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IMPERSONATOR


Matt has always had a soft spot for his friend, Amanda. She’s struggled a lot in her life, and even though many of her struggles have been self-inflicted, Matt just wants to see her straighten out her life.

So he offers to let her stay in his house while she’s in town for a big promising interview. He makes sure she’s rested and fed and comfortable before the big day…

But when the day comes, Amanda is nowhere to be found. She decided to go out drinking the night before and never came home.

He can’t let Amanda lose out on this big opportunity, so he tries to think if he knows anyone who can pretend to be Amanda for a quick interview. Unable to find anyone on such short notice, Matt realizes the only solution might be in the clothes left scattered all over his guest room floor.


CHAPTER 1
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Ishould have been at work, making a few extra bucks before rent was due, but instead I was cleaning out the little den in my house so that Amanda would have a place to sleep. I would have offered her the couch to sleep on, but the couch was still a write-off after her last visit, when her dog peed all over the cushions. The cushion covers were clean; I just hadn’t found the time to wrestle them back onto the cushions… and I didn’t exactly want to put them on the cushions again right before her dog came for another visit.

I wiped the sweat from my forehead. It was unusually hot for a late October afternoon. And I didn’t realize just how much crap I’d been storing in that den. It was probably time to sell some junk on Marketplace…

My phone buzzed. I checked it: an email, from my phone provider. Great: another bill. I really should have picked up that shift; that time-and-a-half would have gone a long way. I wasn’t even sure why I was putting in so much work for Amanda. She probably wasn’t even going to notice…

Okay—I’ll admit it: I had a bit of a thing for Amanda. You could say that she was my ‘type’: blonde, blue eyes, round face, upturned nose, tattoos on her arms that were all traditional and well-done (I had similar ones). She was from Saskatchewan, like me, and I’d always fantasized about being with a prairie girl.

But I knew that she was off-limits; the unwritten dating handbook was pretty clear on that one: thou shalt not date your ex-girlfriend’s bestie.
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Amanda was Ashley’s best friend for years. They worked together at the dog daycare and quickly bonded over their shared hatred for the owner of the daycare, who treated them both quite badly: overworking, and underpaying them. Amanda and Ashley also shared a common interest in ‘dog agility,’ so they started going to dog agility events together, sometimes out of town, sharing hotel rooms—so of course that tightened their bond.

After four years together, Ashley and I decided to split up. There was no cheating; no big fight. We just drifted apart and lost that spark. I was surprised a few months after our split when Amanda reached out to me and asked if she could meet up with me for drinks. I thought that it was a date, so I was hesitant to go along, but really she just wanted to hang out as if Ashley were still in the mix.

And that continued, even after she moved to another town. She met some guy named Colin and got engaged. Colin had a kid from a previous relationship, so Amanda became a step-mom overnight. Within a year, the little boy was calling her mom. Then Colin and Amanda split up, but Amanda continued being the kid’s ‘mom,’ even though she wasn’t his biological mother or his technical stepmother.

Whenever she came back to town, she would reach out to me and ask if she could stay at my place. I would always ask her why she would stay with me and not with Ashley, or with one of her other old friends, and she would always have some reason or another: “I’m not in town for long and I don’t want it to be a big thing,” she would say. Or, “Ashley is just so busy; I don’t want to be a nuisance.”

Sometimes I suspected that she liked me as more than just friends. Then I would remind myself that Amanda was way out of my league, and there was no way a girl like her would gun for a guy like me.
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Don’t get me wrong; I wasn’t some feel-sorry-for-myself loser. I wasn’t some hide-in-the-corner self-conscious weirdo. But I was a realist: Amanda was one of those girls who dated alpha-male dudes: rich guys, athletes, guys with broad shoulders and chiselled jawlines. I mean—if you could just see her; you would get what I’m saying: the soft blonde hair, the fair skin, the blue eyes, the curvy but thin figure. I’d personally witnessed on three occasions strangers approaching Amanda to ask for her phone number; it was a weekly occurrence for her. Never in my life had a woman asked for my phone number.

Whenever Amanda was visiting, she was always messaging some guy or another. She would sometimes show me their profiles to see if I approved, and it sometimes felt like she was just showing me these profiles to prove she was out of my league. She would show me pictures of dudes benching three plates, pictures of dudes graduating law school, pictures of dudes on yachts surrounded by women. I think my profile picture was of me at a Dungeons & Dragons convention when I was seventeen.

And even if I was somehow Amanda’s type, there was that unwritten rule of relationships: no dating your ex’s bestie. There was also that other unwritten rule of relationships: no dating your own bestie.

I suppose Amanda was my best friend as well as my ex’s best friend. I’m not saying our friendship was profound by any means. What I’m saying is… Amanda was pretty much my only friend. Sure, I knew a few guys at work, and I kept in touch with a couple guys from high school, but really… I talked to Amanda more than any of them. None of those guys ever stayed at my place. I rarely went out for drinks with them, and I really didn’t know what they had going on in their lives. But I knew pretty much everything that was going on in Amanda’s life.
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I’ll be honest: Amanda’s life was a shit-show. She had issues.

For starters: her dogs. She had six dogs, all with their own issues; she wasn’t exactly equipped to handle them. She didn’t have the money to feed them properly half the time, and she didn’t have the time to address their problems. One was aggressive with people. One was aggressive with other dogs. Another would constantly break out of the house to murder the neighbor’s chickens (and one time their cat, too). One dog barked constantly, day and night, leading to frequent bylaw tickets due to noise complaints. Animal control had been called many times; one time they even took her dogs away for three months until Amanda could make a proper case that she deserved to have them back.

She hadn’t paid many of her citations and had actual court dates to attend. One of her neighbors was suing her because of damage her dog had done to her property.

Then there was the issue of Amanda’s ‘son,’ who I mentioned earlier. Amanda tried to be a good mom… but there were days when she would wake up and say, “Well, I’m not his real mom.” I lost count of the times she screwed over her ex by not showing up to pick him up. She would make big plans: to take him to the zoo, to have him over for a big sleepover night, to take him to a football game… but sometimes the day would come and she would decide to do something else… without him.

Okay, maybe she wasn’t the greatest mom; maybe some of those incidents were unforgivable… but she really wasn’t the boy’s mom, for what it’s worth. Her ex had a new fiancée who put in little effort, so maybe the little boy was just lucky to have a female figure at all…

I suppose that’s all still up for debate.

There was also the issue of Amanda’s employment. She was constantly being laid off. She tried to go back to school so she could get a better-paying job… but after a month of school, she dropped out.

She just couldn’t commit herself to anything.

But she got a big wakeup call one day when her father called to let her know that he was dying. He only had a few weeks left to live: a rare and aggressive cancer that had completely destroyed his body. Amanda came to stay with me while she attended his funeral (that’s when the dog peed on my couch).

Apparently, on his deathbed, her father told her that he desperately wanted her to straighten out her life. “Quit screwing around, because your life is going to be over before you know it,” he said to her. It was the last thing he said to her. She didn’t tell me this; her mother did. I got a phone call from Amanda’s mom one evening, and she told me everything. “Please help Amanda sort her life out,” she said to me. “I’m asking you for your help, Matt.”

“Why are you asking me?” I asked.

“Because you’re her best friend,” she said. I was surprised to hear this; I knew that Amanda had loads of friends. She had fifteen hundred of them on Facebook alone. Did Amanda tell her mom that I was her best friend, or did her mom just make that assumption? What about Ashley, why me?

“I can try,” I said, feeling a bit overwhelmed by the task. I really had no idea how I could help—or if you can even help someone who doesn’t want to be helped. What was I supposed to do?

I got a text from Amanda a week later. “Hey, Matt,” she wrote. “I’m going to be in town for a week coming up. Is there any chance I can crash on your couch again?”

“Of course,” I said, though the couch was still out of commission from the dog incident. “What are you in town for?”

“I’ve got an interview. If I get the job, I’ll move back,” she said.

Maybe that’s why I was working so hard to make that den into a functioning guest room. Maybe that was the best way I could think to help: to give her a quiet, calm space where she could collect her thoughts before her interview; it was a whole lot less chaotic than the couch in the living room.


CHAPTER 2
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Isuppose I had this big idea in my head that Amanda would see that guest room, and maybe she would even want to move in if she got the job. I wouldn’t charge her much in rent, so she could bank up some cash to pay off her animal control and bylaw fines, and maybe even some credit card debt (did I mention she’d maxed out two credit cards?).

Maybe I could convince her to re-home her dogs. Maybe it was best for her to get some distance from her ex and his son; she could still see him, but maybe just in smaller doses where she could be more present.

And maybe, once the dust of her chaotic life settled down, she would look at me and think, ‘I know this guy isn’t physically my type, but he helped me through this storm, and maybe I love him.’ Or maybe that was just wishful thinking.

Regardless, I worked hard to get that den turned into a guest room. I made two drives to Value Village to drop off boxes of old junk. I made a trip to the dump to get rid of more junk. I ripped out some rotten baseboards (rain leaked in a couple of years earlier). I bought a can of paint. I found a bed frame on Marketplace and picked it up that afternoon. I cleaned the spare bed sheets, and I was just putting them on when I heard the knock at the door.

Wiping the sweat from my forehead, I went to answer the door.

She smiled at me when she saw me: that long stretched smile that made her seem so innocent and youthful. She stretched out her arms and gave me a hug. “How have you been?” I asked.

“Oh, you know,” she sighed. “The same old shit. Colin just sent me a bunch of angry messages, so I’m dealing with that. He thinks I’m here to introduce a guy to my parents—and he’s convinced it’s the guy I cheated on him with—as if I cheated on him! Can you believe that?”

She walked into my house, and then her dog bolted in with her: the same dog that had peed on my couch. Now, that dog was running straight into the guest room. Before I could tell her to call her dog, she kept on talking. “And then Megan said she was going to watch Pretzel for the week—but bailed on me this morning, so I had to find someone else to watch Pretzel.”

“Isn’t this Pretzel?” I asked, seeing the dog emerging from the guest room.

“No. This is Peanut. Pretzel and Peanut can’t be in the same room together or they scrap, and I still owe, like, fourteen hundred dollars for the last vet bill. The frickin’ vet is threatening to go to collections if I don’t pay—as if I don’t have collections breathing down my back enough. God. They tried to repossess my frickin’ car the other day. Luckily I saw them coming, so I got into the car and drove off, and found a place to hide the frickin’ thing.”

I nervously watched Peanut as she sniffed my couch. I really didn’t want another pee catastrophe.

Amanda eyed the couch. “Where are the covers?” she asked.

“In the wash,” I said. “I have a guest room set up for you.” I pointed to the guest room, a bit excited for her to see it and light up at the idea of having her own private space. I wanted her to see the hard work I’d put in. I wanted her to know that I was taking this visit seriously—so that she would do the same.

But she just walked over and threw her bag from the doorway onto the bed, and then she walked back. “I’m honestly starving,” she said. “You don’t have a frozen pizza or something we could make, do you?”

“I might,” I said. I looked around for her dog, but now he was nowhere to be seen. I really didn’t like that dog. And I knew that she was going to be leaving it unsupervised in my house all week.

“Where are the other dogs?” I asked.

“Well, Megan was supposed to watch Pretzel—but she bailed. I got Andrea to watch him. Did you meet Andrea at that engagement party? She’s nice—but she’s kind of annoying. I think she wants me to pay her to watch Pretzel for the week, but I’m definitely not doing that. Then Bailey is going to watch Cass. Tanya is watching Pickle. My aunt Ruth is going to watch Dougie. And a friend from work, Wanda, is watching Catcher. Wanda was going to watch all of them—and stay at my place—but frickin’ Wanda, a few days ago, messaged and said that she’s going to be working late nights, and Cass needs her meds every six hours. God—you really can’t trust anyone.”

