiness just apparent from the way the classy dress pulls up when I move. My eyes wander up to my face - and then settle there, thinking of the last thing I need to fix.

I sit down in front of Maddie’s dresser and look down at the scattered assortment of brushes, pads, colors and items that at one point were completely alien to me. After looking up every new thing she came back with and watching countless tutorials online, though, I think I’m almost as good as she is.

I draw this out a little - even though a glance at the time tells me it’s already starting to get late - wanting to indulge in the pampering and make-up session. I start with moisturizer and the lovely creams that always make my face feel so soft and pretty and when that’s settled I move onto the eye makeup.

I start with eye shadow, using burnished browns and blacks to create the smoky effect I love, that always seems to transform my dull brown eyes into something much more exotic and exciting. With a glance down at the silvery top I’m wearing, I also add a few hints of silver that only emphasize that effect, and smile at the way it looks. Then I add a liberal amount of eye-liner and mascara, loving the way my eyes go from being totally ordinary to absolutely mesmerizing.

I don’t do that much with the rest of my face - simply using the make-up to smooth out any blemishes and make my skin appear totally even, with a slight glow of health. It wasn’t until I started using this stuff that I realized that perfect-healthy look that all the girls in my class have wasn’t just natural. And the idea that make-up can give you that any time you like was enthralling. I almost felt like I’d discovered a little secret - something that most of the boys around me were totally oblivious to. But then, a lot of my little discoveries while doing all this have felt like that.

Like I’m on the edge of some secret world. Like being a girl is so much more than simply having the right parts - and even if I might not fulfill that criteria, I’d say I’m better than some of the girls in my class at all the rest of it. Those girls infuriated me for the longest time - the ones that put absolutely no effort in, that could be seriously pretty if they just learned a few of these little tricks…all that potential and possibility that I have none of…totally wasted on them.

But then I eventually figured that was unfair. Maybe there was part of them that wished they were a guy and didn’t have to put the effort in, just as much as I wished sometimes that I could have all those natural advantages that girls have. Life sucks sometimes. It’s complicated that way.

I finish it off with a little rouge for my cheeks - not enough to be obvious, just enough to add to that glow - and then a smoky red lipstick that makes my lips feel far more full and luscious than they ever do otherwise.

Then, finally, I stand up and look at myself. The full effect.

And, as it has the last few months I’ve been doing this, it takes my breath.

I don’t know whether I’m completely delusional and fooling myself, but god, I think it works.

I don’t see myself staring back from the mirror. I see some wonderful, alien, exotic creature.

The kind of girl that would have the boys I know drooling.

The kind of girl that has me drooling, sometimes, even though that confuses the hell out of me.

And, totally unbidden, that girl smiles back at me.

Amy smiles back at me, with the kind of confidence that Andrew has never had.

I pick up the final item - a small, glossy black bag that fits neatly over my shoulder - and give myself a little twirl in the mirror.

Perfect.

Another thrill goes through me and for the first time since I started thinking about it, some of the nerves of what I’m about to do start to fade. I give myself a slow look up and down, making it sexy and sensual, and get another little thrill from that. I pull my fingers through my hair again, making it look a little bit mussed and the short strands stick out a little more - and I even think that starts looking like it works.

I’m a stylish, sexy, classy kind of girl.

I turn and slip my leg out just a little, letting the dress ride up to reveal the top of one of the stockings.

With a little bit of naughtiness.

Exactly the kind of person Amy has always felt like.

Letting myself flow with that surge of excitement, I move over towards the window and tweak the blinds open, looking down onto the empty street.

It’s dark now, and the warm glow of the streetlights feels almost welcoming as my eyes veer towards the corner of the block. Beyond there, a few streets down, is the place I’ve been thinking about non-stop.

A club.

It’s a decent one, too. For tonight, I didn’t want the kind of place that would let anyone in. I might want pounding music, noise and distraction and darkness, but Amy deserves better than some low-class basement bar. She’s got higher standards than I’ve ever had.

She needs somewhere that will challenge her - that will give me that one brief moment of a real test.

Do I pass as a girl?

And, more than that, do I pass as a sexy girl?

This place will do that for me. And, if it doesn’t work out, it’s not like I’ve ever been anywhere near it before as Andrew. If I’m totally wrong about this, no one should be able to place the strange guy-dressing-as-girl as Andrew.

At least, that’s the plan.

As I start walking downstairs, the nerves come back - full force.

I can feel my hands shaking and I can’t quite tell whether it’s terror or excitement. Maybe both. They’re kind of the same thing, right?

I look over to the counter, where the dainty little sandwiches I’d prepared earlier for a fun, girly afternoon tea are still sitting untouched, and realize I haven’t had dinner or anything to eat for most of the afternoon.

The queasiness in my stomach definitely doesn’t want anything, but I make myself go over there and pick up a cucumber-and-hummus sandwich. I only manage to nibble at the end of it before putting it back down, my stomach turning.

Okay. Definitely not hungry.

And I know if I delay this any longer, I might not go at all.

I pause before the front door, every question and doubt I’ve ever had about this flickering through my mind.

What if someone recognizes me? What if they can tell I’m not a girl? What if this exposes all the secrets I’ve kept for so many years? What if there are secret girl codes I haven’t picked up on, natural girl things that I’m totally oblivious to?

I silence them with the well practiced answers I’ve been developing for years, the familiar reassurances that are going to finally let me do this thing. The need burning inside me has gotten too strong, too intense, for those questions to have enough power over me anymore.

As my hand hovers on the door handle, though, another set of questions hits me.

And what about if it goes well? What if you actually convince people? What would that mean?

With a breath of irritation, I force that thought out of my mind and finally push the door open.


Chapter Two

My heart pounds in my ears as I walk down the street, my breath shaky and nervous and my movements uncertain, while my head swivels around.

It’s not quite the sexy walk I’d pictured myself doing, but I can’t help it as my head swivels around. There’s no one here - this road is a little too secluded for that. The only reason for people to be here would be if they live here, and those people…

Are probably peeking out of curtains, laughing to themselves as they watch the guy dressed in women’s clothes walking down the street.

My eyes fix on the blinds and curtains of the houses I’m passing, but there’s no twitch, no telltale movement, and I tell myself to stop being ridiculous.

I can feel my palms sweating but I keep walking anyway. I’ll go at least until I see someone. If they stop and point, or stare at me, or start laughing…well, maybe then I’ll turn around. But I’ve made it this far. I’ll see whether it works.

That tremor of fear, laced with the slight excitement that hasn’t quite faded, only redoubles as I turn the corner and start walking down a busier street.

I almost freeze as I see someone walking right towards me, but somehow I keep putting one foot in front of the other. I can hear the sexy ‘clack’ of my heels on the ground, and something about it reassures me, just a little. It’s a great sound, and not one that I get when I’m just walking around at home. A sexy girl sound.

That’s what you are right now. You’re Amy. You’re hot and you’re on your way to a club. Just act cool, Amy.

Cool. Something I’ve never accomplished in my life as Andrew.

I’m so lost in talking to myself that I barely even notice when I pass the woman who was walking towards me - but she doesn’t say anything. She doesn’t stop. She doesn’t seem the slightest bit taken aback.

Okay, she was also playing with her phone and I doubt she even glanced at me…but somehow, it gives me confidence anyway.

I straighten up a little bit, put a little more movement into my hips as I walk and slowly start to remember what I liked about this whole thing. The stretchy-silky fabric moves tightly against my body and I can feel the thin material of the panties sliding up between my ass.

Suddenly, my cock is pressing against those very snug panties again and the nerves subside into something else entirely.

The next person I pass doesn’t ignore me.

Or at least, not after a moment.

I’m looking at him - I can’t help myself, even as I try to be subtle, I’m still too tense and alert for anyone who might suddenly accost me about what the hell I’m doing - and I see his eyes slide past me almost absentmindedly. Then they snap back. I catch the quick glance up and down - and then the moment of validation that I’ve been waiting for this whole time.

He smiles at me, his eyes latching onto mine.

A real smile. Not mocking or fake or disinterested.

He notices me - and he smiles.

I’m too stunned by that to react to it, and then we’re past each other. I almost want to turn around and look back at him, just to check I didn’t make it up. But that would be weird - especially if he glances back, maybe to catch a glimpse of my ass…

It turns out I don’t need to look back at him to see whether it was real or not, though.

The next guy I pass winks.

I blush at that - and somehow, I love that too. My natural, girly reaction to the attention.

And I do like the attention. It’s attention I never get as a guy - from men or women. It’s nice to be noticed - and to feel like people are interested in me.

I guess that’s the kind of thing that girls are used to - at least the hot ones.

I smile at that thought.

Am I really one of the hot ones, then?

I think I am. I have done for a while - but I’ve never quite known for sure.

I’m still not sure I do. I know boys who would smile at any girl that moves, after all. But…maybe by the end of the night, I’ll have a better idea.

My thoughts of running away or going home have disappeared entirely, swept away in excitement the excitement of what I’m doing, and the slow build of satisfaction as it actually works.

I’m enjoying this. Hell, I’m loving it.

Just being outside, doing something as simple as walking down the street…things I despaired at Amy ever being able to have. It’s the most freeing feeling I’ve ever had.

The next time someone smiles at me, I smile back, letting my gaze linger a little as I walk past - and I can practically see the heat building. It doesn’t matter that I’m not attracted to the guy - hell, I’m not even sure I’ve noticed what he looks like - it’s just the thrum of…something. Of hot, feminine, sensual energy. The kind I’ve only got to feel locked away in either my or Maddie’s room before.

All of a sudden, I can’t wait to get into that club. To feel the music and energy and sensual heat all around me. I want to be naughty.

When I finally get there though - my feet not yet hurting as I’d feared they might, a great sign for the night ahead - I stop and pause for a few moments. I fish my phone out of my bag and idly start flicking through it, not too dissimilar to a couple of the other groups that seem to be waiting for friends - but really, I want some time to catch my breath. To watch. I want to know exactly how this works before I go and join the queue down the side of the street.

I’ve never been in a club before, though I’m pretty sure Maddie has - the fake ID I filched from her desk gives me enough idea of the kind of life she’s been enjoying for the last year or so. Working out how to get into a club for the first time would be more than enough to make me nervous…doing it as a girl too…yeah.

Though there’s a small part of me that wants to feel it’s easier. Andrew would be totally out of place in a club. But Amy? That somehow feels natural.

It’s one thing to have those brief interactions with strangers as I pass them on the street…but it’s another step entirely to actually go and talk to someone. With those little experiences to buoy me though, I’m feeling confident.

I stand there and this time try to disappear into the dim lighting between two street lamps while I watch - it’s one thing to have guys start smiling at me as we’re walking past and it’s not going to go anywhere, it would be another entirely to have one approach me now.

My stomach gives a little flutter as I realize guys have become something else entirely now. As Andrew, I never gave a thought to it. But now…well, guys are a very real thing to think about. It makes me smile, just a bit. I can’t work out quite what I like or what I want…but there’s a naughty side to Amy that I’m starting to feel like I want to indulge.

And what would be more of a success than to get that sort of attention?

As I watch, it quickly becomes obvious what’s happening and my heart beats harder in my chest as I see it. The queue is strung out along the wall next to the club and I can practically feel the pulsing music from here. There are a few girls in the queue - but most go straight up to the bouncer.

The guy on the door will give the girls a once-over - and then wave them through. Except a couple of times, where he’s shaken his head and they’ve gone to the back of the line. I thought at first maybe it was an ID issue, but then they’d just give up, right?

And then I think it could be a waiting list - but it’s too consistent for that.

The only ones that get in without queuing are girls. And attractive girls at that.

The unfairness hits me at the same time as the thrill.

As a guy, I’d have to wait and queue, with no guarantee I’d get in at all…as a girl, you’re obviously judged on how you look…but if you pass, well, you get the kind of benefits that hot girls have always known.

And I know immediately that’s what I want - I want that test, that challenge, and I want to pass it. I think I can, too.

And if I do…that will be the proof. Amy is real enough, passable enough - and she’s hot, too, not just to me.

The tremor of anxious excitement flutters through me and before I can think twice about it, I start walking over towards the front of the queue.

I keep my head up, my posture straight and a small, confident smile on my lips. I don’t know how that suddenly seems so easy, but it does. I can see the girls waiting with irritation in the queue and I know I’m better than them. I saw myself in the mirror.

I’m hot. And I get a buzz of superiority that I’ve never known before.

Maybe that’s not the most flattering thing to admit but right now, I don’t care. I’m relishing it.

My heels make that delicious sound as I approach the bouncer, giving him that secretive little smile I’ve given myself enough times in the mirror.

His face doesn’t change, and I have a moment to feel a flutter of anxiety as he looks me up and down. But I realize as he’s looking at me that it’s not the same nerves that I had earlier. I’m not scared that he’s about to out me as a guy - no, what I’m feeling is the very real nerves of a girl wondering if she looks good enough.

Then he nods and gestures me through, unhooking the little rope barrier. I walk past automatically, in too much of a daze to actually understand what just happened - and it’s only when I get inside that I realize he didn’t even ask for the fake ID I smuggled from Maddie’s purse the other day.

And then I realize I’m inside.

I made it.

I passed for a girl - and not just any girl, but one that’s hot enough to get through that kind of scrutiny.

A smile spreads across my face, the warmth of pleasure and pride rushing through me - a very feminine pride, and a confidence I haven’t known before. In how I look and who I am and what I’m here for.

I can feel the pounding bass below me now, the vibrations coming up through my feet as I make my way over to the hole-in-the-wall to pay.

I hand over the money, get a stamp on my hand, and feel slightly bemused as they don’t check for ID either. It’s a good thing, I guess, because Maddie’s ID is definitely fake…and it’s Maddie’s. We’re similar enough that I think I could’ve gotten away with it, but it still would have been doubly nerve-wracking to try and hand it over confidently - especially since I’ve never done this before. I’m not the kind of guy who goes to clubs.

But you are the kind of girl who does.

I smile at the thought, my body buzzing from everything I just did and how easy it all felt. It turns out, hot girls don’t even get ID’d all the time, either. Or maybe Amy just looks older? I have no idea - I’ve never been able to tell girls’ ages anyway.

The music adds to my vibe and excitement starts to pulse through me as I make my way down the dim stairway, the noise getting closer and stirring something in me. I’ve proved everything I wanted to, and now that the hard part is over and I’ve finally got that validation…I’m just free to have a good time.

And I want to have a good time.

The thrill that’s been buzzing through my veins all day is only growing, making something inside me squirm with excitement and anticipation.

It’s my first time in a club, and for once in my life I feel like it’s exactly where I should be. Amy just fits here, in a way that I never would have, even if I had ever been invited by a group of guys.

This is the perfect place for how I’m feeling right now…sexy and naughty and ready to have some fun. To move to that music and show off all my assets.

That’s the kind of girl Amy is.

And for the first time, I really feel like her. That’s what that bouncer saw - and the people on the street, too. They looked at me and all they saw was Amy.

And somehow, as I move down towards whatever is waiting for me in the club, something inside me shifts. I stop thinking of Amy as someone else, someone I’m pretending to be or someone I’ve made up in my head.

I start feeling it’s just me.

I’m Amy, now. For tonight.

And as all the thoughts and feelings that I’ve always associated with her start flowing through me and coming out in full force, it’s a more liberating than I ever would have guessed to finally be able to say those are my feelings.

It’s me that wants to be naughty…me that feels sexy and hot and enjoyed all those guys looking at me on the street.

All me.

And tonight, I’m going to indulge in all the things I’ve never been able to do before.


Chapter Three

My first impression of the club hits me in a wave of sensations - the heat, the noise, the pounding vibrations…and the people.

I feel sexy and confident and it feels right, but it’s still a little intimidating.

I skirt around the dance floor, watching the thronging masses of people pressing up against each other in the occasional flashing lights, grinding and bumping and moving to the rhythmic beat. Heat and electricity sizzles inside me at the sight, and I can feel myself just drawn to it.

There’s so much sexual heat and tension there that it makes my skin tingle with the simple sensuality of being here, feeling sexy and wanting to join in with that more than anything.

I know immediately that I’m going to end up there before the end of the night.

Hell, probably within the next hour.

But first, I want to take a look around. I wouldn’t have expected to see a place like this for another year, at least, and I’m going to make the most of it.

The dance floor is set in the middle of the main room, taking up most of it and extending all the way to the back wall - but to each side, the space changes slightly. I walk over in one direction, and though it’s still part of the same room, something about the space makes the deafening volume of the music drop a little. Probably the backs of the booths and chairs providing some slight sound-block, and creating a more relaxed lounge area.

It’s busy tonight - and there are just as many people standing around the tables and groups of chairs drinking and dancing slightly as there are sitting down and trying to have a conversation based on shouting at each other in barely-audible voices. I also spot a few couples making out, and one that has descended to lying full out on the booth they’ve taken, too lost in what they’re doing to each other to notice anything else.

It sends another tingle through my body, and I can’t help wonder what that’s like. To kiss and touch and simply enjoy. I’ve never had any experience at all…but tonight, who knows, maybe that will change.

Any other time, simply thinking that probably would have worried me a little more. But tonight feels different - it feels like anything is possible, and I’m beyond caring about what all this might mean. I’m out, for the first time, and I just want to enjoy myself.

I make my way out of the area and move past the dance floor again. A guy on the edge seems to notice me, gesturing and shouting something incomprehensible as he grins, trying to get me to join in. I’m almost tempted. Almost. But I just smile and shake my head, pointing over towards the other end of the club, the one I haven’t seen yet.

He shrugs, makes an exaggerated disappointed look and turns back to his group, but it’s enough to give me another little thrill, making me feel sexy all over again.

I’ve never had this kind of attention in my life, and I know it’s going to my head - but I love it.

My smile becomes more than a little naughty as I walk through to what quickly reveals itself as the bar area, letting myself revel in shaking my hips a little as I go. Tonight, I get to be that wild party girl I’ve fantasized about - and the attention is making me totally hot and ready for it.

I look over at the throngs of people surrounding the bar and frown. The idea of pushing my way through all of that is less than appealing, even though I was planning on a drink to calm some of my nerves before I dived into everything.

But…that wave of intimidation I felt at first has given way to excitement all by itself. I don’t need a drink - and it might even be better if I don’t risk it, anyway. There are still some things I should probably be a little careful about.

Before I realize I’ve made the decision, I find myself gravitating back to the dance floor. The place I’d wanted to be since I first walked in.

I feel a stab of regret as I realize the guy who’d grinned at me and invited me to come join him seems to have disappeared into the crowd - and that most people here are probably in groups. I’m not sure what it says about me that I’m alone and I get a sudden fizz of nerves at the idea of just joining in at the edge…but after a few moments of hanging back, I can’t help myself.

The thick beat of the bass is running through my whole body and making me want to move, and with the sexy-as-hell way I’m feeling, it’s almost harder not to. So, with more confidence than I’ve ever displayed in my life, I go for it.

I start dancing.

I realize almost immediately that while I’ve practiced walking in heels - I’ve never practiced dancing in them before. The first few lurches send a flash of color to my cheeks and have me glancing around in embarrassment. Not that anyone seems to have noticed - I’m on the very edge, and everyone is totally absorbed in what they’re doing.

But after a few moments, it just starts working. The heels change how I can move…but once I get used to it, they just make it better. They emphasize every movement, bringing out the semi-artificial curves of my body and making me feel sexier than I ever have before.

My body starts moving almost with a will of its own, each shake and twist and movement hammered out by the beat that runs right through me. Every sensuous slide of tight fabric against my body only winds me tighter, makes it feel better and more natural, until I’m as lost in it as everyone else around me, exhilarated and excited and feeling totally hot.

As a guy, I’ve never known how to dance. I’ve always hated it. Nothing I ever did felt good and I could never convince myself I didn’t look like a total idiot doing it.

But like this…this is how you’re meant to dance. It’s just another way to show off my body, and it’s amazing.

Within a few minutes, I’ve been absorbed into the crowd of people, and then it’s not just my body that’s making me feel like that. The heat and electricity and energy all around me is infectious, making my heart soar higher and the rush of it spread all the way through me.

It feels totally anonymous too - just another girl lost in the crowd, the lighting too dark to make out any defining features. If anyone even wanted to. Like this, it’s hard to believe everyone isn’t just totally lost in their own world.

A hand lands on my ass, squeezing hard, and I almost jump a mile, squealing.

I twist around sharply, but whoever it came from has already disappeared and I’m just left with a strange afterglow of shock…and warmth. I can feel myself blushing.

Okay, maybe not totally lost in their own worlds.

I rub my ass a little, but there’s an energy in my stomach that tells me I didn’t really mind. I can’t get over the part of me that’s just loving being noticed, for once. Even if only for my ass.

Hey, it’s a good ass. I can be proud of that.

I smile to myself, going back to the dancing, but paying a little more attention and not letting my eyes drift closed quite as much.

And yeah, maybe I shake that ass a little bit more, too.

I said I was feeling naughty, right?

I get more attention with that, too. This packed together, it’s hard not to be brushing against anyone else, but sometimes it feels a little more deliberate than others. And my ass gets a few more signs of approval too.

Part of me thinks I should be freaked out by that, or outraged, or something, but…I’m not. It’s just another validation - another acceptance of me as a sexy, slightly naughty kind of girl. Though something tells me the thrill I’m getting is more than just the satisfaction of doing this well.

After a while, and I’m not exactly sure how it happens, it becomes obvious that I’m not simply dancing in the crowd of people anymore. I’m dancing with them. I only notice it when I realize I’m starting to make eye contact with the people around me, suddenly seeing distinct, flowing groups where before there were only crowds of anonymous people.

And joining them is fun. As much as I could have happily continued on in my own world, with just the pounding rhythm making me move - it’s even better when I can make eye contact with someone, smile slightly, then do that hot-simmering-electricity thing of moving slightly closer…then further away…getting more and more into it as we just glide past each other.

At one point I end up in the middle of a group, urged on with catcalls and laughter and obviously drunken leering. I haven’t touched a drop of alcohol, but I feel almost as if I’m drunk myself - on the dancing and attention and getting to move in any sexy, slutty, fun way I can think of.

I’m drunk on freedom and indulgence.

