

Chapter One

A Sister's Request

I always thought that September was the best month. Not just because it had my birthday in it (in fact I just turned 15) or because high school had just started for me. Rather, it was the leaves falling all around that always looked so nice.

The autumn scenery is so great for writing poetry, and now that I'm taking a poetry class this semester, I'll have plenty of inspiration.

Yeah, I know, poetry isn't really the most masculine attribute, but I really enjoy it. To be honest, I don't exactly have the most masculine attributes anyway. I'm 5'5" (I haven't hit puberty yet), I have long brunette hair past my shoulders, and I don't have big muscles.

I guess one masculine thing about me though is that I'm a pretty decent runner (I run on my own, not on the cross country team), so that helps me get toned.

It was my second week of school and I haven't made too many new friends yet. However, I'm still close with my best friend from middle school, Daisy. We've been friends since we were three years old, and our families do a lot together to this day.

So I'd say my life is pretty typical and boring. As of now…

◆◆◆

I get home from school on a Tuesday and walk in to be greeted by my Mom, Dad, and sister, Jenna, sitting in the living room. It's the same thing every day, except this time Jenna said something pretty atypical.

"Hey Sam, can you meet me up in my room in a minute? I need a favor."

I hesitated due to the strangeness of her request. "Uhhh sure. Yeah I can help, I guess."

It was weird. Jenna had never really asked me to go into her room before. I mean we definitely have a good relationship with each other — my whole family does — but Jenna usually reserves her room as her own personal space.

I walk up the stairs and open her door. She's sitting down at her desk with a bunch of notebooks out. There are sketches on them of different clothes and hairstyles.

"Oh there you are! So you said you'd help me?" Jenna asked.

"Well I guess that depends on what it's for," I replied, unsure.

"It's for a class. Trust me, it'll take like 10 minutes."

"Sure, but what is it you need help with?"

Jenna continued to look down and sketched out something. "It's for my fashion class. Our first unit is on hairstyles: what looks good, what doesn't, and why. Just typical stuff."

Jenna then pulled out a clamp looking thing.

"So basically… I was wondering if I could style your hair and take a few pictures!"

I was shocked! Why does she need to take pictures of me? A boy!

"Aren't these girls' hairstyles you're working on?" I asked concertedly.

"Well... not necessarily..." she began, "I was just hoping I could straighten your hair and show some of the pictures in class. Most of the girls are using their own, but since I have a short pixie cut, I can't."

I paused for a second. Do I really need to do this? I mean, I already know I'm not that masculine, and this certainly isn't going to help.

"Ehhh...I don't know," I said, "I feel like people will make fun of me if they know I'm getting my hair done in a girly style."

Jenna finally looked up from her notebook and looked at me. "Nobody has to know it's you. I mean, all the people who would be seeing this are other seniors in high school, and they probably don't even know I have a freshman little brother. Plus, if they ask, I'll just say it's my cousin or sister or something."

I still felt uneasy. Jenna smiled at me pleading. She's always been so nice to me and I see her as a good sister and friend.

"...I guess I'll help," I said regretfully, but with a weak grin.

Jenna jumped up. "Yay! You're such a help!" She then immediately picked up that clamp thing (which I learned is called a flat iron) and sat me down at her vanity.

"So I know you have pretty wavy and messy hair," she began, "but I believe there's a lot of potential. You have a lot of volume and once this straightening iron does its job, it should look really good."

She got right to work and explained the steps to me as she went.

First, Jenna put some dry shampoo powder on my roots to absorb any oils that start to develop. Then, she started sectioning off my hair, after she put up part of it in a scrunchie. She would take sections of it at a time and run the flat iron through it a few times over. It took about 25 minutes, but by the end, my hair was completely straightened and shiny.

"Voila!" Jenna exclaimed, "So...what do you think?"

I stared at it for a little while, kind of surprised at how I looked. I'd never seen my hair so shiny before. I shook my head and my hair gracefully swayed across my face, neck, and head.

"...and a finishing touch." Jenna said, as she put a flowery, black clip in my hair. I gave her a semi-mean look, but let her leave it in.

"It actually doesn't look half-bad," I said, a bit impressed and surprised at myself.

"I figured you'd like it. Everyone likes being pampered from time to time." She smiled at me and I smiled back. "Oh! And now the pictures of course!"

Jenna pulled out her phone and stood about 5 feet away. I turned around, as I did NOT want my face being seen in these pictures. She took a few from the back, the top, and even a few from the side, but I made sure it was clear that you couldn't tell it was me in the pictures.

"All done...sis!" Jenna joked. I shot her another glare but she just laughed it off.

Right as we finished, our mom called us down for dinner. We went downstairs right away, as we were very hungry.

"Well well well, who do we have here?" Mom said. I looked back at Jenna but she just smiled. Then I realized that she meant me! Right as that happened, I blushed.

"Uhh...Jenna was..." I stammered.

"It's okay honey, I think it looks good." My mom said as she walked over and kissed me on the forehead.

All I could do was blush. I began to explain but then Jenna spoke up.

"It was for my fashion class project," Jenna explained. "Since I have my pixie cut, I needed someone with long hair to style and take pictures of."

"I guess your brother is a good resource..." Mom said.

"Even if it makes you look a bit girly." my Dad pitched in.

Both my parents and Jenna laughed. I laughed nervously with embarrassment.

We ate dinner and afterwards, I went up to my room to do homework.

So many weird feelings went through my head today. I had straightened my hair for the first time, and it didn't actually make me feel that bad. I wouldn't say it was a good feeling, but I definitely learned more about what girls go through when they do their hair. I mean it takes a good half hour (if you know what you're doing) to get your hair all straightened and ready for the day. To relax, I wrote a brief poem about my feelings for the day:

a different experience

like none i'd felt before

soft hair cross'd my neck

causing tingling galore

t'is usually known

by girls alone

but tonight an exception

for me in my home

◆◆◆

The next morning, my hair had lost most of the straightening, but I could still tell it was like that a bit.

School was pretty average as always, and I luckily didn't get any comments on my hair.

When I returned home, Jenna was waiting at the door with a big smile on her face.

"I'm assuming you want to know how my class went??" Jenna said excitedly.

"Uhm sure...I guess. The pictures worked well?" I responded.

"My class loved it! They adored how shiny your hair was and thought that they'd never seen anyone pull off straightened hair that well! Isn't that cool?"

"I suppose that's good for you, right?"

"Well yeah I got full points on the assignment, but what was really interesting was that everyone wanted to know who I took the photos of."

My heart dropped for a second. "You...you didn't tell, did you?" I said, freaking out.

Jenna sighed, "No, I didn't. I said that they were from my cousin."

I breathed a sigh of relief. "Thanks, Jenna," I said, "I'm just glad that I could help and keep my anonymity at the same time."

"Yes, thanks again. However, I'd like to stress that even my teacher was blown away by what your hair could look like. If they knew it was a boy's hair, I'm sure they'd flip out."

"I can imagine," I said. There was a brief pause. "Well, I think I'm gonna go for a run. But I'm really happy the pictures worked well."

I started walking past my sister but she grabbed my shoulder. "That actually brings me to my next point...Would you mind doing me another huge favor?"

I stopped and a skeptical look creeped on my face. "What kind of favor...?"

"...can I do your hair again?" Jenna said sheepishly.

I sighed. "Listen, I was going to go for a run..."

"Oh please Sam! You were so helpful last time!" she pleaded.

"Ugh. Fine." I said. I guess I could put off the run.

Jenna squealed and told me to run up to her room. I guess I'm just too nice sometimes.

◆◆◆

I went to my room to drop off my backpack and put some things away and then walked over to Jenna's room. When I walked in, I assumed that she'd just be needing to straighten my hair again, but this time, there were MANY more products and items out on the table than before.

"What...what's this?" I asked.

"Oh yeah..." Jenna responded, "I need to do a bit more this time. Our requirement is to use curlers this time. It might take a bit longer...could you still help...?"

I guess I'd already committed, and I'm in her room now...so I nodded and sat down.

"You are going to be so pretty!" Jenna cooed, as she ran her fingers through my hair. I gulped nervously. She then caught herself, "I mean, your hair will look pretty." She smiled and giggled.

She started by spraying my hair with some sort of fragrance. "What does this do for the process?" I asked.

"Oh, nothing. It's just always nice if hair smells nice." She said, giggling girlishly.

I sighed and just accepted it. She ran the flat iron through my hair briefly to straighten it out again. It didn't take as long as last time because it was still straight enough from yesterday. She then went to work with a curling rod. She started with a few sections of my hair, the same way as she did with the flat iron, but this time, she just curled it.

She went to work on all my hair and within a half hour she was done. It was a weird sight. My hair was always kind of wavy in a messy way, but this time it was a 'coordinated wavy.'

Jenna stepped back from me to admire my hair, "I think it looks great. What do you think Sam?"

"I guess it looks...nice." I said. I mean what else am I supposed to say? 'It looks adorable' is not something a guy would ever say.

"Just nice?" Jenna asked. "Ugh boys know nothing about hair... Alright! Picture time!"

She had me stand up this time.

"Wait. That plaid button-down looks awkward," she said, "do you have an undershirt underneath?"

"Uh, yeah I do." I said, confused. I took off my plaid button down and now had my white undershirt on."

"Thanks. You can tell in the picture that that isn't a girl's shirt. See? I am looking out for you."

We both laughed and she was about to take the picture of my hair, but she had one more correction. Jenna grabbed a peach infinity scarf lying on her bed.

"Put this on. It'll look much cuter in the photo." She said, tossing the scarf toward me.

I caught the scarf. "Ehhh, I don't think so...This is too girly."

"Too girly? But nobody knows it's a guy in the picture. If anything, it'll assure that nobody will suspect it's a boy's hair."

She had a good point. She helped me put on the scarf. It was positioned delicately around my neck. It was a very feminine scarf, and it felt really weird to be wearing it. Once it was finally positioned well, Jenna readjusted my curled hair so it cascaded over my shoulders and the scarf.

With everything set, she snapped the pictures, and uploaded them to the computer on powerpoint for the class assignment.

Watching the pictures get uploaded, I noticed that they looked very good. Even though you couldn't tell it was a boy, it was weird to see the hair—my hair—look that feminine.

"Thanks again little bro. They look fantastic," Jenna said with a smile.

I hesitated, still staring at the pictures on the computer screen. I told her "no problem at all," but did I really mean that? I mean, was I doing the right thing, trying out such a girly hairstyle?


Chapter Two

A Bit More Feminine

To be completely honest, yesterday was a weird experience. I had never had my hair curled before, or worn a girly infinity scarf for that matter. I could say I was not happy with yesterday, but I'd be lying. It was a very neutral experience. I really have no strong feelings about what happened, except that I'm happy I could help out my sister, Jenna.

The morning started off poorly as I woke up at my bedroom desk. I guess I had fallen asleep doing homework! But there's good news and bad news. The good news is that I actually did finish all my homework, so I'll be fine for my classes. The bad news is that it's 7:40, and school starts in 20 minutes!

Immediately, I heard a knock on my door from Mom, "Sam, are you getting up? You're lucky I'm driving you and your sister today!"

I shot out of my chair and gathered my books. I ran downstairs to meet my sister who was already ready to go. I grabbed my lunch and a banana for breakfast and ran out to the car. Within three minutes we left.

"Damn it's really too bad I slept so late. I just had a lot of homework I guess," I managed to say while yawning.

Jenna then spoke up with a grin, "Yeah and you didn't even get a chance to fix your hair!"

WHAT? I completely forgot about my hair! It still had all of its curls in it!

"Crap!" I said nervously to Jenna, "What the heck do I do?!"

"I think it looks cute, honey." Mom said.

"Not helping, Mom!" I yelled back.

"Here's what you do, Sam," Jenna said, grabbing a hair band off of her wrist. She motioned for me to lean towards her, and she proceeded to grab my hair and put it into a bun.

"That should do the trick." Jenna said.

I was relieved, it did happen to stay pretty well, and you couldn't tell that my hair was even curled. I had never worn a bun before at school, but I suppose this is better than sporting a girlier hairstyle.

"Thanks, Jenna. I owe you BIG TIME."

And with that we scampered out of the car, into the school, and off to our respective classes.

◆◆◆

The day went by quite smoothly. I got a few comments from people regarding my bun, but it didn't bother me much, as all the questions came from girls. A few of them even said they liked it.

I returned from school to, once again, Jenna sitting in the living room waiting for me.

"Hey, Mr. Bun, how was school?" Jenna asked jokingly.

"Ha ha hilarious," I remarked sarcastically, "But really, it was fine. I got a few comments, but nothing out of the ordinary. Thanks again for saving me with that hair band."

"Of course! What kind of sister would I be if I didn't help my brother when he was in need?"

We smiled at each other. Then after a brief silence, she brought up the exact thing I expected to hear about when I walked in the door.

"So you'll never believe what happened in my fashion class today!" she squealed.

"Hmm...they liked my hair?" I said dully.

"Even better! My teacher asked me to curl her hair for her in front of the class! I'll be getting an 'A' for sure!"

"Hey hey that's great news!" I said with genuine excitement, "So, is that all you really do in this class? Work on hair?"

Jenna shook her head. "No, that's just the first unit. There are other fashion units coming up soon."

We chatted in the living room for the next hour about school, family stuff, and even a little about hair, surprisingly. After that, I decided to go up to my room and get changed to go on a run.

◆◆◆

I decided to do a four mile outing — relatively short in the scheme of things — but the run allowed me to reflect on this last day. I mean, what if I had been discovered? What if my bun just fell out, and the curls cascaded over my shoulders? I can't even imagine what I'd do! Kids in school are so judgmental. Something just a little out of the ordinary (like a boy with curled hair) would cause them to flip out and tease.

I got back from my run, and before I even went down, I had to write my thoughts down in a quick poem:

wavy hair

straight hair

so many options

so many styles

for girls to try and share

but a mangy ‘do

on a mangy dude

is the only option boys can choose

◆◆◆

I left my room to the shower, but ran into Jenna on the way to the bathroom. She looked awkward.

"Hey...Sam?" she said sheepishly.

"What's up?"

"You know how in the car this morning, you said you'd owe me big time? Ya know, for helping you out with your hair?"

"Sure, I remember saying that."

"Well I'd like to cash in that favor now."

"Okay...what is it?" I said nervously.

"I'd like to style your hair again, if you don't mind."

I didn't think much of this, as I'd now done it twice before and I owe her a favor.

"Sure, I'll help. And you need this for class tomorrow?" I asked.

Jenna paused. "Well...we don't exactly need it for class anymore. We don't need pictures of hair styles any more. I just want to try a few things out on you before I style my teacher's hair in front of the class...would that be okay with you?"

Well this was odd. The two times before were for a class assignment, but now it almost seemed like she wanted to do this for fun. I looked at her while she waited for me to give an answer. Again, those pleading eyes stared at me...

"Fine, I'll help. But let me shower first."

Jenna squealed, "Yay! But first, let me grab my special shampoo and conditioner. It'll make your hair extra soft and make it smell flowery!"

Before I could debate that, Jenna was off to the downstairs bathroom to grab the shampoo and conditioner. When she returned, she gave me careful instructions on how to wash my hair. I never knew there was so much thought into just washing hair!

I stepped in the shower and did as she said. When I put on my robe after finishing, she came in and used a blow drier on my hair. She used a long brush to make the hair soft and shiny. Once she was done using the hair dryer, she led me to her room, where she began to run the flat iron through my hair. Just as she did last time, she sectioned it off, and within 15 minutes, my hair was straight and shiny. She then ran the curling iron to give me long, loose curls/waves throughout my hair.

"You're gonna love what this looks like once I'm done," Jenna said with a smile.

I smiled back, slightly scared to see how feminine my hair was going to look.

By the time she finished curling my hair, it laid softly on my shoulders. There I was, sitting in my sister's room in my underwear and robe, with girly, curled hair. But she wasn't quite done. She completed it by having what she called ‘waterfall braids’, which was a line of braids going across the middle of the back of my hair, and sections of my hair pulled through those braids.

Jenna stood back and admired her work. "Oh, and a finishing touch!" she said, as she ran to her closet and grabbed a pink bow to put amongst the cascades of flowing hair.

Admittedly the hair looked beautiful. Any girl with that kind of hair would get the attention of any guy. It had a tenderness and sweetness to it that just screamed…’pretty’.

Unfortunately, that hairstyle was on me.

"So it looks good?" I asked, breaking the silence.

Jenna laughed, "Good? I don't think I've seen anyone pull off that hairstyle better! Not even girls!"

I blushed. "Well I'm glad I could help you out. So this is the style you're going to be using for your teacher?"

"That's what I'm planning on," Jenna said as she rummaged through her closet.

There was a brief silence? "Hey, do you mind if I actually take a few pictures? I know I don't need them for class, but it would be a waste to never document the quality of this hair!"

I sighed, annoyed. "Sure," I said, conceding.

Jenna jumped with happiness. "Just because the pictures will be taken from shoulder up, it'd be best if you put on another one of my scarves and a white undershirt."

I agreed, and changed into my pants, but could not find my white t-shirt.

I yelled to my sister in her room, "Hey I can't find a white t-shirt. Will another color do?"

She yelled back, "Don't worry! I've got one in here!"

I shrugged and walked back to my sister's room. When I returned, she was holding up one of her own shirts.

"You want me to wear your shirt...?" I said uncomfortably.

"It's just a plain white shirt, but with a little deeper v-neck, a little tighter, and shorter sleeves."

"So...a blouse?"

"I guess, but it's just a regular shirt. You'll only have it on for a brief time, so don't worry."

I reluctantly nodded, and put on her shirt. My sister and I are pretty much the same size, so the shirt fit well. She handed me a light blue infinity scarf and I put that on as well. She helped me drape my curled, wavy hair over my—I mean Jenna's—scarf. With everything set, Jenna started taking pictures of my hair. She took probably 30 pictures from all angles (except from the front, of course), and even took a few with my hands in the picture, running my fingers through my hair.

"We're lucky that you have delicate hands, because otherwise people might think you're a boy!" Jenna said giggling.

"Yeah..." I responded uncomfortably. Boy, she really doesn't hold back on complimenting my features.

Jenna finished with the pictures and let me go back to my room. I gave her back my shirt, fixed my hair to a more normal look, and went to do homework and get ready for school on Friday.

◆◆◆

School was good on Friday, and I came home after, ready to enjoy the weekend. For once, I walked in the house and Jenna wasn't in the living room. I asked Mom where she was, and she told me she was in her room. Apparently the second she got home, she rushed right up to her room and got on her laptop. Whatever it was, seemed really important.

That had confused me, but I figured I would go up to her room to see what she is up to. I knocked on her door.

"Come in!" She shouted. I walked in, and she indeed was on her computer, and seemingly focused on something.

"Oh good, it's you! I have great news!" Jenna exclaimed.

"Well, tell me!" I responded with excitement.

"So you remember the pictures that I took yesterday and the days before?"

"Umm, yeah, of course. What's up?"

"Well I showed them to some of my friends this morning, and said my ‘cousin’ has an Instagram account with these pictures."

"I don't know if that's a..." I tried to speak, but she interrupted me.

"Well I already created it..." Jenna said with a smile growing.

I turned beet red. "What!?! My hair is on Instagram? As a girl??"

Jenna's smile went away just a bit, "Well your hair looked just so pretty, and so many people liked it. I felt it just had to be shared."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. How could I be on Instagram? As a girl?

Jenna sheepishly spoke up again, "And it's already pretty popular..."

I blushed even more, "Do I want to know how many followers it has?"

Jenna turned to her computer. "Uhh... 312 followers as of now, and it's growing. But listen, people are really in love with your hair. People are commenting and saying that it is some of the most beautiful they’ve ever seen. People love to look at and appreciate beauty, and your hair is really something special that means a lot to people. Especially to me.

Jenna then walked up to me and ran her fingers through my brunette hair.

This was insane. I guess it's good that people are enjoying it, but there's a fine line between having a small classroom look at my hair, and creating a fake person's account with over 300 followers. So do I tell her to delete it? If my hair is really that special, I guess I can keep it up a bit longer...


Chapter Three

The Fashion Expo

I had a lot to think about that night. First off, I had apparently become an Instagram user within the last 24 hours, which is not something I would have ever predicted. Probably because I'm not even a huge social media fan anyway.

But just like that, I was on my way to becoming a somewhat known Instagram ‘star’ at school...as a girl.

But now it's the weekend, so hopefully some of the hype will be going down. I woke up Saturday morning and had breakfast as usual. I sat down at the table and Mom walked up to me with a plate of pancakes.

"I felt like being nice this morning," she said, setting the plate down in front of me.

"Thanks!" I replied. It's always nice to start the day off with a good breakfast. I decided I'd go for a run, so I went back upstairs to my room to change. In the hallway, I ran into my sister.

"Hey Jenna, what've you got for today?" I asked.

"Nothing till 3, cuz that's when I'm going to this fashion convention with some friends at McCormick Place downtown."

"That's cool. I haven’t actually been downtown in like 5 years."

"What? No, I'm sure you've been down recently."

"Actually, no. I mean, when does our family ever go to downtown Chicago? There's no reason I would have."

Jenna looked shocked. "No way! Well you should definitely accompany my friends and I today."

It was a nice offer. I mean I've been dying to go into Chicago for the longest time now, and I'm getting sick of the suburbs. But a fashion convention? That doesn't really sound like my cup of tea.

"Ehhh I'm not really sure if that's my thing, Jenna."

"Don't look at it as a fashion convention, Sam. Look at it as an opportunity to go downtown!"

"Hmm...I suppose that's a good point." I said hesitantly.

"So are you gonna come?"

"Uhhhh...sure, why not."

"Awesome!" Jenna said, "The thing starts at 3, but we'll leave an hour before that, so be ready in 4 hours."

I nodded, and went back to my room to change for my run. I went a solid 4 miles. It gave me more time to think. I spent most of the time reassuring myself that there's nothing wrong with a boy going to a fashion expo. I mean, it's an opportunity to escape this quiet western suburb and finally go into the city. Who cares if it's for fashion?

I returned to the house, showered, and then chilled in my room for the next few hours. For some reason, I felt nervous about this. I really hope that Jenna told her friends I was coming. I don't want to feel like I'm inserting myself on their girl time. But she invited me! So it must be fine.

I watched Netflix for the next few hours, and before I knew it, it was 3 o'clock. Jenna knocked on my door.

"Ready Sam? My friends are already here, so we'll be leaving now."

"Yep! I'm good!" I yelled back. I grabbed my wallet and phone and headed downstairs. Jenna was standing at the door with her two friends, Kelly and Sophie. Kelly was a short, busty blonde with really pretty green eyes. From what I understand, she is a really sweet person and a lot of guys want to get with her because she's so nice to be around. And she's easy on the eyes as a bonus. Sophie, on the other hand, is a tall, thin brunette who actually looks a bit like my sister, except taller. Jenna tells me that they used to get mistaken for twins before Jenna cut her hair. She's apparently really chill to be around as well.

"Hey guys," I said to them, catching their attention.

"Hey Sam!" the girls said simultaneously. We'd met before a few times, but never got the chance to really get to know each other.

With everyone set, we got into the car to go downtown, the ride was filled with small talk and talk about school.

◆◆◆

We walked from the parking garage at McCormick Place (the big convention center in Chicago) to the big room where the expo was being held. We purchased our wristbands and entered. The venue was huge! Hundreds of stands were set up with displays of new clothing trends, make-up trends, and hair booths with books and demonstrations on various styles.

And yes, it was the exact gender ratio that I expected. The place was probably 95% girls. And that's being generous. So don't get me wrong, this was strictly a female fashion expo.

"So Sam, I'm really glad you came. But I'll admit I'm a little surprised that you wanted to…" Kelly said.

"Yeah," Sophie added, "Isn't this a bit boring for you?"

Jenna interjected before I could answer, "Well actually, he said he hadn't been in the city in like 5 years, so I said he needed to come."

I nodded in agreement. The girls seemed to accept that answer.

"I'm sure we can make it more fun for you though somehow," Kelly said politely. I'm not really sure what that meant, but I just smiled and thanked her.

And thus we began browsing the booths. The girls checked out tons of things. They browsed the clothing sections for over an hour while I kinda just stood and watched them. It was quite boring. After that they moved on to make-up, testing out a few of the products. A saleslady actually asked me if I wanted to try out anything! I'm not sure if she was kidding, thought I was a girl, or what, but I just told her no thanks and moved on.

Finally, the girls left the make-up area and moved on towards the hair area.

"This should be right up your alley Jenna, speaking of all of your killer presentations," Sophie said.

"Yeah, that demonstration was awesome!" Kelly added.

"Oh, you guys are in Jenna's fashion class?" I asked.

"Yep! I mean it's only been a couple weeks of school, but Jenna is totally standing out in her knowledge of fashion and especially hairstyling. I mean have you seen the pictures of your cousin? There are a lot of girls at our school following her Instagram account, even though we haven't met her." Sophie said.

I hesitated for a second. I finally realized the cousin she was referring to was me. That was Jenna's cover for who's hair was actually in the pictures.

"It probably doesn't interest you though, being a boy though."

I awkwardly laughed, agreeing. "Yeah I don't really know much about hairstyles and stuff."

"You know...we said we could make things more fun for you..." Kelly said, looking at Sophie.

"Ooooh we could totally do your hair if you want Sam! That would be fun, right? I mean you've been bored this whole time..." Sophie said, hinting.

"Do...do my hair?" I said stammering. I looked at Jenna and she kinda shrugged. Her body language was basically saying, "Go for it. Why not?".

This would be crazy! Me, a boy, having my hair done like a girl in front of all these people. I mean, I've had it done before, but nobody knows that. This would be a whole new step.

The girls were looking at me with pleading eyes.

"Hmmm...I guess I have been bored this whole time..."

The girls jumped with joy.

"I say Jenna styles your hair! I don't know if you know, but she's really good at it," Kelly assured.

I looked at Jenna and could tell we were laughing  at the irony on the inside.

We walked over to a booth with salon chairs. Jenna sat me down and jokingly spoke in a stereotypical salon-person voice, "So, Samuel, to what shall I style your hair today?"

"Hmm how bout whatever these two lovely ladies decide," I said, referring to Kelly and Sophie. They seemed so into the idea, so I might as well appease them.

They blushed with excitement. Sophie picked up a hairstyle book and flipped through it. Eventually they came across a curled, floral updo that they really liked. Jenna took a look at it and said that she could probably handle that.

With all said and done, Jenna went to work. I kinda lost track of what she was doing, as she was going so quickly. She started off with straightening my hair, and then added in some curls. Throughout the process, some other convention-goers started to come over and watch. I saw a lot of confused looks. Although there are a couple reasons why they could be confused. For one, they could be wondering 'why is a boy getting his hair done in a girly style?', but they could also be wondering, 'why is that girl getting her hair done wearing such boyish clothes? Especially at a convention like this?'. Jenna twisted the newly made curls of my hair into an updo. Right as she was about to be finished, Kelly and Sophie walked up with some small, white and pink flowers they bought at one of the other stands. They handed the flowers to Jenna, and she placed them within the curls and waves of my new updo.

And just like that, Jenna was done. Kelly and Sophie had huge smiles on their faces. "Sammy! You look adorable!" Kelly squealed.

"Really?" I said, a bit uncomfortably, "I still haven't seen myself."

Jenna then helped me up and walked me over to a mirror. And in the mirror, I saw one of the most beautiful hairstyles I've ever seen. I touched it lightly to convince myself it was real. I couldn't believe it!

"Wow Jenna! This actually looks really good!" I said, surprising myself even a bit.

"You look like you're ready for prom!" Sophie added, "All you need is a cute boy to sweep you off your feet!"

That comment made me really embarrassed and a little upset. I gave Sophie a slight glare, and I think she got the point.

"You know, Sam. Your hair is even prettier than your cousin's. It should really be you with the Instagram account!" Kelly joked.

I blushed and looked at Jenna. We had guilty looks on our faces.

"Wait...what's going on? What's up?" Kelly said.

Jenna looked at me and her body language basically said, 'should we tell them?'

I was pretty scared and couldn't make up my mind. That didn't stop Kelly's 'investigation' though.

"Wait a sec...Sam! Is that your hair on the Instagram account??"

I was beet red. They were on to me, "Alright fine! You caught me. It all started when Jenna asked for help with her project, and I guess she got carried away with it."

I expected laughs from the girls, but it was quite the opposite. They flooded me with compliments about my hair. They asked what shampoo, conditioner, and other hair products I was using.

It's amazing how overwhelming it became so quickly. I had been outed as having ultra feminine hair, and nobody seemed to care.

"You know what Sam, now that this has come out, we should add this hairstyle to your Instagram now!" Jenna suggested.

I was hesitant. This was all happening so fast.

"C'mon, nobody else knows that you're a boy. It'll be our secret." Kelly said.

She was right. I didn't like the idea of my hair being paraded as a feminine treasure, but I guess it was nice to know I'm getting some attention, even if it's anonymous.

"Sure, let's do it." I said with confidence.

Jenna then positioned me in a place where the lighting was good.

"Wait," she said, "It still looks weird if you're wearing a t-shirt. Especially with this 'updo look'. Kelly, could you go grab something for Sam to wear on top? Just so his hair looks a bit more feminine."

"I'm on it. You'll look great after this, Sammy." Kelly said in a flirtatious way. She then walked off toward the clothing section to get something for me.

So there I was, at a fashion expo, with a prom updo, awaiting a feminine garment to supplement the girly hairstyle that has graced my head.

Last week, I would have never expected I'd be here. I definitely don't love what's going on, but as a boy, I feel like I should really be hating this.

I just hope the garment she brings back isn't too feminine...


Chapter Four

What to Wear?

I was nervously awaiting what Kelly and Sophie were going to bring back. I would say that I'm afraid to look too girly, but then again, here I am sitting in a chair with a flowery updo meant for a girl on her prom night.

"Having fun?" Jenna asked politely.

I laughed. "Well it's certainly an interesting life event. Not sure if I'd say 'fun' though."

"Well you're doing great, and I appreciate you playing along. Kelly, Sophie, and I are certainly enjoying it. Maybe if you think a little more openly, you'll enjoy it too!"

She had a good point. Maybe I just have to let myself go a little. But then again, what I've been doing is so out of the ordinary, it's hard to accept it as normal.

"Hey Sammy!" Kelly yelled from across the room, "We picked something out!"

She was holding a gray shopping bag, so I could not tell what was in it. She walked up next to me.

"So everything was really expensive, so we just got this plain pink top." Kelly said.

Phew! I was thinking they'd come back with something really girly. I don't think I'm ready to take that step. However, she did manage to throw me for a bit of a curve after that.

Kelly pulled the top out of the bag, it was what she called a 'slouchy crew'. It was a light pink color and had the brand name PINK on the front (appropriately matching the color, I guess). Not the typical shirt, but what she said next really threw me off.

"So we think it'd look really cute if you wore this. It dresses down the hair a bit, which should look really cute and flirty. However, we bought you this as well, because without it, the off-the-shoulder look would look weird. I mean we only need it for the straps, mainly"

It was then that Kelly pulled a bra out of the bag and casually handed it to me with the top.

"A...a bra?" I said uncomfortably. I put it down on the chair and stepped away, "I don't know… maybe we’re taking this whole thing too far..."

"Oh c'mon, Sammy," Sophie said, "You already have your hair in an updo. This is only one more small step."

Jenna then briefly pulled me aside, "Listen Sam, you don't need to do this if you really don't want to. Nobody is going to make you. I just thought that when people act more openly, everyone has more fun, that's all."

I sighed. "You're right."

Jenna looked up, "I promise to be more open. Because hey, maybe we might all have a little fun in the process."

I forced a confident look on my face and walked over to the chair, grabbed the bra and top and walked into a nearby changing room. I took off my t-shirt, careful not to mess up my hair, and held the bra. I fiddled around with it in the mirror for a little while until I finally got it adjusted correctly.

Boy, did this look weird. Very few guys get the chance to look at themselves with a prom updo and a black bra. I thought that I might as well finish the job. I slid the slouchy crew over my head and hung it slightly off one of my shoulders, as I was told to do. This was easily the girliest I've ever looked.

I walked out of the changing room and the girls all go huge smiles on their faces when they saw me. They all walked up to me and complimented how well the top matched my skin tone, how it looked good with the hairstyle, etc.

"You literally could be a model...from behind," Sophie said jokingly. We all shared a laugh. I do wonder what she meant though. Did she think I was unattractive, or just because I didn't look like a girl from the front? I'll assume the latter.

The girls sat me down in the same chair where I got my hair done. Jenna took some shots from the sides and the back. A couple of the shots were really cool because it had my hair and shoulders, but also tons of people walking behind on the convention floor.

Jenna showed them to us and then uploaded them to 'my' Instagram account.

"Hey Jenna, by the way, what did you name the Instagram account?"

She giggled, "I actually used your name...kinda. It's Sammi_Jaclyn32"

"Wow. Hilarious," I said with a deadpan face. The pun was obviously off of my name being Samuel Jason."

She uploaded the three best pictures to the account with #FashionExpoChicago tagged.

At this point, we weren't really sure what to do. We'd already been around the full convention center, and now with my hair dolled up, I’d get a lot of unwanted attention walking around. So we decided to leave. I figured since it went with my hairstyle, it might arouse less suspicion and weird looks. I changed my shirt and took off the bra when I got back to the car, but kept the hair as is.

◆◆◆

We returned home about an hour and a half later, around dinner time. The girls stuck around with Jenna and went back to our house with us. When I got home, we were greeted by our Mom.

"Hey guys! How did the…woah woah woah!" my Mom said, interrupting herself, "Va-va-voom! Is that my little Sammy?"

I blushed and got very embarrassed. Jenna stood up for me though.

"It was our idea. There was a chair with products and other hair stuff we could use to style his hair, so we thought it was too good of an opportunity to pass up."

"Well, regardless of how it happened, it really looks great!" She continued with her praise, "I can't remember the last time my hair looked that pretty...I don't even think ever!"

"Yeah it was a lot of fun!" Sophie chimed in, "We even got him some clothes to add to his Instagram account!"

Now I was REALLY embarrassed. I didn't really want my Mom knowing all about this feminine stuff going on. She'd seen my hair before, but that was the extent of it. It's like she's completely involved now.

After Sophie told her about the Instagram account, my Mom looked confused, so they filled her in. They showed her the account, and told her the whole story: everything from how Jenna originally said it was her cousin's hair, to the post made an hour and a half ago.

"Well, that's quite the journey! And how are you enjoying this so far, Sam?"

"It's been...okay I guess. I don't know, it's not really my favorite thing, but I enjoy being involved in something."

"Well I'm glad it's not too hard on you," she said. Mom then whispered in my ear without the others noticing, "and the girls seem to really enjoy spending this time with you!"

She backed away and smiled. I smiled back. It really did feel nice to be spending this time with my sister, even if it meant putting a little femininity into my look.

Jenna proceeded to ask if the girls could stay for dinner. My mom said yes, and we got ready to eat. My Dad came home, and of course, they had to fill him in on the whole story too. He seemed surprisingly okay with it. Basically my parents' opinion was if I’m okay with it, then so are they.

◆◆◆

The girls hung out at our house the rest of the day but pretty much stayed together. I went to my room and stayed there.

Sunday went by as well, and was pretty boring. The only thing worth mentioning is that Jenna at some point put the clothes from Saturday (the shirt and bra) in my room, folded on my bed. I don't know what she expected me to do with them, but I just put them in one of my drawers. It's not like I'd need them again, right?

On Monday we were back at school and the day went by quickly. Class was boring as usual. But when I got home, Jenna shocked me with an update.

She ran up to me, "You would not believe what just happened!"

I was startled by her feverishness, "What? What?"

"Remember that Instagram post from the expo? I tagged it with the hashtag of the convention, and now it has been shared on the convention's twitter!"

"Uhh...is that good news?" I asked awkwardly.

"Umm, YES! Because they shared it out, we now had a huge boost in followers! When I last took a look, we were at 317. Now, we're at 2,506!"

Holy crap! 2,506? That's absurd! Why are people so interested in my hair? I mean, honestly.

"So what do we do now?" I asked.

"We're getting a lot of positive responses. Everyone wants to know who this mystery Sammi Jaclyn is."

I started backing away. "No no no no no we are not revealing my identity to two thousand-plus people. Especially since a bunch of those followers are people at school."

"Well it'd mostly be people I know. So seniors, not freshmen."

"I don't care! We are not revealing my identity."

Jenna was getting flustered, "So what're you saying? You're just going to stop this whole thing? No one is forcing you to do this Sam, but if you hate it, why are you doing it?"

"I...I don't hate it."

"So you like it?"

"Well I wouldn't say that. I do like the idea that people appreciate some aspect of me, but..."

"But what?"

I took a seat down on the couch. "Look, I've never been popular, and nobody has ever paid attention to me. I've always been that kid who's kinda in the background; never stood out as anyone who mattered because there was nothing in particular I was good at."

Jenna sat down next to me and listened.

"But I'm also a really shy person. I don't want to be well-known for something. But I'm working on overcoming that fear. Right now, in a perfect world, I'd want to know I'm appreciated but without getting the attention. Do you know what I'm saying?"

"I know exactly what you're saying," Jenna said as she put her arm around me, "and I think the situation you're in right now is exactly what you want."

"Yeah, I guess," I said, sighing, "And I guess that's why I'm actually okay with all this. It's just super different, you know?"

"I totally understand," Jenna replied. She reached out and gave me a nice hug. It really is great to have her as a sister.

"Hey listen, I don't know if this is the best time to bring it up, but I actually got another assignment in my fashion class."

"You want to do my hair again? Because I might take the day off, to be honest. If you need me to read through a paper or something else I'm happy to help."

"Well... that works out. It's not really a paper, but more of...trying stuff on."

I raised an eyebrow at her. "Like what?"

"We're starting a clothing unit and our assignment was to take a picture of us wearing something casual. I thought maybe instead of me wearing the clothes... you'd want to model something 'casual' for me?"

That didn't sound so bad. I've been enjoying spending time with Jenna and she's been so nice and understanding. The least I could do was help her out.

"I got you."

She smiled, and then led me up to her room.

It's just casual clothing...how bad could it be?


Chapter Five

Adding a Wardrobe

I wouldn't say I was "Insta-famous," despite what Jenna said. Sure, 2,506 followers is a lot, but I totally think Jenna is blowing this out of proportion. I mean, there are plenty of people who have over 2,500 followers that wouldn't be considered famous.

Regardless, the joint effort between us (and by joint effort, I really mean her effort, and me just letting her use my hair) has garnered a lot of attention.

"You coming, Sam?" Jenna called from her room upstairs. I headed to her room to help her out with her newest assignment for fashion class. All I know is that the assignment is 'casual'. I guess we'll see what that means.

I walked up the stairs and entered Jenna's room. She was digging through her drawers and closet for clothes.

"Since the assignment is 'casual', I figure we won't need to try too hard and just pick out some basic everyday things," she said. Her eyes lit up when she saw something in her closet. She picked up the garment and threw it towards me, "those are some skinny jeans. You have slender enough legs that they should fit you fine."

I held them in my hands. I'd never worn jeans this tight. "Will these hurt my...you know."

"Oh, no, you should be fine. They are a bit tight in the crotch area, but as long as you don't wear boxers you should be fine."

However, I did have boxers on. I took off my pants anyway and changed into the jeans. I pulled them up to my waist, but they didn't fit as I'd hoped.

Jenna laughed at the sight of me. "You know, those jeans do look good on you from your ankles to just before your waist, but your boxers are all bunched up."

"Yeah, these feel awkward… and not just because they're girls' jeans."

"Here, I have an idea," Jenna said, as she walked up to one of her drawers. She took something out of her top drawer and tossed it towards me, "Wear this, the jeans will fit better."

I caught what she tossed to me. They were panties.

"You want me to wear...panties?" I asked nervously.

"If you want the jeans to fit, then I'd wear them."

"Well of course you'd wear them. Aren't they a bit feminine?"

"Sam, they're just white cotton panties. And you don't even have to think of them as panties. Just underwear."

For some reason that made it seem better. I mean they only looked a little bit different from white briefs. I excused myself from the room and changed in the bathroom. I figured there's no reason to hesitate and think over my decision to put them on. I promised Jenna and myself that I would be more open, and I guess wearing these panties would be a start.

I put them on and they looked tight, but felt okay. The skinny jeans now fit much, much better. The jeans hugged my legs and felt quite comfortable.

My sister came into the bathroom to check. "Ooooh! They look really good! Let's get the rest of your outfit on!"

I exited the bathroom and she escorted me back to her room. On her bed was a green crop tank and the black bra from before.

"Girls' shirts always fit better if you have a bra on," Jenna said assuringly, "I'll stuff it too to help your figure,"

Jenna walked over to her drawers and pulled out what appeared to be pantyhose. She grabbed one pair, bundled it up, and placed it on the bed. She did the same with another one.

"First let's get that bra on you."

I had put it on before, but she helped me out this time. What an odd feeling wearing a bra was! It's a part of my body that rarely has anything tight around it. It's quite the experience with just the bra, but then Jenna placed the bundled up pantyhose into the cups of the bra. Now that felt weird. A very low percentage of guys ever get to feel what it's like to have breasts.

Jenna slipped the top over my head and the look was pretty much complete.

"Wow Sam! That outfit actually looks really good on you!" Jenna said, a bit surprised.

I took a look in the mirror. She was right. The jeans and top fit really well. I wouldn't say I have a completely girlish figure, but my butt is definitely more...plump...as compared to other guys, and the skinny jeans helped accentuate that feature. It was the same case for my hips as well. I never noticed that they were just a bit wider than most guys until I put on these jeans. And of course the bra did what a bra does. I now had B-size breasts that obviously made me look girlier.

"I'm a little surprised at how well this stuff fits me too..."

"I just can't get over those jeans! Your figure is honestly to die for! You have a cute little butt and just wide enough hips that I'm sure any guy—"

I cut Jenna off, "Please stop," I said, red as a beet.

"Oh! Geez I'm sorry! I got carried away. It's just that you look so good."

"I understand. Just...just don't flatter me too much."

We both laughed, "So you need to take pictures or something you said?"

"Yeah if you're okay with that, it'd be great." Jenna pulled out her phone, "Since the assignment is casual, you'd think that you just need to stand there, but girls always want to look cute, even if we are dressed casually."

"Uhh...okay," I said, not sure of what exactly she wanted me to do, "what do you mean by 'look cute' though"?