I was tempted to remind her that all these people were doing her favors, while she wasn’t doing anything for them. But I bit my tongue. I knew it was a fight that wouldn’t lead to anything productive. Amanda would just dig her heels in and start up a rant about how tough her life had been—and telling her that most of her issues as of late were her own fault wouldn’t land on receptive ears.

So I kept my mouth shut. Now, Amanda was looking at a text message. “A friend wants me to meet her for drinks at some bar,” she said. “I’ll be back later tonight. You’ll probably be asleep.” She gave me another hug. “It’s good to see you, Matt.” She gave me a good squeeze, pushing her big soft boobs against my chest, reminding me that I still had fuzzy feelings for her, despite her more toxic traits.

A moment after she left, I watched her dog stroll out from the bathroom. Then I noticed the dark spot on the bath mat. “No!” I groaned. It had already begun.
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I had agreed to let Amanda stay with me. I had not really agreed to be a dog-sitter—but there I was at 11:30 PM, walking her dog around the block. It had been ripping nasty farts, and I knew that it had to poop. But now, I’d been out with it for thirty minutes and it was just sniffing around, apparently not satisfied with any of the potential pooping locations.

“Come on, Peanut… or Pretzel, or whatever your name is,” I groaned. I checked my phone. I’d sent Amanda a message, asking if she had an idea of when she would be back. I didn’t want to leave my house unlocked. There had been some break-ins recently in the neighbourhood—and a few of them happened while the homeowners were asleep in their beds.

Amanda wasn’t replying. I checked my Instagram before bed and saw that she had posted a story: a video of her at some nightclub with two friends. She had changed into a skin-tight minidress; it was cut so low that her tits were almost out completely; I could even see the edges of her areoles.

I’ll admit that I was annoyed. Did she not have an interview tomorrow? Didn’t she need some rest? And did she not care that I was stuck taking care of her dog?

Goddamn Amanda.

It was midnight when I nervously when to bed, with that dog sitting in my doorway, watching me with big, unblinking eyes. Every time I was about to fall asleep, the dog would let out a little whimpering cry.

It was probably 3:00 AM when I finally fell asleep. When I woke up, Amanda’s room was still empty. She hadn’t come home. I tried calling her after I ate breakfast. I took her dog out for a walk; it didn’t pee until we were back in the house, and it decided to unload on my living room rug. “Damnit,” I groaned.

I had to go to work… but I couldn’t just leave the dog alone in my house. I tried calling Amanda again. No answer. I nearly threw my phone. I wanted Amanda to be better. I wanted her to live up to her father’s dying wish. Why was she refusing to put in any effort? She put in the effort to get herself an interview—why couldn’t she just stay focussed for a few days to see the damned thing through?

I had no choice; I had to leave the dog unsupervised in my house. I just prayed that Amanda would be home soon to take care of it properly.

But that didn’t happen.

I finished my eight hours and returned to the house to find complete devastation. The dog had gotten into my bedroom. He ripped up all of the clothes in my dirty bin. He pissed on the floor and shit on the bed. The whole room smelled awful—but not as bad as the living room, and I’m not sure I even want to tell you what I think the smell in the living room was. Let’s just say that when I walked in, the dog was furiously humping the side of my couch.

I spent hours cleaning. It took all of my willpower not to load the damned dog into my car to take it to the pound. I could tell Amanda that it ran away. Hell—I would be doing her a favour: one less dog to burden her life with.

I tried calling her again, but there was no answer. I checked her Instagram. She’d recently posted a picture of the sunrise. “New beginnings,” she wrote.

What did that mean? Why the hell wasn’t she coming home? Why was I stuck dealing with her responsibilities?

And why was I still looking at pictures she’d posted earlier that summer of her in a bikini? Why was I attracted to this woman? Why did I still find myself fantasizing about her? Why did I want to save her and fix her and make her mine?

Because she was hot. It must be nice to be an attractive woman, living life on easy-mode… It must be nice to be able to be totally irresponsible and annoying and still have people want to be around you.

I guess life isn’t so fair.

It was 6:00 PM when Amanda finally showed up. She was barefoot, holding a pair of tall heels in her hand. Her hair was a mess and her makeup was faded and blurred, giving her a cute racoon-ish sort of look. “Oh my God, I totally thought that I missed my interview,” she groaned. “But luckily I got the date wrong and it’s actually tomorrow.”

“Amanda…” I said, sighing. “Where have you been? You left me with your dog. It ruined… everything.”

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic, Matt,” she sighed, waving me off. “You sound like Colin. God forbid you watch a dog for a few hours.”

“You’ve been gone for nearly twenty-four hours,” I said. “Where did you even sleep last night?”

She suddenly blushed, turning to hide her smile. “Why?”

I knew instantly that she’d met a guy at some club and went home with him. In fact, I could smell him on her: I could smell a tinge of cologne and manly body odour clinging to her soft pale body, teasing me with mental images of some hunk ramming moans out of the girl that I’d spent months secretly fantasizing: a nice reminder that she really was out of my league.

“I have that interview tomorrow,” she said. “And I’m exhausted. You didn’t make any dinner did you? I’m fricken starved.”

“I was going to when I finished cleaning up.”

She looked around. “It’s not that messy. Just make some food.”

I bit the edge of my tongue. I really did want to think that Amanda could redeem herself. I wanted her personality to be as beautiful as her appearance. I wanted her to fulfil her father’s dying wish. I wanted her to be her best self.

I still wanted to help her.

“I’ll make something,” I said, feigning a smile.

Maybe Amanda knew what she was doing. Maybe she knew that she was hot and could use her sex appeal to get away with murder. While I was making some food, I peered over and saw her walking in nothing but a bra and panties to the bathroom to take a shower. She showed me her whole ass as she turned around. I nearly fainted at the sight of it.

And then she didn’t close the bathroom door completely while she showered, as if she wanted me to catch the odd glimpse of her naked body, faintly obscured by steam. She wanted me to see her big perky tits. She wanted me to catch a quick sight of her little tuft of blonde pubic hair. Or maybe I’d been so deeply friend-zoned that she was perfectly comfortable being nude around me now.

She went to her room wearing a towel that barely clung to her nipples. With the door only half-closed, she changed. I tried to keep my gaze away, but I looked over a few times to see her pale skin, exposed. I saw the pink of her nipples as she bent over to dig through her suitcase.

I saw her naked body… and it made me less annoyed about the fact that she was throwing clothes all over the place to find what she was looking for: a pair of grey sweatpants and a thin white t-shirt, which rested lightly over her perky nipples, leaving little to the imagination.

I was blushing all over when she finally emerged from the guest room, holding her phone and grinning as she sent text messages to, presumably, the man she met the night before.

“Ready to eat?” I asked.

Amanda didn’t answer. It was a whole minute later when she said, “Huh?” without looking up from her phone.

“Hungry for food?” I asked.

Another long silence, and then another, “Huh?”

“Your food is ready.” I left her plate on the counter. She giggled as she texted the guy back. I ate my food and then I started cleaning up. Finally, she eyed her plate. “Oh, you made food,” she said. She took a bite. “Mine is kind of cold.”

I bit hard on my tongue. She was really getting under my skin. I was really tempted to dig into her. I wanted to remind her about her dad’s dying wish. I wanted to tell her that her mother had reached out to me and begged me to help her straighten her act out.

But I said nothing. She put her phone down and looked at me with those bubbly blue eyes. There was just something about the way she could look at me: reducing me to wanting to serve her as if she was a princess and I was just some lowly court jester.

“Did you get a haircut?” she asked. “You look cute.”

Maybe she knew what she was doing.


CHAPTER 3
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She could use her sex appeal to win me over, but her sex appeal wasn’t going to get her a job… at least not if she failed to show up for the interview. And sadly, it wasn’t looking good. I was in bed when I heard the sound of high heels on my old hardwood floors.

I got up and went out to see Amanda putting on her little puffer jacket over her tiny minidress. She was wearing fishnet stockings, and her hair was freshly straightened, lip gloss freshly applied. “Where are you going?”

She blushed. “I’m just going to meet up with someone for an hour or two. I’ll be back.

“Remember you have an interview tomorrow.”

“I know. But it’s not until 1:00 PM. I can sleep in. Hey—if you’re up, do you mind taking the dog around the block? I totally forgot, and I think he has to pee. That would be really great, Matt. Thanks so much.” She planted a kiss on my cheek, and then she turned to leave, heading over to that Jeep that was wanted by collections.

I must admit that I was tempted to call collections and tip them off… though I knew it wouldn’t do anything to snap any sense into her. She needed a more severe wake up call—apparently more severe than her dying dad telling her to clean up her act.

I walked her dog. I tried to get some sleep. Every noise woke me up—but none of the noises were Amanda returning from her new boo’s house.

She stayed out again, all night, and she wouldn’t answer her phone in the morning. Finally, around 9:30 AM, I received a text message from her. “Really bad hangover,” she wrote. Then she sent me a phone number. “I can barely even talk right now. Can you call these people and see if they can push my interview to tomorrow?”

“Amanda, you can’t just push an interview because you get a hangover!” I wrote back.

She didn’t reply.

Before calling that number, I looked it up on Google and saw that she was interviewing for a massive company. I would tell you which one, but I wouldn’t want them to sue me—but I promise you’ve heard of them. And the position she was interviewing for wasn’t just some entry-level position.

Someone had pulled some strings to get her that interview. Someone had put their reputation on the line to get her pretty foot in the door. I can’t say I know who that was; I’m sure there were loads of people trying desperately to help Amanda to straighten her shit out—and now, this person was going to be let down just like the rest of us.

I groaned, shaking my head. “Amanda… why?” I whispered.

I made the call. I spent ten minutes listening to menu options before getting through to a person in the HR department. “I’m, uh, calling on behalf of Amanda P—” I said. “I was, uh, actually just hoping that her interview for today could be… moved to tomorrow.”

“The company is making decisions on that role this afternoon,” the woman said. “There is no rescheduling it again.” She was insinuating that Amanda had already rescheduled it—and I supposed that didn’t surprise me. “She needs to come in at 1:00 PM, or we unfortunately can’t consider her for the job.”

I groaned. “Okay. I’ll let her know,” I said. I had a feeling she already had no chance in hell to get this job. Well—if she wasn’t going to show up for the interview, then there was definitely no chance in hell.

But maybe, if she could make it to the interview, she could get that job… not because she was qualified or could muster up a decent interview, but because someone had pulled the strings to get her that interview, and that same someone probably had some say in who got the job.

“They can’t change the interview,” I wrote to her.

“Oh my God, they’re so unhelpful,” she wrote. “There’s no way I’m making it. I guess I came for nothing. This is seriously so unfair.”

I bit my tongue, tempted to write, ‘How in the hell is this unfair!?’. But I managed to contain my annoyance.

Then, she wrote, “It’s too bad you can’t just go to the interview for me.”

I groaned, and then I paused. I peered over at Amanda’s little room, all a mess with her clothes strewn across the bed and floor. My heart skipped a beat and a tingle crept down my spine. Suddenly, I imagined myself wearing one of her little rompers; she had a number of cute little rompers she often wore that made her look a bit like a little doll. The thought made me blush, and then I scoffed.

