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Jordan, a young and ambitious political analyst, finds his life turned upside down when he loses a local election, damaging his career and personal relationships. Determined to redeem himself, he seizes a new opportunity when his party seeks a candidate from the LGBT community. With the help of his close friend Taylor, Jordan devises a daring plan: to transform himself into Rebecca, a confident and charismatic transvestite, and run as the party’s candidate. As Jordan navigates the challenges of embracing his new identity, he discovers unexpected truths about himself and the complexities of gender, identity, and societal expectations.

As Rebecca, Jordan begins to connect with the LGBT community, gaining a deeper understanding of their struggles and aspirations. With the guidance of a relentless campaign consultant, Elsa, Rebecca prepares to face the public and the media, balancing the demands of the campaign with the personal sacrifices required to maintain the facade. The story explores themes of self-discovery, ambition, and the lengths one will go to achieve their goals, culminating in a powerful moment of truth as Rebecca steps into the spotlight, ready to challenge stereotypes and fight for a better future.
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The proposal

My life had always been quiet. Thanks to my family, I never suffered any kind of lack. Even after the death of my father, at no point did we face any economic problems. My older sister had already married and was living abroad by the time I entered university. It was during that period that I met a very special woman in my life: Sophia. She was an intelligent and beautiful girl, from a wealthy family like mine. It seemed as though she was the ideal partner for me, and that fate would bring us together and so it did.

She was my girlfriend for many years. When we graduated, we both had a bright future ahead of us. She started a business with her friends, a beauty clinic that offered premium services for women who wanted to pamper themselves. Although Sophia was not particularly vain, she always liked to look beautiful and feminine, so this business suited her well, and she enjoyed it immensely.

As for me, after graduating with honors, it didn’t take long for me to find a good job in a government agency, working in the area of statistics and diplomacy for the metropolitan general secretariat. As an analyst, I spent hours in front of a monitor, studying Excel documents and preparing monthly presentations highlighting the most relevant events of the period.

I liked my job, and I was good at it so much so that I always included recommendations in my presentations, offering ideas on how to improve the programs we were evaluating. That drive as a young man didn’t go unnoticed by the director of the area, who had already grown accustomed to relying on my work and often gave me a bonus at the end of the month.

My life was simply perfect. By that time, I had already moved to an apartment in the city center, where I lived comfortably with Sophia. We both enjoyed each other to the fullest, though she sometimes expressed concern about how much I invested in my work. I often brought it home, always striving to go the extra mile.

My mother was happy with our relationship. She had already had the opportunity to meet my girlfriend’s parents, and both families seemed to agree that a wedding would be happening soon. Although Sophia and I were having a lot of fun living a carefree life with few responsibilities, she gradually became more enamored with the idea of a wedding.

But it was at that moment that everything changed forever. Director Álvarez had called me into her office early in the morning. I thought it would be something work-related, but it wasn’t.

-Jordan, there’s something I want to talk to you about. It’s important.

-Of course, tell me.

-You are a young man with enormous energy and love for your work and your country. I think we are lucky to have you working here with us.

-Thank you very much, Director. I truly love my job.

-I’m not finished yet, kiddo. -he paused- You see, having been able to work closely with you these past few months, I realized that your talent is being wasted.
-What do you mean? Have I done something wrong?
-On the contrary, I believe that we are not taking advantage of all that you could do for your country. That is why I have a proposal for you.

We both looked at each other seriously, and I nodded my head.

-As you know, we as a department are alien to any political party. And although I have always kept my opinions aside, I am a fervent believer in the Social Revolution Party. I think you have noticed it many good changes have resulted from this political party. Their vision is modern and exactly what we need as a country. That is why I ended up becoming friends with some of its members. They are visionaries looking for young blood to position themselves in states where their opposition has a greater presence. When talking to them, they were looking for a candidate, a young and intelligent one. I think that could be you.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It left me perplexed. I always did my job because I liked it, and I won’t lie, a part of me was looking for recognition and to open up new horizons. But this was a completely different level.

-I don’t know what to say, Director. You have simply left me speechless. I knew you held me in high esteem, but this is… I don’t even know how to describe it.
-I understand if you prefer to stay here, but I recommend you go to the appointment. You will not be disappointed.
-I’m afraid of disappointing the trust you’re placing in me. I don’t know if I’ll be able to handle something this big.
-You are much more capable than you think. You are going to change this country.

And she was right.
Although I didn’t know it at the time, every action from that moment on would represent a profound change for me and for everything around me.

I spent the rest of the day with a strange, unsettling feeling. I didn’t know how to process it. Of course, countless doubts began swirling in my mind. The idea of leaving my job for a possible career in politics seemed almost surreal, though not entirely foreign to me. After all, my work in management was closely tied to political processes. But becoming a candidate myself? That was something I had never imagined. How would my family react? What would Sophia think of such a drastic change in plans? And what would happen to me if it didn’t work out?

The weight of these thoughts consumed me. I spent the entire day lost in my head, barely registering the world around me. At one point, Sophia tried to share news about the expansion of her business, but I was too absorbed to listen. She noticed my distraction, and at first, her expression showed annoyance. But as she studied me more closely, her frustration softened into concern.

We sat down together, and she gently took my hand, her touch grounding me. Slowly, I began to tell her everything. She listened attentively, her eyes never leaving mine, reserving her emotions and opinions to let me speak freely. I explained the director’s proposal, the opportunity it represented, and the storm of doubts it had stirred within me.

-You have to do it.

Her words were firm, but her voice was soft, almost reassuring. I hesitated, tightening my grip on her hand.

-I’m not sure. Maybe it’s not the right time, or the best thing for us. -I paused, my voice trembling slightly- This could change everything… even affect our relationship.

-You always put in extra time at work, and I know you. I know you’ve always wanted to reach the top of your career, no matter what even if it means sacrificing other things, even yourself. And I’m not saying that’s right, but I couldn’t forgive myself if I didn’t support you in fulfilling that yearning.

Her words struck a chord deep within me. We hugged tightly, and for the rest of the night, we didn’t speak about it again. It was as if we both needed a moment of quiet to let the weight of the decision settle.

The next day, I agreed to go to the appointment. I promised myself to approach it with an open mind and a positive attitude. After all, I had no reason to commit if I wasn’t convinced, and if I decided to accept the proposal, I knew I had the support and backing I needed.

When I arrived at the offices, I found myself standing in front of one of those old, imposing government buildings that seemed to carry decades of history in their walls. The reception staff greeted me with surprising warmth. A young woman smiled kindly and guided me to the office of the party’s president.

First attempt

I walked through the door with my heart in my throat, a mix of excitement and nervousness fluttering in my stomach. Despite the emotions swirling inside me, I kept my posture steady, my arms and legs under control as I shook hands with the president and one of the top commanders. They introduced themselves as James Carter Benítez and Ethan Ramírez, respectively.

-We are very happy to have you with us today, Jordan. Please, have a seat. We would very much like to talk to you about some information that Director Álvarez shared with us regarding your work.

I nodded, letting out a discreet sigh, trying to calm the nerves that still lingered.

-Don’t worry -said Ethan, his tone reassuring-. All the information he shared with us was public domain. It’s in no way an abuse on his part.

His words eased some of the tension in my shoulders. Then, we delved into a discussion about the alternative solutions I had proposed month after month in my reports. Both men seemed genuinely impressed by the level of commitment I had shown to my work. At one point, James Carter leaned forward, his expression thoughtful, and said:

-It’s clear that you have a deep love for your country. You can feel it in the way you approach your work.

I didn’t know how to interpret that. Of course, I loved my country, but I had never stopped to think that my work could reflect that sentiment so clearly or that it could genuinely aim to create meaningful change.

The conversation flowed effortlessly, stretching into hours as we explored a multitude of topics. We discussed my personal philosophy, the morality of politics in our country, and even the actions of the nation’s current president. Though he was a member of their party, both men acknowledged his mistakes openly. They were not only willing to accept feedback but also eager to hear criticism, as long as it was constructive.

By the end of the meeting, I was convinced of their vision. They had painted a picture of a better future for our country, and I believed I could play a meaningful role in making that vision a reality. At one point, they even offered me a more administrative position, but they were confident that, if everything went according to plan, I could win the state candidacy.

I called Sophia immediately. On the way home, I told her everything about the candidacy, the campaign process, and how much I would need her support. She was thrilled to see me so excited. It wasn’t exactly a dream come true, as I had never imagined myself as a congressman or anything of the sort, but the idea didn’t displease me. On the contrary, it felt like an unexpected opportunity to make a difference.

When I broke the news to my family, their reaction was overwhelming. They were overjoyed not just for me, but for themselves as well. My mother and sister were particularly thrilled about the status that being related to a politician would bring. They couldn’t stop talking about the events they’d be invited to and the influential people they’d get to meet because of my new career path.

However, after a while, I began to feel the weight of their expectations. Everyone seemed to take it for granted that I would win the election, even though I was still in the early stages of affiliation and hadn’t even started the campaign. The pressure came from all sides—my family, friends, and even former co-workers, especially since I had resigned from my job to dedicate myself fully to the campaign.

The party had a clear strategy for boosting my career. Their focus on young people with fresh, innovative ideas was the cornerstone of their proposals for these elections, a strategy that had proven successful in the past, winning them a significant number of states. The truth was, they also seemed incredibly confident in my candidacy, which both motivated and unnerved me.

When my campaign officially began, I was extremely nervous. My first public appearances didn’t go as smoothly as I had hoped. I stumbled over my words, and my lack of experience was evident. However, thanks to the unwavering support of my team and mentors, I gradually gained confidence. Little by little, I became more fluent in my speeches, and my message started to resonate with the audience.

By the time the campaign was in full swing, with only a couple of months left before the election, I found myself feeling unusually calm almost as if I had already won. Even though the national Republican party was well-positioned, and we were neck-and-neck in the polls, I had already begun to envision myself as a congressman representing my home state.

That confidence, however, had unintended consequences. My attitude began to shift, and not entirely for the better. The pressure and the growing sense of inevitability started to affect my behavior, especially in my relationship with Sophia. Not only had I distanced myself from her by dedicating all my time to the campaign, but we also began to clash over small things.