"Well just do some cute poses...and that reminds me!"

Jenna ran into her closet briefly. She pulled out a pair of pink socks. "We'll have a few shots of your feet, so you'll need girls' socks." She then ran to her dresser and grabbed something else, "And of course you'll need a headband too. I won't need to do your hair today, but since your hair will be in some of the shots, we need to show that you're making at least an attempt to look cute with your hair."

I'd put on headbands before, but just not a pink one. It was a wide, plain elastic headband; it's one that you'd find an average girl wearing, so I guess that this one made sense for the casual look.

Then it was time for the photoshoot. Jenna was smart not to make me think of girly or cute poses, as I would've been wrong and just embarrassed myself. Jenna told me to first lean up against the wall with my legs crossed—the 'sassy look' as she referred to it. The next one she had me do was also against a wall, but had me facing it with my hands on it, and one of my legs bent up. That one certainly felt like a 'cute' pose. She took a few more with my hands in different positions and sitting in different ways. The final one had me in a prone position on the bed with my legs bent at my knees and crossed. I then rested my head on both my hands. It felt like a very feminine position.

With all the pictures taken, I got up from the bed.

"Thanks for being my model today. Hopefully my class will like these pictures tomorrow!"

"Well if your reaction to how I looked was accurate, then they'll definitely be a success," I responded. I then began to take off the socks and fold them back up.

"You know, Sam, you can continue wearing the clothes the rest of the day if you want..."

"Uhhhh do you want me to keep wearing them?" I asked.

"It's up to you, but since they seem to look good on you, and if you like looking good, then you might as well keep them on."

I thought about it for a second. I mean, wearing these girls' clothes isn't the worst thing in the world. The jeans are super comfortable and so are the panti — I mean, underwear.

"Well I feel like it's kind of weird walking around the house with breasts, so I think I'll take the bra off...but I'll keep the rest on."

"Yay!" Jenna responded, "I mean you look good and feel good so, why not?"

Jenna then helped me take off the bra and took the bunched up pantyhose out of the cups. "Want to keep the crop top on?"

"That depends," I said, "Does it look cute on me?"

"Well duh!" Jenna enthusiastically replied. We both had a laugh and I put the crop top back on.

The rest of the night I just did my normal routine: dinner with the family (which was surprising because my parents were totally accepting the way that I was dressed), homework, and then just watching Netflix.

◆◆◆

Usually school is pretty inconsequential and boring, but today there was something very odd that happened. I was in my math class (which was my last class of the day) and we had a substitute teacher. However, this particular sub was the kind that literally didn't care AT ALL about whether we did our work or not. So being high school freshmen, we talked amongst each other.

Me, personally, did not have any friends in that class, so I kind of just kept to myself. What I ended up doing was played on my phone until I heard my name called from right next to me.

I turned around and it was three really popular girls. Jessie (a blonde bombshell), Haley (a cute petite brunette), and Hannah (another blonde bombshell). I turned and they all waved to me. Why would they want to talk to me? I've never been approached by a really pretty girl, much less the three most popular in the grade. Could they be talking to me because they...like me?

"Hey Sam!" Hannah said, "I think you dropped your hair band."

I guess I was wrong. She was holding a black hair band, "Oh, thanks."

Hannah handed me the hair band, and I turned back to my seat.

"Oh and by the way, your hair looks really good," Haley said.

I turned back around, a bit surprised at the comment, "Oh...thanks, that's really nice of you to say."

Jessie then chimed in, "What shampoo and conditioner do you use? I really wish that my hair could be that soft and shiny."

"Well it's whatever my sister uses. She tells me it's best for my hair and I guess she's right. I'm pretty sure it's like L'Oreal or something."

"Well it is doing wonders for your hair." Then, being very forward, Jessie leans in and smells and feels my hair, "Oooh! It is soft! And it smells like strawberries!"

Then the other girls leaned in to smell and feel my hair. They all said it was "delectable".

The girls started touching my hair a bit more, fingering it, twirling it, and running it through their fingers. They were weirdly engulfed in it. I looked around to see if anyone else was noticing how invested they were in my hair, but no. Everyone was pretty much involved in their own conversations.

"Your hair is so lovely," Hannah said, still staring at it. I briefly considered touching her hair, but figured that would be really awkward and weird to do. But it was also difficult to tell them to stop, as I didn't want to be rude.

It felt like a while that they were touching my hair, even though it was probably only 20-30 seconds.

"Hey can I have that hair band for a sec?" Haley asked me. I was a little thrown off by that question, but I took it off my wrist and handed it to her.

Haley took the hair band and started to pull my hair into a ponytail. I thought that it was a relatively normal thing to do as I've worn a ponytail many times, but she pulled it into an especially high ponytail. She and the other girls fingered it around and spread the ponytail a bit to make it look fuller.

"You like this look?" Haley asked.

"Uhh...I mean I've never had a high ponytail before..."

"You don't like it? But it fits you so well!" Hannah added, "I mean seriously this hair is too perfect, soft, and shiny to not play with."

"Yeah you know there's this girl on Instagram Sammi_Jaclyn32 who is totally the new thing at this school," Jessie said, "your hair is almost up there with hers."

"All the girls are way jealous of her hair, and her body is just to die for!" Hannah added. She turned to the other girls, "Did you see the picture uploaded yesterday of her in those jeans and crop top?"

"Ah! She literally has the perfect body! I'm gonna start working out more to get a butt like that," Haley said with conviction. Wow, I guess I wasn't aware of the impact these pictures were having, or of the fact that the account has reached popularity among the freshman class too. I mean, are my body and hair really that good? What if this secret were to come out? Is my body really that... girly?


Chapter Six

Mascara Too?

"Heh heh yeah I guess my hair is kinda similar to that Sammi girl's Instagram..." I said awkwardly, hoping they'd cease with the comparisons. I mean of course I was flattered by the attention, but I didn't exactly want Hannah, Haley, and Jessie, three of the most popular and attractive girls, giving me attention and compliments for having girly features.

The girls eventually started talking more and more about Sammi_Jaclyn32 and how they wish their hair could be like hers. They spoke of different hair products and eventually started to leave my hair alone.

"So Sam, have you ever curled your hair before?" Haley asked jokingly. All of the girls giggled.

"Uhh no I haven't." I responded, lying obviously. I don't think they noticed though.

"Yeah don't take this as an insult, but I think it would frame your face really nicely," Jessie added, "Do you have a sister?"

"Yeah. She's a senior." I said.

"Well you should definitely ask her to curl your hair at some point. I honestly think it would look really cute on you."

I kinda just gulped. This conversation made me very uncomfortable.

"So no one has seriously told you before that you could have really cute hair? That shocks me," Hannah asked.

"Well my sister tells me that from time to time, but we've never really delved into that subject. As you can probably expect..."

"Honestly that surprises me," Hannah said, "I mean you even have a nice thin face that would look great with that hairstyle. And you have really pretty eyes, as well as long eyelashes."

All the girls nodded. "In fact," Hannah continued. She proceeded to walk over towards her desk and grab her backpack. It was a light blue backpack that she never even bothered to open. She placed it on the adjacent desk and pulled out what looked like a pencil case. However, it wasn't a pencil case. It was a small make-up bag. Hannah pulled out a black tube. She untwisted it and out came a tiny black brush. "I was thinking we could all see what your eyelashes could look like with a little mascara... Pretty please?"

The girls seemed to really like the idea. I looked around to see if anyone noticed what was going on. Nobody seemed to care. They were still immersed in their own conversations. I looked back at what was going on and all three girls were still staring at me, and Hannah had the mascara brush in her hand.

"C'mon, it's the last period of the day, and you can literally go wash it off afterwards," Jessie said.

Well, what the hell am I supposed to do? I have literally three of the hottest girls asking me to do something, and I'm considering saying no? I'll be honest, maybe if doing this will help me get in with this crowd, it might just be worth it...

"Well there's only like 5 minutes left in class, so go for it."

The girls were very happy, "Are you sure you want to? I feel like you're hesitant."

"Well I am, but I mean you're right, there's only 5 minutes left in class."

"Alright then! It's your call!" she responded. Hannah pulled out the mascara brush again and began to apply it to my eyelashes. I'd never worn any sort of makeup before, so it was a definitely...different...feeling. She put a coat or two on each eyelash, let it dry briefly, and then put some more on.

"Wow your lashes are already so long, but they look even better now!" Haley said apparently, complimenting me.

Hannah had a small mirror in her make-up bag. "Take a look!" she said.

I was about to take a look in the mirror, but Hannah quickly pulled it away, "Let's brush out that hair a bit more quickly!"

She pulled out a brush from the make-up bag. Jeez, how much stuff did she have in there? She went through my hair and brushed it all with lots of slow strokes. I guess she really liked it because she kind of purred while doing it. By the time she finished, my hair was even softer and shinier than before.

"Now you can look." Hannah handed me the small mirror and my eyes looked totally different. I'd never seen my eyes seem to be as prominent on my face as they did right now. I blinked a few times and I actually looked kind of flirtatious simply blinking! The girls were telling me that I look incredible, which they were half right. I definitely would've looked incredible if I wanted to look pretty and like a girl in public, but that was not my goal at all unfortunately.

Once again I looked around to see if anyone noticed, but people were simply involved in their own conversations or packing up their things.

The bell rang and everyone in class started to leave. The girls each gave me a hug as they left and thanked me for letting them 'torture me.' I said it was no problem and told them I'd see them tomorrow.

I began to walk to the bathroom next to the classroom and kept my hand over my eyes. I didn't exactly want others seeing me wearing mascara.

I entered the bathroom and walked up to the mirror. Luckily nobody else was in there. However, just as I walked up to the mirror, and checked my phone. It was a text from my mother saying,

Remember that you're being picked up from school today! Get to the car now, or you'll have to walk home.

That's right! My mom texted earlier in the day that she would be able to give Jenna and I a ride back home, as she had a meeting at the school today.

I decided that I didn't feel like walking over a mile home, but I couldn't just leave school wearing mascara. Luckily, I had a pair of sunglasses in my locker that I could wear over my eyes to hide them.

I texted my Mom back that I was coming and ran to my locker with my head down to make sure nobody saw my eyes. I put on the glasses, grabbed my books, and left the school.

My Mom parked right out front and Jenna was sitting in the front seat. I entered the car and got into the back seat of the sedan.

I was hoping maybe my sister and mom wouldn't say anything about the sunglasses, but I was immediately wrong.

"I'm really digging the glasses." Mom said, "Any special occasion you're wearing them for?"

"No, just thought it was kind of...bright outside."

Jenna had a suspicious look on her face. I guess she could tell I was lying. "Well you know, Sam, it's not bright in here any more. You should take the glasses off."

"I'm fine, don't worry about me," I replied.

"No, no, honey please take them off. It's silly to wear them in the car." my Mom added.

I sighed. I proceeded to take the glasses off just as we pulled up to a red light. I was looking down when I took them off, and then looked up to see my mother and sister looking back at me.

"Are you wearing...mascara?" my Mom asked.

"Ooooh! I knew something was up!" Jenna bragged, "Your eyes look so pretty!"

I blushed like crazy, "Let me explain! There were these three girls in my class, and..."

I went on to explain the whole thing. I talked about how they were interested in my hair, said I had feminine features, and even reminded them of Sammi_Jaclyn32, Jenna's Instagram pseudonym for me.

Then I went on to tell me how they insisted I try some mascara, as they thought it would look good on me.

"And obviously they were right," Jenna said, "is this the first time you've tried make-up before?"

"Yeah I've never even tried foundation or anything," I pointed out, "It feels really weird to be wearing it, especially in public, but what was odd was that nobody in class seemed to notice."

"Maybe it's because it looks so natural on you." my Mom interjected.

"Mom! Please!" I yelled. She was being embarrassing as usual.

"No but for real, Mom has a point," Jenna stated, "Maybe they thought that it was a typical thing that you do, just because it looked so natural? Or maybe because you were getting along with the girls so well. It could be any of those reasons."

I wasn't so sure about how right Jenna was. A lot of people get involved in their own conversations and don't pay attention to me anyway, so I'll just assume that was the reason.

"Did they do something to your hair too?" Jenna asked.

"Yeah they ran a brush through it."

"Well you should do it more often. It looks really good."

The three of us kind of dropped the whole issue there, and we chatted about school the rest of the ride home. When we pulled up to the house I walked into the house, and put my hair back in a ponytail so I could wash all the mascara off of my eyelashes. Once it was off, my eyes totally stood out less. My face looked a lot more...basic...now. I'm not really sure how to feel about that.

I decided to head back to my room and browse on the computer just a bit. I looked online at some news and read about the daily happenings as I often do. However, I got a bit distracted, and figured that I could focus a bit by writing a poem. I mean, it was quite an eventful day.

◆◆◆

the eyes are the key to the soul

but my eyes can not be the sole

thing that controls how I look

and who I appear to be

why is it that when I try

a few things for a whirl

that I always end up looking

somewhat like a girl

◆◆◆

That thought always confused me a bit. Why do I always so easily end up looking feminine? I can guarantee that most guys, if they got their hair done, would just look like boys with funny hairstyles. But me, it always seems like I look...pretty. I get all the compliments that girls who get their hair done get. And would boys even want to get their hair done?

These thoughts were stressing me out. I decided to lie down in my bed briefly to de-stress.

I was sitting in my bed for about 5 minutes when I heard a knock on my door. It's Jenna.

"Hey, Sam, so I just checked our Instagram account...You'll wanna see this..."

She just checked the Instagram account? What did she mean by 'I'll want to see this'?

I walked outside my room and I walked down the hall to Jenna's. She was sitting at her desk with her laptop out and Instagram out. She turned around with a surprised look on her face, and she pointed to something on the computer.

"Sam, so from that fashion expo the other day, they apparently had a voting session of who sent out the best pictures using their hashtag. I know that they shared our picture of your prom updo before, but I guess they added something else."

I looked at the computer screen. The page was not on my Instagram, or Jenna's. It wasn't even on the Fashion Expo's. It was on Victoria's Secret’s. I guess the fashion expo was a subsidiary of Victoria's Secret, and they had some sort of competition that said they would share a picture and username of the prettiest girls of the convention.

There were four pictures of girls in girly poses modeling their hair or clothes. However the last picture, was a picture of me, my hair, with the description saying:

Mystery Girl! Who is Sammi_Jaclyn32? We can only imagine her face is as pretty as her hair! Thanks for coming to the convention!

Jenna and I just stared at each other. "That's not all though," she said, "she clicked to another tab and pointed to the number of followers. It was now at 17,000. And the handful of pictures that we've uploaded were filled with comments saying, 'Show us your face!' and 'Don't be afraid to show your beauty!'

What have I done…


Chapter Seven

Deception!

Here's the funny thing: my predicament is problematic only through the eyes of a boy. There are thousands — millions, even — of girls who would kill for this sort of attention. Wannabe Instagram 'models' seeking attention and validation for their newest style, be it hair or clothing.

My situation is enviable for so many, but not for me. There's an old Gershwin song with that same name:

They're writing songs of love, but not for me

A lucky star's above, but not for me

With love to lead the way

I found more skies of gray

Than any Russian play could guarantee

The song is about longing for something that everyone else has but is absent in your own life.

Looks like I'm the reverse of this.

◆◆◆

With 17,000 Instagram followers in tow, all demanding my identity be revealed, I was dealing with some mounting pressure. There are some who know my secret. Jenna obviously knows, and now so do Sophie and Kelly. Mom and Dad are in on it as well. But nobody treats it as if it's that strange. It's just me who feels that way.

I received a text from Daisy, quite possibly my best friend, though it's been tough to keep in touch with her attending a different, private high school.

'Hey you!' she typed out.

She was wondering how my first couple weeks of school had gone. I'm disappointed that I haven't made the effort to even see her yet. But busy schedules are busy schedules.

I told her I had some interesting stories to tell but that I'd get to them later. What I've gone through warrants a face-to-face discussion.

But then, Daisy told me that day will be today. Huh? It's Saturday, but I hadn't made any plans with her.

'You guys are coming over tonight...for a BBQ? At least that's what my dad told me.’

I completely forgot! I remember Jenna mentioning something like that. Not that it's an atypical thing for our family to do. Both my dad and Daisy's dad were college roommates.

The mixed-family barbecues are always fun, so that's certainly a plus. But I couldn't help but wonder how Daisy would take the news of the Instagram account.

◆◆◆

My family arrived at Daisy's house that evening. Her place is a modest, typical upper-middle class suburbia home. The only thing unique about the house is the Notre Dame University flag out in front. That's where our dads went.

There's the old joke: You know how you can tell someone went to Notre Dame? They'll say it before their own name.

Daisy's family was waiting in the backyard. I hugged each member of her family, shaking hands with her Dad.

"Hey Uncle Greg," I said. Again, not my real uncle, but some families do weird naming stuff.

I also got a good chance to talk with Daisy's mother, Aunt Hannah, and of course, her 6-year old brother and star of every family gathering, Matty.

My biggest embrace was saved for Daisy. It seemed like years since I last saw her. We grabbed lemonades and went into the kitchen, away from the rest of the group.

"So," she said, "what're the interesting stories? I've been waiting all day! Did you meet someone?" Daisy was armed with questions.

"Well..." I had trouble getting this out. How exactly do you tell a friend you've become an Instagram sensation as the opposite sex?

"So...I got an Instagram. Or, rather, Jenna made one for me."

"Oh, jeez, really? I can't believe I don't follow you!" Daisy said, whipping out her phone, ready to look up my name in the search bar. I put my hand on her phone, halting her.

"It's not gonna be under my name. It's under something else."

A blank stare from Daisy.

"A girl's name," I said.

"What do you mean by ‘a girl's name’?"

I just had to dive in, explaining everything from Jenna's fashion class and how I helped her out, the beauty convention, and finally the growing Instagram presence.

She was dumbstruck. But not upset.

"Wow...I'm...I'm at a loss for words." Daisy said, sipping the rest of her lemonade.

"I beg of you, please don't share this with anyone. It's just a small group that knows it's me."

"Oh, don't worry. I won't share that it's you," she said, reassuringly.

That relieved me. "So if you want to see the pictures, it's—"

"Sammi_Jaclyn32."

"YOU KNOW?" I said, astonished.

"Sam, my school isn't that far from yours. There's a bunch of people who've heard of the account. I already follow it!"

She showed it to me. It was up to 18,000 now. "Frankly, you look beautiful."

Gah! That's not what I want to hear from my friend. Knowing Daisy for so many years, to get a physical compliment from her — one about femininity, nonetheless — was in no way what I needed.

She could tell that it triggered me a bit, and apologized.

"Sam, I assure you it's as surprising for me as it is for you. I just wish you would have told me sooner."

She's right. Daisy is my best friend and she deserved to know. It all just happened so fast.

"So what's the plan then? Will you continue posting?"

I was torn. On one hand, Jenna has beautician aspirations, and I'm helping her out tremendously building a portfolio for her. On the other hand, well, I'm a boy.

But before I could answer, we were called outside to join the group—accused of being anti-social.

◆◆◆

We talked with the adults and had some delicious ribs. The way our family gatherings go is after dinner, the parents retire to the living room to play cards. Matty was put to bed.

Since the living room was occupied, Daisy suggested we hang out in her room. Jenna joined us.

There, we finally got the chance to hear about Daisy's high school updates. It's a catholic private school, which is a big swing from the public middle school she was accustomed to. She told us how everything was stricter—less talking in class, emphasis on religion, highly enforced dress code.

Neither Jenna nor I had ever had to deal with a dress code. "I hope they don't make you wear nuns' habits and such, right?" Jenna joked. We all laughed.

"No, it's not too bad. Here, I'll show you." Daisy went into her closet and pulled out the uniform. It was a white shirt with a fancy crest on the left breast area, tucked into a black and gray pleated skirt. Finally, there were plain, long black socks completing the look.

"Not the cutest outfit, but if everyone's wearing it, then it pretty much blends in."

"What do the boys wear?" I asked, hoping to contribute.

"Well, most boys wear khakis and a white button-down shirt. They also have a very strict hair length requirement for boys. No hair down to the shoulders. So you'd be out of luck, Sam."

We both laughed.

"You'd probably be told to cut it, or change into the girls' uniform!" Daisy said. She laughed, I gave a polite chuckle.

Off to the side Jenna was looking at me. She didn't say anything, but her eyes asked, "Does-she-know?"

"Yes, she knows about our Instagram." I said, cutting the tension.

"I don't think I would have made the joke otherwise," Daisy said.

"She even knew about it before I told her, can you believe that?" I said. I went on to explain how there are girls at her school aware of Sammi_Jaclyn32 as well.

That fact made Jenna even happier. "Wow, it's at the local schools too!"

"I just can't believe I didn't know it was Sam!" Daisy added.

"He does have such gorgeous hair. Though it takes a master to style it up that way," Jenna said in a humble brag.

Both girls could tell I didn't exactly want to be having this conversation.

"I will say, Sam," Daisy began, "there's no reason to believe this growth will slow down. The account is getting more and more followers by the hour. Do you think it'll come back to you?"

"At first I thought not showing my face would stifle interest, but it only raised suspicion. Fortunately, I can trust Jenna not to tell, but I am genuinely afraid people will begin to connect the dots."

A short silence. An idea strikes Jenna.

"Unless of course...there's a decoy," Jenna said. Neither Daisy or I were following. "All I've said so far is that Sammi_Jaclyn32 is my cousin, but that story could easily be changed to a friend. A friend...from a different school."

She got up and grabbed the school uniform.

"Sam, if you put this on and I photograph you wearing it, everyone will think you go to..." she pointed to the crest that reads ST. MATTHEW COLLEGE PREP.

Wow. She had a great point. If everyone saw that picture, they'd immediately assume St. Matthew's and that would completely rule me out!

"Jenna, that just might work." I said. Daisy agreed.

And that began the process of fooling 18,000 Instagram followers. I started to take off my shirt and pants, but felt a little uncomfortable in front of Daisy. I could tell she felt uncomfortable too. She turned around and gave me the go-ahead.

Still turned around, Daisy grabbed one of her bras and handed it to Jenna. She helped me put it on, but we noticed it wasn't filling out that well. A couple of stuffed socks will do the trick. I threw the shirt over my head and nestled it on. I had the appearance of small breasts.

I was wearing boxers, which Jenna said would be no good. Daisy handed her a pair of black panties that I was instructed to put on. Next were the long socks and finally, the skirt.

This was the first time I had ever worn a skirt. It felt…freeing…to say the least.

Daisy finally felt ready to turn around, and she got to see the stark transformation.

"You look great, Sam! Don't take this the wrong way, but you really do have a figure."

I rolled my eyes at her remark and suggested we get going with the picture. The picture would be from the front and neck down, so nobody would tell it's me, but could certainly see the school crest.

Jenna brushed my hair just a tad to give it a little volume before the picture.

"So...what do I do?" I asked.

"Well, a bedroom isn't the most exciting for photography, to be honest," Jenna said.

"How about on the staircase?" Daisy pitched. Jenna agreed. We left her room and the girls went to the bottom of the staircase. Fortunately, the adults were in the living room on the other side of the house, so there was nothing to worry about.

Jenna instructed me to make certain poses—hand on hip, knee bent, hand perched in different ways, etc. All of them involved me sticking my butt out at least a little bit.

Jenna was eventually satisfied and showed me the pictures. They looked like they'd do the job. Wow, I really looked like a girl from the neck down—yes, I was wearing girls' clothes, but still, Daisy had a point about my figure.

I changed out of the clothes, and soon after that, it was time to leave. We said goodnight to the family, promising to see each other and talk soon. I'm sure I'll be seeing a lot more of Daisy.

When we got home, I went into Jenna's room for a bit. She was about to post.

The caption read: 'figured I'd go casual today'

Basic, but the caption showed confidence, especially accompanied with that pose. She looked at me before hitting the button to post. I shrugged, as if I didn't care. But I smiled when I saw Jenna smile as it was posted. This account means a lot to her.

The picture is up. All we have to do is see if people take the bait.


Chapter Eight

Nailed It!

More than a week went by before anything of importance happened in the Sammi Jaclyn saga. I can confidently say that I didn't get any more questions or insinuations that it could in fact be me in the pictures. Perhaps the decoy worked?

I was getting more and more settled into high school life. I was even beginning to make good acquaintances with a bunch of people. Nothing really led to hanging out per se, but definitely some people I could have conversations with in class.

Both Jenna and I kept in contact with Daisy on a regular basis, and she mentioned there were a few girls she overheard talking about the school uniform, but there wasn't a huge commotion. Those who did speak of it were certainly intrigued by the anonymous girl from St. Matthew's on Instagram.

I was beginning to really excel in my math class. Jessie, Hannah, and Haley (the three girls who messed with my hair and put mascara on me) hadn't really conversed with me since aside from the occasional compliment on my appearance (despite not putting any effort into it).

The Instagram account had now reached 22,000 followers, clearly aided by the Fashion Expo's plug. Jenna was relishing in the growing audience, though she accurately read my feelings and thought it best to slow the posting down for a little while.

◆◆◆

A lot of that brief period's excitement had halted, and I was hanging around the house a lot more.

"Hey hun, can you help me out for a second?"

It was my Mom calling me to the kitchen. "I need you to chop some of these vegetables," she said.

I was happy to help. She was serving soup for dinner—tons of vegetables, beans, beef, and everything you could think of was in this. Her specialty is 'everything soup', as she called it. She was also cooking a roast for dinner. That part I didn't help with, and it takes over an hour to cook.

"You know, usually, I chop vegetables and prepare other meals while the roast cooks, but with your help I'm done so early! Thanks, sweetie." She kissed the top of my head.

Mom poured herself a glass of wine and sat down in the family room. She turned on an HGTV show and began to relax. I sat with her.

A few minutes later she pulled out a tube of nail polish and began to apply it to her fingernails while she watched the show.

For some reason, my attention diverted from the show to her fingernails. It was a soft lavender/purple color she was applying. Tender, delicate strokes on each nail.

"You like it?" My Mom said, laughing. She had caught me in a stare.

"Oh, sorry, I was zoning out. I guess the Property Brothers aren't doing a good job at keeping my attention."

"It's a pretty color. I picked it out just a few days ago."

Her nails were already neatly shaped and quite long. Her hands looked well-manicured even without the polish, but the lavender color really made her hands pop.

"Did you file them recently?" I asked.

"Yeah, I let them grow out a little bit. That way you can more easily shape them."

"Well they look very nice, Mom." I said.

"Thank you sweetie," she responded endearingly. "They—oh my!" Mom looked shocked all of a sudden.

"Honey! Your nails are a mess! I can't believe I didn't notice!"

"I guess they are sort of long..." I agreed with her, but didn't really care. "I actually like them longer. It's easier to grip stuff."

"You can't be walking around with nails like that. Girls aren't attracted to that kind of stuff. Here."

She stopped painting her own nails and grabbed a nearby nail file. She moved over to my part of the couch. I recoiled just a little bit.

"Mom, I don't want my nails filed."

"Oh hush," she calmed me. "If you're not gonna cut them, at least have them look presentable."

She immediately got to work with the file. I held my hands over the table so the nail remnants didn't get all over the couch. With each movement, my nails looked nicer.

It was actually kind of relaxing. I got back into watching the show as Mom kept her attention on my nails, taking intermittent sips from her wine glass. I actually enjoyed the pampering.

Within 10 minutes she was finished and my nails looked completely different. They were still long, but now they were an oval shape.

"Lovely!" my Mom said. "That's the condition they should be kept in."

"They look nice, but they also seem a little feminine, don't you think?" I asked.

She shrugged off that comment. "I think they look nice. That's all that should matter." She felt my hands again. "Though they could use a little softening..."

She got up and went upstairs, as if on a mission. Soon after she returned with a tube of lotion.

"Hand lotion! The perfect fix!"

She grabbed my hands and squirted some lotion on them, clasping them together and rubbing in the lotion.

"Lavender?" I asked.

She nodded. "Smells lovely, doesn't it?"

I suppose it did. When she was done, my hands felt more delicate than they ever had before. She then washed her hands and got back to painting her own nails. But not before she gave a surprising offer.

"Would you like me to explain the steps to you? You seem interested."

"Uhhhhh..." I stammered. I didn't really know what to say. For whatever reason I kept staring at the soft strokes of paint she was applying to her nails.

"Doesn't matter. I'll show you anyway." She still had her left hand to do. "I already prepped by pushing back my cuticles and making sure all the oils were off my nails. Otherwise the polish wouldn't stick too well."

She did her thumb, then index finger, and finally the rest, each with soft strokes. The lavender color looked beautiful on her hands.

"Then, once you're done, make sure to softly blow on them and let it dry for a bit."

"So you're done?" I asked.

"With the first coat. Second coat comes later. That'll make the lavender really pop, hun."

"Cool...cool," I focused back on the TV.

A short silence, then. "Would you like your nails painted, Sam?"

What was she thinking? I can't accept that. You can hide a hairstyle and always change clothes, but nails? What am I supposed to do, wear gloves?"

"I really shouldn't, Mom. That stuff lasts a while."

"It only lasts as long as you want it too. Have you heard of nail polish remover?"

She had a point. It could always be removed at the snap of a finger. And we're literally just sitting here watching TV..."

"Fine," I said, "Just as long as we remove it tonight."

She accepted my condition. She instructed me to lie back in the recliner and extend and relax my hand. Leaning back, having my nails painted really made me feel like I was at a salon. Or, at least how I imagine it would go down.

First the left, then the right, and soon enough she was done. I officially had lavender nails.

"So pretty!" my Mom said. "Thanks for humoring me, sweetie." She winked and kissed the top of my head.

"So what do I do now?"

"Well, you wait for them to dry."

"Dry? I thought I was getting it taken off?"

"After dinner. We're eating soon." My Mom returned to the kitchen to finish up cooking.

◆◆◆

Dinnertime rolled around, and immediately, Dad and Jenna noticed my nails. Jenna loved them, and my Dad jokingly said I was being too nice to Mom. Nobody really seemed to see anything wrong otherwise.

I helped clean up and went on to retire to my room. "Mom, I'd like the nail polish removed now."

She sighed, but accepted. A promise is a promise. Mom went up to her room to grab the remover, but came back empty handed.

"Sorry hun, I seem to be out. I'm sure your sister has some. Jenna?"

"I don't really wear nail polish, Mom. You know that."

I was beginning to freak out a bit. "Are you saying I have to keep lavender nails?"

"Well, at least they look pretty," Jenna added. She wasn't helping.

"Just run out to the store and get some!" I demanded, "I cannot go to school like this tomorrow."

"It's pretty late. I don't think the store's open till the morning. We'll have to do it then."

That helped me a little bit. I can bear with lavender nails until the morning, right? As long as they're gone by school time.

"Fine," I said, pouting.

"We'll go before school. I promise," my Mom reassured.

Jenna chimed in. "You know, Sam, since you can't remove it tonight, have you considered adding a second coat?"

"What? Why the heck would I want that?"

"Think about it. How often do you get a chance to try nail polish? Might as well finish the job." Jenna pointed out.

Finish the job? She was treating it as if having my nails painted was some sort of honor—something to appreciate.

"Oh, come on, honey. We can do it together." Mom was now siding with Jenna.

Both of them looked at me with such warmth. I truly think they wanted this to be a bonding experience.

I caved. Ideally we'd be doing a different bonding activity but looks like I'm outnumbered.

I sat back in the recliner and my Mom got to work applying the second coat. We turned on a movie while we sat — When in Rome with Josh Duhamel and Kristen Bell. A total chick flick, but once again, I was outnumbered.

She finished my second coat, and then did hers. Then a third for me. The vibrant color popped more with each coat she added. Then a third for herself.

"I'll get the topcoat!" Jenna volunteered. She went up to my Mom's room to grab the clear layer intended to protect and gloss up the nails.

I decided to opt out of that, considering I was getting it taken off tomorrow. They agreed.

Once the movie ended, Mom thanked me again for humoring her. Jenna and I retired upstairs, and Jenna insisted I go into her room.

"Well, this certainly warrants a picture," Jenna cut straight to the chase.

"For the Instagram account?" I asked.

"We haven't updated it since your school uniform pic. It would be pretty cool to keep adding variety."

She sat me down and took a picture of my now pretty nails.

"God, your hands are feminine. Such long, thin fingers, Sam. Soft too."

I didn't really know how to reply to that. "Uh, yes?"

She snapped a few pictures and posted on the account. "I'm gonna miss these nails," she added.

"Yeah yeah yeah," I said, brushing her off. At that point I was getting tired. Time for bed.

◆◆◆

"GET UP!"

What? Huh?

It was morning. Jenna was in my room. "We overslept! School starts in 20!"

"So? It's a short drive. I'll just throw on pants and leave."

"Oh yeah?" Jenna said, grabbing my hands.

The nails! I still had a girl's hands from last night! God, of all the mornings to wake up late!

I shot out of bed and threw on some clothes.

"Can't we just be late?"

"You know Mom doesn't allow that," Jenna barked.

This was very bad. Not only could I be ostracized for having girly hands, but kids might be able to connect the nail polish to the Instagram account! What was I thinking!?


Chapter Nine

The Perfect Fall Outfit

Needless to say I was angry. Furious, in fact. I couldn't believe that Mom would prioritize preventing tardiness over my social reputation at school. I had full-on lavender-colored nails. They were long and delicately manicured—completely inappropriate for a boy to wear to school. I'd be mocked, taunted, and possibly beat up.

"Sam, I understand your frustrations, and we're going to make this right," My Mom reassured me as we drove to school. "I'll drop you off at school and during 1st period, I'll go out and pick up some nail polish remover and wipes which I'll drop off at the office.

"I appreciate that, Mom, but I still have to deal with first period! How do I get by with that?"

All three of us sat in silence, considering our options.

"I don't know, Sam. I just don't know." My Mom frankly, "You'll just have to make do."

I was approaching my biggest downfall. The jig would be up. Everyone would see my nails and make the connection to the Sammi_Jaclyn32 post.

We pulled up outside of school. Kids were energetic, smiling and chatting before class. Soon, all of that attention would be turned to me.

"Sam!" Jenna screamed. Hurting our ears in the car. "Wear these!"

She had gloves in her hands. Winter gloves to be exact.

"What?" I asked. "Where did you get those?"

"They were dug under the seat? They must have been there since last winter."

What a break! I grabbed them from her without even thanking her. "Jenna you are a LIFESAVER."

"You owe me one," she said.

I nodded. I could now confidently leave the car. Did I look weird wearing winter gloves in September? Sure. Was I going to get some comments from kids? Absolutely. But I wasn't going to be exposed. Not today!

And I was right! I got plenty of comments in first period. Some kids laughed, some kids stared. I just told them my hands were particularly cold. Thankfully, nobody really followed up, and I went on with a normal class.

After first period, I got a note delivered from the secretary's office. A package was there for me at the office.

I walked down at the end of the period and there was a small, brown paper bag waiting. I took it and immediately went to the bathroom stall. There was no chance I'd risk using the mirror and sink, so I had to do it over the toilet. I stripped off my gloves and laid eyes on my girlish lavender nails for the last time. Fortunately, after a little scrubbing with the nail polish remover on cotton balls, the nail polish came off. Granted, my nails still were long and oval shaped, but there were certainly within the realm of what a normal boy could have.

◆◆◆

I returned from school, thankful mostly. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little upset at my Mom. But I knew she meant well, and she's been consistent with her policy of perfect school attendance, aside from sickness.

I got home and decided to go for a long run. Not a relaxing activity for most people, but it helps me. Some of that stress from first period still remained and needed to be burned off.

Well as it turns out, it was indeed a long run. Usually, I'll turn around after 2ish miles and go for a 4-mile loop, but for whatever reason I just kept on running. Maybe it was the stressful morning, or maybe even the stressful week. I felt like I needed to escape my house, if only for a bit.

I got pretty far out, but I didn't even notice. My music was loud and inspiring, encouraging me through this period of stress-burning.

My feet kept taking me to neighborhoods I had definitely heard of, but never been to. I got well outside of our school district, and thought about how I could walk into a store and probably not recognize a single soul, with nobody recognizing me back.

But soon I saw something familiar. "Grayson Avenue," I said out loud, huffing. I knew that street—but why? I ran down the block to see if it would spark my memory. Not a single house I'd seen before. Blocks in, still nothing.

But then: a pizza joint. Mikey's Pizza. I'd been there before! With Daisy!

And that's when I got my bearings. I was a few blocks from Daisy's house. I felt much better knowing there was a friend nearby.

By this point I was pretty much drenched and exhausted. I could have turned around or even called an uber, but it was a rare opportunity to see Daisy and pop in.

I ran up the stairs to her house and rang the doorbell, perched next to the proudly flown Notre Dame flag. The door swung open.

"Sam? What are you doing here?" It was Uncle Greg. "I mean, it's good to see you and all, but what a surprise."

"I know, right?" I said, still panting. "I was going for a run and I was in the neighborhood, so I thought I'd stop by."

"That's a long run!" Uncle Greg said, "Well, come on in. Daisy! Look who's here!"

Daisy descended the stairs. "Sam? Hey!"

I smiled back at her. "Hey, surprised?"

"Very," she said as she gave me a hug. "I'm impressed you could make it all the way out here."

We chatted at the door for a bit and I eventually saw Daisy's 6-year old brother Matty and Aunt Hannah as well. All were very happy to see me.

"Well, listen, I'd love to stay and chat, but I should probably be getting home before it gets too late."

"Oh, no you can't go. You should stay for dinner," Aunt Hannah insisted. "You're already here."

"Stay! Stay!" Matty pleaded.

"Hmm, well I think I'll have to call my Mom first and ask if it's okay."

"Oh, I'm sure it'll be fine. In fact, I'll call your Mom for you," Aunt Hannah offered.

She walked away before I could even thank her. Then she turned around. "Sam, I insist you shower first though. You're absolutely drenched."

We all shared a laugh. I could definitely use some washing up before dinner.

"Honey, take Sam up to your bathroom, okay?" Uncle Greg told Daisy. "We'll be eating in a half hour."

Daisy escorted me upstairs and to her bathroom.

"I'll let you do your thing. Feel free to use my shampoo and there should be an extra towel in there. Let me know if you need anything!" Daisy shut the door.

I stripped naked, taking off my smelly, wet workout clothes. I had gotten so soaked that even my shoes got wet through my socks. It was not a pretty sight.

But boy did it feel good to get into the shower! The warm water on my body never felt so good.

I checked through the shampoo selection, and I was unsurprised. Girl shampoo.

Everything was flower scented and ‘volume increasing’. Whatever. I've been using Jenna's and it was pretty much the same.

By the time I was done I threw the towel around my waist and—yep. I was without clothes.

I can't believe it hadn't even crossed my mind until now. I guess I was thinking 'well I'm wearing clothes now, I must have clothes to leave in'. But there's no way I can change back into this soaked, stinky workout gear.

"Everything alright in there?" Daisy yelled through the door.

"Uhhh," well, was I expected to wear my workout clothes?

"What? Of course not, you—" she paused. Obviously she just had the same realization as me.

"Yeaaaah..." I'm such a ditz.

We then heard from downstairs. "Dinner in 15 minutes!"

Oh crap. "I can't wear this soaked stuff, Daisy...go run to your parents' room and grab me something to wear."

"You're gonna wear my Dad's stuff? Seriously?" she said with a sarcastic tone. Uncle Greg is 6'7". A massive man. "There is no chance his stuff will fit your frame...what are you, 5'8"?"

"5'5"," I said admittedly.

"Really? You carry yourself better than 5'5"."

"How is this helping?" I was beginning to get peeved.

"You don't seem the same height as me, that's all. Now look, I don't think I have to state the obvious and say you can't dig into Matty's first grader wardrobe. So..."

"Yes?"

"...so it looks like you're stuck with me. C'mon out."

I walked out of the bathroom, towel around my waist. Daisy seemed okay seeing me shirtless this time.

"I'm not so sure about this...what are your parents gonna say?" I nervously asked.

"Oh hush. You didn't have any other clothes to wear, and you're the same size as me. They won't think anything of it." Daisy plopped on the bed. "So," she gestured towards the closet. "What would you like?"

"Well I wouldn't like any of it," I said confidently.

"You know what I mean," she came back sternly, "You gotta wear something."

I looked at her room. Based on experience having a sister, it seemed like a typical girl's closet, though Daisy was a bit younger than Jenna.

"Do you want the school uniform again?"

"No...let's..." and then I paused for a second. I thought back to earlier today, when Jenna came through in the clutch with the winter gloves. I was so close to having to go to school with lavender nails. So close! But she saved me. She told me I owe her one...

"Give me something that's stylish. Something that's...something fashionable for fall." I responded.

"You want something stylish?" Daisy repeated, confused by my change of heart.

I went on to explain the lavender nails saga to her, how I was about to be revealed and Jenna came through. I owe her. I owe her a picture of Sammi Jaclyn.

Daisy snapped her fingers. "I have just the look!" She went into her closet and grabbed a bunch of clothes, occasionally glancing back at me, as if she were creating a unique look just for me.

She instructed me to go to the bathroom to blow dry my hair. When I returned to the bedroom, she had the complete outfit laid out.

"I picked out the plainest panties I could find." She held them up and turned around, allowing me to change. I slipped them on and followed by putting on some fuzzy brown socks she had laid out. I have to say, they felt wonderful on my feet. Next I stepped into some dark blue skinny jeans, which were familiar to me since I wore them for Jenna before. After that, Daisy felt okay to turn around. "I wouldn't say this outfit needs a bra, but then again every picture of Sammi Jaclyn has had breasts, so it looks like that's a standard we need to follow."

She gave me a similar bra as last time and stuffed it slightly. The shirt was a light, flimsy white shirt with thin black stripes. On top of that was a cute, light denim jacket. The sleeves were shorter and folded once at the end, showing my forearms. The finishing touch was an incredibly soft, gray infinity scarf that felt very comfortable around my neck and shoulders. I stepped into some stylish brown leather boots that went just below my knees, and the look was complete.

She brushed my hair a tad, to make sure it was presentable. "Va-va-voom! Look at you!"

"You think I look alright?" But I knew the answer based on her reaction.

"Dinner time!" Aunt Hannah had yelled from downstairs. All I could do was hope that Daisy's parents would be okay with this look.

We walked downstairs, and arrived in the kitchen. Aunt Hannah and Uncle Greg's eyes just popped.

"Well well well, it seems someone forgot to bring a change of clothes," Uncle Greg said.

"Yeaaaah," I responded. "Too bad for me, I guess."