Then, Amanda sent another message. “Seriously though. Do you have any girl friends who might want to do an interview for me? No one there knows what I look like or what I sound like or anything. If they got me the job, I’d pay them, like, fifty bucks or something.”

My heart raced again. I eyed that room again. How stupid would I look? How stupid would I sound?

Why was my skin tingling like it was? It was almost like I was really considering the absurd idea.

“Seriously, Matt. Can you make some calls for me? I really need you to find someone to do the interview for me. I would seriously make it worth your while.”

My heart bounced. Maybe it was just wishful thinking… but was she offering me sex in exchange for finding a girl to interview for her? Or was she just offering me fifty bucks?

“You should drink some water and try to get to the interview yourself,” I said.

“I’m not even in the same city,” she wrote. “I drove to Bridgetown last night, and I’m still here now. If I left, like, now, I would maybe make it right on time, but I haven’t even showered and I stink. Not to mention the fact I can’t even get out of bed with this fricken headache.”

I sighed. I put down the phone. I paced around, trying to think if I knew anyone who could play the role of Amanda for a quick interview. Sadly, I didn’t exactly have any female friends. I hardly had any male friends. I scanned through my Facebook friends and realized, sadly, that most of them were just the mothers of my childhood friends.

I paced around some more. Why had this become my problem? Why was I stressing out about it? Surely, Amanda was napping peacefully on some guy’s couch while he cooked her lunch; she wasn’t stressing out nearly as much as me.

I could have just walked away from this issue and said, “Tough love.” But I wanted her to get her shit together. I had this idea in my head that if she could get this job, she would sort her shit out. Maybe the routine of a nine-to-five would get her to act more like a normal, responsible adult. Maybe she would start to shuffle up her priorities. Maybe she would look forward to advancing in her career instead of clubbing.

I eyed her clothes again.

I felt a pang of embarrassment as that idea entered my head again.

I sauntered into her room and looked down at her bed, seeing her clothes. Her lacy panties were right there, strewn about. I lifted a pair up, heart racing. It felt so wrong to be touching a woman’s undies without her knowing. I rubbed the lace between my thumb and finger; it was soft.

Then I looked down at the floor, seeing a couple of her rompers. There was a black one that looked soft.

And one of her bras was there too; it was black and lacy like the panties I was now holding. My heart bounced. Why was I standing in that room? Why was I invading Amanda’s personal space, and touching her personal things?

There was no way I could put her clothes on and look convincing enough to pass through an interview….

Or did I have to look convincing? Did I have to actually look like a girl? Amanda said that they knew nothing about her. How did they know that she wasn’t trans?

I didn’t have to look like a girl—as long as I looked like I was committed to trying to look like a girl.

I walked over to the front door, heart racing. I made sure it was locked. I made sure the curtains were all closed. Then, I returned to Amanda’s room. Now, my heart was racing so fast that I felt lightheaded.

This was dangerous territory. I was about to do something very, very humiliating…

But I was just seeing if it was even a possibility. It wasn’t even something that I was considering yet—not until I saw how crazy I looked.

I slowly undressed. My vision was blurred slightly. I felt weird getting naked in a room that wasn’t mine—even though that was a room in my house, and had been my den just two days ago.

I grabbed a pair of black lacy panties. I gave them a sniff before slipping them on. I will admit that they may have been used; they did smell a bit like pussy... but Amanda was a hot girl and not some unclean wretch, so the thought of them being used was more of a turn on than a turn off. I shimmied them up. They were snug. They hardly covered anything. My cock and balls were stuffed awkwardly into that tiny lacy pouch that was made to cover a thin slit and nothing more. I blushed hard when I looked in the mirror, seeing my hairy legs in those panties.

“This is so stupid,” I whispered.

But I carried on. I grabbed Amanda’s bra. The straps were tight—but the cups were big and empty. I realized then just how big Amanda’s titties were. Could they really fill those big cups?

I embarrassingly scurried into the kitchen where I had a bag of balloons in a drawer. It was a party bag with various sizes of balloons. I remembered seeing some comedy show on TV where a girl with a flat chest put water balloons in her top to make it look like she had tits—and it looked good in the show, so that was my plan. I filled a pair of peach-coloured balloons with water, and then I carefully placed them in the cups of that bra.

I laughed at the ridiculousness of all of this. The nervous heart-racing had settled—because now, the reality of this ‘plan’ was so far gone. There was no way that I was going to go to the interview as Amanda. There was no way that I was going to look at all like a normal person. I was going to look like a clown.

But I decided to finish the outfit, just to see how stupid I looked.

I shimmied into the little black romper. It was tight around the hips and chest. The little straps were so stretched out that I was worried they were going to snap at any moment—but the top of that romper just perfectly covered up my balloons—and in the mirror, the curvy effect was actually kind of convincing.

I blushed, and carried on. I put on a pair of her heels. Amazingly, they fit my feet. They were maybe a half-size too small… but they weren’t uncomfortable. I swayed, trying to find my balance. I giggled again at the ridiculousness of all this.

Then, I turned to the mirror to see the clown that I was.

But I didn’t see a clown. For a few seconds, I was taken aback by just how… girly that I actually looked. Then, after those few seconds, I started to see my reality: the hairy legs, the bit of hair on my upper lip, then small boyish eyes…

I laughed my appearance off. Then, I saw my phone was lit up. Amanda was messaging me. “Please tell me you found someone.”

I checked the time. Her interview was in an hour and a half. There was no way that I would find anyone to do that interview for her: zero chance, especially on notice that short.

But…

I eyed the mirror again.

I could deal with the hair on my upper lip. I could deal with the hair on my legs. And maybe some eyeliner and mascara would make my eyes look less boyish.

Maybe I could slap together something somewhat… convincing.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwant to set the record straight: I didn’t want to do it. I really, really, really did not want to do it.

But I felt bad for Amanda. I guess I should probably tell you about what happened to Amanda a couple years earlier: she had a miscarriage.

Amanda had a lot of issues—and some people might call some of those issues ‘toxic’. But nobody, no matter how ‘toxic’ deserves to go through what she went through. She was eight months pregnant, with Colin as her partner (still quite early in their relationship). She felt a weird pain in her abdomen and went in for a casual doctor’s checkup. They broke out the ultrasound machine and they found the worst possible thing: no heartbeat. And Amanda wasn’t exactly the same after that.

I mean—I didn’t know her super well back then; she was my ex’s friend, and I only saw her on occasion—but she never seemed quite so irresponsible back then. Sure, she had her issues with her animals and whatnot—but she always seemed so sweet and kind back then. I never really picked up on any of her ‘selfish’ behaviour until after that awfulness that she was forced to go through. Maybe that experience changed her. Maybe it broke her in some way. Maybe she lost touch with her compassionate side after going through all that she had to go through.

Or maybe I was just trying to excuse lousy behaviour…

I guess guilt had a little something to do with me putting on her makeup, letting down my hair (I always kept it in a man-bun), putting on her tight little romper and her double-D-sized bra. I felt totally idiotic, and I knew that I was volunteering for a ridiculous humiliation ritual… but there was a part of me that thought that I was giving her a chance to straighten her life back out.

And maybe she would go back to how she was. Maybe she could set her course straight. Maybe she could make some good money to properly take care of her animals. Maybe she would meet a stable guy at work and eventually start a new family. Maybe the pains of her past would fade away and she could experience pregnancy again, but this time with a more positive outcome.

I stared in the mirror at my best version of ‘Amanda’. I didn’t look anything like Amanda… but maybe I looked a bit like a girl. I mean… my face was surprisingly feminine, now with my stray facial hair all shaved away. Maybe my eyes looked more girly than I originally gave them credit. With some mascara on, my lashes seemed surprisingly thick and long.

My shoulders were probably a little too broad to ever pass a girl shoulders. My hips weren’t quite wide enough to pass as girl hips.

But my legs! Without leg hair (that was all down the shower drain now), they actually looked like chick legs—so much so that I found myself blushing as I looked down at them.

I must have stood in front of the mirror for twenty minutes, unmoved, just staring at myself, wondering, ‘Could this work?’. I just stood there, staring…

“Hi there. My name’s Amanda,” I said in my best girl-voice.

I cleared my throat and tried again.

“Hey! I’m Amanda,” I said again.

I cleared my throat. I made a little fake giggle. “Hi. I’m Amanda.”

My heart started racing. I knew why it was racing: because I was officially considering this crazy idea. I was officially considering the idea of leaving the house like this—and walking into a busy office building to sit down for an interview.

A terrible nausea filled my gut. No—there was no way that I could do this! This was just… ridiculous! Maybe I looked more like a girl than I expected to look like… but I couldn’t possibly leave the house like this!

My phone buzzed. I reached for it with a trembling hand. It was Amanda. “Please tell me you found someone. I could really use this job.”

My stomach churned. My heart raced faster.

Goddamnit—I was actually going to do this…
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I made some changes to my ‘disguise’ in the hour that I had left before that interview. I redid my makeup, trying to improve the original attempt. I actually managed to make my eyeliner lines thicker and straighter. I managed to apply the mascara less clumpy. I managed to make smoother gradients with the soft pink eye shadow.

I took Amanda’s curling iron and made some quick loose curls in my hair; I’d watched my ex do it enough times that I had a pretty good idea how to pull it off—and I think I pulled it off.

I changed into a different romper—one with little off-the-shoulder sleeves. I can’t explain how, but somehow they made my shoulders seem less broad. And once I put on Amanda’s little heeled booties, my whole figure seemed to transform. Those heels made me stand differently, forcing my weight onto the balls of my feet so that my butt perked up, and my spine curved in a more feline sort of way.

I looked in the mirror again. “Are you really going to do this?” I asked myself in a girly voice.

Was I really about to humiliate myself in the worst possible way for the gain of someone else?

And if I got her this job, by some miracle, was she even going to show up for work? Was she even going to last a month without being fired? Was she going to appreciate the effort?

Those were the main issues on my mind—but there were other very serious issues that I had to consider as well. For instance, would they be totally confused when Amanda came in on her first day and looked totally different? Would they instantly realize that someone else had interviewed for her? The company was huge, with nearly one-hundred people working in the HR department alone… but that didn’t mean that the same people dealing with the interview wouldn’t be dealing with Amanda on her first day…

Time was ticking away. I didn’t have the time to ponder these problems… At the end of the day, they weren’t my problems. At the end of the day, these were issues that Amanda needed to figure out, because she was the one begging me to find someone to wear her shoes—more literally than she realized. I could maybe help her through this one day, but after this, she needed to sort her own life out.

I let out a sigh. “Here goes nothing…”


CHAPTER 5
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Ihave to unfortunately admit that the whole afternoon was a blur. I remember it in bits and pieces—but mostly, I remember the anxiety, dread, and nausea. I remember my legs shaking. I remember people turning to look at me, and I remember regret.

I remember regret more than anything.

As soon as people started to look at me, I wanted to run home and hide. As soon as people started to look at me, that romper suddenly felt so dangerously short. As soon as people started looking at me, I no longer felt like I was anywhere near passing as a woman; I felt like an ogre in a petite woman’s romper. I felt like a beast with a five o’clock shadow and Tom Brady’s shoulders. As soon as I was in that big office building, I rushed to the public bathroom. In my panicked state, I even went into the men’s bathroom. I stared at myself in the mirror, getting some relief at the sight of myself: seeing that I didn’t really look like a masculine monster in some undersized outfit. I actually did look feminine… and that was confirmed when a man came out from a stall, paused, and said, “Excuse me, miss, but this is the men’s room. I think you walked into the wrong bathroom.”

