

HER PRETTY EX-BOYFRIEND
Feminized and Turned Into a Sissy



JANE FUTA



Contents



Copyright
Mailing List
Her Pretty Ex-Boyfriend
Want New Stories?
Want More Stories?
About the Author



Copyright




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

[image: ]


Text copyright 2026 by Jane Futa.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Published by Jane Futa.


Mailing List




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Her Pretty Ex-Boyfriend




Three days after Maren left, I was still finding evidence of her everywhere. Not the big stuff. She'd been thorough about that. She’d swept through the apartment like a storm while I was at my Thursday lecture.

But she'd missed things.

A single gold hoop earring on the bathroom shelf. A half-used tube of that ridiculously expensive lip balm she swore by. A long dark hair clinging to my pillowcase that I didn't remove because removing it felt too final.

I sat on the couch with my laptop open and a lecture recording. I hadn't pressed play in over an hour. The apartment was too silent now. Her shelf on the bookcase was bare. The little succulent she'd kept on the kitchen windowsill was gone, and the ring of dust it left behind was taunting me.

I kept replaying the last real conversation. Not the logistics talk, when she'd come back for her boxes and we'd been weirdly polite. The one before that. The actual end.

She'd been sitting cross-legged on the bed, still in the oversized Bowie shirt she slept in, and I'd known from her face that the whole thing was already decided. Maren had this way of going still right before she said something big. I could always tell from her posture alone.

"You don't want anything, Jake," she'd said. Not yelling, just matter of fact. "You don't want anything weird or uncomfortable or real. You want everything to be boring. You want to watch a movie and order Thai and have missionary sex in the dark and never once try something adventurous."

I'd told her that wasn't fair. I'd said that not everyone needed to turn their life into some kind of performance. I'd used the word "mature," which, in retrospect, was exactly the kind of thing that proved her point.

"It's not about maturity," she'd said, pulling her hair over one shoulder the way she always did when she was done arguing. "It's about passion. You have to actually want things, Jake. Messy, weird, embarrassing things. That's how people stay interesting. I can't keep being the only one who wants more."

Now I sat in the apartment she'd emptied and told myself she was wrong. I told myself that I wasn’t boring, I was respectful. I didn’t want to do anything too weird and push her away. I told myself that often enough that it almost started to work.

But apparently, I pushed her away anyway.

I closed my laptop and leaned back against the couch cushions. They still smelled like her coconut shampoo. I wished I could stop noticing things like that.

Outside, it had been raining on and off all afternoon, which perfectly matched my sour mood. I thought about texting her. Even though I was trying to stop thinking about her entirely.

I didn't text her. I turned on the TV instead and watched twelve minutes of a cooking competition without absorbing a single thing.

That was my routine now. Wake up, go to class, come home, exist in the apartment without her, go to sleep in a bed that felt too cold. I'd been with Maren for almost two years, and in that time, she'd become so woven into the texture of my daily life that pulling her out left everything frayed and loose. I even kept turning to say something to her before remembering she wasn't there.

Then around five, I heard a knock.

I wasn't expecting anyone. My buddy Devon had texted earlier asking if I wanted to grab beers, but I'd said I was busy. It was a lie that he definitely saw through but was kind enough not to challenge. I figured the knock was from a neighbor, or maybe the girl down the hall who sometimes got our packages by mistake.

When I opened the door, there was no one there. Just a slim cardboard box on the mat, with discreet, nondescript packaging that could've been anything. I picked it up and turned it over.

It had Maren's name, but my address.

She must've ordered it before she moved out, or at least before she'd updated her shipping information. I stood in the doorway holding the box, wondering what was inside. It was too light to be books and too flat to be shoes.

I brought the box inside, set it on the kitchen counter, and stared at it.

I should've just set it aside. Should've texted her, Hey, a package came for you. Want me to drop it off or leave it at the front desk? That was the reasonable thing. The mature thing. The very Jake thing to do.

Instead, I stared at it a little longer, and wondered what I’d find if I opened it up.
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I lasted about twenty minutes.

I made myself a sandwich I didn't really want, scrolled through my phone, and watched another five minutes of the cooking show. The whole time, the box sat on the counter in my peripheral vision, doing absolutely nothing and somehow still demanding all my attention. Eventually I gave up pretending and walked back over to it.

Opening it wasn't a decision so much as a slow erosion of the reasons not to. I told myself I needed to check whether it was perishable. I told myself she'd probably want to know if it had arrived intact. I told myself a lot of things, and then I picked at the tape with my thumbnail until the flap came free.

The tissue paper inside was that thick, expensive kind, sealed with a little gold sticker. I pulled it back, and my brain took a second to catch up with what I was looking at.

Lingerie. Black, delicate, intricate. A bra and panty set with thin satin straps and tiny scalloped edges. Underneath that, folded with the same care, was a pair of sheer black thigh-high stockings with a seam running up the back. There was no card, no note. Just the receipt, which I unfolded and immediately wished I hadn't, because the total made my stomach drop.

Maren had never owned anything like this. Not while we were together. Her lingerie drawer had been functional and pretty in a low-key way, soft cotton and the occasional matching set in colors like dusty rose or sage. Nothing like this. This was the kind of thing you bought when you wanted to be looked at, when you wanted someone to lose their mind a little.

The thought hit me before I could stop it. She bought this for someone else.

It had been three days. Three days, and she was already ordering five-hundred-dollar lingerie that she wouldn't have worn for me in two years. Some new guy was going to peel those stockings off her, was going to see her in that bra with those thin straps cutting across her shoulders, and he was probably going to be the kind of guy who wanted things. Messy, weird, embarrassing things. The kind of guy she'd been waiting for me to be.

I stood there in my kitchen holding lingerie that wasn't mine and wasn't meant for me. I wanted to throw the box across the room. I wanted to text her something cruel. I wanted, more than anything, to stop being the boring, predictable guy she'd written off.

"How's this for adventurous," I muttered, mostly to the empty apartment.

I didn't really mean it. I was just alone and bitter and not actually planning to follow through. Except then I carried the box to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed I hadn't bothered to make. I pulled the tissue paper back again and looked at the stockings.

It was stupid. I knew it was stupid. I was a six-foot, reasonably built guy who played intramural soccer and shaved his face every other day, and I was about to put on women's lingerie in a fit of post-breakup spite. There was no version of this that wasn't pathetic.

But the apartment was so quiet, and Maren wasn't here, and no one would ever know.

I stripped down before I could think better of it. The boxers came off last, and I stood there naked in the gray afternoon light feeling absurd and exposed, like the room was watching me. I picked up the panties first, because they seemed like the place to start, and because honestly they were the part I figured I'd give up on fastest.

The lace was so much softer than I expected. Not just soft but alive, somehow. I stepped into them and pulled them up, and the sensation that hit me wasn't ridiculous at all. It was strange.

The lace stretched snugly across my hips, and the front panel cradled and pressed against me at the same time. My cock didn't know what to do about it. There was nowhere for it to go in there—the panties weren't built to hold anything like that—and the pressure of being tucked tight against the fabric sent a low, surprising pulse through me before I'd even fully registered what was happening.

I looked down. The black lace against my skin looked obscene. It looked unbelievable. I felt the heat climb up my neck.