Aunt Hannah turned to Daisy. "You really went all out on him, didn't you?"

"Oh not at all. This is the same thing any girl would normally wear," Daisy responded.

"Well, sure, but you know Sam's not a girl," Uncle Greg said sternly. "Son, are you okay with this?"

"Oh, I was just kidding. It's okay with me. Think I was gonna fit into your clothes?"

He let out a hearty laugh. "I suppose that's true...I just want to make sure that you're okay with this. You know, that Daisy isn't manipulating you into this?"

"Manipulating? Dadddd!" she whined.

"Oh, not at all. We're all fine. I promise."

"Well, I do have to say—and please don't take this as an insult—but you look beautiful in that outfit," Aunt Hannah said, breaking any tension.

"Wow, Sam, you look pretty!" Matty rushed in with even wider eyes than his parents.

"I gotta say, Sam, most guys wouldn't be able to pull off an outfit like that. You're some special kid." Uncle Greg meant to compliment me. I think that's a compliment at least?

"But hey, let people do what they want to do, is all I say," Uncle Greg was eager to put a button on the conversation. "Let's eat!"

The family took the table. Daisy gave me a glance that said 'no too bad, hmm?'.

◆◆◆

The meal was delicious, and our conversations surprisingly revolved around everything but my outfit choice afterwards.

After dinner we went into Daisy's nicely furnished basement and took a few pictures. A couple around the billiard table, a few near the card table, and a particularly nice one next to the small wine rack. Daisy instructed me to put my hands on my hips, and point my toes into the ground while I bent one knee. It was a girly pose, and it really showed off my body.

"God, you look really good in this. You actually have a butt," Daisy said.

"All in the jeans, I guess...but hey, I just hope Jenna will be happy with these."

"I'm certain she will."

"Sam! You want a ride home?" Aunt Hannah called me from upstairs.

"Well, there's no way I'm walking home in this." I said softly just to Daisy.

◆◆◆

It was pretty dark by the time I got home, so I felt comfortable entering my house without anyone spotting me.

Jenna was standing near the door as I walked in.

"There she is! Sammi Jaclyn!" Jenna said. She'd never really referred to me before like that. "You look cute as a button! But! That's not why I'm excited."

She got close to me and primped my hair as she talked.

"Okay, do you want the good news or the really good news first?"

"Uhh, good news," I said, playing along.

"Okay! So the good news is we reached 30,000 followers on the Instagram account! In fact, that picture Daisy sent me just a bit ago is already getting more likes than any other picture yet!"

Wow, in just 20 minutes? Impressive. These clothes really must look good on me.

"But the really good news? Well, we got an offer!"

Hmm?

"An offer. A modeling offer! Our first one!"


Chapter Ten

The Modeling Offer

I had to sit Jenna down to discuss this. What did she mean by a modeling offer? Was the page really popular enough to deserve a modeling offer? And what kind of modeling? She couldn't seriously expect me to go through with this. We had literally just solidified a decoy for Sammi Jaclyn, and now she's throwing on me the most public endeavor yet! I was bursting with questions.

"Hey, just calm down, Sam. This is a good thing."

I couldn't imagine how this could be good in any way. The entire reason I was still helping her out was because there was a relative amount of anonymity for me. Nobody knew Sammi was actually a boy, and more importantly, nobody knew she was actually me. Could we just keep it that way?

"Jenna, I'm concerned this is starting to get out of hand," I reminded her.

"Sam, I don't think you quite understand what is happening here." Jenna pulled out her laptop and went into her Instagram direct messages. "See this DM? It's from a woman named Trista Hayworth."

"Who is that?"

"Trista is the owner of a small salon...in Milwaukee."

Milwaukee? Why would someone from Milwaukee be contacting Jenna—or, Sammi Jaclyn, rather?

"This woman happened to be at the same Fashion Expo we were at. She didn't see us, but saw that our account kind of blew up after being shared, and voila!"

"So let me get this straight...someone from out of state—not from the Chicago area—wants me to be their model?"

"Correct."

I was beginning to realize why Jenna was intrigued by this offer...but I needed more.

"You said Trista asked for modeling...what does she mean by that?"

"Well, I only had a brief DM conversation with her, but I think it's mostly full body stuff. Here—she seems blown away by not only your hair, but your physique as well. I mean, look at you now!"

I was still wearing Daisy's clothes. "Look, I see what you're getting at with this modeling offer being from out of state, but Milwaukee's not really that far. Don't you think someone could see me?"

"Sam, this is the same type of stuff we've been doing as before. If you're comfortable taking pictures for the public world of Instagram, then you should be comfortable with a salon, right?"

"So...you're saying my face still stays out of it?" I needed to know this before any other steps were taken.

"I'll make sure of it when we negotiate payment."

"Woooah what? Payment?" I was stunned.

"You serious? Of course they're paying you. It's your image they're purchasing, Sam."

"Oh my God..." Well that changes everything. I can actually make money from this!

"Sam, this is the business I want to go into eventually. I'll basically act as your stylist, photographer and agent. All you have to do is, well, be you."

"How much will I be getting?"

"I haven't figured that out yet," Jenna admitted, "but whatever it is, I'll let you keep...half?"

I was sort of caught off guard. I'll be honest, I wasn't sure what the reaction would be when I came home dressed in Daisy's clothes, but I sure as hell did not think I would walk into a modeling offer and contract negotiation with my sister.

"That sounds fair for now," I agreed with her. "Just keep my face out of it, and we can make it happen."

I walked upstairs, dreaming about all the cool stuff I could buy with the easy money.

◆◆◆

It wasn't till another couple weeks went by until anything else happened. Over that time, I managed to get Daisy her clothes back, and helped out Jenna a few more times with class assignments. We were getting pretty good at working together. Sometimes she'd have a hairstyle she'd like to try and photograph, and I'd sit there as she worked her magic on my brunette locks. Most of the assignments about fashion she found that she was able to complete by herself or didn't need a model, but twice I was able to help her out—modeling a pair of black leggings with a training bra, and another time wearing a 'jeans and boots' outfit, similar to what I had on for Daisy.

But eventually, Trista got back to Jenna. She was ecstatic to hear that we were interested in helping out and wanted to chat on the phone about future projects. Jenna graciously accepted.

I had discussed this with Jenna before, but we thought it would be best if only she spoke on the phone. Though my voice was certainly not deep, I would need to work at it a little to make it sound like an actual girl. We were fairly certain Trista was under the impression Sammi Jaclyn is actually a girl, so it's best not to show our hand too early.

Soon enough the day came where Jenna would chat with Trista. Though they had emailed a couple times, this was the first time Jenna would actually hear her voice, and hopefully learn a lot more about the company.

"Jenna?" a woman's voice asked. She sounded like a slightly older woman, in her fifties or sixties perhaps.

"Hi, Trista?" my sister responded.

"Yes! It's good to finally touch base!"

"For me as well! I have to say, I really appreciate that you were impressed by Sammi's posts."

"’Impressed’ is an understatement. I was blown away by her beauty! And I have to say, Jenna, your stylist and fashion skills are quite impressive as well."

Trista went on to explain her salon. The salon was called "Gretchen's," named after her late mother. It had just opened up a few months ago, pointing out that it was always her dream to own and operate one. After working as a lawyer for 30 years, she thought it was time to follow her dreams.

"How sweet," Jenna said.

However, opening a new salon was no easy task. She was confident with the business end, but she felt some marketing was needed.

"And that's where you come in. Jenna, I want to hire Sammi Jaclyn to come in so I can do her hair and take pictures that I can use for advertisements. I can't quite afford to hire a professional model, so I was hoping Sammi could do it for a little cheaper. I'd pay, of course!"

"You don't...you don't want me to do anything? Style-wise?" Jenna asked. I think she was a little bummed she wouldn't be participating in this.

"Well, frankly, that's part two. I was hoping that if my salon gets off the ground, we could talk about job possibilities as a stylist after you graduate."

That's when she lit up. A stylist job opportunity? That's Jenna's dream in a nutshell.

"You know, this is all so great, but I'm curious. Why do you need someone outside of your family?"

Trista let out a big sigh. "I never had any daughters. My husband and I have four boys, and I don't have a single niece. Can you believe that? I truly believe that I have a knack for fashion and hairstyling, but I was never able to put it to use."

"Well, consider Sammi your new niece." Jenna tried ending with a positive note. Trista ate it up.

Jenna happily agreed to the proposal, and before I could even realize what happened, the call was over.

"You didn't mention I'm not a girl, did you?"

She winced. "Crap! I didn't."

I collapsed back on her bed. That's it. There goes my anonymity.

"Sam, it's Milwaukee. Nobody will know you there. Plus, I'm certain she'd be fine if I told her you're a boy."

"She just said she has sons!" I angrily said.

"Yes, but she probably didn't style them because they didn't want it. Not because of any principle not to do a boy's hair. Plus, you're not like most boys, Sam."

What did she say?

"Am I crazy?" Jenna continued. "You have an Instagram account as a girl. How many other boys do you know that do that, hmm? Don't get me wrong, I love what we're doing here, but you're immersed in this world now. You have a unique opportunity to take advantage of a God-given physical gift. Your life at home will not change. But sure as hell don't squander the opportunity to use your gift at zero social risk outside of your hometown."

I've never heard Jenna speak that passionately before. She loves fashion. She really does. But I'm beginning to realize it's more than just the love of creating a look that she enjoys. Jenna likes to maximize peoples' beauty. That's what she's really been doing all along, right? Maximizing my beauty? I never felt the need to do that, but fulfilling my potential is a passion project for her. That's what I've given her. In return, she's given me companionship and a strong sibling bond.

For her, it's not about the hair or the clothes, it's about creating a worthwhile identity.

I took a long, deep breath.

Then, Jenna received an email. It's from Trista! It read:

'I forgot to ask. Does $500 sound alright? I'll also pay for your travel expenses to come up to Milwaukee!'

I could read the email from the bed. Jenna let out a huge smile. So did I.

"Now will you do it?" she asked coyly.

"Seals it for me." Looks like we're off to Milwaukee.


Chapter Eleven

Milwaukee Model

We gathered our things for the Saturday day trip to Milwaukee. My directions app said it was a mere hour and fifty minutes. Not bad at all. However, that was a whole hour and fifty minutes that I'd have to worry and stress about my first modeling shoot.

Yes, I knew that everything was low risk—no facial shots, just doing my hair and taking pictures. I've gotten quite used to that by now. But for whatever reason, Jenna and I had yet to inform Trista that I was in fact a boy named Sam, and not a girl named Sammi.

But the $500 was going to make it all worth it. I didn't have a job at home, so this was going to be $500 (well, my share would be $250) that was 100% all mine. Completely up to me what to spend it on.

Though my parents knew Jenna was taking pictures of me I was occasionally dressing up for her Instagram page, I don't think they quite understood how deep this was getting. We decided that it would be best to tell a white lie and say we were going to Milwaukee so Jenna could meet with this woman to learn about the industry, making no mention of the modeling opportunity for me. She seemed to buy it, and we were off in the family's car for the day.

The trip flew by, and before we knew it we’d reached Milwaukee, home of the Brewers—rival to my family's beloved Cubs.

The salon was fairly bare bones from the outside. We studied the barren windows, wondering if they would soon be filled with pictures of my own hair. Jenna and I were greeted by a smiling face at the door.

"Hello hello!" Trista came out running. She looked sort of what I had expected. Very nice hair, but her face had shown signs of age. I suppose 30 years of being a lawyer would explain that. She was a little heavy and naturally beautiful.

"Jenna and Sammi, it's so good to see you," she said as she gave us each a hug. "Let's go inside."

Did she know? Nothing in her reaction to me suggested she was surprised to see my visage. Did she think I was a girl? Did she know I was a boy but just didn't care?

The salon was plain, as expected. A few salon chairs were out in addition to the expected intricacies of a regular salon.

Trista began, "So—"

"You know what, wait." Jenna blurted out. "I'm sorry, but I just have to get this off my chest. Trista, you ordered a model, and we brought you one. But Sammi here, he's a boy, and you need to know that."

Jenna's frankness surprised all of us. Even herself.

Trista blinked.

"Hmm," she said. "I didn't know that, but, very well. Makes no difference to me."

"Really?" I chimed in. "You're not curious as to why I'm a boy?"

"Oh, certainly. But I'm not concerned with the gender of the person. I'm only interested in beauty. And you are beautiful."

I blushed. I couldn't believe how well she was taking this. However, we figured we owed her at least a short explanation about how I got roped into creating an Instagram account, and now we're here.

"I admire how open minded you are. None of my sons would ever let me do this to them."

Trista sat me down and we looked in the mirror. The nerves in my stomach had mostly gone away from fearing discovery that I'm a boy, but a whole new unsettling had begun as I was about to get my first professional styling.

"You're lucky to have such beautiful hair, and so much of it. There's truly a lot to work with. However, I'm thinking of a layered style for you today."

I nodded, not exactly sure what she meant, but Jenna seemed to like the idea, so I rolled with it.

After prepping my hair, she got to work with the scissors. It appeared to me that she was simply trimming my hair, but then she started cutting off a pretty decent amount. I didn't want to object, because I had already agreed to the money. But how far was this going to go?

Snip snip. Snip snip. Snip snip snip.

Hair kept falling to the ground. She was using different types of scissors and cutting on angles. My haircuts usually were just cut at the end, and I'd let split ends grow out. But this was not the case. Trista was actually creating a feminine shape to my hair.

During the haircut, Jenna and Trista mostly chatted with each other about hair and clothes. Jenna was intrigued by all of Trista's knowledge of salon life, even though she didn't have much professional experience.

Once the hair dried, Trista took a curling iron and gave me soft, loose curls.

Wow. I looked at myself in the mirror and was more surprised by the outcome than I had ever been. The haircut made a real difference in appearance. Though I was familiar with curls in my hair, it had mostly been the same length throughout, thus limiting it to a certain look. But here, with an actual layered haircut, my hair looked professionally done.

Trista applied a spray to hold it, and then we were done.

"You look wonderful, Sam," Jenna complimented me. "And Trista you are an artist."

"I appreciate that," she replied. "But now, we need to take care of what I brought you up to Milwaukee for."

She walked us to a back room where she had a camera set up with a white sheet and lights. It looked nearly professional.

"Take your shirt off, Sam. I don't want a boy's shirt to be in the shot.”

I took off my shirt and stood on the white tarp. The lights were bright and the sheet was reflective enough to appropriately light my hair.

She instructed me to turn around as she steadied the camera.

"Jenna, could you clean up Sam's hair?" Trista asked while staring through the viewfinder.

Jenna walked over and primped my hair just a tad so it fell perfectly on my shoulders. The soft curls felt nice on my bare back.

She stepped away and Trista snapped a bunch of photos. Most of them were pretty much straight on from the back.

At that moment I felt like a celebrity. It was a strange feeling making money for my beauty. Sure, I'd been showing the world (or at least the thousands of Instagram followers) my hair and clothing, but never before was I paid. Attention is nice, but money is validating.

Hearing the camera snap from behind me gave me confidence that I’d never felt before. Jenna and Trista couldn't tell, but I was smiling. I had the best of both worlds—the self-confidence that style can give you (with anonymity), and money to go along.

"Gorgeous, Sam." Trista said. "You know, I feel like I should just call you ‘Sammi’ when we're in photography mode. That's okay with you?"

I was just the three of us. And I guess it's close to my name anyway. "Go for it," I confirmed.

She took some close ups and from slight angles that still hid my face, but I could still tell that Trista was longing for more.

"What's up?" Jenna could sense something was wrong.

"I totally understand why you want to conceal your face—I totally do," Trista began, "and I know that I only called you up here to do pictures of your hair, but you must understand that hiding your identity really makes it difficult to get good pictures."

She had a good point. She was getting full shots of my hair, but keeping my face out of it was certainly limiting what she could do.

However, I didn't like where this was going.

"Trista, I agree with you, but you know I can't let anyone know this is me. If the people at school found out—"

"But would they find out?" she interrupted. "Would they? We're in Milwaukee, which is a long way from your school. The chances that anybody from your school would come up here to this salon, see a poster, and recognize you is slim to none. Remember, I'm not advertising you as Sammi Jaclyn."

"Are you sure we couldn't blur my face?" I asked.

A light bulb lit up above Jenna's head, "I have an idea. You want to be concealed, right Sam? Well, if we were to put make-up on you, then you wouldn't look like yourself. You'd look like a normal, pretty girl."

"Plus, we can still stray away from the direct shots to your face. God knows any girl looks different with and without makeup."

Now I really didn't like where this was going.

Trista and Jenna were practically brainstorming to each other by now, leaving my thoughts completely out of it.

"Excellent idea, Jenna! I'm glad I brought up such a smart young lady."

"It'd have to be a full makeover. The heavier the makeup, the less likely he is to be recognized."

"Yes!" Trista agreed. "But it shouldn't be too bold, as to distract from the hair."

The two of them went on, raving on about my possible makeover.

I couldn't just back out now, could I? I already accepted a job, and we'd come so far.


Chapter Twelve

The Photo Shoot

Trista went into the back room to scrounge together whatever makeup she could find. I can't believe this was the first time I would actually be photographed completely as a girl from the neck up.

Though I have had very little makeup on previously, what was about to happen was completely different.

Makeup, in most ways, is a mode of self-expression—you highlight your best features, conceal other parts, and feel good about yourself. Makeup, for girls, is a confidence tool. But here, I was not looking for confidence. I was looking for anonymity. Trista and Jenna seemed to agree the heavier the makeup, the less recognizable I would be, and I have to say I agree. Had it been my own decision, I'd have strayed away from it completely. But I promised my sister I'd do this, and I will be getting my $250.

"Sammi, you ready?" Trista called from behind. Still not sure how I feel about allowing her to call me ‘Sammi’.

Trista led Jenna and I back to the styling chair. She had already laid out the makeup on the counter.

I sat down in the chair and looked at myself in the mirror. I don't know if it will ever feel normal looking at myself in the mirror with dolled up hair. I was still shirtless too from the photo shoot after Trista requested some bare back photos.

As Trista began to moisturize my face, I could see Jenna behind us in the reflection beaming. This was her dream, being part of a beauty salon. And I know that she feels even better getting to share this moment with family. Sure, it's a male member of the family, but still. I also noticed whenever I'm doing anything related to Sammi_Jacyln32, Jenna treats me differently. We've always been close, but her manner is a lot gentler during times like these.

Trista then started to fill in my brows with a pencil. It tickled just a little bit. "You have very nice eyebrows, Sammi. Have you done anything with them before?"

I honestly couldn't remember, so I looked at Jenna. She shook her head. Guess this is the first time. I never understood the fascination with eyebrows, but I guess mine looked cleaner than they ever have.

Trista continued with foundation and concealer to finish off the base of my face. She held up a selection of eye shadow colors. "What do you think, Jenna?"

Jenna thought for a moment. "Let's go with the mossy green color. What do you think, Sammi?"

I shrugged. "I guess it looks pretty."

"I like that...I like that a lot," Trista said, nodding. "We should go for a sexy, green tonal look. We're taking the essence of nature and adding a dash of Sammi!"

With her mind made up, Trista went to town on my face. She applied liner, a bronze-toned blush, a cream based highlighter to help elevate my shine. Then she contoured my face, which really made my face pop and look significantly more feminine. She finished off with a dark, neutral lipstick.

She stepped back from the mirror and admired her work.

"You're beautiful, Sammi," Trista said. Jenna had a huge smile on her face behind me. This was the first time I genuinely did not recognize myself in the mirror. I also looked 4 or 5 years older.

Trista then led me back over to the photo shoot room, and began positioning me for pictures again, this time head on.

Jenna stood by, occasionally helping primp my hair or touch up my makeup.

"Jesus, Sam. Even I barely recognize you. It's amazing how good you look. Trista, you are a genius. I know for certain you'll have no problem finding and keeping clients."

"Thank you darling," Trista said, continuing to take pictures." She picked up the tripod and moved it back a couple feet.

"Let's get a hair flip in there, Sammi. Whaddya say?"

"Okay... How do I do that?" I asked.

"Like this!" Jenna chimed in, taking her left hand and flicking her wrist. Though her short hair obviously didn't have the right effect.

I did the same, mimicking her. The hair bounced over my shoulder and onto my back.

"Cute!" Trista said. "Now give us a big, flirty smile while you do that!"

I gave her a smile, but it felt forced. Apparently it looked forced too. "No, no, no," Trista said. "Jenna, tell Sammi something that will make her genuinely smile."

Jenna looked me up and down. "Sam, you are the best brother in the world. So few boys would do something like this for their sister—you know, helping support her dream? For that... I love you."

That was the first time in a while I'd been told something like that. It meant the world to me. Jenna started to tear up, and so did I. Upon both of us simultaneously getting emotional, we began to laugh.

"That's the smile I was looking for!" Trista said. I looked at the camera and she snapped a beautiful smile. "Now let's get some more."

She took a few more hair flip pictures, and once she showed them to me, they looked incredible. I looked like a real girl having real fun.

"These will do wonderfully! I'll touch 'em up a bit and then have them printed full size. They'll be great for business."

"I really hope so," I added. "You deserve it."

We chatted a bit longer about her plans to open her business. Jenna was particularly intrigued, and I have to admit I thought it was an interesting conversation as well. Listening to anyone talk about their passions is always a pleasure, and even though I didn't share the same excitement, I enjoyed hearing both their perspectives.

"Now, Sam, you need to decide before we leave—would you like your makeup taken off?" Trista asked.

"Hmm...it's probably for the best," I said, assuming. "I mean I only look like a girl from the shoulders up."

"Well, let's not get ahead of ourselves," Jenna chimed in. "We wouldn't want to waste such a nice makeover, right?

"What do you mean by 'waste'?"

"Sam, I don't think you've ever had such a nice makeover before. Trust me, situations like this are few and far between. Sure, I know how to apply make-up and do hair, but not like how Trista does. Don't you maybe...want to enjoy it a little longer?"

Jenna seemed completely genuine. Oddly, in fact. Though she was framing her point as if it was for my benefit, it seems like she doesn't want my makeover to go away for her own personal reasons. I think she really likes hanging out with this version of me.

Was it selfish of her? Maybe. But then again, I enjoy how Jenna acts around me whenever we're doing makeover related things. We undeniably connect better.

"Okay, well, what are you proposing?"

"I'm not sure—but we are out of town. And I told Mom we weren't gonna be back for several more hours... Maybe we take advantage of this unique opportunity to explore Milwaukee?"

"Okay... what are we supposed to do? Drive around in the car?" I asked.

"How about I take you two out for lunch? I know I'm already paying you for coming up, but I'm certain these pictures will be so great for business, I'm happy to give you a little bonus. What do you say?"

"I'm down!" answered Jenna quickly. She turned to me for approval.

"What? Go out in public? Looking like this?" I gestured to my shirtless self and unmatched halves of my body. "I can't look like two different people."

"Well you'll have to match in some way." Trista proposed. "So what would you like, Sam? We're done with the photo shoot, so I'm happy to take your makeup off, and get your hair in a more masculine style."

I began to shake my head, but saw Jenna's disappointed face. Her sadness didn't come from not going out to lunch, it came from the possible disappearance of Sammi.

"...or, we could keep your dolled up head and scrounge together some clothes that make you presentable?"

Jenna appeared to like this option better.

For her. I'll do it for her.

"Fine. I can stay as Sammi. But only because we're out of town and I'm sure I won't get recognized. But I still don't want to draw any attention whatsoever.

Trista then whispered something to Jenna. I couldn't really hear, but I think she said, "as if the boys would actually look away." They giggled.

"Very well," Trista said. "There's a Dress Barn a block away. We'll walk there." She tossed me my t-shirt. "But put this on. No way you're walking outside shirtless."

The woman grabbed their purses as I carefully slid the shirt over my hair. "I don't think this big of hair was meant for a t-shirt neck hole," I said, commenting on the absurdity.

"Don't worry, Sam. We'll get you something nice and pretty that'll complement your look a lot better. I hope you're excited...sis." Jenna said, kissing me on the cheek.

Hmm, she'd never done that before. That's such a...sister move.

After a little thought, I followed the women out the door—on our way to pick up my first brand new outfit. What would it look like?


Chapter Thirteen

The Lunch Outfit

The three of us – Trista, Jenna, and myself – pondered over the best way to acquire an outfit for me and cause the least possible suspicion. Needless to say I was the most paranoid, considering I'd never actively stepped outside fully dressed as a girl. The very thought of it was nerve-racking and made me sweat.

"I'm sure a t-shirt and pants will be fine, right?" Trista proposed. "You guys drove to my salon wearing just that and had no problems."

"But this is different," I said, jumping in. "First, we were driving in the car, not walking outside. Second, I didn't have makeup on or a new haircut. I look like two different people. That's going to be jarring."

Trista's salon was situated in a small strip mall area, and across the parking lot was a Dress Barn. Shorter than a two-minute walk. Jenna came to my defense. "Sam looks visibly uncomfortable right now. There's no chance you'll get better by going outside." She then turned to me. "Sam, you just said that you'd be okay walking around a bit as Sammi, right?" I nodded. I suppose I did say that, but that didn't change the fact I was getting more and more concerned with the idea as the minutes passed. "Well," she said, "how about we switch clothes? Trista doesn't have anything extra to wear here, but you already fit into my stuff."

We all agreed that was an optimal enough plan. After all, Jenna wasn't going to arouse any suspicion because she had a girl's figure and plenty of confidence.

"Girls wear boy-style clothes all the time. I don't mind."

"...alright then. Let's swap."

Trista gave us a little privacy while we both stripped down to our underwear. Jenna handed me her skinny jeans and crew-neck sweater. It wasn't a particularly feminine outfit, though tight girls' jeans and a pink crew neck would suit me much, much better. After all, what was it for, a two-minute walk?

Within a moment we were done. Trista came back in, complimented both of our appearances, as well as our quick-change abilities.

The three of us walked along the covered section of the strip mall, passing by a pizza joint, dollar store, and a nail salon.

We made it inside the Dress Barn. I'd never been to one before, but it looked close enough to a Kohl's or any other retailer – minus the men's section. It wasn't super packed, which made me feel a little more at ease. The less eyeballs to suspect anything, the better.

However, as we walked by the front counter, I got stares. I quickly turned on edge.

"Dang dang dang Jenna," I whispered. "We gotta go. Now."

"You know they're not looking at you because they think you're a boy. It's because you're so dolled up at this time of day." She then turned to Trista. "Maybe we overdid her look for errands..."

Trista walked us to a back part of the store, near the changing rooms where I was instructed to wait. I had no say in picking anything out, and honestly, I was okay with that. Trista and Jenna scoured the store for an outfit for me to wear to lunch.

At this point I started to realize something. Why couldn't we just go to lunch with the swapped clothes? Why spend time finding an outfit we don't need?

Trista and Jenna returned, shepherding me into one of the changing rooms. Jenna went into the one next to me.

"Hey, why are you changing too?" I asked. She didn't answer verbally, but instead responded by hurling her panties over the top and into my stall.

"What? Hey!" I wasn't too thrilled about having my sister's used underwear landing on my face.

"You'll need this for some of the outfits. Give me your boxers."

"No way! I'm not wearing your used underwear, Jenna. These boxers fit just fine – and why do you wanna wear mine?"

She groaned, somehow unable to understand my argument. "Just do it, Sam. Trust me, they'll fit better. You've worn panties before."

I figured it wasn't worth fighting. I stripped back down and threw my boxers over the wall. I could hear Trista giggling at our exchange.

"And this!" Jenna said as I felt her bra fall onto my head.

"Really?" I asked with distress. "Jesus, what do you have for me to wear?"

Just put on your underwear so Trista can come in. I slipped on the panties over my naked body. They were snug, but a soft comfortable material. Plain, which was good. I'd worn panties before, so it's nothing new.

I also tried to attach the bra but had a little trouble. Enough that I asked Jenna to come inside to help me out. She helped out and my undergarments were complete. She stood behind me, staring at her brother with a fresh haircut with wavy, bouncy curls running down his back complemented by a full glam makeover. She started to tear up as she often does and gave me a big hug from behind. She smelled my hair, burying her face in it. Jenna was so happy.

All I could do was stand there. I knew what this meant to her, and I had to say feeling her love felt good to me too. I felt close to her, and that's the reason I'm doing this.

She snapped out of her trance. "Let's get you into something!"

Jenna decided to stay in the stall with me while I was to try on clothes. Both of us knew I'd need help.

The first one Trista handed me was a light blue t-shirt swing dress. It hung just above my knees and was quite flowy. Jenna asked me to do a little twirl and the skirt of the dress flew around as I did so. Jenna smiled. "Notice the pockets?" she said. I placed my hands along the side and to my surprise felt deep pockets. A nice addition for sure, as I hate carrying my phone or wallet.

"Alright, this'll work," I said.

"No no no! We can't just stop now. How do you know you won't like others?"

I knew where this was going. This was more for her than me. She wanted me to try on a bunch. I really didn't care for shopping but understood what she wanted. "Trista, you okay if Jenna wants us to stick around?"

"Only if you come out and model for me!"

I stepped out of the dressing room for the first time and caught a big grin on Trista's face – almost a look of pride. "Let's try more," she said.

We carried on with a few more dresses that Trista and Jenna had picked out. I tried on several. The next was a floral, bohemian-style button-up sundress. Light blue with white speckles. The skirt hung much lower but the spaghetti straps were a new touch. Trista told me I had "nice shoulders." The floral was a bit out of season, however, so we moved on.

Jenna found me a sweater dress to try on next. The top was off the shoulder and a bit slouchy showing one of my bra straps. The beige fabric was comfortable and warm, though somewhat short. "What if I sit down?" I asked.

"Then you close your legs," Jenna instructed me. I gave it a shot and felt good enough. "But I'm not sure that your straps are supposed to show with this one..." Again, we moved on.

"How about this?" Trista proposed, holding an off-white piece. She called it a trench dress. I tried it on. Simply put, it looked like a trench coat, but was a dress. And significantly more feminine. The fabric wasn't soft, but it was comfortable. It hung a little above the knees and was sleeveless.

"This is pretty fancy, guys. I'm not sure," I said, checking myself out in the mirror.

"Perhaps. Unless we get shoes."

I told Jenna no immediately. We're not getting shoes. We're not even supposed to be buying clothes. But here we are…

I finally walked outside to the small remaining pile of clothes that the girls had picked. I grabbed what Trista told me was a polka-dot print tea dress. Short, flowy, comfortable. "Let's do this."

I threw on the dress and showed it to Trista and Jenna. Both were pleased, but I could tell they wanted to try on more. I eventually had to refuse as we were under a time constraint.

The dress worked, I thought. It went with Jenna's converse, it was casual and autumn-styled enough, and best of all, it wasn't too expensive. I changed back into the crew neck and we approached the counter.

"On me, girls." Trista said. We both immediately thanked her, though I realized it was a little weird I was thanking her for a dress that she bought me. Was it mine now? What was I going to do with it?

After changing at the salon into my new dress and Jenna changing back into her original clothes, it was time for lunch. Trista gave us instructions to a location closer to the actual city of Milwaukee and Jenna and I followed in the car. Strange, I thought, how this day was going. At first I was nervous about being caught by Trista for being a boy, and only a few hours later she's dolling me up, buying me clothes, and taking us to lunch.

The restaurant she chose was casual. American-style food – burgers and such – and a full drink menu. The host sat us in a booth, and we ordered our salads.

Now that we knew Trista was on our side, we decided to go deeper into filling her in with our background. Jenna and I explained all about how she started doing my hair and then tried an Instagram account that had now well over 30,000 followers. I told her about some of my close calls, such as getting my nails painted and the girls in my class suspecting my identity.

Though there was zero reason for anyone to suspect I was a boy, I made sure we kept our voices low. That turned out to be a smart call, because 20 minutes into the meal I noticed a table of boys sitting nearby. I don't think they could hear us, but they were definitely looking in our direction.

"Hey, quiet up a bit." I reminded my table, gesturing toward the boys.

"They're just checking you out, Sammi." Trista laughed.

"Yeah, I'm not interested, though they don't seem to know that."

"Well a cute one is looking at me," Jenna noticed. She smiled and did a little wave.

The table of four boys – late high school age by the looks – gave shoves to the guy Jenna noticed. Buddying around.

"Talk to him," Trista suggested. "I won't mind."

Jenna thought about it for a moment, and as if this trip weren't crazy enough, she got up and walked over the table.

The table was a little out of listening distance thanks to the background noise of the restaurant, but she appeared to be introducing herself and quickly hitting it off.

"God, why is she doing that?" I said, shoving my face into my hands.

"She's a good-looking, friendly girl. Very brave to do that too. I just hope they're nice." Trista said, trying not to look over too much.

Then I saw her pick up the boy's phone. She was typing something in. Oh God, was she giving out her number??

I couldn't believe it. I've never seen Jenna act this bold before. She returned to the table to keep eating.

"Aaaand that's how it's done. Brad has my number."

Trista gave a short little applause. I was so embarrassed. Anything that drew attention to me or our table was unwelcome in my mind.

"Oh, cheer up Sam. He's not gonna call. That was just for fun." I had a hard time believing that.

◆◆◆

We finished lunch and drove back to the salon to reset my look.

Trista had given us our $500 for our time, which we had agreed in advance to split. Though she really went above and beyond what I thought.

"Let's go take that makeup off." Trista ushered us to the sink, but suddenly Jenna called out.

"Hold up. Hold up." She was on her phone, typing something. "Okay, now listen. Brad just invited me to hang out tonight."

What? This guy works fast!

"And quote, 'you can bring your sister if you want.'"

Jenna looked up from her phone straight at me. Was she about to ask me for the biggest favor yet?


Chapter Fourteen

The Outlet Mall

For the most part, Jenna had been fair to me. If I were genuinely uncomfortable with something, she could feel it. She could tell if a proposal had pushed my limits and she respected that.

But what she was about to propose was above and beyond what I'd ever done. Let me set something straight. Though I've taken on the digital alter-ego of Sammi Jaclyn, I had never actually pretended to be a girl in real life to people I did not know. The lunch with Trista and Jenna was a stretch, and outside of ordering my meal, I never even needed to present myself as a girl. The very thought of that terrifies me.

"Sam before you say anything, I want you to know that I'm not telling you to come with me."

Hmm. That was a surprise. A bit of a relief too.

"Okay, that's good to know. Do you still want to hang out with him?" I asked.

"Well, I would, but we can't exactly stay the night up here. Mom and Dad don't even know what we're actually doing. I think it would arouse too much suspicion."

This was an impressively measured take from Jenna. She knew my situation. I'd never officially interacted as a girl and any attempts to do so would cause me to be so nervous that I'd be bound to blow my cover. And though my voice is higher than most boys my age, it doesn't sound particularly girly.

Jenna politely declined Brad's offer. "There are plenty of guys around home for me."

I was fully prepared to begin the disrobing process, but Jenna insisted we take a few shots for the Instagram page. I'd completely forgotten! The whole reason we even got this modeling job in the first place fell completely by the wayside.

"Can we just use one of the photos Trista took? I don't see a problem with it as long as it doesn't have your face in it." Jenna proposed.

Trista allowed it, and I said that worked for me as well. My hair looked impeccable in those pictures. The quality of both the stylist and the camera were unmatched.

"Can we get one more picture?" Jenna asked. "To remember the moment?"

I was used to this by now. I was fully ready to pose but to my astonishment, Jenna wanted a picture with me.

"Just...us two?"

"Yeah." She shrugged. To this day I don't think we've taken a picture together as sisters. It'd be nice to have.

"Jenna, we can't post that! They'll see me – they'll see you!"

"No no no no," she came up to me gently. "This is just for us. It'll stay on my phone in my photos."

I didn't think I had a problem with that. If it was just going to stay on her phone, what was the harm? Trista posed us next to each other, hands on hips and big smiles. Jenna looked happier than ever. It never ceases to feel nice watching my sister be happy.

After the photo I began the process of turning myself from Sammi back into Sam. First I took the dress off and changed back into my boy clothes. Trista made sure to look away as I exchanged the bra and panties and returned them to my sister. Good. I was starting to feel a little uncomfortable with it.

Trista helped me wash all the makeup off of my face. Within 10 minutes my face was totally back to normal and the only remnant was my styled hair. We'd been through this sort of situation before and thought a messy bun would do the trick. It hides any sort of styling quite well.

Jenna and I said our farewells to Trista after a successful visit. We were both $250 richer thanks to this, and we gave Trista a lot of good pictures to use for her salon. We both hugged her goodbye and thanked her for lunch and everything else.

"What about this dress?" Trista asked as we stepped outside.

"We'll take it," Jenna said, looking at me. "Maybe we'll need it for something later."

I rolled my eyes. I was happy to be done with that dress. I could finally be at ease with my own look.

◆◆◆

Our car ride home was nice. Less than an hour and a half from Milwaukee to the Chicago area wasn't bad by any means. We neared home and Jenna checked her phone at a stoplight.

"Hmm, Mom just texted me asking when we'll be home. She said we're on our own for dinner tonight."

"We're about 15 out, no?" I said.

"Yeah. But if we wanna grab a bite to eat out that could be fun."

"Nah. It's still too early." I told her apathetically. "Plus, I don't wanna pay for meals out."

"You know we did just get $250 apiece," said Jenna, "any idea on what you'll use it for?"

I had already considered getting a new game system. There's a bunch out I'm considering and $250 would definitely cover one of them. Then Jenna proposed a great plan.

"Let's hit up the mall! We can get dinner at the food court, I can do a little shopping and you can pick up whatever you want. How's that sound?"

That sounded like a pretty good use of a Saturday. "I'm game."

We drove to the mall about 20 minutes from our house. It was a large outlet mall just off the highway that took us back to Chicago. I'd never been there before, though Jenna had been several times and spoke very highly of it. She'd gone with friends and our mother before.

We parked in the garage and made it inside. The mall had multiple levels with high ceilings and dozens and dozens of stores. It was huge, and I had no idea where to begin.

"How about this – I split off and do some shopping myself while you look for where to buy your stuff? We're both searching for very different things, anyway."

Jenna and I went our separate ways as I wandered the mall alone. It was quite crowded, even for a Saturday in the early evening. I wasn't sure where to look but enjoyed the company of strangers. Everyone walked around with a purpose. Some here for fun, some here for a mission. I found that intriguing for whatever reason.

I decided to give Daisy a call and fill her in on the wild day. It was nice to talk honestly about everything that's been happening. Though I loved my sister, I sometimes felt a little bit smothered and afraid to hurt her feelings. I was okay going along with this because I love her, but Daisy understood me in a different way.

I told her all about Trista and the makeover. I explained how we went dress shopping and then out to lunch where Jenna interacted with a boy and nearly decided to go on a date with him.

Our chat was brief but cathartic. At this point, I was having trouble finding a store that sells video game systems. Everything was clothes – men's, women's and children's – but no other items. I finally thought to consult one of the mall maps and read through the list of stores. As it turns out there wasn't a single Best Buy or electronics store in the entire mall. Crap. I've been walking around for nothing.

What else should I do? Next to me was a Nike store that looked cool. Maybe there was some nice running stuff I could buy.

I wandered into the packed store. This wasn't like a regular sporting store where equipment was sold in addition to clothing. The store only sold shoes and clothing.

Now that it was early October, I was curious about the colder weather running gear. I had $250 at my disposal and that could get me a few solid, cool items. I picked out a pair of black track pants and a quarter zip to try on.

I walked over to the changing rooms where both men and women were filtering in and out of. I had a short wait for one to be available but was fortunate enough to be first in line. There was no men's or women's section, but rather individual fully locked rooms.

With the stall open I walked inside and threw down my clothes to get changed. But something surprised me about the changing room – it was a total mess! The person before me had left a bunch of clothes strewn all over the floor. They didn't bother to bring them back out to the racks, hand them to an employee, or even hang them back up.

It was a woman, clearly, who was in here before, because all of the clothes were marked as such. Curious, I picked them up to see what she had discarded.

On the ground were pants similar to the ones I picked out, but much tighter. I think they're called leggings but had a capri cut-off at the calf. They were kind of stretchy.

I ignored them for the moment and tried on my new track pants. They didn't fit particularly well – loose and scratchy – which would be infuriating to go running in. That's what made me pick up the leggings again. They're black, which looked relatively masculine and doable to run in. I mean, would they be? Only one way to find out.

I slipped off the men's track pants and tried on the leggings. They didn't fit well over my boxers and my bulge out front didn't look particularly good. But as I'd learned with these kinds of pants before (the one's I'd worn with Jenna), my butt stood out quite a bit. She had always joked that I have a girl's plump behind, but I was beginning to see what she meant. It was usually hidden by my boy jeans or sweatpants, but this look completely changed the game.

I twisted and turned in the mirror, curious and confused by my look. Spilled on the floor amongst the other clothes was a gray garment. I picked it up and saw that it was a hoodie but had been cut off at the bottom – by design of course. At this point, I thought these were pretty nice clothes and wondered why the woman before me didn't purchase them. Had she not looked good in them? Did she not think they looked good together? Maybe I'd test it out myself.

I took off my shirt and prepared to put on the women's hoodie. But before I did, I remembered what I learned from Jenna. Girls usually don't wear outfits without a bra – otherwise they look uneven. I dug through the piles on the ground to find a bra. Lucky for me I found a black training bra in the mix and put that on. It was a little big for me but it did the job. I was equally impressed and disturbed at how little time it took me to put it on.

On top of the bra I lifted up the hoodie and slid it over my head. It was much shorter than expected and showed much of my tummy. I guess that's the style?

Looking in the mirror at myself I didn't quite understand why the woman didn't like this look. Sure, gray and black aren't the flashiest, but both pieces of clothing are nice and comfortable – and great for running in.

On the bench next to me was a light green scrunchie. I picked it up and undid my messy bun. I gathered my hair into a ponytail and put it in the scrunchie. Not that I would use these words, but Jenna would have described my look as ‘cute and flirty.’

I spent a minute checking myself out in the mirror. Turns out the outfit is pretty good – definitely gets my approval should a girl want to buy it.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK.

"Excuse me!" a voice yelled, "I think I left my purse in there."

Immediately I noticed a dark yellow purse on the bench that I hadn't seen before. God, how did I miss it?

"Hello? Someone in there?"

I couldn't speak. What was I supposed to do? Talk back with my boy's voice? Step outside and return it to her?

I was panicking. Dressed fully in a women's workout outfit and without Jenna to help bail me out, how was I supposed to get out of this one?


