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“I’m coming!” I yelled as I made my way down the stairs. Whoever was at my front door was knocking hard, and they weren’t giving up. After it was clear they weren’t going away, I had to cut my shower short, and I had quickly thrown my clothes back on. As I ran down the stairs, I could feel that I was not wearing underwear. 

I don’t know who I expected to see when I opened my front door.

The police?

My sister Shelby, or my parents? Maybe because they locked themselves out of the house?

The fire department?

No. It was Tyler, my sister’s boyfriend.

“Scott,” he said. “Oh, man, am I glad to see you.”

“Shelby’s not here,” I said to him. 

“I know that,” he said. “I just left her at Cassie’s party. This is super important. Can I come in?”

Apparently my shower would wait. 

I motioned for him to come in, and shut the door.

Tyler and Shelby and I all went to Rockland Community College, but that’s where the similarities ended. I just got there, Shelby changed her major four times in two years and wasn’t going to graduate for a long time, and Tyler was somewhere in between. He did something with cryptocurrency that no one understood, but drove a nice BMW and didn’t seem to be in a hurry to graduate. As our father said when I asked if he liked Tyler, “at least he has a direction.”

“Parents out?” 

I nodded.

“So, this isn’t easy,” he said. “But I need you. For real. Please do me this favor.”

“Depends what it is.”

“This is serious,” he said, and he pulled a phone out of his pocket. “Do you know what this is?”

I nodded. 

It was Shelby’s phone. Same light purple case, same unicorn sticker, and I could smell it. It was like whatever lotion she used was permanently a part of the case. “I don’t know how to say this, but I have reason to believe your sister is seeing someone else. She will not tell me her PIN, she is evasive every time we talk about it, and I really need to know this. I know she’s your sister, but I’m hoping as one guy to another, you get where I’m coming from here.”

Ooh, this was bad. 

“Tyler, man, I don’t know about this.”

“Please, Scott. I’m desperate.”

“I don’t understand what this has to do with me,” I said. “She hasn’t told you her PIN, but I don’t know it either.”

“You don’t need to know it,” he said. “You have something of hers that will get you into the phone.”

“I do?”

He nodded. “You have her face.”

What?

What on earth was he talking about? I felt a drip of my now-cold shower water run down the back of my neck. 

“I have her face?”

He nodded again. “You two look a lot alike. Same size, same face, same hair. She uses her face to unlock her phone. I am willing to bet that we can use your face to unlock it. Then I can check her texts, and know for sure. Please, Scott. Please.” 

It’s not that I didn’t like Tyler. I did. It’s not that I didn’t trust him, or that I didn’t trust Shelby. 

Actually, that wasn’t true: I didn’t trust Shelby. 

I knew as soon as Tyler said “seeing someone else” that Shelby was probably cheating. Her room was across the hall from mine, but some nights when my parents were out, she’d have Tyler over, and I could hear them in there. A few nights, the guy’s voice sounded deeper, though, and something about the way the hallway smelled felt off. I shouldn’t know what Tyler smells like, but I do, because sometimes we drive to or from class together. 

Tyler didn’t always smell like Tyler. 

Meaning, who I thought was Tyler was not always Tyler.

I’d keep my suspicions to myself, but I decided to help him. 

“Fine,” I said. “Just hold it in front of my face.”

He held the phone and I could hear it vibrate, letting him know it didn’t work. 

“Try again.”

It vibrated again, staying locked. 

“If we do it a third time, does it lock up for five minutes or something? Or forever?”

“I have no idea,” I said.

“I can’t risk this not working,” he said. 

“We have to,” I said.

“No we don’t,” he said, shaking his head. 

“What do you mean?”

“Can we make you look more like Shelby? Like, with some of her makeup?”

“No!”

“I can’t get this far and then not get into her phone,” he said. “I can’t. If she’s the kind of person to cheat on me, I need to know now.”

“Just assume she is!” I said. 

I was about to tell him about the cologne smell in the hallway, the deeper voice I sometimes hear, but before I could, he said “I’ll give you $100.” 

“Oh my God, Tyler, no, I don’t need your Bitcoin.”

“Not Bitcoin,” he said, and pulled out his wallet. “Here,” he said, holding a few twenties at me. 

“Tyler, no, I am not wearing makeup for a hundred bucks.”

“$200,” he said. 

“Come on, dude.”

“Two hundred and…” he flipped through his wallet. “Two hundred and forty six. Right now, on the spot. We’ve got one more shot at the facial recognition, your parents aren’t home, Shelby’s still at Cassie’s and won’t leave until she tears the place apart looking for her phone. No one will ever know.” 

I could use the money, for sure. I had no job, no real goals, and I was an 18 year old General Studies major at a Community College. I was reliant on my parents and was years away from having prospects. $246 was life-changing money when you had no money. 

And no life. 

Would this be enough to get me a life? I could find out. 

“Fine,” I sighed. “This does not get out to anyone.” 

He handed me the money. “If I’m right, buddy, you’ll never see me again.” 

That actually kind of stung. Did I want to make this trade? 

We went upstairs and hung a right into Shelby’s room. He was much more comfortable in her room than I was, even though I was the one who lived with her. He walked straight to her dresser and started looking at labels.

“This might take a second,” he said.

“Take your time,” I said. “No refunds.” 

He laughed, and said “I’m assuming we can do some eye stuff and lipstick. She doesn’t go anywhere without makeup, so her phone probably thinks that’s what she looks like all the time. I guess we do this until it looks right.” 

He handed me a bottle of something.

“You want me to do it for you?” he asked when I didn’t take it from him. 

“Absolutely not,” I said. 

I stood in front of her mirror and Tyler watched as I drew on some shading with eyeliner, which was the bottle he had handed me. Her eyeshadow made my eyes deeper, darker, and more mysterious. Then it was mascara, and I brushed on a few strokes. How much was enough? How much was too much? I had no idea. 

“Here,” he said at one point. “I do need to do this for you.”

He got up and helped fluff out my eyelashes with the mascara brush. 

“Get closer to the base. Like this,” he said. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 

I closed my eyes and let him work. It took a certain amount of trust to let someone near your eyes with a pointy tool, but he and I had that kind of a relationship, I suppose. We’d have lunch on campus if our schedules allowed, or he took me to the movies when Shelby had to cancel one night and he already had the tickets. He even let me borrow his car one day when I forgot something on campus and had to go all the way back. 

A BMW? It was the slowest I had ever driven. 

And now he was dolling me up to look like his girlfriend. 

“OK, check it,” he said, putting the cap back on the brush. 

Even in a dimly-lit bedroom, my eyes popped.

Tyler sat back on Shelby’s bed and watched me work. If he was attracted to her, and I looked like her, what would it mean if…

“You’re getting close,” he said, interrupting my thought. “Any shade of red lipstick and you should be good. Actually, put your hair in a ponytail, maybe. That should help.”

I grabbed a tube of lipstick and twisted the bottom until it poked out, then applied it to my lips like it was lip balm. That I had done before. That wasn’t girly at all. That was normal…

I looked at myself and smacked my lips the way I had seen women do it. Then I looked at him. He looked startled.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “This should work. My God, do you look like her,” he muttered. Then he handed me the phone. 

“Here goes nothing,” I said, holding the phone in front of me. 

I smiled and it vibrated in my hand, except this time, it unlocked. 

“You’re in,” I said, handing it back to him. 

He grabbed it and started scrolling through her messages app, and started reading down the names to me.

“Do you have an Aunt Jane?” he asked. 

“Yes, that’s real.” 

“What about Gloria?”

“She has a friend named Gloria, yes.”

“Who the fuck is Jacob?” 

“A guy at her old job. He’s gay though.”

He paused as he read something on her phone.

“Yeah, this doesn’t look flirty. OK, not Jacob. How about Wanda?”

“No clue.”

He looked at me. “No?”

“No, I don’t know a Wanda.”

He looked back down at the phone and read. 

Then he scrolled and read some more. 