I stared back at him, waiting for him to realize… But he said nothing. He didn’t change his expression. He just walked to the sink and started washing his hands. Finally, he said, “A men’s bathroom is no place for a lady.”

Was he just being nice? Did he think that I was trans, and he was just trying to be accepting and supportive? Was he just doing the whole ‘You go, girl! Use whatever bathroom you want!’ thing?

“S—Sorry,” I said softly, and I left the bathroom. I looked at the women’s bathroom, but I couldn’t bring myself to go into it; it just seemed wrong. Maybe that man was oblivious, but there was no way a real woman would look at me and see me as one of her own!

Out in that main lobby there were people everywhere. I couldn’t turn in any direction without seeing at least a dozen. They occasionally glanced at me, occasionally smiling, occasionally nodding their heads—or even saying, “How are you today?”

The resume in my hand was crumpled now: my fingers tightening around it in my state of absolute stress. I’d typed that resume up myself; I had to scour Amanda’s social media pages to figure out roughly when she worked which jobs. I will admit that that resume was filled with bullshit, but again: that was going to be Amanda’s problem, not mine. It wasn’t my problem that Amanda had forgotten to make a resume.

The interviewer sat me down and took the resume from me. She looked at it for a minute, and then she looked at me for a few seconds before turning her glare back down to the resume—and then back to me again.

I just sat frozen and silent. My heart was racing. To be honest, I can’t remember how I even got to that floor, or to that boardroom. I don’t remember the elevator, and I don’t remember the stairs. I don’t even remember meeting the interviewer, and I certainly can’t remember her name, though I’m sure at one point she introduced herself.

“You’ve worked a number of jobs in the past few years,” she said. “Why have you not stuck to anything?” She looked up and stared into my eyes.

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I was still stunned that she hadn’t looked at me and said, ‘You clearly aren’t a woman named Amanda. You’re clearly a man in a disguise and you need to leave.’ How had I gotten this far? Was this a dream?

“Don’t be shy. It’s not a trick question. I’m genuinely just curious,” she said.

“Um…” I managed to say. I was proud of myself for making any noise at all. But it was the only noise I managed to make to answer that question. I was so terrified of my voice betraying me that I said nothing else. I just shrugged my shoulders.

“Were you fired from any of these positions?”

I nodded my head awkwardly. “L—Let go,” I said. My heart raced. I had no idea how my voice sounded… but I was thrilled that I managed to say anything.

“From all of them?”

“From the printing shop,” I said so softly that I could see her leaning forward and straining to hear me. “I walked away from the other jobs.”

“And why?” she asked.

Was she buying this? Was my voice not enough for her to throw me out? “I just didn’t think they were a good fit.”

The more I spoke, the more I started to realize that I didn’t sound too bad. Of course I couldn’t hear myself the way that she heard me… but I could tell from her reaction (or lack thereof) that my voice wasn’t really so bad. Maybe it had just enough of a girly quality to it that I was going to make it to the finish line of this preposterous day.

“And why do you think this job will be any different?” she asked.

I managed to muster up a half-decent answer—something about a positive environment… something about being in a field that was more aligned with my passions. I knew that I sounded nothing like Amanda. I was pulling from classes I’d taken in the past: interviewing classes I took in high-school—and one in college. I was just happy that those lessons were coming back to me now, because I really didn’t know what else to say.

Most of the interview—like most of that afternoon—was a blur. She asked questions and I mustered up answers. I don’t think that stun ever wore off: that shock that she wasn’t completely horrified by the sight of me, the fact that she wasn’t throwing me out, the fact that she hadn’t accused me of not being the real Amanda.

And then there was, of course, the shock of the fact I’d even ended up there. I couldn’t believe that I had actually gone through with this insanity and ended up in that boardroom, up on that fifteenth floor, dressed as a woman! If you had told me that I would be doing that when I woke up that morning, I would have laughed so hard that I would have peed my pants a little bit.

But there I was, dressed as a woman, telling people that I was Amanda. I had water balloons in a bra on my chest. My legs were shaved. I was speaking to strangers using a girly voice. And it wasn’t just some weird fever dream.

“You’re a strong candidate,” the woman said to me as she stood up. “I’m sure you’ll be hearing from us very soon.”

And was that just lip-service? Was she about to go to the break room and tell her coworkers about the insane crossdresser she just met with for forty-five minutes? Was she sneaking in photos of me when I wasn’t looking, so she could show her friends after work?

Or did this whole thing not turn into the train-wreck that I assumed it was going to be?

I was in a daze as I left the building. Again, I have no memory of the stairs or elevator; getting downstairs was all a blur. But I do remember walking across that lobby, seeing the odd glance from businessmen who were coming and going. I remember the odd smile and the odd nod. I even remember one guy looking me up and down before blushing. I remember the dread and anxiety—but the regret was gone now, replaced by a sense of relief.

I had no idea if Amanda was going to land this job—but it didn’t really matter; I did my part. I gave her a fighting chance to the best of my ability. And I managed to get through it without being recognized or publicly mocked and humiliated.


CHAPTER 6
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When I woke up in the morning, I wasn’t expecting a message from Amanda reading, “I got the job! Thank you so much for finding someone to do that interview for me.”

It wasn’t that I didn’t think that I did an okay interview… I was shocked because I woke up convinced that the whole thing had just been a strange nightmare. But that text message confirmed that it was all real.

I blinked a few times, reading the message again. “You got the job?” I replied. I needed confirmation. I felt like there was some miscommunication happening. Maybe she got another job, but she was also thanking me for finding someone to interview for the lost job? Did that make any sense? No… she meant the job I interviewed for. She actually go it…

She actually got it!

“Drinks are on me tonight,” Amanda wrote to me. “I’m actually kind of excited to start tomorrow.”

“No drinking tonight,” I wrote back quickly. I didn’t want to be filling her shoes again for her first day on the job. It was one thing to walk into the HR department and impersonate her; there was no way I could realistically impersonate her around her future colleagues. If the real Amanda came into the office on day-two, there would be a lot of people scratching their heads.

“Just a couple drinks,” she wrote to me. “We have to celebrate. I get to move back to town!”

For hours, I was stuck in that surreal state of shock. That whole series of events just seemed… impossible. It was hard to believe that I ever put on her clothes and walked out of my house—let alone into a busy office building, sitting down with a complete stranger and pretending to be a woman for almost an hour.

Amanda came by around noon. Her hair was wet from a recent shower. She had no makeup on her face, which actually made her look younger. She gave me a tight hug as her dog jumped at her legs. “I know I said I would take you out for drinks, but I might not be home until really late.”

“Why?” I asked, tensing up. I felt like Amanda had become somewhat of my responsibility. I needed to make sure that she acted like a responsible adult, otherwise all of that embarrassing crossdressing was for nothing.

“I’m going home to get some stuff,” she said.

“What stuff?” Her home was four hours away.

“Clothes for tomorrow. I need a cute outfit for my first day. And my laptop… my iPad. And Peanut’s pills; I totally forget them at home. I’ll be back around… nine. Then maybe we can go and get drinks.”

“Just… hurry,” I said. “And don’t worry about the drinks. Get back here to get some sleep before you need to go to work.” I couldn’t imagine the constant stress Colin must have been under with Amanda. It was exhausting, putting in so much work and then seeing her total lack of commitment.

I wanted to think that there was commitment… and then I looked on Instagram five hours later and saw her posting pictures with her friends. It looked like she was at a house party, and not at her place getting her stuff at all. “No,” I groaned.

I tried phoning her. She picked up, but I couldn’t hear her over the loud music. I knew that she wasn’t staying focussed. “You need to get back here to get some sleep,” I said. It was almost 8:00 PM and she had a four-hour drive to get back. She had to be at work in just twelve hours.

“I’ll head back soon,” she said. “My friend just got back from Thailand, and we’re throwing her a little welcome-home party.”

“It’s not time for that!” I said, but then she hung up on me, making me growl, nearly throwing my phone into the wall.

I eyed her clothes again.

No—there was no way that I was going to wear those clothes again. There was no way that I was going to call in sick for my own job and show up for her job for her. Maybe I would have done it if I could have put on some Mission Impossible-style rubber mask and actually looked like Amanda… But there was no point in going in as a different girl, and then having Amanda show up the next day.

There was really no point in that. It would have been a waste of everyone’s time.

It was 10:00 PM when I tried to call Amanda again. No answer.

It was 11:00 PM when I went to bed. At midnight, my phone vibrated, and I sprang up quickly, hoping it was her—and it was! But it wasn’t good news. “I don’t have the office’s number. Did they give it to you?”

I rubbed my eyes and formulated my reply. “Why do you need it?” I asked.

“I don’t know if I’ll make it in for tomorrow. I just wanted to let them know that I have a good reason.”

“You need to make it in for tomorrow,” I wrote quickly. “Amanda, this is serious. This is a real job. It’s a potential career. You need to take this seriously.”

“Don’t talk to me like a child, Matt,” she snapped back quickly. “Colin used to talk to me the same way, and it just gave me the ick.”

I nearly crushed my phone in a clenched fist. “Amanda, please. It’s not too late to get in your car and make the drive here. You’ll still get a couple hours of sleep before you have to go into work. I don’t know if they will keep you around if you don’t show up for your first day. It’s just irresponsible.”

My heart fluttered. I knew that I was making her angry. I knew that calling her irresponsible was probably just going to make her plant her heels. And I was right. “You think that I’m irresponsible?” she asked. “You’re the one telling me to drive drunk on the highway for four hours.”

I groaned and fell into my bed, head plopping into the pillow. I would have gone to get her if I had more notice—but now, even if I managed to make the round-trip without stopping, we wouldn’t make it back in time for her shift. “Do you have the number or not?”

“I don’t know the number,” I told her.

“Can you find it and call it for me in the morning? Just tell them that there was a death in the family or something. It’s not like I’m missing anything important. They don’t even want me at the office. I’m supposed to spend the day at some lame training center.”

I put my phone on silent and tossed it away where I couldn’t reach it. I was furious with her. I couldn’t comprehend how she could be so viciously irresponsible. She took no accountability for her own life. She was just acting so selfishly with everything she did—and then she was blaming other people for the consequences.

As I fell asleep, fuming with anger, I thought, ‘I’m not helping her anymore. She needs to start helping herself.’ When I woke up, I felt a bit differently.

Maybe it was that miscarriage that she endured, filling me with guilt. I’ll never forget the day that she was over, a few weeks after it happened, and she just burst into tears sitting on my couch. I’ll never forget the pain in her eyes.

“Goddamnit, Amanda,” I groaned. I eyed the clock. It was 6:00 AM. My own shift started in three hours; Amanda’s started in two. Amanda had not made her way back to town. In fact, she had stayed up late, posting Instagram stories of her and her friends until almost 5:00 AM: drinking, dancing, laughing, wandering the streets looking for some party to crash.

Amanda was going to miss her first shift. She was going to miss her training session, and that would surely mean losing her job, no matter who was vouching for her in the first place.

I spent fifteen minutes tracking down the number for the HR department. I had it ready to dial in my phone, but I just couldn’t bring myself to make that call; I knew that it meant losing her job, which meant not moving back to town, which probably meant not getting her life back on track.

Why did I care so much about this woman? Was it the guilt of knowing she suffered so much with her miscarriage? Was it just the fact that she was beautiful, and deep down I thought that I could maybe have a chance? Or was it something else?

