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LET'S MAKE HIM OUR GIRLFRIEND

When Pete and Will head over to Aaron’s house to pick him up for a hockey game, they don’t expect to find him in his sister’s bedroom, wearing his sister’s clothes and makeup. And they certainly don’t expect him to be so convincing. He claims he just did it to satisfy a curiosity, but Pete suspects it’s much more than that.

Regardless, Will is determined to make the most of his friend’s embarrassing secret. Because it turns out there are a lot of perks to having a cute little girlfriend.


CHAPTER I

Aaron wasn’t picking up the phone so we assumed he was at work. He worked at his dad’s furniture store, and we’d snuck him out of work a few times before, so we figured we would do it again. We needed one more player for the shinny game that started in an hour and Aaron had one of the best wrist shots in town.

He wasn’t at his dad’s furniture store, but his dad was. Will knocked on Aaron’s dad’s office door and asked where Aaron was. “He’s got the day off today. I imagine he’s at home,” he said, so we walked down the street to the subway station and started towards Aaron’s house. Will theorized that Aaron’s phone was probably dead or turned to silent, and he was probably too busy playing video games to notice it ringing.

We got off of the train halfway to Aaron’s house, so Will could catch a glimpse of the girl he was obsessed with. She worked at a record store—like a store that sold old vinyl records for record players that nobody owned anymore. She was a short little blonde with no tits. She had chubby thighs and a big butt. I’m not sure what he liked about her so much. She had a cute enough face, I suppose—it had a chipmunk quality to it, especially with her small, upwards curved nose. “I call dibs,” Will said to me when he first saw her. I had no interest in her—but even if I had been interested, I’m not sure a flimsy ‘dibs’ would have held me back.

Of course, Will didn’t go inside to talk to her. He never did. No matter how much I tried to push him, he wouldn’t budge, so we just watched her stocking the record bins from across the street. Will stood half-behind a pole, as if that would make him harder to see. “Why don’t you just talk to her already?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders, his cheeks turning red. “I don’t think she’s interested. I heard she has a boyfriend.”

“You’ll never know if you don’t go and ask,” I said. But we just stood there, watching until I felt like a creep. “Let’s get out of here,” I said, and we left, like we always did. We got back on the subway, our transfers still valid, and we continued towards Aaron’s house. There was still forty-five minutes before the shinny game, and it was just a couple of blocks from Aaron’s place.

I never really pushed Will too hard to talk to that girl. I didn’t want to be a hypocrite. There was a girl that I liked, who worked at the hockey rink, in the skate rental shop. Whenever we needed something, like a bucket of pucks or a new roll of stick tape, I would always insist someone else go and buy it. I would give them money from my wallet, but I never had the balls to go and talk to her myself. Aaron was always the one who went to deal with her. He never had any issues talking to girls. In fact, he always seemed perfectly comfortable around girls—almost too comfortable.

We arrived at Aaron’s house. His bike was leaning against the side of the house and his bedroom light was on upstairs. Will must have been right—he must have been playing video games. So we let ourselves in. As we stepped into the house, Will put his hand on my shoulder and pressed his pointer finger to his lips. “Shh,” he said. “I have an idea.” He crept over to the mudroom and grabbed a pair of black balaclavas. He tossed one over to me. “We’ll give him a little scare,” he said, trying not to laugh.

In retrospect, it was a pretty mean prank, but it wasn’t out of the ordinary. Once, Will and Aaron came into my bedroom while I was sleeping. They were both dressed in white hazmat suits they bought at the nearby thrift store. They’d set up a bright light in the hallway, so when I woke up, I thought I was being abducted by aliens. I nearly pissed myself. Had I not been frozen stiff, I might have pissed myself.

So we put on the balaclavas and crept up the stairs. Will reached for Aaron’s door handle, waited a couple of seconds, and then he threw the door open. We both jumped in, but the room was empty. Aaron’s TV was left on, with his PlayStation left running. We looked around. His wallet was on his desk, his phone was on the nightstand, charging. Our messages were left unread.

And then I heard shuffling in a nearby room—his sister’s bedroom. But his sister wasn’t home. She’d left the week before for Thailand with some friends. It was a graduation trip. A few of the girls in our class went with her. But what was Aaron doing in his sister’s bedroom?

Will started towards the bedroom, motioning for me to follow. He walked carefully, still excited to scare the living hell out of our buddy. The light was on in his sister’s bedroom, and we could see the shadow moving across the floor. Will’s smile was big, radiating, and contagious. We both stood at the door, ready to jump in. Will had his hand on the handle.

He pushed open the door and we jumped in. “Shut up and put your hands on your—” Will didn’t finish the sentence. We were both stopped in our tracks, realizing we’d made a big, big mistake. Aaron wasn’t in that room. I had no idea who was in that room, and judging by Will’s silence, he had no idea either.

Standing before us, with wide eyes and a pale face, was a girl in a little dress and tall white stockings. She had long blonde hair, curled and cascading down her shoulders. She was pretty cute, and we’d just scared the living hell out of her.

“I’m sorry, we’re just kidding,” Will said, pulling off his balaclava. “We’re Aaron’s friends—we’re just looking for Aaron.”

The girl remained completely still. She wouldn’t even blink, as if she’d seen Medusa. I took off my balaclava too, so the girl could see that we weren’t really home invaders, that it was all just a big prank. “

And then, as we were stepping back out of the room, I realized we weren’t staring at a stranger. We were staring at Aaron. I could see him in his eyes. And once I made the realization, I could see it in the rest of his face, and in his stature. Aaron was getting dressed up in his sister’s clothing. And as soon as I realized it, Will realized it, too. We both stopped. Aaron remained frozen stiff in that little dress.

