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My phone read 4:48 pm. My laptop read 4:51 pm, and was synched to the server farm I helped manage. The clock looking down on the room of cubicles, though, read 4:46. No matter the clock, it was almost five o’clock, and while fourteen minutes didn’t feel like a long time to wait, it could have been nine minutes. 

“Got any exciting plans this weekend, Charlie?” 

I jumped. How the Hell did Will McCarthy get there? He wasn’t there a second ago. Then he was. For a guy who was like 6’2” or 6’3”, he could be pretty cat-like. 

“Nothing for sure,” I said. “Maybe grabbing drinks with some friends. We talked about a game of Ultimate. Who knows what actually happens, though.”

“If you’re going out, have you been to Tabor & Oak?”

Tabor & Oak was too trendy for me, and way out of my price range. Will worked in Sales, drove a BMW, and clearly saw Tabor & Oak as a normal part of any Friday. It wasn’t a normal part of mine, mainly because I’m on call too much to go out at all, let alone go out somewhere expensive. 

“We like Gunther’s,” I said quietly, already picturing the 1970s wood paneling and peanut shells on the floor.  

“Don’t know it,” he said. “Good cocktails?” 

“Two dollar drafts,” I said. 

“Gotcha. What about you, Mandy? Got anything fun going on this weekend?”

Mandy was a marketing temp-to-hire who sat in the next cubicle. She was smaller even than me and kept to herself most of the time. She dressed very well, better even than her supervisor, which probably meant she wouldn’t be here for long. 

“Going out with friends,” she said without much enthusiasm. 

“Dinner?” Will pressed.

Mandy nodded, grabbed her lunch bag and her purse, and walked off smiling at Will in a way that looked more like a grimace. Leaving before any clock read 5 was another way to make sure you weren’t here long.

“Well she seems fun,” he muttered. “I’ll bet she’s never had an orgasm. She walks too upright. Nice ass, though.”

Both of us watched Mandy walk down the hallway and turn the corner. 

“I hooked up with a girl who looked a little like Mandy on my last vacation in San Sebastian,” he said. “Spanish chick, or Portuguese. Something like that. Maria was her name. Real quiet and reserved when we were with her friends, like she had a reputation to protect with them, and then once I got her alone and we started making out, she was absolutely wild. You know the type?” 

I did not know, and who knows if the story was even real. I could have been listening to it for nine minutes, but instead it would probably be fourteen minutes.

Thirteen minutes. 

I don’t know how he thought I was open to locker room talk, but every now and then he would come down and do what I assumed was Guy Talk. He was a little hard to take sometimes, with a smile that felt a little like a performance, and small talk that always seemed just a bit insincere. I did admire one thing about Will, though: his confidence. He seemed genuinely unswayed by the world around him, like he’d go where he wanted, do what he wanted, and say what he wanted. If he said something a little off, he always had a quick way to cover it up, or to explain it away. 

He clearly liked having an audience though, and I did try and pay attention to how he was able to talk quickly. If I could talk quickly but meaningfully, that would be ideal. Will projected a confident emptiness. The world needed people like him, though, people who would never give up no matter how stupid he looked, and I was glad he worked in Sales. 

Thankfully, he moved on to other topics. He shared a little bit about a computer problem he was having, but though I worked in IT, I didn’t work in user support, and people rarely knew the difference. I just smiled and nodded and told him to file a ticket. Then for a few minutes he talked about his cousin’s wedding in Cabo that was coming up. “A really great way to send off the Summer, you know?”

Again, no, I didn’t know. When would I go to…where even was Cabo? Mexico? When would I go to Mexico? I hadn’t had a weekend off in months, as I had to be on call all the time until we could get Nathan the new guy completely trained and ready to take care of server issues on his own. Last time we tried, Nathan needed the entire department to bail him out at 3 in the morning. It was so weird being on a video call in our pajamas. 

“Well, I should get ready for my call,” Will said, walking back off to the Sales area. 

“Your call?”

“Yeah, West Coast client, this was the only time they were free. Hey, someone’s gotta keep the lights on around here.”

Only a small part of what I told Will was true, but as I packed up my things from my desk and grabbed my messenger bag, I thought about what was true. 

I was going out with friends. Well, one friend. A very particular friend named Brock. So that was true: I was going out. We were not going to Gunther’s, we were not going to a park, and we were not playing Ultimate. I didn’t even play Ultimate; I didn’t play any sports. 

Brock and I had plans, though, and they were not the kind of plans you share when making small talk with Will McCarthy, or anyone else, for that matter. 

I met Brock on an online forum for crossdressers. After secretly dressing for years, hiding it all through high school and college, and after finally working up the courage to post photos online, I struck up an online friendship with another poster named Becca. Becca was very encouraging, helped me with makeup advice, gave me some wardrobe pointers, and was a sympathetic ear when I struggled to make peace with my finances; I would never afford a trip to Cabo or drinks at Tabor & Oak if I was maintaining two professional wardrobes, only one of which I wore around other people. 

But somehow I needed my alter ego, even if keeping her around cost me twice as much. I got a lot of attention online from the other forum members, many of whom were jealous that I “passed,” at least by looking at me. A couple other members would post photos, and Becca and I would try to be polite, but many were older, out of shape, and I could see why they were jealous of how I looked. A few of them said the same thing: that if they looked like I did, they’d be going out every night to get picked up by hot men, but they knew their youth was behind them. 

I still remember how excited I was to post photos of my newest outfit, one I completely stole from Mandy the marketer who sat next to me. That day I snuck looks at her, not because I wanted to be with her, but because I wanted to be her. I wanted to be in her clothes. Her elegant boots, her black stockings, her classic and casual pencil skirt. I wanted her curves, too. 

“Think I should wear this to my next meeting?” was the caption on the photo that I sent to Becca once everything arrived in the mail and I could recreate that outfit. I wore it all night, slipping in and out of my home office chair with my legs together, just like Mandy did. I walked the whole length of my apartment dozens of times, copying how she’d walk to the coffee maker and back again. I tucked the brown hair of my wig behind my ears and my hoop earrings the way Mandy did when she’d stare at her computer screen. 

I waited all night for something from Becca. A compliment, an emoji, any response at all. 

Nothing came, and sometime after midnight, I stopped pouring the cheap white wine I was celebrating with, took a shower, and got back into the drab sweatpants I started the night with.

There was no news from Becca the next day, either. Or the one after that, or the one after that. It wasn’t until the following weekend I got a long message from her, and it was the message that changed our lives forever. 

To hear her tell it: she thought I looked stunning in my outfit, but before she started to reply, she noticed that in the background of my photo were shopping bags for stores that were local to her. But if they were local to me too, that meant we lived close enough to shop at the same stores. She panicked, thought I’d be able to recognize her in town, and she threw away every bit of feminine clothing she had. All the makeup. All the skirts, all the wigs, all the shoes. Everything. Gone. 

It took her five days to realize what she had done, but by then it was too late. She had to start over. 

That time, it was my turn to help her. She was a few inches shorter than I was, and I offered to give her everything I had that was too small for me to wear. She didn’t need to keep it all, but at least she could get going again without spending a ton of money. 

The only catch was that we’d either need to come up with some convoluted way to hand off a bag of girly clothes like it was a briefcase of ransom money, or else we could agree to meet in person and just hand it over. 

Our handoff turned into the girliest slumber party we could have imagined, full of nail polish, skirts, lingerie, wigs of all colors and styles, boots with heels that kept getting bigger, and a completely full hard drive of photos that we could post to the forum. 

It didn’t start out that way, of course. It began when a nervous-looking young man named Brock arrived at my apartment. After he tried some clothes on and we did our makeup together (and had some wine), things slowly became more comfortable, right in line with how we interacted online. I could be Charlie as both a guy and a girl, but Brock slowly transformed into Becca, and that’s how things stayed. 

Each of us had never dressed in front of someone else before, and we both needed it to take the next step, to keep going with whatever it was that we were doing. 

The next morning over coffee, we had confessed how worried we were that the other would want to take another step. Because for as much as I felt alive, vibrant, feminine, and secure when dressed as a girl, I did not feel attraction to Becca. Or Brock. 

Thankfully, he felt no attraction to Charlie, either version. So while we had a great time our first night together, each spent time worried the other would make a move.

Once we got past that, I became great friends with Becca and Brock, though we spent most of our time together as girls. We had a few more slumber parties, until the most recent one, when Becca was a little antsy, pacing around my apartment in leggings and a croptop, sipping her wine. 

“This is great and all,” she said, “but you know at some point we have to go outside. And that kind of scares me.” 

I had been sitting on my couch dressed in a leather miniskirt. Neither of us were in any condition to go out dressed the way we were at the time, but that was the night we made our promise: the next time we got together, we were going to wear sensible clothing that made us feel sexy, and we were going outside. 

Together. 

As I unlocked my car to drive home, it hit me: that night had arrived. 
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“It’s not your neighbor I’m worried about,” Brock said as I filled his wine glass. “It’s his creepy friend. The Latin-looking one.”

“Why?” I said. “Do you mean Marc?”

“I don’t know his name,” he said. “He held the door open for me as I wheeled my suitcase in and I said something stupid about you driving me to the airport tomorrow. Then he asked where I was going and I said ‘San Mateo,’ and I don’t even know where that is. Is that even a real place? God, I’m such an idiot.”

I laughed and we clinked glasses. “To your trip to San Mateo,” I said. “I’ve always wanted to go there. You’ll have to tell me all about it.”

“I’ll get right on that,” he said, falling back onto my couch with a sigh. The wine sloshed dangerously close to the edge of the wine glass. “So seriously, what’s the plan tonight? I don’t want to go out too early. It looked like your neighbor and his friends were headed out to play pickleball. I don’t want to run into them twice.”

“They play a lot on weekends,” I said. “And anyway, they won’t recognize you later, right?”

“You can say that,” he said, sipping his wine. “You look way better than I do when we do this, you know. Like, you have to know that.” 

“No, you looked great in that turtleneck and that gray skirt that one time, with the blonde wig?” 

“Maybe,” he shrugged. “You look good in anything. A lot of times I feel like a dude in a wig. I was chatting with Arabella the other day”–Arabella was one of the older crossdressers on the forum–“and she was saying that she regrets that she waited until 72 years old to go out dressed like a woman. She said it’s too late for her, but she was trying to give me confidence.”

“Did it work? That sounds a little sad to me.” I sat opposite Brock on my easy chair. We each put our feet on different sides of the coffee table. 

“It absolutely made me sad too. Also, I think she was hoping I’d go out, get laid, and then tell her about it. She does creep me out sometimes, as positive as she can be.” 

“Is that your plan now?” I teased. “Wag your ass around and pick up men?” 

Brock blushed a little, but managed to shake his head. “First, no. If I were to ever want to be picked up by someone dressed like this, it’d be a girly lesbian. A lipstick lesbian? That’s what it’d take. Except second, no, I cannot imagine the kind of person to be attracted to me.”

“Oh, please. We’re not going over this again. I told you, you look way better than you give yourself credit for.”

“It’s not that,” he said, leaning forward and swirling his glass a little. “Lesbians like girls, right? And if I like girls, and I go out as a girl, is a girl who likes girls going to be like ‘oh, you know what? Never mind. Dick is fine.’ No, of course not.” 

My phone buzzed, which was a nice distraction from the direction Brock was taking the conversation. As much as I liked having a wingwoman, he was sometimes a little down on himself and it could be a buzzkill. Lately he was getting more insecure about how he looked. All I could do was encourage him to wear the things he looked best in, but I could tell he wasn’t really taking it to heart. He was shorter than I was, a little wider, and had a thicker neck. 

I looked at my phone, hoping the text wasn’t work-related. It was from Dennis, my manager. We got this, it read. Have a great night off, and we’ll talk Monday morning. 

I sent a thumb’s up back. 

“Problem?” 

“No, just my manager saying he’s got it tonight. I think I’m going to start getting ready,” I said, getting out of my chair and finishing the last of my drink with a single swallow.

“Way too light out,” Brock said, motioning towards the window with his still-full glass. “I’m going to wait. You go first.”

“Meaning, you’re going to take your time until the sun goes down and it’s pitch black out and you risk nothing? You having second thoughts?” 