I eyed that same outfit that I wore to the interview. Amanda did say that this training day wasn’t even at the office; it was at some staff training facility. The people at that facility would possibly never see her again… so maybe, just this one more time, she could get a pass. Maybe I could bail her out just once more, knowing that I could reasonably fool people into thinking that I was her—at least people who didn’t know her.

I groaned. Was I really considering this? My heart was racing: thumping wildly against my ribcage… so I must have been seriously considering it. “Fucking Amanda…” I muttered.

I wasn’t convinced that I didn’t look like a total idiot the last time. I wasn’t convinced that my memory of looking somewhat decent was hazy and incorrect. The only way to know for sure was… to do it again.

Begrudgingly, I picked up that off-the-shoulder romper. I picked out a new pair of panties, but the same bra. I shimmied my body into the outfit. I filled a pair of balloons with water to make fake tits, once again. I marched over to the bathroom and started putting on the mascara, the eye shadow, the eyeliner. This time I used products I didn’t use before; I used concealer and I used blush. I attempted to use her ‘contouring pen’, the same way my ex used to use it, to make her cheekbone more pronounced. I wasn’t trying to look like Amanda. I wasn’t even necessarily trying to look more like a girl; I just didn’t want to look like myself.

I let my hair down and curled it. While curling, I phoned my boss and faked a cough. “I’m hoping it’s just a one day thing,” I wheezed.

“No problem,” he said. “See you tomorrow.”

It was almost too easy.

But I still had to endure a day as a girl. I knew the day was going to be absolute torture. I knew that someone, at some point, would know that I wasn’t a biological male, and it wouldn’t be long before people were eyeing me behind my back.

I put on those same little black heeled booties. I had to admit that they were actually quite cute on my feet—and surprisingly comfortable. I’d gotten better at maneuvering in them, no longer wobbling like a toddler putting on skates for the first time.

I accessorized this time. I put on a black choker, hoping it would hide my Adam’s apple. I put some clip-on earrings on. I put on a couple bracelets and some costume rings—at least I think they were just costume rings; I got them out of Amanda’s bag.

While digging through her bag, I came upon some very risqué lingerie, including a pair of panties with an ‘access hole’ for vaginal penetration. There was a red lace bodysuit with cutouts for the nipples. I wasn’t sure why Amanda was travelling with sexy lingerie like that—and I knew that it was none of my business.

I put on Amanda’s floral deodorant. I spritzed myself with her strong feminine perfume. I found that she had a bottle of ‘shimmering moisturizer’, so I rubbed my arms and legs. It was a cute smell, and it gave me more of that feminine glow that I’d always assumed was just something girls were born with; now I knew that it was just a product from a drug store.

I put Amanda’s wallet into a little green leather purse and then I took a deep breath before turning to the mirror to see what I had created.

I blushed all over. I expected to find myself filled with dread at the sight of myself—but that wasn’t the case. When I looked at my reflection, I caught myself grinning. I guess there was a bit of satisfaction into seeing a positive result of over an hour of hard work. It was nice to see that all of that effort wasn’t a complete waste.

I actually looked like a girl. Again, I didn’t look like Amanda, but nobody knew Amanda where I was going, and they wouldn’t know Amanda once I was finished that staff training.

I grabbed my phone. I wrote out a text message that made me so infuriated—and I kept telling myself that it was the last time. “I found someone to do your training for you, but you need to get here for tomorrow. Please.”

“You’re the best, Matt,” she replied. “I’ll be there tomorrow, no problem.”

Then, as I was about to step out the door, my phone buzzed again. “Is it the same girl who did the interview? I heard she’s was a hottie.”

“Who told you that?” I asked, stopping dead in my tracks.

“The friend that got me the interview. I talked to him last night. I told him someone had to fill in for me. He said he saw her and she was hot. He even asked for her phone number. Is she single? Because he actually wants the phone number.”

I felt a pang of lightheadedness. Was she teasing me? Did she hear that a man in makeup did the interview for her? Did she somehow find out that I was the one who went into that building on her behalf?

“She’s just a friend from work. I barely know her.”

“Is she your girlfriend?” Amanda asked.

“No. She’s just someone I know. Someone who did a favour. And yes, she’s doing it again for you today.”

“Well I owe her then,” Amanda went on. “I’ll buy her a drink when I’m back tonight.”

“No,” I wrote. “No drinking. No partying. You can repay her by showing up for work tomorrow and taking it seriously and putting your best foot forward.”

“Okay, Colin,” she wrote back.

She made me so annoyed that I nearly turned around and took that whole outfit off. Why was I enduring this humiliation for her? She didn’t appreciate it. She didn’t care even a little bit. There was a good chance she would hear her alarm in the morning and think it wasn’t even worth getting out of bed for. How much more of this was I going to take?


CHAPTER 7
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Again, much of that morning was a blur. I think I know why it was a blur: my heart was racing so fast, and my adrenaline was pumping so intensely that I spent a good three hours in fight-or-flight mode.

I arrived at the training facility, which was in a smaller office building on the far end of town. It was a quiet building, which at first gave me a sense of relief, but then came the older man who was in charge of training me for the day.

He looked me up and down, and his face turned a shade of red before he said, “That outfit isn’t exactly workplace appropriate. It’s a bit… skimpy for work.”

It was the worst-possible thing he could have said, because it left me with the worst-ever sense of self-consciousness for the rest of that day. It didn’t help that I kept noticing him gazing down at my ass whenever I was even half-turned away from him. I kept tugging my romper down, feeling his gaze tickling my bum.

At first, I thought he was just inspecting me closely, trying to figure out if I was a guy or a girl. Maybe it was hard to tell; maybe I’d done a good enough job of not looking like a man, but not quite a good enough job of looking like a woman.

But as the morning progressed, I started to realize that he was just trying to get a peek at my ass, because he was doing it to the other new employee in training: a nineteen-year-old redheaded girl. Her name was Veronica; she was quite plump (maybe 220 pounds), but because she was young and tight, her weight didn’t seem unappealing like it does with older girls who start to droop and sag. Most of her weight was in her bum and her tits—and her thighs, so she looked extra-curvy more than just… fat.

Anyway—even I caught myself glancing at her whenever she leaned forward. Her shirt was thin and the weight of her breasts seemed to stretch it out whenever she was bent forward even a little bit. She had big wobbly cleavage…

I had water balloons—and whenever I had to reach across the table to grab something, I could feel my instructor’s gaze going right to my chest, hoping to catch a glimpse down my top, so I had to my my hand over my ‘cleavage’ so he wouldn’t see a pair of water balloons.

But I must admit that his constantly ogling came as a relief, because it was a confirmation that I looked at least half-convincing.

I won’t bore you with the details of the training. It wasn’t a job that required training for anyone with an ounce of common sense and at least an inkling of how to use a computer. If you know how to point and click with a mouse and type numbers into boxes, you could figure out this job. But this was a company with a massive HR department; job training was certainly a prerequisite in some liability sense, or maybe in order for the company to claim certain tax benefits—who knows.

I honestly found myself wishing that the training would have been more involved; I found myself wishing that the training would have been more distracting, requiring a bit more of my focus, so I could stop focussing on the fact that I was dressed like a woman in a room filled mostly with men. I caught guys looking at me a few times. Some looked away fast. Some smiled. Some nodded their heads. Some asked me how I was doing. It was panic-inducing at first, but after a few hours I started to think people were just being nice.

Then came the lunch break. Immediately, I went to the bathroom to ensure my disguise was still intact. I touched up my makeup, poked and prodded my hair back into place. I looked closely at myself before hearing a voice. “Excuse me miss, you’re in the wrong bathroom.”

Goddamnit! I did it again. I didn’t even think to go into the girls’ room. I turned and smiled, blushing. I zipped out of the room.

But I hadn’t peed yet, so I went to find a different bathroom. I wasn’t prepared to go into the girls’ room. I wanted to find a more private mens’ room. I went down the long office hallway and managed to find a bathroom. I went into the mens’ room, which was quiet and empty. I went into a stall and sat down. I would have tried standing, but I wanted to be sitting just in case someone came in and saw my heeled booties standing facing the toilet under the stall door.

Someone did come in, just as I was about to stand up—and then a second person. “I can’t believe someone destroyed the toilet like that,” laughed one of the men.

“It happens to the best of us,” said the other.

The men went to the urinals. I heard them peeing, and then one of the men said, “The brunette girl is hot.”

“The chubby one?”

“No, not the chubby one! That’s not my thing.”

“The one wearing the romper thing?”

“Yeah. She’s hot. Don’t you think?”

“I’m married.”

“So what? So you can’t tell if a girl is hot anymore?”

My heart raced. I vaguely recognized their voices; they were part of the training program, though they were training for a different department on a different floor. But now, we were all doing the same computer training together with that same creepy ogling trainer.

“Okay, she’s kind of cute,” admitted the second man. The men migrated to the sinks.

“I want to get her phone number. Think she’ll give it to me?”

The other man laughed. “You’re a handsome guy, Rick, but she’s kind of out of your league. Don’t take it the wrong way; she’s out of my league too.”

“So you admit that she’s hot?”

The men laughed, and then they left the bathroom together.

They were talking about me. They had to be; there were only three women training today: a blonde, a chubby brunette girl, and me. And the blonde was unmistakably blonde, with long platinum hair. The chubby girl was unmistakably chubby. So they had to be talking about me.

At first came a pang of dread. I felt a sickness churning in my stomach. Then, after a few moments, a smile crept onto my face. It was kind of nice to hear the men admitting that I ‘passed’. It was nice to hear that I wasn’t obliviously sitting in a room filled with people looking upon me with horror and ridicule. Those looks I’d been getting all morning… I really wasn’t sure the intent being them. I thought that people had been trying to determine whether I was a man or a woman. Now, I was starting to realize that they were looks of admiration—at least from the men that had come into the bathroom.

It was official; I could no longer deny the reality: When I was wearing Amanda’s clothes, I looked like a girl.


CHAPTER 8
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Iwas back at my place before Amanda’s Jeep rumbled down the road and parked in front of my house. She came out holding an extra-large Starbucks drink in one hand, and takeout sushi in the other hand: a combined bill, surely, of more than fifty bucks. “You’re okay if I crash here for a bit, right?” she asked. “Full disclosure: I don’t have any money to help with bills or rent or anything like that. It’s going to take me a bit to get on my feet.”

“Didn’t you get my message earlier?” I asked. “I said that I was making food here. You didn’t have to get takeout.”

She groaned. “I know, but I was really craving sushi, and I just happened to be passing Sushi Mago.”

“Sushi Mago?” I said. “Isn’t that, like, a fine-dining sushi place? That isn’t cheap.”

“When you’re craving something, you want the good stuff.”

So when I said fifty bucks—make that eighty.

I bit down on my tongue. It was annoying to hear that she couldn’t help with bills after dropping nearly one-hundred bucks on dinner, after I’d already made her dinner.

She ate her sushi near me, only offering me a bite once she was finishing her plate. “I’m okay,” I said. She furthered my annoyance when she left her mess on the table: takeout bag, empty soy sauce packets, and all. She was texting someone on her phone.

“I should go over the training with you, so you know what you’re doing tomorrow. The, uh, girl I got to do the training took notes for you.” I’d written out notes for her to go over and study.

“I’ll do it in the morning before I go in,” she said. “Did you ever meet Christine? My friend from Toronto? She’s actually in town. I’m going to go and meet her baby.” She turned her phone to me, showing me a picture of a baby. “I haven’t seen her in so long, and I’ve never met her baby.”