“Aaron?” Will said.

The silence returned, only the sound of our hearts pounding. And then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Will’s lips curving into a big, evil smirk. I couldn’t help but let a little smirk of my own slip.


CHAPTER II

He kicked us out—yelled at us to leave, slamming the bedroom door once we were in the hallway. His face was so pale and his eyes were so wide—I’d never seen him like that. Of course I’d never seen him like that… I’d never even imagined him like that. You could have told me that Aaron was a cross dresser and I still wouldn’t have been able to imagine that.

Will and I found ourselves standing down the block from Aaron’s place, unsure of what to do next. We’d completely forgotten about the approaching shinny game. We were both just smirking like fools, wanting to laugh but not sure how to start. “Was that real?” Will finally asked.

“I think so,” I said.

“He didn’t look half-bad,” he said, and then he started to laugh. “He had both of us fooled for a second there.”

“Just for a second,” I said, making it clear that we weren’t fooled outright. Anyone would have made the same mistake. No one expects to see their friend in drag, and anyone’s brain would immediately jump to female when they see a person in a dress, with long hair. It’s just the brain doing it’s natural thing, right?

We stood on that street corner for another minute, that image of our sissy friend stuck in our minds. Finally, Will said, “We should probably get to that game.”

“Yeah, we might be late if we don’t run,” I said. So we jogged the few blocks to the rink, and made it right on time. In the change room, one of the guys asked where Aaron was.

“He couldn’t make it,” Will said. I was surprised Will wasn’t spilling the beans. It was so hilarious—such a perfect story that begged to be told. Maybe he couldn’t find the right words to tell it, or maybe his brain hadn’t processed it completely yet. I felt the same way. I wanted to tell all the other guys about the hilarious incident in Aaron’s sister’s bedroom, but when I opened my mouth to say it, I couldn’t manage to push out the words. In a weird way, I felt embarrassed, like somehow I would be admitting to having done something embarrassing.

I suppose I was a bit embarrassed that I didn’t recognize Aaron straight away. The other guys might have wondered why it took a few seconds before we knew it was Aaron and not some random chick. It was one of those stories that only worked had you been there, in the room. Had they seen how convincing Aaron was, then they would have gotten a kick out of it. But with only our words, I’m sure they would have imagined a man in a dress, with broad shoulders and a jagged jawline. But that’s not what we saw. It wasn’t until we saw into Aaron’s eyes that we knew it was him. His shoulders were surprisingly slender. His legs were surprisingly thin and smooth. He had the hips of a woman, or maybe he was wearing some sort of waist trainer.

Will must have been struggling with the same dilemma in his mind. He must have seen what I saw—a surprisingly genuine disguise. Though I’m sure if we’d had another chance to go back and see Aaron again in that getup, we would have seen what he really was: a man in a dress.

We met at a bar after the game with a few of the guys. One of the other guys was on his phone. I looked over his shoulder and saw that he was texting Aaron, inviting him out, asking him why he didn’t show up. When I saw his phone buzz a minute later, I quickly looked over to see Aaron’s reply. “I’m not feeling great,” Aaron wrote simply. I knew it was a lie.

It was a few days before we heard from Aaron again. He didn’t reach out to us—we eventually had to reach out to him. But trying to figure out what to say to him was awkward. Will and I sat together on the couch, trying to come up with a message. “Do we bring up the incident?” I asked.

“How can we not? It’s just going to be the elephant in the room until we talk about it,” Will said.

“But if we bring it up, he might not message us back.”

“What other choice do we have?”

So we ended up sending him a message saying, “Are you not talking to us anymore because of what we saw?” It was a whole hour before he messaged us back.

“I was just messing around,” he said simply. Will and I had a laugh about it, but we were careful with our next message.

“Well, why don’t we just forget about it, pretend like it never happened. You should come over and watch the game.”

Again, it was a while before he responded. And his response was simple again. “Sure.”

Of course, it wasn’t so easy to just forget about. When he showed up, we were all pretty quiet. When he wasn’t looking, I took a glance at his body, noticing how feminine he was for the first time ever. He had a smaller build—narrow shoulders, wide hips, long legs. He was wearing pants now, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he was all shaved up underneath, or if that really was just a one-time thing.

Even his voice seemed more feminine than I’d ever noticed before. He had a soft voice, slightly higher than most guys. It’s not like it was suddenly like that—it was just something none of us had ever noticed before, probably because we grew up with him.

Whenever anyone spoke, it was about the hockey game. We were very careful not to bring up the incident, or anything remotely related to the incident. There was an ad on TV for the university Aaron’s sister was going to. The ad was enough to bring silence to the room, to make that elephant oh-so apparent. Even the ad that came on five minutes later, for a women’s department store, brought silence to the room, and it brought that image of Aaron in a dress into my mind—probably Will’s mind, too.

It was after the second period when Will finally said, “So I have to ask—what made you put on your sister’s clothes? Were you just, like, bored or something?”

Aaron was quiet for a moment, his cheeks turning red. “Do we have to talk about this right now? I was just messing around—I already told you.”

“Let’s face it, we need to clear the air here. I can’t take this weird tension right now,” Will said. I just remained silent on my side of the couch, my eyes on the television as if I wasn’t terribly interested in the whole cross-dressing debacle.

Aaron was silent for another moment, his face becoming redder. “Someone on the train told me I looked like a chick. It happens all the time. I just… I just wanted to see if he was right. So I tried on my sister’s clothes.”

And there was that silence again. I wished Will would have kept his mouth shut. I had a feeling this elephant wasn’t ever going to go away. We would never forget that sight, and Aaron would never forget that humiliation. And no amount of explanation would ever satisfy anyone. I could tell there was more going on than just some harmless experiment spurred by some passing comment. And Aaron surely could tell that we weren’t satisfied with his response.