“No. I mean…I don’t know,” he sighed. “I feel like Arabella’s in my head. Why doesn’t she pester you about your sex life?”

“She’s lonely,” I said, sitting back down. “She clearly regrets not going out when she had the chance, and is living through other people. Right now, that’s you. She thinks you need to do this, and she’s right. If you don’t, in fifty years someone will be complaining about some old weirdo named Becca who sends them inappropriate messages about how they need to wear the shortest skirt in their closet.” 

That got a laugh out of him, at least. 

“I kind of feel like I don’t want to let her down, but also…why? I don’t know her, and what do I care if she approves of my Friday nights or not?” 

“Earlier you asked what the plan for tonight was. Which tells me you have no plan, and that’s fine. You also don’t want to live out Arabella’s plans for you, whatever they are, right? And you also don’t seem to want to go anywhere if it’s too light.”

I waved my free hand to cut him off as he started talking.

“Just listen. It’s OK. This isn’t exactly like a normal errand. It’s fine if you’re nervous. I’m a little nervous too.”

“You are?”

“I am. But we have to do it, you know? So how about we get dressed. We walk down the back stairs to the parking lot, we get in my car, and we go for a drive. My car will be a traveling safe space. If we feel up to it, we’ll drive by a few places, and if there’s no one there, we can get out and walk around a little. You don’t have to talk to anyone if you don’t want to, and we don’t have to go anywhere there might be a crowd. Deal?” 

He looked at me and nodded. 

“Cool,” I said. “I’m going to start getting ready, and we can go right before the sun goes down. Not too dark, not too light.” 

“I…admire your confidence about this,” he said. 

In my head, I’m not sure I was confident. I had no idea whether or not this was going to go well. But I had spent all week looking forward to my first night off in a long time, I had a new gray plaid pencil skirt and a new sweater that looked stunning together, and I could already feel the cool air on my legs as we would walk outside somewhere, whether on the street, or in a park, or by the river. 

All I knew was that I bought Fortune, the perfume that I overheard Mandy telling her boss about. I bought new ankle boots, a new purse, and I had saved money for a wig of real hair. For as much as I liked pacing around my apartment feeling sexy, I needed to go out, even if it wasn’t to be on the prowl the way Arabella wanted. 

Though I loved how I looked and felt when I was done getting dressed up, I did despise the whole process of getting ready. As a guy, I could skip shaving, run a wet washcloth over my face, wear an unironed shirt under a sweater, put on wrinkle-free pants and a pair of shoes, and I was ready for the day. 

As a girl? I always started with hair removal cream, and so the bathroom would smell acrid, like rotten batteries. I wouldn’t always have girly shaving cream since I used it faster than the guy stuff, so I always seemed to become a girl using shaving cream that made the bathroom smell like a men’s locker room. 

Eventually, after I plucked my eyebrows, shaved my face and legs, took care of all the stray hairs on my chest and between my legs, then the bathroom would start to smell more like the girl I was trying to be. 

I was staring at myself in the master bathroom mirror about to start my shower when I heard the guest bathroom door close; Brock had decided to start getting ready, and Becca would come out of that bathroom not long after I finished my own transformation. 

Showering was symbolic for me now. I loved the feeling of running my hands on my smooth body, making sure I was clean and soft to the touch. Not that anyone else was touching me, and that was a totally different problem that I was not ready to confront, mostly because despite how confident Brock thought I was, I was more than a little afraid of what this all meant. 

As I slid my hands down my now-smooth legs and worked the bath sponge over myself, I was reminded that I had never–as in, not one time–run my hands over someone else’s legs. As I soaped the now-hairless area between my legs, I couldn’t avoid the thought that no one had ever touched me there, nor had I touched anyone there. 

Of course everyone wanted to be touched, to be cherished. They also wanted to find someone they could reach out and touch, to help them feel good. 

So then why couldn’t I clearly picture who that was? Brock knew he liked girls and was confused because of who would want him. I couldn’t seem to decide what I wanted at all, and found it hard even to fantasize about anyone specific. Anytime I tried imagining going on a date, it was as if I was watching a movie of two other people, rather than imagining myself on the date. Even if I started out thinking about someone like Mandy from work, I’d think about Charlie the guy going in for a kiss, and then when the kiss stopped, Mandy would say she didn’t like girls. Or I’d picture myself dressed as a girl, getting picked up by some attractive and athletic young man, and before I could get lost in the attention, I’d worry about how I’d be able to keep my secret forever. 

Ever since I fished my sister’s training bras out of the trash to hide them in my closet for myself, I fought that dressing in girly clothes turned me on, because I couldn’t figure out what about it turned me on. What stayed the same when I dressed up? My attraction to women and femininity? 

I patted myself dry after my shower and wiped a clear spot in the mirror so I could see myself. I was too smooth to be a boy and not feminine enough to be a girl, and this was always a strange feeling. 

Sliding into a pink lace thong was better; at least then I wasn’t reminded of my painfully underutilized manhood between my legs. But then I felt my lack of cleavage. I had tried stuffing bras, and I had tried those silicone inserts, but the stuffing always seemed too bumpy and misshapen, and the inserts gave me something to be self conscious about; what if one fell out? I got into the habit of wearing lightly padded bras, and at least then it looked like I had an A cup, as long as no one tried to give them a squeeze. 

Although again: who was going to give them a squeeze? 

Twenty minutes later, I was done: gray suede ankle boots, dark stockings, a gray skirt, white blouse, red nail polish, and finally, a nervous boy was looking in the mirror at a pretty cute girl.
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“Wait,” I said. “Hold up.” 

We had been admiring each other’s outfits for what felt like an hour, and it was clear that we were both killing time, delaying the inevitable. 

“Oh, are you chickening out now?”

“No, we have to take a pic for the others. Girls Night Out. We’ll post it real quick, then leave.”

I balanced my phone on the couch cushion and faced it so Becca and I could get by the kitchen table, put our arms around each other, lift one leg behind us to show off our heels, and smile for the supportive crossdressing community scattered all over the world who would stay in while we went out. 

We selected the best pic of the twenty or so that I took, posted it in a new thread, and that was that. 

My phone buzzed almost immediately. 

“Arabella’s already clicked ‘Like,’” I said.

“Of course she has,” Becca laughed.

It buzzed again. 

“Also she has clicked ‘Hug.’ So she sends a hug. And now a smooch emoji. And a…is that a trophy? And here’s a firework burst. And a bikini.” 

“OK, you’re right, we’ll tell her all about this later.” 

“You ready?” I asked Becca.

“No,” she sighed. “But let’s go.”

I wasn’t ready either, but we did need to get out of my apartment. I made the mistake of visiting my sister’s room the day of her wedding, after she had gotten ready. It was her, my mother, her 6 bridesmaids, the photographer, and the wedding coordinator. All women. All dressed up. 

It was too many smells. Everyone’s perfume was different. Everyone used different shampoo. People sprayed all kinds of different things to keep hair in place, or to keep cleavage glittered, or to cover up the smell of coffee and hangover on their breath. It felt artificial, like a femininity factory would smell after running three straight shifts. That combination of smells seared the inside of my nostrils and stayed with me for years, and I would get hints of it every time I’d have to spray and paint and dab a girly layer on top of myself. 

My apartment smelled a little like that now, given all the bottles and foams and spritzes that we needed to get us to this point. I was starting to get a headache, like there wasn’t enough air for us, and we needed to get out. 

I put my hand on the right half of my doorknob, and when she just stared at me, I grabbed her left hand and placed it on the other half.

“Like a ouija board?” she asked. “So we never know who to blame?”

“Just so we can do it together,” I said. “This is a big step.”

We stared at one another for a few seconds, and then I started turning my wrist to the left, waiting for her to pick up on it. At some point the knob turned the rest of the way, and the door clicked open. 

I don’t think she moved a muscle.

The hallway felt still, and after my door shut behind us, all we heard was the muffled sound of a TV from one of the other apartments. The apartment across the hall was vacant, and Peter lived on the second floor, directly beneath it. Across from him, below me, was Meredith the 40-something divorced Mom. On the first floor were the two widows, Angela and Prudence. 

“Back stairs,” I mouthed, and we walked the length of the building to go down the staircase that would open directly to the parking lot. 

I heard Becca stumble a bit as we started down the narrow, creaky stairs.

“Like this,” I whispered, showing how I was positioning my feet at an angle. She was holding on to the railing for dear life. 

At the back door, I decided not to wait for her to help me turn the doorknob this time, and I held the door for her. 

It was still technically late Summer, and I had no idea what it was going to feel like to wear stockings outside. It didn’t feel like wearing pants, yet it didn’t feel like wearing nothing, either. It was a weird middle ground between being dressed and not being dressed. 

I felt covered, but not completely, and the part of me that wasn’t covered felt alive. Like it needed to be seen. 

We’d never know if anyone observed us, but if they did, they would have seen two slightly overdressed young women walking in heels from the back door of a brownstone apartment building, through the parking lot, to where a white Honda CRV was parked near the dumpster. It was becoming twilight, but there still would have been enough light to see the taller one fumble with her keys and then drop them by the driver’s side door. She kept her legs together and gently lowered herself to the ground to grab them, then unlocked the car doors. The shorter girl quickly got in the car, slamming the door shut behind her. The taller one backed herself into her seat, keeping her legs together the whole time, then swung them up and into the car. 

Then they were gone. 

“I’ve never driven in heels before,” I said, backing out of my spot. “This is weird.”

“Weird as in, you can’t do it?” Becca asked.

“We’ll find out!” I said, and turned out of the parking lot, Becca gripping the door handle. 

For six blocks, neither of us said anything, and as we started getting closer to the river, I could see her relax her grip on the door. 

“No one is staring at us,” she said as we went light-to-light on Market Street, next to other drivers the whole time. 

“Do people usually stare at you when you drive?” I asked. 

“No,” Becca said. “But this is different.” 

“They don’t know that,” I said. 

I put my blinker on to turn left.

“Where are we going?” she snapped, her hand returning to the door handle.

“Reax,” I said. “This is a safe space, remember? We’ll cruise by the park and see if it’s safe to get out. If it is, we’ll take a spin by the river. If it’s not, we won’t get out.” 

We drove by Alpine’s Ice Cream on the way to the parking lot. 

“Maybe we can get milkshakes later,” I said. 

“I am not going in there like this,” Becca said flatly.

“Drive-thru it is,” I said. 

There were only a few cars in the parking lot, and I parked as far from them as I could, close to a couple benches that faced the river. The river was wide here and moved very slowly as it passed by the long, narrow park that contained pavilions, basketball courts, pickleball courts, playgrounds, and more. It was always very busy during the Summer, but this late in the season and this late in the evening, it was almost deserted. 

“We don’t have to get out,” I said, cutting the engine, “but we have a clear shot from here to that pavilion. It’s just two young women out for a stroll, nothing’s wrong, nothing to stare at, nothing to see here. We go down, we come back, we figure out the next step.” 

Before we could get to the next step, we needed the first step, and my first steps by the river felt like my first steps in my parking lot, only stronger. 

Becca didn’t say anything as we walked towards the river, but I could tell she was tense pretty much the whole way.

She was also walking a little bit like a duck, with her toes pointed out. This was her default walk that she’d do in my apartment now and then, and was another reason she was jealous of how naturally this came to me. 

“Quack, quack,” I said gently, and she straightened out her toes so they pointed forward. 

I still could tell that I was walking more gracefully than her, and I knew it bothered her. Her face was rounder than mine, her forehead bigger, her Adam’s apple bigger, and she was broader and squatter. I knew I looked more feminine, and I knew it was more likely I wouldn’t get clocked for being a guy in a skirt. But we were partners, right? We were doing this together, and I didn’t exactly have a choice of partners for these kinds of adventures. What would I do if I did? Would that dress-up partner be sexy and want to hook up? Or would she want to pick up men? 

I felt guilty that I was thinking of her this way, but then immediately felt better that I was thinking of her as a “her” to begin with. 

We made it to the pavilion, and kept going. We got to the fenced-in basketball and pickleball courts. There was a game of pickleball going on in the closest court, and both of us stopped short at the same time. 

“Oh, shit,” she gasped. “That’s your neighbor.”