Chapter Fifteen

Daisy's Dance

I'm not sure if this was a common humiliation nightmare of boys, but it definitely was for me. After trying on the leftover women's athletic wear in the dressing room, the customer who preceded me had returned for her purse.

Thoughts of all sorts were running through my head. One option is to heave the purse over the top of the Nike Store changing room. These were tall stalls — 10 feet or so and definitely doable — but that'd probably just piss off the woman. I mean what if items fell out mid-flight?

My other option was to creak open the door to the width of the purse and slip it to her, not saying a word. That way she wouldn't notice the black track pants, sports bra, crop top sweatshirt and whatnot. That sounds like a plan.

I could tell by her voice that the woman was right outside ready to grab her purse. I didn't say a word and barely opened the door to hand it to her.

"Oh, thank you very much!"

Though it felt unnatural, I remained silent. Best not play with fire, especially at an outlet mall 20 minutes from our house. In Milwaukee where we had just come from, it was all but guaranteed we wouldn't see a soul that would recognize me in my Sammi form.

I gave another look at myself in the mirror and admired how well the clothes fit. As a runner, I could really use something that was aerodynamic and molded to my body. But as a boy, I had no interest in drawing the unneeded attention to myself by wearing clothes of the opposite sex. Nevertheless, I thought I saw some good men's track pants that were slim-fitting and....

"Excuse me!" a voice hollered. It was the purse lady. Was she talking to me?

"Uhh, yeah, hi!" I responded in my normal voice.

"Would you mind quickly tossing me those running tights and bra?" I forgot to grab them and there's no more of my size on the rack."

CRAP. Again?!

I had just responded with my normal boy voice — so she knows I'm a guy. DAMN! Why didn't I take these off the second I had the chance?

What choice did I have? I couldn't say no or she'd make a fuss — that's the last thing I want.

ShitShitShit there was no way I could get around this.

"Uhhh sure, just a sec" I said to buy time. I'm literally screwed.

"Oh, and I think I left my scrunchie there." she added. Great. Now I'm a scrunchie thief too!

"Just hand 'em to me through the door like last time — no problem, right?"

I was feverishly stripping silently to get these clothes off. God it felt like an hour, even though she'd been waiting for probably 30 seconds.

Bra was off, leggings were off, and the scrunchie was removed and I was down to my boxers. I looked utterly 'boy" minus the layered, styled hairdo Trista had given me.

The woman sounded impatient.

"Uhhh sorry I had to, uh, answer a text!" I said. Ugh, I sound like an idiot.

I swung the door open the tiniest bit. "HERE," I said firmly. I hadn't bothered to fold. I mean hey, she left them out on the ground.

The woman's response was much less thankful this time. She grabbed them and walked away. Did she think a boy had tried them on? Did she buy my lame texting excuse? Who knows.

I thought it best to wait out 20 minutes in the changing room to ensure she and everyone else in earshot had left the store, as not to eye my identity — returning my hair to the androgynous messy bun, of course.

Suddenly Jenna called me. Jeez, I forgot all about her.

"Hey, where the heck are you? I don't see a gaming store on the map — where'd you go instead?"

I took this moment to slip out of the changing room and away from the store. No way in hell was I gonna buy anything after that experience.

"I... got caught in a situation," I responded. THAT was an understatement...

◆◆◆

I had explained the rest of my Nike store saga to Jenna on the ride home, but she hardly paid attention. I think she was still dreaming about that Brad guy who approached her at the restaurant.

We had promised not to tell Mom and Dad what we were really doing — as far as they knew, we were taking a trip to the salon so Jenna could take a tutorial and we could have some sibling time. My parents knew about the occasional photoshoots and good fun hairstyling, but fortunately knew nothing of the extent.

Despite being one of the most stressful weekends of my life, I'd walked away scot free and $250 richer. It certainly felt good to be rewarded for something, but admittedly in a really strange way.

I allowed Jenna to post a few pictures of our trip to Instagram that gave no indication of where we were or showed any of my face. Many of the Sammi_Jaclyn32 account's 30,000+ followers attended schools near us, and with the help of my best friend Daisy, we were able to throw the scent by alluding that Sammi Jaclyn was a girl at neighboring St. Matthew's College Prep rather than myself. We couldn't be too careful.

Daisy and I had a nice long call on Sunday where I detailed the terrifying weekend I had. She seemed to think it was fun, but outside of the closeness I felt with Jenna, all I really cared about was the $250.

◆◆◆

I told Jenna that I needed a break from anything and everything Sammi. Homecoming was coming up in a few weeks and I wanted to make sure I was in running shape for the big 5K run/walk my school puts to kick off the Homecoming festivities — a 5K in the morning, football in the afternoon, and then the school dance at night. It was a huge day for the school and the community... but for me, the 5K was my time to shine.

Jenna was fine with me taking a break from creating content for Sammi_Jaclyn32. She had taken more pictures than I remembered at Trista's salon and says she's more than okay stretching out that day's worth of photos for a while.

Although my school's Homecoming was a huge event for the community, Daisy could not say the same about hers. Since she attended a private school, hers was a week before mine and much smaller, though to the students of St. Matthew's, it meant the world.

Months ago we had agreed to be each others' dates to our respective dances. There was no girl in particular I had a crush on that I wanted to ask and I guess Daisy didn't have her eye on anyone either.

The week went by normally but with several dance-specific prep activities sprinkled in. My Mom had taken me shopping for a nice button-down shirt, slacks, and a tie. Since this was my first high school dance she more than anyone wanted to make sure I looked nice — both for my sake and for when we take photos before the dance so that she wouldn't be judged by the mothers of St. Matthew’s.

The dance was to be held Saturday night, however Daisy's family invited my family over to their house for dinner, just a couple hours before the rest of Daisy's friends and their dates.

"Oooooh look at you, cutie!" Aunt Hannah said as she swarmed me. My mother had helped me pick out a gray button-down shirt, black tie, and tan pants with black dress shoes. My hair was kept in a vaguely messy low ponytail.

"Looking sharp, Sam!" Uncle Greg bellowed while marching down the stairs. "Daisy, c'mon!"

And as if on command, Daisy appeared from the top of the stairs in a gorgeous white gown. Her make-up was done to perfection and her hair was delicately curled as it whipped down to her strapless shoulders. She was absolutely stunning.

Uncle Greg had grilled steaks for the families, much to everyone's excitement, though 6-year old Matty was barely able to gnaw through one bite. I couldn't believe how grown-up Daisy looked. I paled in comparison to her — she looked like she was a fully grown adult woman, and me just a 15-year old scrawny freshman.

She was the same old Daisy underneath but even more hyped than before. She was definitely one of those girls who sees the school dance as ‘their moment’.

Soon enough the friends and acquaintances of Daisy had arrived, along with their dates. The other girls were similarly dressed to Daisy, and many of the boys were wearing sport coats. Damn, maybe I should've got one. While shopping my Mom had insisted I go for one, but I told her it makes my shoulders look weird. Turns out, all the other boys with their broad shoulders and sport coats definitely made the right decision.

"Some of these hairstyles aren't even that impressive," Jenna said to me as she snapped pictures. "With what I learned from Trista? I could do ten times better."

"Oh, you think you can do better after one lesson? Some of these girls had professional help, I'm sure."

"It didn't help. They're foolishly spending 100 dollars or hours of time just to get a simple look." Jenna pointed at another girl. "That girl couldn't even get a side-part right!"

"Oh lay off, they look fine." I said dismissively.

"And you are the worst of all! That's a gross ponytail."

"Hey, I didn't want to put a lot of effort in. My hair can still look fine without being dolled up."

Jenna stared impatiently for a moment, and then grabbed me by the shoulders, whipped me around, and started undoing my pony tail.

"What? Hey, stop it!"

"Your hair needs... to look..." she was transforming my hair into something, "...presentable."

She had finished, just like that. "What did you do — JENNA, what did you do?"

"I made a french braid. Your ponytail was gross... trust me, this is better."

I looked around to see if anyone else was paying attention. I whispered, "Is this a Sammi_Jaclyn hairstyle??"

"No, no of course not! You look classy."

"Really?" I asked in earnest. I ran inside to the bathroom mirror to make sure I indeed looked okay. Jenna was right, it looked much better than before and not even that feminine. "This'll do."

Daisy and I posed for several couples photos, much to the enjoyment of our moms and dads. We followed up with large group photos. From a quick count I could tell I was the only boy with long hair, so despite my shirt and tie, I stood out from the other boys. I got several compliments from girls on my french braid.

Other guys were a little more questioning. "Hey dude, you've seen the back of your hair, right?" said one boy.

"Uhh, yeah. It's a french braid," I responded. God, he was being a little rude, huh?

"No, I just mean your bow is falling off."

Wait what? I grabbed the base of my braid from the behind my back and was horrified to see a frilly, black bow attached. It was dangling on.

I stormed over to Jenna — "When did you put this on me!?" She looked confused for a moment.

"That wasn't me, Sam. But I like it! Looked great in the pictures."

"Hey, you don't dig the bow?" Daisy said, walking over.

"It was you? You slipped this on me?" I demanded.

"Yeah it looks nice with your new hairstyle. Jenna and I make a great team," she said as Jenna returned her wink.

I wasn't sure how to respond. Every picture — every memory from my first ever high school dance now had a black, frilly bow in it. Is that how I wanted this night to go down?

"Oh, just keep it on," Jenna insisted. "It looks really nice!"

I guess if nobody had said anything bad this whole time, it must not be that big of a deal. It was black after all. It didn't clash with my colors nor did it scream 'girl'.

We said goodbye to our teary but proud families and got into the minivans of parents who had offered to transport the kids to the school.
 Daisy and I hopped in the back of a huge minivan with two other couples she sort of knew. The girls chittered about each others' outfits while the boys mostly played on their phones.

◆◆◆

When we arrived at the school, it immediately became clear how huge this event was. The grounds were decorated with signs, posters, and balloons — but like not the cheap kind. The teachers and other chaperones attending were wearing suits and formal attire. St. Matthew's came to play!

The couples were led through the main entrance and down the hallway to the gymnasium which was dimly lit and a DJ had already started playing. Outside of the basketball hoops raised to the ceiling, the gym had impressively transformed into a ballroom.

After about an hour of dancing and hanging out, Daisy needed to use the restroom. She grabbed my hand and led me out the gym and down the hall to the restroom. But damn was the line long.

"Ugggggh I really need to go!" she complained. You couldn't say the same about the men's line where guys were filtering in and out like clockwork.

"Screw it, I have another idea." Daisy said as she grabbed my hand and yanked me to go elsewhere. She took me to the other side of the school. After a long walk, we arrived outside a double door labeled 'Girls Locker Room'. Daisy pushed the door and let out a sigh of relief to see it was unlocked.

She grabbed my hand and hurried through the door to run to the stall. "Just wait!"

I awkwardly stood in the near empty girls locker room while Daisy used the toilet. It was the same as any men's locker room I've been in.

Daisy was shouting from the stall. "Hey go to locker 260 — code 34-15-16. I think I've got snacks in there."

YES. I was craving something to eat as this homecoming dance only served drinks. She had some protein bars and that was about it.

Daisy came out of the stall and we sat down on the locker room bench for the quick snack. We talked about the music, the atmosphere, and how much fun we were having.

"How old are these snacks?" I asked.

"I just put them in! We're having our soccer unit in gym right now so I like to store something to give me energy before we play—"

As she said it, a chunk of the protein bar dropped off and smeared my shirt with chocolate. "Ah shit!"

"Oh no!" Daisy took a look at it. The melted chocolate had slid down the left side of my button-down, nearly missing my tie. "I think we can fix this."

She led me to the sinks and had me take my shirt and tie off. She took a nearby sponge and squirted some hand soap on it, lathered and began to scrub. "Look, it's already coming off. By the way there's a little on your pants too," she said, implying that I take my pants off as well. I did so and let her scrub away at my chocolate wound.

Within a few minutes she had cleaned the stains.

"Head back out?" I asked.

"Well these need to dry off first. Damn, wish we had one of those hand dryers to speed it up..." she lamented, hanging the damp clothes to dry over the stalls.

"I'm fine waiting," I said. Though I looked pretty ridiculous standing there in my underwear and dress socks.

The draftiness of the locker room was starting to get to me. I was shivering as we waited and talked. 


"Sam, if you're cold, just let me know."

I nodded through chattering teeth. "Just wear this while you wait. I promise it's clean."

She handed me her gym uniform from her locker. It was a pair of short-ish athletic shorts and a women's tank top that read "St. Matthew's" on the front.

"Honestly, that's not gonna do much..." I countered.

"Which is why I have this." It was a fluffy pink sweatshirt that also read "St. Matthew's".

At that moment I didn't care if it read "Girl Alert" on the front. I was freezing so I jumped at her outfit offer.

What a difference the clothes made. I could finally wait in comfort.

Daisy extended her arm around my shoulder and rubbed to create heat. I let her do it. It felt nice, and I rested my head on her shoulder as we sat there.

"You look cute." she said in earnest. I lifted my head up and we looked each other in the eyes, smiling.

I couldn't say why, but this was a different feeling I'd ever had while looking at Daisy. I felt the same from her.

"HELLO? NO ONE IS ALLOWED IN THE LOCKER ROOMS DURING THE DANCE."

The door swung open. It sounded like a teacher or chaperone was coming in.

Daisy and I looked at each other with concern. There was no time to change, no time to hide.

How do we explain ourselves?


Chapter Sixteen

Angelica's House

It turns out the woman barging into the locker room was a chaperone — a teacher, in fact, that works at the school. She looked at Daisy sitting on the bench and then at me sitting next to her, wearing a pink sweatshirt and shorts.

"Oh, Daisy," she said, surprised.

"Hi Miss Newbaum. We'll get going, sorry. The line in the other bathroom was so long."

"Ah I see, no problem at all. Just wanted to make sure it wasn't one of the boys trying to sneak in. Wouldn't that be a nightmare to deal with?"

Did she not realize I was a boy? The teacher hadn't missed a beat. It was as if this was all entirely normal. Until of course she looked at me and said, "why the sweats and shorts, sweetie?"

"I...uh..."

Daisy interjected before I said something idiotic, "oh, her dress got stained. Something spilled on it so we had to wash it and change. It's drying off now."

"I can help out!" Miss Newbaum said with delight, "I'm really good at getting stains out."

"No! — uh, she's fine. We've got it all under control. Really."

"Hmm. Okay then." Miss Newbaum seemed to buy it. "You girls best get back to your dates soon though. I'm sure they're wondering where you are. Pretty hair by the way... both of you."

She gave us a nod and left. I commended Daisy for her quick thinking.

After a few more minutes my clothes had dried enough to put back on. I got dressed and Daisy helped me re-tie my tie.

"Wait!" what if we see Miss Newbaum again out there. Won't she recognize my hair and know it was a boy in the girls locker room?"

"Good point...your outfit is definitely different enough but we should ditch the french braid for sure."

She loosened my braid and finger combed my hair to even it out as she mulled over what look we should go with.

"God this hair is gorgeous..." she muttered, jealousy, it seemed. I didn't reply.

An idea struck her and she started to take a section of my hair and twist it into a small bun on the top left side of my head. Then she did the same with the right. The remaining hair that wasn't tied into a bun was left hanging down my shoulders.

"Voila! Introducing…space buns! Cute, huh?"

Cute? If anything I looked like an off brand Princess Leia! "Daisy, I can't have this! I look ridiculous! At least the french braid was somewhat masculine."

"No no no you see that's the point! You're supposed to look the complete opposite of the french braid — and that's what I gave you! The last thing in the world we want is for you to be recognized by Miss Newbaum."

"Ugh, but won't everyone else think this looks weird? I mean... space buns? Really?"

"Screw 'em! Didn't you get a ton of compliments for a bow in your hair?"

She wasn't wrong. Plus the space buns had a certain charm to them. And if they were really gonna ensure Miss Newbaum didn't recognize me as the girl from the locker room...

Daisy and I made our way out of the locker room and back to the dance. We went right into the crowd and started dancing with each other and another big group. Daisy is an absolute blast to hang out with. She's the kind of person a shy introvert needs in their life, because she's always willing to initiate the fun. I like to think I'm good at having fun, but sometimes need the push to really step out of my comfort zone.

To my surprise, I got few comments about the space buns. Some of the girls looked at me a little longer than usual, but always with a positive reaction. Most of the guys were focused on their own dates so not too much attention was paid to me.

The person I least needed attention from was Miss Newbaum, who after a half hour of dancing I finally spotted roaming the exteriors of the gym. I grabbed Daisy.

"There she is!" I gestured wildly.

"Don't be so paranoid. I doubt she'll even remember you -- in her mind all she saw was a girl in a pink sweatshirt with a french braid. She didn't even get that good of a look at your face!"

She may have been right, but Miss Newbaum's mere presence was making me incredibly nervous. The odds were low, but the punishment if caught was through the roof. It didn't even seem as though Miss Newbaum was that much of a hard-ass, but if she were to report me I'd have no way to justify it. Not to mention what would happen to Daisy if she were to be accused of bringing a boy into the girls locker room. Was this worth possibly being suspended from school?

I had to take a break from the dance floor as this was taking too much of a toll on me. I retreated to the other, smaller gym where tables were set up for students to sit, snack, and take a break. Daisy stayed with her friends. I didn't want to bother her.

The secondary gym had a far friendlier vibe. Instead of dancing in the dark, it was brighter and students had a much better view of each other. Friends gathered at the different lunch tables to discuss their evenings and sip some water. Needless to say I didn't have a place to sit not knowing anyone. But lucky for me, someone else seemed to be in the same situation.

"You a guest too?" a guy came up to me. He was a tall, muscular, dark-complected boy. I had recognized him from the dance floor — in fact he was kinda in our dance circle for a moment.

"Yeah, my date's dancing. Just needed a little break."

"Ugh, same!" the boy said. "It's kinda rough meeting people at a school that's not yours."

An awkward pause. "I'm Spiro by the way."

"I'm Sam. So who's your date?"

"This girl named Angelica. She's a friend from Church camp." Spiro said, as he flashed his Crucifix necklace from beneath his shirt.

"Mine's named Daisy. She's an old family friend."

"Cool, cool," he said. Another brief awkward pause. "So I gotta ask, did you lose a bet or something on that hair?"

It was the first time in over an hour anyone had actually mentioned my space buns. I had almost forgotten I had them up myself.

"Ugh, long story," I said. Let's just say it’s to keep someone off the scent of who I am."

Spiro laughed. "Hiding your appearance? I saw you from a mile away! — not that they look bad." He was quick to correct himself. "I actually dig 'em."

I blushed. Strange to hear a boy complimenting someone's hair with such confidence — particularly another boy! Spiro's definitely not like most guys.

"Well thanks, that's cool you think so."

"Hold up," Spiro said as he pulled out his wallet. "Wanna see something nuts?" He grabbed a picture from his wallet of 5 kids. "This is me and my siblings from like 3 years ago. And that's me in the center."

It was a little hard to tell since the photo was so tiny and a little blurry, but the boy in the center had super long hair — down well past his shoulders.

"Wow that's you??" I couldn't believe the difference.

"Yep, chopped it all off 2 years back. Kinda used to be my identity. I was always known as 'the long-haired kid'. I didn't even mind it — outside of when my sisters used to style my hair and make it all girly — haha now those are pictures you'll never see."

Spiro and I smiled. If he only knew how much I empathized...

Now Spiro was rocking a classic boy's cut — shorter on the sides, slightly longer on top with product to spike it up a tad. He pulled it off.

"Well anyway, I should probably head back in. Angelica's probably pissed I bounced this long. Wanna re-join the dance?" He slapped his hand on my back in a buddy-kind-of-way. His strength caught me off guard — after all, he was much bigger than me and about 8 or 9 inches taller than me – at least 6'2" or 6’3”.

I followed the eager Spiro back into the main gym. Turns out, Angelica and Daisy were actually dancing next to each other in the same group. It was loud so we couldn't really talk, but Daisy gave me a look like 'why-were-you-with-him'. I just laughed and shrugged.

Now that I knew who Spiro and Angelica were, it quickly became obvious the dynamic between the two. Angelica was infatuated with him — sure, he could just be a ‘friend from church camp’ but she certainly wanted more. The way she looked at him was obvious, though it wasn't immediately clear Spiro saw it the same.

◆◆◆

The rest of the dance was a blast — there was thankfully no trouble from Miss Newbaum and I got nothing but neutral-positive reactions to my space buns. Angelica particularly complimented them while we were walking out of the school.

As it turns out, Angelica and Daisy were actually new friends as of this year — she was somewhat of a mentor to Daisy at her school, as in the first few weeks freshmen are assigned an older student to answer questions, show them around, and overall act as a resource. Angelica was in her junior year — two years older than Daisy — which would explain why we didn't see her at our pre-dance pictures at Daisy's house with the rest of her friends.

Daisy and Angelica were chatting away as Spiro and I got to know each other a bit better. I learned that he was also in his junior year at a different private school a half hour drive away. He played on the football team, though he seemed like such a sweet person, I couldn't imagine him playing such a rough sport like football. We bonded further over our shared love of distance running as well, though he claimed he didn't get the chance to do cardio as much anymore.

I liked Spiro. He seems like a super cool guy but definitely everything I'm not.

"Daisy you gotta watch the new one!" Angelica shrieked, "I'd re-watch in a heartbeat." I learned that they were discussing some dating reality show that apparently both were obsessed with.

"How about we just walk over then? That work for you?" Angelica suggested.

Daisy nudged me, "How bout that Sam, wanna hang at Angelica's for a bit? She's like a 5 minute walk from the school. It's not that late."

I was hesitant, as I wanted to get up early and go for a run in the morning, but then again how often do these group hangs come up for me?

"Sure — oh, is Spiro joining?" I asked.

"I'm crashing there already," he jumped on. Angie's mom already said it was cool and it's so I don't have to drive all the way back home at night.

The night was set. Within minutes we made our way over to Angelica's quaint suburban house. After a brief hello and introduction to her parents, Angelica led us to the basement where the TV and couch was.

Daisy and Angelica were completely preoccupied by the discussion of this show, and that led to several side-eyes from Spiro pointing out how silly they looked obsessing over a reality TV show. "It's so scripted!" he kept insisting.

"Okay so I'll make popcorn, and Daisy you can go ahead and get changed into PJs," Angelica retreated to the kitchen.

I approached Daisy, "Wait, you're staying over too?"

"Eh, why not? She's got an extra bed. And Spiro's staying too so it's already that kind of night." She left for upstairs to get changed.

I suddenly felt a little bit out of my element — Daisy was my only friend here and suddenly she was consumed by the reality TV show and now part of the sleepover group. I'd love it if she left later at night like I planned to do, but was it too selfish to ask that?

Angelica returned with popcorn and changed into her pajamas — a soft pink shirt and shorts. Spiro stepped out of the downstairs bathroom wearing an undershirt and checkered pajama pants. He looked in full comfort mode.

"You know Sam, if you're gonna stick around to watch the show you should change into PJs too. I'm sure we have something more comfortable than your formalwear."

Daisy returned from upstairs wearing an outfit identical to Angelica's. It was her clothes after all.

"Angelica, these jammies are insane! You'll have to tell me where you got them. Sam, feel this." I felt a piece of the fabric she extended towards me. I definitely saw her point.

"They feel awesome, you're right." I responded.

"Then wear 'em." Angelica said offhand as she started queuing up the show. Daisy, can you show Sam to my room?"

"Uhhh I don't think I need to. Spiro, you've got extra pajamas?"

"Nah sorry Sam, just these," he said, snapping his own waistband.

"I was just kidding," Angelica corrected herself, "I'm pretty sure my dad's got some spares."

Daisy grabbed my hand and led me upstairs. Instead of turning into the master bedroom, she led me right to Angelica's room.

"Hey I'd rather just borrow the pajamas from Angelica's dad" I said trying to slow Daisy down.

"Why? You're gonna stay and watch the show right?"

"I planned to, yeah."

"Then why not be comfortable? Feel the fabric!"

"I already did, and I get it, but I'm much more used to men's pants."

"How bout this," Daisy began as she dug through Angelica's drawers, "You try on these pajamas while I look in her dad's room for the pants. If you hate Angelica's, then you'll wear his. Deal?"

She didn't even give me a chance to respond before tossing the pink set at me and closing the door.

I briefly stood there fingering the fabric. It felt lovely.

I've never worn anything like this before, but I thought it wouldn't hurt to try. Then once Daisy came back I could prove to her that I tried, she'll have her laugh, and then I could wear the normal boys pants.

I disrobed and slipped on the shorts over my briefs. It gave me goosebumps as I slid them up my legs — what was this material?

The shorts were expectedly very short, as they appeared to be that way on Daisy and Angelica. Though they didn't really sit right over my briefs.

Purely for experimentation, I took my underwear off and tried on the shorts commando style instead. This time the goosebumps were even more significant. Never before have I felt such a comfortable garment. The shirt was the same as I slipped it over my bare chest. Tighter around the waist and looser on my hips, but an enjoyable feel.

...but Daisy didn't come back. I waited in the room for another 5 minutes, and she didn't bring the pajama pants.

Part of me was ready to admit to her the comfort of Angelica's pajamas, but the other half was eager to get back downstairs in normal clothes and indulge in the popcorn.

I peeked my head out of Angelica's bedroom and looked down the hall to the master. The lights were off. Clearly she'd left.

Maybe she'd brought them back downstairs.

Though I wasn't entirely comfortable with the idea of being seen walking through a stranger's house in girls' nightwear, I snuck past Angelica's parents and went back downstairs, where I found the other three lounging on the couch, chatting.

I immediately pulled myself back because I realized how strange this would be for Angelica and Spiro to see me dressed like this. Daisy, sure, but not the other two — particularly because Angelica was kidding about her pajamas and didn't really give me permission to wear them.

I called Daisy's name from behind the corner. She answered.

"Did you grab the pants?" I said timidly, still out of sight.

"Ah crap, I'm sorry I got distracted! Angie called me back downstairs — wait... did you try on what I asked you?"

Angelica jumped in, "wait, what did he try... WAIT. Sam, did you actually try on the pink set??"

I couldn't see her but I could tell she was smiling and couldn't believe I might have actually taken her comment seriously.

"Come show us!" Daisy said. At this point far too much attention was being put on me. I never thought this to be a big deal, and at that moment wanted nothing more than to just be handed the men's pajamas and sit back on the couch.

What would Angelica think? ...What would Spiro think...?


Chapter Seventeen

An Intimate Brushing

Was there really even a choice? Daisy, Angelica, and Spiro were already anxious to start watching the dumb reality show, and they insisted that we all get comfortable in pajamas before snuggling up on the couch and munching on popcorn. Unfortunately for me, I'm not staying the night so I didn't bring pajamas. And thus, I'm left stranded borrowing Angelica's pink shorts/shirt set.

I have nothing against the color pink, but the fabric choice was undeniably feminine, and that's probably why it was so damn comfortable.

But alas, I couldn't remain tucked around the corner for so long. If I were to go upstairs I could run into Angelica's parents, and I guarantee they'd be the worst ones to see me dressed like this.

So I bit the bullet and revealed myself to the group. Daisy's face lit up, and Angelica laughed, but more at the absurdity than at me.

"See! I knew you'd look cute." Daisy immediately insisted. "He really pulls it off."

Angelica was dumbstruck, "I can't believe it but that's totally your color. Why wasn't your shirt and tie for the school dance pink?"

Spiro had the most interesting reaction. He didn't laugh and he didn't smile per se, but he was immediately analytical.

"Wow..." Spiro began, getting up from his seat and walking towards me. "It's crazy how this actually fits your body so well."

"Well... it's a little snug..." I replied. But he didn't care.

"No no no, not true. I've never seen a dude in this kind of PJs... but damn, they actually fit you, Sam. I'm impressed."

I blushed a little bit, though it wasn't necessarily a compliment saying that clothes 'fit me', but it seems he agreed with the look. A net-positive response for sure.

Never wanting to be the center of attention, I immediately changed the subject from myself to the show I was so reluctant to watch.

We all took a seat on Angelica's ultra-comfy couch. Angelica was quick to insert herself in between Daisy and Spiro (to ensure optimal flirting and gossiping potential, I'm sure). Since Daisy was on the end, I sat at the other end next to Spiro. At least I'll have another guy to make snide comments with about the show.

I was quickly told we were watching Too Hot to Handle — a reality competition show about the hottest singles in the world brought to an island where the twist is they are NOT allowed to hook up in any way — even a kiss or holding hands!

Angelica dimmed the lights as we focused on the show and split popcorn amongst ourselves. The show wasn't nearly as bad as I thought. I was kind of getting into the drama.

Spiro was too. He couldn't take his eyes off the TV and was verbally reacting more than either of the girls. Angelica had to politely remind him to quiet down several times.

Though the couch was marvelously comfortable, it had become quite chilly in the basement — and wearing a thin shirt and shorts certainly didn't help my internal temperature.

"Do you have any blankets?" I asked though nearly chattering teeth.

Angelica grabbed a checkered blanket from the floor and tossed it my way. "Pajamas not warm enough for you?" she said through a chuckle.

"Hey I've got pants and a sweatshirt on and I'm still freezing, Angie." Spiro jabbed.

"Shut up Spiro," Angelica said playfully, "But that's so true, my dad's kind of a thermostat monster..."

"Well then I'm splitting this blanket with Sam." Spiro gruffly tugged half of the blanket away from me.

"Hey, sorry, is this cool?" he asked before settling underneath.

"Uhh, oh, uh yeah." I initially thought that it might be weird to share a blanket with another guy, but I was so chilly I didn't even care. As long as I got some of it.

But fortunately the body heat of another person, even if not touching them, warmed me up far faster than it would've otherwise. My chilliness was going away and was slowly being replaced by sleepiness. Something about wearing pajamas and being warm under a blanket... well, obviously that'll make me tired. The girls and Spiro quickly caught onto this.

"Sam! Are you falling asleep?" Daisy checked in.

I jolted up. I had nearly fallen asleep. "Huh? I'm good. I'm good!"

The girls laughed. "Guess the show's boring you," Spiro added.

"You know, Sam. Spiro's staying over, Daisy's gonna crash... I don't have a problem if you stay over either. As long as it's cool with your parents."

This offer was very tempting... but what would I tell my parents? The last thing I wanted to do was get out of this comfortable position, but calling them and asking them to sleep at a junior girl's house who they don’t know and goes to a different school was a tough sell.

"I don't even know what I'd tell my parents. I doubt they'd let me."

"Just tell them you're staying at my place." Daisy offered, "They'll buy that for the night, and then you can lie and tell them plans changed." She then leaned over and whispered to me. "They'll just be happy you're out of the house! And you can tell them you were doing it for me."

I bought that. I stood up to wake myself up a tad and texted my parents to ask if I could "stay at Daisy's." Within a couple minutes, my Mom responded saying it was okay and to have fun. Perfect.

"I think I'm good to stay. Great call, Daisy."

"Well if that's the case, we can watch a second episode maybe…?" Angelica proposed.

We all agreed. Spiro and I embarrassingly were enjoying Too Hot to Handle.

I burrowed back under the blanket I had been sharing with Spiro. He gave me a small smile. "Haha, welcome back," he said.

About 15 minutes into the show, Angelica sat up and in front of Daisy. She began to take apart her updo style from the dance, removing the pins and whatnot.

"What're you guys doing?" I was curious.

"I don't want to sleep with my updo, so Daisy's taking it apart... and maybe she'll brush it out too?"

"Of course!" Daisy replied. Daisy grabbed a brush from a side table and went to work on Angelica's hair. For the first time I truly noticed how long and beautiful her blonde hair was. A small part of her was jealous... but just a small part.

Another small part of me wanted Daisy to do the same to my hair. After all, I've pretty much had it 'up' the whole night — initially in a french braid and then for the second half in space buns. Jenna has brushed my hair several times in the past and it always felt wonderful. But would it be too much to ask?

The girls were having their moment, so it'd be hard to get Daisy's attention. However to start it off, I thought I'd loosen my space buns and let my hair down. Maybe she'd offer herself.

I sat up and slowly loosened my long hair, running my fingers through it to rid any knots. It still felt smooth. But the girls weren't noticing.

So I played with it just a bit, tossing, hair flipping a little and continuing to finger comb. I must have looked pretty girly, but whatever. And then Spiro spoke up.

"You know, I could brush your hair for ya. What do you think?"

What?

"Oh, uh, I'm sure Daisy can do it."

"I'm kinda busy, Sam," she said, wrapped up in Angelica's hair. "Let Spiro try."

"Oh... I mean. It's a little..."

"I told you man, I used to have long hair — I know what I'm doing."

Spiro hopped up off the couch and checked the basement for another brush. He ended up finding one in the bathroom and returned promptly.

Daisy and Angelica were positioned such that Daisy was sitting cross-legged on the couch with her butt scooted back, and Angelica was perched in front of her — both were facing the TV.

Spiro noticed this and sat down similarly to Daisy, cross-legged. He gestured to me to sit in front of him. This felt abundantly strange, but I went with it. Why would he even have interest in this? Maybe he wanted a blast from the past from when he had long hair and missed its feel. Was he trying to show off? Who knows.

I sat down in front of him on the small portion of the couch he had not taken up. I immediately felt how much bigger he was than me. Sitting behind me it felt as if he was looming over me, though not in a threatening way — if anything, in a sort of comforting manner.

Spiro started by lightly collecting my hair and repositioning it so it loosely cascaded down my back onto the soft pink fabric of my shirt. He began broadly, starting at the top of my roots and making long strokes all the way down to the tips. Brushing slowly but with intention — occasionally catching a snag but largely gliding through.

It felt lovely. I'm shocked that I'm enjoying this.

The brushing continued as he eventually covered my whole head. Not that it was something that took a lot of skill, but he knew how to partition hair, definitely had a gentle touch, and he knew not to tug.

Considering the amount of space he took up sitting cross legged, I had started to slide off the couch.

"Oh, shit sorry. Lemme reposition." Spiro quickly said.

Impressively flexible, he didn't even need me to get up. He untwisted his legs and planted one on each side of me, to the sides of my hips.

"Better?" he asked. I now had several more inches of room to move back, though when I backed up I realized I was totally surrounded by his legs. He wasn't trying to do this and it sort of just happened, but the way I was sitting near him he was kind of... straddling my body from behind. My hips were clutched by his thighs, but I didn't feel threatened or uncomfortable. Like I thought earlier, I almost felt... safe.

Spiro re-started the brushing, though it was evident how much physically closer he was to me this time around.

It was fairly silent in the room outside of the reality TV show playing in the background, but now I could actually hear him breathing behind me.

"Hmph."

"What?" I asked, concerned.

"Oh, it's just that your hair smells really nice. ...Sorry, is that weird to say?"

"Uhhh, it's my sister's shampoo. I must've ran out or something." I said quickly, desperately trying to take the attention away from me.

"Hey you're all good. I definitely borrowed from my sister from time to time back when my hair was this length. Something about girls shampoo just works better ya know?"

Oh, of course I knew. But no way was I gonna explain the depth of it to Spiro.

But I simply could not get over how wonderful the hair brushing felt. It felt softer than it had in a while since Jenna was instructed to lay off the Sammi Jaclyn hair styling, but Spiro had returned its shine and shimmer. He was admiring his work and tossed it around my shoulder as he gave one more gentle stroke of the brush from my root to the tip.

But then something happened that nearly ruined everything.

The last brush stroke felt so good that I let out the tiniest, hardly noticeable barely audible... moan. Yes, a moan.

I was wearing girls' pajamas, letting an older boy brush my hair while practically sitting on his lap — and now I had just inadvertently moaned.

Spiro stopped. The girls stopped as well. Everyone was looking at me and could barely believe what they just heard.


Chapter Eighteen

The Sleepover

The silence felt like forever. The show we were watching hit a quiet moment, which certainly didn't help the awkwardness of this real life situation. By complete accident, I had let out a little moan while Spiro was brushing my hair.

What else could I say — it felt good! What guy (or girl) doesn't like their long hair being brushed, especially by someone with as deft of hands as the boy handling mine.

Thinking quickly on my feet, I thought it best to just break the silence and make the first comment.

I repeated the same moan, on purpose this time, but towards the tail end, cleverly turned it into a yawn.

"Oh, is anyone else getting tired?"

I thought it best to hop up from my seat and stretch my legs. I needed to physically distance myself from Spiro if I was going to gain any real credibility about not having moaned. Daisy kept staring at me, wondering what the heck possessed me to make a noise like that, but Spiro was there to ease the pain.

"I'm definitely getting sleepy too. It's been a busy night!" Spiro said, much to my relief.

Whether or not he actually meant to change the subject away from my moan, it worked well, because Angelica was right there with us. The reality show only had a few minutes left, and once it was over she noted it was time to head upstairs to bed.

We made our ways to the basement stairs but Angelica stopped me.

"Oh, Sam, we don't have any extra beds upstairs... Daisy's already taking the guest, and Spiro's claimed the futon down here."

"Well can't he just share the bed with me?" Daisy asked.

Huh? Daisy had never made that request before. We've had several sleepovers either at her house or my house over the years, but never before have we shared a bed.

Angelica was hesitant, "I seriously doubt my parents would allow that... They already are making Spiro stay downstairs as they typically like to separate the boys and the girls by floor. It's so dumb that he wasn't even able to use the guest room."

The basement was totally frigid, and I'm not the kind of person who can sleep well in the cold, especially when I'm wearing these flimsy girls pajamas. Sure, I felt warmer under the blanket while watching the show, but I had been mooching off of Spiro for his body heat. In my mind, I was ready to do anything I could to not have to sleep in the basement.

"Let's just go upstairs and try. Maybe they won't notice," I proposed.

"Won't notice what?"

"Well..." I paused for a moment. I can't believe I was about to even suggest this. "Maybe... they won't notice that I'm not actually a girl."

Angelica immediately looked skeptical. "Wait, but we introduced you to them when we walked in the house. How could they not know? You were wearing a button down, tie, and pants. Literally textbook boy clothes."

"But you're forgetting how quick it was," Spiro added, unprompted. "They said, what, two words to us? Plus he had his hair styled in space buns — and I'm gonna be honest, when I met you at the dance I thought you could've been a girl from behind..." then he reminded me, "Not that I didn't dig the look."

And not that I could mention this aloud, but from the obvious success of the Sammi_Jaclyn32 Instagram account, my feminine hair does have a tendency to fool people.

"Never would I say I'm a fan of pretending to be a girl... but damn, I do not want to sleep in this freezing basement."

Whether or not Angelica believed my claim that I have no interest in pretending to be a girl, considering how I was dressed and my freshly brushed hair, she agreed to give it a shot.

We wished Spiro good night and he wished us good luck.

Angelica stopped us near the top of the stairs.

"So here's what you're going to do. You'll go straight to the guest room. Do not talk to my parents, do not pass go, do not collect $200."

If I wasn't so nervous, I would've enjoyed her monopoly reference.

She continued, "Even though I know they'll say yes, I need to confirm you can stay the night, so I'll try to do it as quickly as possible and then come upstairs to join you. Plan?"

Before we could even respond, Angelica was making her way to the living room where her parents were. Daisy and I took this opportunity to slip upstairs to the guest room.

The guest room was plain, as many guest rooms tend to be. Centered against the wall was a queen size bed with a light green comforter spread, and a pair of bed-side tables on either side.

"So... should we just go to bed?" I asked.

"Yeah, I'm pooped," Daisy exclaimed as she leaped onto the bed and snuck right under the covers. I decided to join.

The bed was incredibly cozy, just as I'd hoped, and certainly beat sleeping in the basement.

"So was that an actual moan you made with Spiro? It sure sounded like one. And be honest."

I took a big sigh, "It... it just slipped out. I don't know why though! Maybe it just felt good to have my hair brushed by someone. I just hope I didn't startle Spiro."

"Spiro doesn't notice anything. Angelica kept whispering complaints to me the whole night. She didn't mention it specifically, but I think you were taking up the spot she wanted to have with him. I think he's super into her but doesn't show it super well."

"Really?" I asked, "Because he doesn't seem interested in her at all... Not to say he doesn't like Angelica as a friend, but maybe he's got another girl on his mind?"

"Hmm, I guess so," Daisy admitted, "I hope they get together. They'd be such a cute couple."

Suddenly three firm knocks were made on the door. I wasn't sure if it'd be Angelica, or her parents, so I tucked myself almost entirely under the covers to pretend I was asleep already.

"Wow, that was a close call," Angelica said. Thankfully it wasn't her parents... "They could have sworn they saw a boy, but I lied and said you were actually a girl."

"Really? They bought it?" Daisy said, perking up.

Angelica sat on the bed with us, "Yeah I had to straight up tell my dad that you weren't wearing a gray shirt, but actually a gray dress. They were utterly confused, but I think we're in the clear."

I felt relieved. Even though I was in a near-stranger's house attempting to fool two adults that I was of a completely different gender, this situation felt somehow more comforting than the one before it. I hate the feeling that I'm being investigated.

"Well, I'll let you two get some shut eye," Angelica said, "it's been a long day. And hey, Sam, thanks for being such a good sport through all of this. Most guys are repulsed by the notion of having to wear girls' pajamas and have their hair brushed by another boy, but you're different. I like that."

She smiled at me and left, before I could refute anything. I supposed she was right, considering I never really pushed back against wearing the pajamas. If a normal boy were in this situation, I'm sure he'd scratch or claw his way out of having to wear anything remotely feminine. But I've been through so much recently. I let my sister do my hair, I've modeled women's hairstyles and gotten paid for it. I've worn makeup and gone out for lunch in a dress. Though much of this was done to appease and feel close with my sister, Jenna, there's an inherent risk involved in continually participating in these risky activities, yet I never seem to get punished for them.

Despite how much I insist otherwise, I am not like most boys.

After removing her makeup and washing her face, Daisy turned off the lights and got back in bed. There was plenty of room to where we were not touching outside of the accidental brush of the leg, but it still felt strange to be sharing a bed with her — especially while wearing the exact same pajamas.

"Goodnight Daisy," I said.

"Mmmmm... goodnight Sammi," she said, dozing off.

That was the first time Daisy had ever referred to me as Sammi outside of me intentionally putting on a persona. Why would she do this?

◆◆◆

Daisy's mother was coming to pick her up early in the morning, and her mother had offered a ride for me as well. Fortunately for us, Angelica explained that her parents were going out to breakfast with friends of theirs and wouldn't be returning to the house for at least another hour. That meant I wasn't going to have to sneak out in a homecoming dress or anything silly like that.