“Well, he was kind of right,” Will said. “You really do have a chick’s body.” He said it sheepishly—and I wish he wouldn’t have said it at all. I wasn’t sure whether he was poking fun at Aaron or if he really thought he was getting to the bottom of it.

“Yeah,” Aaron said. “I know, okay?”

It wasn’t the response I was expecting. But I was relieved in a weird way, knowing I wasn’t the only one in the room that could see it. I was glad Aaron could see it, and I was especially glad that Will saw it, too. But it didn’t make things any less awkward.

“Have you done it again since then?” Will asked.

“Will—let’s talk about something else already, okay?” I said.

“What? I’m just making small talk,” he said. “It’s just a question.”

We both looked to Aaron. I knew he would be on my side—wanting to change the subject and never talk about it again. But strangely, he didn’t seem to be on either side. He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Yeah.”

And there was that silence again. I was rendered speechless. Why had he tried on his sister’s clothes again? And why, for heaven’s sake, was he admitting to it? The room became silent. The game came back on, but I don’t think any of us even noticed, even though we were all staring at the screen.

“So you, like, enjoy it or something?” Will said.

“No, it’s just a curiosity thing,” Aaron said. I wanted that game to end so we could all go home. It was too awkward. This whole conversation was making me outrageously uncomfortable. I’m all for opening up to friends, but this was a whole different level.

“What do you mean?”

“Will,” I said again. “That’s enough.”

“What? He said it’s a curiosity thing. He didn’t say it was a curiosity thing—he said it is a curiosity thing. So is it still a curiosity thing?”

More silence. And then, “I guess so. I don’t know—what did you think? Did you think I actually look like a girl?”

Will and I looked at each other and then we looked away quickly. “I mean,” I said, “you sort of have a chick’s body.”

“Yeah, you don’t look like a girl now, but you kind of did the other day, in your sister’s clothes.”

“Kind of?” Aaron said. His gaze was glued to the floor and his hands were clasped awkwardly on his lap.

“I don’t know, I can’t really remember. It was all so startling,” Will said.

Aaron looked slowly up to me. “What did you think, Pete?” he said.

I shrugged, feeling the colour draining from my face. “I don’t know. What difference does it make?”

“You know, my sister is out with friends. Why don’t you go try on her clothes, and we can make a final verdict,” Will said. I snapped my gaze towards Will. I had a feeling he was up to something evil—trying to set Aaron up for the ultimate humiliation by pretending to be open-minded and compassionate. It wasn’t like Will to be so wishy-washy, so cavalier. And judging by Aaron’s apprehension, he knew something was off as well. But clearly, he was struggling with something bigger than Will’s amusement—a struggle I couldn’t even begin to relate to.

And to me, it wasn’t funny anymore. Clearly this wasn’t just a case of a guy getting caught screwing around in his sister’s closet. This was serious. Aaron was legitimately confused about… about something. Was he one of those transgenders? Was he gay? No—I was pretty sure he wasn’t gay. He was always the one who wanted to stick around the ice rink after games to watch the figure skaters take to the ice.

But wait—maybe he wasn’t admiring the girls. Maybe he was admiring the figure skating. Gay people love figure skating, don’t they?

“Your sister won’t be home anytime soon?” Aaron asked in that shallow, coy voice.

“Probably not until tomorrow morning,” Will said. “And my parents will be out until late. C’mon, I’ll show you her room.” Will sprung to his feet and motioned for Aaron to follow. I didn’t go with them. I stayed to watch the game, wanting to distance myself from whatever the hell was happening. It was either a set-up to a big joke, or something I wanted nothing to do with—either way, I wanted nothing to do with it.


CHAPTER III

Will came back downstairs a few minutes later, alone. He plopped down on the couch and turned his attention back to the game. “What did I miss?” he asked, as if our best friend wasn’t upstairs in his sister’s bedroom, getting dressed up in his sister’s clothes.

I looked at him. He had a subtle smirk, but it wasn’t enough evidence in either direction. “What are you up to?” I asked. He looked at me.

“What are you talking about?”

“Why are you playing along with this whole thing? Do you have a camera hidden up there or something? What’s your plan?”

“Who says I have a plan? We’re just going to help the guy figure his shit out. Is that so weird?”

“Yeah, it’s really weird,” I said. I looked back at the television. I couldn’t even remember who I was cheering for.

“Well, then I don’t know what to tell you,” Will said, shrugging his shoulders and taking a sip from his beer.

The next half-an-hour seemed to drag by at a snail’s pace. There wasn’t a moment in which I forgot that Aaron was upstairs getting dolled up. Was he going to do his makeup again, too? Unless Will’s sister had a wig, he couldn’t have been going all the way. And would he look convincing, now that we knew he was really a man? And if he was convincing, what the hell did that mean? Was that saying something about us?

The game ended and the screen went to black, with the message. “The game has ended.” Will picked up the remote to put something else on. It took him a while to find something, or maybe it just seemed like a while with the horrible silence in the room.

It was a minute after he put on some old sitcom that we heard the clicking of heels coming down the stairs. We both turned to look at the growing shadow on the wall. He was coming. It was the moment of truth. I looked over at Will quickly to see if he was going to slip out his phone, to take a humiliating photo. But he kept one hand on his beer and the other on the television remote.

And then he walked into the room, in a little white dress and white heels. He wasn’t wearing a wig, but he had his hair convincingly styled like one of those cute French movie stars from the 60s. Again, it took a few seconds for my brain to register that I was staring at Aaron and not a real woman, even though I knew for a fact this time that it was Aaron.