Even with that, though, being at the center becomes too much pretty quickly. I like the attention, I can’t deny it, but I’m not sure I want that many people looking at me, especially not too closely…

With the next few beats of music, I manage to drift slowly out of that group and into another, where I’m more on the edge this time. And then I get lost in it all again, the simple exhilaration of it all.

My feet are starting to hurt in the heels now, but somehow that just adds to it, just makes me want to move them more, to be part of this for longer…

A guy opposite catches my eye - very deliberately, with the kind of look I’ve had a few times now. Before now, I was too lost in the dancing to react, but this time…I let my mouth curve into a small smile and I know my eyes are shining from the interest. I give him a slow look up and down and he takes the cue - he comes closer.

My heart is beating hard at my throat now, and it’s not just from the physical exertion. There’s an electric tingle of nerves and anticipation and…something else…at what I’m doing now.

The way I’m smiling. The slight heat on my cheeks. The slow, sexy way I’m moving my body.

I’ve never felt anything like it.

Not while I’ve been Andrew. And, as he comes even closer and we start dancing together properly, I realize not as Amy either.

The energy and heated tension that’s been gathering all evening - with every glance, every passing touch, every squeeze on my ass that I’ve been given - it feels like it’s all boiling up out of me.

And I can’t take my eyes away from this guy. I can’t stop that naughty little smile, that invitation for more…and he takes it. Looking totally captivated, he sidles closer, touching me lightly - just trying it out.

My smile widens and I swing my hips a little more, holding onto his shoulders as I move to the music. They’re strong and muscular under my grip - nothing like my own - and something about that sends another tremor through me.

We dance together, moving closer and apart to the beat of the song vibrating through my body. We touch and pull apart, and it’s only when he starts moving closer that I get a moment of panic. I know what comes next - I know what every instinct in me wants to do, and I know he’ll be feeling the same.

And I have something I definitely don’t want him to be grinding against.

Just as his hands grip my ass and squeeze, sending another hot tingle through me as he intends to pull me closer, I swivel at the last minute, pressing my ass up against him instead. I hear him groan lightly under me, and that causes another heated wave of reaction as I swing my hips and rub my ass against him.

His hands stay on my hips, pulling me into him further and - oh my god.

I can feel him. Right up against my ass.

His cock.

It’s a hard outline against his pants, rubbing right between my ass, and…and…and…

I moan.

It comes out of me before I can think about it. Before I can work out how the hell I feel about it - my body responds faster.

It’s breathy and hot and enough to get my cock pressing against the tight panties, thankfully kept snug and out of sight, but…this is starting to get a little more risky than I should really be allowing.

Even if there’s a part of me that wants to allow it - far more than I really should.

I don’t know what it is about tonight that’s got me worked up like this, but all my basic common sense and survival instincts seem to have disappeared completely, lost in a wave of lust for…I don’t even know what.

This hot guy behind me? His hard body and rough muscles?

Or being a woman? Living out this fantasy?

It’s too confusing to even try to think about right now.

And as his hand starts moving around, running down my chest and slipping lower at the encouragement of that moan…I suddenly pull away in alarm.

I turn around, a safety barrier of air between us as I face him, something inside me already missing the warm strength of his body behind me, that glide and rock of our bodies against each other. It’s something I’ve never come close to before and I didn’t know simple physical contact could feel so good. The boys I know seem to religiously avoid that sort of thing - and the girls…well, I never get close to them.

He’s got a slow, confused kind of look on his face and I give him an apologetic smile, putting my arms around his neck and rocking my hips - carefully positioned away from him - a couple of times before slipping away.

I don’t exactly know the etiquette for leaving during a dance with someone like that, but…well…everyone around me has just seemed to appear or disappear at will.

It’s the middle of a dance floor, with everyone half-stupid because of alcohol and deafening music, so I doubt he’ll care much before he finds another girl to grind up against. I don’t feel bad, but I do feel a slight hint of disappointment as I try to weave my way through the crowds and towards the edge of the dance floor.

Disappointment that I couldn’t continue. That if I’d rubbed up against him the way I really wanted to, he would have known there was something seriously suspicious going on.

But that moment of panic was enough to take me out of the lust-excitement-daze and break my dancing rhythm, too. Besides, with the way the straps on these heels are starting to cut into me, I could probably use a break.

It isn’t until I stumble out of the last of the crowds of people and turn towards the lounge area to see whether I can grab a seat for a few minutes and reassess a little that I feel a hand on my shoulder.

I jump, startled, turning back to see the same guy I was dancing with standing there.

Oh shit.

“Hey.” He yells, putting his mouth close to my ear so I can just about hear it. “Can I buy you a drink?”

Heat rushes up to my cheeks as I blush, and I just stare at him for a moment.

I should say no. I should really say no.

“Sure.” I say, smiling again as I give a nod.

The pounding in my chest just stepped up a beat, even though I’m now not dancing at all. That tingle in my stomach is only getting stronger and—

He smiles back, his eyes sparkling as he wraps a hand around my waist and walks us over towards the bar.

There are less people around it now - I think most have ended up on the dance floor - and I see a booth free nearby. I tap his shoulder and point to it, then turn to head in that direction, not caring if he wants to object. I want to get off these damned shoes for a few minutes. Somehow, I kind of know he won’t object, though.

“Hey!” He tugs me around to face him again, and I can hear him better in this area, even without the shouting. “What do you want?”

Oh yeah. Right.

I stare at him blankly for a moment.

The only thing I’ve ever tried before has been a few bottles of beer. Which I only drank because I felt like I should - that stuff tastes horrible. And it’s not exactly the sort of drink that suits Amy, anyway, but…

He’s still waiting.

“A glass of wine.” I say, before I can over think it too much more, then add, “White.”

He nods, smiling again, running his hand down my ass and winking before turning to go. That just makes the heat in my cheeks rise again.

This is a bad idea. I’m sure this is a bad idea.

But…I kind of want it, too.

I walk over to the booth and relax down into the seat with a long exhale.

Thank god.

I reach for the straps of the heels and after a moment’s hesitation, I undo them and lift my feet up onto the bench to rub them a little.

I don’t think I’ve ever felt more like a girl than right now.

Aching feet, sexy little outfit…and a guy gone to buy me a drink.

I did want one earlier, to calm those nerves…and now, well, maybe I actually have a few nerves that need calming.

And…there’s something crazy, and more than a little thrilling, about the idea a guy wants to buy me a drink. Me. I almost feel bad because, well, you know. He thinks I’m a girl. But…tonight, I wanted to indulge in everything that girls get. I’d forgotten about all those little benefits. What all that sexy, fun attention might lead to. Girls have it so easy, sometimes.

He comes back a few minutes later and slides into the booth with me. I don’t know whether it’s just that my focus has changed so dramatically, or if there actually is a bit of sound-proofing in this area, but it seems like the pounding beat from the next area over has faded just a little. Enough to be able to hear myself thank him for the drink as he hands it over.

It’s in a plastic tumbler, not exactly the elegant picture I had of a glass of wine, but the whole thing is still exciting me. Especially when he presses up against me, his hand on my leg. It sends another spark of electricity all the way through me, even as I know it’s a bad idea.

“Cheers.” He raises his beer to my wine and we knock them together.

I try a sip, more than a little hesitant, but to my surprise it’s actually not that bad. It’s cold and refreshing after the heat of the dance floor, and it burns slightly on my tongue and down my throat in a way that I don’t mind much. I’m not sure I like it exactly, but I can drink it. And better than I could with beer.

“Thanks.” I say again, after a moment, suddenly feeling awkward.

What the hell do people say in situations like this?

It’s one thing to make eyes at someone, to smile a little and move my body in all those sensual, feminine ways that I’ve fantasized about doing for years… it’s another entirely to actually have a conversation. As a girl. With a guy who seems totally into me.

I don’t know how to flirt. I’m totally oblivious to it as a guy and…I’ve never actually been a girl. I never learned all the mysteries that all the other girls seem to know instinctively.

How the hell does all this work?

A few moments later, all that impending panic disappears before I can get to the run away part.

He leans in to kiss me.

I freeze, for what feels like forever, his lips on mine, that masculine scent invading every part of me, that hard body so close…

A million conflicting thoughts flick through my mind at once.

This is my first kiss. It’s with a guy. What the hell does that mean? Is this what I want for it? Should I stop, and save it for some girl I like? Is there a girl I like? Do I really want this to be as Amy? My first kiss. Oh my god. Kissing. Me.

But before it can get too awkward, he pushes just a little further, his lips feeling firm and strong against the softness of my own, and I feel myself start to melt into it. I’m not sure I should, but…I do.

My hand comes up to his chest, I touch it, feeling the kind of muscles I’ve never had and shift a little closer to him - to that heat and the sensuality of feeling his mouth against mine. I’ve never been kissed before. I’ve never once thought anyone would want to. But right here…right now…he wants to.

And I do, too.

I kiss him back and shift so that the way blood shoots straight to my cock doesn’t become too obvious. His hand rises to curl through my short hair, holding my head in place as he strengthens it, deepens it - and then he’s opening my mouth, his tongue sliding inside.

My mind flicks back to those couples I saw making out earlier, and there’s something intoxicating about the idea that I’m doing that. I’m one of them, now. And those sexy, naughty feelings only get stronger.

My hand moves down before I can help myself, even though I know I shouldn’t encouraging exploration like that. A moment later I find exactly what I was expecting to - the bulge in his pants. The obvious evidence that he’s into this - he’s into me.

I can’t tell whether I’m genuinely into him, or just getting off on the massive ego boost that tonight has given me.

Our mouths start shifting against each other as I feel his cock harden even further under my touch. Our heads move while we kiss, mouths grasping at each other and I can feel his responses as I moan just a little bit. I want to moan. It’s how I feel. So sexy and naughty and totally out of control, washed away by the strength of feelings I can’t even identify.

His hands come up, start squeezing my breasts - or, rather, the socks-in-a-bra that I have - and I have a moment to feel a shot of panic right through me…but he doesn’t seem to notice. He groans, squeezing harder, and I have a moment of fierce longing to have real breasts. The kind that could feel what he’s doing. The kind that would have pleasure going straight down to my pussy, making my tits hard and ready and aroused.

As it is, my cock is getting harder than I would have thought possible, the slightly rough stubble of this guy brushing against my cheeks as we kiss, again and again and again. I wonder briefly whether I’ll have stubble burn tomorrow. The idea thrills me again.

He pulls back for just a moment, looking at me totally mesmerized. I don’t know whether I noticed it before, but his eyes are so beautiful. Blue-gray, intense and totally overwhelming.

“You’re so fucking hot.” He murmurs, nibbling on my lower lip and looking like he wants to devour me completely.

It makes me shudder, and I let out a faint breath as I sigh.

I’ve never heard anything like it in my life, but…none of this has been anything like my normal life.

I kiss him again, pulling his head towards me and feeling a wave of desire wash through me.

I want to slide against him - I want to climb onto him and grind against him and do all the things I’ve never even come close to before.

That’s what finally does it for me. The thing that finally tells me I’ve come too far - and this is too much. Too risky.

I pull back and only have a moment to register the flicker of confusion in his eyes before I start backing towards the edge of the booth.

“I’ve got to go.” I breathe, not sure how I can explain it, what I can say. “I’m sorry.”

“But—”

“Thank you.” I say as I shove my feet back into my shoes - Maddie’s shoes - and stand up, wobbling slightly on the not-quite-closed straps. “For…all of it.”

I mean it, too. This part of the evening has been just as magical - just as breath-taking and crazy - as the rest of the night.

I make it two steps before he’s there, tugging my arm. It should intimidate me - would intimidate me - but as I glance back, there’s nothing dangerous in his eyes. Just confusion, and the same lust that’s shivering through my body.

“Wait—” He pauses as I turn back to look at him, obviously working out he’s not going to convince me to come back to the booth. “Can I have your number?”

I freeze again, feeling like a deer in headlights.

I should say no. I know I should say no.

But I find myself nodding anyway.

I have every intention of giving him the wrong number as he pulls out his phone - every intention completely.

But when he flips the phone around to me and my thumb glides across the screen, the only thing that comes out…is my number. I blink, but he takes the phone back before I can rethink that, and then gives me an almost sheepish look, combined with a raised eyebrow that only emphasizes the dark, rugged look of his face.

“What’s your name, baby?”

I blush all over again at that - the idea that I got so close and intimate with someone whose name I didn’t even know…and at being called baby. There’s just something about it…

“Amy.” I say softly.

It’s the first time I’ve said that to anyone, and something goes through me as I do.

He smiles.

“Pretty name. I’m Tyson.”

I nod, smiling back, unable to help the way my eyes linger on him.

“Nice to meet you, Tyson.” It comes out almost as a purr, and I have a moment to think that maybe I do know a little more about flirting than I thought.

I brush my hand over his arm, and then turn to go before he can pull me back.

I don’t know what to think of giving him my number. Not at all.

But I can’t think about that now.

I can barely take in the wave of different experiences and sensations and emotions that have overcome me tonight. There has just been far too much tonight to possibly absorb.

I leave quickly, stumbling a little in the now-far-less-comfortable shoes, and not trusting myself to stay another moment longer. The beat of the club is still thumping through my body, encouraging wilder, naughtier, riskier things - and I know if I linger, I could be right back there.

Dancing…touching…kissing…

A shudder ripples through me - and when I finally get out into the cool air, it’s almost a relief.

The bouncer looks me up and down, gives me a little smirk that I probably didn’t notice earlier, when all I could think about was getting in. Another smile comes to my lips, dancing there for a moment as I meet his eyes, and again that hot, sexual tingle spreads all the way through me.

I keep walking before he can say anything and it’s not until I’m in the dark corner where I stood looking at the club earlier that I reach down and finally adjust the straps on my shoes, breathing deeply.

Even the cool air on my bare arms and across the sheer stockings feels electrified and sensual, and I don’t lose that feeling all the way home.

All I can think about is the club. The way everyone looked at me. The kiss.

And the wild, foreign thing inside me that came out in response to it all - taking me further than I ever would have thought I’d go, doing things that I can’t even explain…

The images of it all are still flickering through my mind as I get back home and retreat to the safety of my bedroom, throwing myself down on the bed in exhilarated exhaustion.

I don’t switch on the light. Right now, I don’t want to see the dark blue decor of the room, or the posters of metal bands and football teams I have on the walls. I don’t want the metal desk and gaming computer or the boring clothes scattered around the place.

If I thought I could get away with it - and it wouldn’t be totally weird - I’d have gone straight back to Maddie’s room. Right now, that feels far more right.

Instead, I slip the shoes off, pull the dress over my head…but keep the stockings, bra and panties on as I lie back on the covers. Being in bed in those clothes sends another surge of excitement through me and before I realize what I’m doing, my hand is reaching lower, starting to rub my still stiff cock within the panties.

It hardens immediately, pushing and straining against the tight material, but I don’t relieve the pressure immediately. Instead, I squirm on the bed, moving to try to feel the silken touch of the stockings against my shaved legs and making myself feel even more wanton and naughty.

“God…”

I mutter it, my breathing shallow. I’m still using the softer, girl’s voice that I adopt whenever I dress like this, and everything still feels so much like Amy - even here, in this room.

It sends another tingle across my skin and now I’m thrusting my hips up to meet my palm, trying to imagine what it would be like if I didn’t have a cock at all, if this was an entirely different kind of pleasure.

All of a sudden, my mind skips back to the kiss earlier. The rough, insistent demand of that guy - Tyson - of Tyson’s mouth. The brush of stubble over my smooth mouth. I groan, thinking about how eager I was for it. How much I wanted to give a guy I’d just met - a guy I didn’t even know the name of.

Such a slut.

The thought comes to me unbidden and it’s like a surge of lust through my blood as I think it, my hips circling as my cock arches and tries to get more, more, more…

I’m gasping now and I know I’m not going to be able to resist much longer…but even as I wrap my hand around it, I don’t slip the panties down far. They’re still tight against it as I let it spring up from underneath. I moan as I start to stroke - long, powerful thrusts of my hips up into my hand. All I can feel is the panties riding up against my ass and the smooth stockings against my leg.

I think of the way guys looked at me, the attention, the interest…and how damn sexy I felt. How naughty, dancing like that. Getting a drink for free, just because some guy found me hot. And the way he looked at me…the things he wanted to do…

I don’t stop to think about what it might mean as I let that image overtake me, the thought of where things might have gone if I hadn’t left. The rough strength of him - that hot kiss, and…the bulge I knew was right there in his pants. What it might have felt like if I’d touched it…if I’d slipped open his pants and seen it. Would it have been thick and hard? The sort of thing that could force its way deep inside me, fill me up and make me—

I throw back my head and groan deeply as pleasure washes over me, cum shooting up my stomach and chest as I get lost in it all, clutching at the covers and picturing being speared by a big, hard cock.

I shudder, my breath coming back to me slowly as I come down from the intensity of the orgasm, sighing softly as the after-effects hit me and all the adrenaline of the night rushes out to leave me truly tired.

Tired, but also satisfied in a way I can’t even understand.

I slip out of Maddie’s panties, stockings and bra, throwing them with the socks back onto the floor. I’ll have to wash and replace them all tomorrow, before she gets home, but I’ve got plenty of time.

Right now, the only thing I’m feel is a deep, abiding pleasure.

This has been the most extraordinary, unbelievable night of my life.

So much better than I ever could have hoped for.

I drift off to sleep before any of what that might mean can hit me.


Chapter Four

The message comes in as I’m hand-washing Maddie’s panties and stockings.

I’m wearing in a flowery summer dress today and enjoying the warm little thrill that I get from doing something like this - it’s different from the excitement and naughtiness of going out in hot, provocative clothes, but nice in a completely different way.

This dress was at the back of Maddie’s wardrobe and since it’s totally the wrong season for it, I figure she won’t notice anything by the time she starts wearing it again.

I frown as I notice the unfamiliar number and dry my hands off before picking up the phone. Normally, I’d finish the task first - but when I know my parents are coming back, I’m always on hyper alert for anything that might let me know they’re earlier than I expect. Even without a message, I’ll still be done and back in my normal, boring clothes hours before they’re likely to get here.

‘Was nice meeting you last night, babe.’

My blood freezes as I flick the screen onto the message, followed by an almost immediate surge of heat.

Tyson.

For a long moment, I just stare at it.

I’ve thought about him more than a little, too. And not just last night when I was cumming, either. More than that. The blue-gray light of his eyes. The handsome strength of his face.

Even I can tell that for a guy, he’s hot.

And he wanted me. He made out with me.

There’s something about him, too…

But now he’s got my number. There’s no way that can be good. This is my real number - Andrew’s number.

I hesitate over it for a minute, wondering whether ignoring it would fix the problem.

Or…I could respond letting him know it’s the wrong number. I’m sure Amy isn’t the first girl to give out the wrong number to a guy she wasn’t interested in.

Except she was interested in him. I’m interested in—

I shake my head. There’s no room for Amy to be interested in anyone. Or me. Not as her.

There’s no way for that to work.

But as my fingers hesitate over the keypad, the wrong number thing isn’t what comes out. Something else comes over me, and I almost can’t help it.

‘You too, Tyson. Maybe I’ll see you around.’

I send it before I can think better of it, butterflies dancing in my stomach - then I stare at it, unable to believe what I’ve just done.

I’m not even interested in guys. I don’t think. It was just last night, with the music and alcohol and everything.

Yeah, last night…and this morning, when you were thinking of him…and all those little fantasies…

I don’t know how it happened, but that orgasm last night - as Amy - was the best I’ve ever had. Thinking of him. And being her.

I don’t know quite what to make of it, but if the text is any indication, I don’t exactly want it to stop—

The phone buzzes before I can make sense of the whirling thoughts in my head.

‘I’m usually at that club, if you wanted to finish what we started sometime… x’

Heat shivers through me and pools in my stomach all over again, but I force myself to put the phone down instead of responding. I know nothing about flirting, especially over text, and anyway…nothing is going to happen. I’ll leave it at my ‘maybe I’ll see you around’ and I’m sure he won’t be too disappointed when, actually, he doesn’t. A guy like him probably has girls lining up to—

I shake my head, cutting off that thought. I really shouldn’t be thinking about it. I’m not gay, I think. I mean, I don’t have a problem with it if I was, but I’m just…I don’t know.

It’s only when I feel girly and sexy and naughty that his eyes seem quite so appealing and his face turns from being objectively good-looking to hot.

A strange mixture of heat and discomfort stirring within me, I finally turn back to the washing. I’ve got quite a bit to do before my parents and sister get back today.

And all I really want to do is go out again.

The reality of that strikes me hard. Part of me had thought that last night might be a way to satisfy a question - an answer. An end to something I’d been thinking about for a long time.

Now…now it seems like it might just be the beginning.

I shake my hips a little in the dress, feeling the skirt of it swirl around my ass and legs, and sigh with a mixture of pleasure and wistfulness.

I want more.

And I know I do.

Even as I tell myself I shouldn’t be, I’m already thinking about the next time I could possibly go out. How I could make it happen. Ways to encourage my parents and sister to be out of town for a bit.

Anything that might give me a chance to repeat last night.

Or…or do something more.

Something more daring, more real.

Take away the dim lights and pounding music of the club, see how far Amy can go in far more…revealing environments.

The thought should terrify me - the desire should terrify me - but it doesn’t.

All I can feel is excitement.


Chapter Five

The next opportunity comes quicker than I could have hoped for.

Maddie gets through to the finals of the competition. In another State.

I’m not even sure who’s more thrilled about that - her, or me.

Of course, this time, they try to drag me along too. It’s the finals, after all, and I’m meant to want to support my sister. If anything, I’m just jealous that she gets to do something like that, and I don’t. Okay, maybe the fact she’s been dancing for years and totally loves it can’t really compare to my brief night in the club - but then, if I’d ever been in a position to try it the way she did, maybe I would have all that too.

I did love dancing in the club. And I’ve tried on a couple of her uniforms - they’re actually a little too tight to look entirely flattering on me, they bring out the not-entirely-feminine shape of my chest…but they still felt amazing. And if I had something made for me…

Not that it matters. Obviously, that’s just a fantasy. There’s no way something like that is about to happen.

The best I can hope for is getting to go out as Amy.