The four of us were waiting in the kitchen for Daisy's mother to come grab us. Angelica enjoyed a cup of black coffee while the rest of us settled for juice.

"Oh! I realized I never stripped the bed," Daisy suddenly caught. "I'll go do that right now."

Angelica gave her a thankful smile, and the two of them retreated back upstairs to clear the room.

"See, I already stripped my bed — like a responsible adult," Spiro joked. I laughed. "So Sam, got anything fun planned coming up?"

"Homecoming," I replied, "there's a whole week of themed days at school, and a big day on Saturday. I'm particularly pumped for the 5k, but there's also a pep rally and football game."

"Oh that's cool. What's your school again?"

"Willowbrook. Why?"

Spiro slammed his glass down. "No way! We're playing you guys next week! We're your Homecoming opponent."

What a crazy coincidence. I went to a pretty big public high school, and it's typical to either schedule the Homecoming opponent as a big rival, or a small school you can comfortably beat up on. I knew Spiro went to a tiny school, so it seems like the latter.

"So I guess I'll be seeing you on the field! Not with me playing, of course..."

"Haha, yeah I wouldn't expect so. Though maybe you could be a punter or kicker with those strong legs of yours? Haha."

"Hey, I'll take the compliment," I said bashfully. I then gave a hearty laugh. Spiro laughed too.

I must have messed up my hair when laughing, because Spiro reached towards my face and, ever so delicately, took a few loose strands and tucked them behind my ear.

"Hey, I don't want to see you mess up my wonderful brushing after all!"

I didn't know how to respond to that sudden, intimate-ish gesture, but he did. "Give me your number? Maybe we can hook up before or after your Homecoming."

I paused for a second. I gave him a slightly puzzled look, as if I hadn't heard him correctly.

"You know, meet up? Hang out?" Spiro handed me his phone, unlocked and open to the new contacts.

I took it and typed in my name. He smiled.

Daisy came back downstairs, announcing her mother was outside. "Ready?" she asked.

We all gave each other hugs goodbye, with a wish to see each other soon.

Aunt Hannah obviously had no idea what a night I'd just been through, and I had no desire to tell her any specifics of my hair or outfits. Daisy didn't either, it was clear. I think it was understood that this would not be public knowledge, and likely just put out of my mind.

But throughout the entire car ride home, I could not help but think about Spiro's little tuck of my hair behind my ear.

I racked my brain. Why would he do that?


Chapter Nineteen

The Sister Bet

By the time I had returned home, Spiro's actions were still on my mind. Jenna was in the living room and had asked to be filled in on the night. My initial intention was to avoid mentioning anything at all.

"Fine," I said. "Just a normal, enjoyable night." Though by now, Jenna could see right through me when I was telling a lie. She got up from the couch looking accusatory.

"No no no, I see you've got a little bitty smirk on your face. What happened?"

My parents were in the room over and I didn't want them to suspect anything — and the way Jenna was speaking to me would undoubtedly catch their ears.

Conceding, I led her to my room upstairs where I closed the door behind us. I then began to detail everything from the night before — the girly hairstyle I was given at the dance, meeting Angelica and staying the night at her house, dressed in girls pajamas so as to not arouse suspicion from her parents.

I then went in depth about meeting Angelica's date that night, Spiro, explaining that he was a football player from another school and a good friend of Angelica whom he had known from a church group. I also told her about how I had sat on his lap while he brushed my hair, but I strategically left out how I accidentally let out a small moan.

"Jeez, Sam, you had quite the night! I'm really impressed you never got caught by Angelica's parents — though I suppose you've had a lot of practice with disguise."

"But that's the thing... don't you think it's weird that I never get caught? I mean, how many boys would be able to avoid getting called out for dressing as a girl for this long?"

Jenna sat back up on the bed as I nervously paced the floor. "You're clearly not like most boys, Sam. And I don't think that's a bad thing."

I let that sit with me for a moment. It's true that I often find myself in situations where I'm displaying some sort of femininity — whether public or private — and I typically pull it off with ease. Maybe I should consider myself lucky that I can so easily fake the appearance of being a girl. Otherwise I could be opening myself to a lot more judgment or bullying...

Jenna must have noticed the strained look in my face, as she quickly changed the subject.

"Are you excited for Homecoming Week?" Trust me, this is easily one of the most fun weeks of the year.

I was very much looking forward to it. Since I'm only a freshman, Jenna served as my introduction to each school function, often helping me determine my opinions on things before I even experienced them... for better or for worse. But she seems to think positively of spirit week.

"I'm definitely pumped, though I think it's weird they don't announce the themes til the day before," I concluded. "Wouldn't it be better for them to give us a chance to plan our spirit week stuff in advance?"

"Oooh but that's part of the fun. You saw they announced Monday's theme right?"

"No, what is it?

"Denim Monday. Wear as much denim as you've got! Layers on layers!"

"Denim... Isn't that kinda dumb? Everyone's just gonna be looking like hicks," I said.

"Oh no no no! Denim is super in style right now — just because you wear baggy jeans and think of hicks wearing denim overalls doesn't mean it's not cool."

"I'm sorry, I just don't see it." I started to lead Jenna out of my room. "Listen, I've gotta get changed to go for a run. The 5K run this weekend is what I really care about."

◆◆◆

About an hour later I returned from my six-mile run — one of my faster times in recent memory! I was hoping to spend the rest of this day relaxing and resting my body so I'd be ready for my next workout and not too sore.

I stretched, drank water, and then hopped in the shower to cool down and rinse off. I had gotten so used to using Jenna's shampoo that it just came natural at this point.

The bottle was a bright pink with flowers on it. Damn, it's a good thing I'm only sharing this bathroom with Jenna, where she doesn't judge me for using her flowery smelling shampoo.

I then immediately thought of Spiro and how he had earlier complimented the smell of my hair. I wonder if when he used to have long hair, did he also use his sister's shampoo? Maybe using a girly shampoo is just a long-hair thing, as opposed to a feminine boy thing.

But even if he did, I thought, there's no way he'd be able to pull out a pink shampoo bottle as a football player. Especially while showering with all those guys in the football locker room. He probably puts up such a manly front...

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK. Sounds like a Jenna knock.

"Sam! Come into my room when you're done. Gotta prove something to you."

I quickly erased the strange thought of Spiro's shampoo choices out of my head and finished up in the bathroom. I wrapped a towel around my waist and my hair to let it dry, and walked into Jenna's room.

"Okay, are you ready?" Jenna said, nowhere to be seen.

"Where are..."

Suddenly she popped out of the closet in a brand new look. She was wearing a sleeve denim top with a few buttons down. She wore lighter blue denim shorts with frayed edges and had white sneakers on below. The main event, however, was her white denim jacket left open and the sleeves slightly rolled up.

"The jacket's brand new and the rest I already owned. Whaddya think?"

"I mean... I'm never one to say that my sister doesn't look good... but that's a lot of denim."

"Oh come on, it's cute! You just don't know fashion. Have you decided what you'll do?"

"I haven't really thought it over yet," I said, "But I can never go wrong with a classic jeans and tee-shirt look."

Jenna scoffed, "You're so lame. If it weren't for me you'd have, like, no taste — wait a second..." She got that look in her eye like she had a big idea. She pulled out her phone and opened Instagram, "As of today, Sammi_Jaclyn32 has 35,000 followers. How about you take a picture wearing this outfit and if it gets, say, 10,000 likes by the end of the day, then I win. If not, you win."

"Wait, then doesn't that mean you don't get to wear the outfit to school?" I pointed out.

"Honestly, I don't care," Jenna said with confidence. "As long as someone gets to appreciate my taste. A lot more people will see it on this app than they would at school."

I was a firm believer that the all-denim look, while interesting, would not make for a successful post. It was too... 'out there'. And I was willing to prove it to Jenna in a little friendly competition.

"Okay, what are the stakes?"

"How about if you win, you get my share of the money we got from Trista's salon."

WOW. She was willing to offer up that much money just on a silly bet?

Jenna continued, "But if I win... I get to pick one of your looks for spirit week."

"Hmmm, but we don't know the themes yet. And you're not gonna make me wear anything that would jeopardize the Sammi secret, right?"

"Of course not! I'm not a monster, Sam."

After a brief moment of final consideration, we shook on it.

"Yes yes yes!" she exclaimed. "Go finish drying off and come back in here for the transformation!"

I scurried back in my room to put on some underwear, and then blow dried my hair in the bathroom. Returning to Jenna's room, she had already laid out the outfit on the bed.

"Okay I appreciate you stripping down already, but those boxers will have to go.

"For what?"

"Uh, panties... Duh! These shorts are pretty short, you'll need something to help them fit better."

Jenna tossed me a pair of light blue, soft cotton panties and instructed me to put them on. She politely turned around while I stripped off my boxers and I slipped the panties up my legs. I positioned my 'package' around a bit to make things fit better.

"These are comfortable," I added reluctantly, "but they fit differently..."

She turned back around. "Oh, that's because they're a cheeky fit. It's designed to make your butt pop a little more. Well, damn!"

Jenna was staring wide-eyed at my butt. "Look in the mirror, Sam!"

I turned around and saw my figure in the mirror. It was crazy how plump my butt looked! "Oh god..."

"All that running must be paying off. Your butt looks great! Any girl would kill for one like that."

"Alright alright that's enough," I complained, cutting her off. "Let's throw on the rest of the outfit and leave my butt alone."

Jenna helped me dress the rest of the way. We began by pulling the jean shorts up my body and fastened the button. Once again, these did nothing to help make my body look any less girlish — it was the kind of butt that guys get caught peeking at for too long.

The denim shirt was next, but Jenna immediately thought it wasn't sitting right. She found a matching bra in the closet and helped me put it on to complete the illusion of a figure. Now the shirt fit much better, and we were able to tease with a few buttons down. The look was completed with the white denim jacket and white tennis shoes.

I brushed my hair to give it a tad more volume before Jenna picked out a white scrunchie for my hair. We put it up in a high ponytail and... voila!

"You're so pretty!" Jenna flushed with pride.

"Yeah yeah yeah... let's just get on with the bet. I'm ready to win my money."

Jenna instructed me to make several poses in her room while she took pictures. Hands on my hips, hands on knees leaning forward, and of course a few pictures laying back on the bed — making sure to leave my face out of each one.

I waited as Jenna compiled the pictures on her phone and scanned through them. 


"I think I like this one... no wait, this one!" Jenna exclaimed as she gleaned over seemingly every picture.

"JUST PICK ONE!"

"Alright, fine. We'll do this one featuring your butt and turning sideways. It's a really sexy pic."

She typed up a quick caption, a few hashtags and a filter... and bam. It was posted.

"Now we wait," I said matter-of-factly.

By the end of the day, I'd hopefully be a richer man.

But if I lose... one of my spirit week outfit choices is completely in the hands of the person who's been dressing and photographing me as a girl for weeks...


Chapter Twenty

Rocker Chic(k)

Jenna had a significant amount of homework to chip away at that night, so I undressed from the denim look and retired to my room for the day. Though my parents were aware Jenna would occasionally take pictures of me and do my hair, they had no idea the extent.

All I could do was wait for the likes to roll in... would the picture get to 10,000 by the end of the day and I would lose the bet? Would I be forced to wear an outfit of Jenna's choice for spirit week?

I hung out in my room impatiently attempting to distract myself by reading magazines, which took me up until dinner.

My Mom summoned Jenna and I to the table and we feasted on pulled pork for the evening. I noticed Jenna slyly checking her phone and giving me little winks along the way. She could tell I was nervous.

"7 PM..." she said amidst a silence at the dinner table, "...we're up to 5,000."

"5,000 what?" my Dad asked.

"Oh, nothing..." Jenna said with a devilish little smile.

"Sam, I noticed you were blow drying your hair earlier — aren't you getting a little tired of all that hair maintenance?"

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well I was thinking, I was talking to my gal at the salon, and she mentioned she actually does a lot of men's cuts. Would you be interested in me making you an appointment?"

"Oh, uhh I guess it has crossed my mind."

Jenna slammed her fist on the table inadvertently. We all gave her a look of shock. She quickly corrected herself in a phony, calm voice, and through gritted teeth, "I think Sam should do whatever he likes."

"I'm getting a cut and color Wednesday afternoon... you should tag along and meet my gal. Maybe she can talk through some haircut options. There are a lot of really sharp boys’ looks today."

I could tell that Jenna wasn't thrilled with my openness to consider a boy's cut. To be quite honest, I wasn't super into it either. I like my long hair. I think it's fun to have options on how to wear it, and I like that it makes me different. But I wasn't too thrilled with Jenna at the moment. She was antagonizing me with her teasing looks about the likes count. And it's always good to keep my mother off the trail of Sammi_Jaclyn32.

As dinner wrapped up I could tell Jenna was upset with me, but stuck in her room the rest of the night to finish up homework. As the hours went by, I couldn't keep myself from checking the post. 7,000...8,000....9,500 by 11 PM.

It was cool to see the account getting all this attention, but at what cost?

I was exhausted, and with tomorrow being a school day I needed to get to sleep... but I couldn't focus if I knew I could possibly be getting a big payout from the bet.

11:45 came along...9,920 likes. 11:58 next... 9,985.

Would I get away with it?

The clock on my phone lingered on 11:59 as the ‘like’ counter auto-refreshed every second. And finally....

10,000. At 11:59 PM.

On cue, I heard a quick, quiet knock on my door and it opened just a crack. By now, my lights were off in my room and I was lying in bed nearly asleep.

Jenna poked her head in. "Can't wait to put together a look. Goodnight!" She closed the door, and I passed out with exhaustion.

◆◆◆

Arriving at school on Monday was just as expected. Everyone was wearing denim head-to-toe. I opted for the jeans and tee shirt look that Jenna derided, but clearly not enough to make today's spirit week theme the one she chooses for my outfit.

The Sammi_Jacyln post ended up skyrocketing to one of the most successful posts in the account's history — despite showing a very simple hairstyle. Fans of the account appear to enjoy the outfits just as much as the hair looks.

Comments on the post were typical, but most had applauded how good my butt looked in the denim shorts. Though more and more had requested to see my face. Jenna chose to wear a different all-denim look so as not to draw suspicion to the Sammi_Jacyln account.

But spirit week was a truly unique time. For once, students were roaming the halls not concerned about the monotony of school, but instead complimenting each other on outfits and buzzing about the upcoming homecoming events on the weekend.

It seemed like every few class periods I'd catch someone in the halls asking someone to Homecoming as a date, often in an extravagant, flashy way. One boy filled a hollowed-out egg with the message "it would be egg-cellent if you went to the Homecoming Dance with me", and threw it at the girl he was asking. She said yes.

It wasn't til the end of 7th period that someone over the PA speaker made a special Homecoming announcement.

"Good afternoon! We love love love to see all the participation in spirit week. The denim looks great on all of you! Please note that tomorrow's Homecoming spirit week theme will be Twin day! Find a friend and match your wardrobes. Can't wait to see what you all put together!"

Kids around me immediately began to text their friends and make plans for the outfit tomorrow. I had no idea what I'd do. I didn't really have any good friends in mind that I could immediately ask. Daisy, of course, attending another school would make that impossible. Nor would I particularly want to match with her.

There was one guy, however. His name is Chris and I'd become friends with him through History class, which was next period. We'd never hung out outside of school, but perhaps he'd be looking for a friend to match with?

By the time 7th period ended and I was walking to 8th, it had seemed everyone had someone.

I sat down in class next to Chris as usual, and he gave me a friendly nod. Like everyone else, he was decked head-to-toe in denim. Chris sort of looked like me — he was short and slender with long, wispy dark brown hair. Where he totally differentiated from me was his thin-framed glasses and short but thick brown beard. He looked a little like a hipster Jesus.

"Hey man, not following the theme?" he asked.

"I am! Just didn't go all out like you."

Chris laughed. "You literally always wear jeans and a t-shirt, so I respect it. I dig keeping up your own style."

"Thanks, man..." I said, and then decided to flat out ask. "Listen, you got a partner for twin day tomorrow?"

"Hmm, I actually don't. If you're asking me, I'd be down to do something. What're you thinking we should do?

"Oh, awesome man! Uhh, damn I really have no idea though. Didn't think that far."

"All good — let's meet up after school. You can come to my place to chill and do homework and figure out what the garb is. Sound good?"

I couldn't believe how well this was going. Turns out it's not too hard to make friends if you just put yourself out there. I agreed to meet up with Chris after school.

◆◆◆

Chris had me meet him at the front of the school, and we walked to his home about 10 minutes away.

His parents weren't home, but his three younger sisters were. They were shouting and playing some game. His sisters were triplets, all in 6th grade. Chris was the oldest of the four.

"Sounds like a handful," I said quietly about his sisters.

"You're telling me, man."

We made our way to his room and though I didn't verbalize my prediction, his room looked very close to what I would've guessed. He hung posters and canvases of rock bands throughout the ages. Van Halen, Led Zeppelin, Metallica and the like.

"Into music then?"

"Hell yeah man, love me some oldies. My whole family is, as some like to say, 'stuck in the past'... but I love it."

"Hmm well Fleetwood Mac's one of my favorites," I added. I didn't know a ton of bands from this era, but Fleetwood Mac I definitely did.

"Well then I'll throw some on!"

Unsurprisingly Chris had an old record player and tons of vinyl records neatly organized on a shelf. He fingered through to find Rumours and put it on.

"Chris and I relaxed and did our respective homework for the first hour or so until the album ended. When it did, he sat up and suggested we start thinking about Twin Day.

"Well damn, I'm sure you've got all sorts of cool — and all I have are jeans and t-shirts.

"Haha yeah I know... maybe we should match my style then. We could definitely do rocker vibes," Chris said while handing me a pair of jet black jeans.

I put them on, but Chris immediately stopped looking through his closet. "Wait! If we're gonna be twins, I definitely gotta shave."

"Seriously? Just for this spirit week day?"

"Who cares. It'll grow back!"

Chris went off to the bathroom, and after about 20 minutes of me hanging out alone in his room, he returned with a clean shaven face. He looked like a completely different person. Not wearing his glasses and with no beard, he looked entirely different.

"Look at you man! You're a brand new guy!"

Upon hearing my reaction, Chris's sisters came into the room. All three of his sisters — Kelly, Kate, and Nia — had wispy dark hair just like Chris.

"No way!" Kelly exclaimed, "He actually did it."

The girls walked up to him and felt his chin. "I don't think I've seen you without a beard for over a year."

"At least you can grow one," I said disappointedly.

The girls looked my way. "Who's he?"

Chris shoved away the girls, "That's Sam. He's a friend from school."

"Wicked." Nia said. "You know, with your beard gone, you guys actually look kinda alike."

"That's the goal!" Chris jumped in, "Tomorrow's spirit week is twin week at school for Homecoming week. Sam and I have been pals in class for a while and he asked if I wanted to twin with him and I thought it'd be fun."

"Are you guys going full rocker?" asked Kate, "If so, I'm happy to consult."

"What do you know about rockers?" I inquired, quickly realizing I had poked the bear.

"What do we know about rock and roll? Is this guy serious!?" Nia shouted.

I totally said the wrong thing. "I — I, it's not like I know much..."

"We need to prove to Sam how much we know. Chris, can we help?"

"Ugh, fine. Sam, you forced their hands on this." Chris said.

Well you've already got on the black jeans... but that blue shirt won't do. Chris, give him a white low scoop-neck," Kate instructed. "That'll go great with a leather jacket."

Chris looked a little embarrassed, "Sorry dude, I've only got one.."

"That's okay!" Nia perked up. "He can borrow mine. You'll bring it back, right?"

"Bring — what?" I was clearly so behind the action. "Guys, I'm not gonna wear a girl's jacket."

"We don't have any other ones... just try one of my sister's. It's probably the same size and they're pretty unisex."

Nia returned with the jacket just as I finished putting on Chris's deep U-neck tee. The shirt was very thin and the neck went deeper than I'd ever worn before.

Chris had already put on his leather jacket and his was loose fitting with a normal collar and a zipper down the middle. It looked cool.

Mine on the other hand was anything but unisex! There were mirrored breast flaps and zippers that were tasteful but totally feminine. The waist was also much tighter, and accentuated my hips and slender bod. There were also a few subtle rhinestones near the collar and wrists.

"Wow!" I definitely didn't expect a figure on you, Sam. Damn!" Kate said. I was flushed with embarrassment.

"That's not true! It's just the jacket that's making me look like that."

The group giggled at my embarrassment. "Chill out dude, we're just kidding. I think the jacket looks dope. I'll say a lot of bad things about my sisters, but they do have taste."

That was enough to let me trust the girls to do their thing as Chris sat by, fully dressed in his own rocker look.

But the girls got greedier and greedier with their fashion choices...

They swapped out my white shirt with a tight-fitting tank top. That was Kate's. The jeans went from the loose fitting black jeans to a bedazzled skinny jean... that came from Nia. Finally they completed the outfit with a heeled boot belonging to Kelly. I was essentially wearing the wardrobe of his triplet sisters for twin day.

"Are you guys sure this looks good?"

They assured me it did. Chris even admitted it was a little feminine, but my body and 'vibe' pulled it off.

"And last but not least, the makeup!" Kelly exclaimed.

"Makeup? At school? Hell no. We're not doing that."

"Dude! I'm doing it too. Rockers wear makeup — it's cool. It's retro."

Nia came back in the room with black eyeshadow, eyeliner, and lipstick.

Nia paused. "Now answer me, Sam. Are you ready to go full glam rock?"


Chapter Twenty-One

Twin Day

If it weren't for Chris acting so comfortable, I might have resisted more. After getting dressed in a cool, leather rocker look (albeit from the wardrobe of Chris's 6th grade sisters), I was about to have black eye makeup and lipstick applied to my face.

"Chill, Sam, it's not nearly as bad as you think it is." Nia said as she leaned in and deftly painted on the black lipstick. "Just hold still."

I'd had makeup on in the past — most notably in my Milwaukee photoshoot — but that was completely different because I was a totally undercover model and in the safety of my sister and Trista. But now... I was just Sam the boy, wearing makeup.

I held still as Nia applied the black lipstick to my lips. Once finished she fetched some eye shadow and liner and went to work on my eyes.

Kate was doing the same to Chris, so that made me feel a bit better. Just two guys getting their makeup done, I guess...

After a short while the girls had finished their work and put us in front of a mirror. Standing next to each other, we definitely both had rocker vibes... but mine was significantly more feminine!

His jeans were loose fitting and his jacket was masculine. My jeans were tight, hugged my butt, and bedazzled, while my jacket cinched my waist and widened near my hips. Chris wore cool, black combat boots while mine were trim with a short heel.

I hadn't noticed this initially either, but though Chris had makeup on, it wasn't nearly as girly as mine. My eye makeup had winged tips and my eyebrows appeared more arched. My lips looked bigger, and the girls added a glossy finish that Chris definitely didn't have.

"You two look like siblings!" Nia said.

"Yeah, we do man!" Chris said, "This will be perfect for tomorrow."

But I stood there feeling uncomfortable. Was I ready to go out in public like this? I didn't look like a girl per se, but I was significantly more feminine than Chris.

Chris told me to hang on to the clothes, and he said I should come to his house before school tomorrow to get our makeup done.

I gave Jenna a call to come pick me up, as I didn't want my parents to see me wearing makeup. There'd be too many questions.

I stood outside Chris's house waiting for the pickup and felt unbelievably exposed. I was initially nervous that someone I knew would walk by and recognize me, but then it hit me — I'd be attending school tomorrow like this. Everyone will see me and believe this is a costume. Sure, I'd have Chris matching me for Twin Day, but it's not like he'd be in my every class. Most of the time it'll be me, alone, dressed like this.

Jenna pulled up and had a huge smile on her face when she saw me. I explained the whole decision to do Twin Day with Chris and how we wanted to go with a rocker look.

"And you look so pretty Sam! Gotta admit this is not how I expected to find you."

"But that's the problem," I explained. "The goal of this wasn’t to make me look like a girl — I was supposed to match Chris. The only thing we had in common was long hair."

"You still look good though — like a total badass. Do you get to keep the clothes?"

"No, of course not. They're his sisters'. I'm supposed to go there in the morning to get my makeup done before school... but do I really want that?"

Jenna and I pulled up to the house and she entered before me to make sure my parents weren't in the main room. I then scampered upstairs to my bathroom to wipe off the makeup and change back into some normal clothes.

I had a lot to think about — it's obvious I keep finding myself in situations where I'm dressed as a girl. Some are intentional, but others, like this, are not. Am I so naturally girlish that femininity just sticks to me easier than other guys? I don't act particularly girly...

While waiting for my mother to finish dinner, my phone buzzed with a text from none other than Spiro.

‘Hey Sam! It's Spiro.' The text read. 'Pumped for the football game this Saturday?'

I had forgotten that it was his football team we'd be playing. Lots of bigger schools will bring in tiny schools like Spiro's so they can get a flashy, dominating win on Homecoming day.

I replied: 'Nice to hear from you! And yes! Excited to see you guys get crushed.'

Nothing wrong with a little friendly jab, right?

'Well hey, I'll be looking for you in the stands. Angelica's gonna come through since it's close by. You should invite Daisy too!'

'Daisy's actually my Homecoming dance date, so she'll be there. Like a little reunion from last weekend!'

We went on chatting over text, talking about school, sports, and friends. It felt good to chat and have someone express interest in me as a person, rather than someone just to be styled. Daisy's usually like that too, but I feel even lately she's been seeing me as an outlet to share fashion and hair looks with.

As the evening went on, I thought about that more and more. Spiro is someone I can genuinely get along with. Maybe I should ask him to hang out sometime. He's a really awesome guy — and I like that our conversations trend away from fashion and hair.

As exciting as a potential close friendship with Spiro was, that didn't necessarily stop the nervousness of tomorrow's spirit day. Everything had moved so quickly at Chris's house, that before I knew it, I was agreeing to wearing a rocker chick outfit to school of all places. I thought maybe he'd have an opinion on it — having seen me in girls pajamas already, it's not like he'd be shocked.

'That sounds super cool. Is Chris a good friend of yours?'

'Not super close, but we've buddied around in class. I'm just starting to have second thoughts about all of this.'

'Well, think about it. Definitely don't do something you're not super comfortable with. It seems you're already cool with the clothes, but maybe the makeup's a step too far. Plus, a lot of dudes wear tight clothing, man, it's NBD!'

I have to admit I was impressed how much care he put into my decision, though it seemed Spiro was right. I was wearing this outfit to fit in and join in on spirit week.

After dinner and homework, I decided to hash this out with Jenna — she's one of the people I'm closest with, but since she also took such joy in playing around with hair and so on, would she even understand?

I knocked and entered her room. She was still hammered with homework, but welcomed me nonetheless.

"I've been thinking about spirit week tomorrow... I know I promised Chris that we'd share for twin day... but the thought of wearing makeup to school feels a little...fast. You know?”

Jenna sat there for a moment and pondered my thoughts.

"Yes," she said, "Perhaps it does. Based on what you told me, it seems his sisters kind of went a little ham on you — and the lack of clothing availability sort of gave them free rein to use their wardrobe."

"I totally understand, but I feel like I sometimes have trouble saying no to these things..."

I shifted around so I laid back on her bed as we chatted. "I really enjoy spending time with you and helping you out with your goals of being a stylist. You have short hair, and I have long hair — that's how this whole thing started in the first place. But it's come so far to the point that I've had numerous close calls to getting caught in public, merely in the interest of bringing joy to someone who wants to use me as their mannequin."

I was starting to get emotional and frustrated. Jenna could sense it, so she laid back on the bed with me. I turned into the pillow, away from her, but she delicately pursued.

"Sam, listen to me. I never want you to do anything that you're not comfortable with. That’s never been my goal. I enjoy the time we spend together, and I'm so fortunate that you've been able to support me in practicing my hairstyling, since I'm unable to use my own hair."

Her words made me feel warm inside. I felt loved and listened to by Jenna. But that didn't change how I felt things were going a bit off the rails.

"It's not that I'm necessarily opposed to doing girly things. Some of them are fun and make me feel good — but making decisions on my own terms will make me feel a lot better — am I making any sense?"

She touched my cheek. "Of course you are."

Jenna looked at me a bit longer as I continued to tear up with frustration.

"Is there something you don't want to do? Do you not want to go to school for twin day with Chris tomorrow?"

I nodded.

"Then maybe you should text him now, and tell him the costume is off."

Jenna guided my phone into my hand and looked me in the eye as I started to text Chris.

"But Chris is super cool — I don't want to disappoint him and bail on our plan."

"Just meet him halfway then. Tell him you'll wear the outfit, but don't feel comfortable with the makeup. How does that sound?

I smiled back at her. "Sounds like a plan."

I texted Chris and explained the situation. Though nervous for his response, he totally understood. We decided to just meet at school, where I'd bring a change of clothes to exchange with his sisters' at the end of the day.

Jenna had certainly made me feel better about my hesitancy over wearing makeup at school just because someone had asked me to.

"I'll say one last thing though, Sam," Jenna added as I arose to leave her room. "I can tell when you're in good spirits and I can tell when you're upset... But there's a certain twinkle of confidence I see in you, though subtle, when you wear a style of clothing and when your hair is done a particular way. I hope you recognize that."

◆◆◆

The next day at school was a nerve-racking one. I arrived wearing Chris's sisters' rocker chick look — definitely feminine-leaning, but not so in-your-face.

Loads of students were participating in twin day — this was evident in the halls before school, as you'd see everyone taking pictures together dressed the same. Some pairs chose to go in costume, and others chose to simply wear normal clothes, but the same kind. But by the time classes started, it became impossible to tell who was actually twinning with whom. Everyone kind of just let it be.

That same principle applied to me. Much to my delight, nobody really commented on the fact I had some mildly feminine clothes on. The short heeled boots, tight jeans, and a lightly bedazzled leather jacket went largely unnoticed. This was a relief, as I'm sure the makeup would've garnered a lot more attention.

When I got to my class with Chris, we were finally able to show off to the class our twinning. The fact that we both have past-shoulder-length hair added to the comparisons too. My outfit was undeniably more girlish than his, but somehow on my body, it worked. It felt fun to fully partake in spirit week.

In the middle of class, my phone buzzed with a reminder I completely forgot about — it was my Mom.

'Hi Sam, wanted to see if you'd join me at the salon today, as you mentioned you may want to get a haircut and get rid of all that hair.'

I had forgotten about her request yesterday... but do I really want all of my hair gone? A boy's cut would be a good way to avoid all of the unnecessary styling... though it'd also put an end to Sammi_Jaclyn. Could I do that?

I couldn't focus the rest of class due to my Mom's offer, racking my brain over the pros and cons of chopping everything off for a boy's haircut.

But as class settled down, the students around me began to chat again. Both boys and girls came up to Chris and I, noting the twinning of our outfits, but even more so, the similarity of our hair. Chris's was a dark, wispy black, and mine brunette.

Though it was one particular comment that may have put everything in perspective for me.

"Hey Sam," one girl said, "You know if you guys both had black hair you'd totally be twins — have you considered dying your hair?"

Chris laughed it off, but it genuinely made me think. I also smiled and let her comment go.

The bell rang and students walked out, though I picked up my phone to text my Mom back something I never thought I'd say to her.

Jenna's words about my increased confidence when experimenting with my looks had affected me. This wasn't something anyone is making me do, but rather a personal choice to experiment.

'Hey Mom, yeah I'll join you... and I think I want to try dying my hair blonde.'


Chapter Twenty-Two

Going Blonde

I made my decision with a degree of spontaneity, but I believe somewhere in the back of my mind I've always wanted to explore what it'd be like to be a blonde.

And I want to add that it's not necessarily a feminine thing to dye your hair. Guys do it all the time and I know, especially on the west coast, guys will go blonde with no judgment on their masculinity. So you could definitely say I was curious.

But before I could even concern myself with that, I was graced with the Wednesday spirit week theme.

"Good afternoon students!" an announcer said over the PA system, "Homecoming weekend is coming up soon, but we still have three more days of spirit week to go. So I'm excited to announce that tomorrow will be Disney themed!"

It appeared the girls in my class were particularly excited. There was a ton of nostalgia and even current fandom for the Disney brand — myself included! I'm a massive Pixar fan and I adore all of the Toy Story movies.

At the end of school, I found Chris and was prepared to change into spare clothes and out of his sisters' rocker look.

"This was a good time, man!" Chris said with a glint in his eye, "I'm super glad we twinned. And I think you're right... the makeup might have been a little bit of an overstep. Hopefully I didn't pressure you too much."

I told him not to worry, and I went into the bathroom to change into my drab jeans and t-shirt. He got the clothes and we both went our separate ways.

My Mom had responded to my text with a very hesitant ‘okay’, but I wasn't going to let her talk me out of changing my hair color. It's about time I try something for the fun of it on my own terms.

She picked me up at the front of school, but she didn't have the typical friendliness that my Mom exudes.

"Thanks for the ride, Mom. Looking forward to the switch up."

"About that..." she said, "Has your sister been getting to you?"

"What? No. Why?"

"Well, I know you've been letting her do your hair from time to time for her class and just to mess around. I think it's great that you two are spending quality time, but I'm concerned she's making you try things that you're not into. If she is, let's put a stop to it."

Though my Mom had no idea the extent our dressing and styling has gone, it would've been impossible to hide that Jenna and I have been occasionally playing around with girly looks.

"Listen, Mom. I get the concern, but I actually talked to Jenna recently, and I told her I'm only trying new things on my own terms from now on."

"That's fine, sweetie... but I need you to realize I'm still your mother and need to make sure you're completely informed before doing something like this. Not to mention that your father will probably not be thrilled."

Despite the awkwardness, we survived the car ride and pulled up at the salon known as ‘Devin's’. My only real experience with a salon in the past was visiting Trista's, but that wasn't even fully set up.

What a difference Devin's made! It was crowded with women, mostly over 30, but a few under as well. Hair-washing stations were near the front with stylists' chairs in the back mirroring rows of circular, overhead hair dryers.

A really pretty young woman worked the front counter, as she checked both of us in.

"I'm sorry to do this, but my son would actually like to get his hair done today as well... is there any chance you have availability right now?" my Mom asked.

The young woman typed away at the computer. "Luis is available," she said, "what will he be getting today, a trim?"

My mother didn't answer on my behalf, probably because she wasn't quite ready to admit her son would be dying his hair.

"Well... I'm here for a cut and color... Sam?"

"Same. I was hoping to go full blonde."

The receptionist's eyes widened. Clearly that's not what she was expecting.

"Oooh very well then! Luis will do great for you."

My mother still wasn't entirely sure she should let me do this, as she led me to the waiting area. "It's not too late to back out. Are you sure this is what you want?"

"I really think so. Can you trust me on this one, Mom?"

"Just... just know that with certain physical changes, kids can be mean. I don't want you to be bullied."

I nodded and dropped the subject, but to be honest, I wasn't very concerned about the bullying. I've had moments of vaguely girlish appearances at school, and much to my surprise, I haven't really been bullied. It's as if there was an inherent belief among the entire student population that Sam isn't a masculine kid... so there's no need to make him feel ashamed about it.

My mother was greeted by her stylist who led her off to get her hair prepped for a cut and color. My mother shared my neutral brunette hair color, but like many women her age had gray roots coming in, so a routine coloring was appreciated. She also had a short hairstyle but with long sweeping bangs. She kept it like that as long as I can remember. I always considered it a 'Mom-version' of Jenna's pixie cut.

Soon after, Luis approached me. He was a thin, tiny, but forceful and confident hispanic man.

"Sam? I am Luis."

"It's nice to meet you," I said, shaking his hand.

"You will look fabulous in no time. I have the perfect look for your head," he said halfway through turning away to the chair.

I was escorted to his station chair, and with a WHOOSH he laid out an apron sheet that he tied around my neck to seal any loose hairs.

"How blonde are we thinking?" he asked.

"Well, I'd like to go blonde enough to make a splash... but not platinum."

"I see. I have the perfect shade for your skin tone."

Luis fetched a white liquid and began to mix it while simultaneously fluffing out my hair. What a joy it was being pampered like this!

He used a particular mixer with bleach that was necessary for lightening my hair, before the toner would be applied. Luis did so by partitioning sections of my hair onto a slate of foil, and painting on the dye. He completed this for my whole head.

To get full effect, we waited a good amount. Luis and I chatted in the meantime.

"I will tell you, not many boys are looking to go blonde. May I ask the occasion?"

"Just... to change things up a bit. It's something I've always wanted to try," I replied with an amount of confidence that even surprised myself.

"Good for you. You have such beautiful hair that I expect you to really grab the attention of whichever girl or boy you've got your eye on. Is there someone in mind?"

I blushed, but couldn't really say. Nobody in particular came to mind.

We completed the bleaching and rinsed it out. Luis was constantly reminding me not to touch my hair and especially not to touch my eyes. I was marveled at the change that just one round of bleach did. I went from a medium-brunette to an orange-ish yellow. I can't say it gave me any level of comfort.

"Everyone worries at this point, but just wait for the toner," Luis said, likely reacting to my horrified face.

"After drying off, Luis grabbed a separate liquid toner, and performed the same process, partitioning my hair and slowly painting the toner on.

I took the opportunity to peek down the row of stylists' stations, and about five chairs down I saw my mother. She was nearly done, as her hair was much shorter than mine. From the look of it this was the first time she thought to look down the row as well. We made eye contact and her eyes popped. It was obvious some part of her still couldn't believe that her son was with her at the salon — not getting a boy's haircut, but dying his hair blonde.

I sat patiently as Luis finished up toning my hair. "You're not gonna believe this..." he said. "But the color came out perfect."

A promise was made that I wouldn't look at myself in the mirror until everything was rinsed and finished. Luis was insistent on seeing a genuine, real-time reaction from me. He kept calling me 'unique' and 'beautiful', which partly scared me, but intrigued me just as much.

My hair had been rinsed and Luis asked if he could give me a trim as well.

"I'm thinking of a shoulder-length layered look for you," Luis suggested. He showed me a few pictures of the look. Interestingly enough, they were all women. But for some reason, it didn't bother me. I liked it.

He got to work on my hair, snipping away with regular scissors at first, and then some strange layered scissors. Luis wasn't taking much off, but he was certainly shaping it in a way I had not seen before.

When the cut was finished, he was ready to dry my hair. He took a blow dryer and a spiky, round comb to my head and methodically blew me out, similarly sectioning off my hair and neatly keeping it in order as it dried.

"You're almost there, hun," Luis told me, "Again, this is going to look fantastic."

I could hear my mother's footsteps coming from beside me.

"Oh my.... goodness," she muttered, not sounding particularly pleased.

"What, is something wrong Mom?" I asked. I had still not been able to peek at my hair, but I must have looked really different if her reaction was indeed genuine.

"It's just... it's so..." she then turned to Luis with a glare, "you didn't do this without his permission did you? Because I swear to God if you're playing some sick prank on my son..."

"Mom, Mom! No, I asked for this..."

"You wanted... this? Really?"

"Well, it's not finished yet. How about you sit down, and Luis can finish the style."

She was close to steaming, but maintained her cool. I think it was a lot easier for her to think of her son as a blonde than to actually see it. But regardless, she took a seat back in the waiting area.

"You know what, Luis? Maybe it's best that you just give me a basic straightening and we call it a day, yeah? I don't want to anger her too much."

Luis nodded and went along with it. He took a flat iron to my hair and straightened it out. To finish off, he added some sort of glistening oil that he said would give it an extra shine.

"Are you ready for the final reveal?"

I nodded firmly. I was ready to see my new look.

Luis finally had me look at myself in the mirror with the finished product, and I was absolutely astounded. I'd gone through several transformations in the past with makeup, hairstyling, and even some clothing for the Sammi Jaclyn account — but this was an entirely different thing. This was real. This was actually me.

I sat there just stroking my hair for a while, admiring how soft it felt. Luis chuckled. "Everyone does this their first time."

Reality quickly set in, however, that my mother was likely not to have the same loving reaction, so I decided to bite the bullet. I thanked Luis with a hug and went back to the waiting area to meet my mother.

She wasn't angry, but was definitely not pleased either.

"Let's get in the car," she said without emotion. It was a rough ride home.

◆◆◆

Jenna was the first to greet us at the door. I had texted her that I was getting my hair dyed, but much like my mother, it took seeing me in person to actually have it settle in. She gave me a huge hug and complimented my bravery to death.

My father was home too, and he kind of just stared at it, asking if this was a joke. When I told him that it wasn't, he kind of just shrugged, adding, "well, I just hope it makes you happy."

Jenna immediately had me accompany her upstairs. I told her all about my impulsive but genuine desire to try going blonde.

"Not to put a damper on anything... but will this affect Sammi Jaclyn in any way?" she noted.

"I think I might need to take a little break from it. An Instagram account isn't really what I need right now. And all that on top of how obvious it'd be if I change my hair color... and then suddenly Sammi Jaclyn does too... ya know?"

Jenna understood, and she told me she respected my choices.

"You know, regardless of what you do for Spirit day tomorrow, you're going to upstage everyone with the new hair color." Jenna laughed.

"Yeah, I guess I didn't really figure in the reactions at school. I have a feeling people will like it though. I mean, why wouldn't they?" I asked, walking over to her closet. "Have you made any decisions about your Disney-themed outfit?"

"YES!" she exclaimed, ready to burst. "You won't believe what I thought to dig up." Jenna leaped into the way back of her closet and pulled out a couple light-colored t-shirts. As she revealed them to me, it appeared they were tween girls' shirts with Disney princesses on them. A baby blue one with Cinderella in the center, a red one with Snow White, and so on.

"You're gonna wear one of those?" I asked. "Do they still fit?"

"I've barely grown since I was like 11, so they definitely still fit. It'll be fun! A nice little throwback for me."

I thumbed through the shirts. There were like seven different ones. Jenna must have really had a Disney princess phase that I hardly remember. Legos were always more my speed.

At the bottom of the pile, however, was a pink Rapunzel shirt from the movie Tangled. The animated character was standing in a sassy pose in a light pinkish-purple dress and holding a frying pan.

"Oh, I loved this movie." I said. "Rapunzel, Flynn Rider... her super cute little lizard pet... and the music was awesome."

"Yeah, these are cool. I think I'm personally going with the baby blue Cinderella. Thoughts?" Jenna asked me.

"I think I'll wear the Rapunzel one." I proposed, much to Jenna's surprise.

"Oh... I wasn't suggesting you wear one. True, I had thought of it, but don't want to pressure you..."