The stockings were harder. I sat back down on the edge of the bed and rolled the first one carefully up my leg, the way I'd seen Maren do a hundred times, and even getting the angle right took longer than I expected. But when they were both on, they hugged tight to my thighs, stopping a few inches below the panties.

My legs didn't look like my legs. They looked like girly legs. Long and sleek-looking under the dark sheer mesh, the seam running up the back like a thin black line drawn with intention. I ran my palm experimentally up my own thigh, and the way the nylon slid under my hand made my breath catch in my throat.

The bra was the part I almost couldn't do. It felt like the threshold of something, like once it was on there'd be no pretending this was a joke. But I'd already gone this far, and pretending had stopped being an option about three minutes ago.

I figured out the clasp by trial and error, hooking it backwards in front of me first the way I'd watched Maren do, then twisting it around. The straps were thin and a little tight on my shoulders. The cups were obviously empty, the lace sitting flat against my chest in a way that should've looked ridiculous.

I stood up and looked at myself in the closet door mirror.

My brain did several things at once and none of them were what I expected. I expected to laugh, to cringe, or have the immediate impulse to rip it all off and pretend none of this had happened. Instead, I just stood there, staring while my heart raced.

I looked…well, I didn't know what I looked like. I looked filthy. I looked like I was getting away with something. The black lace cut sharp lines across my pale skin. The stockings made my legs look like they belonged to a different body entirely. And my cock was hard in the panties, pressing against the front in a way I could now see in the mirror. There was an obvious shape under the stretched-thin lace. The visual of that—me, in this, and obviously turned on—was the part that finally short-circuited something in my brain.

I was breathing harder than I should've been. My skin felt hot everywhere the fabric touched it, and more hot everywhere it didn't, like the bare strips of me had been highlighted for attention. There was a tight, low ache in my groin that I recognized intimately and could not, in this moment, explain. None of this was supposed to feel like this.

I wasn't supposed to like it.

I wasn't supposed to look in the mirror and think, with a hot stab of shame and thrill, I want someone to see me.

I was still standing there—still staring, still trying to figure out what was happening to me—when someone knocked on the door.

Three sharp raps. The kind of knock you give when you know the person inside.

My stomach dropped through the floor.

I moved faster than I'd moved in maybe my entire life.

I grabbed the first pair of sweatpants from the floor and pulled them up over the panties so fast I nearly fell sideways into the dresser. A t-shirt. I needed a t-shirt. I grabbed the one closest to me, an old gray Henley that had been balled up on the chair, and tugged it down over my chest while the knock came again, louder this time, three more sharp raps.

"One second," I called out, and my voice cracked in a way that hadn't happened since I was about fourteen.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the way out of the bedroom and almost lost my nerve. My hair was a disaster. My face was flushed deep pink, the color sitting high on my cheeks like I had a fever. The sweatpants were sitting weird because of the lace underneath, and the stockings made the fabric cling to my calves in a way that I had to hope no one would look at. I pulled the bedroom door shut behind me, walked across the living room with what I hoped passed for a normal gait, and opened the front door.

Maren stood in the hallway with her hood half up and her keys still in her hand.

I forgot, every time I hadn't seen her in a while, how striking she was up close. Not in the obvious way. She never really had to try. She was in jeans and a black raincoat with the collar turned up, her dark hair pulled back in a loose knot, no makeup that I could see except maybe a little something on her mouth. But she had this presence. She always had. She had dark eyes that pierced right to my soul, a stern, almost terrifying expression until she smiled, and a way of holding herself that made you feel like she was always two seconds away from leaving any room she was in.

And she wasn't smiling now.

"Hey," she said.

"Hey." My heart was going so hard I was genuinely worried she could see it through the shirt. "What's up?"

She gave me a look. "I ordered something. It got delivered here."

"Did it?" I said, and immediately heard how stupid that sounded. "I mean—I haven't seen anything. Nothing's come."

Maren's eyebrows did a small thing that I had seen approximately a thousand times during our relationship. It was the expression she made right before she caught me in something. She'd made it the time I'd pretended I'd already paid the electric bill, and the time I'd told her I'd watched the documentary she sent me when I obviously hadn't. It was a very specific expression, and it was happening to me right now.

"Jake," she said. "Tracking says it was delivered to this door at four-seventeen. It's in the app."

"I haven't—" I started, and then I had to clear my throat because something had gone dry in there. "Maybe it's at a neighbor's? Sometimes they get the apartments mixed up. I can ask around tomorrow and⁠—"

"Can I just come in for a sec?"

She didn't wait for me to answer. She stepped past me into the apartment, raincoat brushing my arm. I caught the faint cold smell of rain on her and underneath that, the coconut shampoo, the very specific Maren smell that hit me like a small fist. I closed the door behind her because there wasn't anything else to do.

She was already across the living room.

The box was on the kitchen counter where I'd left it, lid flipped open, tissue paper crumpled on the side. There was no possible angle from which it looked unopened. I watched her notice it. I watched her go very still for a second. Her shoulders settled in a way I recognized as the prelude to being extremely calm even though underneath her rage was boiling.

She turned around and looked at me.

"Are you serious," she said. It wasn't really a question.

"Maren—"

"You opened it?" She walked toward the counter. "What are you, twelve? You opened my mail because you were—what, curious? Bitter? Jesus Christ, Jake."

"I didn't know what it was," I said, which was technically true and also missed the point so completely that I knew it would only make things worse.

She reached the counter and looked into the box. Then her hand moved through the tissue paper, careful and quick, and I knew what she was going to find before she finished, which was nothing.

She stood there with her hand in the empty box and didn't say anything for a long moment.

I was standing about ten feet behind her, near the door, and I had locked my legs in place because I had this sudden conviction that if I moved at all, the stockings were going to make some kind of sound against the inside of the sweatpants and give me away. My face was so hot I could feel my own pulse in my cheeks. I tried to make my face look normal. I had no idea what my face was doing.

Maren turned around slowly.

She looked at me. Her eyes moved down from my face to my chest, where the gray Henley was clinging weirdly to one shoulder because I'd pulled it on too fast. Down to my hands, which I realized were doing that thing where I held them slightly out from my body like I'd forgotten where my pockets were. Down to the sweatpants and the way the fabric was sitting too smooth across the front, and then down further, to my ankles, where—I realized with a cold drop in my stomach—the black seam of one of the stockings was very faintly visible above the cuff of the sweatpants because they'd ridden up a little when I'd walked over to the door.

Her gaze stopped there.

The silence in the apartment was a different kind of silence than the one I'd been living in for three days. I never wanted anything to fill the silence more.

Maren's eyes came slowly back up to my face. Her mouth had parted a little. Her annoyance was still there, but something was moving behind it now. It was something I couldn't read, something that made my whole body feel like it was standing in the wrong kind of light.

"Jake," she said, very quietly. "What are you wearing under that?"

"Nothing," I said, which was the single most unconvincing word I'd ever spoken.

Maren didn't move. She stood by the kitchen counter with one hand still resting on the edge of the empty box, and her eyes stayed exactly where they'd landed, on the thin dark line visible just above my ankle. I watched her look at it the way she looked at everything that interested her—with absolute focus, like the rest of the world had been put on hold.

"Take off the sweatpants, Jake."

"I'm not—" I stepped backward without meaning to, and when I did, the hem rode up another half inch and more of the stocking came into view. "Maren, I can explain."