It was Peter and his friends. I knew they played pickleball, and I knew that they were assholes because they would joke with me now and then in the hallway, making small talk. The conversations were about drinking, and macho work stuff, and hooking up with random girls. I never took them up on their offers to hang out. 

Peter was pretty clearly a former fraternity guy in college, probably a business major. The bigger guy looked like the life of the party, but not the kinds of parties I wanted to ever be at. On the other side of the net was Marc the Latino-looking guy who wore a lot of cologne and would puff his chest out when he walked. 

They were not my type. They were better off meeting Will McCarthy.

The big guy’s partner, though, wasn’t someone I had ever seen before. He was taller than the rest of them, had short-cropped blonde hair, a little bit of stubble, and was clearly very athletic. The big guy brought almost nothing to the game except when something was hit directly at him, yet this did not seem to make the teams imbalanced. In fact, the blonde guy seemed to be able to beat the other two almost on his own. 

“His name is Jared,” I said.

“How do you know that?”

“Because someone just said ‘good shot, Jared,’ after he hit the ball. The bigger guy didn’t hit it; he did. So that’s Jared.”

“There’s that famous problem-solving again,” Becca said, turning back the way we came. “Unless you want to sit here and stare at Jared some more, let’s please go back.” 

“I’m not staring at him,” I said. 

But I knew that I had been staring at him. I knew that the feeling I had the whole night so far, that feeling of wanting to be seen, got very pronounced as soon as I noticed him. I could not explain it. I did not tell Becca. But something inside me wanted him to stop looking at the court and look in my direction, because I suspected he’d like what he saw.

Why did that matter? Why did I care what a guy named Jared thought about me? I clearly wouldn’t have thought those thoughts if I came here dressed in my normal work clothes and stumbled on my neighbor’s pickleball game.

Obviously the difference was that I was dressed as a young woman. I didn’t always act like I was a young woman, but sometimes I did feel different from my usual self. 

And I had to admit that when Becca would tell me that I looked hotter than she did, or that I looked convincing, or that my body looked hot in whatever skirt I was wearing, I did get a thrill out of it.

I tried to reciprocate with her, I really did, but both of us knew she didn’t pass as well as I did. I’d tell her to fix her posture, or to wear a choker if she was self-conscious about her neck. Or, like earlier, when she would start walking like a duck and I’d get her back on track. 

I liked that she noticed me, I liked that it was validating, and I liked that there was nothing sexual about it.

Yet part of me wished for some kind of tension. Was that why I wanted Jared to notice my outfit? 

By the time I had that thought, we had walked almost the whole way back to the car, and I realized I hadn’t paid any attention to Becca. 

“Here, let’s sit a second,” I said, tucking my skirt under me and sitting on the bench. She sat next to me, with plenty of space between us. 

“I feel better now than I did earlier,” Becca said finally. 

“I don’t want to go back,” I said. “This feels really good. I can’t explain it.”

I didn’t share that I had been working some of it out in my head.

“I’m glad I did this,’ she said. “I’m glad we did this, I mean. I still don’t know how far I want this to go.” 

“I like how different it is,” I said. 

I was used to feeling myself swing between my legs when I wore boxers; that didn’t happen when I wore panties. I was used to feeling my pants brush and swish against my ankles where they got wide; that didn’t happen with stockings or panty hose, and even the pants I had were tapered so that they stayed in place. 

As a girl, I was held in place. As a guy, I sometimes felt like my clothes didn’t fit. 

But I didn’t share any of that with her. All I had said was that I liked how different it was.

We sat, crossing and uncrossing our legs on the bench, giggling like schoolgirls. We’d let a heel dangle off our foot, before I finally let both heels fall off and I let the cooler night air tickle my toes. 

My phone buzzed in my purse. 

“Arabella’s probably wondering why we haven’t checked in,” Becca said. “She wants hot photos of the hot sex she thinks we’re having with hot men from 1953. Tell her we’re Lindy-hopping.” 

I reached for my phone and read the notification on my lock screen. 

Shit.

“What emoji is she sending now?” Becca asked. “Let me guess. Another bikini? Or the heels? I bet it’s the heels.”

“It’s worse,” I said. 

Staring back at me from the lock screen was a text from Nathan. Got a sec? It read. Barclay down.

“One of our application servers is down,” I said. 

“No. Ignore it. This is your night. This is our night.”

I put the phone face down on my lap and tried to think. 

My phone started buzzing, close enough to what was in my panties to get my attention, but not so close that it was anything other than an amusement. 

“Is he calling you now? Why did you hire this dude?” she asked.

“No, it’s my manager,” I said. “Becca, I can ignore Nathan, but I can’t ignore my boss.” 

“Let it go to voicemail,” she said. “You have no boundaries for this stuff. They’re using you.” 

I did not have time to debate this. 

“Dennis,” I said after answering the call. “I’m not home. What’s up?”

“Big problem, Charlie,” he said. “No one knows Barclay like you do, and Nathan is panicking. I can’t even figure it out.”

“This is my night off,” I said. 

“I know, and I’m sorry.”

“I documented everything for him,” I said. I felt ridiculous sitting on a bench in a skirt, dressed well, but using my guy voice into the phone. I looked around hoping no one could overhear a girl using a man’s voice to talk about tech problems. All I could see was Becca looking disappointed. 

“He doesn’t understand the documentation, and anyway, I don’t think this is in there,” Dennis said. 

“So now he’s inventing new ways to break what we’ve built?”

“Charlie, please. This is critical.”

“He isn’t working out,” I said. “This is awful. I can’t keep doing this.” 

I felt like I was pouting. 

“Right now we just need to get Barclay back up, and no one can do that better than you,” he said. “I need you, Charlie.” 

I could hear Becca breathing next to me. A slight breeze came from the South, whipping the flag that was a few benches away from us on the pathway. A light turned on in one of the apartments across the river. 

I closed my eyes and took one deep breath. 

“I need 30 minutes to get home,” I said into my phone, and hung up as Dennis was saying that he owed me one.

“I wondered if this would happen,” Becca said after a few seconds of silence.

“He said he needs me,” I said. 

“Of course he does,” she deadpanned. “Because he can’t do the work and he knows you’ll bail him out no matter what.” 

“He’s not like that,” I said. “It’s that we still haven’t gotten Nathan up to speed on everything.”

“It’s been months, Charlie. He’ll never get up to speed, and you know it.” 

“Then he’ll lose his job.” 

“And the next guy will be better? You told me you’ve spent months getting him trained. You want to do that again? You need a new job. You’re being used. I heard him say he owed you one. He owes you about eight or nine at this point, and you’ll never get them. There’ll be a tenth, then an eleventh.” 

I felt for my heels in the darkness with my toes, then slipped them back on.

“We have to go.”
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Becca looked wistful the whole drive back. The light of the neighborhood lit up her face as she looked out the window, more relaxed now than she had been on our way out. 

There wouldn’t be a milkshake. The adventure was probably over. We’d have to do it again. 

She was probably right, but I’m not sure I could have told her that. Something felt off about the job, and I couldn’t put my finger on it. There was an awful lot I couldn’t put my finger on lately. 

I pulled back into my parking spot behind my building, and we sat in silence for a few seconds. 

“You’ll be fine,” I said, thinking that she was nervous about walking around again.

“I know that,” she said. “I’m just getting tired of the extremes, you know? Like, going from nervous and afraid to happy and pleased, then right into disappointed and sad.” 

“Stick around, I’ll see what I can do to fix the server, and maybe we can stay dressed and have some wine or something.” 

Even though it was dark, I watched her walk next to me to the back door, and couldn’t help but notice how straight her toes were.

I unlocked the back door and held it open for her. I was about to point out how graceful her walk looked, but Becca’s face was frozen in horror at something behind me. 

It was Peter, Marc, the big guy, and Jared, all standing on the landing a few feet away from us, on their way up the stairs. 

I should have shut the door and gone back out. We should have waited in the parking lot until we saw the light in Peter’s apartment turn on, and we knew it was safe to go in. In hindsight, I should have done any number of things, and maybe the outcome would have been different. But I had a support call to get to, I was rushing, and without thinking it through, I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her inside. 

The young men stared at us. We couldn’t get by. They weren’t moving.

“Ladies first,” the big guy said. He backed up in the hallway so we could fit by, but he still took up most of the hallway. The other guys followed suit.

“We can wait,” I said. “We’re going higher than you.” 

“We’re saying our goodbyes here,” Marc said. “Go ahead.” 

Becca looked like she was panicking. There was no getting out of this. I squeezed her hand and we went up the stairs, too close to the guys for comfort. 

I went first and got to the head of the line, where Marc was. Once beyond the bodies of the four guys, I turned to watch Becca follow me. 

Marc put out his hand to stop her. 

She looked at him with fear in her eyes. 

“The airport, huh?” he said, looking Becca up and down.

I could feel her heart break from where I stood. I could feel her defeat. She looked at me, as if waiting for me to say something. 

I couldn't say a thing. 

I don’t know how long we stayed frozen like that. No more than a few seconds, but each second felt like agony. 

Marc turned and looked me right in the eyes and said “you got a lot of work to do with this one.” 

Becca’s eyes went wide with hurt. 

Mine went wide with surprise.

That was the moment when Marc and Peter both started laughing, the big guy started chuckling, and I wanted to disappear.

I grabbed Becca’s hand, and we walked up the stairs. 

The last thing I saw before I turned and walked with her up the stairs was seeing Jared mouth the words I’m sorry.

“Fucking assholes,” Becca spat as soon as we shut my apartment door behind us. She ripped her wig off and stood there, looking hurt, sad, angry. Broken. 

She stared at me with girl makeup and guy hair. 

With a skirt and no grace. 

“This was a mistake,” she said. “I’m not cut out for this.”

I tried to hug her, and she brushed me off. 

Was I supposed to hug her?

“What the hell,” she stomped. “What the fuck.” 

I wanted to say that she had a great night up until that moment, that she made progress and had worked on her confidence, that she even relaxed and enjoyed herself. I wanted to say that she needed to hold on to the good that we had from the last couple hours. I wanted to say all of that, but my eyes shot to where my work laptop was sitting on the table and she saw me do it. 

“Just go,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t matter. This doesn’t matter.” 

She slipped out of her shoes and dropped a few inches. 

She looked small and squat now. 

“Of course you matter,” I said, “we can talk about this.” 

She duck-walked to the bathroom and slammed the door. 

“You did great,” I called after her, unfolding my laptop and watching the screen come to life. “It’ll be better next time.”

“Next time?” she called from the bathroom. 

I logged in, checked my work email, and already had a link to a work call. I clicked the link, slid the webcam cover over to block my camera, and joined the call with Dennis and Nathan.

“Charlie, thank God,” Dennis said. Both Dennis and Nathan had their cameras off too.  

“What the fuck?” I heard Brock yell from the bathroom.

“I’m sorry?” Dennis said. “Was that you, Charlie?”

“No,” I said. “Neighbors. Pickleballers. They must have gotten home right as I joined, which is awesome. OK, what do we have?”

“Fuck off!” Brock yelled again. 

“Let’s hope our night is better than theirs,” Dennis said. “There’s a link in the chat. It’s the output from the list of processes running at the time the server went down. Take a look at it before you remote into the server.”

“I’ll take a look,” I said.

“You’re not on camera?” he said.

“I’m…not decent,” was all that I got out before the file loaded.

Brock stomped out of the bathroom, wearing the outfit he showed up in. He glared at me on his way past the table and he grabbed his keys from the coffee table. 

“This process ID list is huge, Dennis,” I said. “Something is seriously broken here.” 

“What’s more important, Charlie!” Becca said, arms crossed. 

I muted the call. 

“Becca, I can’t do both of these things at the same time!” I snapped. It didn’t sound to me like I was using my Guy Voice. 

“I’m going home,” Brock said, looking almost completely like himself now. 

“Please, don’t,” I said. “This might not take long.”

“Or it might, and I can sit here like an idiot for the next few hours while I listen to you speak nonsense with people I don’t know. Right now I’m not the biggest problem in your life. I get it.”

Brock grabbed his jacket and started for the door. 

“Charlie?” I heard Dennis say from the call that was still muted. “Charlie, you there?”

“Just do it,” Brock said, and opened the door on his own, then left. 