He had his hands clutched timidly at his waist. His legs were shaved smooth, and his skin looked strangely soft—softer than any man I’d ever known. And the strangest part of it all was how tiny he looked, even in the tall heels. He just looked so small and so precious—so fragile. “Well? How do I look?” he asked in a startlingly convincing female voice.

Will cleared his throat. “Um,” he managed to say. It was more than I could say. It was strange. He was fairly convincing when we first saw him, with the long blonde wig. But now, with just his real hair, he was somehow more convincing. Or maybe it was the voice screwing with my brain—or the few beers I’d consumed throughout the night. I still couldn’t figure out how to process what I was seeing. He looked like a chick. I couldn’t even spot his Adam’s apple. Did he normally have one? Was his jawline always so soft and smooth? Was his nose always so petite? Do I admit that he looked like a chick aloud?

“Yeah,” I finally managed to say—even though it didn’t really answer his question.

“Yeah?” he said.

Now I was the one clearing my throat. “I guess you look like a chick.”

“Come closer,” Will said. “Do a little spin.”

Aaron did a little spin, making the skirt of his dress lift slightly, exposing the soft skin of his thighs. My heart stuttered. There was a small amount of resemblance to the girl who worked at the skate shop at the skating rink—and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

He came over and took the seat between us, saying nothing. I caught a hint of perfume—he was wearing Will’s sister’s perfume, and that just confused my brain even more.

So he was kind of cute—I’ll admit it. I’m sure anyone with a lick of honesty in their blood would have made the same confession. It’s not like it meant anything. It just meant that Aaron had a chick’s body and a chick’s face. Maybe it was just evidence that men and women aren’t so different aside from what’s dangling between their legs, and on their chest. Hell, some chicks don’t even have tits. And some chicks look more manly than me—never mind Aaron. So it’s not such a stretch to think that a man can look more feminine than most women. Right?

“Yeah, so you look like a girl,” Will said. “It’s not a big deal or anything.”

“It’s not, right?” Aaron said. I don’t know why he was using the girl voice. Maybe he couldn’t help it. Maybe it just naturally came out when he was all dolled up like that. But why did he put on the perfume? To prove that he could smell like a girl, too?

Things weren’t adding up. There was something going on with Aaron that he wasn’t telling us. Was this his way of trying to come out to us? And what was the appropriate reaction? Congratulations?

“Alright, so it’s settled. I guess you can go get changed before Will’s parents get home,” I said. His thigh was touching mine. It was a small couch, and I’d never really cared before, but now it just seemed… weird—like I was suddenly hyperaware of him. And under that dress, was he wearing panties? What difference did it make? Why did I care?

“Well, if they come home, we can just say you’re another friend. I really doubt they would recognize you,” Will said. “Besides, it’s probably best to wait for them to come home and go to bed before you get changed, in case they come home early. You know?”

I didn’t know—and I didn’t like it. Will was up to something. And I can’t believe Aaron couldn’t see it.


CHAPTER IV

The rest of that night was weird, even though it only lasted another hour. Will’s parents came home and went straight to bed. They never even came downstairs to see our friend dressed up like a girl. I got out of there right after that, once Will suggested we all watch a horror movie together. I don’t think I could have taken another hour and a half in that room, wondering what Will was up to, wondering what the hell had happened to Aaron.

Had he snapped and lost his mind? Was this some sort of mental breakdown? What kind of sane person just starts dressing up like a girl one day, and is able to just sit there between his two best friends like nothing is out of the ordinary?

Regardless of whether Aaron had lost his mind of not, what Will was doing—whatever it was he was doing—was cruel. I lost sleep that night, trying to figure it all out, trying to put together all the pieces of the puzzle. The pieces wouldn’t fit together.

I couldn’t take it anymore. So the next morning, I hopped on my bike and went over to Will’s house. He wasn’t answering his phone, probably asleep, so I just let myself in. I needed to figure out what he was doing to our friend, and why he was doing it.

I went up to his room and threw open the door. What I saw next, I couldn’t believe. Will was asleep next to Aaron. They were both sleeping peacefully, in the same bed, under the same blanket. Will’s clothes were on the ground.

Will opened his eyes and saw me. He immediately brought his pointer finger to his lips and waved me out of the room. It took me a second to react, but I followed his command, remaining silent and stepping out from the room. It was a minute before Will emerged. In that minute, he’d slipped into a pair of sweatpants and a wife beater.

“What the hell is going on here?” I whispered.

“Come outside and I’ll tell you,” he said, brushing by me.

I followed him outside. My heart was racing. Before I could ask, Will said, “No, we didn’t fuck. I’m not gay, dude.” He said it as if it was so obvious—but I wasn’t sure whether to believe him. I had just walked in on him sleeping next to Aaron, with no clothes on. What else did that mean? “He just slept over.”

“In the same bed?” I said as we slipped outside, into the backyard, which was on the other side of the house from Will’s bedroom. Whenever we slept over, we usually all slept in the downstairs living room, where there was a large couch and plenty of floor space. No one shared a blanket, or a bed, and no one had their clothes in a pile on the floor.

Will took a deep breath. His cheeks were red. I’d caught him—I just didn’t know what I’d caught him doing. “My parents think I’m gay,” he said, “because I never have girls over.”

I stared at him, unsure of what to say—unsure of what the hell he was going on about. “What?” I said.

“Every morning, my dad comes into my room to wake me up. He always says that no man should sleep in past seven. I thought that maybe if he came in and saw a girl in my bed, he would stop thinking I’m gay.”

There was a lump in my throat. I wasn’t sure whether to believe him. It was a wild excuse, but sometimes the wilder the excuse, the more believable the story. I’d heard him complaining before about his parents thinking he was gay, and I knew it bothered him. And in a weird way, it made sense—using Aaron as a means to an end.