Which, right now, seems like an incredible enough thing just by itself.

It takes major resistance on my part, a whole lot of falling out with Maddie and my parents, and generally being glum and sulky until they decide that I’d ruin the whole experience for her anyway. I feel kind of bad about the whole thing, actually. I actually wouldn’t mind a fun outing to another state, getting to watch pretty girls in cool costumes dancing and being awesome - and yeah, even supporting my sister.

We might not be so close anymore - hell, I don’t think she even likes me these days, I’m not really ‘cool’ enough - but she is my sister. Not to mention all the things she doesn’t exactly know I’ve learned from her…and the clothes she keeps lending me.

But when compared to a chance to go out as Amy?

I can’t help it. I almost never get to do that. I feel guilty, but at the same time…I want it too badly. Yeah, maybe what I’m doing isn’t advisable or something my family could ever understand. I’m not even sure I understand.

But it’s driving me so hard now, I can barely think about anything else.

After that one experience…all I want is more.

The loose interest I had in maintaining my largely superficial friendships with the other boys in my class all but disappears as I fixate on what the girls are doing - what they look like, their style and makeup, the way they do their hair…everything I want to be able to play with and do myself.

I get a couple of comments about being creepy when I pay too much attention - it’s not like that at all, but I can’t exactly explain that all I want to do is join those conversations about fashion and clothes - and Andrew becomes even more ostracized than he was.

That only leaves me craving to be Amy even more. If she were at my school, she’d be popular and clever and funny. People would like her. She’d be hot.

She can’t be, of course. But I want another taste of all that - another chance to see what the world is like as a hot girl, instead of a guy who never quite fit in.

That need - that girl called Amy - that I always thought was just a part of me…starts becoming bigger and bigger. More important. Sometimes, even though I can’t dress up with my family around, I find myself being her more and more often.

Just in my room, changing the way I talk, or walk, or stand, until I feel like Amy. Imagining what I’d do if I were to walk out into the streets, or go back to that club…or meet Tyson.

I haven’t forgotten him.

We haven’t exchanged anymore messages - I’m pretty sure he’s totally lost interest when I never went back to that club - but…I still think of those hard, passionate kisses when I’m lying in bed sometimes.

So, there’s no question in my mind.

I’m not going out of State to watch Maddie’s final.

I’m getting another weekend to myself - as Amy.

And this time, I’m not thinking dark lights and loud music…I’m thinking a girly shopping trip.

I finally want to get some clothes of my own. And I don’t think Amy will raise any eyebrows buying girls’ clothes.


Chapter Six

There’s some grumbling and last minute attempts to change my mind - but then, finally, I have the house to myself.

I wait an agonizing couple of hours, wanting to make sure there’s no way they’re somehow turning back, that they haven’t forgotten something that might mean they catch me in the middle of something…exposing. But then I can’t hold back any longer, and I’m right back in Maddie’s room.

There’s a part of me that’s thrilled at the idea that I might finally have clothes of my own - that I might be able to do this without sneaking into Maddie’s room, being so careful about what I try on and leaving any trace - and another part that’s terrified it might mean they’re discovered.

I think in the few weeks it’s taken me to come up with this whole idea, I’ve already concocted a dozen possible excuses or reasons for girls clothes to be found in my room. None of them are particularly sensible or realistic, but the bigger idea is that they’re not found.

Which they shouldn’t be.

By now I know which parts of my room Mom despairs of ever being sorted or cleaned out, and the places she pretends not to notice. I think she figures every teenage boy should be allowed a little bit of privacy, the chance for a few secrets…

Unsurprisingly, I’m totally behind that idea.

So I think I know that if I hide them in the corners of the wardrobe currently overflowing with hoodies, football shirts, and odd underwear I haven’t worn for years…they’ll go unnoticed. It’s not quite the neatly-hung-up display I’d love to give them, but just the thought of having something that accessible - of being able to actually slip a couple of things on while I’m imagining what it would be like to be Amy late at night…it’s enough to make my hands shake with anticipation.

And more than enough to propel me through the sudden onslaught of nerves at what going out like this will mean. I somehow wasn’t expecting that, as I get dressed into a bra and long-sleeved dress, with tight panties and leggings underneath. Since I’ve already done it once, I thought the second time would be easy - but after a few weeks, it’s hard to convince myself that it really did work as well as I remember. And…this is more, too.

It’s a totally different challenge for Amy.

But I’m confident, and as I pull out a pair of Maddie’s boots, I know that it’s going to be worth it.

The boots are less comfortable than the heels, oddly, but I think that’s because the enclosed nature of them is enough to highlight the slight differences in size between Maddie and I.

Maybe I could get some shoes too…

But I don’t think about that too hard. I have to be restrained about this - I am going to have to hide everything. And it’s not like my bank account is overflowing with funds for these things. I’m only going to get a few things, I’ve decided - but I want them to be nice. I can’t wait.

I don’t spend as long getting ready today as I did last time - for one thing, I want to have plenty of time to enjoy the shopping, so I don’t have all day - but also, the elaborate preparation and drawn-out nature of how I dressed up last time doesn’t seem necessary here. It’s a lot of fun to indulge and make a day of it like that, put a little bit of drama and fantasy into it - but today, it feels more real and ordinary. Just a normal girl getting ready for a day out shopping. That has it’s own thrill.

I still sit down in front of the mirror to do my makeup though - that provides half the effect, anyway. But I’m slightly quicker about it today. I’ve done it enough times that I know what I’m doing, as I use a little concealer to cover a few of the blemishes on my skin, then focus on the eyes. I don’t go so intense on the eye makeup this time, keeping the mascara and eye liner lighter, but still putting enough on to give my eyes that intense look that feels like they’re drawing you in. I love that makeup can do that.

I finish off with a little rouge and some light color on my lips, before playing with the powder to slightly contour my cheeks - bringing out my high cheekbones and making them look decidedly feminine.

I sit back with satisfaction as I watch Amy appear within my face. I’m seeing her more and more recently, even without the makeup. But nothing quite compares to seeing her like this.

Finally, I select a larger shoulder bag this time, a nice shade of blue that complements my dress but doesn’t overshadow it. I give myself a little twirl in the mirror, just because I can, and then gather up my wallet, phone and keys and…pause. I look back at the wallet. The same thing I take with me every day without even thinking about - but this time, it doesn’t fit. It most definitely doesn’t look like a girls’ purse.

So I spend a little time hunting around Maddie’s room, before finally finding a cute little thing with butterflies on the outside that she’s clearly discarded.

Perfect.

I transfer my card and money over and then pause again, glancing down at my name on the card. Another thing I’m going to have to remember - this is going to have to be cash.

The wallet and the card. Just two little things.

But they’re enough to remind me of how easily I could get caught out here, and all the things I’m going to have to be hyper aware of. I take a deep breath as the nerves come tingling back, settling into my stomach with an odd butterfly-like feeling. But even as they do, I start walking downstairs. I check myself in the hallway mirror, give myself a little smile - and then blow a kiss, just for the hell of it.

That makes me laugh - and this time, despite how much more revealing this might be, I barely hesitate when my hand reaches the doorknob. I might even be starting to enjoy the nerves. A little bit of adrenaline. Excitement.

It’s certainly more excitement than I’ve ever had in my normal life.

And then, back straight and an easy smile on my face, I walk straight out, into bright daylight.


Chapter Seven

I’ve spent some time thinking about this very moment - about what might happen if the neighbors see me right here. It’s probably one of the more risky parts of the whole day. But, after a lot of deliberating, I came upon the only slightly reasonable answer: if anyone asks, I had a girl over today.

I somehow doubt anyone would believe that - but it’s a far more natural conclusion than I was dressed up as a girl. That’s not the sort of thing you guess for no reason - and I’ve been very careful about keeping this hidden for years now.

It’ll be okay. Just act confident.

And surprisingly, confidence comes easily again. I walk forward with a totally natural smile, because I’m enjoying this. It’s a cool day, but the sun is shining, and it feels good to have it on my face. Like someone who hasn’t seen it for days or weeks, even though I’m pretty sure it was this exact same weather yesterday. But I feel like I’ve been let out - released - and nothing is going to dull that today.

I walk down our quiet street, feeling my heart start pounding harder in my chest as I get closer and closer to a road I might actually encounter other people on…

I’m not walking quite the same way as I did last time to the club - there’s a bus in the other direction that I want to catch, heading straight into town - but as soon as I turn off this street, I know I’m going to have to face the same thing…people, attention…that test.

This time I do pause before the curve that takes me in sight of the larger road - the one I can hear the thrum of traffic from already.

Cars won’t even be able to look at you in time…

I shake my head. That’s not what this is about. I want people to look at me.

I want to see what they think.

Even if that thought is that I really don’t pass in the light of day.

I want to know.

That’s the thing that finally propels me past the paralysis - that driving need to know.

I give myself all the same reassurances as last time - that even if they know, they won’t be able to tell who, and I can just disappear. Go home. Go back to the little fantasies I play out in my room.

But today, it’s just a little distraction. The excitement is too much to think too much about any of that. I did it once. I can do it again, I’m sure of it.

I turn onto the road and somehow it’s busier than I remembered. I expected an occasional passerby, a few cars driving past…but instead, there’s enough traffic that it’s winding slowly past - slowly enough that someone could glance out, could see me, could think…

And I find myself looking into the cars as I walk by for that very reason. Wanting to know.

But, mostly, I don’t think they pay any attention to me - and even when their eyes do flick in my direction, it’s almost impossible tot ell if they’re actually looking at me. But there are no gasps of horror, no surprised expressions, no pointing, so…

I take another deep breath and straighten my shoulders as I walk, strutting a little in Maddie’s boots. I can already tell that they’re definitely going to be uncomfortable by the end of the day, but I don’t even care. They look good, they make my legs and ass look amazing and it means I can walk like this.

I pass a woman pushing a stroller, who barely glances at me as she talks to another child at her side. Not the best test, but neither of them started pointing either, right?

My nerves still tingle with apprehension, and somehow that brief moment doesn’t make my breathing or my heart rate easier. If anything, it only makes the anticipation stronger.

I glance around as I walk toward the bus stop - it’s the same one I usually catch for school, so there’s a chance I might know someone. I don’t know quite what to think of that, and in the short time I had to prepare this, I didn’t come up with a much better plan than try to avoid them. It was worth coming out anyway.

I pass a few more people on the way, and though my eyes travel over each of them in turn, nothing happens. I get a couple of looks, but nothing lingering, and no one seems alarmed. The one guy I pass doesn’t hit on me, either, and I’m surprised at the way the lack of attention disappoints me. Part of me wonders whether I should appreciate not being ‘bothered’ by male attention, but…I can’t deny the thrill it sent down me, last time I went out as Amy.

Maybe I’m just a slut.

That thought is enough to excite me a little, and I feel my walk shift as my cock hardens, just a little, against the tight panties again. The smile on my lips takes on another edge and even here - in broad daylight, in front of cars and people and everything - I start feeling like I want to be naughty.

I strut just a little bit more, my thrill at doing all this rising up into my eyes as I finally get to the bus stop. There’s actually a group of people here, but this time the nerves don’t even hit me. I haven’t had any strange comments, any hints that anyone finds anything out of the ordinary - and even though no one has paid that much attention to me yet…it’s enough for my initial reserves of confidence to start swelling into something real.

I walk around, hoping for a seat so that the boots will be easier for longer, but they’re all taken and I end up leaning against the shelter instead, peering out like everyone else for some sign of the bus. In the center, they tell you how long it’ll be, but at small stops like this…it’s anyone’s guess. My personal conspiracy theory is that some drivers don’t even bother to come this route, because no one quite knows enough to hold them—

“Excuse me, Miss?”

—accountable anyway.

“Miss?”

Someone clears their throat beside me, and I glance over to find a guy about my age - not someone I know, thank god - looking at me. I have a moment of confusion and then I flush at the realization he was talking to me. I’m Miss.

Not something I’m used to answering to.

I try to keep my face clear of the sudden exultation I feel at that simple thing, even as my body surges with excitement - and yet another thing I’m going to have to try to pay more attention to. Out here, without pounding music and darkness to make everyone totally oblivious, people actually talk to each other sometimes. Yet another exciting thing to try.

I smile at him, hoping it’s not quite too enthusiastic.

“Sorry, I was totally lost there.” I say, keeping my voice soft in the way I’ve practiced for years. It always sounded okay to me, but…this is the first time anyone has really heard it. I’m almost holding my breath as I wait for the reaction.

Not that I needed to.

“Would you like to sit down?” He asks, getting up, and for a moment I just stare.

“Oh, yes, thank you.” My smile widens almost immediately.

I really do want to sit down. Even if I’m surprised yet again. Of course, guys give up their seats to girls. Especially hot girls. But everything seems to take me by surprise at the moment - all these little benefits that I’ve always known about, but never really noticed before.

I relax back into the seat, sighing happily as the weight comes off my feet. I stretch them out in front of me, rolling the heels of the boots around. I turn to thank the guy again - I really do appreciate it - then pause as I notice the way he’s staring at them.

Ohh…

My smile turns a little more wicked and I look back out at the street before crossing one knee over the other, letting one boot dangle nicely near him. I play with it a little, admiring it myself - Maddie might not have quite the same size feet as me, but she does have good taste. Thank goodness I didn’t have a sister with no interest in fashion - that would’ve been painful.

I sneak a glance back and…yep…almost drooling now. Another thrill goes through me, at the kind of effect I can have, without really doing anything at all. I shift a little, letting my dress ride up my thigh slightly…and even though I’m wearing leggings, it still attracts attention.

I’m starting to get that buzz of feminine power again, and I can almost feel the way it changes the way I sit, the way I look, everything…

“Thank you.” I say again, smiling almost coyly as I sigh softly. “These really do hurt after a while.”

Of course, it hadn’t quite gotten to a while, but it’s still true.

I stretch them out in front of me pointedly, watching as his gaze follows them and his cheeks flush with color.

“U..ugh..yeah. N-no problem.” He stutters, not quite looking me in the eye, and I have to fight not to chuckle about it.

I want to think of something else to say - something else to do - practice the whole flirting as a girl thing, but the bus arrives a moment later. I’m almost disappointed when I have to stand up to get on it, but the moment I’m back on the boots I’m suddenly so much more aware of their effect - the way they make me stand straighter and taller, the cute way the heels add a little bit of flare to my dress and outfit, and the nice sound they make as I step up to the bus.

The random guy, whose name I guess I’ll never know and doesn’t really matter, lets me go in front of him. Of course.

I’m still smiling when I ask sweetly for a ticket into town - and then again, when someone else stands up for me. I get a weird flare about that, because it’s a bus and I’m not exactly a priority passenger - I’m young, fit, and perfectly capable of standing. But it’s one of the raised seats that would be harder for someone less able to reach anyway, so I take it.

And then do the same not-quite-almost-innocent flirting thing for the rest of the journey, amusing myself and getting little thrills as the bus makes its slow way into town.

I don’t think I’ve ever had a more fun journey. Usually this is tedious, but it turns out going anywhere as a girl is pretty exciting.

When we’re in the center of town, though, I get another slight wave of nerves. I could see anyone here. And I’m going to visit clothes shops - women’s shops.

It’s those good kind of nerves, though, the ones that give me a buzz as I walk off the bus smoothly and orient myself in the town. It’s busy today - it is around midday on Saturday, after all - and as I stand there for a moment, slightly overwhelmed with being around this many people as Amy, all sorts of people flow past. Moms with strollers and kids, harried looking guys, silly teenage couples…everyone.

No one looks in my direction much, and after a moment I center myself enough to start walking towards Macy’s. It’s big enough that if anything gets too scary, I figure I can always hide somewhere…pretend I’m looking for homeware, maybe. But it’s also got so many clothes that it’s been a dream of mine for years to be let loose on their women’s clothing sections.

I walk with a little strut in my step, my shoulder bag swinging slightly and a little breeze curling under my dress. It’s such a nice feeling to wear a dress - so freeing and easy, and so nice to feel the air like that. It must be even better in summer, when it gets so hot…

I enter Macy’s still thinking about all of that, and almost automatically turn towards the men’s department. Then I pause, a slow smile creeping over my face and my heart beating harder in my chest, as I reorient myself.

Today, I’m shopping for me. For Amy. For the clothes I’ve always wanted.

It’s silly how excited and nervous I am stepping up to that first rack of clothing. I almost don’t notice what I start looking through, too distracted by the idea I’m doing it. I flick through the clothes in a blur - pretty t-shirts, designed with interesting cuts that add flare or decoration - and it’s not until I pass through them the second or third time that I actually notice them.

I take a deep breath and remind myself that I can do this. That there’s no rush, or anyone thinking I should want to get out of here as quickly as possible. I don’t need to find two or three items within five minutes and get through checkout as quickly as possible.

I can browse. I can take my time. Debate between one thing and another. As much as I want.

So when nothing on that clothing rack catches my eye, I just shrug and move on to another display, one that looks more fun - cute, off the shoulder tops paired with tight denim shorts. There are so many displays that I wonder whether I’m even going to be able to look through half of them, but I don’t stress about it. I let myself move through it all casually, and no one questions me - no one wonders if I’m out of place.

Once or twice, an assistant comes up and asks if I’m looking for anything in particular, or if they can help with anything. And I get to shrug and smile and say I’m just browsing. I get a knowing nod in response, the idea of that being totally normal in this section.

There’s so much to look at that I spend a while wandering around almost in a daze, but eventually the possibilities finally start hitting me and I begin to think about what I really want to buy here - what would be best for me to try and stash at home, and what would look and fit and feel best…

I get absorbed in that for what feels like forever, picking up a basket and looking through the different options. I’m only trying to choose eight to take into the dressing rooms with me, but I think I’m probably dragging my heels because…dressing rooms. Another slightly scary, intimidating question.

I’ve been wondering whether they have cameras for the longest time, and even though I’m really really sure they wouldn’t - the chance of a lawsuit from someone perving must be way too high - it’s still slightly terrifying. And, either because of that or despite it, that makes it another thing I’ve been so excited about trying out today.

Eventually I settle on a few dresses, and some top and skirt combos that I like, and I slowly make my way to the dressing room. I pretty much know at this point that I’m going to make it past the woman at the counter, but it still feels slightly taboo…

“Hi.” I say, giving a little smile. Because that’s what people do, right? They make polite conversation. “Can I try these on?”

“Sure.” She says easily, more intent on counting them and selecting the right tag than on paying the slightest attention to me. My heart is still pounding in my chest, but she hands it to my without question, and gives me the hangers of clothes, keeping the basket with her.

“Thanks.”

I walk past and then…I’m through.

I can hear a couple of girls giggling and chatting to each other, and I hold my breath as I keep my eyes strictly forward, making my way to - I glance down - number nine. I’m not entirely sure how people would take it if they knew I wasn’t actually a girl and I was in the women’s changing rooms, but I can guess that it wouldn’t be pretty.

Whatever they might think, though, I’m definitely not here to perve on the other girls - and I don’t want there to be any chance of misunderstanding there…even if, as Amy, I doubt they’d take a casual glance that way.

I make it to my stall and breathe a sigh of relief.

Then I stare in the mirrors, smiling.

I’m not sure whether these dressing rooms are even very different from the men’s ones - maybe there are more mirrors? - I don’t know. I barely ever used the men’s. It never felt like guys had much to try on - generally, pick the right size and it’ll work, and it’s not like anyone ever expected me to understand any sort of style.

But whether it’s that different or not, it’s for women’s clothes, and that changes everything.

I smile at myself in the mirror, glancing over my shoulder and admiring my ass from different angles. It really does look good in these boots. Maybe I should try finding some boots that fit—

I cut that thought off. What would be harder to hide than that?

It almost irritates me that I have to think of such things - but I’m not sure anything could really get to me today.

But these set of mirrors do give me so many more views and angles than I get in Maddie’s room that I take a few minutes just to look at myself, to check everything works from every angle…and I’m thrilled when I see that it really does. I nailed this.

I can hear the two girls in stalls just down the hall at the same time, their bantering back and forth as they try on different things and the exclamations they have over each others’ choices, and even from here I can tell they’re trading items easily.

I get a momentary pang of jealousy, the same kind I always got when Maddie’s friends would come round and they’d spend hours getting ready and trying different things on in her room. The kind of camaraderie that I’ve never had…and never will either.

I try to push that thought to the side, but I’m still thinking it even as I enjoy trying on the things I picked out. Turns out, I’ve got a pretty good eye. And after a few minutes, my mood perks up again. I hadn’t realized just how much I’d been trying the same things on every time with Maddie’s wardrobe. I mean, sure, occasionally she’d buy something new, but I basically know all the clothes she owns and as fun as a lot of them are…it’s not the same as something totally new - and having all the choices that I get in a store.

I get a sudden giddy urge to try as much as I can on - just go through the store and pick things I’ve never even thought about before, just to try it, just to see something new and exciting - but I try to quell it. I’m sure I’ll do plenty of that, but I do want to walk away with something - and something that I really love.

That’s thrilling, too, the idea that I’m going to get to chose. Everything else I’ve ever worn has been Maddie’s choice. And I enjoy her taste, really I do, but…it’s still not going to be exactly the same as mine.

My momentary melancholy disappears in a rush, and I spend a bit of time trying on the different items I’ve brought in.

There’s a dress I really like, dark green and slit down one leg, but otherwise tight enough to really show off my ass and make my minimal, sock-stuffed chest look like something to stare at. It’s got a high neckline, which gives it a classy look and means I wouldn’t worry about cleavage, and there’s a slight decoration - beads and sequins - up one side that catches the light.

That one definitely goes in my maybe pile, but apart from that I prepare to give the rest of the clothes back. They’re nice, and a bit of fun to try on, but none of them are perfect and if I’m only getting today to buy a few women’s clothes…they have to be just right.

I open the door to the stall and step out into the hallway in the dress - there’s a big mirror at the end, and I want to see what I look like walking up and down, with a little more room to play with. The boots are okay with it, but it really needs a pair of strappy heels - but I wear them anyway, because the extra height and lift to my ass are the same regardless.

I strut a little toward the mirror, tilting my head at myself and smiling slightly, enjoying the way my outlined eyes light and dance, letting my gaze wander down the dress. It really is nice…

“I don’t know, Maria. I really can’t decide.”