"I really doubt that." She wasn't angry anymore. That was the disorienting part. The annoyance had drained out of her face completely, replaced by something still and bright and intensely focused. Her lips had pressed together like she was trying not to say something too quickly. "But you can start by not lying to me for the first time tonight."

I opened my mouth and nothing came out.

She crossed the living room toward me, and I didn't back up again because there was nowhere to go. My shoulders were already against the front door. She stopped about two feet away, close enough that I could see the rain still beaded on her collar. Her eyes tracked down the wrinkled Henley to my waist, and I knew she could see it now. The sweatpants sat too smooth over my hips. The faint texture of the lace underneath showed through the thin cotton when the fabric pulled right.

"You're wearing it," she said. It wasn’t a question.

"I was just—" My voice had gone tight and high. "I don't know. I was pissed off, and I opened it, and I—it was a stupid impulse. I wasn't—I'm not⁠—"

"Jake." She said my name like a period at the end of a sentence. "Are you wearing my lingerie right now?"

The word my did something to me. It sent an electric current running straight down through my chest. It settled heavily between my legs where the lace was still pressing tight. I couldn't explain what that word did, or why it mattered that she'd said my and not the, but my cock responded to it before my brain could intervene, stiffening against the panties in a way I was certain she'd be able to see if she looked.

She looked.

I saw the exact moment her gaze dropped and registered it. The shape of it, half hard and unmistakable under the gray cotton, outlined by panties she'd picked out and paid for. Her breath changed. It was just a small shift in rhythm, her chest rising a little slower and falling a little deeper, and her lips parted just enough that I could see the wet edge of her lower lip.

"Take off the shirt," she said.

"Maren, come on⁠—"

"I'm not making fun of you." Her voice had dropped slightly. "I want to see."

I stood there with my back against the door and my hands at my sides and every nerve in my body firing in contradictory directions. Part of me wanted to disappear. Part of me wanted to explain this away, make it a joke, and become the version of myself she'd broken up with. But there was another part. It was the part that had stood in front of the mirror five minutes ago and thought I want someone to see me, and that part was louder than I'd ever heard it.

I pulled the Henley over my head.

She didn't say anything right away. She was looking at me the way you look at something you've never seen before, her dark eyes moving over the bra sat against the flat plane of my chest.

She took a few steps back, but she wasn’t recoiling. “Come here,” she said, pointing to an imaginary space in front of her a few inches away. I obeyed, stepping forward and away from the door.

Then she walked a slow half circle around me.

I felt her gaze on my back, on the clasp of the bra between my shoulder blades, on the waistband of the sweatpants where the top edge of the panties was probably visible now that the shirt was gone. She came back around to the front and stopped, and I saw what was happening on her face. It wasn't mockery. It wasn't disgust. It was the expression she got when she found something she didn't expect, the look she wore in bookstores and vintage shops and anywhere else that surprised her. Fascination. Raw, startled fascination.

And underneath that, heat.

"The sweats too," she said. Her voice was steady but her eyes weren't.

I pushed them down before I could lose the nerve. I stepped out of them and kicked them aside. I stood there in the middle of the living room in full view of every window, wearing nothing but the black lace panties and the sheer stockings and the bra that didn't fit. My cock was visibly straining against the front of the underwear, and my whole body flushed from the chest up.

Maren's mouth opened, then closed.

She circled me again, slower this time. I could hear the soft sound of her boots on the floor. I could feel the displacement of air when she passed close behind me. When she came back around, she stopped right in front of me, closer than before. Close enough that if I breathed too deep, my chest would almost touch her.

"How did it feel?" she asked.

"What?"

"Putting it on. When you were alone." Her eyes were locked on mine. "How did it feel?"

I swallowed. "I don't know."

"Yes, you do."

She was right. I did know. I just didn't have the courage to say things like that. Not to her. Not to anyone. I'd spent two years in this apartment being the guy who kept everything level and mild and controlled, and now I was standing in front of my ex-girlfriend in her lingerie with an erection I couldn't hide, and she was asking me to say how it felt to put it on.

"It felt good," I said. The words came out rough and low. "It felt really good."

Something moved across her face. Satisfaction, maybe. Or recognition.

"You know what's funny?" She reached out and traced one finger along the bra strap on my left shoulder, just a light drag of her fingertip across the satin. My whole body tightened. "Two years. I spent two years trying to get you to be a little adventurous, a little unpredictable. I begged you to surprise me. I practically drew you a map." Her finger followed the strap down to where it met the cup, and I held my breath waiting for the rest. "And you waited until I left to do the most interesting thing you've ever done."

"That's not—" I started, but she was right about that too, and we both knew it.

"I'm not mad, Jake." Her hand was still on my chest, palm flat now against the lace, and I could feel my heartbeat slamming against her fingers. "I'm impressed. This is the version of you I was looking for." She tilted her head, studying me with that dark, focused attention. "I just can't believe you had to do it when no one was watching."

"Well," I said, and my voice sounded like it was coming from somewhere far away, "someone's watching now."

The corner of her mouth twitched like she was hiding a smile. "Yeah," she said softly. "Someone is."

She stepped back and looked at me the way a painter looks at a canvas that just became more interesting than expected.

"If you're going to do this," she said, "you should do it right."

I didn't know what that meant. I was standing in the living room in her lingerie with a hard-on I couldn't will away and my heart hammering like I'd just sprinted up a flight of stairs. I was fairly sure the definition of doing it right had left the building about twenty minutes ago. But Maren had that look on her face, the one she got when something had clicked into place for her, and I'd learned during our two years together that there was very little point in getting in the way of that look.

She unbuttoned her raincoat first.

She shrugged it off her shoulders and tossing it over the back of the armchair. Underneath she was wearing a fitted black dress, the kind that zipped up the side. It was simple, but like everything on her, breathtaking. I watched her reach for the zipper and my mouth went dry.

"Maren, what are you⁠—"

She pulled the zipper down in one smooth motion, and the dress loosened around her body. She pushed it off her shoulders and let it slide. It dropped to her waist, then her hips, and then it was on the floor and she was stepping out of it.

I looked at her in a matching set of dark red underwear. It was a simple bra and hipster panties that sat low on her hips. Her skin was warm and smooth except for the small scar on her left hip she'd gotten falling off a bike at twelve. Her body was just as beautiful as ever. The soft curve of her waist narrowed above the panties. Her full breasts hung perfectly from her frame. I was practically drooling.

She held the dress out to me.

"Put it on," she said.

I stared at the dress in her hand. It was still warm from her body. I could smell her on it, that orange blossom perfume she wore. I was suddenly aware that my cock had gone fully, painfully hard in the panties, pressing against the lace so tight that the ache was a throb.

"I can't wear your dress," I said, but I was already reaching for it.

"It stretches." She watched me take it. "Arms first, then pull it down."

I stepped into it because going over my head seemed impossible, and she was right—it did stretch, the fabric giving more than I expected as I pulled it up over my hips and the stockings, over the panties, over the bra. It was snug everywhere. Tight across my chest, tight through the waist, stopping a few inches above my knees. The zipper wouldn't close all the way because my shoulders were too broad, and the neckline sat differently on me, exposing the ridge of my collarbone and the edge of one bra strap.

Maren moved in close and put her hands on my sides.