For example, I would often critique her responses to certain questions during interviews or public appearances, believing they weren’t the most politically correct or strategic. This frustrated her deeply. She felt I was micromanaging her, telling her what to say and how to say it, as if she were just another part of the campaign rather than my partner.

-You’re treating me like one of your staff, not like your girlfriend, -she snapped one evening after a particularly tense rehearsal.

Her words stung, but I was too caught up in the campaign to fully grasp how much my actions were straining our relationship.

I think the wear and tear extended far beyond my relationship with Sophia. Her complaints, which I had brushed aside, were just the beginning. The idea of our wedding, once a priority, had faded into the background, completely forgotten amidst the chaos of the campaign. My other relationships suffered too friendships, family ties, all diminished as the elections and my candidacy became my sole obsession. I barely paid attention to anything else, blind to the damage I was causing.

That addiction to the campaign ended up creating even more problems. I wasn’t sleeping enough, and dedicating every waking moment to the race only amplified my stress. By the time election day arrived, my stress levels were through the roof. I was on edge, snapping at the slightest provocation, and had become unbearable to be around.

But the worst was yet to come.

When the results were announced, I lost the election. I couldn’t believe it. The defeat hit me like a sledgehammer, and I spiraled into a rage that tore apart everything in its path. My relationships crumbled, friends distanced themselves, family members pulled away, and even Sophia, who had stayed by my side for a few weeks, eventually left. My bitterness, my hatred toward the world, and my defeatist attitude pushed her away, and that loss hurt more than anything else.

To this day, I don’t like to talk about it. I’ve done my best to forget those words mine, hers, all of them. But the truth is, I wish things had been different. I wish I had handled it all better, that I hadn’t let the campaign consume me so completely. But regrets don’t change the past.

I had nothing and no one. Even so, the party didn’t turn its back on me. They offered me a role as an auxiliary and gave me a period of vacation, understanding that I needed time to recover. It wasn’t easy every day felt like a battle against my own thoughts but I couldn’t spend the rest of my life drowning in my defeat. I had to get up and move forward, even if I wasn’t ready.

Ironically, many of the ideas and themes I had focused on during my campaign, as well as several points from my speeches, were adopted by other candidates within the party. And it worked for them. In the end, one of the key reasons I lost the election was my negative attitude, which had become a stark contrast to the optimism and energy I had shown at the beginning of my campaign.

My first tasks at the party were painful but necessary: analyzing the reasons for the failure of my campaign. It was a humbling experience, and it made me feel terrible about myself. However, the party didn’t see it as a complete loss. As I had mentioned, my campaign had indirectly contributed to winning other states and reinforcing the model that had been working for them. The analysis and feedback also helped generate new ideas and proposals, turning my failure into a learning opportunity for everyone.

After a year at the party, working on various studies and reports that Ethan assigned me, the time came for local deputy elections. While the party was searching for a candidate who fits their desired profile, I made a decision: I would run again. It wouldn’t be easy, but if I put in enough effort, I could win this time. I wanted to prove to everyone and to myself that I was a worthy person, capable of doing the work for my country that I had always dreamed of.

I spent the following weeks in silence, discreetly becoming more involved in the entire process. At one point, I heard that most of the options had been rejected by James Carter, who had a very clear idea of what the candidate should be like—though almost no one knew exactly what that was, except for the highest ranks of the party.

That didn’t stop me. One day, after delivering a few files and presentations to his office, he had to step out to take a call from the party’s president. I knew he would be gone for a while, so I quickly searched his computer.

My heart pounded as I checked his emails. When I found all the ones related to the matter, I immediately forwarded the data to my own email, carefully deleting the sent messages afterward to erase any trace of my actions. Even though I had time to spare, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I would be caught at any moment. But, to my luck, I wasn’t.

The rest of my day was spent battling the urge to run off and read those emails. By the time I could finally leave, my hands were trembling as I hovered over them.

But just then, while scrolling through my social media, I saw that Sophia had started dating someone else. A hollow feeling opened in my chest. Without thinking, I blocked her erasing any trace of her from my life. Holding back tears, I forced myself to focus and opened the emails.

Before reading them, I made a vow to myself: no matter what, I would win that candidacy. I would do whatever it took. It had become my obsession.


The plan

I read through the emails in chronological order. At first, nothing seemed out of the ordinary they were following the same strategy as in the last election. But soon, I noticed something that made my pulse quicken. My campaign analysis reports had influenced a major decision: they had determined the need for a different kind of candidate.

According to several polls, people in the state were tired of traditional politicians. My opponent had won largely because of his modern proposals, particularly his strong support for the LGBT community. That fact surprised me until I read further. Apparently, it was a far more significant factor than we had anticipated. That was why James Carter was so determined to secure the nomination for someone from the LGBT community. And he didn’t seem willing to change his mind.

I kept reading and scanning through more emails and documents. The party wasn’t just supporting LGBT candidates it was fully committed to leading the charge. Their goal was to be the first party not only to put forward such candidacies but to actually win elections with a member of the community. The more I read, the more I realized how strong and well-thought-out their proposals were. It was a fresh, progressive approach, one that could change the political landscape.

But there was a problem. No matter how much I admired the strategy, I couldn’t be part of it. I wasn’t a member of that community. And that meant I wasn’t eligible for the candidacy.

I spent the next few days deep in thought, my plan to be a candidate again seemed impossible, as I would not be able to fulfill the main requirement, they were looking for now. After much meditation I made the decision, I called Taylor and agreed to meet her for lunch.

I spent the next few days lost in thought. My plan to run as a candidate again seemed impossible, I simply didn’t meet the main requirement they were now looking for.

After much deliberation, I made my decision. I called Taylor and arranged to meet her for lunch.

It had been a while since I’d seen her, and she sounded genuinely happy to hear from me. When we met, we spent some time catching up, letting her share updates about her life. I listened, waiting for the right moment. Then, finally, I told her the real reason I had reached out.

- I need your help with something complicated. And you’re the only person I can trust.

She gave me a serious, knowing look.

- I’m listening.

I began to explain the party’s new nomination strategy and the emails I had read though I left out how I had obtained them. She listened patiently, her expression softening as she realized the topic wasn’t as delicate as she had initially feared.

- That’s why I need your help to make my candidacy happen this time.

Taylor sighed and took a sip of her drink before responding.

- I don’t want to discourage you, but even if you understand the political landscape better now, even if you’ve mastered every detail of the campaign… you still can’t be a candidate. You’re not part of the LGBT community.

- That’s exactly what I need your help with.

She frowned, clearly puzzled.

- I’ve thought this through. I know how to craft the right narrative. I’m ready to come out and become the perfect candidate. This time, I’m going to win.

- You’re insane. First of all, you can’t fake something so important just to become a candidate. And besides, everyone knows you. In your last campaign, you were always seen with your fiancée at every event. Nobody is going to believe your story.

He laughed, shaking his head.

- Even if, somehow, people bought into it, then what? You could show up at a few gay bars, but without a boyfriend, your story wouldn’t hold up. People wouldn’t fully believe it.

- That’s why I’m not going to pretend to be gay.

I smiled, watching as confusion flickered across his face.

- Saying you’re bisexual would be a terrible joke. Everyone would assume you did it just to run again. It would be an insult to the community.

- I told you—I’ve thought this through.

My voice turned serious.

- When people talk about the LGBT community, they focus on the first three letters. Even you know that now it’s referred to as the LGBTTTIQ community.

I paused, letting the weight of my words sink in.

- Can you imagine? Most of those letters are ignored. That would be another key point in my campaign giving visibility to the rest of the community.

- What are you up to? – she asked, eyeing me curiously.

- I’m going to introduce myself to the party. When the time is right, I’ll talk to James Carter and submit my candidacy as a member of the LGBT community. Once everything is set in motion, I’ll come out as a transvestite.

Her eyes widened.

- You’re not just crazy, you’re beyond that.

- I’ve thought everything through. Since I started this plan, I’ve been leaving traces documents, search history on my computer. Every detail is carefully planned. It’s the perfect strategy. No one will doubt it. Even if I simply came out as gay, it wouldn’t have the same impact. Think about it if I weren’t a transvestite, then why would I go through all this?

- Except for the fact that you’re not a transvestite – she shot back, her tone accusatory.

- That’s where you come in.

She grimaced.

- We have two weeks before the timing is right to present my case. In that time, you’re going to help me learn everything I need to know.

I pulled out a list and placed it on the table.

- In fact, I already have a set of skills I need your help with.

She read the document in silence, occasionally glancing at me, shaking her head in disbelief.

- You’re the only person who can help me – I said sincerely. – Without your support, this plan will fail. I just need a second chance. I’ll fight for it, and I’ll bring the change you believe in.

She stared at me, thoughtful.

- You always had a lot of faith in me. You know I promise that I work day and night. Everyone wins, the community gets representation, and the party gets the candidate it wants.

- Crossdressing Candidate.

Her voice was sharp, her gaze serious. I opened my mouth to respond, but she cut me off.

- If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it right. No shortcuts.

I exhaled, tension easing from my shoulders.

- God… You don’t know how much this means to me.

- Don’t thank me yet. I still don’t know how I’m supposed to help you with this.

She ran a hand over her forehead, sighing.

- I swear I’m going to make you suffer. It’s going to be tough. You’re going to want to quit. But that’s the only way you’ll be ready, especially with such little time to prepare.


Preparation

And that was how my preparation began. I adjusted my to-do list based on Taylor’s new instructions. Dedicating so much time to this would be complicated—work had been particularly demanding lately but if she was willing to make the effort for something this important, I had to match her commitment. After all, I was the one with everything at stake.

Our sessions would take place in my apartment, which was conveniently close to a bus stop where I would meet her before each training session.

- Have you ever worn women’s clothes before? – she asked. – Even as a joke, a bet… anything counts.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure how to respond. But after a light tap on the shoulder and a reminder of the commitment we had made, I answered.

- Once, when I was with my cousins, we were playing, and we made a bet. I don’t remember all the details, but I lost… and they dressed me in my eldest cousin’s clothes.

- What did they put on you? – she asked, genuinely curious.