Then he looked at me with what looked like sadness in his eyes, and slowly sat on Shelby’s bed. 

“That’s it,” he said. “Wanda. This ain’t no Wanda writing her back, though.” 

“Tyler, man, I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK. You didn’t do anything.” 

I thought back to the first time I smelled that new cologne. Should I have said anything? If I was honest with myself, I did probably wonder if that was Tyler behind Shelby’s door. 

Yet I said nothing. And as things stood, I was standing in her bedroom with the body of a boy and the face of a girl. It was not the time to address any guilt I had. 

“I’m going to screenshot all of this,” he said, sniffing. 

“You are oddly calm about this,” I said. “Are you OK?”

It took him a while to look up at me. “I’m…fine. I think. I mean, I’m not fine, but I am.” 

“That makes no sense,” I said.

“Have you ever been cheated on?” he said. 

“Well, no,” I said. I hadn’t been cheated on. You need to be with someone for them to cheat on you. I was missing a crucial piece of the puzzle and could never be cheated on. 

“I hope you never are,” he said. “This feels weird. But I thought something was off. I think…” he trailed off and looked at the wall. “I think I made peace with this a while ago.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I said nothing.

He said nothing. 

I caught my reflection in the mirror and couldn’t believe how much like a girl I looked. I heard his phone buzz as he screenshotted the whole conversation with Wanda on Shelby’s phone, then texted each screenshot to his phone. 

It took about five minutes. I stopped counting the buzzes. 

But something strange happened as he sent himself the photos. I felt each buzz of his phone in my body. Was I bored? Was I simply in tune with my surroundings? Like, I was on heightened alert because I was in someone else’s bedroom and I was not exactly myself? 

Each buzz traveled straight through me. I felt the tingling in my fingers, in my toes, and in my belly. I felt the buzzing between my legs.

I was not wearing underwear. My shower was interrupted and I had thrown my sweatpants back on without getting fully dressed. And Tyler’s buzzing phone was creating a very noticeable problem in my pants, even though I was not particularly well-endowed there. I shifted my weight a few times, tried thinking about the unsexiest things I could (Vegetables! Penguins! Math! Baseball!), and was relieved when the buzzing stopped.

He stood up and ran his hands through his hair.

“Thanks, man,” he said. “I owe you one.”

There was more than two hundred bucks in my pocket. “You do not owe me anything,” I said, “and I feel weird even having this–” I reached in my pocket for the money and my fingers brushed against my semi-hardness.

He shook his head. “It’s yours, and I mean that. I needed answers. Those were worth more than two hundred bucks.”

I kept my hand in my pocket to shield my semi from him. 

It was awkward. 

“I’ll see you around, man,” he said, and we shook hands. He stopped in the doorway and turned to look back at me. “That was the strangest handshake ever. It really feels like I just shook hands with the girl who cheated on me, so that I can leave and go break up with the girl who cheated on me.”

I didn’t know what he felt like, but it didn’t look good. 

I didn’t know what I felt like, but I knew I didn’t feel like a boy. It wasn't a girl either, but by the time I had control of my thoughts, he was gone, and I was left in a girly bedroom with my hands in my pants, holding back an erection I shouldn’t have had, but did.
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The front door closed, a car door opened and shut, a car started, a car reversed out the driveway, and then engine sounds faded away as Tyler drove down the street. Probably forever. 

I had no idea where Cassie lived, but some bad shit was about to go down there based on how he reacted to learning about Shelby’s cheating. He was calm about it, but he looked broken. 

There I was, in my sister’s bedroom, dressed like her.

Well, dressed like her from the neck up. 

I looked like her when she cared how she looked, but not too much. Like when someone came over who she wanted to look good for, but not look great. Like her cousins. She needed to be good-looking, but not hot. Makeup and sweatpants was certainly one of her uniforms. 

And now it was one of mine? 

My mother used to tell me that if she had two girls, it would have been Evie and Shelby.

Evie? That’s not even a full name. That’s short for something. Evelyn, or Evangeline. Evie is a nickname. 

But it was also something I thought about a lot. What would my life have been like if I were a girl? What would my relationship with Shelby be? If Tyler came over, would he get us confused?

I certainly wouldn’t have jumped from the shower to go answer the door if I were Evie. 

I also wouldn’t need to steal anything from my sister, as I’d have my own.

And I wouldn’t have a throbbing erection in my pants. There would be no erection. I’d have other problems.

It’s not something I thought about often, but at that moment it was hard to ignore. In a silent house, with no one around, no plans, and the rest of the night to kill, it was easy to think about Evie when you looked like an Evie. 

I remembered being younger, hanging out with a lot of people at Jackie Preston’s birthday party in her basement. We were all 16 or so, constantly confused, constantly horny, and had no way of avoiding sexually-charged conversations. The party was civil for an hour, then it got raunchy. The inevitable question came up of “what would you do if you were a member of the opposite sex for a day?” While I remembered the night, and I remembered what Brad Bannon did with his hands when he answered about his breasts, and I remembered the disgusted face Jackie made when Todd Kelton answered about masturbating for 24 straight hours, and I remembered that Chris Stark said he’d wear the sluttiest outfit around and he’d fuck anything on two legs the whole time, I didn’t remember what I had said. 

What would I have done? Would I have played with myself? 

The truth was, I had a chance to figure it out. It didn’t matter what I answered back then, because I could kind of learn for real. 

I felt cute, sort of. I knew I looked good because I could see it myself in the mirror, and I fooled a phone’s computer. So much for all the smart AI that went into everything, right? As far as Shelby’s phone knew, I was a girl. 

Maybe not for the next 24 hours like we had talked about at Jackie’s, but I probably had over an hour. My parents wouldn’t be back until much later, and Shelby was about to get dumped and wouldn’t come home right away. Not if she was the one who cheated. 

No, it was time to learn what my answer was. And I needed an outfit to do it. 

Part of this was gross to think about, but I wasn’t thinking clearly with my head. I was letting the Mystery Erection determine what I was doing. 

And I was stealing clothing from my sister. I padded over to Shelby’s dresser and opened a drawer. 

It instantly didn’t feel right. I felt slightly girly and needed to go further, but not like this. It was only going to make me paranoid. I’d be self-conscious about stretching it out. I’d wonder if she would realize her drawers were rummaged through. I’d have to rush to put everything back. Would I want to wash anything? 

There had to be a different way. In her closet, there were probably some things hanging that she never wore. 

I quietly went through what was hanging there, making sure to keep the metallic scraping sounds to a minimum as I went through all of her outfits. No tags on any outfits, though there were scarves and coats with the tags still on them. Off to the side in the closet was her hamper, and behind that was a shelf that was piled with unorganized clothes. Maybe something in there was neglected? Maybe it was a pile of stuff to be donated? Out of season stuff that she wouldn’t miss for months? 

As I pulled things out from the unorganized pile of clothing on the shelf, I hit the jackpot, and I knew it as soon as I touched it. 

Lingerie. In its original packaging, so she never wore it. 

If Tyler bought it for her, and they break up, then she doesn’t need it. If Mystery Guy bought it for her, and she cheated on Tyler, then she doesn’t deserve it. And if she bought it for herself to wear for either one of them, then…fuck it, she’s not here, and the poor guy would be falling for someone who would cheat on him. 

It doesn’t matter. I took it with me.

Heart pounding, I dashed across the hall to my room and shut the door behind me. 

I slipped out of my sweatshirt and sweatpants, careful not to smear the makeup I applied for Tyler. It already felt like a lifetime ago that he was here. 

Naked but no longer wet from my shower, I slit the side of the shrinkwrap open and let the lingerie fall to the floor.

Black lace panties.

Black stockings. 

Some sort of bra, not that I had anything to cover up or accentuate.

I made quick work of the tags and double-checked that my door was locked. I slipped my legs into the stockings, one at a time, and felt my semi-hard cock get that much harder. I was ready for…something. I’d find out, though I was a little worried about what I’d find. 