“Try the other one on again.”

An exaggerated sigh. “We already did that. Three times already.”

“Yeah, I know, but I want to see it with that skirt you’re definitely gonna buy.”

“I didn’t say I was definitely going to…”

“Babe, you’re definitely going to. What is it with you and decisions?”

A laugh, quickly joined by a second voice.

“Look, let’s go check it out in front of that big-ass mirror, ‘kay? Maybe that’ll help.”

“Okay, okay…”

I’m still turning around, checking myself out in the dress and glancing over to see my ass, when the two girls turn the corner and walk into my line of vision. I look up, startled, but just get quick smiles from both of them. More than a little relieved, I smile back, starting to move to the side to make way for them.

“Hey, don’t let us interrupt.” The second voice I’d heard - Maria, I think - says cheerily.

“Yeah,” The first volunteers, “Looks like I’m gonna be here a while anyway.”

She’s tall, with long brown hair and a scattering of freckles over her nose - cute, but maybe a little too skinny. And in the top she’s wearing, any curves she has are washed out entirely.

“That’s okay.” I say, with more ease than I thought I had. “I think I’m done.”

I give the dress one last glance from behind, admiring the smooth line of it down my back, and then start to walk away.

I get a few steps before Maria’s voice comes from behind me again.

“Woah, that dress is hot, girl. You’re getting it, right?”

I stop, glancing back over my shoulder to see her looking directly at me, eyes running up and down my body - or, probably, the dress - in a way that I’ve been steadfastly avoiding looking at anyone, not wanting them to think I’m being inappropriate. But, I guess, for girls…especially looking at other girls…the rules are different?

“Where did you find it?” She continues, oblivious.

“The section with the mannequin in a floor-length black dress and glitter.” I say, not at all sure that’s helpful - but it’s all I remember of the area. That mannequin was right above me when I found this dress.

She nods, so I figure maybe it was good enough, then gives the dress another considering look. It’s hard not to feel like she’s looking straight through me, but I know that’s not what it’s about and it’s…strange. No one has ever looked at me like that before.

“I might just have to try it.” She says, then grins at me. “Though I’m not sure I could quite pull it off in the same way…seriously, looks like it was made for you, babe. You are getting it, right?”

I can’t help it, it sounds so similar to the commentary her friend just received that I actually laugh a little.

“Well, maybe…”

I don’t get to explain that I was planning on trying a few others first before I get an exclamation of outrage from her. She throws her hands up in an exaggerated fashion and rolls her eyes at her friend.

“Don’t tell me you’re as bad as Alice here.”

I glance at the other girl, who is looking between us with an amused expression on her face. With a burst of confidence I didn’t realize I had, and encouraged by their friendly comments, I turn back towards them properly, giving Alice a sympathetic look.

“Can’t decide either?”

She shakes her head mournfully, then steps up to the mirror, twisting and turning in front of it as the top flows around her. It’s loose fitting and it looks like it would be fun on a dance floor, lifting to show glimpses of her flat stomach, but I’m not exactly convinced by it either.

“What are you choosing between?” I ask, some part of me half-expecting them to give me a clear ‘get lost’ look…but they were the ones that invited me into this conversation. And, unlike every other time in my life that I’ve been interesting in being part of these things…this time I actually seem welcome.

“This one.” Maria volunteers, holding it out to Alice.

She takes it and holds it up against her chest, turning to face me.

“Hm…”

I try to consider it, but really, without her wearing it there’s no way to tell—

“Put it on, Alice.”

Alice rolls her eyes at her friend again, but gives me a little grin.

“Okay, okay.”

She disappears into one of the nearby stalls and shimmies it over her head. She doesn’t even bother to close the door and I almost get whiplash trying to turn my head away in time. Maria shoots me an amused look and my cheeks heat slightly but…I’m not sure I can quite get past that ingrained lesson of how rude it is to look at girls.

“Okay, here.” Alice announces, walking back out to us and looking at the top in the mirror.

I immediately like it more - it’s tighter fitting and shimmery, drawing the eye as she moves and twists.

“I like that one.” I volunteer, too interested to question whether they even want my opinion. “It fits your figure better.”

Beside me, Maria nods slowly, assessing her friend carefully.

“I don’t know.” Alice says, turning back towards me this time. “It…doesn’t quite…”

I tilt my head, looking at it again myself - and then it comes to me. The reason she’s not convinced.

“Have they got any other colors? I don’t think the pastel blue is best.” I give her a quick look up and down, not even realizing that was exactly what I wouldn’t dare to do only moments before. “You’d suit…a dark green, maybe. That would really bring out your features, give you some color instead of washing you out.”

“Yes!” Maria says excitedly. “Yeah, Alice, she’s right.”

“Ooh…” Alice turns back to the mirror, struck by that. “Maybe that’s it…”

“Okay, go change and we’ll see what we can find.”

They start walking back to the stalls they were in before and I can’t help the smile that slowly spreads across my face. It might not have been much, but I actually got to—

“Hey.” Maria’s voice calls out from behind, and I turn. “You coming?”

I blink. It hadn’t even occurred to me.

But then I grin back.

“Sure.”

I turn too, walking into the stall and changing quickly - keeping my door carefully locked, though. I still can’t be quite as open and friendly as Alice, for obvious reasons. I’m still grinning as I look at myself in my casual day dress, separating the clothes I’ve discarded from the dress I might keep and walking out to meet them at the counter.

I hand the items I’m not interested in back to the attendant, and she even offers to keep the dress separately if I want to have it to try on and compare to others—

“Might be good, if you’re planning on being here a while.”

I glance back towards my newfound shopping friends.

“Yeah.” I say with a smile. “Yeah, I think I’ll be here a while.”

And we are. We find a better color of that top for Alice, and then I show Maria where I found that dark green dress. She looks it over, not entirely convinced - and I know what she’s thinking. With her shorter, slightly curvier frame and curled hair, it probably wouldn’t look right…but I point out another that might work better - and that’s all it takes for us to spend the next few hours shopping together.

And it’s one of the best things I’ve ever done. I didn’t know it could be this easy or that girls could be so friendly, so willing to swap ideas and suggestions and talk clothes with each other. I’m surprised that I’m actually okay at it, too. After that initial success, they seem keen to hear my opinion on everything, and I’ve never felt so…respected, I guess. No one ever takes me seriously, or cares what I say. But here, now…suddenly I almost feel important.

And having their opinions on my outfits is wonderful. I have to invent different occasions I need them for, to explain why I’m getting such varied clothes, since I can’t really say that I have different moods that have me dressing up differently - and then I have to claim I’m on a limited budget when we really can’t choose between a few items, and Maria thinks I should just get them all. But surprisingly, it’s not that hard. It works.

They might seem like flimsy excuses to me, but they’re all accepted without comment. And they seem as thrilled about the whole thing as I am.

When we’re finally done, and I can’t really explain my desire to go around and try on random things just to see what they look like, because I never have, when I’m clearly not going to buy anymore…our energy eventually starts dipping.

The boots are killing me, and even though I did find a lovely pair of strappy heels that I was eventually convinced to buy despite knowing how much harder that will be to conceal…I couldn’t exactly change into them there and then.

I never realized how exhausting shopping could be, either. It’s been something I’ve fantasized about for so long that I don’t think I ever thought about the practicalities, or just how much it could drain you.

Maria and Alice obviously feel the same way, too, because their enthusiasm for looking through the different options gradually fades until eventually Maria looks up with a sigh.

“Okay, I’m done. Want to go and get some coffee and cake, girls?”

A buzz goes through me at being called girls, and then another as I think about how nice that would be right now…but, reluctantly, I slowly shake my head.

“Ah, I’d love to, but…I…” I glance at the clock on the wall of Macy’s. “I think I’m already late for getting back home.”

It’s not a great excuse, and there’s part of me that wishes more than anything I could just go with them and enjoy sitting down with a refreshing drink, but I don’t quite dare.

“Really?” Alice actually sounds disappointed. “You couldn’t do just one more hour?”

“Yeah.” I shrug, not having to fake the disappointment in my voice either. “I should’ve been back a couple hours ago, really. I was just having a great time.”

“Hah, yeah, us too.” Maria grins. “Hey, how come we haven’t seen you around here before?”

Yeah. We’re the same age and this town isn’t that big…should’ve known that was coming.

“Err…”

Yep. This is exactly why I can’t go and sit in a cafe with them. Casually chatting about clothes and fashion as we’re all distracted by trying things on is one thing - if it turned into just talking…I have no idea what I’d say. What I’d have to invent about myself. Just like now.

“We just moved here.”

“Oh really? That’s cool. The first thing I’d do is check out the shopping, too.” Alice laughs, then nudges Maria. “But, hey, if you don’t know anyone yet…maybe we could show you round sometime.”

“Yeah, that’d be awesome.” Maria smiles, and I have a moment to feel a twinge of…something.

In the last few hours, these girls have been more friendly and welcoming towards me than…pretty much any of my friends ever have.

I smile, and it’s real, too.

“That would be great. It’s been so good to meet you both.”

“You too. You have great taste - I still can’t believe you found that sexy corset top for me. So long as my parents never see it, it’s going to be amazing!”

I laugh. “Yeah. I’ve got one or two things I should probably hide, too.”

That’s an understatement and a half.

“What school are you at?” Alice asks, as Maria pulls her phone out.

“Oh, er…”

Shit.

“Manor Heights.” I finally say, giving the truth.

It seems like the only reasonable thing to do. If they were to ask just anything about it…

“Oh, that’d be it too then. We’re at St Anne’s.”

Oh thank god.

“Aww.” I say, and this time the disappointment is definitely faked. “That’s a pity. It’d be great to know a few faces at my new school.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll fit in fine.” Maria says, giving me a reassuring look. “And look, what’s your number? We’ll find a time to do this again.”

My heart skips another beat, but even though I know this is becoming stupid - that this has moved far beyond simply being a fun, risk-free day out - I can’t help myself. I don’t even try to make up some excuse - I pull my phone out as well.

And we exchange numbers. Real numbers.

My heart is still hammering in my chest as we say goodbye, hugging close enough that I get another jolt of fear - but they don’t notice anything, and then they wave goodbye and head off for the coffee and cake I’d love to have right now.

I walk out and turn in the opposite direction, for no other reason than to put a little bit of distance between us, my head still spinning with everything. I look down at my phone in disbelief.

That’s three people that have Amy’s number now. My number. The number the two different parts of my life are sharing together.

This is crazy. Totally and utterly crazy.

But…it feels so damn good too.

I clutch the bag of clothes I’ve bought tight in my hand, hardly able to believe that I have them now. That they’re mine.

I spent the day shopping with two other girls.

Two girls who were lovely and friendly and treated me like they’d known me forever.

It’s like one of my far, distant, impossible fantasies.

Only it actually happened.

It’s real.

I can’t believe it. But I also don’t want to forget a moment of today.

I can worry about the phone numbers and everything else some other time - for now, this has just been one of the best days of my life.


Chapter Eight

When I get home, I stash everything away, take off Maddie’s boots and flop down on the couch, my dress billowing around me.

I bring my feet up to rub them slightly, but I don’t really care about how much they’re aching - I’m too caught up in how good this has been.

It was everything I could have hoped for, and more.

And now I have my answer - Amy really works. She’s as real as any other girl out there.

I can go out, have a great time, and no one thinks a thing is wrong…

I get guys coming onto me, girls listening to what I have to say, people looking at me as if they actually care. It’s something special, and I know almost immediately, deep in my gut, that this isn’t just going to be a one-time thing.

I have to do it again.

I have to have that again.

For one crazy moment, I even consider going straight back out to that club tonight. I’ve still got the weekend to myself, and the urge to make the most of it and do everything pushes at me. I could still change and wear one of my hot new dresses - maybe the dark green one - and those strappy heels…

And…maybe Tyson would even be there…

My stomach flips a little at that idea. We’ve exchanged the occasional message since then, but when I obviously didn’t come back, those tailed off a little. Which isn’t a bad thing. It’s probably even better that way.

So why does part of you want to go back and see whether you can find him?

I still don’t really understand what he made me feel that night, but…that hasn’t stopped me masturbating to the thought of that kiss, of those hands, of what might have happened if I’d stayed a little longer…

Of course, what might have happened doesn’t end in he would have worked it out in my fantasies. No, there, everything is just hot and sexy and perfect. But that’s what fantasies are. And this isn’t all a fantasy anymore - not entirely. There’s too much of it that’s real - too many things I’ve done that are real. And that makes it messy as hell.

In the end, it’s that thought - that vague urge to maybe see Tyson - that makes me hold myself back.

Shopping was amazing. I’ve done things I never thought I’d be able to, and it worked like a dream.

Rushing off into something more just seems like a bad idea.

So instead, I have a pamper evening to myself. I get a glass of wine, some bubble bath and candles and I relax there for a long time, replaying different moments of the day, enjoying how well it all went.

I enjoy the smooth, slippery sensation of the bubbles…and after a little while my hand is gliding all over my body, making my nerve endings tingle with anticipation. I’m getting hard, too, but I ignore that, part of me wishing I had panties on even in here - something to keep that pressed down, to change it into something that’s so much more what I want.

Eventually, my hand travels downward, but I don’t start stroking, not quite. Instead, I keep my hand held over myself - and rub. It’s a different sensation, a little weird and more than a bit frustrating. But it makes me think of the way it would be for a girl - what it would be like if it was a clit instead of a cock. My hips press up against my hand, wanting more, something more, and without thinking I set the wine glass down to lower my other hand too - but this one goes further. Sliding down past my ass to a place I’ve never explored before. But a place that sends tingles all over my body and makes me wonder…

I stroke lightly over my asshole, feeling the sensitive bunch of nerves flare and clench at that brief touch. A shudder whispers through me and my hand comes back, one finger slowly circling it. I’m doing hardly anything at all, but the effect is instant and impossibly strong. My eyes close and I can’t help it any longer - my other hand circles my cock, starts stroking and pulling as I finger my ass.

It feels so dirty, so naughty, but…so hot, too.

I keep going like that, until my mind is clouded with lust and I’m fantasizing about all sorts of things - Tyson, my trip with the girls, that guy who liked my boots, the random men in the street…everything, just everything. But it comes back to Tyson again. That kiss. The rough press of his mouth. The thought of what would happen if it traveled lower, bit and sucked at my neck, pulled my hair back and—

“Ahhh…”

I press one finger inside my ass, just up the first knuckle, before I’ve even thought about it - all those thoughts about rough treatment, about being kissed and used and taken…it was just too much for me to resist.

It’s a strange feeling - even with just a part of my finger, it’s enough to make my ass feel full and burn a little, but…my hips are already rocking, wanting to push back further, to feel more, and even though I don’t really know what the hell I’m doing, I go with it.

I push harder inside, even as it burns and I can feel my ass clenching around, trying to resist the entry. I force myself to relax - and then everything becomes so much easier. It’s just a finger, but it sinks in, and I gasp again, throwing my head back against the bath. I spread my legs, making more space and just because it feels so damn naughty, and I’m working my cock harder now. I can feel the pleasure rising up inside me, the lust as I start moving my finger ever so slightly within my ass.

All I can think about is being fucked - is bending over and taking it like a girl, for someone so much stronger than me. It’s a thrill I can’t remember feeling before.

I start grunting under my breath, pumping my cock hard now, forgetting all about treating it like a girl and just wanting to rise up to meet the wave of need surging inside me.

C’mon, c’mon, c’mon…

I plunge my finger deeper into my ass, as far as it will go, and move it hard - not even noticing the pain anymore. If it’s still there, it’s swallowed up by need and hunger and how right this feels.

I keep my eyes squeezed shut, images flooding through me…and when it finally crests, spreading through me and sending my mind flying, the last image in my head is Tyson. Fingering me, kissing me, fucking me.

Cum spurts from my cock, shooting into the water to mix with the bubble bath - and even that, I don’t mind. Sure, it should be dirty and gross, but the image of cum all over me…that’s making me hotter, too.

Damn.

I slump back into the bath as the pleasure washes over me, the hot tension replaced by a warm lassitude that has my eyes drifting shut. I don’t think I’ve had a climax like that since…I can’t even remember.

So fucking hot.

I stay lying there for a while longer, cum and bubbles floating around me and the warm water soothing me into a gentle enjoyment of just how good the day has been.

When I finally climb out, I jump in the shower before toweling off and wrapping my Mom’s lovely silk gown around my body. Even though, like this, I’ve got none of the makeup or clothes or accessories on, somehow it still feels like a girl’s body.

I go to bed shortly after that, but I don’t sleep for a long time.

My mind circles again and again, replaying every moment of today, not wanting to forget a thing about it.

I think it might have been the best day of my life.

Again.

Why is it that the best days of my life are the only days of Amy’s life?


Chapter Nine

After that, I can’t help it anymore.

I’ve proved to myself beyond all doubt that Amy works - that she could be real.

And I can’t give it up. I can’t give up how it feels to dress as her, go out as her - be her.

I can’t wait for the occasional weekend trips my parents might take with Maddie - I can’t wait for the last-minute evenings where I might be alone - and now that I’ve bought a few clothes of my own…I don’t exactly have to.

I know it’s dangerous, but I need it too much to stop.

I start taking more risks. I start taking clothes out with me, getting changed in random places and spending evenings walking around town, just feeling what it’s like to be Amy. Sometimes that’s enough for me - just an hour letting the girl inside me out, and then I’ll change again and go home to my family with some excuse. Sometimes it’s not.

Sometimes I find myself browsing shops again - I don’t have enough space to hide many more clothes, but it doesn’t stop me trying things on. There’s so much more than the simple things in my sister’s wardrobe that I almost stop visiting her room entirely.

Sometimes I go to coffee shops or bars at the other end of town where I’m pretty sure no one would recognize me. Sometimes I flirt or sit and watch and just bask in how I’m treated as a hot woman.

Even though my family rarely visit this part of town, I know it’s risky. Occasionally I see people I know and have to make a quick exit. Once or twice I even get the courage to stick around, and no one ever recognizes me.

That doesn’t mean it’s not stupid. I know it is. But it’s addictive, amazing, incredible. I can’t stop. I don’t want to.

The excuses and reasons I’m out become more thin, too, and I know my parents don’t believe me. To my surprise, they don’t ask too many questions though - and I overhear occasional comments about boys being boys. The irony of it simultaneously thrills and depresses me.

Part of me loves the secret life - having this thing that’s all mine - and laughing at all these people that actually think I’m a girl. But part of me wishes it wasn’t quite so secret, too, that I could do it more and didn’t have to hide so much. It’s confusing, but I don’t think about it too much. I take what I can get - and right now, I’m taking a lot.

Eventually I figure out that Mom and Dad think I might have a secret girlfriend that I’m seeing - and I don’t do anything to discourage the idea. It’s useful, especially as I can’t tell them that I’m the secret girl.

I spend more time as Amy over the next month than I think I’ve spent in my whole life - and I love every moment. I do a lot of different things as her, things I’ve spent my life imagining and dreaming about, and it’s more fun than I can ever remember having as Andrew.

But I don’t meet up with Anne or Maria again.

And it feels like a long time before I dare to visit a certain club again.

I don’t even know quite what I’m hoping for when I walk in. The messages between Tyson and I dried up a while ago - and I tell myself I’m not here because I remember his comment about hanging around at this club. I’m just here because I want to go out again - I miss that first night, the music and beat and…everything else, too.

I tell myself I’m not looking to see whether I can pick up a guy. Not really. Maybe a little kissing. That’s it.

And you haven’t been fantasizing about Tyson fucking you all month, either. And you’re not feeling the slightest bit naughty in this clingy silk dress and slutty heels, either.

Nope. Not at all.

My heart is still in my throat as I walk down the stairs and go in search of the bar - feeling the need for liquid courage for a completely different reason this time.

Getting in wasn’t hard - I walked right up to the bouncers this time, and they just smiled, winked and let me through. Turns out, I think confidence helps almost as much as being hot. Both of them together? Yeah, I’m totally on fire tonight.

On fire, but also more than a little nervous. Not about being mistaken for a guy - that fear has slowly faded, with only occasional shots of adrenaline when I see someone I know - but about…what might happen here tonight.

Nothing.

I tell myself that firmly, but when the bartender slides a drink over to me on the house, I get the same thrill as I do every time someone checks me out or comes onto me. I smile at him, tilting my head as I play with the straw in my mouth. I don’t miss the way he watches, his eyes heating - before someone eventually calls him away. I swivel in the bar stool, leaning back and looking out over the booths in this part of the club.

They’re not quite as secluded or dim as the other side, but they’ve still got couples making out. Electricity shoots through me as I watch, the alcohol only intensifying it. I sip daintily at the drink - a vodka martini - for a little while, watching the different groups of people appearing and mixing together, but there’s no one there I recognize. Of course. Not that I’m looking for anyone.

Eventually, I give up and down the rest of the drink, pushing myself off from the bar. I came for the music and dancing, and whatever else might happen in the dim lighting of the club - not to stand around wondering if someone else is here, too.

So I go and do just that. I get sucked into the dancing just as much as I did that first night, and I forget about Tyson as I let the music rock my body in the kind of sensual sway that’s almost become part of Amy’s natural movement now. My natural movement. It’s hot and rhythmic and my whole body feels alive and sensitized with it all. This time, I’m not nervous or scared either, and with the vodka beating through my blood too, I feel like I can do anything.

It’s powerful and heady and as guys start dancing with me, I take full advantage. I press up against them, turning around and letting them grind against me as the strength of those hard, powerful bodies meshes with my smaller, more feminine one. I know I’m being more than a little bit slutty, but I’ve started coming to terms with that part of Amy’s nature. And hell, I can’t deny that I love it.

One guy kisses my neck, rough stubble rubbing against me and down my mostly-bare shoulder, making me shudder and press back against him even harder. I can feel the thickness of his cock between my ass and it brings back all those times I’ve played with myself recently, exploring with a finger…two…until the burning sensation becomes something else - a need I can’t deny.

Hot desire rushes through me, and I find myself turning toward him, this anonymous guy, this physical manifestation of my secret fantasies, our lips meeting in a frenzied motion fueled by alcohol and lust and the intoxicating knowledge that he wants me.