“I heard my dad come in this morning, but he didn’t end up waking me up. He came in and then slowly backed out of the room. We staged the room perfectly, so my clothes were right on the floor, and Aaron was on the side of the bed closest to the door. We even hung a bra over the end of the bed.”

“That’s insane,” I said.

“Maybe, but now my parents don’t think I’m gay.”

Now I believed it. There was a certain genius to it. His dad probably thought the same exact thing that I thought when I went into the room: that they’d fucked. The only difference was, his dad didn’t know that was a boy in his bed. But Will was right—it was staged to look like they’d done it. The bra on the edge of the bed was a nice touch.

“We’re going bowling today. You should come,” he said. “Today, renting a lane is half-off for girls.”

He let a little smirk slip. So that was his plan all along—encourage Aaron to adopt the female guise to cash in on the benefits. He was using Aaron as a pawn to get what he wanted. And it was surprisingly clever. We always wanted to go bowling, but we could never afford it. Now we could. And to make things better, the place would be filled with girls.

So I went home, took a shower, had breakfast, and got ready to go bowling. And while I was on my way to the bowling alley, an idea occurred to me: maybe I could use Aaron for my own benefit as well.


CHAPTER V

A year before, there was a guy in our school named Clark. Clark was a normal guy until he came to school one day with his girlfriend, who was smoking hot. She was blonde with big tits, big lips, and a big ass. He walked with her through the hallway, and she hung out with him during lunch. I remember overhearing girls saying things like, “I wish I could have a guy like Clark.”

It came out a few weeks later that the smoking hot blonde was his cousin, visiting from another state. Clark was embarrassed when he realized everyone thought she was his girlfriend from another school. “Ew, she’s my cousin,” he said. And the girls couldn’t have thrown themselves at him any faster.

Because there’s something about hanging out with a hot girl that makes other girls attracted to you—I don’t know what it is. Maybe girls just get jealous or something. Maybe they want to think that they’re hotter than the girl you’re with. My dad once told me about a guy who would wear a wedding ring to the bars to pick up girls. I never really understood why, but it must have worked if he kept on doing it.

So I figured, maybe Aaron could be my wedding ring. Maybe if the skate shop girl saw me with Aaron, she would get jealous and notice me for the first time.

I smiled as the idea occurred to me. It seemed very clever in my mind, and somehow I knew it was guaranteed to work. But I didn’t think it would be so hard to ask Aaron to pretend to be my girlfriend for the afternoon. As soon as I saw him, in a little sweater and a short skirt, I clammed up. I felt incredibly nervous around him, but I didn’t know why. It seemed to come out of nowhere, almost like he was a real girl. I would always tell myself that today would be the day I would talk to the skate shop girl, but as soon as I saw her, that went out the window.

But why? I knew Aaron was a guy. And he was my buddy on top of it.

So I didn’t ask, at least not at first. I decided I would wait for the right time, for the best opening. I was hoping Will would even bring it up—saying something along the lines of, ‘Hey Pete, why don’t you use Aaron for a bit?’ The line never came up.

And I only became more shy as time went by. Every time it was Aaron’s turn to bowl, and he stepped up to the lane with his ball in hand, I turtled further into my shell. He looked so cute when he bent over to throw his ball, and he looked so cute when he hopped up and down with joy after knocking all of the pins down. He might have been my friend, but I certainly didn’t recognize him. He was way more bubbly and outgoing. Usually Aaron just sat quietly. He was like a whole different person now.

There were guys a few lanes over who kept looking at Aaron every time he went to throw a ball. They would all stop and watch and then whisper to one another. They had no idea they were looking at a man. We were only there for thirty minutes before one of the waiters came by with a drink for Aaron. One of the guys had bought it for him. He waved over at their lane with a big smile. I’d never seen him like that—so happy and so comfortable.

“I just had the best idea,” Will said to me, perking up while Aaron was using the bathroom. “We should all go to the bar tonight. We can use Aaron to get us free drinks. He’s already gotten a couple here at the bowling alley—imagine how many he can get at the bar. We wouldn’t have to pay a dime.”

It wasn’t a bad idea, and it was the opening I needed to squeeze in my own request. “I was thinking I might take him to the skating rink, so the skate shop chick can see him with me,” I said, feeling the warmth rushing into my cheeks. I don’t know why it was so hard to say.

“Hey, that’s a great idea. I should do the same thing with the record store girl,” Will said.

Aaron returned and we kept on bowling. After bowling, we went out to get burgers. There was a long line, so we gave our money to Aaron. He wandered up to the front of the line to ask a stranger if he could bump ahead. But before he could ask, the stranger moved aside and said, “Go ahead, I insist.” No one protested, as if it was an obvious move—of course she should go to the front of the line; she’s a pretty girl.

After burgers, we hung out for a bit at Will’s house. Aaron went and got changed into a new outfit from Will’s sister’s closet. It was a tight-fitted dress that sparkled when the light hit it just right. He touched up his makeup, applying some extra eye shadow around his eyes and a darker shade of lipstick on his lips. He was ready to hit up the town and rule the night. And I have to admit, he was pretty sexy with that dark eye shadow around his eyes.

We got to skip the line at the club. Aaron simply went up to the bouncer and asked nicely and that was enough. It was strange how comfortable Aaron felt with the whole thing, being out in public as a woman as if he’d always been a woman. And it was hard to think otherwise, even with my lifetime of memories with Aaron and Will as guys. In just a day, I was already starting to accept the new reality. But was it a reality? Was Aaron really a woman now, or was this still a weird experiment? He certainly seemed happier than ever before, but that’s not exactly a decision you can just make on a whim like that. Men can’t just become women. Even trans women are still just men with a few alterations.