- I don’t remember exactly… but I think it was a black skirt, pretty short, and a purple blouse with black speckles. Off-the-shoulder, I think.

- Did they put makeup on you too?

- We kept playing other games. They found it hilarious, but I was mortified.

- That’s excellent – she said, smirking. – Then this won’t be your first time, and you can use that story to support your lie. Just tweaking the ending make it sound like a moment of discovery.

I felt my face heat up.

- Oh, please – she scoffed. – Don’t get shy on me now. You have to trust me. You know this is delicate, so don’t act like that. If you don’t show confidence, you won’t be able to pull this off.

- I know – I sighed. – Actually, I had already rewritten that anecdote. In my version, that experience was my first real encounter with crossdressing. After that, I secretly started using some of my mother’s and sister’s clothes, then practicing makeup, then shoes, a wig… always hidden from my family. When I got engaged, I tried to stop, to focus on other things, but it didn’t work. I eventually went back to it. Not as a vice, but as my real self.

- Ahhhh – she gasped dramatically. – Are you sure you’re not actually a transvestite?

- No – I shook my head. – But soon, as far as everyone else is concerned, I will be.

She exhaled, studying me for a moment.

- Well, if you’re really committed, we might have a chance. Now tell me, have you ever been attracted to a man? Never wanted to experiment?

- No, honestly, I never really thought about it. When I was in school and first learned about sexuality, I did wonder for a moment if I might be attracted to guys. But when I looked at my classmates, talked to them… I didn’t feel anything.

- Good. I appreciate your honesty, and it’s important that you know yourself well.

I nodded.

- That just means you haven’t met the right man yet.

We laughed at the comment and continued with the questions and answers. That first day was all about shaping the profile of my feminine side. Rebecca—that would be the name. My mother had once considered naming me if she had another daughter, so it felt like a solid starting point. Along with the story of my first encounter with crossdressing, we now had the foundation on which to build the rest of the narrative.

- I’m going to help you – Taylor said – but I can’t do everything on my own. I need you to tell me what you like and what you don’t. That’s the only way Rebecca will feel like a real person, not just a robot following my instructions.

- Of course, I completely understand. Like I told you, I’m committed to this project.

- Good. Then I need you to start looking online for different clothing styles. We need to figure out what Rebecca would wear in her daily life, for a night out, in cold weather, in warm weather everything.

I nodded, following her words carefully.

- You also need to create social media accounts. Start interacting with people as Rebecca, even if it’s just online for now.

I was exhausted. All I wanted was to put on some music, scroll through my phone until I got sleepy, and go to bed. But I had to spend time researching what Taylor had asked. At first, it felt tedious. But after a while, I found myself developing a sort of taste for it realizing I preferred some outfits over others, some styles catching my eye more than I expected.

I thought Taylor would be pleased with my progress.

The next day, during my free time at work, I started planting more documents and tweaking my search history. Strangely enough, it made the day go by faster. By the time I left, I felt surprisingly calm as I headed to the bus stop.

I waited a couple of minutes before my accomplice arrived. Without exchanging a word, we set off. She was wearing sunglasses, and we carried ourselves like we were working on something top secret. It was ridiculous, but also kind of fun.

- Let’s review your profile and shopping list.

I immediately logged in to show her my progress. My hands felt a little clammy, I hoped I had done well.

- Mmm… – she mused. – Interesting.

I leaned in to look at the screen.

- What? – I asked, curious.

- Nothing, it’s just… I thought you’d pick clothes like Estefi wears. But it looks like you have your own taste. It’s more sober, lots of neutral colors. Not the most feminine thing in the world, but it’s a start.

- What should I change? – I asked, genuinely interested. – More pink? Something girlier? I did add skirts and dresses.

- Sure. Everything you chose is nice and appropriate—accurate for an office look. A lot of the pieces are more suited for winter. The coats and sweaters you picked are fine, but… – she took a sip of her drink – I did some research, and in many cases, a common trait in cross-dressing is a preference for more traditionally feminine clothing. Not always so formal or sober.

- I see… – I said, resting my hand on my chin. – I should have considered that before making my selections. But don’t worry, I get it now. I’ll start a new list with your suggestions, delete the cart, and we’ll begin again.

- I don’t think that’s necessary. You did a good job, and like I said before, it’s better for you to develop your own style. Maybe you’re playing it too safe right now, but I can help you find balance.

She smirked.

- Although… it wouldn’t hurt to add a few things that are a little more sensual, so to speak.

We spent hours talking and browsing shopping sites. Taylor taught me the basics of how to balance prints with solid colors, how a loose-fitting garment should be paired with something more form-fitting. Small but essential details for putting together outfits. Her guidance helped me refine my selections and make better choices.

What intrigued me the most was Taylor’s attitude. She was truly committed to the project. When explaining all those styling rules, she was patient and kind, never making me feel clueless. That didn’t mean we didn’t joke around it was all surprisingly fun. And I was grateful for that, because every now and then, a wave of guilt hit me.

A part of me felt like a fraud, like I was disgusting for what I was doing. But Taylor kept reassuring me that this would benefit everyone.


Perfecting the plan

That night, I dropped Taylor off at her building a little later than usual. As I made my way back under the cover of darkness, I took advantage of the bus ride to review my shopping lists and start budgeting expenses.

Lost in thought, I barely noticed the woman sitting behind me until I caught her discreetly glancing at my phone screen. When our eyes met, an awkward silence stretched between us.

- It’s for a friend – I blurted out, almost stammering.

She gave me a polite smile and looked away. But the damage was done, I spent the rest of the trip drowning in embarrassment, unable to continue checking prices.

When I got home, I considered dropping everything. Maybe I should have just told her it was for a gift, for my girlfriend. But as I thought about it, I realized something: if I couldn’t handle something as simple as that, how could I possibly campaign as a crossdresser?

I spent the rest of the night and the following morning torn between my doubts. I was still in time to step back. The more I thought about it, the more fragile my plan seemed. Was the candidacy I wanted so badly truly worth all of this?

Setting up a farce was wrong.

Even if I believed it was for the right reasons.

Even if everyone around me had encouraged me, telling me my talent would be of great service to my country.

I just didn’t know anymore.

But my doubts vanished, at least for the moment, when I saw the current deputy mocking how easy it would be for his party to win the elections again.

Mocking me.

And just like that, my resolve hardened.

I would win the election. I would prove them all wrong. I would show everyone what I was capable of.

That afternoon, I arrived early at the bus stop. Taylor immediately noticed I was a bit tense. Trying to divert her concern, I told her about the awkward encounter on the bus.

- You should have just told her the truth – she said with a smile. – That it was for you. If you really intend to come out of the closet, you should at least be able to do that.

- I know – I replied, a little frustrated. – But it caught me off guard.

- You have to learn to handle situations like that. The social media accounts you created aren’t just for show. Start joining groups, talk to people not just with crossdressing girls, which will help you understand them better, but also with men and women. You need to start interacting, even if it’s just online. That way, you’ll build confidence.

She gave me a pointed look.

- We’re already in the middle of week one. You don’t have much time.

Taylor was right. While she finished refining the selection—showing me different options, from casual dresses to a couple of jumpsuits—I focused on sending applications to different groups. At the same time, I drafted a message for when Rebecca was accepted: a brief introduction and a statement about wanting to make new friends.

That day was much more technical than the previous ones. We were both focused on our own tasks, making progress on the project in silence. At one point, I glanced at Taylor out of the corner of my eye. She was fully concentrated on finalizing the orders. And in that moment, I realized just how invaluable her support was. She was dedicating all her free time to something that wouldn’t benefit her directly. That thought gave me a renewed sense of motivation—I couldn’t take her effort for granted.

That night, I made the posts I had planned. For the profile picture, I used an anime avatar. In my bio, I described myself as a heterosexual closet crossdresser, looking to connect with people who shared similar interests. Little by little, friend requests and messages started coming in. Some kind girls commented on my posts, offering advice on how to start coming out of the closet.

The next two days were exhausting and, at first, deeply uncomfortable. Taylor showed up with her makeup kit and started giving me lessons.

- You need to learn how to do this yourself. You might have help during the campaign, but you must know how to do your own makeup.

My first attempts were disastrous, Taylor couldn’t stop laughing at the results. But by the third try, she got a little more involved, guiding my hand. The next time I attempted it without her help, the result was… surprisingly decent.

- It’s not perfect – Taylor commented, eyeing me critically – but for a beginner, it’s fine. Plus, you have time to practice. But there’s still a lot to cover.

- I know – I said, nodding earnestly – but with your help, everything has turned out so much better than I could have imagined. I don’t even know how to thank you.

- Just don’t say my name if they find out about the farce – she joked with a grin – I don’t want to be lynched.

We both laughed, and I drove her home. On my way back, I started responding to comments and accepting friend requests on social media. This time, I tried not to worry too much if someone saw me. But every time someone seemed to glance at my screen, I couldn’t help but feel a rush of panic.

That weekend, Taylor gave me a new set of tasks. She made it clear that while we were out partying, I still had responsibilities to take care of. The most important one was to receive all the orders and start wearing the clothes.

By the time I got home, I had already missed a call, but I made it just in time to receive the packages. My nerves were on edge as I signed for them. The boxes clearly showed the names of the stores, and although some of them had male lines, everything still felt suspicious. The delivery guy didn’t seem to care much, though, and left quickly after I signed.

A slight tremor ran through my hands and legs. Even in the privacy of my apartment, I was nervous as I opened the packages and began sorting everything, grouping the different clothes, hygiene items, accessories. Even though I had chosen most of the items, a part of me still doubted whether I could really get used to this. But another part of me, the curious side, was intrigued.

That feeling had taken root in me the moment I had formulated the plan. Questions swirled in my mind. Would I really be able to do this? How would I look in these clothes? What kind of clothes should I wear? But now, with everything laid out before me and the unwavering support of Taylor, I would soon have answers.

I started by taking a bath, a strangely reflective moment. As I applied depilatory cream for the first time, I found myself questioning whether what I was doing was truly the right thing. I had told myself countless times that this was all for the greater good, but now I wondered if it was really just a selfish desire, a need to prove something to the world. Or perhaps, just maybe, the means of carrying out this plan reflected something deeper within me.