I stopped breathing as she smoothed the fabric down over my ribs, tugging gently here and there, adjusting the way it sat. Her palms were warm through the thin material, and she took her time, running her hands down my waist to my hips like she was fitting a garment to a mannequin.

Then her right hand moved to the front, and her palm grazed across the place where my erection was pressing the dress forward, and she lingered there for exactly long enough to let me know it wasn't an accident.

Her fingers traced the shape of me through two layers of fabric, a featherlight pass that made my hips jerk forward involuntarily. She looked up at me, her face about six inches from mine, and her eyes were dark and satisfied.

"Sit on the couch," she said.

I sat. I didn't trust my legs anymore anyway.

She positioned herself on the coffee table directly across from me, close enough that her bare knees were almost touching mine. From this angle I could see the little gold chain she always wore, hanging in the hollow of her throat, and the way her collarbone caught the gray light from the window. She was nearly naked in front of me and completely in control. The contrast between that and my situation—overdressed, overstimulated, completely out of my depth—made my stomach clench.

She opened her purse.

I watched her pull things out one at a time. A compact. A small tube I recognized as concealer. A slim black pencil. A lipstick in a shade I'd seen on her a hundred times, a muted berry-dark color that I'd always liked without ever saying so. She lined them up on the coffee table beside her thigh like surgical instruments.

"Maren, no," I said, but the word came out soft and unconvincing.

"Close your eyes," she said.

"I'm not going to⁠—"

"Close your eyes, Jake."

I closed my eyes.

Her fingertips touched my face, and everything got very quiet. She started with the concealer, dabbing it under my eyes with a small sponge, blending with her thumb in tiny circles. Her touch was tender.

I could feel her breath on my chin, and I could tell from the warmth of it that she'd leaned in very close. The intimacy of her face inches from mine and her fingers moving gently across my skin was almost harder to take than the lingerie had been.

This was care. This was attention. This was Maren paying more focused attention to me than she had in the last six months we were together.

"You have good skin," she murmured, like she was noticing it for the first time. "Good bones too. Hold still."

The eyeliner was next. She told me to look up, and I felt the pencil trace a thin line along my lower lash line, then my upper one. It tickled and I flinched, and she steadied my chin with her free hand and did it again. Her thumb brushed my cheekbone when she smudged the line out, and the gesture was so casual that it made my chest ache.

"I'm not a doll," I said, but there was no force behind it. I was hard in her dress, surrounded by the smell of her, and she was touching my face like she owned it.

"You're not," she agreed. "You're better. Dolls can't blush like that."

Then she added lipstick. She uncapped it and leaned in so close I could see the individual flecks of amber in her dark brown eyes. "Open your mouth a little," she said.

I felt the waxy press of it against my lower lip, the slow drag as she traced the shape. She did the top lip next, following the curve of my cupid's bow with the same concentration she brought to everything that mattered to her. When she was done, she sat back and looked at me with her head tilted, and something in her expression shifted from focused to genuinely stunned.

"Oh," she said quietly.

"What?"

She didn't answer. She reached down and unzipped one of her boots—short black ankle boots with a low block heel—and held it out. "Put these on."

They were tight. My feet were bigger than hers by at least two sizes, and getting my heel down into the first one required the kind of determined shoving that probably wasn't good for the leather. But the boot stretched enough to hold, the zipper closing most of the way. Then I put on the second one.

She stood up and came around behind the couch. I felt her hands in my hair, her fingers combing through it, pushing it forward and to the side. My hair was on the longer side of short—I'd skipped my last two haircuts—and she worked with that, sweeping it across my forehead and over one eye, tucking the sides behind my ears.

She used some kind of product from her purse, something with a mango scent, smoothing it through with her palms until the shape changed from guy who hasn't been to the barber to something deliberately styled. Soft and angled and feminine.

"Stand up," she said. "Come look."

She took my hand and walked me to the bathroom. I didn't look at the mirror right away because I was looking at her hand in mine. She moved through the apartment in just her underwear like she still lived here, and I ached for the time when she still did.

She positioned me in front of the bathroom mirror and stood behind me with her hands on my shoulders, and then I looked.

I didn't recognize myself.

Not in a dramatic, cinematic way—I could still see me in there. Same jaw, same brow, same slightly crooked nose I'd broken playing soccer junior year. But the rest of it had shifted. The eyeliner made my eyes look larger and darker. The lipstick changed the whole geography of my face, drew attention to the shape of my mouth in a way that felt a little slutty in a fun way.

My hair, pushed soft and angled across my forehead, didn't look like a boy's haircut anymore. It looked like short girl’s pixie cut. And below my face, the dress clung to a body that suddenly seemed like had more curves than I was aware of. I looked hot.

"Holy shit," I whispered.

Maren's reflection smiled behind me. Her chin was almost resting on my shoulder, and her eyes in the mirror were bright and dark and hungry.

"See?" she said. "I told you that you had good bones."

I kept staring. I couldn't stop staring. The person in the mirror was flushed and made-up and wearing a dress that was too tight and boots that barely fit. I looked good. Pretty, even.

I was still hard. I'd been hard for the entire makeover, and in the mirror, I could see the evidence of that pressing against the front of the dress. Looking at myself—aroused and feminized and unrecognizable—sent a dark jolt of electricity through me.

Behind me, Maren ran one hand slowly down my arm.

"This isn't enough," she said.

I looked at her reflection. "What do you mean?"

"I mean anyone can play dress-up alone in their apartment." Her hand found mine and squeezed. "I want to see what happens when the rest of the world gets to look at you."

The warmth drained from my face so fast I almost felt dizzy. "You want to take me outside? Maren, absolutely not. No way. I'm not⁠—"

She turned back to me, her face calm and completely immovable. "You said it felt good. You said you liked it." She stepped closer and put her palm flat against my chest, right over the heartbeat that was now slamming against my ribs like it wanted out. "So let's find out how good. Let's find out what happens when you stop playing it safe."

I looked at the mirror one more time. The person looking back at me was terrified. They were also, and I hated that I could see this so clearly, more alive than I'd looked in months.

"What are you going to wear?" I asked, because the practical part of my brain was still functioning even if the rest of it had clearly left the building.

Maren looked down at herself—still in just her dark red bra and panties, barefoot on my apartment floor—and shrugged like I'd asked her what she wanted for dinner. "I'll put on a few of your things."

She didn't deliberate. She walked straight to where I'd kicked the sweatpants and Henley and picked them both up off the floor. The sweats went on first, pulled up over her hips where they hung low and loose, the drawstring cinched tight to keep them from sliding down.

Then the Henley, which swallowed her. She pushed the sleeves up to her elbows and left the top two buttons undone. The effect was instant and maddening. She looked like a girl who'd just rolled out of someone's bed, cozy and careless and sexy in a way that took no effort at all.

She padded over to the front door and stepped into a pair of my sneakers. They were too big on her, but she laced them tight and did a small experimental bounce on her toes. "These will work," she said, like she was trying on shoes at a department store and not dismantling my entire sense of reality.

I stood in the bathroom doorway in her dress and her boots and her lipstick and watched her become the comfortable, effortless version of me while I became something I didn't understand yet. The swap felt strange but intoxicating. She'd taken my armor and put it on, and now she wanted me to walk outside without any.

"Maren, I seriously can't do this."