It’s not until his hand starts stroking at my chest that I get a brief flash of alarm, pulling away abruptly.

Confusion crosses his face, his mouth opens, but I turn away before he can say anything, my heart pounding hard in my chest. I stumble through the different groups of people - hearing him call out, but I don’t feel him following - and then I’m off the dance floor, breathing hard.

Damn. You almost…

I reach a hand up and tentatively touch the sock-stuffed bra, adjusting it slightly. Then discreetly, I squeeze it too. I’ve never squeezed a real breast, and it’s okay, but…I’m pretty sure it’s not going to be enough to hold up in an extended groping session.

The kind of groping session you really wanted.

I bite back a groan. I know I’m taking more risks. I know I’m pushing this further. And however much most of it works, I hate the natural limitations I have.

I catch my breath on the outskirts of the dance floor, feeling bad about the guy I abandoned - even though I don’t even really know what he looked like. I wasn’t facing him. I’ve taken to dancing with my back to whoever is interested, ass pressed up against them and arms thrown over my head to wrap around their neck. That way, I get all the contact I like without the risks of them touching anything they shouldn’t…

Until I turned to face this guy, anyway.

I was drawn in by the kiss. I couldn’t help it. I wanted more. I’ve never known the kind of sexual energy I feel when I dress up this way, and as crazy as it is…it feels like this is my version of the typical teenage exploration most guys - or girls - do a hell of a lot earlier. And in slightly safer circumstances. I wondered for years why I never seemed to have the same urges as everyone else - but right now, I finally feel like I’m starting to understand.

It’s the kind of crazy lust that makes you forget everything else.

And that’s really damn risky.

Reluctantly, I turn away from the dance floor and head back to the bar, feeling more than a little disappointed. I just want to be able to do something. Without worrying about it. Why is everything so hard?

This time, I hand over the cash without even checking if someone’s likely to want to buy me a drink - and then I stare off at the dance floor as I sip it slowly.

I tell myself I’m having a good time, dressed up and dancing in a place I didn’t even think I’d get into a few months ago. But sometimes it’s hard to forget…everything else.

“So you did come back.”

I jump at the familiar voice, turning to look at the guy I hadn’t even noticed leaning against the bar next to me.

Tyson.

Even though I only ever saw him in the dim light of the club, I recognize him instantly. There’s something about that rugged, handsome face…those sparkling, heated eyes…just unforgettable.

“Hi.” I say, somewhat breathlessly. Then I feel stupid about that, and take a sip of my drink to cover it.

“I thought you were avoiding me.” He grins, his eyes slowly wandering down my body.

It ignites some of the frustrated lust of only moments before, making hot-and-cold shivers run down my spine and my cock harden where it’s trapped in the tight panties I’m wearing. I shift to cover that, even though I know his attention is on the way the clingy dress hugs my shapely legs, right down to the strappy heels that actually fit me this time. I thought maybe high heels would always be painful, but…when you buy them yourself…it’s not so bad. And right now, I feel like the sexiest woman around.

Which is the only explanation I have for the way I respond.

“Maybe I was…” I say, the lilt in my voice soft and teasing. I look over the still impressively muscular body with obvious appreciation. “Maybe I wasn’t quite sure what I’d do, if I ended up coming back.”

It’s the closest I’ve come to the truth while talking to someone as Amy.

His eyes darken immediately, his body shifting forward and making my skin tingle with anticipation.

“Is that right…”

The low murmur does something to me, makes me unable to glance away from the dark way he’s looking at me.

His hand comes up to my head, threads through the short hair and cups it, and I gasp involuntarily. The strength there has blood pulsing straight to my cock, the way he notices my body’s response to him making it even hotter.

His smile widens slowly. “I’ve thought about that night quite a bit, baby.”

“Me too.” I say, my voice soft even without me trying to modulate it into a girl’s tone.

“Can I buy you another drink, then?”

I glance down to see that somehow, over this brief conversation, I’ve managed to finish it. I can feel the alcohol running through me, too, making everything slightly more hazy and pleasant. I’m still a total lightweight - I haven’t exactly had much more experience with alcohol since the first time I was here - and I probably shouldn’t. Alcohol means you make bad decisions, right?

But I look at Tyson, and find myself really wanting to make those bad decisions.

“Sure.”

He smiles, his hand trailing down my cheek, under my chin, before he turns and raises it toward the bartender. He flashes a decent tip and we get served almost immediately - then when we have our drinks, he wraps an arm around my waist and leads me over toward the other part of the club. There are some booths here that are free, but we walk straight past those - and that gives me another warm tingle of anticipation.

He wants the dimmer, more private part of the club. And so do I.

I try to remind myself this is a bad idea. If the random guy on the dance floor could have been a problem, Tyson is so much more of one. I’ve actually spoken to him, for one. He could recognize me, if he ever found out…and going to make out in one of the booths is so much more risky than grinding my ass up against someone’s cock. If I was worried about my not-quite-breasts being groped…

But I can’t think about any of that. Or maybe I don’t want to. Either way, I’m letting Tyson lead me to where he wants to go without the slightest resistance.

When we get there, sliding across into the booth…I don’t even touch the drink I’ve placed in front of me. I turn to him and he’s on me almost immediately. His hands wrapped around my head, through my hair, pulling my face closer as our bodies rub up against each other.

Oh god.

It’s rough and physical and everything I fantasized about since I first met him. I kiss him back with the same fervor, his stubble rubbing against my mouth, and I think about how much better he is at kissing than that other guy.

Then I realize I actually have enough experience now to compare and it sends another buzz of pleasure through me. I have to stop myself from chuckling about it, and instead I sink into everything he’s giving me, our tongues tangling together and his driving right into my mouth. My cock is straining hard now, but I did a good job tucking it away, and there’s nowhere for it to go. It’s frustrating as fuck, but it’s also hot and it makes me moan even more. I find my hips tilting so that it can rub against my panties, just a little, and I imagine it the way a girl’s clit would be, wanting to be touched. Aching for it.

His hands roam over my head and neck and shoulders, but they don’t venture lower yet, and I’m more grateful than I can say. I don’t want this to have to end.

After a few minutes of making out, I even start getting a little adventurous myself. I let one hand tangle in his hair - thick and dark and beautiful, better than mine by far - and the other start to run over his shoulder and across his chest. The muscles there stand out, strong and powerful in a way that mine never had any chance of being, and I’m almost fascinated with them. He’s hot, Tyson is, and it’s thrilling that he’s so interested in me.

“You’re so…damn…hot…” Tyson mutters into my mouth, his hand fisting in my hair, tugging, and I moan at the roughness.

I never knew this was what I liked until I started exploring as Amy - but, damn it, Amy’s a bit naughty, a bit of a slut, and she likes to be used. It’s just too hot to deny.

Almost without thinking, my hand drops down to his lap - and I nearly jump away from shock at the hardness I feel there. His groan stops me, drawing me in further, and instead I tentatively move my hand, shifting towards him. My eyes widen as I feel the heat under me, the obvious width and bulge of it - and I get a strange tingle running through me, a jolt of anticipation and interest I can’t remember ever feeling before.

It’s so much larger than mine. Totally different. Tyson’s cock feels coiled and dangerous, tense with a building, growing explosion, and without thinking I find myself massaging it through his jeans. He tugs my head closer to him, deepening the kiss, and I’m barely breathing as I let myself experiment with something I’d never thought about before.

“Damn…Amy…”

The way he says my name goes straight through me and I moan back into his mouth, lust overtaking me as I can’t help wanting more. So much more.

His hands run down my neck, my shoulder, and as they start to come around to my chest it’s obvious that he wants more too. The now-familiar jolt of panic runs through me, as well as twisting disappointment. His fingers hover over my chest, where the padded bra is sticking out proudly and creating a shape that’s not my own at all - and as they start squeezing, I know I have to stop this. Any moment now, he’ll discover—

I grab his wrist without thinking about it, and a glimpse of confusion comes into those darkened lust-filled eyes.

“I…”

My face flushes red and I have no idea what to say.

I’ve got to go.

No, not that.

Sorry…

Another time…

I don’t want to say any of it. I don’t want to stop.

“Amy…”

I kiss him before he can say anything else, pushing my mouth into his, breathing in everything about this powerful, rugged man that I’ve been thinking about far too much. And then, as I tug his hand away from my chest, I find myself slipping down off the booth. Onto my knees.

I’m not thinking. I can’t think. All I can think about is that thick hardness I felt under my hand, the insatiable curiosity I never knew I might have about it, and that I don’t want this to stop.

He can’t touch me - he can’t know - but…that doesn’t mean I can’t touch him.

I don’t look at him as I slowly loosen his belt, unzipping his fly as his body tenses, his breath drawing in. For a moment, I wonder if I’ve gone too far - if this isn’t what he wants - but then I look up at him through the thick mascara on my eyelashes, feeling more like a girl than I think I ever have before.

Our eyes meet and I can see the burning desire there - the barely leashed need he’s struggling to control. I smile, just a little, just because I can. Because right now, here on my knees, I know just the kind of affect I’m having.

Then his cock springs out of his jeans and suddenly that’s all I can think about. It’s even bigger than I’d guessed, hard and throbbing and so ready for my attention that I find myself licking my lips, anxious anticipation pulsing through me.

There’s some small part of me that can’t believe it. I don’t know whether this is me. I don’t know what any of this is.

But I know as I see it, that I want it. I want to feel it. I want to know what that’s like.

It’s not the kind of sex I’d ever guessed at - not what I would have thought I wanted - but right now…it’s the only thing on my mind.

I reach forward and wrap a hand around it, and we groan almost simultaneously as I feel the silken steel of it. It’s strange, almost familiar from when I’ve touched myself…but so different, too. And with my own cock straining against my panties, my hips still rocking back and forth with my own desire and need, it’s hard to picture that now. It almost doesn’t feel like I have a cock at all. It’s certainly not what I’m imagining.

That doesn’t change the learned muscle memory though - and I grip the base in the same way I like to touch myself, but a little softer…a little more sensual. He groans again, his hips flexing forward as he shifts to the edge of the booth, his hands coming to grip my shoulders hard. I think he wants to wrap one in my short hair, to pull me forward, but he doesn’t push with this. I’m not sure I’d mind if he did - except that, as excited as I am, this is a little scary.

It’s hot and intoxicating, but there’s more than a little anxiety pulsing through me. I look up at him anyway, and the energy between us is enough to have me leaning forward, my hand squeezing slightly as I lower my mouth to his hard cock.

The music of the club is still pounding around us, loud and all-consuming, and it meshes with the beating of my heart. It’s dark and I don’t think anyone can see us - but I’m not entirely sure. That just adds to the thrill, everything around me drawing me down and down until he’s just an inch away from me.

I look up at him, my eyes large and wide in my face, and then I slowly draw him into my mouth. I don’t have a clue what I’m doing and I’m not sure whether I’m fumbling the whole thing…but then Tyson groans again, his hips flexing involuntarily toward me.

The musky taste hits me almost at the same time as the warm sensation of the tip of his cock in my mouth. I hesitate for a brief moment, but then that overwhelms me and I reach my tongue out to feel him. The muskiness redoubles, that slightly salty, masculine taste washing over me - and my own cock twitches hard against the silken panties. I moan against Tyson’s cock - and he seems to take that as enough encouragement to flex forward, just a little bit more. The whole head of his cock enters my mouth and before I can think about it, I’m running my tongue around it, stroking over the tip and under the head to that thick, pulsing vein.

It’s so different and strange and…unbelievably hot. I squeeze harder, bring him further into my mouth even though I’m sure he’s far too big to fit. Somehow, it works - and I don’t even gag. I start sucking and he finally loses that tight control - his large hands coming up to my head and tangling there, not pushing me forward but not far away from it either.

I gasp and moan almost at the same time, one hand gripping the base of his cock hard, massaging it, touching it, unable to help my fascination - while my head moves forward and I find myself almost leaning against the hard muscles of his thighs. There’s something about being here between his legs, feeling so small compared with him, and so totally helpless to what he might want to do.

I spend a few minutes just sucking and getting used to having him inside my mouth. I still don’t know whether I’m doing it right, but I get totally lost in it - in this crazy half-fantasy I seem to be living out - and then his hands tighten again, pulling me further. My heart beats hard in my chest and I grip at his thigh tightly, but I don’t resist. I don’t want to resist. I want to feel him urging me on, hear the grunts of pleasure I’m getting out of him, know that I’m doing this to him. That I’m hot and sexy and good at this.

I suck harder, my tongue running over him enthusiastically, my own hips rocking and pulsing with a growing need inside me. My hand squeezes and tugs at the base of his cock, getting more confident and stroking his balls too. That makes him tense for a moment, but then he relaxes, groaning and saying something I can’t even hear. I catch my name, but that’s about it. His balls start to draw up, his cock throbbing harder in my mouth, and I have a moment to realize what’s about to happen - when it does.

He shouts, bites down on it, curses under his breath - and then explodes.

For a brief moment, I’m taken by surprise. I’ve never done this before - the last thing I expected was for it to work.

I feel hot liquid shoot into my mouth and I splutter, some of it dribbling down my chin as the taste and feeling of it overwhelms me - but instead of pulling away from it, I press forward again, wrapping my lips around the head of his cock as it keeps going, throbbing and pulsing out of him, streams of cum that I swallow down the back of my throat. I’m not thinking anymore - I just know that I want it. I want him. I’m horny as fuck and so close myself…and I can’t help it. I find myself reaching down as he climaxes with my mouth around him.

I find my aching cock, trapped and desperate against the panties I’m wearing, and I start rubbing it. The same way a girl would, making circles that only barely relieve some of that aching hunger and let me feel every inch of those lovely silken panties. The need rushes up over me, even as his orgasm starts to subside and his hands fall away from my head. I’ve stopped thinking about any sort of consequence, too lost in licking at the head of his cock, cleaning him up while I drive myself onward.

My other hand milks his cock, some part of me I didn’t know existed eager for more. I look up at him, that blissful glazed expression on his face…and it’s suddenly too much. My own climax rolls over me, those mellow, pleasurable waves I got the last time I did it this way. I try not to make it obvious, and I have no idea whether he notices or if he’s too lost in his own.

Wetness spreads across my panties as the pleasure rocks me, my body tensing and contracting and everything feeling sweet and lovely and perfect…

For all of a few moments.

Then where I am and what I’ve done suddenly crashes over me.

I look up at Tyson in alarm - even though he’s just leaning back against the booth, hands tucked behind his head and smiling indecently at me.

He starts pulling me up toward him, one finger wiping the cum I’d forgotten about from the side of my mouth before he settles me next to him.

“Oh my god, babe…” He says, his voice obviously hazy.

There’s a part of me that wants the same thing - snuggling close to accept that sweet warmth and comfort after what we just did. My first experimentation with sex at all. My first blowjob. My first…

Too many things to think about.

The same feelings of languid relaxation are seeping through my body too - but the moment I shift and feel that wetness in my panties again, I know I can’t.

“I…I have to go.”

This time I say it. This time I admit it to myself. I can’t stay here. I can’t stay doing this.

I’ve already done too much. Probably.

Though right now, I can’t say I regret it. Not nearly as much as I should.

He blinks, confused, and I use that moment to stand up shakily.

“I’m sorry.”

I step back, and some of the blurred expression clears from his face. He surges up beside me, reaching out for my arm, but I take another step back.

“Wait…”

“I’m sorry.” I say again. “Thank you, Tyson, for all of this. Really. I had a great time.”

“You’re leaving? Now? But…”

“I just have to go.” I say, knowing I shouldn’t even be sticking around to talk. I’m more than a little disheveled, and the longer I do, the more chance there is of him noticing something.

Like the cum that’s probably going to seep through your dress at any moment.

“Well…” He glances around, tucking himself back into his jeans, then steps up to me. “Let me walk you home or something, then? It’s late and—”

“No.” I say, with slightly more alarm than I’d like. I try to laugh it off, shaking my head. “No, I’m fine, really.”

I turn and start walking before he can say anything else. He’s being nice. Goddamn him, he’s being nice. I can’t deal with that…I don’t know how.

He was meant to just use me and be done with it.

I don’t know whether he follows, but when I grab my bag from the cloakroom and leave the club, I can’t see him anymore and I guess that maybe he took me at my word. Even so, I’m more than a little scared as I start to head home.

This is the closest I’ve come to making a real mistake - I let myself get so caught up in what we were doing that I didn’t think - and I’m not even sure I got away with it.

What if Tyson suspects something? What if he could tell? What if it was obvious what you were doing?

I walk home with a confused mixture of fear, elation, pleasure and uncertainty.

I’m not sure what I just did. Or why. Or what it means.

I can’t tell if I’m horrified…or if I kind of want to do it again.

Either way, there’s a voice in the back of my head that tells me I’m going too far, that all of this is stupid, that I’m moments away from getting caught out.

That’s probably all true…but I’m not sure I can do anything about it.

I’m not sure anything that happened tonight makes sense - I don’t know whether that’s what I was looking for, whether I got carried away, whether I want to do it again…

I know I shouldn’t. None of this is something guys my age should be doing. Hell, it’s not even something girls my age should be doing.

But beneath all the fear and panic, all the worry about what people might think or whether I might be caught…I can still see myself kneeling below Tyson, looking up at him, that heated need in his eyes. Knowing I was doing that. Tasting him on my tongue, in the back of my throat. I’ve still got that muskiness in my mouth. I feel used and dirty but…so much more too. So many confusing things.

It’s wrong, though. It’s too far. I can’t risk it. I should know that.

As I creep into my house, checking once again no one untoward can see me, I tell myself I won’t do it again.

Everything else - all of the other adventures Amy has been up to - maybe.

But I won’t go back to that club. It might have been a mind-blowing first taste of sex - but I can’t help feeling that I might have gone too far. I’m not sure it’s really who I want to be - as Amy or Andrew.


Chapter Ten

The next morning, though, I wonder whether it’s the club that’s really the problem.

Tyson messages me.

It starts off innocently enough, though just receiving the message has my cheeks heating with the thought of everything I got up to last night. Enough that I’m totally distracted in the morning and leave as soon as I’ve grabbed a piece of toast, ignoring the shouts behind me. The moment I see his name flash up on the screen, I can’t bring myself to wait to read it - even though I shouldn’t even have that sort of thing on my phone.

This double life thing is dangerous - and I know my parents definitely suspect something now. I guess I’m just lucky enough that the truth is so outlandish, that there’s no way they’ve guessed at that. Even though, to me, Amy feels like the most natural and obvious thing in the world.

I disappear around a corner and pause, leaning back against a wall and pulling my cell out.

‘Did you get back okay last night?’

Last night flashes through my mind again and I have to close my eyes at the heady sense of what we got up to.

Damn him for caring, though. He wasn’t supposed to. It was just meant to be a bit of casual experimentation. He was supposed to take the easy pull and disappear. Wasn’t that what guys did? I’m pretty sure that’s what the guys in my classes talk about.

But this…it’s not even a message about what we did, or a not-so-subtle invitation for more…

Damn him.

I bite my lip as my fingers hover over the keyboard.

I shouldn’t respond. I know that.

But I’ve been doing a hell of a lot of things that I shouldn’t recently.

‘Yeah.’

There. Nothing much. No encouragement. It’s not like I want this to continue.

But I don’t put the cell away and continue walking toward the bus. I hover there, just for a moment, watching the screen. Waiting to see if he might respond.

A moment later, I’m not disappointed.

‘I can’t stop thinking about last night.’

My blood heats again, my cock stirring and making me shift against the wall. It’s almost weird feeling that without the panties restraining it - almost wrong. Even though that’s how I’ve lived most of my life, with too-big, too-baggy boxer shorts, that sort of looseness and freedom is starting to feel strange. Not to mention, it feels really damn good when I’ve got the panties there to slide myself against, to rub up and—

Stop it.

I’m in the middle of a public street, there are occasional people walking by, and I should not be thinking like that.

I stare at the cell again.

Don’t respond. Don’t respond. Don’t respond. Put it away.

‘Me too.’

It comes out before I can stop myself, and then my heart is in my throat as I watch the message tick over to ‘sent’. I don’t know what I’m doing. I still haven’t quite worked out flirting, especially by text, and like this - without any of the confidence my sexy clothes and hot looks might give me, and I have no idea where this conversation might go. It’s what - eight am - and I’m supposed to be heading to school. Surely it’s not the right time to be exchanging hot, suggestive messages, right?

But that’s not what comes back.

His response is something I never would have seen coming in years.

‘You’re an amazing woman, Amy - and I want more than snatched moments in clubs with you. I’m not the kind of guy to take that and leave, let’s do this properly. Come on a date with me. I want to get to know you.’

I re-read the message over and over again, shock rooting me in place for a long moment. And then I shove my cell into my pocket like it might burn me - like it already has - my heart racing and everything within me swirling in a mass of confusion.

No. No no no. No.

I take off with sudden energy, walking so fast I’m almost running as I head in the direction of the bus, unable to get the thought out of my head.

A date. A real date. My first invitation to…to what? And to who? Not to you…to Amy. Isn’t that me? Oh, damn it all. Stop it.

But I can’t stop it. All day, I can’t stop it.

I can’t say yes. Obviously. The last thing I want is for him to ‘get to know me’. Really, I don’t. I can’t. He can’t. The moment he does…

It circles around impossibly. I know it can’t happen. I know that. But there’s a part of me totally swept up in being asked - in being wanted. As Amy. Wanted that much.

He’s just trying to get in your pants. Her pants. Our pants.

But I’m not sure I believe that. Despite everything I’ve wanted to think and assume about him - and the way our brief encounters in that club have gone - he has never seemed…quite the kind of guy I was hoping for. The one to ‘take that and leave’. Damn it.

I can’t date him. But now I can’t stop thinking about it.

I don’t look at my cell phone for the rest of the day - I don’t think I dare. But that doesn’t give me any distance. I’m distracted, barely paying any attention to the classes and people around me. The day passes in a haze of anxiety, excitement and confusion, and by the time it finishes I’m no closer to having worked any of it out.

I know I can’t say yes. I know that.

But late that night, in my room, as I stare down at the message again…I find myself responding anyway.

I find myself saying ‘okay’.