“I’m here,” I said into the laptop. “Sorry. Fat fingers.” 

It took two hours to untangle Nathan’s mess. He had written a bunch of scripts to automate some of his maintenance work, then ran them. But it was pretty clear Nathan couldn’t write code well, as while he told the scripts to do things like monitor directories and write some files, he never told them to stop. So Barclay kept monitoring itself and writing files until it ran out of space, then crashed. 

“Charlie, I can’t thank you enough,” Dennis said when everything was back online. Or at least, the big letter “D” on my screen said it. Neither of us had our cameras on, and I half-wondered if he looked like I did. 

“Yeah, thanks,” Nathan said. “That was really bad.” 

I had spent the night thinking things I never said, and regretting them later. After two hours of troubleshooting and bailing out my colleagues on my night off, my filter was gone.

“It was really bad,” I said. “It was my night off. And yet here we are. I can’t keep doing this, Dennis, I really can’t.” 

“Charlie, before you say anything, let’s just get some sleep, and we’ll talk Monday.” 

I closed my laptop, and sat for a minute in my empty, still apartment. My still apartment that had a faint whiff of girly aromas from earlier that night. My apartment that was… a total mess.

I looked around and saw Brock’s wig on the floor, right where he dropped it. I got up from my chair, reached down for it, and saw one of his clip-on earrings. The other must be around here somewhere, right?

I turned the light on in the guest bathroom and saw that he had left all his stuff there. His shaving cream, his razor, his cosmetic bag, everything. There was a pile of what looked like panties and bras under the towel rack, there were two other skirts draped over the side of the tub, and there was his mannequin head that he used to style his wigs, sitting there on the sink counter, completely white, completely smooth, and completely bald. 

I shut the light off; I’d deal with it in the morning.

Our wine glasses were still on the coffee table, and I knew I was too worked up to go to sleep. I grabbed mine, gave it a rinse in the sink, and poured it almost full, taking a big gulp. 

I looked down at myself and realized I was still dressed up. Still dressed as if I were going to work. It was a great outfit, and I’d love to wear it again, but at that moment I knew I needed to get it off. 

I could not go back to boy clothes, though; I wasn’t done yet. I had a night of dressing pretty, of looking good, of going outside for the first time ever. That was interrupted by a work emergency, and I needed to get back to what I had before Nathan screwed up my life. Again. 

Haven’t you ever woken up from a dream that you loved, then tried to force yourself to sleep and get right back to the good part? It never seemed to work, but in this case, I was going to try.

What I wanted was something out of character, even more so than feminine clothes. I wasn’t going back out again, but I needed something…more. 

I needed another first, and I knew what that would be.
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In my closet I had some lingerie that I had never worn, other than holding it up to myself the day it came in the mail. It was a black lace teddy that was high-cut and was supposed to be “cheeky.” It came with a black, sheer wrap that tied around your waist, and I had a pair of black thigh-high stockings to go with it. I could get my current outfit off, and get that lingerie on, without doing anything to my wig or makeup. I was sure of it. 

It only took a few minutes to get out of my clothes, and as I rolled my black thigh highs up my legs, I knew I had made the right choice for the night. I was completely smooth from earlier; why waste it? 

By the time I wiggled into the teddy and tucked myself into the crotch, I was pulsing with some kind of energy I couldn’t identify. I felt like I crackled. I slipped into a pair of black heels and wrapped the sheer gown around my waist, then paused to see what I looked like in the mirror. 

I looked sensual. Confident. Provocative. I lifted my wine glass to my reflection and watched as a sexy, sparkling young woman took a polite sip of wine. 

I felt…sexy. 

I swirled the sheer wrap around, and imagined myself walking down a catwalk, dozens of men leering at me hungrily. 

The glass was almost empty, and it had gone to my head. I had no catwalk nearby, but I walked down the hallway and that’s when I noticed that Brock had left his suitcase by the couch. 

Brock. 

Becca. 

I hadn’t thought about him in a while, in either form, but I quickly relived the heated way that our night ended, and I wanted to text him to see how things were. 

Instead, I set my glass down, floated in my gown to where the suitcase was, tipped it on its side, and popped it open. 

Inside were two pair of shoes, one pair of flats and one pair of boots. There were also stockings that were white, black, fishnet, red, and purple. There were tops, miniskirts, and a leopard-print bikini. 

And a second cosmetic bag, slightly bigger than the one that was in my guest bathroom. Curiosity got the best of me, and I unzipped it. 

It’s a strange feeling to learn secrets about someone who already shared so many secrets with you, whose life is already several large secrets. But the cosmetic bag in the suitcase made it clear that Becca was having thoughts about her sexuality that she never shared with me. 

Inside were two realistic dildos, one open and one still in its packaging. There was a bottle of lube, an opened package of condoms, a pair of what looked like nipple clamps, the tiniest thong I had ever seen, and a small vibrator that looked like a tube of lipstick with a big pink button on the bottom of it.  

I clicked the button and the vibrator came alive in my hand. As soon as it did, I felt myself throb in the crotch of the teddy. 

It took eight or nine more clicks to get it to turn back off, as it had a few different vibrating patterns it needed to go through before it reached the end. Each new pattern made me feel an almost ghostly tingling sensation between my legs, and I needed to calm myself down before I did anything rash.

Though, was it rash? Why was I still acting ashamed about having a body, and having a body that was significantly more attractive than the normal body I went to work with? Girls could be sexual. Clearly Becca was experimenting, or thinking about it. And just because I never had didn’t mean that I couldn’t. 

It was a night of firsts, after all. 

How many more could I have? 

With the lights off in my apartment, I sat once again in my chair and stared at the dildo on my coffee table, lit only by the street lights outside. I had taken it out of its shrink wrap and stuck it right in the middle of the table. It pointed straight up at the ceiling, permanently horny, permanently waiting for me to do something. 

The breeze from my open windows now and then tussled my gauzy wrap as it hung by my feet, and I could feel the small package in my crotch continue to throb. 

In one hand I held my wine glass, and in the other I held the little vibrator, turning its smooth shape over in my hand. 

I downed the rest of my wine, and reached down to place it on the floor, next to my chair. I got up and walked around the coffee table so that I was staring at the underside of the cock, then slowly knelt on the floor before it. 

It wasn’t huge. I had definitely seen porn where girls used dildoes bigger than this, and definitely saw porn where guys had natural dicks bigger than this. But the heft in my hand was still impressive; I certainly wasn’t as big as this thing, and holding it in my hand felt nothing like when I’d hold myself. 

I slowly stroked it with my hand, painted nails flashing in the light from the street. 

I got close to it, imagining the feeling of hot breath on it, how someone else might feel my hot breath, and I stuck out my tongue, giving the head of it a single lick. 

No one was watching. I knew no one was watching. Yet I was still timid about it. There was no chemical taste from that one little lick, and I gave the head a little squeeze between my thumb and index finger. Then I went in for another lick, only this time, I put the whole head in my mouth first, licking the underside of the head while it was in my mouth. 

As I worked my tongue around the bottom of the head, I felt my own cock try and jump in my crotch, and it was unable to. There was no room for it to get hard, and there was no way for it to grow. 

Why did it do that? Why did it respond to something in my mouth?

I lowered my head onto the dildo more, and felt it fill my mouth. Even a reasonable-sized dildo filled my mouth almost completely; how did porn stars fit bigger things in their mouths so easily? 

I bobbed my head up and down, slowly at first, testing to see how far back in my mouth I could go. In the darkness, I couldn’t quite tell how much I was fitting in my mouth, so I marked it with my finger and then checked it when I came up for air: I could almost fit the whole thing. Was that six inches? Seven? 

I still had the small vibrator in my hand and clicked the button, having it start off on its lowest setting, a continuous low rumble. I had my legs spread apart, and slid the vibrator into the crotch of my teddy. My legs almost buckled from how good it felt, and I had to brace my hands on the table. I hoped the vibration between my legs wasn’t traveling through my knees to the floor so Meredith could hear me in the apartment below. 

Where was I? 

I kept my hands braced on the table, and lowered my head back on top of the dildo, bobbing up and down again, a low rumbling making me weak. 

I pushed the button once again and the vibration increased in intensity. I wasn’t hard, but could feel myself edging close to a climax. Could I climax while soft?

I skipped right over the third setting and went right to the fourth, which was intense, and I could feel my knees start to give. My legs spread wide as I yearned for as much of this as I could get. I kept slobbering over the dildo, and felt myself inch closer and closer to the orgasm I badly wanted to have. 

Just as I was starting to feel the swell become too much to bear, the vibration stopped. 

I stopped sucking and reached down to grab the vibrator. I clicked the button.

Nothing.

I clicked it again.

Still nothing. 

Now there was a flashing light, probably to tell me it was out of juice. 

But then where did it get the power to flash the light? 

I didn’t remember seeing a charging cable in the cosmetic bag, so this was over. 

I was not ready for it to be over. I could feel the echo of the vibration in my crotch, like there was an aura around it, pulsing, left hopelessly on the edge of release. I closed my eyes, and got back to work on the dildo.

I bobbed my head with energy, feeling saliva drip from my mouth, down the shaft, and onto the table. I widened my hands on the sides of the table for leverage, and spread my legs as far as they would go.

My pace quickened, and I focused on how I imagined the blowjob felt. I directed as much of my attention as I could to what was between my legs, trapped, unable to stand at attention the way the one that was in my mouth could. 

Suddenly, I no longer cared whether Meredith could hear anything in her apartment, as I felt the beginnings of climax. I kept my rhythm going, chasing an orgasm I had never chased so hard in my life. 

As I inched closer and closer to it, I began to whimper and moan, and with one hand, started to stroke the dildo as I brought it in and out of my mouth.  

This was all it took. I started squirming and bucking my hips as I felt myself start to spurt through my lingerie. I could feel it spurt out against my inner thigh once, and then again, and then again. I kept sucking and spasming, over and over, until my legs couldn’t take it and I had to stop, holding onto the dildo with one hand. 

I felt a string of saliva stretch from the head of the dildo to my mouth as I looked between my legs at what I had done. Somehow I had managed the most explosive orgasm of my life without touching myself at all. In fact, all I was touching was a fake cock, not even a real one. 

I traced my finger through a long line of warm cum that had reached almost to my knee. I was sure some of it had dripped onto the carpet; like the guest bathroom, I’d have some work to do in the morning. 

But for now, I just sat back onto the carpet, my back straight against the couch. 

I stared at the erection, still wet and glistening in the light of the street. 

What had I done?


6

I woke up at 10:39, still in the sports bra and leggings I put on before I limped to bed. My legs were sore, my body was spent. 

I may have had a little too much to drink, but the mental haze I felt as I lay in bed and tried to get moving was more about how I ended my night than about how much wine I drank on a nearly-empty stomach. 

Anyone walking into my apartment at that moment would have seen a dildo, still stuck to the center of the coffee table. There may or may not have been mysterious cum stains on the carpet where I sucked my way to an orgasm a few hours earlier. There was cum-covered lingerie soaking in the sink, stockings draped over doorknobs, and Becca’s clothing was still scattered all over the place. 

It looked like a stripper’s piñata exploded in my apartment. 

For as wild as the night before was for me, I dreaded how drab and domestic my Saturday needed to be. I quickly thought that getting into a French Maid costume would make it a little more exciting, but decided against it; I needed less sexiness for a while, not more.

As I padded around the guest bathroom and tried to get the tangles out of Becca’s wig, it occurred to me that I might want to check in with her. I did feel bad about how the night ended, and I also needed to keep my dildo adventure out of my mind; getting worked up at night while dressed in sexy lingerie was one thing, but getting worked up while half-dressed as a girl during the day was another thing entirely. 

Morning, I texted. Sorry again about last night. They’ll probably fire Nathan now and I’ll be back on call all the time. Anyway, I have all your stuff. Why don’t we try it again next weekend? 

I folded all her clothing. She did not reply. 

I put her cosmetics back in her bag. She did not reply. 

I put all of the panties and bras from the floor into a plastic bag to keep them separate to help her with laundry. She did not reply. 

I ate breakfast, scrubbed the living room carpet, took a shower, put on a white sundress and strappy heels, did my makeup again, and put on a pair of light pink cotton panties. 