She picked up her purse and looked at me. She'd pulled her hair down from the knot, and it fell dark and loose around her shoulders over my shirt. She looked so good in my clothes that it physically hurt. "You can," she said. "And you want to. I can tell because you haven't taken any of it off."

She was right. I hadn't. I'd been standing here arguing for five minutes, and at no point had I reached for the zipper or kicked off the boots or wiped the lipstick off with the back of my hand. I could have. She wasn't holding me hostage. But every time the impulse to strip it all off flickered through me, something else pushed back. Something reckless and hungry that wanted to know what happened next.

I wanted her back. That was the plain, embarrassing truth underneath all of it. I wanted her in my apartment and in my life and looking at me the way she was looking at me right now, like I'd finally become someone worth paying attention to. If this was what it took to keep her in the room, I'd walk down the street in a wedding gown.

"Where?" I said flatly.

"There's that diner on Clement. The one that's open late." She held the door open for me, and the gesture didn’t go unnoticed. "It'll be quiet. We'll grab a booth in the back."

The hallway was the first test.

I stepped out of the apartment and the fluorescent lights hit me like a searchlight. Everything was too bright and too visible. I could hear the boots on the linoleum. Her boots, clicking with every step in a way my sneakers never did. The sound was so distinctly feminine that I kept flinching, expecting a door to open and a neighbor to step out and see me. The dress pulled tight across my thighs when I walked, and I had to shorten my stride to keep the hem from riding up.

Maren walked beside me like this was a normal Tuesday.

The elevator was worse. The mirrored walls showed me from every angle, and under the harsh light I could see everything—the eyeliner, the lipstick, the way the dress sat on shoulders that were obviously too broad for it, the bra straps visible through the neckline. I looked like exactly what I was: a guy in women's clothes, half committed and fully terrified. My reflection stared back at me with dark, wide eyes, and I wanted to press every button and go back upstairs.

"You look good," Maren said, watching me watch myself. "Stop panicking."

"I'm not panicking," I said, panicking.

The lobby was empty. The street was not.

It was after seven and the rain had stopped. Clement Street had that particular post-rain energy where everyone comes out at once, the sidewalks damp and reflective and busier than I wanted them to be. I could see the diner from here, about a block and a half away, its neon sign glowing warm and pink through the wet air. A block and a half had never looked so far.

I made it about thirty feet before the first person walked past us.

A woman in a green jacket, walking a small dog, coming toward us on the sidewalk. She glanced at me the way you glance at anyone coming toward you on a narrow sidewalk—brief, automatic, already moving on. But in the half second her eyes passed over me, I felt every inch of the dress, every gram of makeup, and every single thing about my appearance that screamed wrong.

My face went hot. My stomach clenched. I stared straight ahead and walked faster, and the boots clicked on the wet concrete.

"She didn't even look," Maren said beside me.

"She looked."

"She looked the way people look at everyone. You're fine."

I was not fine. A couple came out of a restaurant up ahead, laughing about something, and the guy held the door for the woman. As they passed us, he glanced over, his eyes moving across me without snagging on anything. He didn't double-take. He didn't nudge his girlfriend. He just looked and kept walking.

At the diner, Maren pushed through the door and I followed her into warm air. It smelled like coffee and griddle grease. The place was mostly empty. A few solo diners at the counter, an older couple in a booth by the window, and a waitress refilling ketchup bottles near the register. Maren slid into a booth near the back and I slid in across from her. The waitress came over almost immediately.

"Coffee for both of us," Maren said, "and a slice of whatever pie you've got."

The waitress, a tired-looking woman in her fifties with reading glasses pushed up on her head, wrote it down without looking up. Then she looked up.

Her eyes moved from Maren to me. I felt the glance land on my face—the eyeliner, the lipstick—and slide down to my shoulders where the dress sat wrong, and I braced for something. A comment. A double-take. The careful, performative politeness that would be worse than rudeness. My hands were clasped together under the table so tightly my knuckles ached.

"Cherry or apple?" she asked.

"Cherry," Maren said.

The waitress nodded and walked away. That was it. No reaction, no second glance, no whispered comment to the cook. Just a woman doing her job who had apparently seen enough of everything to find a guy in a dress spectacularly uninteresting.

Something loosened in my chest. Not all the way. But a fraction.

The coffee came, and I wrapped my hands around the mug, feeling the heat soak into my palms. I realized that I'd been clenching my whole body since we left the apartment. My shoulders were up near my ears. My jaw was locked. I made myself exhale, and as the tension dropped a single notch, something else rushed in to fill the space it left.

Adrenaline. Pure, crackling, electric adrenaline, the kind I hadn't felt since the one time I'd gone skydiving on a dare freshman year.

I was sitting in a public diner in my ex-girlfriend's dress wearing makeup, and no one had pointed. No one had laughed. The world hadn't ended. The terror was still there but it was thinning, going translucent at the edges, and what was showing through underneath was something I didn't expect.

My skin felt like it was humming. Every small sensation was amplified—the lace against my thighs under the table, the way the bra straps shifted when I reached for my coffee, the faint tacky pull of lipstick when I pressed my lips together.

I was hyperaware of my own body in a way I'd never been before, every surface and boundary lit up like a map.

The couple at the window booth got up to leave, and the man glanced at me on the way out. A longer look this time, curious, his eyes catching on something. I felt the heat bloom across my face and my heartbeat spike, but underneath the embarrassment there was something else now. Pure arousal.

I shifted in the booth. I was getting hard again. In a diner.

Maren was watching me over the rim of her coffee. She hadn't said anything in a few minutes, which was unusual for her. She'd been letting me sit with it, letting me process. Now her dark eyes were fixed on my face with an expression I was only beginning to learn how to read.

"There it is," she said softly.

"There's what?"

She put her coffee down. "You just stopped being scared."

I shook my head. "I'm still scared."

"No, you're not. Not the same way." She leaned forward on her elbows, and my Henley slipped off one of her shoulders, exposing the strap of her red bra. "Thirty seconds ago, your face changed. You went from looking like you wanted to crawl under the table to looking like—" She paused, searching for the word, and when she found it, her mouth curved. "You look like someone who just got away with something."

I didn't answer, because she was right and I didn't know what to do about it. The waitress brought the pie and I stared at the cherry filling and felt my own pulse in my throat, in my wrists, in the place where the panties pressed tight under the dress. The fear hadn't left. But it had a partner now, something feral and bright that made me want to stay exactly where I was, visible and exposed and thrumming with the knowledge that anyone who looked at me could see what I'd done.

Maren reached across the table and wiped a small smudge of lipstick from the corner of my mouth with her thumb. The gesture was tender and possessive. It made me want to close my eyes.

"Eat your pie," she said. "Then we're going for a drive."
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The Lyft driver didn't look twice.

Maren had called the car and when it pulled up to the curb she slid into the back seat first. I followed, tugging the hem of the dress down as I ducked inside.

The driver was a middle-aged guy with a Giants cap and a podcast playing low on the stereo, and he glanced in the rearview mirror exactly once before pulling away from the curb. I sat very still with my knees together and my hands in my lap and my heart hammering against my ribs.

Maren sat close enough that her thigh pressed against mine. She was warm through the sweatpants, this steady radiance along my entire left side. The streetlights strobed through the windows as we drove—orange, dark, orange, dark—and every time the light caught my legs, I could see the faint sheen of the stockings under the hem.