I didn’t know the answer yet, but I was about to find out if it was simply curiosity, a need, or something more.

When I stepped out of the shower, I was hit by a familiar scent of the lingering fragrance of shampoo and soap. The scent a woman leaves behind after showering was distinct, sweet, and comforting. It was more like the innocent attraction a child feels toward the smell of candy than any real intention of using it myself.

As I dried my freshly waxed skin, the sensation was almost overwhelming. My skin felt more sensitive, smoother, and free of hair. But the real challenge awaited. On the bed in front of me lay the set of lingerie I had chosen, waiting for me to face the next step.

I’m sure it took me almost 20 minutes to make up my mind. I looked away a couple of times, touched the clothes, but couldn’t bring myself to pick them up. I crossed my arms and stared at them, feeling the weight of the decision. I was stuck in that moment of hesitation until I finally decided to end the waiting and took off the towel.

As I slid the panties on, a shiver ran down my spine.

It wasn’t just because the fabric felt so different from what I usually wore it was the sensation of the smooth, soft skin beneath, made so by the creams Taylor had instructed me to use. I let out a quiet sigh as I finished putting on the underwear, but the real challenge came when I tried to put on the bra.

Once I managed to get on, that strange feeling returned the sensation of cool air running across my skin, sending shivers down my body and making my breath shorten.

I hesitated for a few moments before looking at myself in the mirror. As I faced the glass, a grimace appeared on my face. The clothes didn’t look bad on me, but it caused some internal conflict to see myself in lingerie. I squeezed my eyes shut, then waved my hands in the air, muttering to myself, Let’s end this once and for all.

I walked over to the clothes and began picking out what to wear for this first occasion. It was already past noon, and the heat was sweltering. Remembering what Taylor had taught me; I picked a pink summer dress. The fabric was light, with loose sleeves just above the elbow, and a ribbon at the waist.

The ribbon cinched around my waist, and I couldn’t help but remember what I had told Taylor—the pattern on the fabric made the entire dress look like a giant strawberry. That thought brought a small smile to my face, giving me just enough courage to continue.

The obvious complement was a pair of platform-heeled sandals. Taking my first steps in them was tricky; the sensation of constantly being on my toes was strange, but after a few cautious movements, I found a rhythm. It wasn’t as difficult as I had feared, though the unfamiliar balance kept me aware of every step.

From there, I moved to the mirror and prepared for my first real makeup attempt. My hands felt like they were trembling, but in reality, they were steady, it was just my mind playing tricks on me. Taking a deep breath, I methodically followed the steps Taylor had taught me: applying foundation, curling my lashes, carefully lining my eyes almost stabbing myself in the process adding a touch of eyeshadow, mascara, and, finally, pale pink lipstick.

I remembered that every color I had chosen was one Taylor had once mentioned as ideal for a natural, subtle look.

The last step was something Taylor had picked out without consulting me. Sitting in the living room was an unopened package. Inside, a plastic zipper bag protected a delicate hairnet, which held a neatly styled brown wig.

I took a moment to read the care instructions before picking it up, staring at it in my hand for a few seconds. Then, taking a deep breath, I tried to put it on.

My first attempt was a disaster. I bent down, threw my head back too abruptly, and sent the wig flying onto the couch.

Thank God no one saw that.

On my second try, I took a more careful approach placing it over my headfirst before adjusting it properly. This time, it stayed in place.

In front of the mirror, I carefully adjusted the wig, making sure the part was centered and that the strands fell naturally into place. As I struggled with the netting, my eyes suddenly met Rebecca’s for the first time.

Until that moment, I hadn’t really paid attention to my reflection. I had been too focused on each individual step putting on the clothes, the makeup, the wig, but now, as I made the final adjustment, the mirror revealed something I had never expected.

The unwavering support of my friend and my own commitment to the project had created an alter ego far more convincing than I had imagined.

The glass reflected the image of a young woman, pretty, in my opinion, dressed casually, as if ready for a stroll in the park. I felt an odd curiosity towards Rebecca, like I was seeing someone familiar yet completely foreign. I couldn’t fully identify with that reflection, but I couldn’t look away either.

I spent more than half an hour just observing myself, studying the details. At some point, I started experimenting striking different poses, trying to move femininely, even offering a small bow. My hands ran over the fabric of the dress, feeling its texture, its weight against my body.

It was a completely new world, and I was still adjusting to the strange sensations in my arms and legs.

Then, I suddenly remembered I had promised Taylor a picture of the final result.

As I picked up my phone, I took a moment to update some comments on Rebecca’s social media account while opening the camera. My hands felt slightly weak not enough to drop the device, but enough to make me handle it with extra care.

The first pictures I took looked like an ID photo, expressionless. Realizing this, I changed my approach, experimenting with different angles, gestures, even smiling in a couple of shots. I reviewed more than fifty images before finally selecting just three to send to Taylor.

For a brief moment, I understood all those memes mocking this exact situation. And now, I was living it.

I didn’t take my eyes off the chat, waiting anxiously for Taylor’s response. A mix of fear and excitement churned into my stomach. What if she didn’t think it was convincing? What if all this effort had been a waste? What if I couldn’t go through with the plan after all?

Then, the notification popped up. My heartbeat spiked as I opened the message at full speed.

- How do you feel? – she wrote. – What do you think about Rebecca? How does she feel?

I stared at the screen, letting those words settle in.

After thinking about it for a moment, I realized something important Rebecca had to be a self-confident person. She needed to have a positive attitude, strength, and determination. She had to be the perfect candidate, someone who could secure victory in the elections.

She had to be feminine and charismatic. Intelligent and social.

I turned to the mirror, took a deep breath, and whispered to my reflection:

Alright… Here goes Rebecca.

- The truth is, I’m beautiful – I typed, adding the heart-eye emoji. – It’s a little weird… well, maybe weird isn’t the right word. All this is new to me, but I think I’m ready. I’ll be the ideal candidate for the party.

- You don’t look bad – Taylor wrote first. – You look happy. But definitely not ready or ideal. We still have a lot to work on. You still have a lot of masculinity to soften, and we need to prepare you to interact with the world. But it’s a huge step forward. I’m proud of you, and I believe that, if we can keep up this progress, keep practicing, and use this weekend to your advantage, next week, you’ll be ready.

- Or at least prepared, – she finished with a smiley face.

In that moment, I was flooded with mixed emotions. A part of me felt incredibly grateful for Taylor’s support and patience. But another part of me was somewhat annoyed mainly because she didn’t confirm that I looked pretty. It was almost like she was sidestepping it.

I also appreciated the recognition of my progress. It was nice knowing that Taylor saw how far I’d come, but there was still that lingering frustration that I had so much further to go. The effort, the time it felt all-consuming. And while I didn’t dislike the process, I didn’t exactly love it either.

I sighed and collapsed onto the couch, turning on the TV. After a few minutes, I drifted off to sleep. When I woke up, it was already night. I started removing my makeup, a process I had already gotten the hang of and changed into my pajamas, ready to spend the night watching series and browsing social media to practice interacting with others.

That night, I took a few more photos. After saving them, along with the ones from earlier in the day, I selected a few and cropped them to hide my face. I had two reasons for doing this: first, I still didn’t feel truly ready to expose myself in that way, and second, I was concerned it could hurt my campaign. While the account was essentially a backup for when I spoke with the party, I figured it would be better to keep things anonymous for now and create official accounts later.

The crossdressing girls I had spoken to so far were really friendly, and some of the men were as well of course, I blocked anyone who sent overly explicit messages, whether in text or images. This was valuable for me because it helped me understand the community better what they liked, what made them uncomfortable. I read many stories about their beginnings and first experiences coming out of the closet.

As I read, I began to identify with parts of their stories: the description of fabric on the skin, the fear of exposing yourself to the world, the variety of prejudices and misconceptions surrounding crossdressing.

I may have been oblivious to some of the situations they expressed, and there were things I didn’t fully understand, but that’s why I spent so much time chatting with them. I wanted to gain a deeper understanding of their experiences. If I went through with my plan, I knew it wouldn’t just be about winning the election. If I succeeded, I wanted to fight for the rights of these people.

For the first time, this effort started to feel meaningful. Giving visibility and support to the LGBT community wasn’t something I’d do out of obligation—it was something I’d do with great pleasure.

I spent the rest of the night taking notes, sipping on a glass of wine while continuing my conversations with my new friends. By then, I was certain I wanted to fight for them—to break the taboos and prejudices. Maybe I was idealizing everything, but it helped fill pages with speeches and comments that would support my campaign.

In the end, I don’t know if it was the alcohol or just fatigue, but when one of the men I was talking to complimented me, telling me he liked me (even though he couldn’t see my face), I surprised myself by thanking him for the comment. Unlike previous times when I would just ignore such messages, I responded this time.

It wasn’t that I was attracted to him—I think in that moment, I just thought it was kind of sweet. I also realized that, if I was going to go through with this, I would need to learn how to handle interactions where people flirt with me.


Developing femininity

The next day, it took me a couple of minutes to remember why I was dressed the way I was. Then, I got up, ready to begin my first full day as Rebecca. It was a task Taylor had assigned to me spend the weekend practicing, getting used to the heels and the wig. So, the first thing I did was brush and style my hair before even thinking about breakfast.

I spent the afternoon reading more stories and experiences from other crossdressing women. By now, I had a small circle of friends with whom I exchanged messages daily. One of them particularly caught my attention. She was passionate about crossdressing, not only wearing the clothes in private but going out in public, attending events like manga and comic conventions. Through her, I learned just how many people attended these events, including LGBT members who participated as well.

As I immersed myself in this world, I realized just how much more common it was than I had ever imagined.

In between the messages, I managed to talk to Taylor, who insisted that this time, I needed to dress up in something more polished. While she thought I looked fine yesterday, she reminded me that it was a much more casual look. This time, she wanted to see something different and something more refined. Even though I would be at home all day, resting, she emphasized the importance of a more careful presentation. She also wanted me to take the opportunity to practice in heels and work on movements like sitting and standing.