Becca, talk to me, I wrote.

Don’t call me Becca, came the almost instant reply. 

Had she been sitting there, holding her phone? How long had she been staring at what I had written? 

That’s how you’re in my phone, you know, I wrote. 

A minute passed. Then five, and then twenty. 

I was trying to distract myself by dusting my apartment when her reply finally came: Then take me out of your phone.

This is crazy, I shot back. You had a great night. We had a great night. It sucked with those losers, but you’re stronger than this, I know you are.

Don’t make me block you, she wrote. 

WTF!

Charlie, I’m done. That was too much. I’m not fooling anybody. Not even myself.

This was bad. This was really bad. Becca had purged once before, and in the last twelve hours, she either did it again, or was about to. 

Becca, you can’t do this, I wrote. You’ve come so far.

Nothing. 

BECCA. 

Nothing. 

This was my fault. If I had documented the server better, maybe Nathan wouldn’t have fucked up so bad and I could have had a complete night off with Becca. Or hell, maybe I wasn’t as good as I thought if it took me two hours to fix Barclay. Or maybe I shouldn’t have been so dismissive of her when she was here, clearly hurting over what Peter’s friends had said and done, and all I could do was boot up my laptop and think about work while she melted down. 

I was a bad friend. Would a real girl had done that? Is this just dress-up? 

I had 32 unread notifications from the forum, and I needed something, fast. I scrolled through the thread from the photo we posted last night and started screenshotting all the compliments she was getting. “Look at you two!” was one. Off it went to Becca. “Oh, look out, here come the girls!” read another. Off it went, too. 

“I am so jealous!” wrote MJ. “Two beautiful young ladies out to enjoy themselves while looking FABULOUS! Hugs!” 

She needed to read that, too. 

I sent seven in total, but got no reply. 

I tapped on my profile to where my Friends list was, and scrolled through to find Becca’s account. 

Oh, fuck.

It was gone. 

I scrolled a second time, looking for “BeccaBoots,” but there was nothing. I tapped on my private messages to go back and find our initial, tentative conversations. They were gone. All I had left was my side of a conversation with “Deleted User.”

She did it. She was erasing herself again. 

I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the TV screen as the sun illuminated the room just right. A girl in a white dress was sitting, cross-legged, tapping her phone against her cheek. 

I was that girl. I had been that girl for most of the last 18 hours, in fact. And I felt terribly about how Becca’s night ended, and how she must have spent her morning, because she deserved to be that girl too. 

I pictured her dressed in Brock’s dirtiest, manliest clothes, making ten trips to her apartment’s dumpster at four in the morning, throwing everything away. Throwing it all away. Her clothes, her makeup. 

Our friendship, even. 

Some of her messages to me were preserved because I had quoted them in my reply, and I read through them again. There was such excitement then, from both of us. We had been doing this in secret for a long time, with no one to share anything with, and suddenly we had someone we badly wanted to share secrets with. I glanced at the floor where I scrubbed my own cum a little while earlier, and realized that I had no one to confide in about that. I don’t mean that I had no one to give a play-by-play to, but just… Becca was questioning her sexuality, if that cosmetic bag was anything to go by. And whether it was the wine or the mood, I pretty obviously took a bold step in how I spent my night after she left. Except we couldn’t talk about it, even delicately. She had no one, and I had no one. I was right back to having secrets and having no one to tell. 

I scrolled to the top of my inbox and saw I had two unread messages, one from “TrannyLuvr69,” and one from “CaptainRomance.” TrannyLuvr69’s message was Hey beautiful. You looked great in that outfit. I bet you look great out of it, too. HMU if you ever want to chat.

CaptainRomance’s message was straight to the point, and was a closeup of his erection. Captain Romance, indeed. It caught me a little off guard. Was it bad that my first thought was that his wasn’t as big as the one I played with the night before? Since when did I become a connoisseur of this? 

As I sat there, a new message came through in my inbox from Arabella. Did everything go OK last night? It read. Becca deleted her account. I’m worried. 

Even Arabella was unknowingly reminding me that I fucked up, and she was usually good for some encouragement. 

I could probably go to Arabella for some advice, but what would I say? I needed time and space to think. I couldn’t think here, as everything either reminded me of Becca, or else it reminded me of my adventure with the coffee table. 

No, I needed some alone time, and I knew just the excuse to get it. I needed girly shaving foam, and I’m sure I could find some new nail polish or lipstick while I was out. And to avoid running into anyone who might clock me, I could drive to any pharmacy about an hour away and give myself some thinking time in the process. 

I grabbed my keys and my purse, and it wasn’t until I was halfway to my car in the parking lot that I realized how dramatically I was swinging my hips in my sundress. 

An hour and twenty minutes later, I parked at a Target I had never been to before, and I probably worked out as many answers as I was ever going to have.

For one, Arabella couldn’t help, right? Even if I told her about the evening, it’s not like she could contact Becca for me, and it’s not like I wanted her to be my replacement Becca. I couldn’t confide in her the way I could with Becca, partly because we were too different. If Becca really did what I suspected, which was to purge all of her clothing again, then there wasn’t a whole lot I could do, either. This very quickly became something I had no control over, and no influence over. All I could do was wait for her to come around, and I knew it. 

I’d never be able to reciprocate with Arabella, if she really was in her seventies. So while I could ask her for advice, part of it felt strange, like getting dating advice from my Grandmother that was along the lines of “wait for the right sock hop and wear your longest dress to show the right amount of ankle.” I could never talk to Arabella about my coffee table adventure, and I knew, deep down, I didn’t want to hear what she was up to with her sex life. 

No, I was stuck. I could tell Arabella, politely, what had happened to Becca, but there was nothing more there. At best, I could talk around any follow-up questions. At worst, I’d have to ignore her. 

And speaking of ignoring, how do I ignore what I did? I was never sure what I was attracted to, but I couldn’t deny that I had a very intense experience that I couldn’t call “straight.” It felt like a first step, and where there were first steps, there were second steps. I had a better idea of the direction I was stepping, at least, and my little trip to Target would help, but second steps were more serious than first steps. 

As I flounced my way across the parking lot, I knew that I was flying solo, and knew that I was choosing a new direction. This also meant that I couldn’t just copy Mandy anymore. However long it took, I needed some things that were for me, and that I could choose for myself. 

Thirty minutes later, my bright red shopping basket clattered with new mascara, four colors of nail polish, and half a dozen lipsticks. The lipsticks reminded me of the now-dead vibrator that i couldn’t charge, and I wandered around the sexual health area, trying to keep the noise down from my strappy heels, not-so-secretly hoping that I spotted a new vibrator so I could buy it and charge the one I already had.

No such luck. But being in front of a giant display of condoms of different shapes, sizes, colors, and even tastes, I was sent back to the night before, wondering how many of the condoms would fit the dildo that I experimented with. I wondered what CaptainRomance’s dick would look like if he tried to put on the largest “Maximus”-sized condoms. I wondered what size would fit the dildo I used, and that was enough to send a warmth throughout my body. My legs were still a little sore, and I realized I wasn’t doing a very good job of keeping these thoughts out of my mind. 

I swished farther into the aisle, feeling the hem of my sundress circle above my knees, and I stopped at the display of lube. 

There was no lube in Becca’s cosmetic bag, despite there being condoms and two dildos. What was Becca experimenting with? What was she questioning, and how seriously? Because at that moment, I had too many impure thoughts to name, or even identify. Just seeing the lube caused a barrage of filth to enter my mind all at once. Not of me, necessarily, but of writhing bodies. Slick, wet bodies. Smooth skin, sweaty and slippery, naked and aggressive. 

Someone sucking on a Maximus-sized erection sticking straight up from somewhere below. Hands rubbing against nipples. Fingers exploring underneath skirts that were being held up so all the strongest hands could reach the soft, dripping cocks underneath, pulsating with need. A finger slipped inside someone with a gasp, and then my thoughts were of cum sprayed everywhere, on naked backs, on beautiful faces, on garter belts, on clean feet, and on naked asses held high in the air. 

Thank God for self-checkout lines, because I didn’t have to worry about someone scanning the bottle of lube I had to add to my basket. It took twenty minutes of my drive home to end my thoughts of a slick orgy, another twenty to stop feeling an emptiness in my body that I had never felt before, and by the time I pulled onto my street, my erection had finally gone down and I could feel like I was in more control. I lifted my skirt after I parked and saw a dime-sized wet spot right in the center of my bulge. 

I needed to change my panties. 

And speaking of change, something else had changed. 

The anticipation of dressing up as a girl was always a very unique feeling. When I was younger and had a soccer game or a piano recital, I would get little flutters in my stomach, knowing that there was something coming up that I was anxious about. Or when we’d wake up in the morning to leave before the sun came up to go on vacation, I would tingle with anticipation because we were about to go somewhere different and do something extraordinary. 

But dressing as a girl was a different kind of anticipation that felt nothing like that. It felt fluttery, sure. I’d walk home from work guessing the way that my outfit would feel against my skin, and my whole body would have a kind of energy running around it that felt completely unlike anything else I would anticipate. 

That was not the anticipation that I was feeling now that the sexual thoughts had come and gone, and that I needed willpower. Knowing that what was in my bag was creating a different kind of anticipation. Knowing what I had done last night was reawakening that throbbing feeling that grew and grew until I climaxed. 

Part of me was afraid of what I’d do once I got back upstairs. Part of me knew no matter what it was, it was a second step, one I needed to take. And part of me knew that I should probably give myself menial, pointless jobs to keep my mind off of whatever my fantasy was from the middle of a Target aisle. 

That part of me won, as I decided the best thing to do was to take the long way into my building, through the front, so I could get my mail and get back to a mundane domestic day as quickly as I could. I almost longed for some bills to pay or some finance catalogs to flip through once I got upstairs, simply so I could avoid my own sexuality.

I rounded the corner of the building and stopped. Jared, the handsome blonde guy from the other night, was waiting on the stoop of the building.
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He saw me, or rather he heard my heels on the sidewalk, so my chance to go back the way I came to sneak in the back door was gone. 

He straightened up and cleared his throat, but he said nothing. 

“Do you need me to let you in?” I called up from below. “Is Peter not home?” 

“Uh, not exactly, no. I’m not here to see Peter,” he said. “I actually…wanted to apologize for last night.”

“For what?” I said, still standing street-level.

“For what the guys did,” he said. “And for what I did. Or, didn’t do, I guess.”

My day was spent in my head, mostly figuring out how to feel about Becca, how to feel about her backsliding and hiding from herself, and for whatever reason, my mouth did not bother to filter the thought that I had as soon as he acknowledged the horrible teasing that we had to walk past when we came home last night. 

“You mean, that you just let them say hurtful things and then you all hung out and laughed about it while I tried to console my friend but couldn’t?” 

“I think it was really great what you were doing for your friend.” 

“And what was I doing for my friend?”

“You know.” 

He looked at me, as if waiting for me to get the obvious thing. It was obvious, but I still wanted him to say it. 

“You know. Helping him be a girl. Or, helping her to be a girl. I’m…not sure how to say what I’m saying.” He laughed nervously and ran his hand through his hair. 

I waited for him to mention that I was trying to be a girl too. I waited for the second half of his thought, the one where he admired me for pulling it off better, the part of the thought that would be just as charming as TrannyLuvr69 or CaptainRomance. 

Which is to say, not very charming at all.

But there was no other thought. That was it. 

“Does Peter not talk about me? Or anyone in the building?” 

He cocked his head to the side, ever so slightly. 

“No, should he? Peter never talked about his neighbors.” 

“Shouldn’t that be ‘talks’?” 

“Oh. Yeah, that was past tense, wasn’t it? So, I don’t think we’re going to hang out anymore.”

“Because of last night?” 

“Yeah, sort of. They kept laughing about your friend, and eventually I kind of snapped, I guess. I told them off. They didn’t seem like they cared, so I left.” 

“You could have said something then, you know. My friend basically went home in tears.” 

“Oh, Jesus. I’m so sorry. I had no idea it was going to go like that.”

“Well, it did. It’s a mess.” I lifted my bag. “I did some retail therapy, and now I’m going to drink what’s left of my wine and figure out how to get my friend back. She seems to have blocked me.” 