"You're shaking," she said quietly.

I looked down at my hands. She was right. There was a fine tremor running through my fingers that I couldn't seem to stop. I had been running on adrenaline for an hour and my body hadn’t figured out that the danger was over.

"I'm fine," I said.

"You liked it."

"I didn't⁠—"

"Jake." She shifted beside me, angling her body toward mine, and her knee nudged against my thigh. "You ate a piece of cherry pie in a diner while wearing my dress and my makeup, and by the end of it you were sitting up straighter. You were making eye contact with the waitress. You ordered a refill. You were proud."

I had done that. I'd forgotten I'd done that, but she was right. Somewhere between the first cup of coffee and the last bite of pie, I'd stopped hunching over the table and started existing in the booth like a person who was allowed to be there.

"That doesn't mean I liked it," I said, but the denial was so thin it was basically transparent.

"Then what does it mean?"

The car turned onto a street I didn't recognize. I watched the buildings slide past—residential, then a laundromat, then a small park—and I tried to locate the honest answer somewhere in the mess of what I was feeling.

The fear had burned down to embers. What was left was a buzzing awareness that lived in my chest.

"I liked being seen with you," I said. It came out rougher than I expected. "I liked that you were…that you wanted to be there. With me. Looking like this."

Maren was quiet for a second. When I glanced over, her lips were slightly parted and her eyes were bright in the passing streetlight.

"What else?" she asked.

I swallowed. "I liked feeling—" The word stuck. I turned it over in my mouth and forced it out. "Pretty. I liked feeling pretty. I don't know how else to say it."

"You don't have to say it any other way."

"And the—" I stopped. The driver was right there, two feet away, his podcast murmuring something about interest rates. But Maren's hand had found my knee under the hem of the dress, her fingers pressing into the nylon of the stocking, grounding me.

"The humiliation," I said, barely above a whisper. "That part. When people looked at me and I knew they could tell. That turned me on. I don't understand it, but it did."

Maren's hand tightened on my knee. I heard her exhale, a slow controlled breath through her nose, and when I looked at her face I saw something I'd never seen before. She looked victorious.

"That’s so hot."

The car made another turn, and I realized we'd been driving for a while. These weren't the streets near my apartment. The neighborhood was different.

"Where are you taking me?" I asked.

"My new apartment." She said it simply, like it was obvious. "There's something there I want to give you."

"What?"

She just looked at me, and the corner of her mouth lifted. She didn't answer. The driver pulled over in front of a narrow three-story building with a dark green door. Maren thanked him and got out. I followed her onto the sidewalk on legs that felt like they were made of jelly.

The building had no elevator. We walked up two flights of stairs, and I was acutely aware of every sound. Maren's apartment was at the end of a narrow hallway with tan carpet and a single overhead light that gave everything a warm amber cast. She stopped in front of her door and started fishing in her purse for the key.

Then she stopped fishing.

She turned around and looked at me. We were standing about a foot apart in the hallway, both of us breathing a little harder from the stairs, and in the warm overhead light I could see the flush on her chest above the neckline of my Henley. Her eyes moved over my face—the eyeliner, the lipstick that had mostly survived the pie—and then down, slowly, over the dress and the stockings and the boots, like she was inventorying every piece of what she'd created.

"I want you to eat me out," she said.

My brain stopped. "What?"

"Right here." Her voice was low and direct and completely serious. "I've been wet since I watched you put on that dress, and I don't want to wait until we get inside."

"Maren, we're in the hallway⁠—"

She grabbed my face with both hands and kissed me.

It wasn't gentle. Her mouth hit mine hard. I tasted coffee and the wax of my own lipstick transferring to her lips. Her tongue slid against mine and her fingers gripped my jaw, and the kiss was so fierce and consuming that my back hit the wall behind me and I didn't care.

I kissed her back with everything I had. I kissed her like I'd been starving for it, which I had been. Her body pressed against mine through layers of traded clothing, her hips against my hips, her chest against mine, and I could feel the heat of her even through all of it.

She pulled back just enough to speak. Her lips were smeared with berry-dark lipstick and her pupils were blown wide.

"Yes," she said. "Right here."

I dropped to my knees. No further questions.

The carpet was thin and rough under my knees. From down here I could see the soft curve of her stomach where the Henley had ridden up, a strip of warm skin above the waistband of my sweats. I reached up and hooked my fingers into the elastic and tugged them down her hips, and she helped, shifting her weight so the fabric slid to her thighs. The red panties were right there, dark against her skin, and I could see the damp shadow where the fabric pressed between her legs.

I leaned in and pressed my mouth against her through the cotton. She made a sound above me, a sharp quiet intake of breath, and her hand found the top of my head. I breathed her in—salt and skin and the deep warm scent of her arousal—and then I hooked one finger under the edge of the panties, pulling them to the side.

She was slick and swollen, flushed dark pink. The sight of her this close sent a pulse through me so hard my hands shook. I ran my tongue in one slow stroke along the length of her, from her entrance to her clit. The taste of her flooded my mouth, and I groaned against her without meaning to.

"Oh fuck," she whispered above me.

I licked her again, slower, pressing flat with my tongue. Her fingers tightened in my hair and pulled. The sting of it traveled straight down my spine. I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and circled it, testing the pressure, and her hips rocked forward against my face. She was so wet that my chin was slick with it, and every time I pulled back to adjust the angle, I could see the shine on my skin. I could feel the lipstick smearing against her thighs.

I settled into a rhythm. Slow circles with the flat of my tongue, then lighter flicks across the tip of her clit, then back to the broad slow strokes that made her hips stutter. Her fingers were knotted in my hair, gripping hard enough that my scalp ached, and she was using the grip to guide me, tilting my head where she needed it.

I let her. I wanted her to use me. The thought crossed my mind in exactly those words. Use me. It sent such a dark surge of arousal through my body that my cock throbbed in the panties, and I pressed my thighs together under the dress for some kind of friction.

"Don't stop," she breathed. Her voice was ragged and quiet, barely above a whisper, and I could hear her trying to stay silent. The hallway was thin-walled and someone could open a door at any moment. The knowledge that both of us were visible and vulnerable was gasoline on the fire I was already feeling.

I pressed closer, sealing my mouth over her clit and sucking gently, and her whole body jerked. Her back arched and her thighs clenched around my head. I could feel the tremor running through her, the tension building in the muscles of her legs. I kept going, steady and relentless, tonguing her clit while her hips ground against my face.

She came with her hand clamped over her own mouth and her other hand fisted in my hair. I felt it happen. I felt the muscles of her thighs lock, felt the pulse against my tongue, felt her whole body go rigid and then shudder.

A muffled sound escaped through her fingers, echoing faintly in the quiet hallway. I kept my mouth on her through the aftershocks, gentler now, lapping softly while her body twitched and her grip in my hair slowly loosened.

"Get up," she murmured. "Come inside."

She found her key. The lock turned. She pushed the door open and reached back for my hand, and I took it and let her pull me across the threshold into the dark apartment.

Her apartment was barely unpacked. I caught glimpses of cardboard boxes stacked against a wall, a bare bookshelf, and a mattress on the floor with a white duvet bunched across it. It smelled like her, like she'd been sleeping here long enough to leave her scent in the sheets and the air. Three days. She'd built a new space without me in three days, and I was standing in the middle of it in her dress and ruined lipstick.