The moment I send the message, everything in me flips. I almost take it back immediately, send another saying I’ve changed my mind, something - anything. But I don’t.

I don’t, because part of me wants this.

I know I’m going too far. I know I’m in so much trouble now.

But I can’t stop myself.

I want to know what a date is like. I want to be taken out on one, treated in that way.

My life as Amy is rapidly spiraling out of control - if it was ever under control in the first place - but I can’t bring myself to care. I want to follow this ride all the way to the end…wherever it’s going to lead.


Chapter Eleven

It takes us long enough to arrange the date that I almost cancel a dozen times - despite the delay being entirely my fault. That only makes it more obvious what a terrible idea this is - I mean, coming up with reasons why I have no idea when I’m available is hard enough. And that’s just going to be the start of it.

Eventually, though, I pick a night that I know Maddie is planning to be out with friends and encourage Mom and Dad to have a date night themselves. They’re more than a little suspicious, but the idea sways them anyway - and thank god, Tyson is available at relatively short notice.

I still almost cancel - every day leading up to it, the morning before, a couple of hours before, and then…

I’m getting ready.

I picked a late enough time to meet Tyson that Mom and Dad leave first and I have an hour to get Amy’s clothes and makeup all set up. There’s a risk that Mom and Dad might come back unexpectedly, either because they’ve forgotten something or in a last minute change of plans, but I’ve taken more risks than that over the last few months, in my eagerness to be Amy as much as I can.

Somehow, I don’t think those risks are the reason for the butterflies in my stomach.

No, tonight I’m taking risk to a whole new level.

It’s not just that, either.

This is my first date. The first time I’ve ever gone out with…anyone.

I think of what we did back at that club, my cheeks heating and my stomach fluttering for entirely different reasons. I’ve had so many firsts since I started going out as Amy, but I’m not sure any of them will quite compare to that.

It wasn’t so long ago that I was totally inexperienced and ignored. Now…well, I’m finally part of the things that everyone else around me have started to explore.

I’m not sure whether it should seem weird, that my first date is going to be with a man. It’s probably not what I would have expected a year ago - but then, I’d never really thought about it then, either.

There’s still some part of me that wonders whether I should be doing all these first experiences ‘properly’. As Andrew. But…this feels just as right. Probably more so. As Amy, I just seem to get it, in a way I never have as Andrew.

And I like the idea of it being this way around. Being taken out myself, instead of dealing with the stress of planning something if I’d asked someone out. It seems easier, more fun, and like I get so many more benefits this way.

As a girl, I’ve got someone chasing me. I don’t have to do anything but accept and go along and…see what happens. It seems like a much nicer way to spend my first date.

That still doesn’t stop me from picking my cell up every few minutes, about to call the whole thing off. I’m not sure I can do talking for hours as Amy.

You should have suggested the movies or something. Then you wouldn’t have had to talk.

But I wanted to leave the planning up to him - and Tyson wanted to ‘get to know me’. I get the feeling he’s a little more mature than the movie dates that everyone around me seem to go on - and he wanted to talk.

Even if I’m not sure I want him to get to know me at all.

But I do want to go on a date. Just to see what it’s like. After that I can cancel this whole thing, right? It’s just an experience - another test for Amy.

I haven’t thought about it that way for a while, though. Everything I do with Amy has stopped seeming like a test and more just like…life. And I’ve liked it. I’ve liked it more than I want to admit to myself.

Eventually, that wins out. Every time I come back to my cell phone, bring up Tyson’s message screen…I put it down again.

Just a date. Just a couple of hours. If it gets hard, just leave. Say it’s not working out, and leave.

I give myself one last mental pep talk, and then I leave to meet Tyson - the glimpse I catch in the mirror of my short, sexy black dress and killer strappy heels giving me a small boost. I grab the small black clutch bag I picked up the other week - yes, okay, maybe I’ve been doing a little more shopping despite my lack of secret places to hide it all - and give a little twirl before leaving.

My heart is thumping hard as I make my way across town to the restaurant he mentioned. He wanted to pick me up but hell no to that. I’m giddy with nerves and excitement and I know that as much as I keep telling myself this is a bad idea, I’m not actually as worried about that as I should be. Part of me is wondering what he’ll think - seeing me out of the dim lighting of the club, actually talking to me.

I’ve spent enough time as Amy now that I’m not too worried about him suspecting anything - not as long as I don’t say anything stupid, anyway. In terms of appearance, no one I’ve met has questioned it yet, and besides…after what we’ve done together…I’m pretty sure he won’t be able to see me as anything other than a hot girl.

So I just need to enjoy the date part of this without giving anything away about myself at all. Simple, right?

Good thing that over the last few months, I’ve gotten used to making up stuff about Amy - enough that she almost feels like a whole other person in my head, as real as I am. And well, maybe her story isn’t exactly real, but she is.

As I get closer, some of that worry fades away - these days, simply being Amy makes me feel confident. It’s hard not to feel sexy and hot as I walk, my heels clicking powerfully on the ground and attracting a few admiring looks. I’m a hot girl on a date. It’s as exhilarating as it always is.

I even stop wondering what he might think of me or how this might go - whether it could just be awkward as hell. I feel too fun and flirty and confident for any of those thoughts.

It’ll work. It’ll be fun. And then you’ll stop this, right? You’ll calm down. You’ll have tried it and you can just…stop…

I bite my lip, trying to ignore that I’m probably lying to myself - and then a deep voice startles me.

“Amy.”

I glance over to the side of the restaurant in surprise, seeing Tyson push off against the wall. He’s got a leather jacket on over a tight t-shirt and stressed gray jeans…and I swear he looks even better in the last hour of daylight than he did in that club. All rugged and muscled and…

“Hey.” I smile, almost shyly, unable to help myself.

He walks right up to me, one arm wrapping around my back as he leans down for a kiss. I almost gasp as he takes it, our mouths meeting and flashes of everything that happened between us that night spreading through me. My cheeks heat and I can already feel my cock stirring. When he finally breaks the kiss, he looks back over me, obviously satisfied.

“Usually I’d wait until the end of a date for that.” His rough voice almost purrs. “But considering how we left things…”

I flush a bit deeper, but he just chuckles, his eyes sparkling as he turns and guides me inside, keeping his arm around me. And just like that, I think I’m gone, all sorts of strange feelings washing over me.

I was expecting to feel some of the lust and desire we had at the club…but this is different, too. Warmer. Nicer.

It’s almost strange, being seen like this - being taken and wanted and…I don’t know, cared for maybe? It’s nothing I’ve ever had before.

He answers when the wait staff come over to lead us to a table and I let him guide me further into the restaurant, succumbing to the simple way he takes charge. It’s just so…nice…having someone do that.

It’s not a fancy restaurant or anything - and I’m not sure what I would have done if he’d tried to take me to the kind of place my parents go - but it’s a step up from the burger place or the fast food chicken restaurant that the kids in my classes hang out at. So basically, not the kind of place I go. That’s enough for it to feel a little special.

That special feeling continues as we sit down and glance over the menus, looking up at each other occasionally, his warm eyes sparkling every time I catch them. It continues right until he opens his mouth a few minutes later.

“So, tell me a bit about yourself, Amy.”

Well then. You knew that was how it was going to go.

I glance down, shrugging slightly and distracting myself with the menu in front of me.

“There’s not much to tell.”

To my surprise, he laughs, and when I look up, the sparkle in his eyes has taken on an amused glint.

“Well, since I know nothing at all, I think just about anything would work.” He grins at me, reaching over to catch my hand on the table. My heart thumps hard within my chest, and I’m not sure if it’s nerves - or that casual affection. “I never would’ve taken you for shy.”

My face starts to flush, and I’m not even quite sure why, as I glance back at the table, suddenly wondering whether I do feel shy, even apart from not wanting to talk about myself too much. I’ve never done this before, and there’s a strange giddy-nervous feeling inside my stomach. Not entirely unpleasant, just…different.

“I just don’t like talking about myself that much.” I say again, keeping my voice modulated and soft. “And…well, this is different from the club.”

He looks at me for a long moment before finally giving me a small smile, eyes lingering on me - only, unlike a lot of what I’ve experienced as Amy, his stay on my face.

“Yeah, I guess it is.”

“I’d much rather get to know you, anyway.” I say, before he can return to the original point. “I don’t really know you, either.”

“Okay then…” He settles back, that small smile still playing across his mouth, the warmth of it reflected in his eyes as he starts talking. He obviously has no problems talking about himself, and some of the tightness eases across my chest.

Thank god for all that time you spent thinking of ways to deflect attention…

He tells me about the small flat he lives in on the other end of time, the two guys he shares with and his major in college here. I have to control my shock when he mentions college - but of course that’s what he does. He’s not just a high school kid like me. We met in a club you’re meant to be over twenty-one to get in, after all.

Which is…quite a bit older than me.

Damn.

I hadn’t thought about that. I get a sudden flicker of alarm as I wonder whether he thinks I’m over twenty-one too, and what he’d think if he knew I’d only just turned seventeen. I almost start panicking about it - about whether this is really, too wrong, the way I’m lying to him now - but then I realize I’ve been lying about my gender this whole time. Surely that’s worse?

But it does mean that all the other stories I’ve put together about Amy, things I’ve come up with largely spontaneously as I’ve been asked questions while I’m out - who she is and what she does…none of those work anymore. None of those are about a college-age girl. I don’t even know the first thing about—

The waiter comes to take our order, and I have to stop my voice from shaking slightly as I give it. realized at the last minute my instinctive order - a burger and fries - probably isn’t the most feminine or date-like thing and swap to chicken, but it tells me just how much the sudden realization of our presumed age difference has knocked me. Enough to bring me out of being a girl on a date.

“Are you okay?”

Oh, and now he’s noticed too. Great. Just perfect.

“Yeah.” I say quickly, taking a sip of water. “Yeah, sorry, just…what was that you were saying? About the football?”

He laughs, shaking his head. “That was probably it, huh? Sorry, you should’ve said if I was boring you with all that.”

“No.” I smile instinctively, enjoying the easy acknowledgment that I might not be into football. That was something it was damn hard to explain as a guy. “I don’t know much about football, but hearing about it is still fun. I don’t mind the image of you on a football field…”

I let my eyes wander down the body I know is thickly muscled and hard, and catch the way his gaze ignites when I bring mine up again. And just like that, I feel like Amy again. I force myself to stop thinking about what I’m going to make up about myself if he asks and decide to just keep the conversation on him for as long as I can.

“Well if I knew that was what you were thinking about, I might have described it differently…”

I nod, giving him a mock-serious look. “Less technicalities, more dashing victories.”

“Exactly.” He smiles, then tilts his head. “Do you follow any sport?”

My stomach flips as the conversation turns back to me - but it’s hardly a difficult question. And, unlike most of the time, I can actually be honest without feeling awkward or out of place about it.

“No.” I shake my head, shrugging. “Never really been my thing.”

“I figured. So what do you like to do, Amy?”

I almost freeze again. Then I actually think about it - the things I like to do are the things I do when I’m Amy. They’re her things. And it doesn’t take much for my mind to flip back to some of the best times I’ve had when I’ve gone out as her.

“Shopping.” I say, almost immediately, then grin. “I probably get the same thrill from putting an outfit together that works perfectly and seeing it on sale as you do when your team scores.”

“Well, I can’t say I know anything about that.” He laughs, then his eyes wander down my body again, the corner of his mouth tilting up. “But I can appreciate the results well enough.”

I flush, a strange pleased feeling spreading through me. I’ve never told anyone that what I really love is shopping - and clothes, and fashion, and all of that. But here, like this, I can. And it’s not a problem at all.

“Anything else?” He gives me an amused look. “It’d be nice to think there’s some middle ground between football and shopping.”

I smile back, immediately thinking of the one thing we obviously do have in common - that I enjoyed almost as much as shopping.

“Dancing.” I suggest, and watch his eyes light up as he thinks back to the night we met at the club.

“Of course.” He murmurs. “That was an amazing night.”

“Yeah…” I agree, unable to help the slight wistfulness to my voice. It wasn’t just the club, the dancing, him. It was my first time out as Amy. Not that I’m about to volunteer that, of course.

“I hadn’t seen you around there before…” He says, his tone considering, then leans forward almost conspiratorially. “So tell me…are you actually old enough to get in? Or did you just flash those long eyelashes at the bouncers?”

My face heats immediately - everything I’d been worrying about earlier hitting me again.

Oh god. I can’t…what would he think? What does he think at the moment? Do I look under twenty-one? I must do…

“I’m not going to tell anyone.” He says, grinning as he sees my hesitation. “Just curious - that place has a reputation for being a little lax with the ID…it’s why I’m there so often.”

That makes me look up, startled.

“Wait…you’re not twenty-one either?”

“Either. Yep, I knew it.” He gives me a triumphant smile as I flush again, then shrugs. “I’m twenty - but a few more months, I won’t have to worry about it. So…go on, then, how about you?”

I hesitate before finally answering. “Eighteen.”

I’m not going to pretend to be older than that. I don’t think I can. And if he’s twenty…that’s not so bad, is it?

But I’ll at least let him think I’m a full adult. I’m not sure what he’d say if he knew he was asking a seventeen year old out on a date.

Or what he’d say if he was asking a guy.

I push that thought away, as he raises his eyebrows in surprise.

“Oh wow, I wouldn’t have guessed that.” But he smiles, obviously not too concerned. “You look older, you know - more mature than that.”

I shrug again, taking a sip of water and trying to think of a way to change the subject - but secretly, I’m pleased as well. I like knowing that Amy isn’t just passable and sexy - she looks older and more mature than I do as Andrew, too.

It seems like she has all the advantages. Every time I come out, that’s all I can think of.

“Is it a problem?” I finally ask, feeling like something is expected from me - but he shakes his head quickly.

“No, not at all. I’m just…impressed, that’s all. Most of the people I know wouldn’t have risked it a couple of years ago.”

“Well…I like dancing.” I say, thinking about far more than dancing. “And I just didn’t want to wait any longer.”

He grins. “Then how come you hardly ever come out now?”

That unease is back again, all of this feeling like it’s getting too close to things I can’t really answer.

“Well…as you say. It’s a risk. Takes me a bit of time to work up to it sometimes.”

He nods understandingly. “Yeah, I get that. Well if you want a smooth twenty-year-old at your side next time, just drop me a message first.”

Despite the slightly uncomfortable feeling in my stomach, I give him a genuine smile, amused.

“Yeah. I’m sure I’d be far less likely to get caught if I have another underage guy with me.”

He laughs. “Okay. Fair point - you must be pretty good at this on your own. The advantage of being a girl, I guess.”

“Yeah.” I smile again.

If only he knew just how much I think that myself.

The conversation slowly moves on, and as he gives amusing anecdotes about some of the clubs he’s tried - successfully or not - to get into, I start to relax again. It’s strange, being here with him, talking like this. It’s fun and nerve-wracking all in one. There are moments I forget all about the deception and risk and just enjoy myself - and then others where it’s all I can think about and everything goes awkward and strange as I’m sure I’m about to be caught out at any moment.

As we talk more, I almost appreciate those moments of awkwardness, though. Otherwise…I’d be slightly worried that it might be going too well. I’m not really sure what I expected - but from everything I’d heard, dates were hard and stressful and confusing. This might be some of those things too, but that’s entirely because of my confused situation - not the date itself. The more I talk to Tyson, the more I like him. It’s more than the heated tension that’s carried over from our time in the club - though that definitely has me thinking of other things at times I probably shouldn’t - it’s a warmer feeling than that. A genuine interest. A curiosity I know can’t go anywhere.

I’m not sure what to think of any of it. But I know that this was never going to be more than tonight - just this experience. My first date. We can’t actually date. Because I’m not actually Amy.

So…it’s a good thing when I do get quiet and awkward and unsure. Because there are times think I might really need that reminder.

Despite all my firm intentions, I do actually tell him a little more about myself - blurring the truth with whatever I need to make it work. When he asks about my family, I don’t mind telling him about my parents - but I don’t mention Maddie. I have no idea what it would have been like to have a sister if I were actually a girl, so I don’t try to invent it. It’s easier for me to be my parents’ daughter - and I find myself borrowing stories from things Maddie has talked about, to supplement my own experiences growing up, too many of which just don’t make much sense.

I think I’m pulling it off, and the whole thing seems to be going reasonably well. I’m even starting to congratulate myself on doing this, on taking the chance for this experience and making this my first date - when everything goes wrong.

Tyson is in the middle of telling me about his two brothers as a burst of chatter and noise appears behind us. The waiter leads a giggling group of girls over to the long table next to us, and as I glance over at the distraction, my heart stops as I recognize them.

Maddie’s friends.

I stare in horror, everything seizing up as my heart suddenly pounds at triple the speed - and then Maddie herself sits down, just across from where I’m sat, almost next to me.

Oh god, oh god, oh god.

Almost as if she can feel my eyes on her, she glances over - and I catch the brief frown of puzzlement before I rip my gaze away, deliberately looking in the other direction, trying to hide my face.

No, no, no…

What the hell is she doing here?!

I knew she was seeing friends tonight, but she didn’t mention she was going out…she never mentioned a restaurant…since when did she go out with friends for a meal like this?!

But I know the answer almost as soon as I think it - I saw the balloons on the table.

Someone’s 18th. I forgot she had friends in Senior year.

Did she mention that’s what she was doing - where she was going? Did I just not listen?

“Amy?”

Tyson breaks into my wildly out of control thoughts and I glance up to see him frowning at me now too.

“Is everything okay?”

I gulp down some water, trying to nod, but I’ve can’t help that I’m looking decidedly away from the table next to us, my head in my hand to try and shield it.

I can feel Maddie glancing over at me, the little looks she’s sending in my direction, obviously trying to work our what’s puzzling her, and I’ve got beads of sweat pricking the back of my neck now.

I try to tell myself that I’m convincing as Amy - that what Maddie’s seeing is another girl, same as everyone else has. But she’s my sister. She’s spent her whole life with me. She knows what I look like, and the tight pit in my stomach tells me that she recognizes me. Even if she hasn’t worked it out immediately, it’s only a matter of time before it all comes crashing down around me. Before she knows. Before everyone knows.

My breathing is racing rapidly out of control and I can feel myself panicking. I can’t look at her, can’t risk it, but I’m sure she’s looking at me.

“I—” I glance up at Tyson’s increasingly concerned gaze. “I—I’m sorry. I have to go to the bathroom.”

I jerk up abruptly, not waiting for his reply as I rush off. My face is beet red and I swear the whole restaurant is looking at me - the whole restaurant knows. Everyone can see the boy in the girls’ clothes and my parents are going to find out and the whole school and everyone will think—

“Miss?”

I stagger to a halt as one of the waiter’s blocks my path - I’m not sure I would have even reacted otherwise.

“The women’s bathroom is over there.” He points out, obviously trying to be helpful, and I glance up to see I’m making a beeline for the men’s.

My flush deepens.

“S-sorry.” I stammer, turning to rush in the direction he just pointed.

I haven’t made that mistake as Amy before. Damn it, I’ve actively enjoyed getting to use the women’s bathroom, the weird insights into this whole other world of being a girl.

But right now, I can’t think about anything.

I burst into the bathroom and - thank god - no one is there as I pause in front of the mirror, taking in my totally white face. Despite the make-up, the sexy clothes and everything…all I can see is myself.

Plain, boring Andrew. A freak dressed in girls’ clothes.

I realize I’m shaking, and I clutch the counter as I try to even out my breath.

Calm down, calm down, calm down.

But I can’t calm down. Everything I’m doing - everything I’m risking - is suddenly crashing through my mind.

What the hell was I thinking?!

The door opens a moment later - and everything inside me dies when I see Maddie walking in. She’s with a couple of friends - girls do that, going to the bathroom is almost a social occasion - but she pauses when she sees me. I scrabble for the tap and jerk it on, washing my hands as if I’ve just finished here, looking down at the counter and trying my best to be invisible, to hide my face.

As I turn to go, she catches my arm.

“Hey, do I know you? I’m sorry, you just look really…”

I shake my head mutely, not looking at her as I sidestep to let her hand slip off me, then turn and leave as quickly as I can. I couldn’t say anything in response - I couldn’t risk it. I soften my voice when I’m Amy, but…I’m sure it still sounds a little like me. It might be enough to break through the confusion in her gaze, give her that moment of clarity—no, around Maddie, I couldn’t risk anything.

Sure, it was rude, but I’m not even thinking about that right now - the only thing gripping me is that I need to get out of here. Right now.

I walk back to the table, and the guy sitting there, momentarily relieved that Maddie’s distracted in the bathroom and won’t see this either. I can’t help thinking that if she catches me doing just about anything, she’ll know. And that will be it.

“I’m really sorry.” I start, the words spilling out of me as Tyson looks up, frowning. “I have to go.”

I grab my purse and coat off the back of the chair, pulling them on and shaking my head at him.

“What? Amy, what is—”

“I have to go.” I say, repeating it, too shaken to form anything else. “I’m sorry.”

“But—we haven’t even—” He starts standing, but I’m already backing away, giving him an apologetic look.

He doesn’t deserve this. No one does. I’ve screwed up. Totally and utterly - and the best thing I can do right now is disappear.

“I’m sorry.” I say again. “It wasn’t—I had a great time. I’m sorry.”

I turn around and dash out of the restaurant - before Maddie can come back from the bathroom, before Tyson can do anything, before anything else can go wrong.

He follows for a few paces, but as I glance back over my shoulder, see him hesitate and look back at the table. The food hasn’t even arrived yet. We’ve already ordered. We can’t both leave right now.

I feel another stab of guilt, but it doesn’t matter. I keep walking.

The only thing that matters is getting out of here.

Right now.


Chapter Twelve

I live in a state of fear and guilt and misery for the next few days.

The moment Maddie comes back from her evening, I think she’s going to know - I think she’s going to see me and work it out, straight away. But she doesn’t. She chatters on to Mom and Dad about her friends’ eighteenth and how she can’t wait to be a Senior and other stupid stuff that I don’t listen to.

I guess she’s probably already forgotten the strange girl who she almost thought she knew. It probably wasn’t a big deal to her.

But it was to me.

To me, it changed everything.