I slid into the panties, and though I was worried that there wouldn’t be enough room in them for what was between my legs, apparently what I carried around with me wasn’t so big that it mattered. I easily fit in them.

They felt nothing like the underwear I was used to wearing. They rode high up my thighs. They hugged my cheeks and made it seem like I had a bigger booty than I did. They felt amazing. 

If this is what women felt walking around all the time, it’s no wonder we all answered the way we did at Jackie’s house. 24 hours of this sounded pretty damn good. 

By the time I dropped the lace bra over my head and tucked everything into place, I felt a pulsing in the crotch of my panties that I had never felt before. I felt exposed since I was wearing so little, I felt nervous since I wasn’t supposed to be wearing it, I felt naughty since it was stolen, and I felt…like a work of art.

I felt like I needed to be admired. I felt like I had done something to deserve attention. 

Any attention. And I may not have been as horny as Chris Stark planned to be, but I was definitely worked up.

I looked down at myself. It was easy to imagine being a girl for 24 hours now, because all I needed to do was remember this feeling, a feeling I knew I’d carry with me forever. 

I had forgotten my answer at Jackie’s, but I would never forget this. 

My hand slipped down my smooth stomach and stopped at the waistband of my underwear.

At the waistband of my panties. 

Once I saw videos online of girls rubbing their clits, I began imagining all of my classmates doing it. I imagined girls thinking of me, touching themselves because they couldn’t wait any longer, and I felt that too.

I picked a spot right above my crotch and rubbed in a slow circle.

It wasn’t the same as how I usually took care of myself, but I could still feel it. I felt my little bulge touch the lacy fabric as I made my first rotation. Then another, and then another. 

I pressed my fingers into my body harder, and rubbed with a firmer touch. 

There was no way I could let myself out of the panties and relieve myself the way I normally did. This was not normal, and this felt more right, considering the way I was dressed, and considering the frame of mind I was in. 

I rubbed harder, each circle getting a little more vigorous.  

I felt my thighs strain as I began to tense up. I was squeezing my body in time to how I was rubbing myself. I was flexing, feeling my muscles tense, feeling my crotch tingle, and feeling my body working hard.

There was something just out of reach that I could feel, something that if only I tried to grasp it, I was sure I could release something amazing. I bucked my hips in time with my own touches. I flexed my thighs, thrusting my hips out as I chased my own delicate touch.

This was not fast, but this was worth more. This wasn’t 0 to 60; this was 0 to 10, then 20, then 30, and then 30 some more. This was being stuck on 30 and unable to move. This was me needing to earn 40. 

This was agony. This was me teasing myself but knowing I had to power through it. This was me earning something I already had. 

I rubbed more vigorously, feeling myself get closer. A familiar build-up began in my panties, only I wasn’t able to take care of it with three quick strokes the way I was used to. Instead, I braced myself with one hand on my dresser, and quickened my pace. 

My legs strained even harder. My body was getting more and more tense, and I felt a wire inside of me get pulled harder, and tighter, until it was going to snap, and all at once I felt myself give out, my legs began to relax, and I filled my panties, pulse after pulse, with warm cum, that never seemed to stop. 

I rubbed myself all the way through my climax, and by the time my breathing slowed and my body began to recover, I looked down and saw the cum running down my inner thigh. 

I felt no guilt. I felt no shame. I did not feel naughty, or deviant, or lonely. 

At first, I didn’t know what I felt. It wasn’t until after I took the lingerie off and hid it in my closet that I started to figure it out. It wasn’t until I took a long shower, making sure to wash off every last bit of makeup that was on my face that I narrowed it down. And it wasn’t until I crawled into bed later that night, thighs burning, unable to bring myself to masturbate the “normal” way again, that I knew what that feeling was.

It was the feeling of discovery. 

By the time I fell asleep, I hadn’t quite worked out what I had discovered, though.
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You could change your life a little at a time, and for $246, you could change quite a lot. For $20, you could try a yellow plaid schoolgirl skirt. For $40 you could get a pair of shoes. For $30 you could get a denim jacket. And in the four days it took for everything to be delivered, you could have your whole life change in other ways

For starters, Shelby never came home that night. This was bad because she got into trouble with my parents for not letting them know, and it was good because it gave me a chance to snap photos of her makeup collection before she did get home, looking ragged and sad and angry all at once. 

After a tense few hours with Mom and Dad, and after avoiding eye contact with me, she announced she was moving in with Julie Pritchard. How’s that for a Saturday? By Sunday night, her room had been emptied and the house was calm again. 

Tyler texted me to say thanks, and a sane person would have offered his money back to him. 

That sane person probably didn’t already spend a lot of it on girly clothes, though, so I kept my mouth shut. 

Mom and Dad doted on me a little bit, probably because they knew how close they were to being Empty Nesters. They made my favorite meal, filled the car with gas for me and let me take the car out (not that I had anywhere to go), and even took me out to eat. 

“Do you know what happened with Tyler?” Dad asked as he cut into his steak. 

I was anxious because that was the night my six-pack of cute panties was delivered ($22.99) and was waiting on our porch as we ate. As soon as we got home, I knew what I was doing. 

“Uh, I’m not sure,” I said as I nudged a potato around my plate with the back of my fork. 

“That was some weekend,” Mom said. “I knew she’d move out eventually, but I didn’t expect to be hit with a new friend, new boyfriend, new job, and new apartment all in a half hour.” 

I perked up.

“I didn’t know about any of that,” I said. “She got a job?”

“On campus,” my Dad nodded. “She wanted the spare car at first. We said no since everything is within walking distance for her. We figured you could use it until you got further along with your studies.”

My studies.  

“Oh, thanks,” I said.

“Especially if it doesn’t look like you’ll be riding with Tyler again,” my mother said. “Now that Shelby seems to be seeing this Victor guy.” 

They both looked at me. “I don’t know Victor,” I said, truthfully.

I might know what he smells like, though, I thought. 

“It’s a lot of change for you all at once,” Mom said. “If it’s too much, you’re welcome to come with us this weekend. I talked to Amanda. She said another guest for the wedding is fine, even at short notice.”

I shook my head. “It’s fine,” I said. “You two go. I can do it. Plus I might have something going on on Sunday with Jordan.” 

I had nothing going on Sunday with Jordan. In fact, I hadn’t talked to Jordan in weeks. And I absolutely was not going to waste a chance at a free weekend with the house to myself just so I could go to Aunt Amanda’s second wedding. 

No, I planned on actually answering the question of “what would you do if you were a girl for 24 hours?” With an empty house and no risk of being walked in on, I had plans. They didn’t need to know the plans. I wanted them out. I was squirming in my seat as I thought about the panties on the porch, about the slender packages that had been delivered all week, about the makeup I bought so I could recreate the look that first night with Tyler. 

I was absolutely not going to a family wedding that was like seven hours away. 

“Really, it’s fine,” I said. “I can cook a few things. I’m more responsible than–”

I cut myself off. It didn’t matter if I was more responsible than Shelby. She didn’t live there anymore. I didn’t need to say it. My parents were being brave about it, but they were clearly hurt. 

“You guys need time to yourselves,” I said, as reassuringly as I could. “And I also need to get used to being more on my own.” 

“Thanks, Scott,” my mother said. 

I chewed my last potato and realized that, given how much time, thought, and money I had spent that week thinking about my weekend and what I’d be doing with it, I had almost expected her to call me Evie. 

***

By the time I waved to them from the front porch, and by the time they backed out the driveway to leave the extra car behind, I felt electrified. Not horny, necessarily, though I had felt a dull ache the whole week as I planned my solo weekend. And not girly, either, as I was still Scott no matter what I felt at dinner with my parents. 

No, I just felt…prepared? I felt like I didn’t need permission. I felt that I was no longer a helpless young man. I didn’t feel helpless at all. 

Was I excited to see if I still felt like a man? Can’t two things be true at once? 

Regardless, I was excited as their car disappeared down the street. 

Would I have been more excited if I had my sister’s wardrobe to choose from as well? Probably not, as if her wardrobe was here, then she would have been here as well, and my Girl Time wouldn’t be happening. 