"Not at all," I said. "Honestly, what better way to ring in my new hair than with a fun shirt with a very famous blonde?"

Jenna clearly loved my proposal.

"Well, it'll definitely fit you... You're absolutely sure you want to wear this tomorrow?"

I was sure. If blonde was gonna be my new thing, how fun would it be to lean into the identity even further?

The one thing I had to pray for, however, was that I wouldn't be judged too much by my classmates. The rocker chick look is one thing — that was fairly androgynous. Blonde hair is another, as there are tons of guys with blonde hair.

But a pink shirt with a Disney princess on it? It's a much tougher sell...


Chapter Twenty-Three

Disney Day

It felt weird to wake up for school, look in the mirror, and see a full head of blonde hair. It was a unique little shock each time I saw myself. I think my parents felt the same way. They weren't totally thrilled with my long hair to begin with, but now that it was blonde they seemed to be distancing themselves from me a little bit more. But I didn't mind. This was a decision I made on my own, and it felt wonderful to do so. 

She didn't need to, but Jenna made sure to remind me that I had decided to wear the pink Rapunzel princess t-shirt to school for Disney's Spirit day, and made sure to hand deliver it to me. 

After breakfast I brushed my hair and got changed for school. The shirt was so thin and kind of tight, but still fit pretty well. It was undeniably girly and a bit childish, but I felt okay since it was mostly for a joke. New blonde Sam wearing a shirt with famously blonde Rapunzel. 

Turns out Jenna decided to go all the way. She was wearing capris from her tween years and keds back from when she was 10. The backpack she had on was 25% too small and had Cinderella on it. 

"You look like an actual kid!" I said, laughing. "You know the theme was Disney, not childhood." 


She joined in laughing at herself. "Well sometimes those things go hand in hand." 

I decided to not do anything fancy with my hair today, and just leave it in its basic style. No need to draw even more attention than I already knew I would. 

"Jenna... do you happen to have a pair of tighter fitting, but androgynous jeans I could borrow? I feel like my normal baggy ones won't go well with this shirt." 

"You're up for switching to tighter jeans? That's so unlike you." She acted surprised. 

"No no no just for today. Only because of the shirt." 

"Just take a look in my closet. Wear whatever suits you, I'm sure there are some androgynous picks in there. But we're getting ready to go soon so hurry up!" 

Since she was all packed for school, she headed downstairs and left me in her room. 

I was standing there barefoot and only wearing my briefs and the Rapunzel shirt. I'd spent time in Jenna's room so many times and though she's dressed me before, I never actually went through her stuff to choose what to wear. 

I found jeans not in her closet, but stacked in a bottom drawer of her dresser. I pulled them out and it was immediately clear that she didn't own a single baggy pair — they would all be tight on me. 

My sister was rushing me to get ready, so I made it a point to hurry and try only a few things. A pair of white jeans actually stood out to me. I'd never worn jeans that weren't blue ever in my life, but I felt with the pink shirt, this softer jean would be a good match. 

I slid the jeans on and buttoned 'em up. As most tight jeans tend to do, they hugged my butt nicely and accentuated the supposed feminine hips and butt that I have.... But I liked it enough. I settled on them and ran downstairs.
 

Jenna complimented my outfit, and my mother rolled her eyes. After the blonde hair and the princess shirt, you couldn't say she was surprised by my choice, but likely just even more concerned and disappointed. I threw on some plain white sneakers and hopped in the car. 

Pulling up to school felt like we were in the Magic Kingdom. People really went all out for Disney day! Many girls were head to toe in princess attire — gowns, tiaras and all. Some boys were dressed as princes or a swath of non-royalty Disney characters. 

I'm normally not the kind of person to draw attention to myself. I'm quiet, shy, and outside of my long hair, I don't really have any strong defining features. People don't have a reason to look at me. 

But not today. 

Immediately after stepping out of the car, students were glancing my way and double-taking. My blonde hair was objectively head-turning as most students have never seen a boy dye his long hair blonde before. I also like to think it's because I looked good... 

"Nice new look!" a girl I sort of knew from one of my classes shouted at me. I smiled and gave a thank-you wave. 

Many other people said the same thing to me. Walking through the halls I was getting constant looks as if I were a brand new student. But not a single negative comment did I receive from my peers. Man, I wish my parents could see this. 


Jenna, who was walking beside me, tried to hold back her grin. She told me she would not try to draw additional attention to me, but it's hard to beat the amount I was getting. 

"You don't think this has anything to do with the shirt and jeans, right?" I asked, sarcastically. 

Jenna laughed, as we said goodbye for the day and went our separate ways for classes. 

In my first class of the day, I was seated between two girls — one in a Cinderella dress and one in a Belle dress. They looked gorgeous, and must have been waiting years for this opportunity. 

"Cute!" one of them commented, "you have such a cute outfit today Sam! And the new hair? I love it!" 

I thanked them, but if the last 20 minutes were any indication, they would not be done commenting. And I didn't even know their names... 

"Have you tried curling it yet?" Belle asked, "It'd look adorable." 

"Oh, no... I just wanted to try being blonde. Not really trying to do anything different." 

"Girls! Pipe down." My teacher yelled from the front of class. "I can't have a bunch of chatty princesses all day." 

The class started to laugh. My teacher had just mistaken me for a girl — a princess, in fact. 

"I'm uhh... it's Sam." I corrected him. 

"Oh my..." my teacher stammered, clearly embarrassed by his mistake. The class continued laughing. I first got the sense that it was at me, but after a few moments it became obvious they were actually mocking our teacher. 


A boy from the middle row chimed in. "Mr. Norris, Sam changes his hair once and you suddenly can't see? Do you remember my name?" 

More laughs. His comment was pretty funny and it took the attention off me, carrying the class into our lecture. 

My other classes throughout the day had similar instances. Largely positive comments from my classmates — mostly the girls, but some boys — and the inevitable mistaking of me as female. 

Was it a little embarrassing? Sure, but I made sure to defend my own look with grace. The worst thing I could do in a moment like this is shrivel up and change. I was learning how key confidence is in order to wear what you like. 

And I think it was paying off. I was continually surprised how few objections I received from my peers. Parents, teachers, and people older than me are a different story, however. The acceptance that actually matters is from my peers. 

But even so, what I was wearing was much more 'costume' than actual everyday look. I would never wear a young girl's Rapunzel shirt as a real outfit. It's too much, and I'm not a girl. 

But the most jarring class of the day was P.E. I'm usually torn on whether or not I like it. Sure I love to run and be active, but the politics of a high school P.E. class are so much more complex. 

The masculine, aggressive boys thrive in P.E., and needless to say I am not like that. Bullying, if it ever does happen, has happened here, so I was least looking forward to this one. 


We're all assigned lockers where we hold our P.E. uniform and temporarily hold our backpacks. My locker was next to two really loud, aggressive boys on the football team. 

"Yo, Sam, what the hell happened to your hair?" I was rudely greeted by a boy named Colton who was on our school's football team. 

I thought it best to be as non-confrontational as possible, so quick answers should do the trick. 

"Just dyed it," I responded quietly. 

"Yeah, but like why?" he pressed. 

The other boy, Zane (also on the team) chimed in, "and you're, like, wearing a princess shirt... Did your sister force you into it or something?" 

I know that she didn't, and it was totally my choice to do so... but in a locker room with obnoxious guys, I soon felt it was best to tell them what they probably just wanted to hear. 

"Yeah... I, uh, lost a bet. But it is Disney day so I guess I got away with something not too bad, huh?" 

They stared at me, clearly thinking that a princess shirt was not even close to 'getting away clean.' But it was good enough for them to leave me alone. I changed into the drab, gray gym uniform and went out to join the rest of the class on the grass fields. 

We were in the midst of our flag football unit, and like most units in P.E., we were led through the basics of each sport incredibly slowly. The boys always knew how to play the sports in advance, so they mostly goofed off during instruction, but today was the first day we were to be split into teams and actually scrimmage. 

Our P.E. teacher, a burly man named Coach Trent, was late coming out onto the grass fields, while some students shivered on the brisk day. He didn't look particularly happy. 

"Groups. Now." he said firmly to everyone. He was distracted by something on his clipboard and didn't even bother to look up. Some of the kids noticed this, so didn't bother to listen to him. They continued tossing around the footballs and goofing off. A girl named Jasmine standing next to me took a second to compliment my hair and chit chat. 

Despite his occupation with whatever was on his clipboard, Coach Trent must have noticed some of the boys were still goofing off — which did NOT make him happy. 

"GROUPS! NOW! You better be split into boys and girls in 5 seconds or so help me God..." 

Everyone immediately scrambled to their respective gender roles, but it took me a few seconds to notice what was going on. 

Before I knew it, the boys had scattered into their group, but I was still standing next to Jasmine. There was silence from fear of Coach Trent. He stared into the soul of one of the boys who was goofing off. 

I was too late. If I wanted to scamper over to the group of boys, I'd be crucified by Coach Trent. After all, the boys and girls both wear the same gym uniforms: long basketball shorts and t-shirts. 

I looked at Jasmine whose eyes were wide and ever so slightly shaking her head, as if to say I'd be insane for pissing off the coach even further. 

Coach Trent was never really that attentive, but he must have completely missed that I was not a girl in his class — or even a girl at all! 


"Boys... and Girls... now was that so hard?" 

Silence from the students. A few kids muttered "no, sir." 

"Very well. Scrimmage today. Boys, do captains and pick teams. I don't care who, just make 'em even. Girls, do the same for your own game. I need to run back to my office for a few minutes, but when I return I expect two games to be underway. Clear?" 

Nods from the students. Had I just gotten away with it? 

As Coach began to walk back into the school he quickly turned around and noted, "eehhhh, looks like everyone's here. Full attendance." He marked his sheet and carried on. 

The boys were too excited to get on with their football game to notice my absence. The girls, however, were fully aware. Most were giggling. 

"Sam, I guess you're one of the girls for the period, huh?"
 

I looked off at the boys all running off to their separate makeshift field on the grass, leaving me behind. "I mean... I guess, yeah." 

"That new hair of yours is shaking things up!" another girl noted. 

"We'll help you blend in, Sam," said another. "This could be fun." 

"Sure," I said, nervously laughing. "I'm game... but let's get started playing or else we're all gonna get busted by Trent..." 

A pause from the girls. "Well?" I said. "I'll be one captain. Who else?" 


Chapter Twenty-Four

A Touch of Makeup

Not that I wanted to play flag football with the boys, but I couldn't help but feel a little slighted by those of my gender.

Coach Trent completely assumed I was one of the girls and sectioned us off for our games. Sure, Coach would have been furious.. but would it have hurt to stick up for me? Instead, here I was ready to pick teams and play with the girls.

I volunteered as captain, and another girl named Ophelia stepped up as well. We quickly selected our teams (based on nothing really at all), and we led them to our grass field.

Jasmine, the girl who had been complimenting me on my new hair, came up to me. "Coach Trent is gone, but he said he'll be back any minute... I don't think any of us would blame you if you ran over to the boys and joined them."

"I suppose I could..." I responded, watching the boys begin their overly aggressive game of flag football, "but I already picked my team here. Plus, I feel he'd be less mad if he saw someone switch over than if I just blended in here."

So I opted to stay with the rest of the girls. We began a pretty standard game as we'd been instructed to do so from the previous lessons in our football unit. But I paid special attention to how the girls acted, ran, and moved... because it's definitely different from boys.

Sure there were a few athletic girls around, but the vast majority were not, so I made sure to emulate those ones to make sure I blended in best.

Wider, more feminine hips tend to evoke a 'feminine sway.' I already knew that I had naturally wider hips than a lot of guys and a bigger butt, so my personal walk and run already were fairly girlish. But a slight tweak to intentionally sway just a bit more did the trick. I also had to hang my hands a little differently. Girls tend to be looser with their hands as they run whereas guys' hands are steadier. Within a few minutes one of the other girls told me I looked great and that my mannerisms could totally fool the coach. That was all the confidence I needed.

Coach Trent eventually made his way back to the field but paid almost no attention to the girls game once he arrived. Some of the boys were goofing off so he kept a close on on them.

Somehow I had managed to completely avoid Coach Trent's wrath, but heading back to the locker room was a completely different experience.

Inevitably I was teased by the other boys. Some called me names for pretending to be a girl, but others were actually kind of cool about it and thought it was funny.

"Dude, Sam, that was hysterical," one boy said.

"Hilarious! Coach had no clue," said another.

I changed back into my clothes and went on with my day of class. The Rapunzel shirt and the blonde hair continued to get compliments and some questions, but I mostly brushed them off. I liked my look today. I felt confident with this outfit.

In the final class period, someone over the loudspeaker announced that Thursday's spirit theme would be 'School Pride.' So in other words, we were just going to deck ourselves out in as many logos of our high school as possible. Fairly straightforward.

But since Wednesday was now over, more and more buzz surrounded the weekend's big football game... which I couldn't help but think of how Spiro would be playing.

Seeing these rowdy boys in gym class really made me appreciate his sensitivity and how down-to-earth he was. He was really the opposite of any football stereotype outside of his stature.

In fact, I'm sure he'd get a big kick out of this story — having to pretend to be a girl to blend in. I decided to shoot him a text with a quick little recap.

Hey Spiro! Guess what — since I dyed my hair blonde, tons of people at school had trouble recognizing me as an actual boy, and today the gym coach mistakenly had me play football with the girls. It was wild and super hilarious. You should've been there! :)

And....sent. Was the smiley face too much? Not really sure why I added it, but it was a funny story...

When I got home, I recapped the day with my sister. People really seemed to like her throwback princess shirt as well. All in all, a pretty successful outfit day.

I went for a run in the evening. Likely my final one before the Saturday morning Homecoming 5K. I settled on a brisk 2 miles. Normally I pass by neighbors and acquaintances on my run and give a little wave. Today was no different, but the reactions certainly were. I would wave to someone and they wouldn't wave back. As if they didn't recognize me.

That really got me thinking... Mr. Norris didn't recognize me. Coach Trent didn't recognize me. Nobody on my run could tell who I was. And all of this just because of a simple hair color change? Strange stuff.

After all, my face didn't change. Maybe people just look at my hair color and haircut and think subconsciously 'that's a girl I've never met before,' and move on with their day.

When I returned home to shower, Spiro had gotten back to my text.

'Hysterical!' he wrote. 'Send me a pic of the new look!'

A selfie? Man, I looked horrible. I just finished a run.

Jenna came up to me while I stood near the front door. "Hey bro, you look so distressed. Tough run?'

"Uh, no," I replied, distracted by the text. "A friend of mine just asked to see a picture of my hair."

"So...send it?"

"Yes, but I look like a mess."

"Why would you care about that? You got a crush on this girl or something?"

"No... it's... just... it's the guy I met this past weekend. I dunno, we've been texting. He's cool, or whatever."

I was blushing. Why was I blushing? Jenna picked up on this.

"You're turning red, Sam..."

"I'm not!" I said defensively.

"Hey, nobody's judging here. Look, you want to look good in a photo for him. I shouldn't need to know why. My job as a sister is to help you solve your problems."

"I'm not sweaty or anything. But my face is all red."

Here, come up to my room. I can fix this real quick.

Jenna ushered me to her room and sat me down at the vanity. She took my hair out of the ponytail and let it loose over my shoulders.

"I'm guessing you'd like to send a prompt response and not wait till after a wet haired shower look, correct?"

"I mean, it's only polite..." I said.

"Good, then we have to make a few simple adjustments."

Jenna pulled out some face wipes to wipe the tiny bit of sweat off my face. She patted it dry, and then pulled out some concealer.

"Woah, no. I'm not sending a picture to him with me wearing makeup! What do you think I'm trying to do?"

"It's the delicate art of wearing makeup without looking like you're wearing makeup. Girls do it all the time. Do you ever see a model with a ‘natural’ look? Yeah, they're always wearing makeup."

I paused.

She broke the silence. "But you wanted more agency in your decisions. So I'm not gonna force you to do anything. You look beautiful without it."

I sighed. "No, I'd like to look good. I want him to have a good photo of me."

"That's the spirit!"

"So make me up — but nothing major. I want him to not be able to tell."

Jenna cheered. She began to make my face up with just a few simple things. Concealer and a tiny bit of foundation did the trick.

"Oh, wow, this is much better. And girls do this kind of thing every day?"

"A lot do," she laughed. "But you'd never know, looking at us!"

I didn't even look made-up. I simply looked... like me. Jenna completed the look by brushing my hair into a better style. Fortunately, the run hadn't messed it up to where I required a wash to get it back to normal.

"Well this is new," I pointed out, "Normally when you help me with a look, you're taking pictures of me from behind. But this time I'm actually the one taking the picture, and it's form the front."

We giggled at my observation. I decided to take a mirror selfie in my room instead, as I didn't want to appear as if I were hanging out in a girl's room.

I smiled and took it at a flattering angle.

But it didn't look perfect. I showed the picture to Jenna.

"Don't my eyes look tired?" I asked.

She studied it. "Not really," she said, "but that's because I didn't add anything there. Sometimes a tiny bit of eyeliner makes them pop a bit more."

I thought to myself for a moment.

"Add it."

We sat back down at her vanity and she applied just the smallest amount of eyeliner to my eyes. Miraculously, it still didn't appear that I was wearing makeup.

"This is incredible! I look so much more refreshed but not like I'm glammed up. Do you have any other tricks?"

She smirked. "How about I just go until you tell me to stop."

I agreed to her proposal and she got back to work on my face. She took a mascara brush and applied a small amount to my lashes to finish off the eyes. She also took the same brush and added it to my eyebrows, darkening them just a tad.

It was amazing how refreshed I looked and confident I felt.

The next thing she reached for was a nude lip brush. She applied it to my lips, though it didn't change the color at all. Unless I peered super close, I could barely tell they were shimmering just the smallest amount.

"Okay, okay, this looks good. I'm ready. Not like I'm doing another photoshoot for Trista."

I went back to my room and took another selfie. The difference between the two was obvious, but not in an outwardly girlish way.

"He'll love that. You look gorgeous." Jenna said.

"Good. I mean, I don't need him to think I'm gorgeous. He's literally just a boy that's a friend."

I couldn't tell if I blushed, but the way Jenna looked at me certainly made me think so.

"Whaaaaatever you say..." she added.

I ignored her. "How does 'just got back from a run'" sound?


"Perfect!"

I hit send. Spiro now had a picture of me on his phone — blonde-haired and with subtle makeup (but not that a boy would be able to notice).

Later and after my shower, he responded to my text during dinner. He ‘heart’-reacted it and said: You look awesome! Can't wait to see you Saturday :)

That time I totally blushed. He included the same smiley face that I sent to him. Maybe it wasn't a mistake to do that. After all, we're just two guys being friendly, right?

"What'd he say?" Jenna whispered to me as my parents did the dishes.

"Just... that it looks cool," I told her. I didn't need to include the smiley face details.

"Kids, go finish your homework." My Mom called out. "You're not gonna want to have any over the fun weekend."

She was right. Jenna and I retreated to our rooms for the night. But I stopped her before she went into hers.

"Hey... Uh, do you think it'd be the worst idea for me to wear that, uh, subtle makeup again at school tomorrow? I didn't really hate how it looked on me."

Jenna smiled. "I don't know if Mom would love that... but I can make it so subtle and effective that even she won't notice. Just come into my room tomorrow morning and I'll get you ready."

I thanked her for the help and retired to my room. I was strangely curious and excited for tomorrow.


Chapter Twenty-Five

The Second Modeling Offer

I fell asleep so easily last night dreaming of the upcoming race, the football game, and impending Homecoming Dance. I was in for my first big high school weekend.

As promised, I made sure to sneak into my sister's room after my morning shower but before my Mom could realize anything was up. And true to her promise, Jenna was ready for me.

"All set for your makeup, Sam," she said, keeping her voice quiet. Each of her makeup tools from last night were laid out neatly on her vanity this morning. I sat down, getting my still-drying hair out of my face.

"Remember, just enough so nobody can tell I'm wearing makeup," I instructed. She nodded and got to work.

After several minutes of applying the foundation, concealer, and the tiniest bits of eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick, I was ready to go.

I blow-dried my hair as I often did and changed for my school spirit outfit. Nothing out of the ordinary this time around — just a Willowbrook t-shirt and jeans. No need to draw any extra attention to myself today.

Our Mom drove us to school and, much to my happiness, I didn't receive a single comment about my makeup. Jenna gave me a funny look as if to say 'See? I told you nobody would notice.'

Jenna's prediction remained true throughout the first part of the day. I continued to get compliments on my hair from those who might not have noticed the change earlier. Several others (pretty much just girls) said I looked great today which was something they normally wouldn't do — particularly when I'm just wearing a t-shirt and pants.

Mr. Norris didn't make the same mistake either since he made a deliberate and obvious attempt to say "Hello, Sam" as I walked into the classroom. A few witnessing students giggled.

Gym class was much different today as well. For some reason, Coach Trent had remembered that I was a boy and I was paired on a boys team for flag football. Thankfully I remembered to go back to my typically male running form so I wouldn't get made fun of. Not that I got a chance to get on the field much anyway.

So it went mostly unnoticed up until class with my new friend Chris near the end of the day. Like so many, he had complimented my blonde hair yesterday but gave me a particularly intense look when he saw me up close.

He lowered his voice, "are you wearing makeup?"

I immediately shuffled in my seat to make sure nobody else had heard. They hadn't.

"Jeez... how do you know?" I said, astounded.

"My sisters, dude. If I can't tell when a girl's wearing makeup then shame on me."

"Except I'm not a girl." I was quick to correct him.

"Yes, yes, I'm sorry. I'm so used to saying things a certain way."

We chatted quietly the rest of class during an individual work assignment. Chris kept his typical rocker-style look despite it being a school spirit wear day. It just wasn't his thing to follow a crowd. And to my amazement, his beard had already started to regrow after shaving it for our twin day! Meanwhile, I couldn't even grow stubble if I tried...

He paused for a moment. "Just curious, but you seemed incredibly against makeup when my sisters put it on you for the twin look — did something change your mind in the past couple days?"

"Honestly, my sister did. She showed me that there's nothing necessarily feminine about wearing makeup. Sometimes it just makes your face look better. I like being able to present myself more confidently."

"I feel that, dude. Though I much prefer the rock 'n roll style of makeup. Alice Cooper and Ozzy always looked dope."

Over the speaker, a rep from the school announced the final spirit day theme: Sports. Lots of athletes had Friday games or practice, so people would be encouraged to wear their sports equipment for the day or if not, gear from their favorite pro team.

I thought about my potential outfit for the rest of the day. Maybe I'd wear one of my runner's looks. That way I can get in the mindset for the Saturday morning Homecoming 5K and participate in spirit day.

========

I didn't have much homework when I got home. Tomorrow being the Friday of Homecoming weekend, most students or teachers weren't interested in tests and assignments. Tomorrow will be a low-key school day.

Hanging out in the living room, I got a strange feeling Jenna had the same information.

She rushed downstairs, but was busy on the phone with someone.

"I just don't think tomorrow's gonna work. I have plans and I'm pretty sure he's gonna want to rest," Jenna said out loud on the phone while digging through the cupboard for snacks. "Hold on, let me ask him."

Jenna called out, "Uh... actually, Sam, just come to my room."

I followed my sister upstairs while she remained on the phone. I entered second and she gestured to shut the door behind me.

"Okay, let me put you on speaker, Trista," Jenna said.

"Hi Sam! Nice to be chatting with you guys!" she said.

Wow, definitely not a voice I was expecting to hear. The last time I heard from Trista was our trip up to Milwaukee a bit ago. I wonder what she wanted...

"So let's fill in Sam on what you've been asking," Jenna began. "Trista was saying how much she enjoyed having you model for her and loved the pictures she's hanging in her salon. Well anyway, we got to catching up and I mentioned how you dyed your hair blonde. I showed her some pictures and she thought you looked absolutely beautiful."

"I completely do. You look gorgeous, Sam," Trista chimed in. "And I was so saddened to hear that you're putting the Sammi_Jaclyn32 account on hold. Feels like such a waste not to flaunt your beautiful new hair!"

"Well, sure... but one of my concerns is getting found out." I fought back. "Everyone already knows that Jenna operates the account — can you imagine what kids at school would say if they found out that was a boy getting his hair done up? And wearing all those girly clothes?"

Trista sighed over the phone. "I just wish people would be more accepting. You're such a beautiful person, Sam. I'd hate to see that wasted because of a silly fear."

"But you don't know these kids," I added. "They're not as accepting as you."

There wasn't much Trista or Jenna could dispute about that.

"Fine. We can go back on that later, but now for the reason I called: Your current pictures look so good, so I figured with your new blonde hair we could take some more promotional pictures for my salon. I'd pay you for your time, of course."

Cha-Ching! It's amazing how the offer of money immediately makes me down for anything.

"...money you say?" I smiled at Jenna. All three of us laughed.

"Of course I'll pay you. In a perfect world, you'd be able to meet me in Milwaukee but it sounds like both of you won't be available this weekend. That's okay, we can push that part down the road."

"The only problem is that we don't have Trista's high quality camera. An iPhone is good, but not good enough for a photoshoot at home," Jenna explained.

"I have a vision for this shoot. Winter is coming up, and I want to show the local Milwaukee girls and women that cute hair isn't just for the summer. So I was thinking about a ‘winter wonderland’ shoot. Some cute winter outfits complimented with your bubbly blonde 'do."

Jenna started nodding at me, but I was waiting for a key part: the price.

"...and how much would we be compensated, if I might ask?" I said with some hesitancy. I didn't want to be rude.

"For the effort of a big photoshoot, plus including your face this time, and with wardrobe—"

"My face—" I barely got out before Jenna hushed me.

Trista continued, "I'd say a thousand is fair."

My sister and I couldn't believe our ears. A thousand dollars?? That was double what she gave last time!

"The one thing is, I'd need you two to pick up some outfits beforehand. I don't really have the time to go shopping for clothes, especially when I don't have Sam's sizes."

"No need," Jenna jumped in, "I've got some of my clothes here that we can use. I've got plenty of pretty winter outfits and Sam and I are the same size."

"Wonderful! Goodness, you two are so lovely to work with."

The three of us said our goodbyes and set the date for next Sunday to drive down to Milwaukee for the shoot.

Wow, and just like that I've been pulled back into the world of modeling. The thousand dollars was exciting, sure, but a not-so-small part of me was excited even beyond that. I dyed my hair blonde for a reason: I like feeling confident and in control. And what better outlet for confidence than modeling my new hair?

Jenna and I chatted the rest of the night about school, spirit week, and the upcoming Homecoming festivities. I was obviously taking Daisy as my date, and Jenna was going with this boy named Jackson. Just a friend of hers, or so she says.

"You didn't plan on taking any friends from other schools?" I asked her.

"Nah, Jackson's cool and he'll be a fun date to dance with. But I guess I could always fork over the $100."

"Wait, $100? What are you talking about?"

She carried on nonchalantly. "The $100 outside ticket fee. You can bring up to two additional guests but you have to pay $100 apiece. Not interested in doing that."

I immediately had an idea. After the Saturday afternoon football game, Daisy and I were going to hang out with Spiro and Angelica. But only Daisy was going to the dance with me...

"I... I had no clue that was an option," I muttered. "Maybe it's too late."

Jenna looked at me funny. "What? Is there someone you wanted to invite?"

She paused.

"...that boy perhaps?" 


I turned red. "Not just him! Him and my other friend, Angelica. We're doing a group hang that Saturday anyway."

Jenna smirked at how easily she got to me. "Alright, alright. Just kidding. But yes, that sounds cool. Just make sure to ask them if they want to fork over $100 for one dance."

"That's a good point... I don't want to put the pressure on them... You know, I do have $500 coming my way."

"But not yet."

"I never spent any of my first $250! It's all still in my room. I could just use that!"

"Wasn't that earmarked for a game system or something?" Jenna asked.

I paused... "Hmm... maybe I just have to wait until next weekend to do that. Assuming it happens."

"Well if you pay for them, you can't back out of the modeling gig because you'll pretty much be penniless without it."

I thought about it for a moment. I'd still be left with $50 for Homecoming weekend.

With my mind settled, I texted a group chat of Daisy, Angelica, and Spiro, mentioning the invite to the Homecoming dance and to see if they were interested. I suggested they could just be each other's dates.

Angelica responded first: 'I'm in! So awesome that your school lets you do it.'

Then after another minute, Spiro replied: 'I'm down for it too! Angelica, as long as you're cool being my date twice haha.'

Angelica added again: 'No problemo. Who are we to turn down a free Homecoming night?'

Aaaaand looks like my money is locked in...

Daisy and I both replied to the chain saying how excited we were. I don't think the Sam of earlier this year would've had the guts to pay for two guests and invite two extra guests to Homecoming — one of them being a boy. I felt good about my decision.

Jenna looked as if she were ready to wind down for bed, so I took that as a signal to leave.

"By the way," I stopped before walking out, "would you mind giving me that, uh, subtle makeup look thing again? Tomorrow morning before school? Maybe I'm just superstitious... but I had a really confident day today."

She smiled. "Happily. I've got a good idea for your hair too."

I had a big weekend ahead.


Chapter Twenty-Six

Angelica's Dress

It was finally Friday: The last day of school spirit week at Willowbrook before the Saturday Homecoming festivities would begin.

Just as I'd done yesterday, I snuck into Jenna's room especially early so she could do my light makeup look.

"Nice look," she said gleefully. The makeup was out and ready on her vanity once again.

Jenna was referring to my running gear. The theme was "sports", and since I wasn't too athletically inclined outside of running, I opted to follow the theme by wearing a typical fall-weather running gear look: some men's running tights with thin shorts over them, and a nice quarter-zip over a t-shirt.

Jenna began doing my makeup again. Just the same simple, mostly undetectable stuff. She even added a little bit of blush to my cheeks that I couldn't notice unless I had a magnifying glass.

"And now for my grand idea for your hair," she announced while tossing and flipping my blonde hair around. "I'm going to give you an undone half-up, half-down braided ponytail. It's gonna look super good with your outfit!"

I had no idea about most of the words she just said, but then again Jenna's the hair expert. After a quick few minutes she'd turned my mess of hair into a presentable, moderately feminine look.

With my makeup done and my hair styled, I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a confident young person sitting there. I consistently surprise myself with how much I beam with confidence when Jenna adds just a little bit of femininity to the mix. I'm quite comfortable with it by now, and part of me actually prefers it?

◆◆◆

As distracted and unproductive the students and teachers were yesterday, they were even more so today. I'm frankly surprised we even had a school day! It was interesting seeing everyone dress in costume for the last time. So many different students had sport-related passions or interests that I wouldn't have expected.

The one thing that stung a little bit was forking over my $200 for the two tickets for Spiro and Angelica. Dang, why did these have to be so expensive? It's free for the students and their plus-ones. But then again, if it were cheap I'm sure kids would be bringing loads and loads of people in their posse.

But besides that, it made two days in a row that I didn't receive any comments about wearing makeup (other than Chris who noticed it immediately). However, several girls complimented my hair and couldn't help but feel it and play around with it. That's always fun...

In the last few minutes of class, I received a text from Angelica in the same group chat I created last night.

Hey guys! Since this invite was so last minute I realized I still don't have a dress for Saturday, so I'm going to go shopping after school. We should all hang out! As long as you guys can make your way to the mall.

Well now that she has to buy a whole new dress, there's no way I could even consider asking her to pay for the ticket. Besides, I just planned to wear the same thing to this dance as I did the previous one. Who cares if I double up?

All three of us seemed to be free and planned to meet at the mall in the evening. It was a mall I'd never been to before and a bit further from my house. When I got home from school I changed out of my running gear and into jeans and a crew neck sweatshirt, but left my hair as is. Hey, it looks nice.

Jenna gave me a ride to Daisy's where we'd be hanging out for a bit before hitting up the mall. Daisy hadn't actually seen my newly blonde hair in person, so she spent the first few minutes ogling it as if it were a cute pet animal. Uncle Greg and Aunt Hannah (again, not my actual Aunt and Uncle) were amazed as well. Hannah said I looked like a Sam 2.0, and Uncle Greg actually failed to recognize me for the first 20 seconds.

We hung out in the living room, catching up about school and the past week. Daisy shared that she started crushing on this new boy at her school in her math class, so we talked about him for a while.

"I'm not the only one who's going for the new kid. Angelica also apparently has a big crush on this new boy at her school," she shared.

"What? She likes a new guy?" I asked. "I thought she was... uh... really into Spiro?"

"I thought that too, but I guess she lost interest when she met this new boy. Who knows with her — she's always going on about someone new every other day."

Well this was a real shocker. It was my impression Angelica was totally into Spiro. He's a good looking dude who's kind and sweet. Maybe this new boy was just more her type.

After hanging out for a bit longer, it was time for Aunt Hannah to drive Daisy and I to the mall. I was doing this more in hopes that we'd all do something fun afterwards, but Daisy seemed to be most interested in the shopping part. Even though it's not for herself! Girls are so weird that way — that they enjoy the act of looking at things with others and not even buying them.

The mall we were going to was pretty massive, and Angelica had sent us her location to meet her directly at a store. It was a particular boutique they wanted to check out — one which I'd never heard of. Not the typical Macy's or Nordstrom department store.

After a long walk through the large indoor mall, we came across a small boutique called ‘Kimberly's’. As expected, I'd never heard of it, and it must not be a chain.

Angelica was inside and speaking with an associate when we found her.

"You made it!" She yelled as she hugged both of us. "The blonde hair looks great, Sam. I always love a bold choice."

The next 15 minutes was pretty much just Angelica, Daisy, and the store associate walking around the store feeling the fabrics of multiple dresses and holding them up against Angelica's body. I was utterly lost with what they were talking about. They were referencing all types of terms and styles I never knew.

But a lot of the options looked quite pretty. It was certainly exciting for Angelica to create a new look from scratch just for the upcoming dance. Even if I wasn't involved.

After choosing a bunch of options, Angelica took them back to the changing room to try them on, along with Daisy and the associate.

I didn't feel comfortable going back there with them right away. Where was Spiro? I thought he was supposed to be joining us and then we'd all do something fun. Instead, I've just been stuck in this boring shop while the girls had their fun picking out a single outfit.

Instead of mulling about near the store entrance in the makeshift waiting area, I perused the shop to check out the merchandise and feel the fabrics just as the girls had.

It wasn't entirely dresses in this shop either. Tops, pants, hats, belts, jewelry. It looked like a girl's heaven (assuming your style was preppy/formal).

I must have been really immersed in reading one of the labels, because I didn't notice Daisy coming up behind me and calling my name. I jumped.

"Woah, Sam. Didn't mean to scare you..."

"Yeah, uh, sorry," I said. "How's the search?"

"Fine, but we wanted to show you something crazy."

I followed her back to the changing rooms. I hesitated before Daisy gestured it was okay to come back (just hoping everyone was decent).

Angelica and the store associate were looking at something on the wall. Then they looked at me and giggled.

"That's crazy! You're right!" Angelica said. "Sam, come here."

Angelica was wearing a changing robe but was completely covered up. As long as she didn't feel I was intruding...

On the wall was an image of a blonde, female model wearing a frilly, blue party dress. Without them even saying anything, I knew what was making them laugh: This model looked a ton like me.

"That's... uncanny..." Angelica said.

I started to blush as the three girls looked at me. Obviously it wasn't me (even though I had modeled for Trista's store. But that was just a single time and up in Milwaukee). It was pure chance that I looked like this young woman.

"Even the noses are identical," Daisy noted, tracing her finger along my nose and then doing the same to the poster. "Even her hair is in the same style as yours..."

"That's a fairly older dress style though," Angelica pointed out, (risking insulting the associate, apparently).

"True, it is. But I've always found the model so beautiful that I left it up in the store. I don't even think we carry the dress we're advertising anymore!"

"Well how about this—" Daisy began, "—if you can find the dress in your storage, then Sam should totally put it on to take a twinning pic! That'd be so funny!"

I laughed at the idea. "But you said that dress is so out of style, there's no chance they have it around."

"So are you saying you'll do it if it's there?" Angelica pressed.

"Yeah, fine. If it's there." I said.

The associate scampered into the back room to search for the dress.

Angelica was excited. "You looked good in my pajamas after all. What difference is a dress?" 

While the associate was gone, Angelica continued trying on dresses. Oddly enough she let me stay in the back. I didn't see her naked or anything like that, but she wasn't making a big attempt to hide from me. I was being treated just like Daisy.

"What about this one?" asked Angelica, stepping out of the changing room.

This one was a solid red A-line dress. It was looser around the hips and flared out a good amount. Daisy complimented how it made her boobs look. I told her it looked a little short.

"Oh, you're a 'modest is hottest' kind of person, Sam?" she replied. We all laughed.

A few moments later, the store associate returned. She had a big smile on her face. She was holding a dress among other things.

"Well you'll never believe what I found. Not only was the party dress back there, but a couple more of these."

The associate put down what appeared to be posters on a table. She unrolled one of them, revealing to the three of us the very same model. Then she unrolled the second one.

"We apparently had two more posters of this model in the back room — wearing three different outfits. I'm so glad you guys gave me a reason to explore the back room. This model has always been so beautiful to me. Maybe I'll rotate the three."

Each of us took time gazing at the posters. The model really was beautiful, even though she looked like me. They must have been in the same shoot because she had the same hairstyle in each — my hairstyle.

"You know, Sam. You said you'd wear the dress if we could find it..." Daisy said coyly.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I said, "Let's get this over with. It'll be pretty funny to see how similar we look." I grabbed the mid-length, ruffled, blue party dress from the store associate's hands and walked toward the changing room door.

"Oh no no no," Angelica interrupted. "I believe we found three different outfits. So that means three pictures."

The girls all giggled. I sighed. I suppose she was right. Especially since the model had my haircut in literally all three of them.

"And you're going to do this right," the associate chimed in. She handed me a silk, black dressing gown.

"Uh, thanks..."

"Marilyn," she said, completing my thought.

"Thank you, Marilyn." It did feel weird to be thanking her for handing me a women's dressing gown.

"You'll also need the heels as seen in the picture. And I believe that necklace is somewhere in the back as well. Are your ears pierced? No matter — I've got clip-ons!"

And before I could even respond to a word she said, Marilyn was gone, back into the store.

The girls couldn't help but enjoy how into this Marilyn was getting.

I went into the changing room and stripped off my boy clothes. This song and dance was familiar to me by now. At this point I've worn girls' clothes many times, even if Angelica and Daisy (sort of) were unaware of every experience.

The dress was long enough that my underwear would do. I wasn't about to go down that road...

However I wasn't lucky enough to avoid the bra. Angelica tossed one over (God knows where she found one so quickly!) and instructed me to put it on so the dress would fit better up top. I did as told.

Soon enough I emerged from my changed room in the blue ruffled dress. It looked a little silly, as it was something that might've been popular in the early 90s rather than today. But just in time for my reveal, Marilyn shuffled back in with her arms stuffed with "goodies".

She slipped the heels on my feet, noting that my toes weren't "properly painted" (but again, wasn't about to go down that road). She gave me the matching necklace and bracelet to put on.

"I guess the earrings weren't there. Damn, if only you had them pierced!"

I rolled my eyes at the comment. So did Daisy, as even she thought that was a little too far to go.

I stood next to the poster on the wall and matched the model's pose. All three ladies took pictures of me and repeatedly told me how beautiful I looked. Catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I had to agree. The model was gorgeous with a capital ‘G’... and I looked almost exactly like her.

Once the girls were satisfied with their pictures it was on to outfit #2. While I was changing, Angelica must have decided on a dress to purchase, since she was ringing it up with Marilyn.

"Wait, so you're all done, but we're sticking around so you can take pictures of me in these dresses?" I asked.

"Uhhh... yeah. I guess that's what's happening now."

We all laughed at the absurdity together. I don't think any of us quite expected things to go down like this.

I finished putting on the second dress which was much more modern than the previous one. This time I was wearing a white lace skater dress. Much shorter than before too.

It was a moment like this that I was incredibly thankful my body was practically hairless. Otherwise, these legs would've looked incredibly out of place sprouting beneath a lace dress.

This time I didn't wear the bra. Both because it was black and would show through the white, and the bust area didn't need to be filled with the fit. 
I stepped outside the dressing room to 'ooohs' and 'aaahs' from the ladies. Marilyn was ready with a pair of silver heels that I stepped into, and gave me a different jangly bracelet to wear.

"Spin! Spin!" Daisy pleaded.

I gave a coy shrug and gave the girls a twirl, and the skirt of my dress flew up in a rotation.

Angelica pointed out that my orange boxers could be seen underneath the dress when I twirled.

"Oh no no no that'll never do," Marilyn pouted.

"Well I'm not borrowing any of your underwear..." Did I even need to say that?

"Since the model is twirling in the photo, and we need a picture of you doing the same, I'm afraid we'll need to change up your underwear."

Marilyn scooted off and returned in seconds, holding a pair of white panties.

"These are bikini cut, so just make sure your 'little Sam' doesn't fall out."

I didn't even put up a fight. If the plan was to take an accurate picture, then I'd need to be wearing panties.

After replacing my boxers in the changing room with the panties (which I must say, felt as comfortable as they have before — though revealing...) I returned to the main area of the changing room for the photo. Marilyn hung up the picture and I did several twirls in front of it, making sure to keep the same feminine smile and gesture that the model was making.

I was actually starting to have the tiniest bit of fun. The attention was kind of nice and it felt good to have this little project we were all working on. Though it didn't count as modeling, it was good practice for whatever I'd likely be doing when I go up to Trista's again for the paid gig.

"Alright, alright, girls. That's enough spinning or I'll get nauseous." I needed to take off the heels and sit down for a second. "Let me put on this third dress and then we can get out of here."

Then some footsteps approached from behind.

"What's this about a dress?"

I didn't even need to turn around to know. Spiro was behind me. I completely forgot he was coming!


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Like a Natural Girl

"Spiro! You came!" Daisy exclaimed.

"Yeah, sorry I'm late but football practice ran late."

"They were working you that hard the day before a game?" Angelica asked.

"Just a lot of film sessions. Football's much more studying than you'd think." Spiro took in the scene, but he somehow hadn't seen me. "Is Sam here yet?"


The girls giggled at how oblivious he was.

"What... is he hiding?" Spiro said uncomfortably. I decided to end the charade.

"I'm right here," I chimed in, turning my head so he could see me.

Spiro stopped in his tracks. He couldn't speak, he was so embarrassed.

"Oh.. oh my god Sam. I'm so sorry. I didn't recognize you."