All the risks I’d taken - all the recklessness and stupidity - feels like it’s totally caught up with me. I suddenly realize everything I’ve been doing and what it could mean. Just how dangerous and idiotic this whole thing has become.

Tyson messages me - I didn’t think he would, I figured he’d be too angry to speak to me again - but he does. And I don’t have any answers for him. I tell him I’m sorry, and then I stop replying. It’s a dick move, unfair and unkind - but what else can I say?

I’m sorry. I was actually only pretending to be a woman, and I can’t do that anymore, so…sorry?

Yeah…not that.

He doesn’t give up though. He just wants to know what he did wrong. I give in and end my silence to tell him it wasn’t anything to do with him - that it was all me - but that only encourages him further and he still won’t stop messaging me.

I need to delete his number. I need to block him, and forget everything about being Amy.

But I can’t bring myself to do that - either of those things.

I gather all the clothes and shoes and make-up I bought into a black bag and go to throw it out…but I can’t do that either. So instead it all sits in that black bag at the bottom of my closet, and I just refuse to look at it.

I have to go back to being Andrew. I can’t risk it anymore.

That night was too close - everything I’ve been doing has been too close - and I almost got caught.

I almost ruined my whole life.

It’s not worth it. It’s not.

But even as I swear off the whole damn addiction and convince myself that I’m going to quit it for good - cold turkey, no looking back - I’m…utterly miserable about it all.

I go back to my life as Andrew and it’s never seemed so dull and boring and totally unsuited to me. I try to reignite some of the half-friendships I’d let fade during the excitement of being Amy, and the lackluster response makes me feel sad. I try to search for another hobby - another interest - anything to take my mind off what I had started spending all my time doing. But nothing I think of inspires me.

I like shopping, I told Tyson, and dancing.

I could tell him that. I could admit it.

But…not anymore.

No more.

It’s over.

The finality of it brings me down more than anything. I know I can’t risk it, but that crazy itch is still there anyway. I tell myself it’s just an addiction and it’ll get better with time…but I don’t know that.

My parents keep asking me what’s wrong. After a couple of days, Maddie even checks in on me - despite generally avoiding me these days - so I know it’s bad. But I can’t shake it. I can’t explain it to them, and I can’t do anything about it.

Through it all, Tyson doesn’t stop messaging. Even when I don’t reply. He just wants to know why.

He tells me stupid stuff about how much he liked me, and how he thought it was going so well, and that he didn’t mind whatever my issue was - yeah, sure - but he just wanted to understand. I try to tell myself that if he’s going to be like that, I wouldn’t be interested anyway - that sort of response shouldn’t be cool or attractive. But I just keep thinking that he cares. Like none of my other supposed friends or classmates ever have.

He cares about Amy. In a way that Andrew has never got.

I can’t stop thinking about all the advantages I’ve lost, just from being a guy - from having to be a guy. It sucks. And I can’t get over it.

Eventually, I feel bad enough about everything I’ve done that I start considering giving Tyson an explanation. A real one.

I led him on and deceived him and he didn’t deserve any of it. I can’t fix any of my other problems - I can’t magically become popular or attractive at school, I can’t answer any of my parents’ frustrations about why I’m so down, and I can’t be Amy anymore - but maybe I can tell Tyson the truth.

He’s got nothing to do with the rest of my life - and if I tell him the truth, he’ll go. He’ll disappear and break this thing connection between us for me, since I’ve been so useless at doing it myself.

If he knows…well, there’s nothing he can do with it. He doesn’t know who I actually am - and maybe this way, I get some closure. I can put the whole thing behind me.

This stupid, ill-advised period of my life will have reached it’s inevitable conclusion. Over. Done with. No loose ends to keep me up at night.

So, more scared than I ever was to go out as Amy for the first time, I finally message him asking to meet up. Asking for what he’s wanted this whole time - the chance for me to explain.

It won’t go well. I have no idea how he’s going to react, but there’s no way it can be good. But maybe I deserve that. I’m pretty sure what I’ve done is wrong - maybe this will finally put some of my guilt to rest, if nothing else.

I ask him to meet me at a park that’s usually deserted on the other side of town. The least people who witness whatever scene this is going to be and the further away from everyone I know, the better.

I dress up as Amy for the last time. I figure he should hear it from the girl he thinks he’s been interested in this whole time - and I’m not entirely sure he’ll believe me if I turn up as Andrew. I doubt he’s going to want to believe me.

It still gives me the same thrill and excitement when I put on the clothes I love, arrange my still-mostly-short hair and do my make-up. But it feels sad this time, too. After this, I won’t be using any of this stuff again. I won’t be going out as Amy. It hurts something inside me to think about that. I’ve come to rely on being Amy too much - it makes me feel confident and good and hot and powerful. Now…I’m going to have to find that in my own life somehow. If it’s even possible.

I can’t shift the heavy weight of dread sitting in my stomach as I approach the park - but whereas I almost backed out of most every other thing I’ve done as Amy, this time I don’t consider it. I know I have to face him - and I know that he needs to know.

“Amy.” Tyson says, relief obvious in his voice as he sees me and starts walking toward me.

I back away quickly before he can lean forward and hug me…or kiss me. God, I don’t know what I’d do if he kissed me right now.

“Ty—” My voice catches in my throat, and I have to clear it to continue. “Tyson.”

“What’s going on?” He asks, and I can read the concern and confusion in his face.

I swallow.

“I’m sorry.” I say first, all in one burst. “I’ve done something - something I shouldn’t have - and I’m sorry.”

“What?” His brow furrows, but I don’t let him speak.

I have to get this out before I lose my nerve. Everything is tight and hot and hard inside me, my breathing tight in my chest.

“I—I’m not who you think I am. Tyson…I’m not—I’m not actually a girl.”

It all comes out in a rush, slightly garbled, but his expression doesn’t change. He blinks, but he looks like he didn’t even hear what I said.

“You’re…huh?”

I swallow, unable to believe I’m going to have to repeat it. My face is burning scarlet and my hands are clenched tightly in the fabric of the flowery dress I’m wearing.

“I’m a guy, Tyson. I’m sorry. I never meant…I just…well, I’ve been dressing up this whole time.”

His expression finally shifts, but he’s staring at me with total disbelief.

“What? Amy—”

“My name isn’t Amy.” I swallow again. “It’s Andrew.”

He gives me a look like this is all some elaborate joke - like I’m trying to add insult to injury or something - and his face twists in annoyance.

“Look, if you didn’t want to tell me what’s going on—”

“That is what’s going on.” I say, slightly more emphatic now. I can’t believe I’ve bared everything to him - told him my big, deep secret - and he won’t even listen to me. “I just…I’ve just been dressing as a girl, okay? And I never really meant anything to happen, and I’m sorry, but when it did I just—I couldn’t help it. I wanted it - I wanted you - so I didn’t say anything. Even though I should have. And—and—I don’t know what that makes me, but I had to tell you and—I had to say I’m sorry, okay? So—so I’ve done that and—and well, that’s it I guess, and…”

I trail off under his intense, confused stare. I’m not sure what else I can say. But something in my rambling apology seems to hold his attention for a moment, make him look at me, heavy and scrutinizing.

“Amy.” He says again, his voice strong and totally ignoring that I told him my name was Andrew. “You’re one of the hottest girls I’ve ever met. There’s no way that you’re…anything else. I don’t know what you’re trying to say, but…”

God damn it. Why did he have to say that? Why did he have to think that? Why is it that I’m cursed with being able to be one of the hottest girls around…but instead, I’m actually a guy?

“I am.” I say, and I can’t help the sadness that creeps into my voice. “I’m sorry, Tyson - but I’m not a girl.”

“You look like a girl.” He looks deliberately at me.

I swallow. Am I going to have to prove this, too?

Whatever. You came here to finish things with him - to end this part of your life. Just do it.

Without thinking about it too much, I reach into the neckline of my dress and pull out the socks I’m using to stuff the padded bra with, shaking my head.

“I…I’m good at dressing up.” I say, even though it sounds stupid. It all sounds so stupid. I almost can’t believe I’ve spent so long doing something that…really, doesn’t make any sense.

He stares at the socks, then at my slightly flatter chest.

“You still look like…”

“It’s a padded bra.” I explain, wondering if I could feel more awkward or embarrassed about all this.

His brow draws down and he folds his arms, reminding me just how large his biceps are again. I get a flutter of interest go through me, but I ignore it.

Really not the time, Andrew. Amy. Damn it, whoever you are right now.

“You’re a guy.” He repeats, his tone dubious. His eyes are dark and suspicious, like he thinks I’m trying to play an elaborate joke on him or something, and I try not to squirm uncomfortably.

I shrug, unable to meet his eyes. “Yeah.”

“Prove it.”

That makes my gaze dart up toward him.

“H—how?”

He frowns again, then finally settles on it. “Show me your cock, then. If you’re a guy.”

His tone is almost triumphant, like he doesn’t expect me to be able to do that. My stomach drops out from under me, wondering whether I can actually do that. The conflicted mess of anxiety and confusion just makes it worse, but…

What the hell?

I’ve come this far.

I glance around, but the park is as deserted as I hoped earlier. I get a sudden burst of fear as I wonder just what he might do when he actually sees it. How he might react to everything we’ve done together while he’s thought that I’m…well, someone else entirely. I half wonder if I’m going to leave here black and blue…and I can’t say I’d blame him if I do. I probably deserve it for starting this crazy thing in the beginning.

I lift my dress up and push the panties I’m wearing aside, letting my cock slip out the side. I’ve never been very big - and right now it’s shriveled up entirely - but there’s still no doubting what it is. A guy’s cock - definitely not a girl’s crotch. It feels strange as anything to just expose myself like that - but considering everything else I’ve done, I’m not too shy about it. Sure, my cheeks are flaming red, but then they have been from the start of all this.

Tyson’s eyes almost bulge out of his head, and I see them flick from my exposed cock to my face again - several times. Until I get uncomfortable enough that I shove myself back inside the panties and drop the dress.

“Okay?” I say, even though it’s obviously not necessary. “Look, I’m sorry Tyson, really…I just…this all went too far.”

He opens his mouth, but for a long moment nothing comes out. The coward in me wants to turn and rush off before he can get over the shock - I’ve given him an explanation, done what I came to do, and I just want to sink into the ground and forget all about it as best I can. But I deserve whatever he has to say - whatever his reaction might be - so I make myself face him.

“But…what…”

He still looks shell-shocked, looking up and down my body as if he can’t reconcile what he just saw with what he does now. Not long ago that would probably have given me some messed up sense of satisfaction, but right now all it does is make me more sad.

His frown deepens as he keeps looking at me, obviously wildly uncomfortable and out of his depth. I don’t blame him.

“So…what…are you…like, becoming a girl or something?”

I blink. Of all the things I thought he might say - that wasn’t it.

“What?”

“Well…” He gestures up and down my body. “You look like one. You go out as one. W-why would you do that?”

For some reason he doesn’t even seem to be getting mad. He just seems confused.

“I…” I shrug, not sure how to respond. “I like it.”

“Why?” Then his expression darkens. “And why would you…what the fuck is all this about, Amy? Or, you know, whatever your name is. The things we did…”

He trails off, a grimace spreading over his face, but then he looks back at me again and shakes his head.

“Damn it, I don’t even know…you still look hot, you know. You still look like a girl. You still look like someone I’d—I don’t get it.”

“That’s why I did it.” I shrug again. “I look hot like this. I like it—or I did. It’s stupid, and I’m sorry, I never meant for it to go that far, I just…”

“What? You just what?”

“I don’t know.”

“I don’t get it.” He says again, shaking his head. “You look hot pretending to be a girl, so you decide to go out and be one?”

Put like that, it sounds stupid. Then again, it probably sounds stupid any way you say it. It is stupid.

“Or is it just that you like messing with people?”

I wince, though I understand the ire behind it.

“No…it’s not about that. I never wanted to—”

“What did you want?”

“I just wanted to see what it was like, I guess.”

He gives me a disbelieving look, like the idea of someone being curious about what it was like is totally alien. I guess it is. I bet he’s never had a single thought in that direction.

“Which part, exactly? Dressing like this - going to a club - kissing a guy - sucking my cock - going on a date?! Because for someone who ‘just wanted to try it’, you’ve taken it pretty far.”

My face flushes a deeper shade of red and I can’t look at him.

“Well?”

I kick at the dirt a little - not a particularly ladylike, feminine thing to do, but at the moment…that’s not how I’m feeling. I just feel stupid.

“All of it, I guess.”

“And?”

I glance up, confused, to see his arms folded across his chest and that intent stare trained on me. He’s obviously irritated, challenging me - but behind the frustration I see there, I get the feeling he’s even a little…disappointed. I guess he’s just found out that the girl he thought he liked doesn’t exist. He’s not the only one disappointed about that, either.

“And what?”

“What was it like, then? Worth it?”

I shift uncomfortably. “Doesn’t seem like it anymore.”

Even though every part of me is screaming yes. That it was amazing. The best times I’ve ever had. I push all that aside. It doesn’t matter anymore. It’s not worth thinking about. I’m not even sure why we’re still talking - why he hasn’t stormed off in anger and disgust the moment he found out the truth.

“Because…what, you felt bad? Or you decided you didn’t like it? Or what?”

I’m not sure why he’s asking all these questions - why he still seems to care.

“It was too stupid - too risky. My sister saw me - almost worked it out - at the restaurant. It’s why I had to leave. I’ve been…really stupid, this whole time.”

I’m not sure why I’m answering him either - that’s more than I’d planned to tell him - but it’s the only chance I’ve ever had to say any of this out loud. To give voice to the despair I’ve been living in for the last few days. For some reason, he’s listening, and I feel like I need to get it out.

“Look, I’m sorry Tyson. I don’t know if you believe me, but I really am. I should never have given you my number or anything - but…yeah, okay, it was worth it. I loved being a woman. I loved being at the club, dancing, and…all the other things we did too. It’s been so good that I got reckless and started doing it whenever I could - and I’m finally realizing it can’t continue this way. I have to stop. Kill the addiction and just…stop. Go back to my normal life like none of this ever happened - or someone is going to find out.”

He looks at me for a long moment, and some of the irritation on his face seems to ease into consideration. He taps his fingers on those hard muscles, and it’s momentarily distracting before I remember that I’m not actually Amy and…I don’t even know if I like guys. I’ve never been distracted by one as Andrew.

“And would that be such a bad thing?” He finally asks. “Sounds like you’d rather be a woman.”

My thoughts are cut off as I just stare at him.

“And…” He gestures up and down my body. “The way you look right now…the way you’ve been every time I’ve met you…damn, when you said you weren’t, well…I definitely thought you were in the middle of some kind of process.”

“I…” My voice is suddenly hoarse and I have to swallow before I can answer. “I can’t.”

But something is racing in my blood, my heart suddenly in my throat and my breath hard to catch.

“Why not?”

“I…my…my family…my…everyone. What would everyone say?!”

He looks at me, and I almost think there’s a glimmer of sympathy there.

“Are your folks super conservative, then? Religious? You think they’d throw you out?”

I blink.

“N-no.” I shake my head, unable to understand how he doesn’t get it. “B-but…they’d freak out. They’d be…shocked…embarrassed…everyone would…”

I trail off. I’m not even sure what they would be. It wouldn’t be anything good, that’s for sure.

He raises his eyebrows. “If you want it that much, shocked and embarrassed doesn’t seem that bad.”

I stare at him and try not to think about what he’s saying. Try not to register any of it. I don’t think I want to risk thinking about it - I don’t want that on my mind, I don’t want to think maybe. I can’t. I know I can’t.

I just shake my head mutely and Tyson shrugs.

“Suit yourself.” He shrugs, then unfolds his arms with a sigh. “Damn. Thought for a little while there that I’d found a girl worth pursuing. Just my luck.”

He shakes his head as he moves past me and I turn around in surprise.

“Wait—” I say, before I even know why I’m calling out. I just know my stomach is tight and I somehow don’t want to see him go. He glances over his shoulder at my confused expression. “Y-you’re not…mad?”

“Sure I am. It was a fucked up thing to do.” He tilts his head at me, and I think I catch a glimpse that I recognize in his eyes, there and gone. “Though…maybe I’d be a little more angry if it hadn’t been quite such a good blow job.”

The breath whooshes out of me and he continues walking away, leaving me standing there, totally shocked.

Such a good blow job?

I tell myself I shouldn’t be thinking about that right now. But the words lodge deeper than I’d like, and I watch him go with a pang of sadness.

How was it I somehow found the one guy open minded enough to have a conversation like that with…and then I’d somehow lost him too?

I tell myself I shouldn’t be thinking about that. It should be over and done - I’ve put it all to bed now, closed up all the loose ends. But I stare after him anyway, longing for things I don’t even understand.


Chapter Thirteen

I try to do everything I promised myself over the next few days.

I put Amy’s clothes away and I don’t look at them. I close all the fashion blogs and online shops open on my computer. I talk to my parents, to my classmates at school, as best I can. I try to take up ‘normal’ activities, even if they don’t appeal.

But what I can’t do, is stop thinking about it.

Tyson’s words echo through my head again and again.

I’d never actually thought…

Despite everything I’ve been doing and all those times I thought how much better it would be to be a girl…I never actually thought about being one. For real. I mean, it’s stupid, right? That sort of thing can’t ever happen.

It would be a disaster. A scandal. Everyone would hate me. No one would want to be around me. My parents would be disappointed. Upset. Angry. I don’t know.

‘You think they’d throw you out?’

I do think I know, almost immediately, that they wouldn’t do that. They wouldn’t understand, they’d try to convince me I don’t mean any of it, but…they wouldn’t go that far.

They don’t understand you now, either.

As much as I try to ignore it all, I can’t stop thinking about it. It’s the one thing that makes my heart race, that tears me up with anxiety and excitement and too many emotions to work out. It’s the one thing thought that stops me sinking down into abject misery.

Tyson doesn’t message me again. Of course.

But I can’t un-hear everything he said. His casual assumption that I might actually become a woman. Change my whole life like that. Hell, he thought I’d be better as a woman and he’s never seen how useless I am as a guy. Though maybe he guessed.

It’s such a big, terrifying thing that I have to think about it carefully, in very small doses, or I start feeling dizzy and panicky. The more I think about it though…the more it solidifies in my mind. As something real. Actual potential.

And the longer it’s there, the more I ask myself what I really want - which would be worse.

To change everything and become Amy? Or to spend my life like this, as dull, out of place Andrew?

And I start wondering how bad it would really be.

I might be a social outcast, my parents might be upset and angry and disappointed. No one could understand or accept me. I might get teased or bullied or any number of things. I might be ignored completely.

But…how different is any of that to the way things are now?

And if I had to pick, wouldn’t I rather go through all that as Amy? The person I feel so much more comfortable being?

The person who makes me feel powerful and sexy and right, even if that’s what’s going on around me?

The more time that goes on without me dressing up and becoming Amy again, the louder the thoughts get - and eventually, I can’t suppress it anymore.

I do the hardest thing I think I ever have.

I tell my parents I need to talk to them about something. I can tell from the way they look over at each other that they’ve known something is up for a while - and it’s obvious they’re concerned…but I think I catch a glimmer of relief, too.

That won’t last.

I pick an evening that Maddie is out - I don’t think I could deal with all of them at once. And maybe I won’t even have to think about her…maybe this will be the end to it. Or maybe my parents will tell her. Or maybe—

If anything, I think I might be doing this to get that or maybe out of my head. I’m practically drowning from the depth of these thoughts now.

I take a breath, swallow slightly, and then come right out with it.

“I think I want to be a girl.”

For a long moment, I don’t think they’ve heard, and I’m taken straight back to what it was like telling Tyson. Only, with him, I guess it was the other way around. I use that brief gap to launch into my explanation - the thing I’ve been practicing and rehearsing for weeks that goes straight out of my head the moment I’m sat facing them. But it doesn’t matter, because I’ve lived with how I’ve felt about this for years now. I couldn’t stop the explanation if I tried.

I tell them all about what I’ve been doing - well, the dressing up as Amy and buying clothes and stuff, anyway. I leave out the going to clubs underage and meeting Tyson. They definitely don’t need to know about any of that. I tell them how much better it’s felt, how I’ve never felt right as Andrew and I’ve never fit in - how everything I like is what I can do as Amy, not Andrew. I even tell them her name, the woman I think I should have been, and that leaves me sweating and weirdly uncomfortable. She’s been just mine for so long that I’m not sure what to make of it.

When I’m done, they’re still staring. And they exchange another few glances between themselves. I’m not sure I can deal with waiting, I feel sick to my stomach and like I might have just imploded my entire life.

Well, I have. That’s what I was going for. But I’d like it to be in a good way instead of…

“Well…” Mom starts, and she’s white as a sheet as she looks over at my Dad, her voice slightly shaky. “At least it isn’t drugs?”

Dad clearly doesn’t know what to say. He’s shifting uncomfortably and he can’t quite look at me, and I wonder whether I should just sink into the floor and disappear. Whether I should never have brought this up. But I needed to. I needed this.

I tell them that - that I wouldn’t have thought it, mentioned it, done it…if it hadn’t been something I needed so badly. If I didn’t feel so terribly down whenever I hadn’t had the chance to be Amy - to be the person I really think I am.

I don’t know whether they understand, but I think they recognize something. They’ve complained at me enough times about my miserable attitude that I figure they must know the times I’m talking about.

“But…why…” Dad starts, then stops, looking over at my Mom again.

I bite my lip. If nothing I’ve already said has answered that, I don’t think I can.

“Are you…” He tries again. “I don’t think…you’re really…sure, Andrew. About all this. Why don’t we—”

“Why don’t we just take a bit of time, hm?” Mom interrupts, looking between us both with concern and obviously worried about what Dad might say - or how I might take it. “It’s, um, well…it’s…I think we probably all need to think about this for a bit, okay?”

After a moment, I nod, not able to look at either of them as I feel the uncomfortable weight that settles into the room. I can feel my Dad’s disbelief, his skepticism, and it weighs me down. A confused jumble of feelings tumbles around inside me and I can’t work them out. I’m disappointed, I know that, but it’s not like this is worse than I expected. It could’ve gone so much worse. But…I’m not sure what to do with this muted response, either.