No, I’d be able to survive with what little I had. 

$246 led to a few small changes and not a ton of options. This would be fine. And it couldn’t start right away anyway, as I wanted to give them time to put some miles on the car. I wanted to eat dinner myself, even if it ended up being a sandwich. And I wanted to run over my plans one last time before I dressed up in full girl mode and finally had the answer to the question my friends and I were asked, however many years ago we brought it up.

I say “full girl mode” because as I turned and walked back into the house, shutting the front door behind me, I could feel hugged and contained by a pair of cotton panties from the multipack that came in the mail the other day. I was already in partial girl mode. In fact, I was that way all last night as I slept, too. 

Lines blur all the time. I was blurring mine. 

Where things did not get blurry was in pleasing myself: I hadn’t done it since I rubbed one out after Tyler left the weekend before. 

Sure, I wanted to. Sure, I was horny. But even lying there at night under the covers in a pair of pink cotton panties, I couldn’t go through with it. I didn’t feel girly enough. 

I wasn’t made up, my hair wasn’t done, my outfit wasn’t right. Yes, I had shaved my legs smooth and lotioned my pubic hair away, but that wasn’t girly enough. I didn’t want to jerk myself off, but I didn’t want to rub another one out, either. It somehow wasn’t right. 

But with no one around, and with all the time and space in the world to get it right, I could make it right. And I had the butterflies in my stomach to prove that I was getting close. 

I went upstairs to my bedroom, leaving the door open this time since I wanted to be alerted if anyone came home or knocked on the door. 

On my bed, I laid out all of my clothes. I started with the lingerie I “borrowed” from Shelby. The stockings were a little stretched out, the bra was tangled, and the panties clearly had some violence done to the crotch: they were crusty with my cum.

Next to the lingerie, I placed the yellow plaid skirt. I was surprised to see that it was a little longer when it arrived, and wasn’t exactly the short schoolgirl vibe that I was expecting. 

Next to that I placed the denim jacket, next to that I put the three pairs of thigh highs that I ordered (white, black, fishnet), and then the panties.

My panties. White, pink, gray, black, white with pink hearts, and nude. 

Next to all of that, I took out my chunky pair of black shoes. They had heels, I suppose, and I did feel taller when I wore them, but I did not buy the tallest version online. I went with two-inch heels. 

I could have gone to five, but as soon as I got them, I knew I made the right choice, especially since the skirt was longer than I thought. A short skirt and huge heels would have been fine. Slutty, but fine. But a long skirt and lower heels means that I could theoretically wear my one outfit outside. 

And I knew what I was going to do: get gas. 

That was it. Just fill the car’s tank. It was already mostly full, so it wouldn’t take me long. But I would get a thrill from going out. I knew I would. 

I’d get dolled up, look almost exactly like my sister, and go outside to run an errand. Just a little thrill. Nothing even terribly sexual. But I knew that I could do it, rush home, and then, dressed sexy and with the house to myself, I could take care of myself again. I’d kick off my 24 Hours As a Girl in style.

I’d kick it off the way I’d probably end it, too. 

First, though, it needed to start. And after getting the text from Mom that they were crossing into Pennsylvania, and after continuing to hear nothing from Shelby, and after I found a yogurt and a bag of pre-made salad in the refrigerator, I did what anyone in my position would do: I washed my cum-filled lingerie out in the basement bathroom sink and hung everything up to dry, I put on makeup using the makeup mirror that my sister left behind and that I re-homed to my bedroom, and I slinked my way up and down the stairs a few times, feeling what it was like to wear short heels and a skirt.  

Is this how it felt for Shelby to simply live in our house? Had I not been paying attention to my own life up until now? Why was waking up and down stairs so thrilling? Why was eating a salad in a skirt with my legs crossed such a thrill? Why was simply being such a thrill? 

And how many other thrills were out there?
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I had always been self conscious when I only had one self. Having two selves made it even worse. 

As I sat in my car at the gas station just off of Route 10, I reviewed the last hour. 

Pacing nervously around the house? Check.

Turning the porch lights off so I could sneak out of my own house and get to the car in the dark? Check. 

Being thankful for the shorter heels because I could wear them while driving to the gas station? Check. 

Realizing that I had no credit card and needed to go inside the station to pay in cash if I wanted to get gas, then overthinking it because the attendant was probably seeing me on the security cameras and the longer I waited, the more suspicious I looked? Check, and check. 

I drummed my thumbs on the steering wheel, still feeling my charged body tingling with excitement. 

Or nervousness? Fear? Terror? 

I had plenty of time to regret it all. The rushed decision to buy the clothing in the first place. The stupidity of thinking I could somehow go outside dressed like a girl and get away with it. 

Why did I not talk myself out of this? Why did I think it was a good idea? Why did I have the courage to try new things and then chicken out at the last moment, so I’d sit at an empty gas station waiting to be hauled away by the police for…what, impersonating a girl? 

No, there was my answer. It was an empty gas station. No one else was here, just whoever was inside working. No other customers to see me, no one else pumping gas. No one to see me other than the security cameras that were up there on the roof, staring down at me through the windshield. 

I looked at the gas tank before I turned the car off. About three quarters of a tank. I took a deep breath and could hear it all since the engine was off.

Without realizing it, I had just talked myself into going through with it. The cameras didn’t care who I was. I fooled Shelby’s phone anyway, and these things weren’t as smart. 

No one was here. 

I had no idea who worked at the gas station, but chances are, they didn’t know me.

I wouldn’t have to show ID.

I could pay in cash.

I could leave and never come back. 

And I could feel the thrill of living. Not that the act of getting gas was sexually-charged; no, it was that I was sexually charged and brought that with me to anything I did, whether it was eating dinner, walking on stairs, sitting in a car, or opening a car door, sliding my legs out into the cool night air, smoothing my skirt as I stood, closing my car door, and walking twelve high-heeled steps to a door that jangled like a bell when I opened it, where I felt the fluorescent warmth of the convenience mart as I entered. 

Contrasts were everywhere, and I never noticed them. The inside and outside, the body and the mind, the outer look and the inner life. 

And the contrast between a petite girl in a yellow skirt and an overweight Latino-looking guy with tattoos all over his neck, staring at me and waiting for me to do something. 

So I did something. I walked up to the counter and put a twenty dollar bill down on the counter. 

“Ten on pump four,” I said. 

He looked at me as he took the bill. “Can’t get far on ten bucks,” he said. 

There was a smirk trying to form in the corner of his mouth. I saw it. Was he smirking because he thought he was flirting? Or was he smirking because he knew I wasn’t fooling anyone?

“Just need to get home,” I said. “It’s not far.” 

This man was large. This man was…not attractive.

Why did I care if he was attractive? Would it make things easier if he were attractive? Like, a good-looking, ripped guy behind the counter taking my twenty from me and pushing some buttons? Would I be more comfortable? 

I didn’t care if people were hot. 

Did I?

I knew when a man was handsome. This man was not handsome. He was gritty. Rough. His voice sounded like it had sandpaper in it, like his words scraped the air between us. 

The register popped open and he put my twenty inside, then grabbed two fives and handed them to me. 

The security monitors were behind him. Right at the top was my car. He’d have a front row seat to my little challenge and he could growl as much as he wanted. 

“Pump’s a little slow,” he said. “Don’t be surprised if it takes a little longer.”

So you can stare at me longer? I wanted to say. But this man was so big he could have killed me with his bare hands even if I wasn’t in heels. 

Maybe this interaction would have been easier if he were good looking.

“Thanks,” I said in a near-whisper, and I dashed outside with my two fives. I felt his eyes on me the whole time, and outside I could still feel his eyes on me, through the security camera this time. 

I chipped the edge of a fingernail as I unscrewed the gas cap. I didn’t want to look helpless or girly, so I ignored it and stuck the pump into the tank. 

He was right. It was slow.

It was slow. 