“I wish there was something I could do. I would love to make it up to you.”

“I’m not the one who’s traumatized by it, though. She is. And are you hitting on me?”

“Yes,” he said quickly. “And not well.” 

“Well, you’re observant and honest, I'll give you that.” 

“Look,” he said. “If it’s true that things ended badly, I’d love to help try and make things right. I don’t know how to do that, but I can’t just let this part go. I do feel badly about it. And it does seem like you might possibly, maybe, perhaps, could use some fun? Maybe? Just a little?” He held his thumb and index finger apart by an inch.

“One inch of fun?” I asked, before realizing how sexual that sounded. 

“Oh, no,” he said. “Much more fun than that.”

He added another inch.  

“I’m a good listener, and I’m good at fixing things.”

“It’s my job to fix things, you know.”

“Then between us we’ll have it figured out by the time dinner is served,” he said, looking proud of himself.

I couldn’t help but smile.  

“Listen,” he said, reaching into his shirt pocket. “I’m not trying to force anything here. Part of me even hoped that your friend would be with you and I could apologize to her too and try to make it right. But you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, and you don’t have to give me your number. So here’s my card.”

He handed me a business card. 

“Jared Clinger, Operations Manager, Kilkenny Aluminum Products, Ltd.”

“Don’t ask,” he said. “Or actually, ask, but not here. Ask tonight, at Tabor & Oak.” 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement in the second floor window above the stoop. Meredith’s window. She must have been near the window, as it was open about six inches. 

What was she thinking? Did she know who I was? Jared thinks I’m a girl. Is she bitter enough to spoil that? Is she that kind of a divorcee? 

“I’ll think about it,” I said, not wanting to risk any more conversation out here, but not wanting to invite him in to continue it. 

“You have my number,” he said, climbing down the steps and walking past me, giving me a good strong whiff of whatever cologne he was wearing, which made my head swim, but not the way the aromas of the Girl Factory did. “Text me later. The reservation’s not until 8.”

“You made a reservation without knowing if I’d say yes?” I asked, still trying to place what it was that I smelled. 

He shrugged as he walked away. 

“I’m Charlie,” I called after him. 

“Short for…Charlene?” 

“No,” I said. “Just…Charlie.” 

***

Sitting in my living room chair, I hovered my fingers above my phone, trying to figure out what to tell Arabella. Like I decided earlier, she probably deserved a response given how supportive she had been of the two of us, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to overshare or imply I wanted a friendship.

I didn’t know how to balance the right amount of care with the right amount of distance. Too much of one or the other would be rude, or trouble. 

I’m sorry for the delay, I finally wrote in reply. Yes, something happened last night. Not between us. We had a great time. It was when we got home that it happened. A few guys from my building clocked her and made fun of her. She took it pretty hard, and won’t talk to me now. Please don’t say anything on the forum. I’ll figure something out. 

I hit Send and sat back.   

The remnants of my sexual awakening were still swirling in my body, and it made my last interaction with Jared feel very strange. He smelled like vanilla, and charcoal, and the beach, and… an orange? No, that wasn’t quite right. I sniffed, but it was gone. 

Like an orange dipped in caramel? 

Arabella sent a heart emoji, and a hug emoji. 

Don’t blame yourself, she wrote a minute or so later. 

How did she know I blamed myself? I couldn’t tell her that. 

Men can be threatened by us, she wrote before I could figure out what to say about blame. I let it bother me for a long time. But there’s no point. 

Then she sent a shrug emoji. I thought of Jared walking away. 

I wasted a lot of time and money getting upset over this stuff, she continued. Trust me, you don’t want to let other people determine your life for you. 

More emojis, this time an “OK” sign, a thumb’s up, and a blown kiss. 

There was really nothing quite like a retired crossdresser with a lot of time on her hands. 

Did she purge? she wrote.

I don’t know, I wrote back. She’s done it before, and I think she blocked me. It wouldn’t surprise me.

Another few hugs, another blown kiss. 

I lost a lot of clothes over the years because of how many times I threw everything out, swearing I’d never do it again. I was wrong. Once you allow yourself to do it, it’s hard to take that permission away. You’ll never stop thinking about it. Then one day you wake up and you’re 63 years old, and you blew your chance. 

Somehow, despite not wanting to be vulnerable or imply that I wanted to bond with her, we reached this point. Too late.

I’m sure you still have chances! I wrote. 

Not like you two, she wrote. 

I wanted to write more about Becca. I wanted to share that I was worried for her. I wanted to share that I hadn’t been in boy clothes since I got home from work the day before, that I had gone out twice as a girl, that I was having fantasies I couldn’t believe were coming from me. Now that we started sharing, I wanted to share a lot. Why did I want to do that?

Instead I just wrote It could be worse. You could have had a boy ask you out on a date, not having any idea you’re not a real girl. How would you like to disappoint that guy along with yourself?

Sweetie, she wrote, don’t play with an old lady’s emotions. 

I’m not playing, I wrote. 

If you do not go on that date, you will never stop thinking about it, she wrote. 

Then she added a skull and crossbones emoji. 

You are young. You have everything. I saw your photos. You both looked vibrant. Becca will come back, or she won’t, but you can’t wait for her. You can, however, go on the date. 

I can’t do that, I wrote. 

GO ON THE DATE. You want me to send you a photo of what sitting in your apartment in a dress waiting for something to happen looks like? I took that photo for thirty years. You don’t even have to tell me about it. Just go, and relax. Get off your fucking computer and go be alive. 

I specifically did not want this. I vowed not to do it, I swore to myself I wouldn’t do it, and I was proud of my first message to her. It was supposed to be an update on Becca, and that was it. Friendly, yet distant. Not encouraging. Not asking for advice. 

Maybe I was afraid of the advice I knew I’d get. Because an old crossdresser swore at me and told me to go outside. 

And I knew she was right. I knew I couldn’t reach Becca if she refused to talk to me, I knew I couldn’t sit around her without her, not after the last 24 hours. And I knew I couldn’t go to bed, wake up, put on pants, and go sit in front of a computer screen pretending I didn’t smell Mandy’s perfume. 

I reached for Jared’s business card. 

It would be a shame to lose that reservation, I texted his number. 

A real shame, he wrote back a few minutes later. 

One drink, I wrote while standing at the sink, staring at the lingerie that had been soaking all day. 

Pick you up at 7:45, he wrote. 

No regrets, Arabella wrote at the same time. 

Yeah, there really was nothing better than a retired crossdresser.
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I had nothing to wear. 

There’s nothing to debate here. I had nothing. For as many little skirts and crop tops and sports bras and leggings that there were in my closet and my dresser, for as many outfits I blatantly ripped off from Mandy, I had absolutely nothing that was appropriate, that felt right, for a cocktail at an upscale bar. Mandy wore great work clothes, but I did not want to feel like I was at work; I had that feeling already last night. 

There was no time to go shopping. There was no time for anything. I had nothing. 

What about Becca’s suitcase? 

I dashed to the guest bathroom where I had repacked her stuff, and quickly flung the suitcase open and rummaged through all of my neatly folded piles. 

No, not this.

No, not that.

No, no, no. 

There was nothing that fit, nothing that was dressy, nothing that was the right color. 

But wait. 

There was a black dress. A black cocktail dress. A classic, slimming, slender, strappy, black cocktail dress. 

Becca was shorter than me, and probably was a size Small or Extra Small where I normally took a Medium. So this was a longshot, but I needed a longshot, unless I wanted to look like I was about to give one of Mandy’s presentations over dinner. 

I slid out of my clothes in the guest bathroom; why not? And I stood there in the smallest pink satin thong I had, which was what I needed after my unplanned orgy fantasy derailed my trip to Target and caused me to soak through a pair of panties. 

I wriggled into Becca’s dress, and stood there, looking at myself in the mirror.

It fit. It was short, but it did fit.

It was above the knee. 

Well above the knee. 

It fit in the chest, and it hugged my slender frame, but did it make it seem as if I wanted…it? Was there a right way and a wrong way to interpret this dress? Which way would Jared interpret it, and which way did I hope? 

One thing was clear; the thong I was wearing would have to earn its keep tonight, as there would be nothing left to the imagination if I got as turned on as I did in the car. This dress would show everything. 

I did not have time to think about Becca’s dress betraying me as revenge for what happened to Becca. 

I rummaged through my bag of new makeup, using my new mascara and my new lipstick color, which was called First Date When You Want a Second Date. I did not have enough time–oh, shit, I was running out of time–to repaint my nails, so they would have to stay the same color from the night before. Since when did I care about this kind of coordination?

My makeup only needed some light touchup, and before I knew it, I was ready for a…date? How did I agree to a date? What happened on dates? 

I breathed in deeply, and exhaled, watching my painted, pursed lips in the mirror. This girl needed to be ready, fast. This girl was nervous. 

But this girl knew no one who was going to be there. No one knew this girl, not even Jared. Yet. As far as the outside world knew, this girl didn’t exist until yesterday evening. Before then, she existed solely within these four walls around me. 

She hadn’t been real, and then she was. And she has stayed real ever since.  

So there was nothing to lose, right? I’d risk nothing, yet have an experience that others would yearn for. I’d be the envy of everyone on the forum. I’d get out, I’d be out in the world even more than I was with Becca, and I’d come home when it was over, right here, to this apartment. 

I began visualizing myself, floating through the date the way I floated wearing last night’s lingerie. I pictured myself smiling and laughing at all the right jokes, telling Jared jokes that were funny but not funnier than his. I pictured stabbing something small on my plate with a thin fork, and sipping something that cost $32. 

I imagined myself commanding the attention of every Jared and Will McCarthy who would probably be in that bar later on. I imagined they would all log into their TrannyLuvr69 and CaptainRomance accounts when they got home and took turns shooting their shots with me. 

I did not want to imagine that part. 

I’m here, ready when you are, came the message on my phone, and my imagining was over. 

Down in a second, I wrote, and that second wasn’t long enough.

The last couple days proved a few things to me. One was that it was a lot easier to prepare myself as a girl if I stayed that way; sure, going out with Becca took a long time for both of us to get ready. But this morning? It didn’t take nearly as long. I was already smooth, I was already in girly clothes, and I was already in the right frame of mind. So it really should not take as long as it did to get ready for a date. And yet I needed more time. There wasn’t enough time. 

When I texted Jared that it would take a second, that meant ten minutes. 

All I could do was stare at myself in the mirror and worry about how short my skirt was. Or about whether I smelled good enough. Whether I looked good enough. 

Good enough for what? 

Good enough to pass? I already knew I could do that. I knew the way that the guys stared at Becca when we came back to my place; any stare I got at Target wasn’t that kind of stare. It was a stare that people would make when they were trying not to stare. When they wanted to sneak a glance, and wanted more. 

Good enough for Jared? Why was I trying to impress him? Or trick him? Was I trying to trick him? Was I trying to trick myself? 

I could invent reasons to stay in my apartment; I had spent years doing that. I could come up with all kinds of reasons to cancel the date at the last minute, to leave a young, athletic man on my front stoop and wonder forever what he did wrong to kill the date at the last minute. Because then I could put boy clothes back on and never take them off, and he’d never know. He could stop by again and try to apologize to the girl, to try and ask her out, and I could walk right past him and he’d have no idea. 

But he thought I was a girl. 

And I liked it that way. 

I wasn’t trying to trick myself; I had done that, unsuccessfully, for a long time. The last couple days felt like me finally not trying to trick myself. 

I grabbed a black sweater from my closet, and wrapped myself. It wouldn’t cover my legs, but it would at least give me some protection from… something. 

“You look great,” he said, holding the door open for me when I got down to the stoop. He was in a jacket, a white shirt with the top button undone, and charcoal gray pants.

I knew that outfit. I had worn one countless times just like it. I smiled an embarrassed smile as he put his hand on the small of my back to help me down the front steps, and I could feel the way his outfit would feel against my skin. The scratchy pants. The brown leather chukka boots that would be too narrow at the toes and that would probably come untied at some point that night. The fitted, tailored jacket that wanted to be unbuttoned as soon as it was buttoned. The stiff collar of the shirt.

Whether I was showing too much leg or not while wearing Becca’s abandoned dress, I was happier with my outfit. 