The girls laughed. I wasn't surprised by his shock, but he seemed more apologetic than uncomfortable by my appearance.

"So this isn't bothering you? My outfit?" I asked sheepishly.

"Oh, I mean, it's definitely surprising. I can't say I expected to see you in a dress and heels..."

"...and panties and a bra..." I added, but immediately regretted offering that detail.

"Hahaha... sure..." he said. Crap, I made things more awkward than they needed to be.

Daisy must've sensed that I was in a bind, so she jumped in.

"We were honestly just joking around. We found this model who looked exactly like Sam, so we thought it'd be funny for Sam to wear the same outfits as the model and we'd take pictures of him posing the same."

"Yeah, it was just a little game," I confirmed.

"Oh, that sounds like fun. Angelica, did you find a dress?" Spiro asked.

"I did! I'm going with the really pretty green one."

"Dope. My tie's green. It'll be cool for pictures."

And they all chatted as if nothing was off.... as if nothing was wrong. Why didn't Spiro care that I was wearing a dress? Was it because he'd seen me before in Angelica's pajamas and thought this was the norm for me? He must understand that I don't normally wear girls' clothes, right?

"Not to make Spiro wait around with us, but I believe you have one-third of the task remaining, Sam." Angelica noted.

She was right. There was still a final dress I needed to model and pose for.

"Uhh... yeah. I guess a man's gotta stick by his word!" I said, attempting to salvage as much pride as possible in front of Spiro.

I was definitely not about to disrobe in front of Spiro, so I went back into the changing room to take off the white skater dress I was wearing.

Marilyn had already fetched the third dress, and was relieved to see it was not as revealing as the previous one. In fact, it looked a bit like a costume to me.

Daisy described it as a "cotton peasant dress", which had long sleeves and went past my knees. I could already tell this was not the kind of dress that would require heels. I kept the same bra and panties on as before (there wasn't much point in changing them yet, and I'm sure the girls would somehow notice and complain if I did). I slipped the orange, brown, and beige dress over my head and adjusted it. This was by far the comfiest of them all. The dress also came with dark stockings which I slid up my hairless legs.

Marilyn — on top of things as usual — was ready with Mary-Jane shoes in exactly my size by the time I came out. She also had a simple chain necklace ready for me but took away the rest of the jewelry.

The girls 'oooh'd' at my outfit and Daisy insisted on a twirl, so I obliged. Spiro even told me that I looked good.

I told the group I was ready for the picture and prepared to match the photo of the model, who was standing in a grassy field.

However, Angelica noticed that the hairstyle on this model actually was different. Though it was the same color, she no longer had the same half-down braided ponytail look as before. Her hair was down, but had a matching "head-kerchief", which I conveniently found inside one of the dress's pockets (yes, it had pockets!).

"I can help you out with that," Spiro jumped in, to the surprise of all. The girls looked at him for a second.

"What? You all know I had long hair before, so I roughly know what I'm doing. Plus, I'm not just gonna stand here and be bored."

Spiro came up from behind, towering over me. He put his hands on my shoulders and then began to loosen my hair, but then stopped.

"I'm sorry. May I?" he asked politely. I nodded.

I couldn't quite tell, but Marilyn coyly smiled at the girls who were watching the styling unfold. I don't think either of them noticed, but it looked like Marilyn thought this was cute or amusing, for whatever reason.

Spiro unraveled my hair and used a nearby brush to untangle it. He then tied the matching headscarf around my hair. Voila, the look was done.

"Damn, well done Spiro." Angelica said. "Though I guess you've brushed Sam's hair before, so you're already familiar."

He actually blushed at her comment. It wasn't often that you see a manly football player blush when talking about another boy’s hair.

It took a few minutes, but the girls had their fun with me posing next to the model. And just like that, my agreement was honored.

"So is it finally time for us to enjoy the mall?" Daisy asked.

Angelica was pumped. "Yes! I've been here a bunch of times and there are tons of options. The food court's got some yummy stuff, and there's also an indoor mini-golf place, an arcade, a movie theater… you name it."

"Man it's been forever since I've been to an arcade. Would you guys be down for some games?"

The group agreed.

"Cool, well let me get out of these clothes and back into my regular ones. I don't want to be roaming around the mall in a silly peasant dress."

I started taking off the necklace and head-kerchief, and handed it to Marilyn. She smiled, but let out a small sad sigh.

"I give you a lot of credit, Sam. So many boys would scoff at the idea of wearing dresses and heels, but you're different. And I'm so glad you are, because you looked astounding."

"Well, it's not the worst thing in the world to wear interesting clothing. But not like you girls would understand, since you've probably never worn boys' clothes."

Angelica and Daisy quickly took offense. "Hey!" Daisy shouted, "I've worn pants and t-shirts like a bajillion times."


"Yeah, but they're all girls' t-shirts. And girls' pants," Spiro explained.

I couldn't agree with Spiro more. "I'm the only one who's stepped up and actually understands both sides."

The girls looked a little peeved at my remarks. Daisy in particular.

"Oh please, Sam. You're not wiser than any of us for knowing different types of clothes. And if you think I don't get both sides, then give me your clothes to wear the rest of the night. Then that way you have no claim to know my gender's clothes better than I know yours."

"Ha! Fine. This'll be a sight," I said. "But if you're wearing my clothes, then I'll need something else — and it's not gonna be this stilly peasant dress."

"Just wear my outfit. We'll swap."

"Oooh this is so fun!" Angelica squealed. Spiro also chuckled at the turn of events.

I wasn't necessarily thrilled with her proposition. Wearing girls' clothes in public, again? And I don't have the cover of last time with Trista and Jenna where I had a significant face of makeup. But then again, I've let these girls do so much with my outfits, my hair, and my face that it'd be nice to see them experience the other side too. So if that's what it takes, it's worth it.

"Okay, deal," I told her confidently.

Daisy excitedly entered the changing room next to the one I've been using as I entered my own. I stripped off the peasant dress and the rest of my outfit.

"I will be keeping my own underwear for this," Daisy hollered.

"Fair, I'll do the same." I said.

"Oh no no no," I heard Angelica correct Daisy. "His outfit won't fit properly!"

I grew frustrated. "But the underwear I have on isn't even mine!"

Finally Marilyn jumped in. "Consider it yours now. You really gave me a fun time today with the dress up and pictures. The least I can do is give you a free set of underwear."

"I... uh..." I couldn't fathom what to say. Was I supposed to thank her for giving me, a boy, a bra and panties to keep?

"Sure..." I decided.

I threw my jeans, crew neck, socks, and shoes over the changing room wall to Daisy. She did the same with her outfit.

While mine was a simple guy's outfit that wouldn't stand out, I couldn't say the same about Daisy's...

She gave me a beige, long-sleeve knit sweater that was to be tucked into a jet black box-pleated high-waisted skirt. She also handed over black thigh-high socks that slid up nicely due to my already-hairless legs.

Finally for footwear, I put on Daisy's black ankle boots that were, as expected, the perfect size. She was also wearing a delicate, dainty gold necklace that she passed over the changing room wall. I put it around my neck and centered it.

We emerged from our changing rooms at the same time. I looked straight at Daisy to see how she fit in my clothes, and to be honest, she didn't look that strikingly different.

"Sam..." Angelica said, "You're wearing the heck out of her outfit! My god!"

Everyone present ignored Daisy's new look and went straight to me — Daisy included! It was as if she hadn't even put on a boy’s clothes. Why was the attention always drawn to me?


"I think you need a quick brush," Daisy said, as she quickly grabbed a brush and went to my hair.

"Wait!" Daisy had stopped. She turned and handed the brush to Spiro. "Our expert."

He smiled and we all laughed at his newfound role. Spiro's stature loomed once again over me as he did my hair again.

"Would you like a different style?" he asked.

"Oh... uh, just the regular is fine." I said.

"He'd look adorable with braided pigtails!" Marilyn jumped in.

"Yes! Yes!" Daisy and Angelica chanted.

"I can make that work," Spiro said as he began to braid my hair. Marilyn had two little black ribbons lying around that she gave to Spiro to tie at the end of each braid. In the meantime, Marilyn found a baseball cap lying around that Daisy decided to tuck her hair underneath, giving her the clearer appearance of a boy.

Marilyn insisted we take one more picture, the two of us, on account of how "adorable" we looked. We posed in a friendly stance.

"You're like a little reverse couple!" she exclaimed. I was getting a little tired of her excitement over this.

"Are we ready to go to the arcade?" I asked, not particularly thrilled to be going out in this clothing, but nonetheless ready to be done with this game of dress up.

"One last thing." Marilyn ran back to the storefront counter as we waited for her final note. She returned with a small bottle.

"Not that anybody would presume you're a boy since you look as sweetly girlish as anyone out there..."

I groaned. She had a way with words.

"...but we don't want to take any chances!"

Marilyn came up to me and spritzed twice. It smelled sweet.

"This is one of the newest perfume scents we carry."

Besides the shock of suddenly getting spritzed, I quickly noticed how nice the smell was. I wasn't sure what the exact scent was, but it made me unmistakably smell like a teenage girl. Which, if I didn't want to be called out for being a boy... I guess was a positive?

We said bye to Marilyn for now. We'd eventually be coming back tonight to change our outfits back and pick up Angelica's dress, so she wouldn't have to carry it all evening.

◆◆◆

We were all pretty hungry, so our first stop was the food court. I was pretty amazed at how comfortably I was able to walk in the heeled ankle boots, particularly over long distances like at the mall. Not that it was my first time, but I'd gotten quite good at it, and I think the girls noticed.

We settled on eating at Sweet Green for salads. Not my typical pick, but the girls and Spiro wanted to eat healthy. When in Rome...

We found a table for the four of us, and Daisy immediately looked like she was riding high on adrenaline.

"This is crazy!" she said, "It's like no one can tell we've swapped clothes! Nobody's really looking."

"Well I've been getting some looks..."

"Yeah, but not those kinds of looks," Angelica clarified. "I'm sure you're just getting the same kind of looks Daisy was getting before she got here."

She giggled.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"It's because you look hot!" Daisy blurted out.

"I mean... I look pretty, but I still must have some giveaways of being a boy that people notice, right?"


"Really, Sam? Look at what you're wearing." Daisy said abruptly. "You're wearing a skirt, your hair is in braided pigtails, you're wearing perfume! What about you indicates 'boy'?"

She was right. There was almost zero 'boy-ness' about me right now. Those wandering eyes weren't wandering due to my masculinity.

I mostly stayed quiet as we ate our salads, pondering Daisy's words. The fact that she said I appeared not just entirely like a girl, but a hot girl, was a brand new feeling. Sure, in my time wearing Jenna's outfits and hairstyles or modeling for Trista, people had called me cute and told me I looked good. But there's a certain confidence that comes from actually viewing yourself as 'attractive'.

When I dyed my hair blonde, I told myself I'd make decisions for myself, and not let anybody take advantage of me. While, admittedly, I got a little caught up in the photoshoot at the dress store, it wasn't like I didn't have fun. And I could've told those girls to stop at any moment, and they knew that. But we kept going and had a memorable evening.

Maybe tonight I shouldn't lean away from acting like a fun, attractive, natural girl, but lean in. Maybe this switch will shed some light on how I'd like to conduct myself going forward.

◆◆◆

I finished up my salad in a reinvigorated mood.

"Let's arcade it up!" I said with the first exuberance I've had all night. I think the group noticed.

With full stomachs, we moved on to the arcade. Now this was what I was looking forward to.

There was no entry fee to get into the arcade and when we arrived it was pretty packed. It was mostly families with their kids, but there were a good amount of teens too — though nobody I recognized from school.

Lights, buzzers, and the sounds and ambiance of a classic arcade surrounded the four of us.

"Where to begin?" Daisy asked.

"Maybe we should make it competitive? Everybody buys $20 worth of tokens, and whoever gets the most tickets wins." I suggested.

Spiro got pumped. "Oh, you know I'm always in for a tough competition. Super game."

"Yeah, but I don't want to be running around solo all night," Angelica pointed out. Then she perked up with an idea. "How about we do 2 versus 2." She quickly put her arm around the masculinely dressed Daisy. "Me and Daisy versus Spiro and Sam."

Suddenly Spiro put his arm around me just like how Angelica had. He was gentle but I still somehow felt the heat of his muscles. Strange…

I thought about it for a moment, and this sounded like the perfect way to use my confidence. And Spiro was obviously a great competitor already.

"Ha ha, I'm in," I said. "And what are the stakes?"



Daisy looked at the two of us standing side by side, and a smile grew on her face. She immediately whispered to Angelica, which I could not hear.

Whatever Daisy said widened Angelica's eyes. But after a beat, she started giggling. "Ha! Whatever, let's do it."

"So?" Spiro asked.

The girls grinned and said simultaneously, "Losing team has to kiss!"


Chapter Twenty-Eight

The Kissing Bet

It wasn't surprising that they proposed the losing team kiss. Daisy has always been a bit of a wild card and it has grown increasingly obvious that Angelica is the same.

"You do realize that you two would have to kiss as well, right?" Spiro pointed out. The fact that his immediate reaction was to remind it goes both ways was interesting.

"Eh. What's a kiss?" Angelica shrugged it off. "Girls sometimes give each other kisses as friends. Why would it be any different here?"


"Uh, because, I'm a boy." I had to politely remind them. Though admittedly, wearing girls' clothes with braided pigtails and smelling of girly perfume made that claim increasingly difficult.

"Are you chicken?" Daisy asked. "I mean... if you guys don't think you can beat us in these games..."

"We can." Spiro said assertively. "We'll win. Hey, I'll think of this as a little pre-competition for the game tomorrow. And Sam, this'll get you in the zone for your race."

I looked at him funny. I'm impressed that he was thinking of me. But it looks like the decision was made. Losers kiss.

The four of us each purchased $20 of tokens, which would last for a handful of games (But not as many as one would have thought — even for an older arcade like this.)

We all formally shook hands to begin the competition and then split up into the pairs. It was do or die.

We glanced around the arcade, looking for where to start. Neither of us said anything. Maybe because we both just regretted making a bet that could make us kiss each other.

Spiro broke the silence by suggesting we start on a familiar one: skeeball. I knew this one a little bit.

"Do you think this one a high-enough ticket potential? Should we go bigger?" I asked.

"My cousin's house used to have one of these in his basement. We played all the time. Wanna give it a shot?"

"Oh, well if you're the expert, maybe you should just play."

He took his eyes off the machine and looked straight at me. "Isn't the point of tonight to have fun? I don't want to hog all the games."

I suppose he was right. We did come to the mall to have a good time.

We put our tokens in and began playing. Spiro wasn't kidding — he was pretty damn good at hitting the top corner '100 point' buckets. Unsurprisingly he crushed my score and tickets spit out of his machine.


"Woohoo!!" he cheered as the tickets kept coming. "We killin' it!"

I smiled and cheered alongside. It was so fun seeing him get all excited.

We played several more games with similar results. He blew me out of the water, but our tickets were combined so it only made me happier.

By now, we'd compiled a whole bunch of tickets, which Spiro was able to fold neatly and place in his pockets. My skirt had two, but they were both incredibly small and barely had room for my wallet and phone.

"Clearly I should've asked Marilyn to borrow a purse," I joked.

"Haha, I'll handle the tickets," he said. "Your outfit looks good enough even without a purse." Spiro then paused and smiled at me. "So, next game?"

We stumbled upon an arcade version of 'Deal or No Deal'. This one looked perfect. We both knew the show, and it has the opportunity to win big.

"You take this one," Spiro suggested. I feel like you're luckier than me.

So I took a seat on the stool and began playing the game while Spiro stood beside me. Since my skirt was a little bit on the shorter side, I paid extra effort to sit like a lady and cross my legs. That would be a horrible way for someone to figure out I'm a boy...

The game itself was super large, and took up almost half of this entire row of arcade games. It really made you the center of attention. Just like the show, this game had models, briefcases, a host, and 'the banker', but instead of dollar amounts, the briefcases had ticket numbers: One ticket all the way up to 400!

I picked our starting case and we began playing the game. After the first 5, the banker had offered us a deal of 150 tickets. I squealed with excitement.

"Do we take it? Do we take it?" I have no idea why this game was getting me so stoked. Spiro was clearly enjoying the thrill too. He was pacing back and forth, thinking out loud about the pros and cons and the odds.

"No. I think we wait. I wanna get the 400. I got a good feeling about this!"

Not in a position to argue, I slammed the button that read "NO DEAL" and lights and buzzers went wild on the game. We were jazzed up.

Behind us, a mother and her young child were eagerly watching. The kid couldn't contain himself and ran up to me.

"Ooh! When can it be my turn?" the young boy shouted.

Immediately his mother ran up to grab him and apologize. "I am so so sorry." She then spoke to her child sternly, "Tristan, this young couple is playing! You'll get your turn later."

But before I couldn't correct her or even truly let the embarrassment of her mistake set in, she was walking off.

"Eh, let her think that," Spiro said, a little red in the face too from her comment. "She's just some random woman."

If that woman can so casually make that mistake, does that mean everyone else thinks we're a couple too? It didn't occur to me until now, but it sort of looks like Spiro and I are on a date. We're two highschoolers playing games together at an arcade after all. I'm assuming people are making the same mistake about Daisy then, since she's wearing my clothes...

But neither of us wanted to focus on that now. We had a competition to win.

I made my next few briefcase selections, and I got a bunch more low-numbered cases off the board. We cheered, and a few people came around us as well.

The banker was pondering his offer. We waited intensely until he finally flashed on the screen an offer of 175 tickets.

"Ahh! Do we take it? It's so many. Do you think the girls will be able to catch us?"

"They might..." he said. "Damn, we should really be watching their games. It'd make this decision a lot easier."

But I was too antsy. I made an executive decision and slammed the 'NO DEAL' button again. The handful of people behind us watching cheered my bold decision.

Spiro couldn't help but grin and chuckle. "You're a bold one, you know that?"

There were now six cases remaining. And the 400 was still up there! I'm certain that if we won 400, we'd walk away from this bet clean. There's no way the girls could compete with that amount. Most of these games here, like with skeeball, only give out 20-30 tickets maximum, even if you get the top score.

"Ooooh I don't know what to pick!" I sat there, alone on the rotating red stool.

Spiro leaned in to get a closer look at the screen. But in doing so, he very lightly put his hand on the small of my back. I let out the tiniest gasp of surprise. He immediately retracted his hand.

"Oh my God, I'm sorry. I honestly was looking for the back of the stool."

"No, uh... there's not really room. My butt kinda takes up the whole thing." I chuckled. I can tell he didn't mean anything invasive.

"But hey, look. Strategizing is important." You can lean in and if it helps to put your hand on my back, just go ahead and do it. Whatever."

He was confused. He leaned lower to get in close, but put his hand on my shoulder instead. It felt much more of a ‘hey buddy’ vibe this time though. However, he did gently shift one of my braided pigtails in front of my shoulder.

"Here's what we should do. Pick the next round of briefcases. If we bust and get all the high ones gone, we ride it out. But if we still have the 400 up there, we should take the deal."

I liked how confident he was.

The first briefcase we got rid of was... 10 tickets. Not bad! The second one... 5 tickets. Even better! The third.... 1 ticket! Holy crap!

At this point our remaining numbers were 20, 50, and 400 tickets. The banker offered a deal of 190 — Incredible!

We gave each other a big hug as I squealed again. Something about this outfit, situation, or something was making me subconsciously act more feminine than I normally would. It felt very strange, but I rolled with it.

Our initial plan was to take the deal if the 400 was still up there. 190 isn't bad at all, and it might just give us the win over the girls.

"Do we do it?" I looked at Spiro. He nodded.

I slammed my palm on the big white 'DEAL' button. The few people watching and waiting their turns clapped politely. The game even reveals what was in your actual briefcase, had you taken it all the way. And believe it or not... it was the 400.

We both let out a groan, lamenting what we could have had. But it was quite satisfying watching 190 tickets keep on rolling out of the Deal or No Deal machine.

"Crap!" I exclaimed. "That would've locked up the win!"

"Well, maybe there's a lesson from this — don't play it safe. Sometimes you just gotta go for it, right?"

I couldn't argue with that. I hadn't realized how much skeeball we played, and we only had a couple dollars worth of the tickets left, so we just floated around the arcade and played a few more random games, attempting to maximize our tickets the best we could.

We objectively had a lot, mostly on the back of Deal or No Deal. But the question was: did we beat the girls?


Spiro and I found Angelica and Daisy playing a zombie shooting game inside this little booth. It had a closed curtain to make the game feel dark and scary.

"Wait a sec!" Spiro said before he actually approached them. "Look at the game they're playing." He pointed to the token cost and potential tickets. I noticed that it was an absurdly expensive game (relative to the other ones, and much like Deal or No Deal), and the ticket payout was a garbage rate. "If they've been playing this for a while, they must not have that many tickets."

This got us both super excited, and we thought to jump into the booth and scare them.

"Boo!!" we yelled, as the two girls screamed. They were already shaken up from playing the game, and this certainly didn't help.

They emerged from the horror game booth and told us they too had gone through the last of their tokens.

"Well, how was your date?" Angelica asked.

"Ha ha..." I said sarcastically.

"Well ours clearly didn't go as planned. There were a couple people who came up to us and immediately realized I was a girl." Daisy noted. "It's so dumb. This is literally a classic guy's outfit."

Spiro chuckled. "We had the opposite, actually. Somebody thought we were a couple."

I turned red in the face. Angelica and Daisy lost it.

Daisy couldn't help but smile. "Hysterical! Did you at least correct her?"

"No... What was I supposed to say?" I sheepishly explained, "That I'm actually a guy wearing girls' clothes and braided pigtails?"

We all decided that was enough of a recap, and it was time to count tickets. By the looks of what they had in their hands, Spiro and I should win easily. Plus, we won so much off Deal or no Deal and a good amount from skeeball, I was feeling confident.

"You know what? I had a fun time with you today, Sam." Spiro said. "You're a super cool person to hang one-on-one with. I like that you've got that competitive edge to you too."

"Back atcha." I said, smiling.

The girls were already at the ticket counter, eyeing the prizes. Most of the stuff you get in arcades is cheap and always breaks, so I wasn't necessarily interested. The big ticket items take multiple trips to the arcade to actually win. A teenage boy was apathetically working the counter, annoyed by the energy of Angelica.

"Oooh those look good." Daisy was staring at a bin of assorted chapsticks. Classic girl stuff.

"What, are you looking to buy them to make your kiss with Angelica better?" Daisy just rolled her eyes at my jab. "You clearly don't have the greater amount of tickets."

She studied the tickets in my hand and in Spiro's. We had them out and ready to place on the counter.

"Are you sure? I think it's gonna be close."

Is she crazy? I see everything she and Angelica are holding. It might not be a blowout, but it's definitely in our favor.

"Ohhhhkay," I said, coyly. "You just can't complain about the kiss when you lose."

Angelica stepped in. "Well if you're so cocky, how about we raise the stakes before counting?" She pointed at the prize bin of chapstick. "Losers have to do the Chapstick Challenge."

Spiro and I looked at each other. "What's that?" he asked.

Daisy, already somehow aware, chimed in. "The Chapstick Challenge is when one person puts on a mystery chapstick, and the other person kisses them to guess what it is."

"Except this time," said Angelica, "losers have to do the challenge until they get one right."

I was still trying to understand the fun of this game when Spiro jumped in. "Pfft, done."

"Then it's a deal," Angelica said.

Not that I disagreed with Spiro's confidence, but I wasn't entirely thrilled at his quick agreement to this. But we are so far ahead...

The boy at the counter held out a bucket to collect our tickets. We dumped them all in and he carried it over to a scale to weigh them.

"You two have 312 tickets," he said. Spiro and I high-fived.

"BOOM!" Spiro emoted at the girls. They shrugged it off. Spiro's masculine football energy was definitely coming out tonight.

The boy then held out the bucket for the girls. They emptied their hands' tickets into the bin. Immediately, I knew that wouldn't match ours. But the girls were smiling.

Just after the boy turned around toward the scale, Daisy yelled "wait!".

"What?" he said.

Daisy didn't address him, but instead giggled and looked at me. "Thanks for the roomy boys' jeans pockets, Sam..." And she started to empty more tickets out of her pockets. Hidden ones. Gobs and gobs.

"Where did you get those??" I said, exasperated.

"While you two were all in your skeeball mode, the two of us hit up that Deal or No Deal machine too."

"400 tickets." Angelica said with a smirk.

Spiro and I stood there in shock, as the girls dumped an additional 400 tickets into the bin. They tricked us.

The counter boy went to weigh them, but the result didn't matter. We'd already lost.

"485 is your total," the boy said. But the girls barely cared. They knew they'd won the bet.

Angelica and Daisy hugged and danced around in a circle, singing cheesy victory songs. Spiro's face was frozen. Mine was too.

Our fate was sealed. Not only did Spiro and I have to kiss, but we'd be stuck in a kissing cycle where the only way out... is deeper in.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

The Chapstick Challenge

I'd lost the bet. Well, Spiro and I lost the bet. Angelica and Daisy successfully tricked us into doubling the bet that the losing team has to kiss by hiding their arcade tickets and... here we are.

I was so overwhelmed by the impending kissing requirement, that I didn't even consider what to buy with our tickets. It almost stripped all the fun out of what was pretty much a lovely, competitive evening with Spiro.

The girls — being "generous", as they claimed — spent the 10 tickets per chapstick, picking out different flavors for us to guess. While they were occupied with picking out the flavors, Spiro pulled me aside.

"You know... this is just a silly bet. If you feel genuinely uncomfortable and want to back down, I'm sure the girls will understand."

I sighed, putting my hands on my hips, not sure what to say. I think one of my best qualities is that I'm generally up for anything. Part of the ‘New Sam’ I've been trying to build is to be more outgoing and up for whatever — if that means honoring stupid little bets like this, then maybe that's part of it. After all, I agreed to wear a girls' sweater, skirt, get my hair done up in braided pigtails — not to mention walk, talk, and smell like a girl for the entire evening. I've clearly established myself as a team player.

"The same goes for you," I finally replied to Spiro. "They're our friends. And as scuzzy as their move was to fool us into doubling the bet, we did lose to them. I'll leave it up to you."

He smirked. "Yeah, we did." Spiro peered back over at the girls, who had compiled multiple handfuls of chapsticks by now, overwhelming the boy at the ticket counter. "Maybe we do it, just to prove we're honest competitors."

I considered that for a moment.

"Think about it," he began to explain, pacing the floor, "we both have a big sporting event tomorrow: you with your race, me with my football game. We shouldn't back out of a commitment because that'll put us in a terrible headspace for tomorrow. We'll need to stay mentally tough through our events tomorrow."

"You're not wrong," I grabbed him to stop him from pacing. He was too distracted. "So are we doing this?"

He stopped right next to me and paused, looking down into my eyes. I never quite got used to how Spiro was nearly a foot taller than my 5'5" frame.

Spiro quietly gulped, quietly hiding his sudden nerves. "Mmhmm. Let's let the girls let us know what to do."

Just as he said that, Angelica and Daisy walked over to us, chapsticks in hand.

"Don't tell us you're backing out of a bet, are you?" Daisy teased.

"No we are not," I said authoritatively. "But that's not to say we're not gonna nail it right away and destroy this challenge."

I high-fived Spiro. The girls rolled their eyes.

"Sure, whatever," Angelica groaned. "Daisy found a good spot."

Daisy led the four of us back to the zombie shooting arcade game that she and Angelica played before. She held up the curtain, "you see, we played this game to make sure it was secluded enough should someone lose a challenge and require a little privacy. We're good friends, aren't we?" Daisy winked and this time Spiro and I rolled our eyes.

We were ushered into the booth and sat next to each other. This was another reminder of how large Spiro was. A well-over 6-foot football player trying to cram into what normally was a shooting game for kids wasn't easy. Another body in there certainly didn't help, so it was a snug fit. And as I've been told before, I have wider hips and a bigger butt than most boys.

We sat side by side in the booth as Daisy and Angelica explained how this was gonna go down. It was starting to get real, and I was getting nervous again. We were really gonna do this.

"This is the Chapstick Challenge, ladies and gentlemen," Angelica put on her best announcer voice. "My lovely colleague, Daisy, and I have acquired a whole bunch of different flavored chapsticks, each with a unique flavor. One of you will put the chapstick on your lips. The other, through kissing, will have to guess what flavor that chapstick is. Once you get one right, you are free to go. Until you do, however, you will remain in this booth."

"Them's the rules!" Daisy echoed. "Is the couple of the hour ready?"

I groaned at her reference. "Alright, alright. Just start it off." I demanded.

Spiro, who was closest to the curtain, was handed the chapstick to put on his lips as he closed his eyes.

Daisy took the stick and slowly closed the curtain." Good luuu-uuuck! We'll stand guard outside. Take all the time you need."

Spiro took a second, but sort of avoided eye contact. He was clearly nervous too, and like me, it really kicked in when he got in the booth.

"We can do this, yeah?" I said. It was still a little painful with my right hip jammed up against his left in the tiny game booth.

"Sure. Yeah. We can," he said, starting to breathe a little heavier.

A few more moments, and he steadied his breath. I was ready when he was. For the purposes of this competition, I was ready to kiss this boy.

He closed his eyes, slightly tilted his neck and head, and leaned across and down. I matched his sealed eyes and leaned in until my lips met his. We froze, not moving anything. It was a very stagnant kiss, but I had such a strange feeling. Outside of a little peck on the lips for fun with a friend, this was my very first kiss. And it was with a boy of all people.

He pulled back after about 2 seconds of little to no motion, and quickly asked, "okay, so what's the flavor?"

"Uhhh, I think..." I stammered. I was honestly too distracted thinking about the fact that I was dressed as a girl and kissing a boy in an arcade booth. I barely even focused on the flavor.

"Try again," I said, and I quickly leaned in for another peck. It caught him off guard, but we held stagnantly for another second or two.

"Uh, I think I know!" I shouted out to the girls. "It tastes kinda fruity. Is it.... strawberry?"

"Wrong!" Angelica shouted. "That one was apple."

"Crap," I muttered under my breath. "Sorry, Spiro."

"I wish I could give you hints, but we said we'd play by the rules. You're the one that guesses. Not me."

Spiro wiped his lips with a tissue the girls had given him, and he reset for the next chapstick. Honestly, framed in a competitive way, the kissing wasn't as bad as I'd thought it'd be. The game is difficult, but a peck isn't too tricky.

Spiro applied the second chapstick to his lips and I leaned in again, eager to guess the flavor this time and win the game. We stayed stagnant again for about 4 seconds this time. I pulled back and got hints of a flavor, but wasn't entirely sure.

"Ugh, this is hard," I said, mindlessly twirling one of my braided pigtails in my fingers.

"Maybe, uh..." he stammered, then suddenly — out of nowhere — turned his body in and became a lot more confident in himself. As if he was turning on 'leadership mode'. "Let's kiss a little differently. If that's okay?"

"Okay," I squeaked, still a little caught off guard by his sudden self-assuredness.

The tight squeeze of our bodies made it difficult, but that was quickly righted when he grabbed my arms and lifted my entire body up and onto his lap. My head nearly hit the ceiling of the compact booth, but I had just enough room to now be facing him more directly.

Spiro looked deeply into my eyes, placed his left hand gently on the small of my back, and slowly caressed his right hand from my cheek to the back of my head, and gently guided my face towards his where our lips would meet.

What started as a peck quickly changed into something else. He kissed my lips as if exploring them and ever-so-delicately sucking on them. It was like how people kissed in the movies, and I almost lost my breath. I was utterly blown away by his confidence, maturity, and kissing ability. All I could do was try to keep up.

After about 10 seconds of this new kiss, he pulled back. "Did you get anything from that?"

Once again, I was almost too distracted by the brand new sensation to even focus on the flavor.

"I...I...I'm sorry. I think I missed it. And the flavor was going away." This time I shouted a little louder to make sure the girls heard me. "I'm gonna say chocolate?"

"Wrong again!" Daisy shouted back. "It was root beer!"

"Crap! I was gonna say root beer!" Spiro said. "That's okay, I feel like we were closer though. Let's try that again."

Angelica handed him a third chapstick, and as she opened the curtain to hand it to him her eyes widened when she saw me sitting on his lap — as if to say 'didn't see that one coming...', and she quickly retreated out to give us privacy.

"I really like the perfume you have on," Spiro said. "Marilyn picked a nice scent."

"Thank you," I replied sweetly, once again inadvertently fingering a pigtail. But before I could even blush, he leaned in to kiss me with the same delicate fervor as before. This time I put my hand on his back as he had done to me. It felt like something I should be doing, but also something that just felt right in the moment.

I lightly sucked his lip as I kissed him, trying my best to identify the chapstick flavor. But at the same time, I found myself running my hand through his hair. How did that help with the challenge?

After a few more moments like this, I released my lips from his. But it was a different feeling than the first. I actually kind of enjoyed what we just did. I wasn't immediately yelling out my guess, as I kept looking deeply into Spiro's eyes. Did he feel something? Or was he just channeling his competitive nature into our kiss?

I stared at him a little longer, and held the back of his neck as he ever so slightly rubbed the small of my back. I sensed that he felt something different about this one too.

"Coconut." I told him, quietly. He smiled back.

Or so I thought it was quiet. Daisy must have had her ear to the wall, because she quickly yelled, "you got it!!"

The girls whipped open the curtain and brought us out. Daisy also now noticed that I was sitting on Spiro's lap, and her eyes widened with interest.

We'd passed their test, and honored our bet. But Spiro and I came out of that booth with a completely different vibe than before. I needed a moment to process what exactly that meant, but a switch went off for Spiro and I.

Tomorrow's Homecoming race, football game, and dance will make a day for the ages.


Chapter Thirty

Homecoming Morning

The girls had their victory lap for winning the arcade bet. They successfully got Spiro and I to kiss through the Chapstick Challenge, and now hold bragging rights for the near future.

With everyone busy the next day, we decided to return to Marilyn's shop to pick up Angelica's homecoming dress and for Daisy and me to change back into our regular, gendered clothing.

We all said goodbye outside her store, which included a hug from Spiro.

"Good luck in the Homecoming game tomorrow," I told him. "I know we lost the competition, but hey, maybe you can channel that into some extra strong plays tomorrow?"

He chuckled. "But we're playing your school. You should be rooting against me."

"Hard to root against a friend," I said with a smile. He smiled back.

He turned around to walk back toward wherever he parked, but offered me one last, "had a fun time with you."

Angelica left too, and Daisy stuck around so she could change out of my outfit, and I could change out of the girly things Marilyn lent me. We chatted between the changing rooms.

"I gotta say, I certainly wasn't expecting today to go like it did..."

"Agreed," I spoke through the changing room while disrobing and folding my skirt and sweater. "Do you think you were a convincing boy?"

"Maybe," she said. "My body's just a bit too feminine, and most boys wouldn't have my mannerisms. Not that anyone really cared that I was dressed this way."

"Yeah..." I muttered.

"Not that anyone really cared if you were dressed your way either. It seemed you really thrived as a girl."

I took a little issue with that. "'Thrive' is a strong word. If anything, people thought Spiro and I were dating."

"Haha it kind of seemed that way!" Daisy said, tossing my clothing over the dressing room wall. By now, I had disrobed just to my bra and panties.

"Kinda wild that this is now the second pair of girls' underwear I've been gifted."

"Eh, it's cute. And I'm sure it makes your butt look nice," she said giggling.

"Ugh. I really don't need these..."

"Stuff 'em in your pocket. Give 'em to your sister. I don't care. Just don't throw 'em out." She paused for a moment. "You know... you and Spiro solved our puzzle after only a few tries. I know it wouldn't be that easy if you're just pecking on the lips."

I hadn't exactly told her that Spiro and I full-on made out. Even through the bit of makeup I was wearing I was visibly blushing. But she couldn't see.

"We... yeah, we kinda did more than just a peck," I confessed. "But only so we'd finish the game!"

"Aha! I figured that might be true!" she exclaimed.

"Please don't tell Angelica. Seriously. She's gonna freak out."

"I told you, she's not interested in Spiro any more. Otherwise do you think she would've gone along with that game? She would've demanded they pair up. Not you two."

My boy clothes were back on and I stepped out of the changing room. As suggested, I folded/stuffed the underwear into my pockets. Who knows, maybe I'll need them in the future.

◆◆◆

I got up at seven in the morning so I'd have plenty of time to get in the necessary mental space for my race.

I decided not to bother Jenna with any details about yesterday. She knew about Spiro but would almost certainly lose her mind if she discovered that we kissed. Not that I thought she wouldn't keep the secret, but I didn't want that to be on my mind.

My outfit was laid out from last night. A typical pair of men's running shorts and a regular t-shirt. Other than the high ponytail I had, you couldn't argue a single aspect of my look was feminine. That's exactly what I needed.

"Morning!" my Mom had greeted me in the kitchen. "Starting with a smoothie?"

"Nah, just a banana. Smoothies are too filling. You're still good to drive me to the starting line?"

"Of course," she said. "Did you have a good time with your friends yesterday? Aunt Hannah said you went to the mall."

"Yeah, we did. Our friend Angelica was getting a new dress for Homecoming, and then we went to the arcade and walked around. It was cool."

"Oh what a time," she reminisced, "it used to be so much fun trying on dresses. Boys will never understand..."

She walked out of the kitchen. Man, if only she knew...

Both my Mom and sister planned on coming to the 5K race to cheer me on, and after I was preliminarily stretched, we drove off.

Jenna wasn't suspicious of anything, and even though I knew it'd be best that she didn't know what happened last night, I remained tempted to tell her.

The conversation in the car revolved around tonight's plans, rather than the race. I explained to them that I'd be attending the football game in the afternoon first, and then I'd come home and get ready for the dance.

"Make sure your friends can come over for pictures before the dance! It'd be great to see you all together looking all dapper," my Mom said.

"Yeah, I'll let them know. I think Angelica and Daisy will be getting ready together, and then coming over. Spiro will make his own way after the game. Or at least I think so."

I hopped out of the car near the starting line as Mom and Jenna parked the car. They'd find me somewhere along the course.

There weren't more than 200 people running this 5K. Though it was important to me, it was by no means the main event for Homecoming. I recognized a good amount of runners at the starting line — classmates, town locals, etc. Most of the students were taking advantage of this Saturday to sleep in and relax before the football game and dance.

I cued up my pop running playlist and within a few moments, the race was off.

For the first half mile, I was focused and ready to go. I didn't get off to an excellent start, since in most street races like this you have to weave and position yourself around other runners. But my pace quickly became solid. I was running well.
 For so long I'd be able to clear my head while running by writing poems and reciting words. But for some reason, I haven't been able to do that as much lately.

Spiro was strangely all I could think about.

I thought about how excited I was to see him at the football game and how much fun tonight will be. Even though I literally was with him no more than 12 hours ago, I wanted to spend time with him again. Maybe it was the rush of my first, real kiss last night clouding my judgment, but there was a strangely positive chemistry between us that was more than 'just friends.'

At the one mile mark, a boy was shouting out time splits — mine was way above what I'd been doing before on my runs. I was in an excellent mental space and totally in a running groove. Maybe thinking about Spiro was helping me.

So why fix what ain't broke? I kept running hard and reliving last night's events in my head: playing games together; him complimenting my appearance; the nerve-racking yet invigorating thought of losing the bet and being forced into the Chapstick Challenge; repositioning myself to sit on his lap so our kissing angle would be better. Grabbing his strong body and feeling ever-so-delicate in his arms. All of this got me focused and motivated.

The mile two time was even better. Nearly 20 seconds per mile faster than I anticipated! Near the mile time shouter stood my Mom and Jenna, cheering "Go Sam Go!"

I mustered whatever smile I could and I appreciated their cheers, but it was the thought of Spiro that was pushing me through this race.

My mind raced as fast as my body was. Maybe this would all wear off by tonight, but I had a feeling attending a football game where he's the star of the show wouldn't make me less interested in him.

"Sam! Sam! Woooooo!" I heard just up ahead and to my left.

Oh my goodness. Spiro had come to the race.

He was standing on the sidewalk next to an unrelated group of onlookers, smiling, clapping, and wearing a tight school t-shirt and sweatpants.

I was completely thrown off. I had no idea he was coming to watch! How sweet of him, but also how shocking.

Terrible, I know, but I sprinted by, only giving him a slight wave. I had a race to run, after all!

If I thought thoughts of Spiro were obsessing me before, now it was even worse! Part of me even felt a little self-conscious that he saw me the way he did — all sweaty and wearing running clothes. Sure, my hair was in a high ponytail, but nothing else about me was feminine. I was okay with that up until this moment, but suddenly because of his presence, I became self conscious. During my kiss with him, I wore girls' clothes and he seemed like he liked that. So then why is he still here?

Despite these consuming thoughts, I pushed through the rest of the race for an epic finishing time — a whole 2 minutes faster than I even anticipated. Tired as I was, I immediately was on guard looking for Spiro. Was he going to greet me at the finish line?

"Sam!" I heard someone shout. But it was Jenna.

She ran up to me. "Great job!! That's like a minute faster than you wanted!"

"Two," I said, still not entirely paying attention to her.

My Mom looked at me funny. "Honey, you look all shook up. Do you need to sit down?"

"No no no, I'm okay," I said, still peering around for Spiro.

Where did he go...?

◆◆◆

My Mom, sister, and I stuck around for a short while longer, but Spiro never showed. I left somewhat disappointed and confused, but didn't want to immediately text him so as not to appear too invasive.

Back at home, my sister was already planning to get ready and meet up with some friends before the afternoon football game. She met me in my room right after I showered.

"Knock knock," she said, creaking open the door. I was still just in my towel. "You're still going to the game, right?"

"Yeah," I said, looking through my drawers. "I'm actually looking forward to it."

"Any particular reason?" she said with a wink.

"Uh... no. I just like football."

She cackled. "HA! You've never enjoyed a football game in your life. Something's going on."

I started blushing. She was suspecting something was amiss. I still hadn't told her about the kiss yesterday.

But before I could reply, she added, "you know what, it doesn't matter. I have my suspicions, but you're your own person. Do whatever makes you happy for whatever reasons. But if what I suspect is true, just remember you're welcome to anything in my room — should you want to look especially good...for any particular person."

Jenna left my room as I stood there ready to get changed. I thought it was weird that Spiro still hadn't texted me anything about seeing me at the race — though maybe he was waiting on me?