I went to take a bath. Next to my usual soap and shampoo were the new items for Rebecca: a complete line of coconut-scented shower gel, shampoo, and body cream. I had chosen that scent because it was discreet yet sweet, subtle but pleasant. I enjoyed a refreshing shower, the fragrance filling the air and enhancing the new sensations I was experiencing not just from the products, but from my skin, which still felt strangely sensitive, something I clearly wasn’t used to.

After leaving the bathroom and applying the body and face creams as Taylor had taught me, I walked to my room to pick out my outfit. I knew exactly what Taylor had in mind for me. Taking advantage of being home alone, I chose an outfit my friend had picked out despite my initial objections: a pale pink skirt above the knee and a tight black blouse with more transparency than I would’ve liked to wear. But, since I was at home, I figured I had no reason to feel embarrassed, and as Taylor had pointed out, it would be good practice.

To complete the outfit, I grabbed a pair of natural-colored socks with a touch of glitter and slipped on some black platform sneakers. I had my doubts about shoes, too, but Taylor had insisted that I needed to master high heels. She also mentioned that these platform sneakers would help me learn, because of the added support. I didn’t quite understand how, but I trusted her judgment.

The first steps I took were somewhat disastrous.

I remembered an experience from my teenage years. I went to an ice rink with some school friends. It was an experience I never repeated. For one, I didn’t know how to skate, and those first steps on the ice were a nightmare, my ankles buckled, and I felt like I was going to fall at any moment. On the rink, things didn’t improve much. I managed to glide, but only while gripping the edge of the rail. The fear of falling never left me, and more than once, I stumbled.

Perhaps it was a bit dramatic to compare those two experiences. On one hand, the straps of the heels helped keep my ankles from buckling, making it easier than trying to balance on the thin blade of skates. But what was comparable were those first steps before entering the ice clumsy, tentative, and desperately holding onto whatever I could find for support.

The biggest issue, though, was that there was no rink to glide on here. I wasn’t going to suddenly slide gracefully across the floor. I would always be walking clumsily, trying to maintain my balance. In my ignorance, I had thought that since I could stand in the sandals from the previous day, the platform shoes would be easier. But that wasn’t the case. After a few minutes, I wasn’t lifting my feet as much or bending my knees as sharply, but that small improvement was just the beginning.

As best as I could, I staggered to a chair to start on my makeup. This time, I used pink eyeshadow to match the skirt. The eyeliner was also different from the previous day, more defined and bolder. It reminded me of a friend I had in high school, who always wore her eyes completely lined. Her makeup was undeniably feminine, and it stood out because not all the girls had such bold eyeliner as she did.

After applying blush, concealer, and highlighter with the help of a tutorial, of course I stopped for a moment and sighed. Wow, I thought to myself, a woman does all this when she wants to apply makeup. I had never realized how complicated it was. I don’t think any man truly appreciates that complexity, even when it’s right in front of him.

It was a reflective moment for me, but I continued on with the makeup. Twice, I had to use makeup remover to correct the eyeliner and eyeshadow, but in the end, I was genuinely surprised by the result.

While yesterday, Rebecca looked cute and nice, today I felt she was divine. Empowered by that pink lipstick that matched her eyeshadow, with a flirtatious look thanks to the eyeliner, and a doll-like face perfected with foundation and concealer. I was truly surprised by the result. I felt a rush of excitement, and I even thought that if I saw my alter ego in a bar, I might be tempted to buy her a drink.

With that excitement, I began taking selfies, trying to emulate the photos of one of my crossdressing friends I had seen on social media, experimenting with new angles and poses.

I was feeling quite happy with the outcome, but when I stood up, reality hit me. While the pictures looked beautiful in my eyes, and I was happy with my makeup and clothes, those cute sneakers almost made me lose my balance again. After struggling a little longer, trying not to ruin the photo shoot, I finally decided to search for tips and videos on how to master walking in heels.

Short steps, movements without leaving the spot, leaning on a chair, balancing on one leg, stepping up and down a small step. I really don’t know how long I spent practicing before I managed to walk half-decently. But in the end, I collapsed into a chair, peeled off those heels, and swapped them for sneakers while I swept the floor and started preparing my meal.

And though switching to the sneakers felt like walking on clouds, it was curious. I didn’t have that “tiptoe” sensation anymore. I felt shorter, now that I’d lost the height from the platforms. My walk felt different, too I no longer had to follow an imaginary line. There was more freedom in my movements, a more relaxed posture. But there was still something enigmatic about wearing heels.

My mind drifted to another plane while I ate, with the TV humming in the background. I only heard the news, but my brain didn’t process it. I was like in a lethargy something not new for me. I used to zone out, eyes fixed on a window frame or a corner, my gaze lowered as if in a trance, not really thinking about anything important.

After finishing my chicken, I went to the living room to watch more news.

As I slowly returned to the real world, I took the opportunity to contact Taylor. While typing out a message to her, I began sifting through the photos I’d taken, deciding which ones to share. This time, I was sure Rebecca would get the applause and recognition I’d been hoping for. It brought me one step closer to my final goal. I couldn’t help but smile, practically savoring the experience of being a candidate once again.

- Aaahhh – she sent the surprise emoji. – I told you I loved that outfit. I should have asked for something like that for myself too. You’ve improved with your photos. I see you looking more at ease, with a bit of natural femininity that doesn’t seem forced. We’ve got to keep working on it. There you go your makeup looks great, congratulations on that. You matched everything, the eyeshadow and your skirt. Did you coordinate the lingerie too?

The last comment made me blush. Honestly, I had just grabbed the first set I could find, not really considering what Taylor had told me. When I admitted this, we both laughed a little about the situation. Once again, I thanked her for her support and continued my research in the social media groups. I took more notes, feeling so encouraged that even after making a few corrections to my speech, I stood up and began practicing it, imagining myself already in full campaign mode.

A part of me started to lose my fear. Rebecca was gaining more confidence so much so that, that day, I was more active on social media than usual. Even when I posted photos without showing my face, I felt it was a major step forward.

By the time the week began, the party called me in for new assignments. I knew that soon they would need to choose a candidate, and I was ready. I had the entire week to gradually implement my plan, and by the beginning of the next, I would fully reveal my intentions and come out of the closet.

It may sound crazy, and part of it was, but at some point, I overheard Juan and Ethan discussing my name for another candidacy.

I remained firm, with great determination. I spent hours practicing in the heels, and with Taylor’s real-time corrections, my makeup skills were finally polished.

At first, it was strange for Taylor to see me dressed like this, but she didn’t make a big deal of it. She only focused on ensuring that my gestures and mannerisms were as natural as possible.

Over the days, I got used to her calling me Rebecca and referring to me in the feminine, as she helped me with the plan.


To the bar

At some point at work, I heard talk of the candidacy again, and once more, my name came up. But there was always a "but." What they didn’t know was that I was already working to overcome that obstacle. My skills as a crossdresser had improved, my speeches were ready, and I had my words prepared to finally reveal Rebecca’s existence and start a new adventure.

Saying it was one thing but actually doing it would be much more complicated. I knew that in the process, I would lose some acquaintances, and my family wouldn’t react well to the news either. But I couldn’t tell them the truth. No one could know about my plan.

I realized I would have to face what many people go through when coming out of the closet, and that made me understand how difficult this decision was. I thought about the pain this choice would bring seeing the people I trusted turn their backs on me because of their beliefs.

In that moment, I reflected again on whether the plan was worth it. Was it just the result of my terrible obsession? Was I about to do something sick and reprehensible?

But then I found some relief. Not only did I find comfort in the idea that I was doing it for my country and that I would sacrifice even my life for it, but I also found solace in the comments I read on social media. Messages of support and solidarity from a community that didn’t turn its back on you for being who you were.

I felt identified. Not only because I would soon experience the same circumstances, but because they defended the idea of being yourself. I thought about the discrimination they had suffered, and how they hadn’t given up.

And then, I told myself losing friendships, enduring mockery and insults, it was nothing if it meant I could do something for this group of wonderful people.

I think from that moment on, my determination grew stronger. I sent a message to my mother, sister, and a couple of friends, telling them that soon there would be news about my situation and that I would be sharing a significant change in my life with them. Taylor gave me a hug, but her words weren’t without warning. She told me I was going to burn in hell for manipulating a stigmatized community, even if the end was noble. She said it was likely I wouldn’t be forgiven.

The weekend arrived, bringing with it the final days before the radical change. By then, I had finished preparing my possible speeches and the words I would use at the party to explain my coming out of the closet. I was also fully aware of what this change would mean wearing women’s clothes almost indefinitely. If I won, which I was confident I would this time, it would become my routine, my way of life for the foreseeable future.

By that day, my walk in heels could officially be called walking. It wasn’t the most graceful, but in Taylor’s words, it was more than acceptable. Despite that, I still spent some time after breakfast practicing, perfecting the motions. Then, I returned to what had become routine for me attending to messages and notifications from Rebecca’s social media accounts.

The truth is, that afternoon felt like a quiet one. There wasn’t much left to do now. In my mind, everything was already set in motion, ready for the plan to begin on Monday.

So, my surprise was immense when I heard a knock on the door. I felt fear rise inside me, but I knew I had to face it if I was going to follow through with this plan. My heart raced as I reached for the doorknob, my hands slipping slightly from the sweat as I slowly opened the door.

And there she was Taylor, hand on her shoulder, waving. I let out a deep sigh of relief as she walked in, making her way straight to the living room. She set down the bags she was carrying and took a seat.

- I thought you were going out partying today – I said, sitting down on the couch next to her. – Like the other weeks.

- If I go out, I’ll hit a bar that doesn’t have much in the way of fact, but I won’t go alone. – She smiled, her eyes glinting mischievously.

The sensation that ran through my body was a mix of denial and fear. Obviously, I refused immediately, but Taylor responded firmly. If I couldn’t go out with her now, then the idea of campaigning as Rebecca was just a pipe dream.

I nervously bit my nails a long-standing habit, while Taylor explained that it was a safe space a gay bar, to be exact. It was the perfect place to go out for the first time and interact with the world before my official statement on Monday.

I knew I had to do it. As much as this was just a means to an end, I had to be convincing, to act with natural confidence. I had come this far, and this was the ultimate test. With great uncertainty, I agreed to the plan and nodded my head.

- That’s right! – She exclaimed excitedly. – Look, I bought you something special for today.