He held the door open for me when we got to his car, and I made sure he couldn’t see up my skirt as I swung my legs into his BMW. 

The drive was short and full of awkward small talk. He was from Dayton, Ohio. He had two sisters. He played baseball until he threw his arm out and took a job at the aluminum plant, then worked his way up. I decided to tell him the truth: I was from Binghamton, couldn’t wait to leave, wasn’t close with my parents, and wasn’t big on sports. As I told him, I pictured myself in tight leggings and gleaming white sneakers running gracefully by the river. 

I would take up jogging. If he asked again, I would say that I jogged, and it would be true because it was about to be true. 

“Well,” he said. “If you want to learn pickleball, I’m a good teacher.” 

We walked into Tabor & Oak and stood near the hostess’ station, which was vacant, giving me plenty of time to look around. It looked like any other trendy bar: lots of reclaimed wood, shiny metal surfaces, weird light fixtures, and a concrete floor that they probably paid a lot of money to make look old and industrial. There was dance music and no one was dancing. 

It looked smaller inside than it looked from the street. I could see myself in the mirror behind the bar, and noticed two guys at the bar make eye contact with me from their seats. 

The waiter sat us upstairs, and I caught a few guys trying to peek up my skirt as we walked up the staircase. 

Our table was for two, off against the back wall, and it was significantly quieter than it was downstairs.

“What’s your favorite cocktail?” Jared asked. “They have great ones here.”

The waiter stared at me, expectantly. 

Well, shit. 

What kinds of cocktails were there? They were never my thing, and I can’t even remember the names of them. There was Sex on the Beach, but there’s no way I’m ordering that on a date, especially since I didn't know what was in it. There was a Long Island Iced Tea, but I think that was strong, which I didn’t need. Rum and Coke? Whiskey Sour? 

Why couldn’t I think of anything that was appropriate for an adult rather than a college student? 

“I’m not much for cocktails,” I said, watching the waiter politely but impatiently look to Jared to help me make a decision. 

“How about this,” Jared said. “We can celebrate, and have some sparkling riesling. It’s really good. Not as dry as champagne, and they have a good one here from Upstate New York.” 

“That sounds good,” I said, and watched the waiter walk away. “What are we celebrating?” 

“The fact that you said yes? I wasn’t sure if you’d write me, but I’m glad you did.” 

“Does your business card routine work for you? I can’t say anyone has ever tried to ask me out with a business card.” 

“If I wanted a business card routine, I’d make a fake job that sounds way more exciting than that. So no, it doesn’t work. That’s my real job. Which doesn't impress the ladies. Unless you’re impressed?”

I shrugged my shoulders.  

“No. Aluminum isn’t cool. So rather than bore you with more on what I do for work, let’s start with you. What do you do, exactly?” 

“Backend support for a pharmaceutical company. I do a lot of database integration for the various servers that the company uses.”

“That’s fucking incredible.”

“Well, I’m on call a lot, and that sucks. so aluminum sounds pretty interesting.” 

The waiter came back and poured us each a glass of sparkling wine, and we clinked glasses when he left. 

“On call, as in, you have to work from home a lot when stuff breaks?”

“Yeah. We hired a new guy and he’s pretty terrible, so I have to be on call too much. I was actually coming home to deal with something when Becca and I saw you guys in the hallway.” 

“Yeah,” he grimaced. “Sorry again about that. I think I learned what kind of guys they were the hard way.” 

“Could you really not tell that they were assholes before that?” I said, sipping my wine. It was good, and exactly the way he described it. It didn’t taste like sparkling feet the way most champagne did. This was sweeter, with… smaller bubbles? How did I know so little about this stuff? 

“Fair enough,” he said, setting his glass down on the table. “I kind of could tell that those guys were taking their time growing up, and were stuck as college Juniors. But up until that point, I really just needed pickleball partners and didn’t need to be close friends with them. But after that moment, I don’t know…”

“Yeah, so not only did those guys completely destroy my friend, but then I had to stay up all night and work.” 

“I really would have handled that differently, but that happened so quickly. I suspected they were really nasty, but that caught me off guard. It had to be awful for your friend. Did you say her name was Becca?”

“Yes,” I said. “Well, that’s how I knew her best.”

“I give you a lot of credit,” he said. “I couldn’t be two things at once.”

Wait. What?

“What do you mean?” I asked as sweetly as I could, trying not to show my nervousness.  

”Your job,” he said. “I’m not sure I could ever do that. At home, I need to be at home. I can’t be in work mode at home. So the fact that you can be at home, then log in and work, I think that’s great.”

Well that was not what I thought he meant.  

“Well, I’m not sure I like it,” I said. “I guess I’m starting to prefer being one thing at home. Being on call sucks. Being available for someone else all the time, whenever they need you? And you can’t say no?”

“And you needed to be there for Becca.”

“And I couldn’t.” 

“I do feel responsible for that.” 

“It was a big step for her, and then she was devastated. You have no idea how hard that was for her. For us.”

I decided not to explain what I meant by that. 

“I mean, I’ve seen it with people close to me. That’s why I said I feel responsible. I could have been helpful. Like, my cousin’s a lesbian and she got to marry her girlfriend, and she’s shared what it was like for them when they dated and had to hide it. Or my roommate in college came out and started doing drag shows, and I’m the only person he keeps in touch with. Even then, it’s not often, but every time we talk he tells me how someone punched him, or yelled at him, or told him he was a sinner.”

Was he looking for points? Could I award points? 

“Can we talk about something else?” 

“Sure. This isn’t exactly casual talk. But I meant what I said. I want to make it right. So I’ll think of something. You think of something. If you talk to her, please let her know.”

He seemed to care, I’ll give him that. Not everyone would. 

And while I felt no connection to his cousin or his old roommate, it was an attempt to connect over it. 

Did that mean that he might be someone I could share my secret with? Should I share it now, or wait? I was too far from home to risk it. He drove. He had the money. He was in charge, and he had the control. I had nothing. If I stopped our conversation to tell him, and if he reacted closer to the way his friends had, then what? Then I get to walk home in a short skirt all by myself, perhaps owing hundreds of dollars if he storms out and feels betrayed or threatened. 

Arabella was right. Men can be threatened by us. Though, who is “us”? 

On the other hand, he does seem like he’s sensitive. He’s big, athletic, was going out of his way to prove he has some kind of connection to alternative sexualities, and that had to be worth something, didn't it?

Still, too risky. Too risky now. 

But after we finished the date and he took me home, there’s no way I could keep that to myself. Not after… all this.  

The rest of the night consisted of small sips of wine since I had an empty stomach, then small plates of food since there was no dinner menu, only tapas. The whole time, we had small talk.

I felt small. 

The bill, however, was not small. It felt like we kept ordering tapas because we’d split a plate and still be hungry. We’d finish olives and order chorizo. We’d finish the vegetables and order the prawns. 

He laughed when he saw the bill, and wouldn’t let me see it. 

“You’re worth it,” he joked.

Let’s see if he’d feel the same way in a little while. 

When it came time to pay, he reached into his jacket and pulled out a wallet, along with a handful of other things that fit in his hand. Such as a pack of cigarettes that he looked at with a puzzled look on his face.

“It’s been a while since I’ve worn this jacket,” he laughed. “I haven’t smoked in months, and I don’t even want to know how old these are. Do you smoke?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t need my voice to be raspier than it is.”

We’ll start with that. Like everything else in the last few days, small steps. 

He laughed. “I only ever did it when I needed to think. Most of these I gave away to friends at the bar when we’d go out.”

“So if you only smoke to think and you gave most of them away, does that mean you don’t think much?” I teased. 

He smiled and raised his glass. 

Holy shit, I thought. I am flirting with an attractive man in a trendy, expensive bar. 

Except I wasn’t. Because we were done. He rose from the table, offered me his hand, and we left.

On the way down the stairs, I could tell that we were both being stared at. A blonde girl in a silver dress looked at Jared over the top of her glasses, and gave me a sneer as her gaze passed over me. The guy she was with snuck three separate looks at my legs as we walked down together. 

I felt relief when we got to the street, that it was somehow just the two of us. And somehow I felt that Jared was going to try to hold my hand as we walked down the street to where he had parked. 

He never did, but he did touch me in the back again as he helped me into his car. I felt that my body was clay after he touched me, as I was aware of where his fingers were long after he had shut the door and walked around to let himself in. 

The whole drive back he was asking me about restaurants or places in my neighborhood. He asked me about Gunther’s, and I had to pretend I had never been. Suddenly I didn’t want reminders of what I used to do before Friday. 

He walked me to my building and I knew the conversation I was going to have to have once we got to the door. I had to tell him. I had to. 

I felt his fingers on my back still, though this time he wasn’t touching me. I walked up the steps and felt his stare on me as I walked in front of him. 

I stopped and turned. 

“I have to tell you something,” I said. 

He raised his eyebrows expectantly. I hoped I wasn’t going to disappoint him. 

I didn’t want to disappoint him, but I didn’t want to disappoint myself more. 

“I had a really nice time tonight, but I need to tell you that I wasn’t just helping my friend be a girl,” I said.

“Oh? What else did she need help with?”

“No, I mean, I was helping myself too.”

“I don’t get it.” 

“We were both practicing how to be girls,” I said slowly, not wanting to spell it out any clearer than that. I couldn’t make eye contact with him. 

“You don’t need the practice,” he said. 

“I do according to my driver’s license,” I said. 

He stared at me. I saw it dawn on him. I saw him connect the dots. I recognized a flicker of disbelief, like I tricked him. 

I didn’t want that look of disbelief to go away, but it did. It turned into something else. 

Did it turn into belief? The whole night there was a huge, horrible secret between us, even if he didn’t know it, and now that secret was gone. 

“I’m sorry,” I started to say, but I didn’t get all of it out. 

Because he leaned in and kissed me right on the mouth.
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I was so stunned I didn’t know what to do, so I did nothing. I just stood there. I felt his lips pressed against mine, and I didn’t move. 

Well, part of me moved. The part of me that I didn’t touch the night before. 

The part of me that I managed to satisfy while giving pleasure to an inanimate object. 

That part of me. 

A fake cock with no one around was one thing. But this? This could only mean one thing, couldn’t it? Did I want this? Like, for real? 

I broke the kiss and backed up, creating space between us on the stoop. He stepped down onto the top step. 

“I…should go,” I said, and turned towards my front door. 

“I hope this wasn’t practice too.” he said.

“What? No, of course not. It was…nice.”

I needed to cool off. I needed to sit and be perfectly still. I needed to think. About what, I wasn’t sure. But I needed to think. 

“I’ll take nice, I guess,” he said. “I had fun tonight. Thanks for saying yes.” 

He ran his hand through his hair, messing it up. 

The longer I stayed outside, the more likely we’d keep talking. If we talked, I’d be more likely to change my mind.

I couldn’t change my mind. 

With one quick, fluid motion, I unlocked the door and ducked inside, saying “good night” as I did so. I left him on the stoop.

Heels made it impossible to run up the stairs, but I never walked faster up those stairs in my life. I had to get back to my apartment. I was confused. I was throbbing. 

I was confused because I was throbbing. 

I made it inside my apartment and shut the door behind me, leaning up against it. 

That was intense. That was my first kiss. That was everything I wanted and nothing I wanted at the same time. Or, it was what I wanted, in a way I never knew I wanted it. 

It took a while to catch my breath from rushing up the stairs.

Or was it the kiss?

The inside of my apartment looked different now. My work laptop was still on my table, and I almost wanted a work call so I had something to do, some distraction from what I was avoiding. 

As soon as I had that thought, I knew that I was hiding again, that I was running from what I was supposed to be doing. 

I knew that the first step the other night was the right step. I knew that the next steps today felt natural, and correct. And I knew that Arabella was honestly, genuinely trying to help. She made the wrong choices and vowed to help others not make those same mistakes. 

Earlier, I had let her nudge me towards the date because it was important for me to keep going. 

So I kept going. 

But if I was responding this way, then I needed to keep going. I needed to take more steps, not just these first ones. 

Becca and I needed one another to take those first steps. While I missed her and would love to have her back to take more steps, it was pretty clear I didn’t need her to keep going. 

This time I had someone else I could keep going with. 

Someone who was, at that moment, walking away from my apartment.