I gave myself a quick challenge to pump a little gas, and it was turning into a huge challenge. A time-wasting challenge as I second-guessed everything. A resilience challenge as I talked myself into going through with it despite my fear. A growth challenge as I interacted with a big, scary-looking man for the first time, dressed sexy. 

And another challenge I didn’t know about yet, because a white car that turned off of Route 10 immediately hit its brakes as it passed the gas station, then turned around and came back.

I had $4.34 in the tank. Someone was coming. 

The white car slowed down on the road and the windows lowered on the driver’s side of the car, both front and back. 

“Cheating whore!” I heard a girl yell from the car.

Oh my God, I thought. 

Whoever that is thinks I’m Shelby. That’s the only explanation. 

“Fuck off, you cunt!” a guy’s voice yelled. Who was driving? Did I know these people? Shelby did. Tyler probably did, too. 

My heart pounded as I watched the pump slowly tick past $5. If the car pulled into the gas station, would the big guy come out to save me? Would this girl want to fight me? Who the hell did Shelby piss off, and why did she move out to leave me to pick up the pieces for her? 

I looked up at the security camera and realized they probably didn’t have sound. Did the cameras capture anything happening on the shoulder of the main road? Probably not.

$6. 

“We know you can hear us, you stupid bitch,” a girl’s voice yelled. Was that the same girl’s voice? How many people were in that car? I had a terrible vision hit me of the car coming into the station and then all of Shelby’s enemies getting out, one after the other, like a clown car, hundreds of people, hundreds of enemies, tearing at my face, pulling my hair, and leaving me behind to bleed to death after taking out their frustrations on her. 

Only it was me. And I couldn’t say it. 

I put the pump handle back on the pump with a couple bucks left to go. It didn’t matter. No one was coming for me, no one was coming to save Scott because Scott wasn’t here: Evie was. And Evie had no friends. Evie had no one to look out for her except herself. 

And Evie was screwing the gas cap back on as fast as she could, not waiting to see what the car would do next. Evie chipped another nail doing it. 

“That’s what I thought,” came a girl’s voice as I got back into the car and started it back up. I locked the doors and felt slightly safer. 

That’s when I noticed the car’s doors had opened. 

A guy in a hoodie and a girl in jeans and a haltertop had gotten out, left their doors open, and were walking towards my car. Big Guy from inside was not coming out. I couldn’t run inside to hide. Where would I go?

I had one choice. I put the car in Drive, and I squealed out of the lot. I passed the two people from the car, but didn’t recognize them. I didn’t stop where the gas station met the main road, and I sped off back the way the white car came; they couldn’t chase after me without turning around, so I had a few minutes to get far enough away, turn someplace, and figure it out from there. 

I made it as far as River Road before I saw any headlights in my rearview mirror, and I turned with no blinker. 

Fuck, I thought. Fuck, fuck fuck!

This was supposed to be sexy. This was supposed to be fun, and was supposed to be on my terms, and it was nothing like that anymore. It stopped being fun. I felt no sexiness from earlier. Sure, I could feel the bulge between my legs as I sped down the road. I could feel the hot air from the vents blowing directly on my legs. I could even feel some of the air in motion making its way up my skirt as I drove through some farmland and glanced in the rearview mirror to make sure no one was following me.

I couldn’t drive fast, because if I got pulled over, I’d be screwed: I didn’t look like my driver’s license. I couldn’t slow down, because those people might be following me. 

For twenty minutes I drove up and down the back roads that would take me from River Road back to Route 10. I knew approximately where I was the whole time, and almost hit two mailboxes because of how much attention I paid to the rearview mirror. 

Twenty minutes was enough evidence to determine I wasn’t being followed. Fifteen was probably more than enough, and even ten minutes would have made a normal person feel a little calmer about things. But I was not a normal person: I was two people, neither one normal. 

By the time I pulled into my parents’ driveway, my tank was right back at three-quarters full. Turns out I could get home for ten bucks after all. 

I killed the headlights as I coasted to a stop, and turned the engine off. 

Silence. 

Stillness. 

No one yelling swears at me. 

No one confusing me for my sister.

I had never been in a car chase before, if you could even call that a car chase.

In the safety of my own driveway, all I could do was smile. 

I got out of my car, and was immediately illuminated by the headlights of a car pulling into my driveway. 

I froze.
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“You think we don’t know where you live, bitch?” came a girl’s voice from the car as it came to a stop right behind mine. 

They did follow me.

Whoever they were, they left the car running, and two doors opened. It was hard to see since they had their high beams on, and I covered my eyes with my hand. 

“This isn’t what it looks like,” I said.

“It’s exactly what it looks like,” the girl said. 

“There’s a mistake,” I said, holding my hands up. 

“I doubt it, bitch,” she said. 

“No, really,” I said. “I’m not–”

Whoever the girl was got between me and the house. I wasn’t going anywhere. I could have made a run for it–even in heels–but she was in my way and I wasn’t sure I could get past her. 

Whoever the guy was kept walking towards me.

“There’s a mistake,” I said. “I’m not Shelby.”

“Uh-huh,” the girl said.

“Are you her cousin who goes to a different school? Nice try. We were all at Cassie’s.” 

“I’m not Shelby! She’s my sister.” 

“Right, right, right. She’s your long lost twin sister no one has ever met because you’ve been living under the stairs and you’ve swapped lives.” 

“I didn’t do anything!” I yelled.

What argument did I have? These two weren’t as big as the gas station cashier, but two people could still do damage to you. 

Why was I suddenly so intimidated by people? Why couldn’t I think straight? 

Unless I could reach down and grab my heel to defend myself. It was the only weapon I had. 

I backed up against the garage and started to lift my foot to grab my shoe.

The guy got to me before I could reach down, though, and he grabbed me by the shoulders, shoving me up against the garage door. 

“Careful, Dennis,” the girl said. “Be smart.” 

I could scream. Isn’t that what girls did when they were about to be killed? And someone would come to help? Someone would rescue me? 

Or I could kick him in the balls. I knew what that felt like, even if I didn’t look like I knew. 

But if I couldn’t club him with a heel, I could at least kick him and make life very unpleasant for him for the next few hours.

Before I could decide, we all froze as another car pulled in the driveway and trapped us all in its headlights. It crept the whole length of the driveway and parked next to my car, where my parents usually parked. 

“Show’s over, everyone,” came a familiar voice once the car door opened. 

It was Tyler.

“I appreciate the loyalty, guys, but seriously, this is way too much. She didn’t do anything wrong.”

“She fucking cheated on you,” the girl spat.

“Which we can handle like adults,” he said.

Everyone stared at each other in the headlights. I was still shielding my eyes since now there were two cars shining lights on me. 

“Sorry, man,” the guy said. “I think we got carried away.” 

“She said she wasn’t Shelby,” the girl said. 

“And I’m sure you told her you’re just here to talk, right?” Tyler said. “She’s probably fucking terrified, and let’s hope no neighbors have called the police. This is trailer park shit right here.” 

Someone sniffed. 

“You still cheated on him,” the girl sneered at me as she walked back to the white car. 

“She and I have some unfinished business,” Tyler said. “But it’s not violent, and we don’t need an audience. Go home.”

The guy–Dennis?--let go of my shoulders and looked at me with disgust.

“Fine,” he muttered, shaking his head as he got back behind the wheel. The car didn’t move at first, but soon it started creeping backwards. 

Then it was gone. 

Tyler looked at me with no expression on his face. Then he turned his car off and the headlights went out. 

We stood there in the quiet dark for a few seconds.

“Why don’t we go inside?” he said.

***

Tyler knew his way around our kitchen already, and by the time his tea beeped in the microwave, mine was almost cool enough to sip. 

“So how was your day?” he grinned as we clinked mugs. 

“Fine until a couple hours ago,” I said. 

“You know Dennis and Kate weren’t going to hurt you,” he said. “They were there at Cassie’s and saw your sister deny everything, even when handed the evidence.”

“It felt like they were going to kill me. They chased me from the gas station.”