But even after just a day, Aaron seemed like more than just a man with a few alterations—and he didn’t have any alterations, technically speaking. His features were undeniably female. He wore that dress better than Will’s sister would ever be able to. An expert criminologist could have listened to his voice on repeat without any idea he was listening to a man speaking. So what really was the difference? A hole versus a pole? Toilet paper versus real breasts? Hormones? If that’s all, would a couple of procedures be enough?

Will and I were sitting at a corner table. We were each sipping free drinks. I had a martini and Will had a cosmopolitan. They weren’t our ideal drinks by any means, but they were free—given to Aaron by strangers, passed on to us when the strangers weren’t looking. Now, Aaron was meandering the club for a third drink for herself. “It’s too bad we didn’t figure this all out sooner,” Will said.

“You really think this is what he wants?” I asked.

“No—I mean the free stuff. It’s the perfect scheme.”

He really didn’t seem all that sympathetic over his friend. Either Aaron was having some sort of mental breakdown, or he’d been suppressing these feelings for years—and I can’t even begin to imagine what that must feel like.

I looked over at Aaron, who was now leaning over the bar. The bartender was flirting with him, and a few guys behind were checking out his ass. His dress was a few centimetres away from covering the cusp of his butt cheeks, and those men seemed to like what they were seeing. One of them slipped up beside Aaron when the bartender buzzed away to serve another client. He put his arm over Aaron’s shoulders and leaned in close, whispering something into Aaron’s ear. I could see Aaron’s cheeks turn red from across the club.

And the strangest thing happened: I felt a hint of jealousy.


CHAPTER VI

The guy bought her a drink and stuck to her side. He kept that arm around her. I wished she would have pushed that arm off of her. I wished she would have pushed him away every time he leaned in to whisper into her ear. And I wondered what he was whispering, and whether she was really falling for it. It was obvious that he had a shtick that he used with all the girls—she was just the latest victim. “Should we go help her?” I said.

Will shrugged. “She’s getting us free drinks. Let her do her magic.”

The man whispered into her ear again, this time making her giggle and blush. Was he really wooing her? I wanted to run over there and tell the guy to buzz off. I felt the urge to ensure that she knew she was dealing with a serial pickup artist. She didn’t really like him did she? He was a club rat. He didn’t deserve her.

“Are you okay?” Will asked me.

“Huh? Me?” Yeah, I’m fine. Why?”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment.

“What?” I said.

“She can handle her own, Pete. Don’t worry about her.” He was right—she could handle her own. She was smart enough to know when she was being played. She was just being polite, refraining from burning any bridges. The fellow did buy her a drink, after all.

But still, I kept an eye on her throughout the night, and I kept another eye on the many guys in the club who had eyes on her. I carefully watched the drinks they were buying, making sure they weren’t slipping her anything. The drinks that I couldn’t be sure about, I went and grabbed for Will. He could handle a roofie or two.

I was so relieved when she came back to our table and asked if we wanted to go. I wasn’t sure if I was relieved to go home, or relieved that she hadn’t gone home with any of the guys. But of course she didn’t go home with any of them—how could she? It wouldn’t take five minutes alone before a guy discovered her secret, and surely she knew that there were a lot of guys out there who would beat the living hell out of her for hiding a secret like that between her legs.

We all decided to crash at Will’s house for the night. I didn’t feel like making the long trip home, and I was a bit worried about leaving Will alone with Aaron, though I wasn’t sure why I was worried, or why I even cared. Aaron slipped into the bathroom once we were at Will’s place, and I was startled when he came out, out of his makeup and out of his little dress. Now, he was wearing his regular clothes, looking like his regular self. But it was strange—I hardly recognized him. He somehow looked so foreign, so wrong, like this was the disguise and the wig and makeup was the real him.

We all slept in the basement, while the TV played some science fiction film quietly in the background. Before falling asleep, I asked Aaron if he would come to the skating rink with me in the morning. I told him about my plan to get the skate shop girl’s attention. He smiled and said sure, and then we all fell asleep.

I woke up feeling guilty, realizing we were exploiting Aaron’s mental state. He’d come out to us as transgender, and we were using him to our benefit. But is that so wrong? Is it any different than using your female friend to get you into a club, or to the front of a line? Aaron seemed to like it—the attention and the hand-outs and the ogling. So who was it hurting? Still, it didn’t seem right.

Will had work that morning, so Aaron and I had the day to ourselves. I sat downstairs and watched hockey highlights while Aaron went up to Will’s sister’s bedroom to get ready for the day. Will’s sister also had work, and had left an hour before we woke up, so we had the whole house to ourselves. It took Aaron nearly an hour to get ready. But the wait was worth it. She looked stunning when she finally came down the stairs. She had her hair cutely curled, her makeup just perfect, and she was wearing an adorable grey sweater with baggy sleeves that hung over her hands. She’d even painted her fingernails a mint-blue colour. “Ready to go?” she asked. I’d never really noticed the colour of her eyes before—a vibrant shade right between green and blue.

“Yeah, let’s go,” I said. We went down to the bus stop to wait for the bus. It was a cold morning. Aaron slipped a toque on to cover her red ears. The tip of her nose was red, but it was kind of cute like that. Also cute was the way she sat with her knees pressed together, tapping her feet in her fuzzy boots to try to keep warm.

“What?” she said.

“What do you mean, what?” I said.

She giggled. She had a sweet giggle. “You’re staring at me.”