Did I want him to be doing that? As soon as I had that thought, I knew the answer. 

I knew what the next step was. I had to go after him. He wouldn’t have gotten far, and as long as I was careful, I could run down my stairs in heels without hurting myself. 

Turns out I didn’t have to. 

I threw open my apartment door, ready to run after him. 

Jared was standing right there. 

Downstairs, I heard a door close. Did Meredith let him in? Did Peter? 

Neither of us said a thing. His hand was slightly raised, as if about to knock, and when we both realized that he didn’t have to, we each worked up a little smile. 

“Hi,” he said. “Been a while.” 

“Where were we?” I said, and rushed into his arms. 

I could taste the cigarette on his breath, along with the mint he must have used to cover it up. It was fine, because I instantly pictured him lighting up down on the street as he thought about what to do next.

I felt myself tingle with excitement knowing that when he decided what to do next, this is what he chose. He chose me.  

I pulled him into the apartment and worked his jacket off. 

“Ouch,” he breathed as I stepped on his foot in my heels.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

He gripped both sides of my face and brought his lips down to mine, and I melted. The intense feelings of want that I was feeling outside of my body somehow transferred to inside my body. Instead of only feeling an ache between my legs, in my panties, I felt that ache inside of me, like there was suddenly a space there that needed to be filled. 

I knew how most people in this position expected to fill that space. 

“I want you so bad, Charlie,” he breathed. 

I got out of my sweater, and led him to the couch, where I gave him a little shove in the chest, and he fell back. I got down between his legs.

I knew what to do. I had always known what to do. The dildo on the coffee table was just the first opportunity I had to do it, but I always knew what would feel good. 

For the second time in two days, I was on my knees in my living room, only this time I was helping a man unbuckle his pants, and while he stood straight up at attention as soon as I let him out of his underwear, I’m not sure who was anticipating this more. I knew what to do, and I had proven that there was something in it for me, so this didn’t have to go any further than this if I didn’t want it to.

Did I want it to?   

I hiked my skirt up and let the crotch of my panties get exposed as I pointed his shaft towards me. He was about as long as the dildo, but he was girthier. I took his head into my mouth and gave it a playful suck.

I couldn’t fit it all the way in. I struggled. I started to work my head down on top of him, and I heard him groan, but this was a lot more difficult and I wasn’t nearly as confident as I was yesterday. 

I lifted my head off of him and we locked eyes.

What the heck do I say? How do you talk sexy?”

“This is huge,” I said, thinking that he’d probably want to hear that.

He did, as he worked up a huge grin. 

“You’re doing great,” he said rubbing the back of my head. 

I licked my way up the whole length of him, and quietly spit on him to make it a little easier to work with. I bobbed my head as best as I could, trying to take him in my mouth the way I had the day before, and I could feel the same growing feelings in my own crotch as I did it. 

I finally settled on stroking the base of him while sucking the tip, and I alternated: fast strokes at the base while sucking slowly, followed by slow strokes at the base while bobbing my head quickly. 

He squirmed. He moaned. He lifted himself off the couch and let out a tormented “gaaahhhh” as I switched to slow strokes and slowly sucking. 

He could probably guess what was next, but before I could do it, he pulled my head from him.

“This feels amazing,” he said, “but I don’t want it to end.” 

“Oh?” I said, stroking him and feeling something squeeze out of me into my panties. “How much longer are you hoping for?” 

My jaw hurt. He was too big. Who pulls a jaw muscle doing this? 

“A long time,” he said.

“I’ve got a better idea,” I said, letting the pulsing need between my legs make my decision for me. 

“I’m… not prepared,” he whispered. “I didn’t bring any protection or anything.”

“Lucky for you, I went shopping today,” I said, and stood from my place on the floor, giving him a few strokes with my hand as I stood. He looked up at me in awe. 

No one had ever looked at me with awe before. I recommend it. 

I walked to the table where my Target bag was, and I got out the lube that I had purchased. Becca’s condoms were in the bathroom and only took a second to grab. 

Back in the living room, I straddled him, and we kissed again. Without breaking the kiss, I managed to get a condom out of the wrapper, reach down between my legs to where he strained to get inside me, and I unrolled it down his thick shaft. I did the same with the lube, and then felt the slippery head of his hard cock rub against the string of my satin panties. 

I tugged it aside, and started to guide him in. 

How would this feel? Would it be painful? Why did it feel that this was the most necessary thing in the world? How did I get to this point? Years of dressing flashed before my eyes as the tip of him pressed against me. All the practice, all the pretend that stopped being pretend, everything I shared online with the others, everything I shared with Becca, everything that led up to me getting off with a dildo the day before, all led to this moment. Where would it go from here?

He slid in further, and I felt myself jump as he slipped all the way in and stretched me out fully. He grabbed my hips and looked up at me as I breathed out.

“You OK?” he asked. “We can wait a second.” 

“I already made you wait a second,” I breathed, and started to lower myself onto him the whole way. Then I began to slowly ride. 

He gasped as I worked my way almost off of him, then back down again. Slow, languid strokes lasting his whole length. 

With each stroke, I felt something swell inside me. He lifted my skirt all the way over my hips, and my little bulge strained as it tried to point straight out at him. 

I started to unbutton his shirt as I rode, and suddenly his tanned, hairless chest was right in front of me. He reached down and moved my panties to the side, letting my own little cock out to breathe. It was covered in clear, sticky fluid. 

“You are so fucking sexy,” he whispered, and pulled my panties all the way to the side. 

I rode. 

I rode some more. I don’t know what happened, but hearing him say I was sexy made me sexy. I went from the first step, to the second, all the way to the tenth step in less than 24 hours. And I wanted more. I didn’t know how many more steps there were, but I wanted them. 

Faster. I felt the swelling grow more, and I felt myself suddenly start to get erect. 

I rode some more, squeezing around him as tightly as I could. Faster. Harder.

I was taking him all the way in with every stroke, and I looked down at how I was pushing against him with both palms, right on his muscular, hairless chest. I needed all the leverage I could get as I ground into him with every muscle I had. 

Deeper. 

My cock sprang fully at attention now, bouncing in time with my rhythm, and I felt the swelling in me grow, and grow, until he gasped and grabbed my hips as hard as he could, and I felt him start to spasm inside me, and I could not take it anymore and shot a thick rope of cum straight up between us, landing on his chest between my hands. 

I kept going. I felt him inside me, losing total control, and I shot again, and again, and again, covering his chest. 

I slowed. We slowed. His grip on my hips relaxed, and I felt the last of his spasms, and all I could do was collapse against him, feeling my own cum dripping down his chest, getting all over my dress. 

I did not want to move. I was on top of him, I was against him, and we slowed our breathing together. It happened so quickly I hadn’t been able to process what I was doing, or why. 

I mean, I knew why I had done it, but I hadn’t processed why I had wanted it, what about it felt so needed. 

And before I could continue any of my thoughts, before I could say something about him, or about what we had just done, a horrible pain I had never felt before hit me in my calf. 

“Oh my God!” I yelled, standing up quickly, feeling him slip out of me. 

The cramp had hit me so suddenly that I needed to get out of my position. He looked at me, wide-eyed as he saw the front of my dress covered in my own cum. I stood over him, my still-hard, hairless cock sticking straight out, and both of us tried hard not to laugh. 

“Maybe you should take me up on pickleball,” he laughed. “A little exercise might prevent cramping.” 

“You’re relentless, I’ll give you that,” I said. 

“Oh, fuck,” he said, and he reached down between my legs as his cum started to drip out of me. 

What a mess. I was covered in my own cum, my cramp had gone away, but now we needed to clean up. 

Neither of us wanted to move, though. He took his hand, now full of the cum that had dripped out of me, and brought it to his chest, where he scooped up some of mine. He locked eyes with me, and brought his hand to my erection, where he slowly began stroking me, keeping eye contact the whole time. 

Oh my God. Oh fuck. 

This was too much. This was divine. I had never had someone do this to me before, and it felt so much better than doing it myself. 

With his hand lubed up with cum, he gripped me tighter, and I was losing my ability to stand. I needed to get back down on him.

I felt behind me for whether he was still hard or not. He was softer, not completely hard, but he didn’t object when I guided him back inside me as he stroked me. 

He had to use shorter strokes since I wasn’t as long as he was, but I was still relieved at how full I felt even if he was softer inside me.

This wouldn’t take long. I was apparently easy to get off. 

Even though I had cum just moments before, I never got soft, like it was a completely new kind of orgasm, and it took him just a few strokes to take me right to the edge a second time. 

Then he took me over that edge. 

I arched my back, grabbed the heels of my shoes with both hands, and cried out at the ceiling as I climaxed a second time, this time shooting a lot less, but spasming just as many times, uncontrollably. He stroked me the whole time, guiding me through that second orgasm, and I had no control over my body, over what he had done to me. I let every spurt out of me with a cry, until the final one came with a little whimper. 

I collapsed on top of him a second time. 

This time I meant it. I had nothing left. I was spent. I just had sex with a man who let me cum on his chest twice. 

Our breathing calmed again. 

Everything was silent. 

“I can’t move,” he said beneath me. 

“I can’t either,” I said, feeling something drip down my leg. 

“Can…. can we get a towel or something?” he asked. 

I sat up and looked at him, and he ran his hand down my cheek. 

“That was really great,” he said. “You’re amazing.”

“It’s kind of a mess,” I said, sitting up and seeing even more cum all over. 

“Worth it,” he said, and I hopped off to get a towel right as my phone in my purse started ringing. 

“Oh no,” I froze. 

“I…don’t think you want me touching your phone with these hands,” Jared said as we both stood there, waiting for the phone to stop ringing. 

I walked over to my purse and shook out the phone, feeling my cock dangling between my legs as it finally started to soften. 

Nathan. Nathan was calling me.

I looked at Jared. “This is work.” 

We kept our eyes locked. 

Again. I felt myself tingle as we stared at one another. I caught a corner of his mouth go up in a smirk. 

I let it ring some more. 

Then it stopped ringing. 

“So…” Jared said. “About that towel…”


Epilogue

I fought it for three months. Even though it felt like most posters on the crossdresser forum worked in IT jobs, it was still really hard for a woman in IT. But when I sat Dennis down and told him what I was thinking, he said two things: 

“No one knows Barclay like you do; I can’t lose you, so we’ll make this work no matter what.”

Also:

“You’re never going to stop adding to the list of things you're best at.” 

Mandy got a new job, and as much as I’d miss her, at least now I didn’t need to worry about the two of us wearing the same outfit to work on the same day. Since I copied her professional wardrobe almost perfectly, this was a real concern. But I always knew that one day I’d have to stop copying her and become my own person; now is as good a time as any. 

I said my goodbyes on the forum. It didn’t seem right to keep posting there, and I knew I would need different support if I was going to be out full-time. My farewell thread ended up being 27 pages long, with all the usual suspects chiming in, wishing me well, and sending every pink and girly emoji imaginable. Arabella said the most flattering things, but I got a lot of support from Chrissy in Seattle, Scottie in Tampa, MJ in Denver, and more. 

A new account named BBoots also sent me one bikini emoji. It was a new account with an empty profile, and it said her location was San Mateo. I’ve kept Becca in my phone as a contact, and if she ever decides to reconnect for real, I’m here for her. For now, she knows where I am, knows my plans, and is welcome back in my life any time. I keep her suitcase in my hall closet, and everything is waiting for her, just like she left it. Although if it ever comes to it, I’ll have to replace the dildo. 

Not that I need it. Jared and I took it slow, but he stays over most Friday and Saturday nights now, and we sometimes work out something in between. 

I’m terrible at pickleball, but Jared’s a patient teacher. We play most Saturdays at his gym, and while it’s too cold to play outside right now, I cannot wait for Spring when I can start playing with him at the park and wear the tennis skirts I bought. 

Oh, the last I heard from Arabella in my DMs was when she sent me three photos: one of her in a sundress at the Washington Monument, one of her in leggings at the Washington DC zoo, and one of her in a one-piece bathing suit at what looked like a hotel pool. 

And that called for a trophy emoji.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her newest story What Girls Want, available here.
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And don’t miss her story The Water Girl, available here.
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And don’t miss her Bestselling story The Summer Job, available here.
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