I eyed the clock. It was already 9:00 PM. “Amanda…” I said, feeling like the air had been knocked out of my lungs. How could she be doing this again?

She rolled her eyes. “No, Colin, I’m not going to drink.”

“I’m just worried about you missing your first real day,” I said. “I can’t—I can’t get my friend to cover for you again.”

“No one will be covering for me,” she said, heading to the door. “I’m an adult, Matt. I can go out when I want, and I don’t need someone else setting my bedtime.” She scowled at me, and I’m really not sure how I managed not to snap back at her. I’d never wanted to dig into someone so badly before. Did she really see herself as a responsible adult? She wasn’t anything close! And she had proved that over and over again. She was an ungrateful brat who was managing to float through life without many consequences simply because she was born beautiful—and it wasn’t fair.

Some of us had to work for everything we had. I spent years working my way up at my company, taking extra shifts and working endless overtime—and now, Amanda was actually making slightly more than me at her new job! How was that fair? And during that training session, I learned about the company’s raise structure. I knew that within a few years, if Amanda could simply show up for her shifts (she didn’t have to put in any additional effort than that), she would be making more money than I would be making in ten years, unless I changed careers.

That night, while Amanda was visiting her friend, I learned about the man who managed to get her that job interview—because Amanda had left her iPad on her bed, opened and unlocked. It kept dinging, and I happened to be passing her room when it was lit up. I peered over and read the message from a man named Michael. “Super happy I was able to get you that interview. We should get dinner sometime. Love the new profile pic, by the way. You look really cute.”

He was obviously flirting with her, and now, he was trying to cash in on the favour. So once again, Amanda got a handout in life because someone wanted to sleep with her.

A few minutes later, the iPad dinged again. I knew that it wasn’t my business, but I went into the room anyway to read what he was saying. “Gerry literally just messaged me asking for your phone number. He was your training supervisor today. He’s the second guy to ask me for your phone number. I guess you’re going to be popular here!”

My heart began racing. I blushed. I opened the chat to see what else he had said—and then I saw Amanda replying to him. “I’m heading to TKO—that new nightclub on 5th. You should come and hang out for a bit.”

I wasn’t surprised: Amanda was going clubbing, which meant she was almost certainly drinking, which meant she probably wouldn’t show up for her first shift. She was throwing this job into the garbage.

She didn’t deserve the job—but I still couldn’t stand the thought that it was all a waste of my time—and not at all worth sacrificing my ego and masculinity.

I saw that Amanda had returned from her ‘trip’ with an additional suitcase. I nosily unzipped it and looked inside, knowing Amanda was out at a club on the other end of town and surely wouldn’t be home for at least a few more hours if she was going to come home at all.

My hands started to tremble when I saw what was inside. My palms became damp with sweat. I could hear my breathing becoming heavier.

There were a dozen adorable outfits in that suitcase: little dresses, tights, skirts, heels, sweaters, bodysuits, rompers… I lifted a little minidress out. It was black and silky—and so amazingly light in my hands. I held it to my skin and let out a little sigh.

I suppose you could say that I’d developed a slight appreciation for the ‘nuances’ of women’s clothing over the past few days. I’d come to appreciate a piece of clothing with a nice fit. I loved a soft, dainty fabric. I loved how much effort went into making those outfits look just perfect on a female figure—not like my dresser full of t-shirts that were all cut into simple square shapes and sewn together in some Chinese factory.

I found myself undressing in Amanda’s bedroom—which was my guest room, for what it’s worth. I picked up a pair of her satin panties and slid them up. I let out a soft moan, feeling that smooth satin against my smoothly shaved legs. “Oh my God,” I muttered.

Then I shimmied myself into that little black dress. It was so cute: tight around my midsection before flaring out around my hips, giving me the figure of some feminine goddess. “Shit,” I whispered, feeling my heart beginning to race.

Why was I doing this? I wasn’t going out anywhere. I had no reason to be putting those clothes on. But for some reason… I just wanted to feel those outfits on my body.

I turned to the mirror, my posture suddenly vulnerable and submissive. I looked so small, so dainty—just like that outfit that was now on my body. I did a little spin, and then I caught myself giggling.

I wanted to try on the stockings, so I dug them out of her suitcase and I pulled them up my legs. They were so soft, hugging my skin so perfectly. I played with my toes, watching them pointed out as I sat on the edge of the bed.

I’d never realized that I could be so… beautiful. As a man, I was just… a guy. I was just some cut-and-paste dude. But as a girl, I was so pretty. I couldn’t help but think of those men in that bathroom, talking about how they fancied me.

I took Amanda’s eye shadow pallet and a brush. I quickly brushed a bit of soft-blue around my eyes, making my eyes suddenly pop. I had to roll on a bit of mascara—and then I couldn’t help but put on a touch of pink lipstick.

I didn’t need blush; I was doing enough of that on my own.

I posed in the mirror, heart racing. I couldn’t stop smiling. I didn’t want to stop, so I changed into another outfit. I kept an eye on her iPad. “I’m here,” said Michael.

“We have a table in the back corner,” Amanda replied. I knew I still had time.

So I kept dressing up. I put on her little white dress. I fluttered around the house like a fairy, feeling so cute and dainty. Then I went and put on her red bodysuit with a pair of black pleather leggings. My God, why did I like this so much? Why did these clothes feel so cute on my body?

I groaned. I squirmed. I caught myself blowing a kiss to myself in the mirror. I just couldn’t help myself. It was fun to feel cute and pretty; I wasn’t used to it, but now I could understand why women loved spending hours getting ready.

I put on another outfit, and then another. Then, the iPad dinged. Amanda was getting a message from her friend. “Thanks for coming out tonight. I wish you could stay later!”

“Me too, but I have to go to this stupid job tomorrow,” she replied. She was coming home. I needed to clean up. I scrambled to put her clothes back exactly how I found them. But I let a little intrusive thought win me over. I spotted a soft blue lingerie romper with a small tulle skirt. I knew that it wasn’t my business to touch her intimate apparel, but I couldn’t help myself. I snatched the outfit and took it with me to my room. I changed into it, and then I got into bed with a racing heart. I had the covers pulled over my body in case Amanda came into my room for any reason.

Then, I slept like a baby. That little outfit was so comfortable. I was used to sleeping naked, and I really didn’t think that there could be a more comfortable way to sleep—but this was it! It wasn’t just comfortable, but there was a curious satisfaction to feeling pretty while dozing off.


CHAPTER 9
[image: ]


Ihad a fantasy that night. I wouldn’t call it a dream, because I was awake. In fact, the fantasy was keeping me awake, late into the night.

I knew that Amanda was home and in her bed, asleep, but I kept imagining her waking up in the morning with some excuse as to why she couldn’t go into work. Maybe a hangover (she did sound drunk as she stumbled into the house), or just the sudden desire to stay home because the idea of working seemed too ‘overstimulating’. And in this fantasy, I had no choice but to go into work for her.

And in that fantasy, Amanda messaged me to let me know she was leaving town—no longer interested in that job. So when the HR department came around with forms for me to sign, I made sure to put in my own information, and not Amanda’s. I told the HR lady that I was trans, and that I was now using the name ‘Amanda’, and they didn’t ask any questions on the subject.

In that fantasy, I called my other boss to let him know I’d found another job. I was now going to work at this new company, as ‘Amanda’. I would be making more money, and I would get to wear those cute outfits every day. I could take my first paycheque and I could head to the mall to buy some cute outfits of my own.

That ‘fantasy’ took away at least a few hours of sleep before I woke up to the sound of Amanda groaning in the kitchen. I went to talk to her. “Too sick to go into work?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just need a coffee. I can bullshit my way through a day at the office.”

My heart raced. So much for my fantasy. “We never went over the training. We really need to do that.”

She waved me off. “I’ll figure it out, Matt. Thanks though.”

“I really think we should go over it—or they’ll know someone filled in for you.”

“No one will know, no one will care. I met up with a guy from the office last night. He basically told me it’s the easiest job in the world. He’s going to be there to help me if I need it. Don’t worry about me, Matt. I just need some caffeine to kill this headache.” She sipped from a steaming mug of coffee. Then, she went to get ‘dressed’ for her day. I was appalled to see her putting on sweatpants and a grey sweatshirt. I was pretty sure I saw her wear the same thing to bed the last time she visited. “That’s what you’re wearing?”

“They don’t have a dress code,” she said.

“But… That’s the first impression you want to make?”

She stared at me with a narrow-eyed glare. “Why do you care what I wear, dude?” she asked. “It’s fine. I’m going to sit at a desk all day. I want to be comfortable. Nobody cares what I’m wearing. This isn’t 1952, Matt.”

And she really did leave the house like that: hair tied into a messy bun, no makeup on her face. To be fair, she still did look beautiful; she was naturally beautiful, even when she had a throbbing hangover. And she was right; I attended her work training, and it really was more or less braindead work; she would figure it out quickly, especially if there was a guy there to guide her.

So I went into my own job: a much more physically and mentally taxing job, which paid less. I spent half of the day organizing files in a dark, windowless room, and I spent the other half of the day on the phone with angry customers. I couldn’t fight off the pang of annoyed jealousy, knowing that Amanda was at a desk near a window, overlooking the whole city. I knew she got to take a fifteen minute break every two hours, and she got a full hour of paid lunch. I knew she didn’t have to talk to customers at all. I knew that her office had free vending machines, stocked with snacks and soda pop.

And she got all of that because she was pretty, because some guy had a crush on her, so he pulled some strings and got her an opportunity that most people would never get in their lives. Was it fair? Maybe not—but there wasn’t anything I could do about it…

Or was there?

“Are you staying late tonight?” my boss asked me.

I hesitated. I really didn’t want to stay late, but if I ever wanted another raise, I needed to stand out from my co-workers, and that meant taking overtime whenever it was asked of me. “I can if you need me to,” I said, feigning a smile.

“I need you to,” he said. “Down in the warehouse. A whole shipment came in mislabelled, and the warehouse guys seem to think that it’s not their problem to deal with. I need you to go through everything. Ask them how to use the label maker. Reprint all the correct SKUs. And then sort them properly. I know it’s not your job to sort in the warehouse, but those idiots down there are done for the day in an hour, and I need everything sorted before the trucks come tomorrow.”

It felt like a demotion to warehouse… but I went to do it anyway. I saw the workload in front of me and knew it was going to take hours. And with that time and a half, I was officially making as much money as Amanda was making…

It really did seem unfair.

But as I was tediously going through those items, printing new labels and trudging boxes onto a hydraulic dolly, I started to wonder if things could be different.

I remembered that training session. I remembered those men talking about me in the bathroom. I remembered the training guy ogling me all day. He didn’t even make me take the training test at the end of the day. “I’ll just fill the answers in for you,” he had said to me, and I was pretty sure that was his way of flirting with me. It was a taste of the benefits of being beautiful that Amanda lived every day of her life.

And why couldn’t I have a small taste of that as well? Maybe I wasn’t ‘beautiful’ as a guy, but I knew that I could be as a woman…

I laughed at the thought, but the thought came back again and again, and I started to drum up a new fantasy. I imagined myself applying for a new job—one of those jobs that gets fifty applicants. I imagined myself getting the job because the interviewer thought that I was pretty. I imagined myself starting a whole new job with a new identity—making way more money and having way better working conditions, simply because I was pretty.

Okay, maybe it wouldn’t simply be because I was pretty; the prettiness would just open the door; I still had to walk through the door myself. Amanda was offered an interview because a guy fancied her. But she wouldn’t have gotten the job had it not been for me putting in the leg work.