I mumble something and stand up, suddenly wanting to be anywhere but here, not quite able to bear the discomfort of everything I’ve just said hanging in the air between us. They don’t approve, they don’t want it, I know that. They wish I was normal.

But at least they’re not saying that. At least they’re trying, right? Maybe. If that’s what they’re doing.

I disappear up to my room before they can say anything else, not sure whether I’m relieved or terrified or wish I’d never brought it up. But I have said it now. They know. Whatever happens, surely that’s better than just trying to deal with this on my own? At least this way, there’s potential, right? They might not get it, but I could have…

Can you? Can you really? Who is ever going to understand this?

I try to stop thinking about it, but it feels overwhelming, impossible, it’s the only thing going through my mind. I wish I knew what they thought. I wish they’d come out and say something. Start a fight. Anything. At least then I’d have something to react to - at least then I’d know. I wouldn’t just be wondering, panicking about what all this might mean.

I can’t settle, trying to sit at my computer, but jumping up before I can get absorbed - picking a book from the shelf, then abandoning it a moment later. All I can think about is that.

I alternate between pacing and trying to calm down and distract myself, and wonder whether I should just go down there and start talking some more. Find out what they think. But I get what Mom said. I get that they need time to talk - they need time to work it out for themselves. And I’m not sure what else I can do…

Until my eyes land on the black bag of clothes stuffed into my wardrobe, and I hesitate.

I could do that.

They don’t understand, they don’t see it - they’ve only ever known me as Andrew, raised me as Andrew. But I make a convincing woman - it’s not like I’m suggesting becoming a drag queen or anything like that. Maybe Dad just doesn’t believe it would work? Maybe I could show them…

It would either help…or make things a hundred times worse…

But it’s also the one thing that might calm me down. And if I’m going to face all this, despite how difficult it might be…wouldn’t I rather do it as Amy? The person that actually makes me feel good?

I pause for another long moment, before finally reaching for the bag. The bag I haven’t touched for too long now. The answer to the itch I’ve been trying to ignore all this time. I’m almost shaking with anticipation, but I do it. I pull out some clothes, and almost straight away I’m back in that mindset. I’m calmer. More determined.

And I decide to do it.

I shift through options, relieved that nothing is too crumpled - and then I start getting dressed. I stay away from the more sexy, revealing clothes I have…it’s hardly fair to ask Mom and Dad to deal with that too. Instead, I pick a floral dress and slowly start getting dressed.

I get calmer as I do, with a growing buzz of anticipation. I’m not sure I should want Mom or Dad to see me like this…but I kind of do. I want them to know I can pull this off. I want them to see me as the person I think I really am.

Even if I’m slightly terrified how they’re going to react to it.

I do my makeup too, again going lighter on the eye liner and making my eyes less fuck me and more gently feminine. By the time I’m done, I look as good as I always do. I select a pair of strappy heels too, even though I don’t really need them for just going down into the kitchen, just because they emphasize the curve of my body and make the whole look work so much more.

And then I’m done. And I stare at the door like it might bite me.

But I’m doing this. I know I’m doing this. There’s telling them all this stuff…but showing is different. Even if it doesn’t work, they should know.

I’m still almost trembling as I leave my room, make my way downstairs without any secrecy or caution, so different from every other time I’ve done this.

I hear them talking in the kitchen - not loudly - and I walk in before I can make out what they’re saying. I don’t want to hear the wrong thing and lose my nerve before I see them.

Mom glances over her shoulder as she hears me - and then her head freezes in place, eyes widening as she grips the counter top.

“Hey.” I say, in my softer, girly voice. It feels weird as fuck, and part of me is totally freaking out but…I’m determined. “I just…I wanted to show you, I guess.”

Dad moves around from beside Mom and then he stops still as well. His mouth opens.

I can feel my face flushing, but I stand my ground even as they both stare at me.

“This is…what I’ve been doing.” I swallow. “I wanted you to know it’s…it’s real. It’s good. It works. I don’t look—I don’t look wrong, I guess.”

“I…um…” Mom tries to clear her throat, but still can’t seem to get words out.

“I know it’s…um, it’s a lot, but…well…” I shrug, finding myself looking down, bashful in the way that Amy gets, not the way Andrew does. It’s automatic - this is automatic for me, more natural than the way I’ve lived my whole life up to this point. And it’s what I want. So badly.

I know I can’t force all that, not right now, not straight away, but…at least now they know. That’s got to be a good thing, right?

“I’ll, um, well…I’ll let you—”

The front door slams, and I suddenly freeze up entirely.

“Hey!” Maddie calls out, walking casually toward us. “We got the project done early so I figured I’d come home for dinner and—”

She sees me as soon as she walks into the room - and then she stops too. But unlike Mom and Dad, she doesn’t lose the ability to speak. No, far worse. She recognizes me.

“It’s—it’s you.” She stares at me, her mouth opening as she obviously remembers that night. “That’s why—you’re—what the actual fuck?!”

“Maddie…” I say, using Amy’s voice automatically—

And then she totally freaks out. I step back as Mom and Dad cut in, trying to calm her down, my heart racing and everything feeling like it’s about to implode. I watch them yelling at each other, arms waving around, trying to make different points and talking over each other. I think Mom and Dad are trying to explain, might be actually trying to stick up for me - but they don’t understand either and it’s just painful to watch.

Too painful. I don’t think I can deal with it, and I start backing away, feeling more uncomfortable than I think I ever have in my life.

Mom notices and looks over at me.

“Andrew—”

I turn around before she can finish whatever she’s about to say. I don’t want to be part of this. I can’t deal with it. I can’t deal with being the cause of it.

Instead, I start running.

I dart out of the house - just needing to get away. Maybe it’s stupid and cowardly and everything but I can’t deal with Maddie finding out like that - I can’t deal with her reaction - I can’t deal with my parents. I just want everything to stop - and if it won’t, then I’m going to.

These shoes aren’t made for running, but that doesn’t stop me, and I go until I can’t anymore, the blood pounding in my head partly drowning out all the awful thoughts, the breath ripping from my chest enough to distract me.

I tear through the streets until I see a turning for a park, and then run into that, just wanting to be away from people - away from everything.

I dash past the parents playing with their kids and into a more secluded part to it, eventually coming to a stop under two great oak trees. I collapse to the ground there, bringing my knees up and hugging them tight to me as the chaos and difficulty of it all washes over me. As all the sharp, strong emotions overwhelm me, sucking me down and getting me lost in that maelstrom.

And then I cry.

Not the way I’ve cried a couple of times, reluctantly and half-hidden, as Andrew.

But the way a girl would cry. The way Amy wants to cry.

Great, heaving sobs that go all the way through me, little pockets of emotion rising and bursting out of me as I wail and moan and hug myself tighter. I let the tears pour down my face, probably smudging all the makeup I just put on - and god, who knows, maybe that will reveal that I’m actually a guy. Right now, I don’t care.

I just need this - this release.

It feels like all the fear and worry and secrecy wells up and surges through me, everything I’ve thought about and worried over the past year of doing all this…everything I am and want to be and can’t be. It’s like it’s all there, buried deep inside, and I’m finally letting myself feel how much it’s gotten to me. How bad it’s been.

Seeing my family react to it all…it’s enough to open those floodgates and let it all out.

In the middle of it all, torn and miserable and broken down, I find myself opening my cell phone. Lost in so much despair, I don’t even hesitate. I text Tyson. I don’t think he’ll reply. I don’t really expect anything. But I could never bring myself to delete his number - and right now, I use it without thinking, unconsciously seeking for some small part of the comfort I felt when I was with him.

‘I told my family. It didn’t go well.’

I don’t expect anything back - but now at least someone knows. At least it’s out there in some way, rather than just burning me up from the inside.

When my cell buzzes a few minutes later, I don’t even think it’s him. I wonder whether Mom is calling - trying to work out where I am, trying to make sure I’m not doing something stupid. I wonder whether they’re horrified that I ran out of the house like this - that I’m outside, in public, dressed like…a girl. Whether that bothers them. I told them I’d been doing it, but—

‘Where are you?’

It’s not from my Mom. I’m still stupid and confused, not really sure it’s real as I text the name of the park - a response I wouldn’t have given if it had been Mom.

There’s no reply and I try to put it out of my head. I’m too upset to think about it much. I never expected anything from him anyway - I thought he’d probably blocked me after I told him the truth. I’m too wrapped up in everything that’s going on with me to care - it was just nice being able to reach out to someone, to tell someone what was going on. The guy who’d encouraged me to tell them in the first place.

But, sure enough, after a while I look up to see him walking over from the small passageway to the main part of the park. I’m a complete mess. I’m still sobbing and hiccuping and I know my make up is running and I’m not even sure I want him to see me like this…but he does.

“There you are.” He comes over, and I can see he’s slightly hesitant, but he comes to crouch down beside me anyway. “Hiding back here…that bad, huh?”

That - plus the sudden warmth and niceness of his presence, something I hadn’t expected at all - sends a fresh wave of sobs through me, and I can’t speak beyond the tears. I try to, but it comes out garbled and confused and I end up burying my head in my arms again.

Tyson looks over at me, and when I glance up, I can see the confused twist to his expression.

“Not going to lie…this feels pretty weird. The way you look right now…I kind of want to comfort you like you were actually a girl, but…”

The words are enough - I can’t stop myself anymore. I lean over to him, pressing into his side - and a moment later, his arms come around me. Then they both squeeze tight and I feel him sigh as he brings me into his warm, powerful body.

“God, Amy…” He mutters, and I shake in his arms.

I don’t think I’ve ever felt like this before. I’ve never had someone hold me like this - and I never knew how good it could feel, either. To feel cared for and protected…comforted…like that. It’s nothing I would get as Andrew, but…

I cry a bit harder, not even sure it’s entirely from upset anymore, but maybe just shock and how good this feels. If that even makes sense. He starts stroking my back, shaking his head at himself and obviously confused.

“I don’t get it…” I’m not sure whether he’s talking to me or just himself, but I sink back into him easily anyway. “You look like a girl…feel like a girl…hell, you even smell like one. Makes it hard to remember…”

“Well…I’ve told them now.” I shrug, the sobbing finally starting to ease enough to talk. “Maybe I will be a girl from now on.”

It’s not that simple - I know that - but it’s a nice thought anyway. If I’ve gone through all this…there’s got to be some point, right? Something to make it worth it?

“Maybe.” His voice is non-committal, distant, but he doesn’t stop holding me.

I never want him to stop. I can’t believe how good it feels.

“Sorry.” I sniffle, after a while. “I didn’t…I wasn’t asking you to come.”

“Yeah. But I was nearby and…well…I don’t know.”

I’m not sure he knows why he came either. But he doesn’t stop me from nestling into his lap, and for a crazy moment I get the urge to turn around and kiss him. I don’t - that would be too much. But I want to.

We don’t say anything for a long time and gradually I get myself back under control. My breathing starts to even out, the sobs subside and I’m left with just the occasional hiccup. I’m glad I never turned around, too, because I slowly become aware of how much of a mess I must be.

“So…it was bad, huh?” He asks eventually.

“Yeah…no…I don’t know.” I frown, confused. “Kind of.”

It wasn’t as bad as it could have been, but…I don’t know. I’d wanted more. I’d hoped…

“Just hard, I guess.” I finally say. “I never thought I’d actually…it’s hard to deal with. Wondering what they think now. And my sister…”

I trail off, closing my eyes. I don’t want to think about Maddie. However my parents might feel in the end, I don’t think she’s going to approve. Not at all.

Tyson doesn’t answer me, but he doesn’t let go either, and I have no idea how long we stay like that - until eventually, my cell phone starts buzzing again.

I glance down to see my Mom calling me, but I ignore it. I can’t talk to her right now. Not with everything…and not with Tyson here. Eventually, it flickers off by itself - but then I get a series of texts, and I know they’re wondering where I am. It’s not like I was in a particularly good state when I left.

“Do you need to…” Tyson asks and I sigh, shifting against him.

“I guess.” I look down at it again. I don’t want to read the messages, but I can see the number - three - and I bite my lip. “I probably should. I don’t know how long I’ve been out here.”

He nods, and releases me about as reluctantly as I feel about it.

I sigh again, finally turning to look at him.

“Thanks.”

I don’t know what else to say. I feel suddenly awkward - and washed out. Totally drained. I don’t know what to make of anything that happened today.

He just shrugs.

“It’s okay. I hope it works out for you.”

“Yeah. Me too.”

I stand up to go, gathering my cell up with me, and then hesitate, looking down at where he’s sitting with his arms hooked over his knees. It’s a casual position, but pretty much everything he does seems to remind me just how hot he can be, bringing out those hard muscles and making me want to nestle into his arms again. I don’t think I’ve ever felt quite so much like a girl as I did there - or maybe I just haven’t felt like one in that way before. There’s something different about that sense of vulnerability, the feeling of protection…

“You okay?” He asks, looking up at me, and I realize I’ve just been stood there looking at him.

I hesitate, nod, then hesitate again. I want to ask if I’ll see him later, or suggest maybe I’ll text him, let him know how everything goes, but…I don’t know whether that would be welcome. I don’t know whether we’re going to talk again. And it feels like maybe it would be better like that - unspoken, unknown. If it happens, then it does…if not, well, I know I screwed things up. That’s fair.

So instead, I mutter another thanks, and turn to go.

I wish I could say I go back feeling more determined and resolute, that I know how I’m going to face my family. But I don’t. Mostly, I just feel tired. Exhausted. I go back, with only the briefest glimmer of anxiety, because I think I might be too drained to care right now.

I’m just tired, and I want this done with.

When I get back, Mom has obviously been waiting anxiously in the kitchen, and she comes to the door the moment she hears it. When she sees me, she does a brief double take - and I’m not sure whether it’s because she’s not used to seeing me like this or because it’s probably really damn obvious that I’ve been crying.

“Andrew…” She says, looking over at me sadly and sighing a little. “I’m sorry…how that went.”

I just shrug. I didn’t really expect it to be any better with Maddie.

She comes closer to me though, reaching out to squeeze my arm.

“Look, sweetie…I think it’s going to take some time, okay? This…this is obviously something you’ve been living with, thinking about, for a while - but…well, for us…it’s a bit of a shock. We—we just need some time to get used to it, but, but it’s okay, alright?”

I feel bad. I can see that she’s trying, that she wants everything to work out somehow, and I feel guilty for putting her in that position. For making everything difficult. I want this, but I never wanted to make things hard for them.

I nod, but I can’t quite look at her.

“Either way…I’m glad you told us. We’ll work things out, but…I’d much rather know what was going on with you, okay?”

I nod again, but this time I do glance up at her, just briefly. The caring in her expression just makes me feel bad again, and I have to fight down another wave of sobs, the same as when Tyson came and put his arms around me. On instinct, I step forward and wrap my arms around her, and then she does the same as he did - wrapping her arms around me and squeezing tightly. It doesn’t feel the same, of course, but both are good. Both are what I needed.

“Thanks.” I mutter into her neck, quiet enough I’m not even sure she’s heard it. “I’m sorry, Mom.”

“Shh…don’t be, okay? If this is…if this is what you want…we’ll, well, it will work out. Okay?”

I nod. I’m not sure exactly how much I believe her - and I still have no idea what Dad or Maddie think - but I can’t help the wave of gratitude for that much support, anyway.

When I finally step back, she squeezes my shoulder again and I walk up to my room. I don’t see Maddie - thank god - and when I get into my room I slump down on the bed, exhaustion threatening to overwhelm me.

I glance across at the mirror and see that I really do look as much of a mess as I’d thought. With a sigh, I drag myself over to the makeup table and start removing it all. Going back to being Andrew. For now, anyway.

It’s all too much to think about or work out right now. I don’t really know what this is going to mean. Right now, everything feels hard. But…as I take the makeup off, I can’t help think that it feels different this time.

I’m not doing it, wondering if this is the last time I’ll have it on. I’m not doing it to hide. I’m going back to being Andrew, but…there’s a part of me that’s alive now, wondering whether at some point that will be the exception. Whether Amy will become more than she’s been able to before. Deep inside, under the uncertainty and doubt, it’s impossible not to sense the small glimmer of excitement too.

It might all end up being a disaster. I’m not sure how my family are going to cope with it or exactly what’s going to happen. But…it is going to be different. They know now. I don’t have to hide it. We can talk about it.

I’ve got the biggest chance I’ve ever had of actually getting to be Amy.

For real. For good.

Maybe.

And that was worth it, wasn’t it?

I might not be sure about that right now, but I think I know what the answer is going to be.

It’s worth the risk - worth whatever might happen - for the chance to live how I’ve always wanted to.

To be Amy.


Epilogue

After that, it slowly gets easier.

Mom’s right - it takes a bit of time, and they take a while to get used to it, to discuss it with me and make sure I’ve really considered everything - but eventually they let me know that if that’s really what I want, they’ll support me.

And it is what I want. More than anything.

I know that now.

It took a long time to admit it - a really long time, of denial and confusion and deliberate ignorance - but now that I have, and now that I’ve finally got it out, there’s no going back.

It’s worth it. A million times over.

Sure, it’s hard. I didn’t find my family’s reaction easy, and I got many worse than that. But the more open I am about it, the less I find myself caring.

I want to be Amy. I love her. I love her more than I ever loved myself as Andrew, and that’s enough to get me past it.

I don’t think Mom and Dad really understand - I’m not sure whether they ever quite will, however many times or ways I try to explain it to them - but they support me anyway. And I’m more grateful for that than I can say.

Maddie doesn’t, but I expected that - and I can’t even say I blame her for it, not really. She’s spent her whole life thinking one thing…and now suddenly she hasn’t really got a brother anymore. She’s got a sister - only, not really, in her mind. I can tell she doesn’t know how to deal with it, and it’s not something she wants. It’s sad, because I won’t deny how many fantasies I’ve had about being sisters with her, getting to share and swap gossip and clothes…but I know that’s not going to happen. It’s too much to expect it from her.

She deals with it mostly by ignoring me - it takes weeks for her to even speak to me after she found out - and then intermittently accusing me of ruining her life and trying to convince me this is going to be awful for all of us - at school, in public, whatever. By that point I’m convinced enough that it doesn’t bother me the way she thinks it should.

And, really, it’s not that bad. Sure, everyone finds it weird as fuck at first. I’m simultaneously ignored at school, while sidelong glances, whispers and pointing follow me around. I get called a lot of names, but I don’t really care. I know what I’m doing isn’t normal, but the simple ability to come to school as the person I want to be is something no one can take away from me.

It’s not like I was popular or fit in before, anyway, so I don’t see that much difference. This way, over time, there’s the chance of it getting better. Because whatever everyone may say, I have seen the way a few of the guys at school have looked at me - ways that none of the girls ever did when I was Andrew - and I can tell that some of the teasing is limited by just how confused everyone is that I look so good as a girl. That the whole thing actually works.

I don’t know what the last year of school is going to be like - but I also know it’s going to end. And part of me can’t wait for college - where no one will know me as anyone but Amy, right from the start.

Mom and Dad have let me start hormone treatments, and we’re discussing going all the way. I can tell it terrifies them - but I couldn’t be more excited about it all. I know it will take a while, but with every passing day I’m more and more like a girl, and it’s better than I ever imagined.

Now that I’m able to live day-to-day as Amy, I cut back on all the crazy experimenting and outings I took as her before. I decide to quit the clubs until I’m not underage anymore - after everything Mom and Dad are supporting me with, I figure it’s not fair to be any other kind of difficult kid too. I miss the dancing, but now that I’m really Amy - in a way that everyone can see, that’s open and public and officially me - I’m glad I’m not doing anything that makes me too obviously slutty.

I can’t deny to myself that dressing this way, being feminine and girly and everything I want, gets me going and makes me want to be sexy and naughty and all sorts of things - but I’m not sure I want anyone else to know. Not right now. It seems like maybe it’d be best kept in private, and only shared at the right sort of time…

So pretty much Tyson is the only one who has any idea of the things I got up to when I was ‘discovering myself’. And he’s said he won’t tell anyone. We talk a lot more now - but that’s all we do. Sometimes he feels like the only person who I can really talk to about how I’m feeling. I don’t think he understands all of it, but there’s something about being with him that makes me feel better anyway. And, to some extent, he’s been there from the beginning. He knows more than anyone else. And he knows how to challenge me in all the right ways.

He hasn’t made any other move since he found out I was actually a guy, and I don’t know whether he will. I catch him looking sometimes, and I’m never quite sure whether it’s because he can’t believe that under all this I started off as a guy…or whether it’s a more base, simpler kind of look. He’s made a couple of jokes about looking me up once I’ve gone all the way, seeing where things go, but I’m not sure whether he means it or not. I can’t deny the way I look at him, or the things I fantasize about, but I don’t push it. I’m just happy he’s still around - he makes me feel like a girl in some ways that no one else does.

If something happens? Sure, I’d be thrilled.

But if not?

Well, there’s all of college to look forward to.

There’s all of life to look forward to.

Now that I get to be Amy, I can’t wait for every little part of it.

THE END
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[image: ] The New Cheerleader

Tim has always wanted to be on his high school football team, but with his small frame, he's got no chance - not on the football team anyway...
Tim has spent years longing to be a part of the game he lives for - and to hang out with all the cool, popular jocks…guys like his idol, the school celebrity Brad Livingstone. Junior year, he’s determined. He doesn’t have much time left and he doesn’t want to leave high school without living his dream. So when the try-outs fail yet again, he’s crushed – devastated enough that he starts thinking about the coach’s derisive comment to try out for the cheerleading squad a little too much. It’s stupid, and crazy, but…if it’s the only way he can be a part of the game? Would it be so bad to give it a shot…?

[image: A person in a black shirt  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Confessing to Crossdressing

Dan has everything he’s ever wanted out of life—a good job, a nice home, and a wife he’s madly in love with.
At least, until he comes home one day to his wife accusing him of cheating and finds the secret he’s been keeping ever since they first met threatening to spill out and bring it all crashing down around him.
He’s convinced his life - his marriage - everything is over as he finally admits the truth to his wife. Instead, he gets a response he definitely didn’t expect, as his wife steps in to take control—in a BIG way.


This is a 25k novella featuring crossdressing and feminization, with the help of a hot, dominant wife who has fantasies of her own to fulfill... 
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