Tyler stopped and looked at me.

“Wait. You went out like that?”

I blushed. “Yes.” 

“I’m…proud of you.”

“You’re what?”

“I’m proud of you. You don’t have to tell me how this all happened,” he said. “But I bet I can guess.”

“Sure, go for it.” 

I was kind of wondering what he’d say.

“My guess is that something happened last weekend when you dressed like your sister. My guess is that you stayed that way after I left, and you were confused about why you didn’t want to get cleaned up, especially since you didn’t want to do it in the first place.”

“Mmmmmmaybe,” I said. 

“Then my guess is you scared up some kind of outfit from someplace. Maybe from your mother, but most likely from Shelby. Maybe you even had your own already. Whatever. No judgment. But wherever it came from, at some point you put it on and didn’t want to take it off. And I’m willing to bet that when you put it on, the world came alive.”

Oh, no. 

“Right? The world came alive. Like, mundane things in the house felt like they crackled, and you felt like your footsteps mattered, and you never knew that certain basic, boring things could feel so amazing, and where had that feeling been your whole life?”

Man, he was right. But how?

“Pumping gas,” I muttered. 

“Excuse me?” 

“Pumping gas,” I said loudly enough for him to hear me. “Pumping gas. Eating a salad. Walking around. Yeah, it all felt great. But how did you–”

“And probably the thought was that if basic, boring things could feel so amazing, then imagine what amazing things would feel like?”

I didn’t tell him I had a knee-buckling orgasm and was way overdue for another. But I nodded. 

“When tonight started, I didn’t think it was going to end with us talking about this,” I said. 

“What did you think it was going to end with?” he asked. “A completely different kind of outfit?”

I felt myself blush, but something about it clicked two thoughts together in my mind that I hadn’t connected yet. 

“Wait a minute,” I said. “I’m glad you showed up, but…why did you show up?”

“Hah,” he laughed, and he swirled his mug in small circles on the counter. “Well, two reasons. The first is that I had to pick up some of my stuff that your sister left behind for me.”

“OK. I can’t help you there. She moved out.” 

“And that’s kind of the second reason.”

“You’re moving in?” 

“No,” he laughed. “I’m moving away. Ithaca. Like, tomorrow.”

“What?” I cried. “Why is everyone making such instant decisions lately?” 

Tyler just stared at me. “Are you being serious?” he deadpanned. 

“Of course,” I said. “Shelby cheats on you with no thought for anyone else, then she moves out like 24 hours later, then you wait a week and decide to quit school and move hundreds of miles away.” 

He looked me up and down. “You don’t think a week is enough time to think through life-changing decisions? No one can change in a week? No one?”

He motioned at me with his hands. 

“That’s not fair,” I said. 

“Of course it’s fair,” he said. “It’s possible. We can all have epiphanies.”

“Don’t try and get poetic.” 

He was leaving. First my sister, now him. 

I realized I was pouting. Like a brat. 

But why? Tyler was his own person. He wasn’t dating Shelby anymore, and he could do what he wanted. 

Plus, he was right. People could learn all kinds of things and make all kinds of choices.

I didn’t need to dwell on what that meant. 

“I need to be serious for a second,” he said, bringing me back to the kitchen from where I was lost in thought. “This is important. You know I never had sex with your sister, right?”

“Wait, what the fuck? I thought you were dating? No?”

“No, we were. Kind of. I was her little…experiment.”

“I’m so confused,” I said. 

“Yeah, well,” Tyler said, taking his baseball hat off and running his hand through his hair. “It gets even more confusing. I never showed you the screen shots from her chat with Wanda, did I?”

“With Victor?” 

“Whoever. I have them as Wanda. Do you want to see them?”

I shook my head. “It’s private. I know she’s my sister, but no. I don’t need to see them.”

“You probably should,” he said, reaching into his pocket. He loaded the screenshots and slid the phone across the counter at me.  

You’re a real man, Shelby had written. Victor had just written back lol. 

She kept going: not like Tyler. 

“Wow. I never knew my sister was a bitch.” 

He shook his head. “Keep reading.” 

He’s a pussy, huh? Victor had written. 

No, she wrote back. He has a pussy.

Now it was my turn to look at him. 

“Does…this mean what it sounds like?” I asked. 

“What can I say?” he shrugged. “I’m not a real man.”


6

“I’m so confused,” I said.

“Yeah, well, that makes all of us,” he sighed. 

“I…had no idea.”

“Really? Did you not wonder how I knew how to do your makeup? Did that not ring an alarm at all?”

“No,” I laughed. “I guess not.” 

“It had been a while, but it came back. Not that I missed it. On me, I mean.” 

“I don’t need details, but were you and Shelby friends for a while, then you started dating? I guess I don’t get how you were friends, or how someone can cheat if they’re not together, or…I don’t get any of this.” 

“I wasn’t man enough for her, and she wasn’t woman enough to suck a dude’s clit.”

“Oh my God.”

“Sorry,” he said. “That was rude. She’s your sister.”

“It’s OK,” I said. “I spent the last week learning how little people actually like her.” 

“No, the non-joke answer was that we hooked up, it didn’t go far but we had fun anyway, then it was weird, but by then I felt like you and I connected, things got comfortable, people would ask about the relationship and we wouldn’t correct them, and then things were on autopilot.” 

“That sounds weird.”

“It was.” 

By then I was calm. The excitement of the car chase had vanished, my heart rate had gone down after being threatened by Tyler’s friends, and it was just me sitting on a stool in my kitchen, crossing my stockinged legs, dangling a heel off my foot as I thought about never seeing Tyler again. 

The old self would keep quiet and then miss him, quietly. Privately.

What would the other self do? Could I spend my 24 hours doing something else?

“I…don’t think I want you to go. This is sudden. It’s rough.”

There, I said it. 

“Even knowing the truth?”

“Why would that matter?” 

He laughed. “I was hoping this would be easy. Like, I’d come by, get my bag of stuff, and go. This isn’t easy. And not because you look hot.” 

“You’re just saying that because I look like your ex.”

“No,” he said. “You look better than her.” 

That stopped me. 

“Sorry,” he said. “That made it weird.” 

Actually, it didn’t. Why wasn’t it weird? The sexual life was back in my body now that things were calmer and there were no emergencies. The week-long horniness was back. 

“How could things get any weirder? It’s not weird,” I said. 

“I should get my things,” he said. 

Again, which self was I? The one who would shut up and let things happen? Or the one who didn’t care when several things were true at the same time? Because there was a lot of stuff in the room at the moment that was confusing, but true.

“No, don’t go yet,” I said. 

“You don’t want to hang out with me,” he said. “You had plans. You didn’t know about any of this, about me leaving. You had plans.” 

“My plans,” I laughed, “were exactly what you think they were, and things can change, right? Did you think you were coming over to rescue a damsel in distress?” 

“I used to be a damsel in distress,” he said.

“You make a better hero,” I said. 

“You make a pretty good damsel,” he said. “Also, you’re not a cheating whore. Here, let’s get a better look at you now that the violence is over.” He held out his hand and helped me drop down off the stool. He spun me around and as I twirled, my skirt flew out in all directions.

Then it dropped to the floor. 

I stood facing him in a pair of pink cotton panties. I looked down at the floor at the skirt in a rumpled heap at my feet, and I stared at the dime-sized wet spot on the crotch of my underwear. 

I froze again, just like I did when the headlights lit me against the garage.

We stared at each other, both of us wide-eyed. 

“That is…oddly hot,” he said. “It’s about how I’ve felt every second while I had a girlfriend I didn’t really have.” 

I reached for my skirt and pulled it over my hips that weren’t really there. 

I cleared my throat.

“I should definitely go,” he said. “Or else–”

“Or else what?” 

“Or else I’m going to make a decision with a dick I don’t have and regret it forever.” 

Suddenly, I remembered my answer from when we played that stupid game. 

How?