She opened the bag she had brought with her. Inside was a black miniskirt and a purple blouse one of those Asian-style blouses, purple with black speckles.

- I hope it looks like what you wore that first time you told me about.

Then it clicked in my brain. She had picked an outfit that was as similar as possible to the one from the anecdote I’d shared with her days ago. She was smiling, and I thanked her. I never knew if she had chosen it as a little joke or because she considered it significant, but either way, the interest she was showing meant a lot to me.

We spent a long time getting ready, and while Taylor called a cab to take us to the bar, I stood around, trying to relax. My friend didn’t give it too much thought, telling me that sooner or later, I’d have to get over it.

I didn’t believe those words, though. The truth was, this anxiety wasn’t going to help me, but I didn’t know how to shake it off. Then, I decided to sit down and take a deep breath. I remembered that one time when I had put myself together, and the result was so striking that I felt Rebecca could take on the world.

That was the mindset I needed to embrace. I didn’t have to worry; Rebecca would take care of everything. So, as I tried to let my alter ego take the lead for the night, I took refuge in the idea that, at the end of the day, I didn’t need to worry. Rebecca would handle whatever came next.

Clearly, my idea of dividing my mind into two distinct personalities was nothing more than a silly notion, but it was what had "helped" me keep moving forward. Of course, the whole plan sounded great in my head. I started making the gestures Taylor had taught me, and even she recognized my improvement. But when I stepped out the door, it felt like walking into a vast, suffocating darkness. I clung to my friend's hand, moving forward with short, shaky steps.

- We can go back – Taylor said, clearly worried when she saw the fear on my face.

I had a lump in my throat. Part of me wanted to say yes, but I squeezed my eyes shut, shook my head, and kept moving.

Taylor took my arm, guiding me like a crutch until we reached the cab. The idea of Rebecca getting into the car, confident and poised like a lady, felt utterly distant from my reality. I climbed in awkwardly with Taylor's help, my throat was still tight, but I made a conscious effort not to breathe too heavily. I didn’t want to worry anyone, and above all, I had to regain my composure to survive the night.

Even though the heels made me feel much taller than Taylor, I still felt incredibly small and fragile. I didn’t let go of her arm, searching for some form of protection. But after walking a little and noticing that no one seemed to pay much attention to me, I relaxed just a Little though I was still mute and embarrassed.

In the line for the bar, I could hear the excitement of everyone around us, buzzing about the new trendy place. I looked at Taylor, who simply said,

- Calm down. After the first drink, you won’t want to leave.

I smiled faintly, but my mind was still preoccupied, lost in the swirl of uncertainty.

When we reached the front of the line, I realized I wasn’t the only crossdresser there. I also noticed the excitement in the air as everyone waited eagerly to enter. In my distraction, Taylor pulled my hand it was our turn to go in. I was surprised to find that, despite the fear and adrenaline coursing through me, I didn’t take a wrong step in the heels.

As we entered, the sight of the crowded club overwhelmed me: people dancing, drinking, laughing.

- Have fun, beautiful girls! – the doorman said cheerfully.

I blushed at the comment, but Taylor led me by the hand to a table nearby. Shortly after, a waiter came over, and Taylor ordered for us. I still hadn’t said a word.

After taking a sip of my drink, she leaned in and shouted over the music.

- Relax a little and enjoy yourself – she said with a small, teasing complaint. – The worst is over. Cheer up.

I still couldn’t bring myself to speak, but after the second round of drinks, I started to feel less tense. I even found myself half-moving my arms to the music. The horrible feeling from before wasn’t entirely gone, but it had faded a bit. The embarrassment, however, still lingered. I was still acutely aware of myself, but Taylor’s patience wasn’t eternal.

At one point, she stood up, pulled me toward the dance floor, and started to move, leaving me behind when I didn’t want to join her.


Beginning to understand

Left alone, I took small sips of my drink, feeling somewhat abandoned while everyone around me laughed, danced, and enjoyed themselves. Watching the people on the dance floor, especially the other crossdressers I wondered if some of them were part of the online groups I had joined. Maybe they had even organized an outing to come to this bar, like I had seen in other posts.

- Why are you all alone? – a voice suddenly said beside me.

I turned to see a young man standing next to me.

- Don’t worry – I rushed to say before he could finish – I have a boyfriend.

- Ahhh, okay. – He nodded, looking somewhat amused.

- I actually came over because you seem a little tense. – He pulled out a chair and sat down. – Don’t be shy. Do like your friend go out and dance a little.

- No way, – I blurted out immediately, alarmed. – That would be so embarrassing.

- It’s fine, pretty. Just dance with me. – He extended his hand.

- Thank you, but I can’t dance.

- Don’t worry, – he said casually. – I’ve been told I’m an expert. And a great teacher.

He smiled, tilting his head playfully.

- Come on, baby. Give it a try.

- Just one song, – I said hesitantly. – I really don’t know how to dance.

He smiled and led me to the dance floor. My new friend was surprisingly patient, helping me follow the rhythm and loosen up a little. By the time the first song ended, he had somehow convinced me to stay for another. This time, I wasn’t just moving awkwardly, I was actually dancing.

- Do it like this, girl, – he said, effortlessly swaying his hips to the beat.

- Wow, – I exclaimed. – You really are good at this.

- I know, baby, – he said proudly. – Now try to copy my movements.

I followed his lead, and suddenly, I was dancing. I couldn’t believe it. He even acknowledged my progress, and we kept going. By the fourth song, I felt much freer, more in sync with the energy of the room.

At some point, everyone started clapping along to the beat, and I joined in, following the steps along with the crowd.

- Well, well, look at you, – Taylor’s voice cut through the music. – And here I was, thinking I had to sit you down and babysit you all night. Turns out you’re already in full party mode.

- Well, it’s just that I…

- Oh, don’t scold her, – my dance partner interrupted, laughing. – Poor thing barely talks, and you went and left her all alone. You have no patience with her.

Taylor smirked and playfully punched my arm before flashing him a smile.

- I have patience with her. Too much, – Taylor said with a smirk. – But if I had stayed by her side all night, she never would have dared to dance.

We sat down and continued talking. He introduced himself as Aldo, he was waiting for his boyfriend but decided to stay with us for a while, sharing a couple more drinks. When he asked about me, I told him Rebecca’s story.

But then, I paused.

I remembered the plan tonight was supposed to be Rebecca’s night. So, with several drinks already in my system, I decided to let her take control.

Taylor noticed the shift in my attitude. The embarrassment was gone. Now, she saw me talking more freely, laughing, even playing along more confidently in conversation. By the time Aldo’s boyfriend arrived, we were all happily dancing again. The two guys were incredibly nice, and the night turned out to be genuinely fun.

I kept drinking cocktail after cocktail, while Taylor, ever the responsible one, paced herself.

I, on the other hand, let loose, dancing without inhibitions.

But at some point, I felt someone on the dance floor getting too close.

A wave of discomfort ran through me, and Taylor noticed instantly. Without hesitation, she and our new friends pulled me away, guiding me back to the table.

They did their best to lighten the mood, trying to distract me from the unpleasant moment. Taylor, too, chimed in, and before long, we were even joking about it. They reached a consensus apparently, the guy wasn’t ugly and had probably just misread the situation.

I tried to brush it off, to play along with their reassurances. But the thought kept circling in my mind.

Maybe it was just a misunderstanding. But it made me think.

Yes, it made me uncomfortable. But what unsettled me the most wasn’t just this moment it was realizing that things like this happened all the time. And while this time, the other person had understood my refusal, I knew that wasn’t always the case.

I started thinking about how many people suffered harassment, how easily situations could be misinterpreted, how complicated it was to understand consent and express it clearly. Human interaction had never seemed so complex to me before.

It was strange almost as if wearing heels gave me a different perspective on things, as if it broadened my understanding of the world.

But before I could dwell on it too much, Taylor pulled me out of my thoughts. Shaking off the heaviness in my mind, I let myself get swept back into the party. We returned to the dance floor for a couple more songs, but before long, Taylor took me by the arm and led me outside.

We said our goodbyes, and Aldo and his boyfriend made sure we got into a cab safely. I barely remember the ride I must have fallen asleep somewhere along the way.

When we arrived, Taylor paid the driver and helped me out of the car. I was too drunk to argue, but even in my state, I insisted that she take my bed while I crashed on the couch. After that, the rest of the night was a blur.

The next morning, my head felt like it was going to explode.

I had definitely drunk too much.

There wasn’t much to do but endure it. I was still in my skirt and blouse, having only removed my heels and wig before passing out.

The next morning, my head was pounding. I had definitely drunk too much. But there wasn’t much to do about it now. I was still wearing my skirt and blouse, having only taken off my heels and wig before collapsing onto the couch.

Taylor looked slightly better than me, though she was visibly affected by the alcohol. We recounted the events of the night, laughing at some of the more ridiculous moments while sharing a pizza for breakfast.

This was my last day before coming out of the closet. It had been quite an experience, and even now, I wasn’t completely sure things would go well. In the worst-case scenario, I would have wasted time and money. But if everything went according to plan, I would win the candidacy and change my country for the better.

- I’m not sure you’re ready for what you’re planning to do, – Taylor said, watching me carefully. – I wish we had more time to prepare you. And also… to enjoy Rebecca. Now that you’re going into the campaign, we won’t be able to go out clubbing anymore.

We laughed at that, though I knew there was truth in her words. I reached for her hands and squeezed them gently, thanking her sincerely for all her support.

I knew she was right, I still had so much to learn. But I was going forward with what I had. Part of me was certain that I was about to enter a new stage in my life.

After a toast, I changed clothes and accompanied Taylor back to her house.

On the bus ride home, I reflected on what was about to happen. This would be the last time I went out as a complete man. From now on, everything will change.

At one point, a woman stepped onto the bus, immediately catching the attention of all the men. She wore a tight dress and heels. I could imagine the thoughts running through their minds, but my own questions were different.

I wondered about the effort she had put into her appearance, about how she must feel under so many stares. And for the first time, instead of focusing on her, I focused on the people around her.

I noticed the way they looked at her, the subtle shifts in their gazes, the silent weight of their attention.