She turned on a single lamp on the floor beside the mattress, and the room filled with low gold light.

Then she turned to face me, and something in her expression had shifted past playful. This was different. This was focused. Her hands went to the hem of my Henley on her body and pulled it over her head in one smooth motion.

The red bra again. Her bare stomach, her bare shoulders, the small constellation of freckles on her left collarbone I'd always loved. She pushed the sweatpants down and stepped out of them, and then she was in just her underwear again, the same dark red set from before. The lamplight caught the curves of her waist and the soft swell of her breasts and I felt my mouth go dry for the thousandth time that night.

"You stay dressed," she said with absolute authority. She wasn't asking. She wasn't suggesting. She was telling me what was going to happen, and my whole body responded to it.

She guided me backward until my calves hit the edge of the mattress, and then she pressed one hand flat against my chest and pushed. I went down on my back and the dress rode up my thighs. She stood over me, looking down with that dark, intent expression, her jaw set and her eyes unreadable.

"You're so pretty like this," she said.

The word made my skin buzz. I opened my mouth to say something dismissive—come on or stop or I'm not—and what came out instead was a shaky breath and nothing else.

"Pretty and needy and finally interesting." She knelt on the mattress beside me, and her hand found the hem of the dress. She started pushing it up my thighs. "This is who you were supposed to be the whole time, Jake. This is the version of you I was trying to find."

The words should have stung. Needy should have made me flinch, and finally interesting should have landed like the insult it technically was. But her voice was warm and her hands were on me and the words didn't sting; they unlocked something. I felt it go, felt the tension dissolve, and what rushed in to fill the space was terrifying and enormous and good.

I stopped resisting.

I lay back on her mattress in her dress and let her push the fabric up past my hips, and I didn't try to be anything other than what I was in that moment, which was hers.

She pushed the dress up to my waist, bunching it around my midsection. The panties were still on, the black lace dark against my skin, and my cock was straining hard against the front, a wet spot visible where the tip had been leaking through the fabric. She looked at it and her breath caught, and then her fingers hooked under the side of the panties and pulled them to the side.

My cock sprang free against my stomach, flushed and aching, and the sudden exposure—the cool air after all that tight confinement—made me gasp. But she didn't touch it. She pulled the panties further, tucking the lace to one side so that I was fully exposed from the front. Cock, balls, and even my ass.

"Knees up," she said.

I pulled my knees toward my chest. The position opened me up completely, and I felt the exposure of it in my face, in my chest, in the hot pulse of blood between my legs. She could see everything. The boots were still on my feet, the stockings still clinging to my thighs, and from her angle I knew exactly what I looked like. I was spread open, dressed up and waiting.

She reached over to a box beside the mattress, one I hadn't noticed, and pulled out something. A dildo. Huge and intimidating and dark purple with a slight curve. She set it on the mattress beside my hip and reached into the box again for a small bottle of lube.

"Do you want me to stop?"

I looked at her. She was kneeling beside me in her red bra and panties, holding a bottle of lube with one hand and resting the other on my stockinged knee, and her face was open and serious and genuinely asking. This was the door. I could close it. I could say that's too far and she'd put it away. I knew that with total certainty.

"Don't stop," I said.

She slicked two fingers and brought her hand between my legs. The first touch was cold and gentle, just the pad of her fingertip circling slowly, spreading the lube around the tight ring of muscle while I breathed and tried to stay relaxed.

She watched my face the whole time. When she pressed one finger inside, I tensed. She paused, and I exhaled, and she slid deeper. The sensation was alien and intense.

"There you go," she murmured, and her voice was so soft it was almost a different person. "That's it."

She worked me open with patience I didn't deserve. One finger, then two, curling gently until she found the spot that made my hips lift off the mattress. A sound come out of my mouth that I'd never made before.

She stroked it again and I gripped the duvet so hard my knuckles went white, and my cock twitched against my stomach, leaking onto the bunched-up fabric of the dress.

Then her fingers withdrew, and I felt the smooth cool tip of the dildo replace them.

"Look at me," she said.

I looked. She was watching my face with absolute attention, her lips parted, her eyes dark and hungry. She pressed the dildo forward. My body resisted for one tight second before the head slid past the ring of muscle and into me.

The stretch was enormous. Not painful, but consuming. It was a fullness that radiated outward from the center of my body. She pushed it deeper, slowly, and I felt my mouth fall open and my back arch. A groan tore out of me that sounded like it came from somewhere deeper than I’d ever been.

She fucked me with it slowly. Long strokes, pulling almost all the way out and pressing back in. She angled the curve so it dragged across the spot inside me that made my vision blur.

I was panting, my hands twisted in the sheets, the boots braced against the mattress, and every thrust sent a wave of sensation through me that was so intense I couldn't tell if it was pleasure or pain.

Then she stopped, and I realized it had been pleasure. She took a step back and unhooked her bra. Then she slid her panties down her legs.

She’d always been breathtaking, and this was no exception. Her pink nipples were puckered against the soft mounds of her breasts. Her hair was neatly trimmed above her gorgeous pussy.

I watched, dazed and shaking, as she came closer and swung one leg over me and straddled my hips. When she sank down onto my cock, we both moaned.

She was so wet that she took me all the way to the base in one slow drop. I felt the heat of her close around me, slick and tight and overwhelming, and for a second I couldn't breathe. She was everywhere. She was around me and above me and she was reaching behind herself with one hand, finding the base of the dildo still inside me. She pressed it deeper as she rocked her hips forward.

"Oh my god," I choked out.

She rode me slowly. Every forward roll of her hips ground her clit against me, and every backward shift pressed the dildo deeper. I was caught between the two sensations like a wire pulled tight from both ends.

I could feel everything. Her body on top of mine. Her weight pinning me to the mattress. The dildo filling me from behind. My cock buried in the wet heat of her. The lace of the bra against my chest, the stockings on my thighs, the dress bunched between us. I was overstimulated and overloaded and I never wanted it to stop.

She leaned down and braced one hand beside my head. Her face was inches from mine. Her eyes were glazed and her mouth was open and she was beautiful. So beautiful it almost hurt. "This is what I wanted," she panted. Her hips kept moving, grinding and rocking in tight circles. "This is what I wanted you to be. Adventurous. Not hiding."

I wasn't hiding. I couldn't hide. There was nowhere left to go. Every wall I'd built was gone, stripped away by the dress and the panties and the dildo. I was lying underneath the woman I loved with my knees up and my body open and I'd never felt more like myself in my life.

That was the moment I understood. I wasn't doing this to get her back. I was doing this because I wanted it.

She reached behind her and pushed the dildo in deep and held it there, and at the same time she rolled her hips forward hard. The dual sensation crested inside me like a wave that had been building since I first pulled on the stockings alone in my apartment a lifetime ago.

"You're so good," she breathed against my mouth. Her body was trembling, her thighs tight around my hips. I could feel her getting close in the way her rhythm stuttered and her breath came in sharp, broken gasps. "You're my good girl."

I came so hard at those words.

It started at the base of my spine where the dildo was pressed deep inside me and tore forward through my cock and up through my chest, and the orgasm was unlike anything I'd experienced before.