I shot him a text:

Thanks so much for coming! :) Meant a lot for you to support me today. Ready to return the favor at the Homecoming game today :)

Maybe the two smiley faces were too much, but I wanted to make sure things were still cool with us.

I sat on my bed, still in my towel, thinking about how the day had already played out. My thoughts drifted into what I should look like at the game.

Why would I care about that? I've never cared about my appearance like this before. It's a football game, not a photoshoot. The old Sam would have just thrown a school t-shirt on and that'd be that.

Getting my hair done for the Sammi_Jaclyn32 Instagram account was one thing. It was a fun activity to help my sister that, admittedly, I enjoyed. And of course that led me to getting experimenting with makeup, trying on girls' clothes, and even modeling professionally for Trista up in Milwaukee.

But none of that made me go public. And yet...

I attended a sleepover with girl friends, wore girls' clothes and light makeup publicly to school for spirit week, dyed my hair blonde, pretended to be a girl for gym class... my God... Nobody made me do any of that.

I could have easily said "No! Back off!" when Angelica and Daisy convinced me to dress up and take pictures like the model at the mall. I didn't need to try on dresses and get my hair styled and wear a bra and panties. Yet I did.

And lastly, absolutely nobody made me go out in public entirely in girl-mode to the arcade, pair up with Spiro for games, and end up KISSING him at the end of the night. Every single instance of this could've been stopped by one person: me.

Yet I didn't.

And so here I am after a shower, consumed by thoughts of seeing a boy play football, reliving our kiss over and over in my head, and thinking maybe — just maybe — I can experience something like that again.

*DING!*

Spiro had responded.

You made it a great start to my morning :) See you at the game!

It felt like my heart melted. Alright. Enough.

Still with just my towel still on and on a mission, I marched into Jenna's room. She was doing her makeup when I walked in.

I paused for a second, took a deep breath, and then proclaimed, "Listen up. I have a crush on Spiro. I want to look cute for the game. Can you help me?"


Chapter Thirty-One

The Homecoming Game

"Well well well..." my sister said with a coy smirk on her face. "I knew you'd come around."

"Are you mad?" I asked.

"Never! But look, Sam, it's clear you've been feeling something for this boy for a while. And it's only accentuated when you're wearing clothes that Sammi would wear. It seems like he's really into you and you're really into him. I'm happy for you."

I paused, uncertain. "I'm not sure he's into me, is all."

Jenna cackled. "Ha! Would a boy drive all the way out here to watch you run a 5K if he wasn't into you? Please."

"He was already in the neighborhood because of the football game. And he'll be here when he goes to the dance later."

"Eh. Not interested. All of that aside, I want to make sure you look as good as you can. Okay?"

"That's all I want," I replied, smiling.

Jenna sat me down at her vanity like we had done so many times. She started pulling out various makeup and hair products.

"As I always say, makeup is not about looking as flashy as possible. Sometimes the goal is to make it appear that you're not wearing any. That it's all natural."

"Well maybe I don't want to do the 'all natural' look this time. I'm trying to impress him a bit.... and I guess to feel a little prettier than usual. Especially considering how I looked during the race."

Jenna nodded. "I can make that work."

She began with a base foundation coat and concealed around my eyes. Followed by a light dusting of her favorite foundation powder. Typical coverage.

"You are gonna look so pretty, sis. Can I call you sis during this?"

"Uh... sure." I said. Typically I didn't let her, but she was doing me a massive favor by dolling me up.

"Angelica and Daisy are coming to the game too. Then I believe they're going to Daisy's house to get dressed for Homecoming, and then back to mine for pictures."

"Have you thought about what you'll be wearing?" she asked as she started on my bronzer.

"I just assumed a button down and slacks, right? Probably will just grab whatever tie matches Daisy's dress."

Jenna groaned. "Ugh! After all this — after ALL of my makeup help, outfit styling, and everything — you're going to wear a button-down and slacks?"

"So what?"

"You need to wear something prettier! I mean good God, Sam."

"This is in public, at school!"


"I'm literally making you look pretty right now. And you're going to a school event. How is this any different?" Jenna challenged.

I didn't really have a good answer. I'd already worn girls' clothes to school for twin day, Disney day, and had my hair and makeup done subtly many times already.

"I'll think about it. Call it a play-by-ear."

Jenna continued on with my makeup as she shared details about her plans for the evening, including her dress and her friends' dresses. Despite being an upperclassman, Jenna was quite excited for the dance.

She added blush to my cheeks, plus some highlighter, and a classic eyeshadow. It looked like she was trying a new technique, but it looked really pretty regardless.

My eyeliner was wing-tipped, as Jenna's done to me in the past. She followed up with a heavy amount of mascara, giving my lashes a full, voluptuous look.

"Soooo sexy," she squealed. She wasn't wrong! "Now, what do we want for the lips? Something not too messy?"

"What do you mean?" I asked cautiously.

"Well, do you plan to kiss this boy or not?"

"Woah! How far do you think I'm gonna go with him?" I faked offense. I had yet to tell her of my make out experience with Spiro, but only because I still couldn't tell if that moment was real (even though it definitely was).

She gave me an untrustworthy look.


"I'm... I'm... not sure." I stammered, still not ready to admit to the kiss.

"Fine," she said, "We'll go conservatively with the lips. No heavy gloss."

Jenna applied a nude lipstick to my lips and the makeup look was complete. I told her that I wanted to stay somewhat sporty with my hair, so she blow-dried my hair and gave me a cute high ponytail.

"But what ever will you wear??" She exclaimed like a southern belle. I could tell Jenna was having fun like this.

"You're the boss, I said. Still in my towel. As I had many times before, I was all 'boy' from the neck down, and all 'girl' from the neck up. But that was about to change.

"Well you probably need to borrow some cute underwear again. Ya know, just in case."

"I, uh, actually have some already. Don't ask."

I scampered off to my room and returned in one of my bras and a pair of panties that I've accumulated throughout the 'Sammi Saga'.

"Va va voom!" Jenna applauded as she observed her dolled-up brother. "I can't even believe that's you."

I blushed. "I know. Things... have changed a bit, haven't they?"

I had to snap her out of her daze, and get back to the outfit-planning.

"Mom and Dad are out for the day until pictures, so no need to worry about scaring them with your look."

That's a relief...

Jenna continued, "My immediate thought was a sporty skirt and a cute top. Game-day chic."

"Works for me." I told her.

Jenna pulled out a blue, pleated skirt from her closet and paired it with a plain white top. Despite having my own bra, she insisted I change and wear a white one that wouldn't show through the white shirt. See, this is why you get a girl to help.

I slid the skirt up and fasted the button in the back. The top was plain, but cute. The new bra Jenna gave me was slightly padded, so it gave me the mild illusion of breasts. ‘Mild’ was perfect. I'm not trying to give off any majorly false impressions.

"WOW, you look incredible, sis" she said as she gazed at my quick change into femininity.

I smiled back at her. "It's almost like I'm a different person, huh?"

◆◆◆

Jenna had no plans to go to the football game, but was kind enough to give me a ride to the field. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't the most nervous I'd ever been. Before, there had been excuses for why I was wearing girl clothes: spirit days, jokes, I was 'forced', etc. But today, there was no excuse. Most boys do not show up to football games with a full face of makeup, a girly haircut and wearing a skirt and tank top with a padded bra. It just wasn't done.

Jenna parked the car near the field, ready for me to get out. "Are you okay?" she asked.

"Yeah. And Daisy and Angelica texted me that they're at the front gate. So everything should be fine."

I paused and gulped, absolutely full of nerves.

Jenna clearly noticed this. "How about this? Wear these."

Out of the glove compartment, she grabbed these large, designer sunglasses. "I just bought these the other day. It'll be sunny so not only will they help, but they'll give you that little bit more anonymity you desire."

These were perfect. I gave her a big smile and a hug. "You're literally the best sister ever."

"And if anyone says anything to you, or asks why you're wearing what you're wearing..." she began, "just tell them, 'Oh this? I like this. Why are you wearing that?'. Watch 'em stumble. Then walk away."

With that advice in hand, I got out of the car and made my way to the front gate to meet Angelica and Daisy.

To my surprise, they were wearing similar outfits with similar ponytails. I guess most girls like this sort of thing (or maybe we're just super basic.)

Both girls were somewhat surprised by my look, but after yesterday they couldn't be that shocked.

"I decided that the best Sam out there is a Sam that looks pretty," I declared. "And I don't care who knows it."

"I love that for you," Angelica said. Daisy gave me a big hug.

The game was just beginning as we found our place in the stands. Understandably, nobody recognized Daisy or Angelica. But nobody really recognized me either. Granted, it had only been a relatively short amount of time since I've been dressing more feminine, but for nobody to recognize me while walking through an entire crowd? Maybe that's not so bad...

My high school's team took the field and the crowd roared. Since I'm technically a student here, I joined in. So did the girls. But honestly, we didn't care about the result.

The game began and we all immediately started looking for Spiro. Since none of us knew anything about football, we had to do our best to tell by body type and whatever we could muster through the helmets. But it was a long distance away.

I guess Spiro had mentioned to Angelica that he'd be playing ‘Tight End’ today. Unfortunately, none of us knew what that meant.

"Are we just gonna stare at this stupid game all day?" Angelica asked.

Daisy shook her head. "We'll eventually figure it out, right?"

"Or we could just ask someone..." I suggested. I gestured to a group of boys from my school to the right of us in the stands. I didn't personally know any of them, but I recognized them as classmates in the grade above. "I bet they'd know."

"Do you want to ask them?" Daisy said carefully. "They seem like jocks, and maybe not the nicest."

"I came out here to be confident. And we want to be able to enjoy Spiro. So yes, I will."

I tapped one of the boys on the shoulder, and he looked back at me. He actually smiled right away. I think the second he realized it was a pretty girl, he was happy to oblige in any way.

"Excuse me, what position is the tight end? We're looking for our friend on the other team."

"Other team?" the boy asked. "Don't you go to Willowbrook?"

I froze. Did he know who I was? I thought my appearance was different enough...

"...ya know, just because of your skirt? It's our school colors?" He explained. Oh, duh. He was making a joke.

I laughed it off. "Uh, yeah. Hahaha. We just need help figuring out the tight end."

So like a classic boy, he explained way more than I ever needed to know. "Tight ends are pass catchers, but they also do a fair share of blocking for the receivers and the backs. Depending on the formation, of course...."

I let him drone on for a bit, but he eventually explained that the tight ends were on offense, so when Spiro's school had the ball, he would be at the END of the starting line.

"Got it, thank you!"

"By the way! What's your name?" he asked.

"Uh..." I pondered if I should give him a fake name, so he wouldn't suspect who I was. But then again, did that mean dressing this way was a one time thing and I was really in 'disguise'?

"It's Sam," I said.

"Tyler. Nice to meet you."

I smiled back and went straight back to my girls.

"Wow. Terrible flirt." Angelica said, referring to Tyler.

"Boys suck." Daisy added.

I gave them a quick explanation and we were able to find Spiro.

◆◆◆

Nobody seemed to bother us the rest of the game. Not that we interacted with many other students. We mostly kept to ourselves.

My school ended up winning in a thriller. 31-28 with a last minute field goal. So unfortunately, Spiro is walking away with a loss. But we did see him score a touchdown!

As we were walking away from the football field, my friend Chris came up to me.

"Sam? Wow!" he said. He was surprised not only to see me wearing a skirt and makeup, but also at a football game.

"Hey! Uh, what're you doing here?" I asked. He was wearing his black jeans and black t-shirt with some rock band I didn't know. Classic him.

"I actually really like football. Though clearly not enough to wear spirit gear, I guess." We chuckled together.

Daisy and Angelica had walked ahead, so I didn't have much time.

"Listen, I know this looks weird. You know... that I'm wearing a skirt and everything."

He held up his hand. "Hey. Say no more. Dress how you want to dress. For what it's worth, I think you look great."

Chris's words genuinely touched me. When we did twin day together, he saw me wear girls clothes and a little makeup (though thanks to his sisters), so I guess it wasn't too shocking for him to see this. But in a world of judgmental people, it's nice to have a friend that accepts you for however you present.

"That means a lot. Over the last month or so, I've decided that I like feeling pretty. Whatever that means."

"I don't blame you. Listen, I know you gotta get going, but will I see you at the dance tonight?"

"Yeah!"

"I'm taking this girl Emily. She's from a different school. Who's your date?"


"Oh, it's my friend Daisy. Also from a different school."

"That's awesome. Hope to run into you there, and let's hang out soon."

"Hey, my friends Angelica and Spiro are also coming over for pictures. Do you want to come to my house beforehand too? I think you'd all get along.

Chris smiled. "That sounds nice. Text me the time to come over, and I'll be there."

I caught up with Daisy and Angelica. The two of them were going to get ready and dressed at Daisy's and then drive over to mine for pictures once ready. Spiro, apparently, was going to get ready at Daisy's too. So the next time I'd see all of them would be fully dressed and ready to go.


"Daisy, you still haven't told me what you're wearing tonight. Because I need to match. I'm thinking I'll wear a button-down and slacks, and then have my tie match your dress..."

But as I spoke, groans and eye rolls came from the two girls. 


Angelica pouted. "Oh come on. After what you wore yesterday and what you wore today, you're not seriously considering wearing a boring boy's outfit, are you?"

"I mean...I'm not sure. I guess I want to look cute tonight."

The girls giggled. "We knew it! You want to look cute not just for yourself, but for Spiro, huh?"

I stared back at their silly looking smiles. I'd told Jenna already. I was done denying.

"Sure I'd like to look good for Spiro. But Daisy, you're still my date. So I gotta match you!"

The girls wanted nothing to do with the last part of what I said. They were just so thrilled that I admitted I have a crush. Squealing and hugging me until it hurt.

"Enough! Okay?" I was laughing and embarrassed and relieved all at the same time. "Yes. I have a crush on Spiro. And yes, Jenna knows too. And yes, I dressed cute like this not only for myself, but because he might've seen me in the stands."

Daisy eyed me, as if I was still missing something.

I sighed. "AND YES, I want to look cute tonight for him. But please. Tell me. Daisy, what color dress are you wearing tonight so I can at least match you somewhat."

She looked at Angelica, whispered something, and then replied. "Green."

"Then I'll wear something green. Jenna will help me out."

I hugged the girls goodbye as Jenna pulled up in the car to take me home.

◆◆◆

I recapped the game very briefly and explained to Jenna how little anyone noticed me. I returned her sunglasses.

We still had a few hours before people would be coming over for pictures at 6:00pm. Mom and Dad wouldn't be home until right before that, so I had plenty of time to lounge around the house in my skirt and makeup before I had to change. Other than a few touchups, Jenna told me my makeup would hold through the dance.

"We need to address the elephant in the room, though. Your hair and outfit. Each depends on the other."

"Ugh. Do I really need to go all out on either?"


"Of course not," she said, "but whatever your hairstyle is, it'll limit your outfit options."

"Fine, let's just do the hair first."

She led me up to her room. I reiterated that I wanted something simple. I wanted to look pretty tonight for Spiro, but I didn't need to be outrageously feminine.

"How about a perky, wavy pony?" she suggested. "It's essentially what you have, but I wrap a small part of your hair around the hair tie to hide it. Then I take a curling iron to the ponytail to give it some body and some waves."

That sounded good to me. As Jenna worked on my hair, we started reminiscing about old times. How she'd do my hair in her room and then we'd take pictures — always hiding my face, of course — and Jenna got to feel like she had a younger sister.

It didn't take too long until she was done. Though it was a simple change, my hair looked much prettier now. It was bouncy, wavy, and girly, but simple.

"Mom and Dad aren't gonna love this... are they..."

Jenna smirked. "I think they'll be a little more accepting than you think."

"Why is that?"

"Well they already knew you were doing some hairstyles for me, and occasionally wearing my clothes. I think the shock of it has already worn off. And they'll only be more accepting of it over time. You can work your way up to explaining modeling for Trista."

"Yeah... not looking forward to that one..."

** DING DONG **

"Crap. Are they home?" I said. "I guess this is when they find out their son is going to a school dance dressed as a girl."

"I don't think it's them. Mom and Dad aren't coming back for a while."

"I told my friends not to get here til 6. Angelica, Daisy, and Spiro are all changing and getting ready at Daisy's."

"Hmm..." Jenna pondered. "I'll get the door."

I stood in the hallway upstairs, listening but out of sight.

The door opened.

"Hi! Are you Sam's sister?"

IT WAS SPIRO! WHAT IS HE DOING HERE NOW?

"Yes, I am. You must be Spiro."

"Ha, yep. I am. Thanks for letting me get ready and get changed here. So sad to hear about Daisy's."

I was still listening in the hallway.

"What happened to Daisy?" Jenna sounded concerned.

"I guess her pipes burst right after she and Angelica were done getting ready, so there's no water. They told me Sam said it was fine to have me shower and change out of my football stuff here. Did he not tell you?"

Oh my God... those freaking girls! I knew something was up when Daisy whispered to Angelica. Her pipes are not burst. They just wanted to get me and Spiro alone!


Chapter Thirty-Two

The Homecoming Dance

Spiro was here. He was at my house. I couldn't believe it.

Those girls are such scoundrels! They knew I'd be getting ready. Daisy's water didn't go out! They just wanted me to interact with Spiro. Gahhh!

Normally I'd be happy about this sort of thing, but not when I'm in the middle of getting gussied up — and he hasn't even showered after the game!

"Is Sam here?" Spiro asked.

Crap. I didn't even pick out an outfit yet. All I had on was what I wore to the game. At least it looked cute.

"Yeah yeah yeah, I'm here." I casually trotted down the stairs as if I hadn't been camped out of sight for the last minute.

A big smile grew on Spiro's face. He was a little speechless. "Uh, wow! Sam. Uh, you look incredible."

Jenna knew her cue. "I'll leave you two to it."

I grabbed at my skirt. "Oh, this old thing? I just thought it would look good on me, so, well... I wore it."

"I'm glad you did," he said. "Hey, listen, thanks for agreeing to have me over. I was gonna text you a quick heads up, but Daisy called me and said she just spoke to you on the phone."

Lies. Utter lies. Grrrr that girl!

"Yes, we did! All good. Whatever you need."

Spiro was still in his football pads, and he definitely smelled like he just worked out. Not bad, weirdly. It kind of complemented the whole 'manly, aggressive football' thing. Though he had his Homecoming outfit on a hanger in his hand.

"I probably stink. Can you point me to the nearest shower?"

It's, uh, upstairs. Come on.

I directed him to the bathroom that Jenna and I shared. The moment he closed the door, Jenna shot out of her room, eyes and mouth both agape. She yanked me into her room.

"HE IS SO CUTE," she whisper-screamed. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"Well I didn't know until today that I, I dunno, kinda like him."

Jenna scoffed. "Well this should be real easy. He's obviously into you. Did you see his eyes when you came downstairs?"

"Yeah... I did. It was wild."

Jenna pulled my arm and sat me back on her bed. "Listen Sam. You are gonna wear something so hot that his socks are gonna be knocked off. Maybe he'll even want to kiss you."

I blushed. Uh oh. Jenna picked up on my blushing.

"HAVE YOU ALREADY KISSED?" again, she whisper-screamed.

I nodded, trying desperately to shush her. "Okay, okay, yes! We did. It was part of a game and it's a very long story."

Jenna could barely contain her excitement for me. I quickly readjusted her priorities.

"But we need to focus on my outfit, okay? Daisy is still my date and I need to match her green dress. What do you have that's green?"

"Ooh! I have the perfect idea." She reached in and pulled out a long green dress on a hanger.

"It's a scrappy side-slit dress. It hugs your hips. This'll look great on you."

"No no no! I told you, I'm not going to wear a dress to Homecoming. I can be feminine, but it's not going to be two dates wearing dresses. Daisy is going with Sam, not Sammi."

"Fine, fine. Too feminine. I get it. Ooh! How about this!" Jenna tossed the dress on the bed next to me and pulled out an even frillier one. "It's a short tulle dress with a scoop neck. I'd love to—"

"No! That's even girlier!" I was starting to get frustrated. "Spiro's going to be out of the shower any minute now."

Jenna stepped aside as I filtered through her closet myself, grabbing everything green in sight and tossing it on the bed in a fervor. Dresses, pants, and shirts filled the bed.

 And then I saw the one. A jade green formal women's jumpsuit. This is what I will wear to the dance.

I held it up against my body to show Jenna, and she was immediately a fan. 


"Damn, I wish the Sammi_Jaclyn Instagram was still active. I'd love to take a picture for it. And Trista would be so jealous of my work."

I rolled my eyes. "Spiro's still in the shower, so let me get this on real quick."

I disrobed in front of Jenna. I was plenty comfortable changing in front of her by now.

"Wait, before you put that on." Jenna walked back over to her closet. "I've never once considered offering something like this to you before, but only because I want you to feel as feminine as possible — even though I know you don't want to look that way."

Jenna pulled out a white box that held some kind of garment. She handed it to me. I lifted up the thin cardboard lid, and buried underneath the dainty, white wrapping paper... was lingerie.

I stared at Jenna in awe.

"I know, I know. It's a lot. I actually just bought it for myself, but... I think you should wear it. You deserve it."

Still speechless, I held up the pieces. The panties were thin — and I mean thin. By now I've worn a lot of women's underwear, but nothing this sexy.

"Is this a thong?" I managed to squeak out.

Jenna nodded. "And the bra is a super soft lace. Give it a feel."

She was right. "I think I want to wear this."

Jenna gave me a warm smile. "Good! Lingerie, even when no one else sees it, does wonders for a woman's confidence. Just knowing you're wearing something so sexy and powerful underneath — gah! Nothing beats it."

With lingerie in hand, my jumpsuit picked out, and a pair of gold 3-inch heels Jenna picked to match my outfit, I was ready to get changed. Jenna needed to focus on her own looks, so she sent me back to my room to change.

I stripped down to my underwear and admired my body in the mirror. With my makeup and hair all ready to go... I had to admit I looked hot as hell. And I was only gonna look and feel better with this lingerie.

I took off my current bra and panties and held up the green lace panties. They were the flimsiest, most delicate items of clothing I've ever held, weighing almost nothing. I slid the panties up my smooth legs and put them on properly. I tucked back my penis to create a flatter front, and…viola! The daintiness and girliness of the panties gave me such a rush. I had to put on the bra.

Much like the panties, the bra weighed almost nothing. Just feeling the fabric in my hand — much less knowing it would be on my body soon — was the ultimate feminine feeling. I secured the bra around my chest and stared at myself in the mirror. This was the girliest, prettiest, sexiest... most confident I ever felt.

But I could go further, right? Before even trying on the jumpsuit, I put my gold heels on. They looked beautiful on my little feet and made my already long, slender legs appear even longer. But then...

*KNOCK KNOCK*

Spiro spoke through the door. "Sam, is this your room? Mind if I change in here?"

I was NOT in a position to be seen. "Just a second!" I yelled.

I didn't really want to keep him waiting forever, and I needed a while to get into this jumpsuit, so I covered up by putting on a bathrobe that hung next to my bed and invited him in.

Spiro creaked open the door, and... wow. He was just in a towel, but holding a hanger and his clothes with him.

"Heh, sorry, I'm a little underdressed maybe. Was, uh, hoping I could change in here? The bathroom's a little tight."

"Oh, no worries! I feel that way sometimes too." I responded awkwardly. Neither of us was addressing the fact that I was seated on the bed in a bathrobe.

"That is," he managed to say, "if you're already changing. I can come back."

"No no no! You're so fine. I was, uh, done."

He raised an eyebrow. "You were done?" He then walked around the bed and saw I still had my heels on. "You're going to the dance in a bathrobe and heels?"

I didn't really need to be teased right now. I was a tad too stressed. "Well, okay. I need to get ready too. But it'd be crazy for you to wait out in the hallway in a towel. My parents could come home. Or my sister could walk out!"

Spiro looked confused. "Sure. That's fine, but..."

"Then we'll just have to change in here together," I blurted out. What was I saying? That's way too much for me to say.

"Yeah. Let's do that. But we'll turn around, right?"

"Certainly," I answered quickly. I was already suggesting a lot. I hope that didn't freak him out. It even freaked myself out a little bit.

I stood up from the bed. Still in my shimmery gold heels. He looked at me, and I think it was obvious I was wearing nothing — or very little — under my robe. He took that as his cue to turn around.

Spiro positioned himself on one far end of the room, opposite of me.

"I'll stand here," he said. "You stay on that end, and all we have to do is not turn around."

"Yeah. That's fine." I started getting a little nervous. "I mean, we're both guys after all, right?"

He chuckled. Probably recognizing the absurdity of how blatantly not masculine I looked right now. If only he knew what was under my robe...

We counted to three and turned around. I faced my closet wall and did everything I could not to move. But I didn't want to be the first to do anything. Behind me, I heard the soft contact of his towel hitting the carpet. Spiro was currently naked in my room. I guess I should match?

I did the same and let my bathrobe hit the floor. He walked into my room with a towel on, straight from the shower, so he knew that I knew that he was naked. But I wonder if he knows I'm wearing lingerie. I mean, how could he? He knows by now that I wear feminine things, but would he expect lingerie? Unlikely.

But still, the idea of him turning around and seeing my cute butt in the frilly green panties was definitely... something. Not that he'd necessarily do anything about it.

"Changing going okay?" I heard him ask.

"Mmhmm." I was still waiting to put on my jumpsuit, for some reason.

"Your makeup looked really good, Sam. And your hair came out great too. Your sister really works wonders."

More than he knew! "Heh, she really does."

"Did she pick out your outfit too?"


"Yeah, she gave me a few special things to wear."

I could tell he liked that answer. "You always look so good. Whatever you're wearing."

God. He was really trying something, wasn't he.

"Are you still naked?" I asked.

Spiro chuckled. "I thought we'd stay turned around, yeah?"


"I was just asking! Jeez!" I replied, fake offended. "Maybe there's something I need to get."

Still facing opposite ways, he replied. "Well, I just put on clean underwear, but I'm nowhere near getting this full suit on."

This was killing me. I had no idea whether or not he was into this. Did he genuinely just want to get changed? If so, I didn't want to make him uncomfortable. But somehow, knowing Spiro was in his underwear and not naked gave me a little bit of relief from the awkwardness. Guys see guys in underwear all the time. No big deal, right?

"It's funny, though," he continued. "I actually have new boxers that are so crazy comfortable. Egyptian cotton. I'm almost dreading having to put on a bulky suit for the rest of the night."

"Suits aren't so bad. We've all worn them and got by."

"Yeah, but you're not wearing one."

"Hah, that's true, I suppose. I'm going a little bit more feminine tonight."

"I didn't catch what you're going to be wearing tonight. Can I see?"

"Spiro! I thought we weren't turning around!" I was playing fake-offended. Just a little.

"I wasn't! I just thought I saw something green lying on the bed when I walked in."

"It's my sister's green jumpsuit. Should look nice on me... once you finally stop distracting me and let me change!"

"Wowwww, you're being so mean to me all of a sudden!" Clearly this was flirting. It must be. "So you're still just in your boxers?"

Uhh, I didn't know what to say.

"I'm uh, not actually wearing boxers..."

Spiro paused. "Oh that's right. I heard you were given, like, girls underwear from Marilyn's at the mall, right?"

"...uh, not exactly that either." I managed to squeak out.

He seemed playful, but sincere, despite all of this. "Sam… what are you wearing then?" 

I was absolutely red as a beet. I couldn't believe that through all of this, we were still in the same room facing opposite directions. Neither of us had laid an eye on each other! And now he wanted to know what I was wearing?

"Well, I suppose you told me what you're wearing." I gulped, then put on a brave face. "I'm actually wearing lingerie."

Spiro was speechless. I'd kill to see what his face looked like.

"Gonna be honest..." he began. "It is killing me not to turn around right now. Assuming you're not messing with me."

"I'm not! I swear! But what about our no peeking rule?"

"Reeeeally wanting to throw that rule out the window right now..."

"Spiro!" I scoffed in maybe my girliest voice yet. "I'm surprised at you."

"Maybe I'm just really missing kissing you. Maybe I really enjoyed it and want to try it again."

"...you do?"

"...yeah. I do." Still facing the other way, he spoke softly. "Would that be okay?"

I gulped. My nerves were through the roof, but I think I wanted this too.

"Wow," he muttered softly. "I'm sorry. I turned around."

I was still facing the other way, but let him stare at my lingerie-clad body. I sensed him admiring how the green panties hugged my tight, perky butt. No way he wasn't enjoying the view.

I closed my eyes, not sure what to do. I was completely okay with what was going on but was frozen.

Then I felt him place his warm, bare hands on my delicate shoulders. He rubbed them, then lightly clutched my arms and slid his hands down to mine. He pressed his body up against mine from behind.

"God you're incredible Sam."

He pressed his body a little harder against my backside, softly kissing my neck as he did so. He was so much bigger than me and I absolutely loved it. There's something deeply comforting about a strong man standing behind you, making you feel safe.

Spiro continued kissing my neck, lightly incorporating his tongue as I stood there in my bra and panties, enjoying every second. He moved one of his hands to my butt and caressed it as his kisses crept behind my ear. He nibbled and kissed it as I let out a small moan. This time, I was happy he heard.

Still with my eyes closed, I reached my own hand back behind me to feel his quad. It was strong and muscular. He let out a small noise indicating he liked where I was headed.

I wanted to kiss him so bad, but was afraid I'd ruin the makeup my sister worked so hard on. I finally turned around and took a look at the man that was making me feel more like a girl than I ever had. He had an almost primal look in his eyes, staring at me in his underwear, unquestionably turned-on by my sexy little outfit.

"You like what you see, don't you?"

"I really, really, really do." Spiro stared at me with an intensity I imagine he holds only for football.

*KNOCK KNOCK*

"Everything alright there?" Jenna yelled through the door.

"Yes! Thanks! Come back later!" I shouted to Jenna. I did NOT want her to see us how we were.

"Well you guys need to get ready soon so we can clean the place a bit before guests."

In response to the knocking, Spiro nearly tripped trying to hide. I laughed as quietly as possible not to clue in Jenna.

"Well that kinda spoiled the moment, didn't it?" I walked over to Spiro to calm him down.

"We can come back to this later. I am not done with you..." I looked him right in the eyes, put my hand on his cheek, and kissed him right on the lips. Where this level of assertiveness came from, I do not know.

◆◆◆

Spiro and I managed to keep apart from each other as we changed into our respective outfits. I both looked and felt obscenely gorgeous in my jumpsuit, and the extra excitement I felt knowing I had cute lingerie underneath was only a bonus. And the cherry on top was that Spiro would be thinking about it all night.

But that's the one thing that was missing. I had my moment with Spiro, but despite our clear and obvious attraction to each other, we weren't each other's date to Homecoming. I was going with Daisy, he was going with Angelica.

Jenna and I cleaned up the house a bit with Spiro's help. She wasn't even planning on staying, but promised our parents that she'd make sure things were spic and span before they got home. She had opted for a short, light-blue dress for Homecoming with plain black heels. Her classic pixie cut looked great with her necklace and dangly earrings.

We relaxed in the living room for a moment, knowing my parents would be back imminently, followed by the guests.

"So are you sure Mom and Dad will be fine with this outfit?" I asked Jenna. "I'm still nervous that Dad's gonna freak out."

She shrugged. He may not love it, but he seemed cool with all the other stuff we've done. He's seen you with your hair done, and knows you've modeled for me a bit. What's so bad about dressing up for a dance?

And speak of the devil, my parents walked in. My mom preceded my dad, who was still grabbing things from the car. She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw me.

"Honey..." she said, with a stone cold look on her face. "What are you wearing?"

I stood up confidently. "Mom, I decided to go to the dance like this. I hope you understand."

"Honey..." she remained neutral. "You look very beautiful."

Thank god! I was praying she'd be okay with my choices. I gave her a big hug. My dad came in while we were hugging.

"...S-Sam?" he stuttered, nearly dropping his groceries. "You're going to the dance dressed like that?"

"Yes." I answered confidently. "I feel pretty, so yes. Yes I am."

My parents looked at each other, clearly a little uneasy. But a warm smile arose from both of their faces.

"If this is what makes you happy, we support it," my dad said. I gave him a big hug as well. Jenna, from behind me, was nearly tearing up. Spiro sat there, smiling.

I broke the tension by introducing Spiro. No need to tell them any details of what just happened in the bedroom or between us at all. That could stay secret.

Jenna gave me a big hug goodbye as she left for her own pre-Homecoming party. The guests trickled in as the hour went by, and we set up drinks, snacks, and played some music in our living room. Angelica and Daisy were first, both looking stellar in their dresses. Strangely enough, Daisy was not wearing green like she said. Instead, she wore a cute yellow dress.

"I decided to change it up," she explained, suspiciously.

The girls loved my outfit choice too, and chatted with Jenna about how well she did my hair and makeup.

Uncle Greg, Aunt Hannah, and Matty showed up too to revel in their daughter's second freshman dance. Again, another group of people who had seen me dressed in girls' clothes and, while they seemed surprised I was doing so publicly, didn't necessarily scoff at my decision either. That was nice.

Angelica's Dad came, and so did Spiro's Mom. I was introduced (re-introduced in Angelica's dad's case) to them as 'Sam'. I'm not sure if they believed I was a girl, but they practically treated me as one. Maybe they truly didn't know. Good enough for me.

Finally, my friend Chris and his date, Emily, showed up by themselves. He was wearing an all black suit and she wore a black dress. Not surprising at all, considering his love for dark clothing. It only made sense that his date shared that interest.

The high schoolers and parents chatted separately up until it was time to get everyone together for a group shot. I gotta say, we all looked great together.

Then each couple did their own little photoshoot. While Daisy and I took our pictures, I noticed Spiro and Angelica whispering together. Whatever Spiro said to Angelica, she seemed super excited about it. I was curious.

Chris and Emily did their photoshoot, which I watched and enjoyed. They looked really happy together. But behind me, I noticed Spiro say something to Daisy. Again, he whispered. Just like Angelica, Daisy seemed thrilled at whatever idea he had proposed.

What could they possibly be talking about?

After a few announcements from the parents, deciding who would drive who, and even some tearful toasts about how proud they were for "how grown-up we've become" (Aunt Hannah's words, not mine), we were set to leave for the dance.

We stood outside as the parents grabbed their things and shuffled cars around the driveway. I stood with Daisy, Angelica, and Spiro. The original four.

"I have your tickets here," I said to them, making sure not to forget the extra tickets I got for them (I was still down quite a bit of money, but I'd make up that difference next time I model for Trista).

Spiro put his arm on my back. "Sam, can I ask you something?" He said out loud, so Daisy and Angelica could hear too. "I didn't say everything, but I proposed an idea to the girls. I want to know what you think."

The girls were smiling. Anticipating something.

"Listen, I'm really into you. Like...a lot. And maybe it shouldn't be, but this is a big step for me to say it out loud..."

He was nervous. He cleared his throat a few times. "I thought — and the girls agreed — that since, well, we clearly like each other..."

"Just say it!" Daisy blurted out.

"Fine!" he exclaimed. Then tenderly back at me, he asked, "I'd like for you to be my date to the dance."

I couldn't believe he was asking this. I mean, I'm not surprised he's interested in me after everything that went down, but... what?

"I talked to Angelica and Daisy, and they agreed. They're happy to be dates together. As friends."

"And that's what you want? Friends?" I asked.

"No. That's not what I want. I want you to be my date. Like, my date date."

The girls were so excited for me.

"That's why I lied about my dress color! In case Spiro asked you to be his date, I wanted you to be wearing green to match him." Daisy explained.

I couldn't believe this. I needed to process it with him privately. The parents were still mulling around so we had a second before leaving.

I walked Spiro to the side of my house, out of sight of everyone else.

I looked side to side, to make sure no one was watching, and kissed him deeply. Passionately.

"Crap, is my makeup messed up?"

He was still on cloud nine. "No. You look incredible."

"Listen, Spiro. I've had such a crazy year so far. Jenna, Daisy, and so many others have helped me realize things about me that, well, I never even thought I'd like. I wear dresses. I like my hair done up pretty. I wear makeup, high heels, and freaking lingerie for Christ's sake!"

"So?"

"So... am I really someone you want to get involved with? Look at you. You're a hot guy who's smart, funny, and a football star. You really want to take me, a girly, feminine boy, to a dance?"

"Sam," Spiro began. Much more serious than he'd been thus far. "If there's anything I've realized since meeting you, it's that.. well... I'm still figuring out my sexuality."

He looked me deep in the eyes. "But what I definitely know is that I'm attracted to you. Right here, right now. Whether you identify as a boy, as a girl, or whatever. I'm still gonna be into you."

I smiled at him. He was warming my heart.

"But you're right. The guys on the football team might not be as open to my choices. And maybe the kids at your school might not be crazy about it either. There are a lot of accepting people out there, but there are many who say tons of nasty things." He reached out his hand to mine. "So how about we take this one step at a time, yeah? Baby steps?"

I pulled him in for another deep, intense kiss. He put his hand gently on my lower back as our tongues gently teased each other. Wow, did this boy know how to kiss...

"Yes," I said. "Yes to baby steps, and yes to being your date."

I kissed Spiro again. We had a long row ahead of us, and I had a lot of people to fill in with our updates. But first, a Homecoming Dance for the ages…


Chapter Thirty-Three

Baby Steps

Six months have gone by, and a lot has progressed in my life. I was taking Spiro's "baby steps" mantra to heart, slowly letting people into the world of my feminine self. 

At home, I was mostly going by 'Sammi' to Jenna, my mom, and my dad. It took a couple months, but my parents came around to fully supporting my choices. At school, however, I didn't feel quite confident enough to insist they call me the female version of my name, though friends like Chris referred to me as Sammi from time to time in class. And ever since that spirit week, it was 'androgynous-leaning-girly' outfits for me daily. 

That's largely due to the reaction I got to my fully feminine debut at the Homecoming dance. Though 90% of the comments I got were positive and supporting, there's always that vocal minority that wants to remind me I'm some sort of sissy, f*ggot, or queer (and not in the empowering way). Much of those comments were walked back when Spiro stood up on my behalf, however. Perks of having a big, strong date :) 

Spiro and I weren't going by any official title, but we were definitely 'dating', in a manner of speaking. We agreed that since we're both figuring out our sexualities, it would be unwise to lock into an exclusive relationship. High school is a time to explore. But yes, we still hang out one-on-one, and yes, we do a lot of kissing (no chapstick challenge required!) 

Daisy and Angelica are friends that I see often, and whenever we go out, I almost always wear girl clothes and get my hair done up. Besides my sister, they remain my biggest supporters. 

I've made a few trips up to Milwaukee to model for Trista, and each time Jenna came with me to observe and learn. Trista's salon was now fully open for business, and from what I understand, doing quite well financially (she happily throws in a free cut and color whenever needed. I've decided to stay blonde). Trista even agreed to bring on Jenna for a summer gig after graduation while she figures out if she wants to attend college. 

And speaking of Jenna... we're as close as can be. Though not as often, we still have our girly hangouts where she dresses me up, takes pictures, and does my hair and makeup . She's even taught me to do my own makeup and hair, though I'm never going to be as good as her, no matter how hard I try. 

The Sammi_Jaclyn32 account hasn't been active in a long time. I think both of us recognized that it was something that was too hard to control and went off the rails faster than we both anticipated. We respect its importance of bringing us together as sisters (that's what we call ourselves now), and giving me an outlet to be feminine. 

But one day, I thought of something really special to do with the account... 

It was a warm, spring Saturday. I sat in my room doing homework, hoping that if I finished by the afternoon, I'd have the rest of the weekend to do whatever I wanted with my friends. It was gorgeous outside. 

I found Jenna lounging in the living room with my dad when I called her upstairs to my room. 

"Wanna see what Spiro sent me?" I asked her. 

"Ugh, is it one of those lovey-dovey memes he keeps sharing? Gross. We get it, you have a boyfriend." 

"He's not my boyfriend." I was quick to correct. "Anyway, look." 

Spiro had sent a screenshot of someone on Instagram sharing an old Sammi_Jaclyn32 post. 

"Hah! Nice!" Jenna said gleefully. "Always nice to have a fan after all these months. God, that feels like forever ago, doesn't it?" 

"Well, Spiro was giving me crap for not having an Instagram. Which, ya know, is strange because Sammi Jaclyn was literally me." I looked at Jenna, trying to get her to finish my thought. But she wasn't biting. 

"So..." I continued, "I was thinking, why not make one?" 

"Really? No way." Jenna didn't believe me. I'd resisted the urge to get one for so long that she gave up even mentioning it. 

"Yeah, I think it's time. It doesn't have to be my life, but could be fun." 

"It is funny how nobody ever realized it was you." She mentioned. Of course, I'd told Spiro, Angelica, and Chris about it over the last few months. But it was more of an irrelevant 'fun fact' than a truly relevant detail. 

"I think some people put two and two together..." I said. "But I realize now, maybe I shouldn't be so secretive of that era, right? Like, we've moved on from it, but it'd be nice to give it one last bit of love?" 

A big smile grew on Jenna's face. "Are you saying you want a makeover again?"
 
"Not a full makeover exactly, but you can do up my hair a bit and we just take a picture of what I'm wearing right now. Not a ton of makeup and simple clothes. We’ll do one last post, tag my new Instagram account I'm making, and that'll be the finale for Sammi Jaclyn." 


Jenna gave me a big hug. "I love it, Sammi." 

So Jenna got to work, first straightening my hair then adding a few simple curls to it. We chatted like old times about fashion, hair, and makeup, as she explained each step along the way. 

We were quickly done with a cute, spring hair look. But the whole point of it was not to go overboard with anything. I just wanted to be me. 

I had a dark pink scoop neck hollow out tee and denim shorts. A casual Sammi look for a casual Sammi day. 

Jenna and I went outside to a tree in the front yard. No longer did I have to fear walking downstairs with girl clothes so Jenna could take my picture. No longer did we have to check our surroundings or conceal our location to fool people. I could just walk right outside, not caring who sees me. 

I did a naturally cute pose and smiled next to the tree as Jenna snapped my picture. 

"Adorable!" she complimented. 

Back inside, I downloaded the Instagram app on my phone and finally set up an account. 

We settled on 'Sammi_777' — my name plus a lucky number. I've been pretty lucky this past year, haven't I? 


Jenna came up with a cute caption for the Sammi_Jaclyn32 post. 'Nice to meet you!' the post read. I loved the simplicity. 

"Are you ready to finally let the world in on our secret?" she asked. 

"More than ever." I gave my sister the biggest hug. 

And... posted. 


THE END
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