It was around 8:00 PM when I was finishing sorting those packages. I wiped the sweat from my forehead and then looked over to see one of the suits from upstairs pinning a poster to the cork board next to the clock-in station. I waited for him to leave before sauntering over.

It was a job posting, open to the whole building. “New position: Department Communications Supervisor.” The job description was, essentially, someone to manage communications between departments. I couldn’t help but think that this whole mislabeled inventory fiasco had something to do with the new position. They needed someone to work between departments, to coordinate issues like the one that I was finishing up dealing with now.

It was, quite honestly, a dream job… but it was open to the whole office. It was even open to the public, which I found out when I got home and looked up our company on a job posting board. They were surely going to get hundreds of applicants. The chance of me getting the job was… about zero, even with them claiming they were going to give preference to current employees.

But maybe it would be different if I went in as ‘Amanda’. Amanda could stumble into random building and then stumble out with a pair of court-side tickets to a Raptors game.

When I got back to the house that evening, Amanda was there… with about a dozen of her close friends, including my ex. It was awkward, seeing my ex for the first time since we’d been together. She hardly looked at me, and didn’t talk to me at all, aside from saying, “Hi, Matt.” She wasn’t there to see me; she was there for Amanda’s little welcome-home party, which had been planned and thrown without my knowledge or consent.

I went to my room, thinking it was too awkward to be around my ex. I listened to them as they turned the music louder and louder. Their laughter turned louder and louder. More people showed up. I tried to bite my tongue. It was turning into a legitimate party.

Somehow, I managed to fall asleep—though I should have mustered up the backbone to shut the party down, because when I woke up and went into the kitchen, I saw the citation.

Apparently, the police ended up shutting the party down around 3:00 AM. A ticket was made out—in my name, with my address—for $850. “Are you kidding me!?” I gasped, holding the ticket up.

I went into Amanda’s room. There were two other girls sleeping in the room with her. I went to Amanda and rustled her awake. “What the hell is that?”

“Oh yeah,” she said. “Some guys showed up last night.” She groaned and rubbed her eyes. “They thought it would be funny to do circles on your lawn with their motorcycles. Funny—or cool or something, I don’t know. It was ridiculous. One of your neighbours called the cops. It was total bullshit. We were just having a nice, quiet party until they showed up.”

I knew it was nonsense. I knew it wasn’t a ‘nice, quiet party’, because I suffered through it for hours before I managed to doze off.

I looked out the window at my ruined lawn.

“I’m not paying this,” I said.

“I wouldn’t pay it either,” she said, rolling back over, as if to go to sleep. “I would find those guys and get them to pay it. Or just don’t pay it out of protest.”

“You’re paying it,” I said through clenched teeth.

She flipped over and eyed me with suddenly wide eyes. “What do you mean? I don’t have that kind of money.”

“You’ll figure it out, and you’ll pay it,” I said.

“Hell no! It’s not my fault those guys showed up! I hardly even know them!”

“Amanda,” I said. “Enough is enough. You’re paying the ticket, and you’re moving out.”

“I’m not paying that ticket. You can take me to court!”

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll take you to court—no problem.” I knew she would probably win, because she was pretty and she looked innocent and sweet, and she got away with everything. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work in, like, forty minutes?”

“Do me a favour and call in sick for me,” she said. “And quit being such a spaz. You’re just like Colin.”

“Colin was a saint for putting up with you as long as he did,” I growled. “And I’m not calling in anything for you. You’re on your own. If you want to lose your job, go ahead and lose it. I want you out of the house before the end of the day.”

She sprang up, her adrenaline overpowering her hangover. “Where am I supposed to go?”

I looked around the room. “Go live with one of them,” I suggested. My heart was racing fast. I felt strangely empowered, but also terrified that I was in the process of ending our friendship…

And I didn’t really have any other friends. I’d drifted away from all of my friends over the years, and Amanda was really the only person who appeared consistently over the past few years. But I was starting to think that she was just using me. She wasn’t coming to me because I was a friend, but because I was a helpful resource for her. I was a place to stay. I would bail her out when she messed up. I put up with her crap—and her dog’s literal crap, which was now on my carpet in the living room.

“Go to a hotel,” I suggested.

“No hotel will take my dogs!”

“I’m sorry. You can’t stay here anymore.”

She started to cry, and I will admit that I felt gutted. I thought about backtracking. I thought about taking it back and allowing her to stay while she got back on her feet.

I remembered her father’s dying wish. Of course I wanted the best for her… but it just couldn’t be at my expense any longer.

[image: ]



When I got home, the house was relatively empty. I say relatively because she had taken her dog and her things and had left—but her mess was left behind. The house was still trashed from her party. Empty bottles and cans still were left scattered on the floor. I started cleaning up.

While cleaning, I found some of Amanda’s things: forgotten or missed in the mess. Wrapped up in her bed sheets were panties, stockings, and that little black dress I wore the other day.

In the bathroom, I found makeup supplies that had rolled off of the vanity. I collected it all and put it all together in a box, assuming she would eventually come back for it.

Once the house was cleaned up, I found myself looking at that job posting again, wondering if there was any point whatsoever to apply for it.

My skin tingled the more I thought about it.

Maybe I could get the job…

I made sure the doors were locked and the curtains were shut, and then I shimmed into Amanda’s forgotten clothes. I put on her forgotten makeup. I spent a few minutes admiring myself, and then I started to think about that job again more seriously.

Walking into a building full of strangers was embarrassing… There was no way that I could walk into my own workplace, where I’d spent the past eight years, and expect to go unrecognized by anyone…

Would they recognize me? At Amanda’s workplace, nobody knew that I was a guy; maybe I could get away with it at my building too…

My heart raced faster and faster—and I knew what that meant. I knew it meant that I was actually considering this crazy idea.


CHAPTER 10
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Ihate to say this again, but it’s the truth: that day was a blur. I had sent in my application. HR replied quickly, giving me a time and date for my interview. I hadn’t told them that I would be showing up for the interview… as a girl.

I spent two hours in my bathroom, perfecting my makeup, making every single detail just right. I had a bit of practice now. I had a good idea of how to draw neat lines. I knew how to make soft gradients with the eye shadow.

But I can’t say I remember much of those two hours. I remember my heart racing. I remember my palms sweating. I remember having to turn out the lights for a minute so that I could calm down from my viciously overstimulated state.

I remember leaving my house… sort of. I mean—I remember the horror and dread and panic. But I don’t remember the exact details of how I ended up at the office. I don’t remember walking in the door of the lobby, but I do remember the absolute terror when people I knew started to look over at me.

I remember the uncertainty. I had no idea if they knew who I was. Some of them looked for more than a brief second. Some of those guys were guys I had lunch with three times a week.

I tried not to look at them. I tried to keep myself calm. I tried not to cave to the desire to run out of that building before it was too late.

Somehow, I ended up on the fourth floor where the HR department was. I ended up in a waiting room with four other applicants. I recognized one girl from my own floor; she was all dolled up for her interview now, but I knew that I was a better candidate. I knew that she had never worked an overtime shift in her life. And… well, I hate to sound so pompous, but I was hotter. I knew that I had a cuter outfit, and my makeup was way sexier. I don’t want to body-shame anyone, but I had that killer curvy figure that Amanda had. I’d already caught a few guys checking me out.

Or were they staring at me because they recognized me?

My heart was pounding with terror the whole time; that much I remember quite clearly.

“Matt?” a voice called out. It was the name on my application, of course, because that was the name I was employed under.

The people around me looked around, confused, and then I stood up and feigned a smile. “You can call me Amanda,” I managed to say.

I felt like such an imposter. I felt so insane, impersonating Amanda… but I knew that it had worked for me before. It’s not like I was stealing her identity; I wasn’t going to take her last name and her social insurance number. I was just… trying to be her, so I could harness some of her ridiculous luck.

I don’t know why that’s the name I picked.

There were some confused faces. I tried not to look as I scurried by them.

The woman took me to a room where three men were seated. She walked over to them and said, “Here’s, uh, her resume. Just so you know, she goes by Amanda.”

There were more looks of confusion. Then, one of the men asked, “Is Matt short for… Mathea?”

I nodded my head, even though it was a lie. Then, the men looked strangely relieved. I can’t quite explain to you why they were relieved. Maybe they didn’t want to think that I was a man. Maybe they thought that I was cute and hated the idea of thinking they might find a man attractive. Now, they thought that I was a woman.

“Amanda must be a middle name,” one of the men said. I didn’t comment.

It was a weird thirty minutes. I was extra-conscious of my appearance. I was terrified that my voice was going to slip, or that I would turn my chin up too high and they would see my Adam’s apple looking too prominent.

I really can’t remember much of what they asked me, or how I answered. I just mostly remember my heart pounding so hard that I was sure I could hear it.

And then I remember emerging from the room after a full thirty-minute interview. I went to a seat to collect my papers back into my little purse. And five minutes later, the next applicant was finished her interview. Why did she only get five minutes while I got thirty?

Was that a good sign?

As I was about to leave, one of the interviewers caught up with me. “Miss Amanda,” he said. I turned to look at him. I’d seen him before around the office, but now, he looked a whole foot taller, and he looked much broader than I remembered—which was quite strange, because I was now wearing heels; I was usually a few inches shorter than I was now, but somehow I felt so much smaller in that little black dress.

“Yes?” I said softly.

“You forgot this,” he said, handing me my phone. I must have left it on the table.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry,” he said. “I, uh, put my phone number in it… in a note. If you maybe, um… want to get a drink or something—just give me a me a call or a text message.”

Of course I did it—not because I wanted to pursue a romance with a man, but because I thought it would help my chances. We met just a few hours later, at a bar near the office. It was a terrifying meeting—until he said, “I was looking at your resume more closely. You lied about your name being Mathea, didn’t you?”

I turned dark red. Then, before I could say anything else, he said, “I’m sorry, but I looked you up in the system and saw your full name is Matthew. You’re trans, right? Don’t worry; I have no issue with that. I just wanted to let you know that I changed the info in the system. You’re registered with the company now as Amanda.”

“T—Thank you,” I said softly.

Him knowing that I was a biological male was a big relief. I no longer felt so much pressure to hide any slips. And he still seemed into me. He was still staring into my eyes, still complimenting me, still checking me out when he thought that I wasn’t looking.

Then, later in the night, he said, “You know, this is technically an upper-management position you’re applying for. And in upper-management, we have top-tier medical coverage.”

I smiled, not sure where he was going with this.

“Something like… breast implants… they would be covered entirely by your health coverage—if you get the job. Gender affirmation is totally covered. Hormones, operations—whatever.”

My heart raced a bit faster. I hadn’t thought about having real breasts. I was used to putting in water balloons. But real boobs! The thought had me blushing and grinning. I imagined being able to cup them with my hands, to jiggle them, to squeeze them. Why was that thought so appealing? It was even more appealing than the thought of playing with some other chick’s boobs.

I liked the feeling of being complimented over and over. I liked the way he was looking at me, with so much admiration in his eyes. This wasn’t something that I was used to as a man. I liked the way he could make me blush. Hell—I even liked it when he ordered drinks for me. Then he ordered food for me, making me feel like a princess or something.

I was so flustered, so surprised, so… liberated.

I hate to even admit this. I hate for you to think that I was taking advantage of my situation. I would hate for you to think that I was an opportunity and I sacrificed my humility to achieve a goal. I mean—maybe that did cross my mind. Maybe that job opportunity did slip into my mind when he said, “Want to have a drink at my place?”