I looked away quickly, feeling the warmth rushing into my cheeks. Was I staring? “No I wasn’t,” I said. I sounded so stupid, and felt even stupider. She giggled again. The bus came and we got on quickly to escape the sharp cold. She still looked cold on the bus, so I asked her if she wanted my jacket. She looked at me strangely, and then I realized how silly the offer was. I’d never offered her my jacket in fifteen years of friendship—so why was that morning any different? Because she had makeup on?

I don’t know why I was so flustered. I knew I was looking at my long-time friend and hockey teammate. I wasn’t looking at a real girl, I wasn’t looking at someone I could ever date or bring home to meet my parents. I could never bear the embarrassment of being in a relationship with my trans friend. The fact that I was even entertaining the thought was embarrassing enough.

We got to the skating rink. The wind had picked up and it was damn cold, so we ran from the bus to the door. She giggled while she ran, almost slipping on the ice. Her boots had short heels, which I imagine made navigating the slippery cement quite difficult. At one point I grabbed her so she wouldn’t fall, putting my hands on her hips. “Careful,” I said, letting go quickly, feeling that rush of warmth into my cheeks again. She was still giggling once we were inside of the skating rink. It was a contagious giggle—I couldn’t help but giggle myself. “What’s so funny?” I said.

“I don’t know, you tell me,” she said. But she was the one giggling.

“You’re crazy,” I said.

“No, you’re crazy.”

“I’m not the only giggling like a crazy person,” I said, and as I said it I let a giggle slip and felt embarrassed. She gave me a nudge with her hips. “Let’s just get this over with.”

We went around the corner, and there she was—the skate shop girl, setting up for the morning, lining up the stick tape on the shelf.

“Alright, let’s just walk around the shop together. Try to watch her enough to see if she notices me, but don’t stare at her and make her realize something’s up,” I said.

Aaron laughed at me, covering her mouth with her hand. “I’m sorry. Sounds good,” she said.

“Don’t laugh, this is important.”

“Yep, really important,” she said, laughing again.

“Okay, c’mon, let’s just get it over with.”

We walked into the skate shop. I expected my heart to burst into a frenzy like it always did when I was anywhere near the skate shop girl, but my heart remained calm. I felt strangely cool about the whole scheme, strangely comfortable around the girl I’d fantasized about for the past three years. Aaron stuck close to me. The shop girl looked up briefly at us and then back at her tape display. “Let me know if I can help you find anything,” she said in a dull tone of voice, like a robot repeating its only programmed phrase.

We did a slow lap of the shop, stopping at each rack and display, thumbing through the inventory mindlessly, occasionally looking at the shop girl to gauge her reaction. But she wasn’t looking up, completely disinterested. Maybe she thought we were just two people in the shop at the same time. Or maybe she just thought we were friends. I needed her to think we were like Clark and his cousin—before anyone knew it was his cousin. The girls went crazy when they thought Clark was spoken for.

So I leaned over and whispered into Aaron’s ear. “Do me a favour and hold my hand,” I said, hoping that would be enough for the shop girl to take notice. I was starting to doubt my plan. Maybe the girls just liked Clark because he was six-two and on the school’s football team. Maybe they just liked him because he had a deep voice and he made funny jokes.

Aaron took my hand. Her hand was warm, sending a jolt through my body. I suddenly felt tense and nervous. We meandered further through the shop. Not only did she take my hand, but she’d cuddled in close. While I looked through a rack of jerseys, she put her head on my shoulder. And sure enough, the shop girl took notice. I could see her looking at us through the reflection of a nearby mirror. She was watching us with what I can only assume was jealousy in her eyes. The plan was working—the fake wedding ring trick was real!

Aaron had both of her hands on my arm now. She was feeling my muscles, her warm body close to me. I slipped an arm around her waist to complete the effect. She was soft in all the right places, tight where it mattered.

She was wearing that tantalizing perfume, her warm breath tickling my neck. The shop girl was still watching us, but I had a hard time even noticing now. I was totally distracted by Aaron.


CHAPTER VII

She squeezed my hand and I squeezed back. I didn’t want the moment in the skate shop to end, even though we’d already done a full lap of the store, and there was nothing left to poke around through. And not to mention, I’d made my impression on the shop girl, so the job was done. With reluctance, I started leading Aaron to the exit.

But once we were out of the store, I didn’t let go of her, and she didn’t let go of me, keeping her face on my shoulder, her body pressed against mine. I was taking slow, controlled breaths, trying to will myself to let go of her, to come to my senses, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t do it. I wanted to hold her. I wanted her to be mine.

We wandered over to the ice rink where the figure skaters were practising. We were completely silent until Aaron said, “Aren’t they so pretty?” She snuggled in closer, making my body tremble. I was enjoying it too much. And the reminder that she was a man—a man who happened to be one of my best friends—didn’t seem to make any difference. I couldn’t let go. She wouldn’t let go.

“Yeah,” I said, hearing my voice tremble.

“I could watch them all day long,” she said.

I let my hand slip lower, from her waist to her hip, and then I let it slip even lower. Her butt was so firm and perky. I had the strangest urge to squeeze it, and denying the urge was impossible. She took a deep elated breath in as I squeezed her tush. She slipped a hand onto my abdomen and ran her fingers down my hard abs. “Have you been working out?” she asked.

“A bit,” I said, looking down at that hand as it sunk lower and lower. Casually, she slipped the hand onto my crotch and began to massage. I really should have pushed that hand away—that should have been the wakeup call I’d been looking for. But I couldn’t move. I couldn’t let go of her. I didn’t want that moment to end, and I especially didn’t want to be responsible for ending it.