It wasn’t just a release but an unraveling, every clenched and guarded thing in me letting go at once. I heard myself make a sound that was almost a sob, and my hips bucked up into her. I felt the hot spill of myself inside her as my body clenched around the dildo in rhythmic, helpless waves.

She followed seconds later. I felt the tight flutter and grip of her orgasm. She pressed her forehead against mine while she gasped and shuddered. Her hand found mine on the sheets and our fingers locked together, and we came down shaking and tangled up in each other.

We stayed just like that for a few long moments.

The lamp made small gold shapes on the ceiling. Her breathing slowed against my chest. The dildo was still inside me, a fading fullness that I wasn't ready to let go of. My cock softened inside her, and she stayed where she was, her weight warm and heavy on top of me, her face tucked against my neck. I could feel her heartbeat through my skin, through the lace of the bra, through the dress that was twisted and damp between us.

I wrapped my arms around her. The apartment was quiet in a way that felt nothing like the silence I'd been drowning in for three days. This quiet had a pulse. This quiet had her breathing in it.

I closed my eyes and let it hold me.
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I woke up to sunlight and the smell of coffee.

For about three seconds I didn't know where I was. The light was coming from the wrong direction, and the mattress was on the floor instead of on a frame.

Then I shifted under the duvet and felt the lace still pressed against my hip, the stockings bunched around my knees where they'd rolled down in the night, and everything came back in a rush so vivid it made my chest tight.

I sat up slowly. The dress was twisted around my waist, half on and half off, and the bra had shifted sideways so that one strap hung off my shoulder. I probably looked like the last survivor of the world's most confusing bachelorette party. The apartment around me was still mostly boxes, and from somewhere to my left I could hear water running and a cabinet closing.

Maren came around the corner carrying two mugs.

She was wearing my Henley again, unbuttoned, with nothing underneath but the red panties. Her hair was down and messy, the kind of sleep-tangled that she'd always hated and that I'd always thought made her look like something out of a painting. She stopped when she saw me sitting up and tilted her head.

"You kept it on," she said.

I looked down at myself. "I guess I did."

She handed me a mug and sat cross-legged on the mattress facing me. The coffee was black, which was wrong—I took mine with milk—but I didn't say anything because she was here and she'd made it just for me.

We sat there for a minute in the quiet, drinking coffee in the morning light, and it felt so familiar and so alien at the same time that I didn't know which version of reality I was supposed to be living in.

"So," she said.

"So."

She looked into her mug. "I miss you," she said.

She said it to the coffee. Then she looked up. Her eyes were clear and steady and a little scared, which was something I'd almost never seen on Maren's face. Maren didn't do scared. Maren did certain. Maren did decisive. But right now, she was sitting on a mattress on the floor of an apartment she'd barely moved into, looking at me with an expression that had no armor on it at all.

"I moved out because I meant everything I said," she continued. "You were predictable and it was making me crazy. I wasn't wrong about that." She paused. "But I've been here three nights, and every night I've thought about calling you. Every morning I've talked myself out of it, and I don't think that's what moving on is supposed to feel like."

Something broke open in my chest. Suddenly there was air where there hadn't been, and I could feel it moving through every part of me.

"I missed you so much I couldn't breathe in that apartment," I said, and once I started, the rest of it came out in a way I couldn't control and didn't want to. "Every room had a hole in it where you were supposed to be. I didn't eat a real meal for two days. I just sat there replaying everything you said and telling myself you were wrong, and then last night happened and I—" My voice cracked, and I stopped and pressed my palm against my eye because I was not going to cry into a coffee mug while wearing a dress at eight in the morning.

She reached over and pulled my hand down from my face. She held it.

"I'm not wrong that you were hiding," she said gently. "But I think I was wrong about why. I thought you didn't want anything. I thought you were just—content, in that boring way that makes you want to scream. But that's not it, is it?"

I shook my head. "I think I never knew what I wanted, because I never tried anything new."

"And now?"

I looked at her hand in mine, her fingers laced through mine. "Now I'm sitting in your lingerie on your floor and I just told you that the scariest night of my life was also the best night of my life," I said.

She laughed. It was a real laugh, the kind that crinkled the corners of her eyes. Hearing it in this apartment felt like finding something valuable in a place I hadn't expected to look.

"I want to try again," she said. "I want to try this. Whatever this is." She gestured between us with her mug, a small motion that encompassed the mattress on the floor and the lingerie and the entire uncharted territory we'd wandered into. "But I need you to stay open. I need you to keep being this person. Not just when it's dark and no one's watching."

"I can do that," I said.

"Can you? Because three days ago you couldn't."

"Three days ago, I hadn't—" I stopped and let out a breath that was half laugh and half something rawer. "Three days ago, I didn't know any of this was in me. I didn't know I could want what I want. But I do, and I'm not going to pretend I don't."

She studied me. That focused, searching look that I'd always found slightly terrifying. Whatever she found this time must have been different from what she'd found before, because after a moment her face softened into something quiet and certain.

"I believe you," she said.

She scooted forward on the mattress and leaned her head against my shoulder, and I put my arm around her and held her there.

"Maybe we could start again," she said against my shoulder. "Maybe you could come over Friday. I'll cook."

"You don't cook."

"I'll order something and put it on plates."

I smiled into her hair. "That works."

We sat like that for a while, not talking, just existing together in the new apartment.

After a while, she pulled back and looked at me. Her eyes dropped to the dress, the bra strap hanging off my shoulder, the lace peeking out at the hem. She reached out and straightened the strap, a small domestic gesture that made my throat tight.

"You should keep those," she said.

"The lingerie?"

"All of it. The dress too." She tucked a strand of my hair behind my ear, the way she'd styled it last night. "I'll take you shopping for your own stuff when you're ready. Things that actually fit."

I swallowed, my skin buzzing with the implication. Your own stuff. Not hers, borrowed and stretched and improvised. Mine. Chosen deliberately, worn on purpose, and kept in a drawer or a closet like something that belonged to me.

"Okay," I said.

She kissed me. Then she stood up and stretched, the Henley riding up on her thighs.

"I’m going to take a shower. Want to join me?”

I smiled. “Be there in a minute. I’m just going to have a little bit more coffee first.”

She left me sitting on the mattress, and I heard the shower turn on. I sat with my cold coffee and my wrecked makeup, and I thought about the version of me that had been sitting alone on a couch three days ago.

That guy was gone. Not dead—I could still feel him in there, cautious and self-conscious and a little afraid of what came next. But he wasn't driving anymore. Someone else was at the wheel now.

I stood up and caught my reflection in the window. The morning light was less forgiving than the bathroom mirror or the lamplight had been. I could see the mascara smudged under my eyes, the lipstick ghosted onto my chin, the dress creased and hanging crooked. I looked like a mess. I looked like someone who'd been through something. I looked, for the first time I could remember, like someone who'd stopped being careful enough to start being real.

Maren and I would figure out what came next. Maybe we'd go shopping. Maybe she'd do my makeup again. Maybe we'd go out somewhere more exciting than a diner, like a club or a concert. The thought made my stomach flip, and I couldn't tell if it was nerves or excitement, and I was starting to understand that maybe it was always going to be both.

But one thing I knew for certain. Maren or not, Friday or never, whatever happened with us—this wasn't the last time I’d be dressing up like a girl.
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