And I finally understood why she might feel uncomfortable.

I had never noticed that before.


Not a step back

I could hardly sleep that night. My mind was flooded with thoughts not just about what had happened that day, not just the weekend, but the entire process that had led me here.

Tomorrow will be the ultimate test.

If I took the next step, my life would change forever.

And I wasn’t sure if I was truly ready.

The next day, the hours dragged on unbearably slowly. I was waiting for the right moment to speak with Ethan and James Carter, but they were nowhere to be found. Every time I convinced myself to go to their office, something came up that prevented me from talking to them.

I started to wonder if this was a sign—maybe I should give up. Or at least take more time to think things through.

But then, I was called in for a personal meeting.

This was it. Now or never.

Once inside, we began analyzing some of the data and presentations I had prepared. The words diversity and inclusion slipped into the conversation a couple of times. I didn’t say much, just offered occasional comments and reinforced the party’s stance.

- We’ve been talking a lot these past few days, – Ethan said, gesturing toward James Carter. – And we still haven’t found the right candidate for these elections. All the other parties have already started promoting their future candidates, and while we have few prospects, we were considering a different approach this time.

James Carter leaned forward.

- We had you in mind.

My heart skipped a beat.

- But there are two things holding us back from making that decision, – he continued. – First, the final stretch of your previous campaign you lost momentum, and that affected us. And second… it’s another, more complicated issue.

James Carter exchanged glances with Ethan before continuing.

- That’s why we’re not completely sure.

He sighed.

- We’d like to count on your support in case we’re pressured to appoint a candidate. But it would be under the condition of a possible change in the future. I know this isn’t what you were hoping for, but we need your help. We wanted to talk to you first before making any decisions.

- Wow… I wasn’t expecting this. – I took a deep breath, trying to steady my voice. – I understand where you’re coming from. You’ve supported me a lot through all of this, and I know these past months haven’t been easy. I understand why you might have reservations about giving me another candidacy. But I’ve changed and I see things more clearly now. And, honestly… I don’t know if I’m the best option either.

I could see the curiosity in their eyes, the unspoken question forming on their lips. So, before they had to ask, I sighed and spoke again.

- As I told you, these months have been difficult for me. It wasn’t just about losing the election… or breaking off my engagement. These past months have been about introspection. And there’s something delicate that might make you reconsider me as a candidate.

I paused, my heart pounding.

- I was planning to come out of the closet in the next few days.

The shock on their faces was immediate.

At first, they chose their words carefully, measured and deliberate, as if afraid of saying the wrong thing or prying too much. But as I kept talking—trying to keep a relaxed tone—their astonishment only grew.

I told them about my crossdressing, about the changes in my life, about how I had embraced this new side of myself. And then, with a deep breath, I acknowledged what they were likely already thinking.

- I understand this might be a problem for the party. Now that you know, you may not want to offer me the candidacy.

Ethan was the first to break the silence.

- You’ve left us speechless, – he admitted. – But we’re very grateful for your trust and sincerity. And rest assured, the party will fully support you in this new chapter of your life.

James Carter remained serious, his fingers interlocked on the desk.

- There’s a lot to consider, – he said at last. – But for now, this is all from our side. Ethan already expressed our stance. I appreciate your honesty.

He leaned slightly forward, his expression firm.

- Given these revelations, we ask for your discretion. Please don’t mention anything we’ve discussed here until we’ve clarified a few points internally. Thank you for your understanding.

When I left that office, it felt like my legs were going to give out beneath me, as if the ground itself would swallow me whole. Each step back to my desk was agonizing even though I had mastered walking in platforms, this was an entirely different kind of weight pressing down on me.

By the time I sat down, I collapsed into my chair, resting my elbows on the table and pressing my hands against my chin. I felt like I was going to faint pale, almost in a cold sweat.

But even with all of that, I finished my workday.

When I got home, I recounted everything to Taylor. She acknowledged my determination, offering a reassuring nod before reminding me to be patient in the coming days.

That night, once again, sleep evaded me.

Had I made the right decision?

Maybe I could have been a candidate without orchestrating this plan. After all, they were already considering me as an option maybe not the strongest one, but still a possibility.

What if I had doomed myself for nothing?

The thought of being replaced in the middle of the campaign by the candidate they really wanted made my stomach churn. And even worse… what if I actually won the election, only to have the position handed to someone else?

But then again what were the odds of that?

Maybe they’d find someone else.

Maybe they wouldn’t.

But I had already made my choice.

And now, I would have to face the consequences.

Every day, I expected them to call me to discuss the candidacy. My mind had already played through hundreds of scenarios, some promising, others disastrous. But even when I spoke with Ethan and James Carter, neither of them mentioned anything about it. And neither did I.

I had to maintain the stance I had taken in that meeting. For now, I couldn’t say anything more.

By the middle of the week, I was called in for another meeting.

A sharp pang of anxiety hit me.

I feared the worst. What if they had uncovered my network of lies? What if, instead of offering me the candidacy, they were about to fire me? I forced myself to stay calm as I entered the room.

Inside, I found Ethan and a woman I had never seen before. She was dressed in a perfectly tailored suit, with dark hair and glasses. The heels she wore made her just as tall as me.

I walked in, uneasily, filled with doubts, as they introduced me to Elsa, a party member who had come from the capital to support us in the upcoming elections.

At first, we talked about unrelated work matters, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off.

Elsa wouldn’t take her eyes off me.

Finally, after a few minutes, James Carter arrived.

And then, we got down to business.

- After careful consideration, research, and deliberation, – he began – we’ve reached the same conclusion as before: given our current circumstances, you are still our best option as a candidate.

I held my breath.

- However, – he continued, his tone shifting – after our last conversation, there are several points we need to address.

He straightened in his chair, his gaze sharp.

- First, when we initially asked for your support, you weren’t entirely sure. Even though you told us you had grown as a person, we need complete certainty. We need a full 100% commitment that you’ll dedicate yourself entirely to this campaign, delivering as you did in the past only this time, for the better.

I exhaled slowly, then met his gaze.

- I’m going to be honest with you. – My voice was steady, but my pulse raced. – To say that I wouldn’t want a second chance would be a lie to you, to myself, to everyone. I know that last time, I let my obsession consume me. But I’ve learned from it. I consider myself far more capable now.

I leaned forward slightly, determined.

- If I am to be the candidate this time, I want things to be different. I promise you my complete focus and commitment. I want to prove to myself what I’m capable of and I want to prove to you that placing your trust in me is not a mistake.

- We appreciate your enthusiasm, – Ethan smiled. – But there are some details that might not sit well with you. They may even be a bit uncomfortable. That’s where Elsa comes in. She will be the one to guide you through this campaign as an advisor. She has secured key points for the party, so you can trust her completely.

I nodded slowly, bracing myself.

- Thank you for the introduction, but let’s be clear, concise, and smart about this, – James Carter interrupted, his voice taking on a more serious tone. – The core of your campaign will be that you’re a member of the LGBT community. That means, you won’t be my candidate. Rebecca will be. And with her, I’ll be strict this campaign will be far more complicated than last time.

He leaned forward, his eyes locking with mine.

- If you faltered before, this time it will be much harder. You’ll need to work almost twice as hard. Last time, you were the standard candidate with a perfect life, the one everyone could rally behind. Now, as a member of a minority, you’ll have to face all the gossip and scrutiny that comes with it.

I felt my pulse quicken, but I stayed focused on his words.

- But if you’re committed, – James Carter continued, his tone sharpening – and you do exactly as I tell you, we might just win this election. I’ve helped others before, and though this is a challenge, it’s not impossible.

He paused, watching me closely.

- So, what do you say, princess? Are you in?


The consultant

I think that will never cease to impress me. Elsa didn’t care that James Carter and Ethan were present; she spoke bluntly, without hesitation. She had an overwhelming confidence and an aura of authority, as if she was always in control. Now, I understand why she had been called in, and why she was so effective at her job.

Still wide-eyed, I nodded and committed. Elsa took my hand, smiling with genuine happiness, while the rest of us exchanged looks of astonishment.

- We leave you in good hands, – Ethan said, his tone a bit condescending.

- We know you’ll bring us great results, and you have our full support, – James Carter added. – From now on, it’s official: Rebecca is the party’s candidate.

And just like that, my fate was sealed. Now, I was in Elsa’s hands, and an extremely difficult campaign awaited me. But I was confident that she would prepare me for everything that was about to unfold. Still, deep down, I knew that no matter how much I imagined what could happen and how closely reality might resemble my predictions, it would still be incredibly difficult for me.

Elsa was relentless. She had the demeanor of a predator, sharp and focused. She had already prepared the first steps of the campaign, including a rigid schedule that started with a long interrogation not an interview, but an interrogation. She aimed to uncover even the smallest details of my life.

I expected her to press me on the parts of my story that might expose me as a fake. But she didn’t. She didn’t push too hard on those sensitive details. The truth is, Elsa never ceased to surprise me.

As we drove to my house, where we would analyze my clothes, social media accounts, and my crossdressing life in general, Elsa remained serious. But when she spoke to me, when her eyes met mine, I could detect a subtle kindness in her demeanor, a flicker of understanding toward me.

Even late into the night, Elsa kept asking me questions while analyzing each photograph that had already been refined and edited by Taylor. Every time I asked a question about clothes or makeup, she looked at me with an impressive seriousness. It was clear she expected no less than perfection, and I didn’t hesitate for a second when she "asked" me to do my makeup so she could see how I handled it.

After a couple of sighs and scratching her head, Elsa called it a day. She told me she would meet me first the next morning at her hotel.

That night, after talking to Taylor about the emotional rollercoaster I had been on and celebrating that my candidacy was now official, I managed to get a couple of hours of sleep. All the emotions and ideas still spun in my head, but the lack of rest over the past few days had worn me out, and I finally drifted off.

The next day, I was ready to meet Elsa. I arrived 15 minutes early, but she was already in the lobby, waiting for me.

We had breakfast together while I presented some data from my previous campaign. Elsa listened intently, offering comments on the points we could salvage. She was truly dedicated to her work, and I could see how committed she was to make this campaign a success.