It was still early in the morning. There were three rinks in that arena, two of which were currently vacant and shining with a recent cleaning. I couldn’t get Aaron into one of the empty changing rooms fast enough. Once inside, I flipped the lock and I turned to her. We started to kiss. My God, her lips were soft. Lips that soft can only belong to a woman. I slipped my hands under her sweater, onto her bare skin. And again, her skin was too soft and smooth to belong to a man. I was feeling a woman—there was no question about it.

I reached up to run my fingers through her hair, and I accidentally pulled off her wig. It fell to the ground, but she was still beautiful without it, with her short hair ruffled slightly. I ran my fingers through her real hair, and then we kissed some more. “You’re beautiful,” I said. I could feel that my face was dark red, but I didn’t care. As I squeezed her breast, I knew I was squeezing toilet paper, but I didn’t care. To me, she was a woman. And I’d never seen anyone who was more of a woman than her.

I didn’t notice her pulling away my belt or unzipping my fly. It wasn’t until she’d tugged my pants down to my knees that I realized what she’d done. I looked down at my bare cock, her mint-painted fingers slipping around it. I was already mostly hard—who can blame me? It didn’t take her long to get me fully erect and throbbing. My God, it felt so good, her fingers working my shaft, running down and fondling my balls. I pinned her against the wall and I sunk my tongue into her mouth. She sucked on my tongue, which made me harder than I’d ever been in my life.

“Holy fuck, you’re so beautiful,” I said again. I couldn’t help it. It needed to be said—over and over. She was a goddess—a queen. I couldn’t believe I’d ever looked at her as a man before. I couldn’t believe I’d ever tried to tell myself that I couldn’t be with her. The real question was whether or not I deserved her. She deserved the absolute best. She was perfection and she deserved perfection.

I found myself on my knees, pulling down her skinny jeans, revealing her red lacy panties. I ran my fingertips along the bulge of her cock, and then I couldn’t stand the anticipation. I tugged down the panties, letting her little dick hang loose. She was small and cute, her pubic hair shaved away. I lifted her member up and sunk it into my mouth, sucking it, wrapping my tongue around it, making it as hard as I possible could. Even hard she wasn’t very big—my own cock was probably at least twice the size—but I liked her that way. I liked that I could fit her whole cock in my mouth and still run the length of it with my tongue.

She giggled as I got her rock-hard, her fingers massaging my scalp. Her eyes were heavy as she bit her bottom lip. I told her to spread her legs, and she followed the command. Then I lifted up her ball sack and I began to eat out her asshole. It was just a few seconds before she was moaning, gently grinding her asshole against my lips. I couldn’t get enough of her. I had both of my hands on her ass cheeks, my tongue in her asshole, but it wasn’t enough. I needed to have her completely. I needed her to be mine. I squeezed that tight ass, sunk my tongue deeper, made her moan a little bit louder.

I was eating out my friend’s asshole and I didn’t even care. Nothing could have ruined that moment.

“Fuck me,” she muttered between moans. “I want you to fuck me so hard.” As I stood up, she turned around and pressed her palms to the wall. “Fuck me. Please.” She swayed her tush gently in the cool ice rink air. My hands were trembling as I stepped forward with my hard cock in my hand. With my free hand, I spread her cheeks, revealing her puckering hole. It was a beautiful sight. I pressed my tip to it and began to push in. She didn’t resist, moaning loudly as I sunk in deep. She was tight—I’m surprised it didn’t hurt.

I reached around and grabbed her little dick between my thumb and index finger and I started to pump her. “Oh God, just like that,” she moaned. Her body nearly went limp when I started to pump her asshole with my hard cock. I had to hold her up with my free arm. She trembled. I kissed her neck. I knew I wasn’t going to last long. Lasting long was an impossibility. She was too beautiful, too sexy. No sane human could last more than a minute inside of that tight back door. “Shit, you’re about to make me come,” she said.

I put my chin on her shoulder and I looked down just in time to see her little cock spray that wall with a big load of cum. The sight alone was enough to bring me to orgasm. I shuddered all over, sunk my nails into her skin, and I came, thrusting in hard with one last drive, pressing my pelvis up to her bare ass. “Holy fuck!” I yelled as my warm load filled her up deep. She took it like a champ and nearly made me faint when her asshole started puckering on my rod, as if she was trying to squeeze the last drop out of me.

I stumbled back, out of breath, my head spinning fast. I just fucked my friend and now I had a smile on my face. Maybe I was the one having a mental breakdown. Or maybe we were the two most sane people in the city. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t think of anything wrong with what we’d just done. It just seemed right, like we were meant to be together, like no divine force could have made a more perfect decision.

We spent the rest of the day together, watching the figure skaters, walking in the park, getting lunch. We finally met up with Will at the end of the day. “So did you go with Aaron to the skate shop to see the skate shop girl?” he asked with a big smirk on his face.

“Yeah,” I said.

He laughed. “Yeah? And did you fuck her?”

I let a smirk slip. “Yeah,” I said.

He laughed for a moment and then his eyes narrowed. “Wait, what?” he said.

“Me and Aaron—we fucked.”

He stared at me with those narrowed eyes for a moment, not quite sure if I was telling him the truth. He looked over at Aaron, who shrugged with one of her cute giggles.

“Damnit,” Will said. “So you’re like, a thing now?”

“I guess so,” I said, looking over at Aaron. She smiled at me with those shining green-blue eyes.

“But it was supposed to be you and me!” Will said to Aaron, standing up and pointing at himself. “Not fair!”

Both Aaron and I started laughing. “Sorry, man,” I said. “But you didn’t dibs her.”

His face turned a shade of red. “Well you’d better take good care of her, or I’m coming in and stealing her from you.”

Aaron scooched in closer to me, leaning her body against mine. She put her face on my shoulder and I could feel her smiling. How could I not take care of her? That was literally the only thing that mattered to me anymore.

THE END
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