It was years ago, and all week I couldn’t remember what I had said, and all week I remembered what other people would do if they were girls for 24 hours, and I remembered their answers. I remembered Jackie Preston asking us, and I remembered how everyone answered but me.

Except I remembered. I had pictured lesbian porno scenes. I had pictured going down on Jackie Preston. Did Chris Stark really imagine a hard cock in his mouth? Did anyone? I didn’t. 

No, when I was asked, I had answered that I’d have sex with every girl who wanted to, thinking that when I went back to being a guy, they’d remember.

Is that awful? Hot girl-on-girl sex with girls at Jackie’s party, all so that they’d be so enthralled by my tongue that they’d later want to ride me. 

It was foolish that I said it, and it was foolish that I actually meant it. 

Of course it was impossible. But this week was impossible, and showed me a lot of things that seemed or felt impossible actually weren’t. 

Like this, for example. 

I reached for Tyler’s belt buckle, and he didn’t stop me. 

His pants dropped to the floor, and I shimmied my hips until my skirt fell for a second time. 

With my thumb, I rubbed his boxer briefs where I rubbed myself the other night, only he had something right in that spot. 

I could feel through his underwear that his clit was huge. He instantly stiffened and pushed his pelvis out into my hand. I could feel it swell under my thumb. 

“We’re going to regret this,” he whispered.

“I bet we don’t,” I said. 

I worked around his growing bud with my thumb, and he braced himself on my shoulders. I could feel the wetness through his underwear.

“No one touches me like this,” he said quietly. “No one.” 

With my free hand, I brought one of his hands to my own wet spot, and let him massage me. I couldn’t get an erection, so all I did was ache as he played with me. 

Then with one firm squeeze, he grabbed my crotch like it was a handle. 

I gasped and let go of him. 

“Come with me,” he said, and led me to the living room couch. A couch I had sat on hundreds of times. Thousands of times. Dozens of times with him. And now I was being led to it by a man who was holding me by the girldick. 

It was changing forever. Everything had already changed forever. He dropped his underwear to the floor, and for the first time, I got a view of the shaved area between his legs, with the long, pink, desperate oversized clit sticking right out at me. He shoved me back on the couch and mounted my head. 

“Do you know how to roll your tongue?” 

“Um, no?”

“Try,” he said. “Go like this.” He stuck his tongue out and then it turned into a tube. 

I did as he said. I turned my lips into an O and then stuck my tongue through it. 

“Perfect,” he said. 

And he slid it in my mouth, and I sucked. 

He grabbed the back of my hair and I braced my hands on his thighs, and I bobbed my head. He ground against me with need, and I could hear his breathing above me get quicker. 

“This is so hot,” he breathed, running his fingers through my hair and lightly scratching my scalp.

Good God, did that feel good. 

“Oh my God,” he breathed, gyrating his hips into my face as I licked all over his clit. I ran my hands up his back and held him in place as I worked my mouth over him in rapid-fire, feeling his body get more and more tense as I did it. 

Suddenly, he withdrew and backed away, to the end of the couch, straddling my knees.

“I am going to seriously cum in ten seconds,” he said, breathing hard.

I looked down at the wet bulge between my legs, and touched it lightly with my fingers. I pulled them away and a sticky line of precum came with them.

“Give me twenty,” I said. 

And in one motion, he yanked my panties to the side, revealing the erection that badly wanted to get out of its confinement, and he slipped it inside of him before I knew what was happening. 

Holy fuck. 

It was just two bodies, and where they met was explosive pleasure. Complete, helpless, extreme pleasure. 

I buried my face in his neck and smelled him. Not Victor. Him. And I held on for dear life as he rode me. 

I was getting close. I was not going to make it much longer. 

I spread my legs because it felt right, and Tyler stiffened, raising himself up on his arms above me. 

He pumped furiously and I lost track of where my body was. I was completely lost as he thrusted above me and my whole body was taken over by the growing feeling that I was going to lose it. 

“Stop,” I whispered. “I don’t want you to stop, but you really need to stop.”

He laughed and then mounted me, and he rode me with slower, agonizingly long strokes. I took his clit between my thumb and index finger and stroked it in time with the rhythm he set. 

He immediately sat up and began grinding against my fingers, hard. 

“Don’t you stop,” he breathed. “Don’t you fucking stop.” 

I stroked harder, and when he pushed harder against me, I went even firmer. 

And soon we were crushing into each other, pushing each other to cum. He kept riding me with long strokes, but went faster and faster. He was getting all of me inside of him, and his pace was loud, and divine, and aggressive, and I was helpless beneath him, and I felt on the verge of losing my mind. I kept jerking him off as he rode, and just as I couldn’t take it anymore, he rode too hard and I slipped out of him.

I sprayed cum all over my belly and chest as he kept his riding motion going, and I could feel him drag his clit against my whole length. He bucked his hips and gasped as he went over the edge at the same time I did. 

It was just a spurting dick having a needy clit rubbed against it, and both owners came down slowly from the high they made together. My breathing slowed, and he kept rubbing himself slower, slower, until I started to soften and he sat back, spent. 

He ran his rough hands up and down my inner thighs as he looked down on me from the other end of the couch. 

What do you say? What can you possibly say to capture something like that? You say nothing, or you say something stupid.

Luckily, he said something first.

“I do not regret that,” he said, falling back against the arm of the couch with his legs open. 

I laughed.

Then I said something stupid. 

“My father liked you, you know” I said. Then I kept on saying something stupid. “He thought you had direction.” 

Tyler laughed. “What direction is that? All of them at once? Speaking of your father, I should probably go.”

“They’re not going to be back tonight,” I said, dragging my fingers through the cum on my front and looking at it, already wanting more where that came from. “We could…see what else we don’t regret.”

We regretted nothing.
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“If you’re not careful, you’ll catch a cold,” my mother said. “You can’t stay in that awful room all Winter.”

She was crunching her cereal, looking at me over her newspaper. It was 7:30 in the morning and I was already wrapped in baggy sweatpants, socks, and an oversized sweater. Under my sweater was a 5’4”, 120 pound body that was built for…not much. But I kept it hidden beneath baggy clothing much of the time with her. 

“Jamie, did you hear me?” 

She was the last person in America who read an actual, physical newspaper. I think. I’ve never studied this, but it seemed to me that she was. 

“I hear you,” I said, pouring myself a cup of coffee from the French press on the table, and she went back to the paper. 

She never subscribed to the paper. My grandmother did, and after she passed away last year and we moved into the house, we never canceled the subscription. It never stopped coming. 

Since we don’t get a bill, my mother said that she might as well read it. I read the comics, and make a monthly drive to the recycling center. 

“Do you have any classes today?”

“Two,” I said. 

“So you’ll be there all day, then stay up all night?”

“I just like the light in there,” I said.

“At night?”

“Well, no, but if the computer is in there, and I go online or watch a movie or something at night, I can't move the whole computer.”

My mother got the newspaper, and I got my grandmother’s computer. It was a huge, heavy tower PC with a CRT monitor that she only used to send email to family members. She didn’t do it that often, and so it was mostly unused. I would have preferred a laptop, but at least I replaced the CRT monitor with two big flatscreens. 

We had only been in my grandmother’s house for three months or so, and she gave me a hard time about how much time I spent in the room we used to call the Sewing Room, since my grandmother had kept her sewing machine in there. 

But it was her fault, really. The house had three bedrooms, and my mother refused to take the room that was her mother’s bedroom, instead taking the one at the front of the house. Next to it was the third, much smaller bedroom, with a single window that looked out over the street. So my choices were a small room with one window, or my grandmother’s bedroom.

It wasn’t much of a choice. 

The Sewing Room was really a second-floor porch off of the bedroom, and it had one wall of windows that looked out onto the backyard. Beyond that I could see the backs of the houses on 63rd Street the next block over.

It was well-lit. It was also private thanks to the line of oak and maple trees between 62nd and 63rd, and it was also thrilling. It was the room I could hide in and, well, dress like a girl. 