By the end of the meal, we ordered coffee, and the conversation shifted to the details of the campaign. Elsa shared insights into what had worked before and how we could adapt and improve certain ideas for this new phase.

- I’m really lucky that you’re supporting me, – I said, grateful. – Now I know that if we’re going to win this election, it’s because of your help. Thank you so much. I don’t know what I’d do without it.

- Lose miserably, – Elsa laughed. – Just kidding. I know you have potential. If you’d had my support in the previous elections, you would’ve won. But with the current situation, I’m not so sure.

- Come on, – I said, trying to reassure her. – Your confidence was through the roof just a moment ago. We can win this. I have complete faith in you.

Elsa stared at me, her expression more serious now.

- That’s the thing, – she said slowly. – Trust. I still have doubts about this candidacy, about your coming out of the closet. When they first told me your story, I was ready to reject you. But they insisted that I talk to you. It wasn’t until I actually spoke with you that I started to believe part of your story.

- But what are you talking about? – I tried to hide my nervousness, but my voice trembled slightly. – I know it might seem hard to believe, and yes, it feels sudden, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to expose myself either.

She looked at me disapprovingly for a moment, and I felt a pang of unease.

We finished our coffee in silence, the conversation shifting to work-related topics and more technical aspects of the campaign.

At the end of the meeting, I drove Elsa back to her hotel. We agreed on the next steps for the campaign, but a lingering uncertainty weighed on me.

- Can I ask you something? – I said carefully, looking into her eyes.

- Sure, – she replied confidently.

- What was it that convinced you to see me? – I asked, my voice quiet but curious. – If my story wasn’t convincing, I’d like to know why you decided to meet with me.

She paused, her gaze steady on mine.

- Because you saw me, – Elsa said, her voice soft but sincere. – The other two… they’re gentlemen, yes. But I can still feel their eyes on my body, watching discreetly. With you, it was different. You saw me not just a part of me.

Her words made me pause, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

- So, – she continued after a moment of reflection, – I thought maybe your story was true. That you were different. And worth the risk.

I couldn’t help but smile a little, feeling the weight of her words.

- Thank you, – I said honestly. – Really.

- It’s too early for that, – Elsa said firmly. – We have a long way to go, and for now, there’s a lot to work on. I’ve got a lot to fix today. See you tomorrow.

I had started a chain of events that would change my life forever. No matter what happened, nothing would ever be the same again. So, if the future held difficult days, I would make it worthwhile. I would strive to win the election and give meaning to all the effort mine, Taylor’s, and now Elsa’s.

In fact, it was Elsa who set the pace, dictating the rhythm at all times. She helped me come up with a convincing and tactful response for my mother and sister. She guided me through dealing with surprise messages from friends and acquaintances, showing me how to handle everything in the best way possible. I had told her the situation as close to the truth as I could how I hardly ever went out as Rebecca, and the only significant occasion had been that night at the bar.

For these reasons, Elsa considered two things to be absolutely critical. First, that Rebecca needed to start building connections with the community, being extremely active and aware of all events involving LGBT participation. Second, I would have to begin living as a crossdresser almost full time.

I spoke to Elsa, hoping to protest or explain my feelings. I wanted to tell her that my "crossdressing" had been something casual, a pastime I never intended to become my way of life. I understood the importance of the election, but I didn’t think it was necessary to submit myself to this strict regime.

- If you understood the importance of the elections, – Elsa said bluntly, not missing a beat. – You wouldn’t say that. You’re incredibly lucky to have had the opportunity to run for office twice. Do you know what people would give for a chance like that? Sacrifices have to be made.

- You don’t have to remind me of the situation, – I said seriously, meeting her gaze. – I understand everything perfectly. Much better than you think. I’ve sacrificed a lot, and I’ll do whatever it takes to win this time.

We locked our eyes, both of us standing firm, unyielding.

- All right, – Elsa finally responded, her tone unwavering. – But if you’re so committed, you need to listen to me. Everyone already knows you, but Rebecca is practically a stranger to everyone. When we start generating all the ads, we’ll present her as a committed member of the LGBT community. Someone who has been able to be who she is without fear of what people will say. We want to show that she’s strong, firm someone the public can rely on as a politician, but also someone who empathizes with the needs of the state. Rebecca, you must be much more than what you are now. Much more than what anyone else can be. You need to become more than just an individual candidate, a politician. You have to stop being who you were and become a symbol, a figure for the people. And if what you told me was true, and you want to help the country, then you need to transcend beyond your current mindset.

Her words echoed in my mind. I felt the weight of her expectation pushing down on me, but I couldn’t ignore the part of me that recoiled at the idea of changing so completely.

- That sounds almost impossible, – I said, my voice shaky despite my resolve. – I understand how demanding this job is, and I know I would be making a huge commitment. But should I really give up everything that makes me who I am? I would sacrifice my life for my country, but to cease to exist as myself? Don’t you think that’s a bit cruel?

Elsa’s gaze softened, but her tone remained firm.

- It is, – she said earnestly. – But if you can’t do it, then maybe this isn’t for you.


Coming out of the closet

After a long period of reflection, I apologized to Elsa, and in her own way, she apologized as well. We managed to reach an understanding, though I still believed it was important to give more visibility to the heterosexual closet crossdresser. Elsa, however, with her experience, insisted that I wasn’t the candidate Rebecca was. She made it clear that, for the most part, my crossdressing would be treated as a fade. She didn’t want to leave that space, and that’s why she insisted on a full-time commitment.

The final agreement was that during any campaign events organized by her, Rebecca would make an appearance, but in my free time, I would have the freedom to live as I chose, as long as I was discreet. The main priority now was to protect my image.

With only days before everyone would know my secret and the party would announce that their candidate was a crossdresser, my nerves and stress reached new heights. I hadn’t stopped moving for all this time. Elsa was strict, and her schedule was suffocating, but I knew that all of it was necessary to achieve my goal.

So, the next day, Rebecca officially begins her campaign.

When I woke up, I took a shower. Though the water wasn’t cold, I felt immense pressure in my chest. When I got out, my hands were trembling as I got dressed. I was thankful that someone else would be helping me with my makeup today because I knew I was in no condition to do it myself.

The minutes stretched into what felt like an eternity as I waited in my living room for Elsa to arrive.

As I took those first steps out of my house, it felt as if all the weight of the world had settled onto my feet. Walking was exhausting, yet my body felt strangely light, almost too light so much so that I was afraid I might fall. Elsa opened and closed the car door for me, her expression serious, her movements quick. She was clearly in a rush; she didn’t want us to be late for the big reveal.

Throughout the ride, she talked to me, giving instructions and reminders. I heard her words, but my brain couldn’t process them. The only thing I could focus on was the sound of my heart pounding and my deep breaths, trying to calm my nerves.

The ride felt far too short, and before I knew it, Elsa was pulling me out of the car and guiding me quickly toward the office. While I was being made up, she repeated the key points of my speech, but I was still in a daze, my mind in a fog, as if I were made of jelly and couldn’t grasp the reality of what was happening around me.

- I love this part, – Elsa said, her eyes fixed on the paper in front of her. – I never would have guessed that you had your speech so well organized and put together.

She paused, noticing I wasn’t responding.

- Hey, I’m talking to you.

- Sorry, – I finally said, shaking myself from my blank stare. – I’m too scattered.

- Wait, – she said, her tone effusive but firm. – You need to live up to these words. Remember what we talked about. Rebecca has to shock and amaze everyone, and I know you can do it. No, you have to.

Now, with my focus regained, we went over the key points of my speech once more what would be my moment to step in and shine. Her words were clear: this was my time. She polished the last details of my grooming, then took me by the shoulders, looking me up and down with a critical eye.

She gave my shoulders two encouraging taps.

- You’ve got this.

- You’re ready, – Elsa said, a beautiful smile full of emotion on her face. – Just don’t ruin it.

- Thank you, I think, – I replied, my voice a bit shaky despite my attempt to sound confident.

I knew the moment was coming—the moment I had been both dreading and anticipating. Soon, I would have to step up to the lectern. I prepared myself. I took two steps in place, then turned around, waving my hands nervously. In my mind, the sound of my heels echoed through my thoughts, amplifying the weight of the moment. When I saw my hands waving, the nails painted perfectly, a fleeting thought crossed my mind to run—just escape. But then I caught a glimpse of Elsa, watching me from the corner of her eye. She discreetly raised her thumb, a silent encouragement that made me stand firm.

Maybe I stood too firm.

The first steps I took toward the lectern were a stumble, but fortunately, no one noticed. I steadied myself, breathing deeply, reminding myself to stay in control.

With a discreet yet unmistakably feminine walk, I made my way to the microphone. The sound of my steps, rhythmic and deliberate, blended almost seamlessly with the applause. I raised my hand in a casual wave, greeting the audience who cheered for me. My arm was angled just enough to lift the hem of my jacket, revealing a pastel blouse tucked neatly above a thin black belt with a shiny gold buckle.

Each step was measured, the slit in my pencil skirt guiding my movements, limiting how far I could stride. But I kept my pace steady, a smile forming on my face.

When my eyes met those of my sister and mother in the crowd, my heart skipped a beat. I felt my eyes widen slightly in surprise, but I quickly regained my composure. I couldn’t afford to show weakness now.

James Carter clapped as I positioned myself in front of the microphone. Elsa smiled at him, nodding her head in approval before her gaze shifted to the audience. She smiled again, then turned her attention back to me.

I took a deep breath, summoning every ounce of confidence I could muster, and uttered the words with a strength I didn’t know I had in me:

- I am Rebecca. I am a crossdresser. And I am the best candidate for this election.





Dear reader,
The transformation of Jordan into Rebecca has been a journey filled with challenges, self-discovery, and courage. In this first part, we’ve explored how ambition and identity intertwine, leading Jordan to embrace a new life as Rebecca, a candidate determined to break barriers in the world of politics. With the support of her best friend Taylor and the guidance of the relentless consultant Elsa Grant, Rebecca begins to carve out her path in a society that watches her with skepticism, but also with curiosity.

In the next part, the story delves into an even more complex territory. Rebecca will face attacks from the opposition led by Richard Maxwell, personal crises, and moments of triumph that will test her resilience. Don’t miss this thrilling continuation!
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