And maybe it was on my mind when I was in his house, dropping down to my knees while he unzipped his fly.

But it really wasn’t the only reason I did it. In fact—I may have done it had the job not been on the table at all.

I’d never thought about a man in that way before. I’d never fantasized about a guy or imagined touching a penis. But all night, he had been complimenting me and looking at me with those eyes full of admiration. Those eyes… they struck new feelings into me. I’d never felt those feelings before. I felt so fuzzy… so submissive. I felt cute and sexy. I felt this strange desire to impress him. I felt a weird desire to be as feminine as absolutely possible, and when the opportunity presents itself for me to sink to my knees, it seemed like the perfect opportunity to be the most feminine girly girl that I could be.

So I went down to my knees. I gently wrapped my fingers around his thick, throbbing girth. I led his fat tip into my mouth. I was scared of how it would taste. I was scared that it would feel disgusting. I was worried that I was going to gag—or even puke.

But it felt… fine. In fact, feeling him so hard was weirdly satisfying, knowing that he was hard for me—because of me. It was like the ultimate validation. I grabbed his thighs and I bobbed my head, pushing my nose into his pubic hair over and over. He moaned. His cock twitched in my mouth. I slid my tongue up and down the underside of his long dick.

And I actually liked the feeling of his fingers in my hair. I liked when he gently pulled my hair. I liked when he called me “babydoll”. I liked taking dirty to him, making him blush.

I had him lay on his bed. Naked, I climbed onto him. Even naked, I felt like a girl. The way he looked at me made me feel more like a girl than any outfit. I planted my hands on his chest and stared into his eyes. “I want you inside of me,” I said softly. I reached down and took his slobber-slicked shaft, aimed it up, and pushed his tip into my hole. I gasped loudly when I sat down, forcing him to penetrate me.

His hands clutched me firmly, almost squeezing the air out of me. He was so big. I felt so small. He began thrusting upwards, making me gasp and moan. I did my best to remain upright, though my body was trembling all over. Pulses of tingling pleasure shot up my spine, and soon, my arms couldn’t continue to support me. I fell onto his naked chest, feeling his sweat against my naked skin. He wrapped his arms around me and continued thrusting up into my anus.

I’m not sure when it happened, because the whole thing felt like one endless orgasm—but at some point, my cock had blasted cum all over his abs. It was wet and gooey—and there was a lot of it! It was trickling down both sides of his body, and it was smeared all over my stomach. I blushed, embarrassed, but he didn’t seem to care.

He kept fucking me, until he was ejaculating inside of me: a fantastic feeling. It was wet and warm and tingly, and it landed in just the right spot. I gasped when he pulled out of me slowly. I suddenly felt so weirdly empty.

It wasn’t ten minutes before I awkwardly asked him to do it again—and he was hard within a minute, ready to go at me again.

And maybe that’s part of the reason I got that job. I mean—he was one of the guys making the decision on who to pick. Maybe he felt morally obligated to choose me after I let him fuck me four times in one night. Maybe he was hoping that I would put out again and again if we crossed paths more often.

Honestly, I was happy to put out again if he was willing to make me feel as special as he made me feel that night. We did end up meeting again for drinks, and it did turn into a night at his house again, this time with me wearing lingerie that he bought just for me.

But I’m not going to lie to you and say that my ‘transition’ was so simple and quick and beneficial in every way possible. Of course it wasn’t, because that’s not really how life works. It took some time—for people to accept me as a girl, and for me to finally accept myself. I will admit that I worked more than a few shifts in that new position before I truly felt like I was living my life genuinely. For a long time, I felt like I was still impersonating Amanda. I mean—after all, I was still using her name!

And for a long time, I felt like I was just impersonating a woman so that people would treat me more nicely, but that illusion vanished once I realized that I wasn’t exactly being treated better across the board. I found out that there were employees in that building who had nothing nice to say about me—or trans people in general. One woman even called me mentally ill—to my face. It was embarrassing at times, with some people calling me ‘sir’ once they learned that I was a biological male. One employee even left the company because he refused to work under me. “I won’t work for a tranny,” he yelled, and everyone heard it; it was humiliating.

But that was the moment that I realized I really wanted to be a girl, because in that moment, I realized that I had the chance to be whoever I wanted to me. I had the job, so I could have just gone back to being Matt… but I didn’t want to do that; I didn’t want to stop being ‘Amanda’. I felt like it suited me. I felt like I wanted to be a girl, even if it meant some people whispering behind my back, even if it meant some people disrespecting me to my face. I wanted to be a girl so badly that I didn’t care about any of that stuff.

And it was weird to think that I had Amanda (the original Amanda) to thank for this revelation. I would have never in a thousand years tried on a romper or a dress. I would have never put makeup on my face—and I certainly wouldn’t have ever left the house dressed as a girl. It was my desire to help Amanda under any circumstances that pushed me to explore that side of myself.

I mean—maybe it had always been deep, deep in the back of my mind: so far back that even I wasn’t aware of it. It’s possible; anything’s possible. Maybe I could have made some phone calls when Amanda told me to find someone else to interview for her. Maybe, deep down, I wanted to put on her clothes. Maybe, deep down, I wanted an excuse to try out being a girl.

And maybe, deep down, I accepted that date with my boss because I really did want to try sucking a cock. Maybe I did want to know how it felt to be rammed hard by a throbbing cock. Is it really so wrong to want to explore yourself?

You’re probably wondering what happened to Amanda. Well, she didn’t have a terrific next few months. It was only two weeks before she was fired from her new job. The very same day that she was fired, animal control had confiscated her dogs, and collections had finally tracked down her Jeep and managed to take it from her. I found all of this out in court, when I was fighting her over that ticket she felt that I needed to pay for some reason. I guess she thought that telling the judge all about all of her recent woes might win her some pity, but it didn’t win her anything. The judge told her that she had to pay not only that ticket, but she had to pay for the damages done to my house during that party—including fixing the landscaping.

She came to me afterwards, outside of the courthouse, and started crying. She wrapped her arms around me and apologized for everything. Her apology really did seem genuine, until she sniffled and said, “So you don’t actually want me to pay for all of that stuff, do you?”

“I mean… yeah, I do.”

Then, her attitude shifted suddenly. Her expression dropped and she screamed at me. She called me the ‘worst friend ever’, and she stormed off. Though it wasn’t the last time that I saw her.

It was a year later when she showed up on my doorstep. Now, I was living as a woman entirely—not just at work (it took a few months to come out to my family and neighbours). I let her inside and we sat down to chat for a while. She asked about my transition and, the whole time, she seemed super polite and calm. I asked her how she was doing, and then she told me.

“I hit rock bottom after that court date,” she said. “Another friend invited me to live with her, but after a week, she kicked me out because I drank all of her liquor… I had an alcohol problem, and it really dawned on me when I literally homeless the very next day. I slept outside for weeks, thinking that it was just an awkward transitionary period… and then I really realized that I was homeless. Someone even stole my shoes while I was sleeping. I was barefoot and homeless, begging cars at red lights for money. It was just… awful.

“I went to the pound to see my dogs, but they were gone. They told me that people had come in and adopted them, and they wouldn’t tell me who. I was just… crushed. I felt like I had nothing left to live for, so I kind of just gave up. I stopped begging for money and I damn-near starved. I ended up fainting and waking up in a hospital. They had me hooked up to an IV and they kept me there for over a week because I was so malnourished. On my second-last day in the hospital, they had me meet with a therapist.

“I ended up telling her about you, and how you helped me and then I threw that party in your house, and I lost the job you helped me to get. I started meeting with her every week, and she eventually convinced me that I’d badly manipulated you—and others—for my own gain, and that I needed to start paying back the people that I’ve used over the years, so that I can move past the guilt that I’ve been living with. Anyway, she really motivated me to want to pay you... the money that the court ordered me to pay, and I never did. I went and found a crappy job and I just saved every spare penny. And here: here’s the full amount.” She took out an envelope and placed it on my table. I could see that it was a lot—probably the full ten-thousand she was ordered to pay.

“I can’t accept that,” I said, letting a bit of that familiar pity sneak in.

“No,” she said quickly. “Take it. I’m leaving it here no matter what. I need you to take it. I need you to take it so I can free myself from this guilt that I’ve been straddled with—at least a little bit of the guilt. I want it gone. I want to start fresh. I’m not asking you to forgive me; I’m just asking you to accept the money.”

“Fine,” I said.

She smiled. Then, she stood up, and that’s when I noticed there was a bump. She looked pregnant… though I was too afraid to ask if she was pregnant, in case she was just getting a bit chubby.

She must have noticed me looking, because she put her hands on her belly and said, “I’m four-months.”

“Who’s the guy?” I asked.

“His name is Nathan. He’s actually waiting for me to meet him for dinner. You can come, if you want.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “I don’t want to intrude.”

“It wouldn’t be intruding.”

I smiled. “It’s really okay.” To be honest, I hadn’t fully forgiven her for the way she treated me, even though it sounded like she’d suffered a harsh punishment. The universe finally stopped letting her get away with her manipulation, and it all came full-circle.

I felt horrible taking all of her money while she was pregnant. But I really did have to take it. I couldn’t let her keep it. I couldn’t encourage her to return to that kind of behaviour, those terrible habits. Yes, she was pregnant, and she was going to need some financial stability for the sake the child, but she still had to live with the consequences of her actions.

I planned to buy her a nice baby gift.

She was happy, with a man and a child on the way.

As for me, I was moving into a new stage of life as well. I didn’t even tell you about Robin, who had started working on the same floor as me at the office. She was a cute little redhead with pale skin and lots of freckles. Since transitioning, I strangely hadn’t been attracted to girls—but Robin was different. As soon as I saw her, I felt all of that same attraction that I used to feel towards girls.

And when I found out that she was trans, I was even more enamoured… so I asked her out on a date, and she accepted.

She looked so damn cute on our date. I felt like she was out of my league—and then she admitted to me, “I just feel like you’re way out of my league.” We both blushed and laughed, and then we ended up back at my place together. We took turns on top, experimenting to see what we liked better. After a few nights together, we agreed that I belonged on the bottom, and she belonged on top. We fucked a lot—so much that we ended up moving in together, in my house. Life really improved tenfold after that. Not only was I no longer lonely, but we now had way more expendable income. We both got raises at work, and we started driving to work together, saving even more on gas. We used that spare cash to go on fun little vacations together.

I could write for pages and pages about Robin, but I fear that I would bore you to death if I did that. All you really need to know is that I was happier than I’d ever been before.

THE END


JOIN PATREON


Nicole is releasing a new Patreon-Exclusive book each week.

So far, there are 65 Patreon-Exclusive tales—too many to list here—including full-length novels.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NICOLE C.’S MAILING LIST!

Sign up takes less than ten seconds and requires no personal information. Once signed up, you will be notified whenever there is a new release, free giveaway, epic discount… Oh, and did I mention a free book? That’s right! Get Cheerleader: A Tale of Reluctant Feminization absolutely free when you sign up.

Join:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


ABOUT NICOLE


Nicole is an author of transgender romance and feminization fiction. She published her first book in 2024. She has a friend named Nikki, and despite what her therapist insists, they are not the same person.


OEBPS/image_rsrcWJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcWH.jpg
NICOLE C.

ersonator

cluctantly becom

ing my female bestfriend

r







OEBPS/image_rsrcWM.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g






OEBPS/image_rsrcWN.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcWK.jpg