I dressed like a girl a lot. When I was by myself. I could sneak it. I wore baggy clothing most of the time, because it hid my hairless body. It would cover what I wore beneath it. As my mother read the free paper and I sipped my coffee, my baggy clothing was covering up my painted toenails, my black thigh high stockings, my pink cotton thong, and my sports bra.  

It wasn’t a real outfit, but I slept in it. Even though it was starting to get cold at night, I still loved sleeping in tight, gauzy, barely-there clothing. It made me feel sexy. It made me feel something. It made me escape from the normal daily grind of attending online community college, cleaning up after my mother, and hearing her complain about how even with a free house we still struggle to make ends meet. 

All my mother’s extra money went to my classes. 

All of my money went to secret clothing orders that were delivered while she was at work. Everything would then get stuffed or hung in one of the three garment bags that hung at the back of my closet. Leggings, sports bras, cotton underwear, lace panties, skirts, stockings, makeup; you name it, I was hiding it from my mother. 

Since she never went into my room–her mother’s room–this was easy. I knew that I would move out eventually, and then I wouldn’t have to hide. 

When I was moving out was a different story. I didn’t seem motivated to do much of anything. My classes were boring. My major was Liberal Arts. What was I going to do with that?

Most days I’d dress up, walk around the house, play with my dildo, and do some girly laundry so I’d always have something to wear. In a way, I didn’t want that to end. Who would? Who would walk away from a fantasy life that someone else was paying for? But I couldn’t stay in community college forever. I’d need to graduate and move on.

Move on to what, I wasn’t sure. Move on to something. A one bedroom apartment where I could be a girl all day if I wanted. A job I could work remotely, with no one knowing who I really was. A steady paycheck where I could buy prettier dresses, nicer skirts, better-fitting clothing. 

A bigger dildo…

I shut the fridge and felt my little shaved penis start to come to life at the thought of my dildo. It was normal-sized, realistic, and I’d had a lot of fun with it since we moved into the house. I’d suction it to the window and get down on my knees, sucking it off and taking it all the way into my throat; I even came once like that, without ever touching myself. Or I’d stick it to the wooden chair in the Sewing Room and ride it. I’d never cum from that without touching myself, but I came close once. I may not have academic goals, but did have goals…

Would there be enough time to take care of myself that morning? 

My classes that morning were Intro to Psychology and Intro to Statistics, both large enough classes where I could leave my camera off during the lecture. Of course this meant that I’d be Jamie The Girl for my classes, and no one would know. With a camera off and no one looking, I could be anyone. 

“What’s tomorrow, Jamie?”

“Thursday.”

Again, she looked at me over the paper. There was a trick. I was missing something. 

“The 23rd?”

“What happens on Thursdays?”

“Oh,” I said. “Trash day.” 

“Please rake the leaves in the back, bag them up, and leave the bags at the curb.” 

Some man of the house I was. I needed my mother to remind me of the work I needed to do, and I was probably going to be wearing panties while I did it. 

“Is your first class at ten?”

“Yes. Then again at twelve.”

“Then you should have plenty of time to clean up the kitchen and rake the yard before class starts,” she said, getting up from the table and setting her cereal bowl in the sink. 

“I’m not sure I can do the leaves this morning,” I said.

“It’s going to rain later,” she said, sucking something off of her finger. “If you wait, you get wet.” 

Well, great. I’m sure I looked defeated. I was, and she let me. 

“I’ll call you from work,” she said. “I might go out to dinner with Cathy Mangold tonight, so you might be on your own.”

Now that she was back in her childhood home, she was reconnecting with all her old high school friends. 

Meanwhile, all of my old high school friends were hours away. I wasn’t reconnecting with anyone. I wasn’t connecting with anyone for the first time, either. Hard to do that over a computer that stays in one room with the camera off. 

“Have fun,” I said. She gave me a side hug as she grabbed her purse, then she left the kitchen, I heard her clomp down the side stairs, heard the door open to the driveway, and then she was gone. 

Leaving me to do her dishes. 

It looked like she ate a bowl of cereal only after a failed attempt to make oatmeal, and I had to wash the gluey mess out of the pot. I had to clean up the coffee grounds all over the counter. I had to wipe down the stovetop where the oatmeal must have boiled over.

As I scrubbed, my whole body swayed. I stopped, reached into my pants, let myself out of my thong, and kept cleaning. I felt my little girldick flop around like a propeller in my huge sweatpants. I could be horny doing anything. I was horny doing anything. 

I dropped to my knees in front of the oven, spreading my legs wide. I could see my reflection in the oven glass, and I took in the view.

My mother said nothing when I got my ears pierced. She said nothing when I grew out my hair. Most days I let my hair go wild. 

“Why did you grow your hair out if you’re not going to take care of it?” she had asked.

I did take care of it, and I did play with it, just not when she was around.

I imagined myself sucking off my dildo in the kitchen, bobbing my head back and forth against where it was suctioned to the flat oven. 

I imagined wearing lingerie, feeling smooth, sexy, and wanted. Again, I felt myself starting to purr between my legs. 

I stood up, hearing both knees crack as I did. 

It was easy to turn everything into a sexual adventure when I was by myself, but I also did not want to get too distracted by it. I knew it was mostly loneliness. I still texted with a few friends from back home, but otherwise all I had was porn. 

Porn was research. I watched real girls getting railed by huge cocks. I watched slim, sexy femboys sucking people off. I watched girls getting bent over and taken from behind. I watched sissies in schoolgirl outfits, maid costumes, cosplay outfits from shows I didn’t know: they all would get fucked on camera by young men carrying more in their pants than I was.

I stole outfit ideas from most of them. I stole fantasies from all of them. 

Fantasies helped get me through my reality, and my reality at that moment was to get changed into clothes I didn’t want to wear, go outside to do work I didn’t want to do, and then take classes I didn’t want to take so I could get a job I didn’t want and be the man I knew I wasn’t.

Life was grand. It was no wonder I stayed in the Sewing Room and played with myself. 

I felt ridiculous changing into a flannel shirt. It was scratchy. Itchy. It bothered my skin. 

I put on a new pair of pink lace panties, just so I could feel good while I did yard work. I imagined bending over and letting my thong peek above my waist. Who would I flash? Who would want to see that? I’m sure there was someone out there who wanted to. Someone who sat at their computer and watched what I was watching, imagining themselves making me feel good. 

There were people like that in the world, I was sure of it. I just needed to meet them.

I just needed to meet anyone. 

But at the moment I was doing a terrible lumberjack impression, stuffing my hair into a wool hat for warmth. 

My jeans were new. My work boots had never been worn; I had to peel the sticker off the sole before I went outside. I had searched the garage for the rake, then the only work gloves I could find were my mother’s, and they were pink.

So there I was, not quite a man, staring down at the gentle slope of the backyard, ready to do as I was told.

The yard looked like an ocean of leaves all the way down to the property line. At ground level, the house behind us was visible; from the Sewing Room, it was blocked by branches and leaves. But their yard was flat, also full of leaves, and had a nice patio off the back door. Mom didn’t know her, but she was another middle-aged single woman. I figured they’d make fast friends, but it never happened. And come to think of it, I hadn’t seen her for a while. 

I got to work, raking downhill to the property line. I didn’t know much about this kind of work, but I knew enough to let gravity help me when it could. 

Before long, I had raked most of the leaves down the slope, and I was standing knee-deep in leaves, trying to open a giant paper bag so I could somehow fill it. I swore under my breath as I tried to get the bag open all the way; it was just too deep for me to fit my arm inside it to fully open it, so I had to wave it around like an idiot and hope it flew open.

I swore over my breath as I set the bag down on the ground and used my rake to sweep leaves toward it…

…only to have most of them go under the bag. Or to either side of the bag. But definitely not in the bag. 

I may have been a Liberal Arts major, but I could do the math for how long this would take if I was only getting a dozen leaves in the bag at a time. 

“Fucking leaves,” I said out loud. 

“This might go faster if we hold the bags for each other,” I heard a deep voice say behind me.

***

Want to see where it goes next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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