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It was weird, when Chloe and I broke up. It didn’t really seem to come as a surprise to either of us. It simply felt like the natural course of action, like the way water flowed in a stream, or the way a flower bloomed boldly but inevitably died.

Being honest with ourselves, I didn’t think either of us even really knew who broke up with who. It just sort of happened. We went from acquaintances, to friends, to lovers, and then we were together for two years.

Then it felt like we were back to friends again. And then acquaintances.

It sounded sort of sad, thinking about it in that way, but there was no sadness between us at the time. Our relationship had just run its course. It came to its predestined conclusion.

That meant that, in the weeks after we broke up, I was alone in my apartment for the first time in years. In the apartment that we used to share. But I wasn’t even particularly sad. It felt harsh to say, but neither Chloe nor I had much to be sad about.

I went back to being a bachelor, living alone in my apartment. The same as I was before I met her.

Well, the same in all ways, other than the fact that Chloe hadn’t taken a bunch of her stuff with her when she moved out. She’d created a life in my apartment with me. It meant we had scented candles, cute pillows, and I still had a bunch of her stuff still in my closet. It was a couple’s apartment after she had moved in, not just some bachelor pad.

Over the weeks after Chloe had moved out, I had started to tidy some of her things away. It felt like an obligation, really. Like I was supposed to do it for the sake of closure in the relationship. Although I felt that closure anyway.

Or maybe I did it because, normally, people didn’t like being haunted by remnants of their lost relationship. For me though, I didn’t feel that way either. I was happy that Chloe and I had a relationship together, but I was almost happy as well that it had ended.

My emotions were confusing. I was the first to admit that about the situation. I was the first to admit that about myself as a person in general. Though, as the clear-out went on, things only became more confusing.

It was a Friday. I always worked from home that day. This particular Friday, the whole rest of my team were out at meetings, so I barely had anything to do. It was while I was clearing out the hallway closet that it first happened.

My closet in my bedroom had been too small for all of our things, so we both used the hallway closet as an overflow for our stuff. If we put something in the hallway closet, we agreed, we probably didn’t need it. It was filled with shoes we hadn’t worn in years and clothes that we hoped we’d fall in love with again, but never did. It had gloves for climates we didn’t live in, and one particular hat that I truly had no business in owning.

Also in that hallway closet though, was a dress of Chloe’s that I had always loved. I was frankly surprised to see it in there. It was a dress she only very occasionally wore on dates. I’d practically beg her to wear it each time.

It was a beautiful light green, floor length maxi-dress. It had a halter neck, starting at a tight collar, which joined the bodice below the arms, leaving her shoulders exposed. The whole thing was covered in these intricate lace details, which spiraled and swirled all over the material, from top to bottom.

My favorite thing about it was the way the maxi-skirt section was split into these three tiers. The lace billowed out to create an upper section, from which a mid section spilled out, and then a bottom section flowed down to her feet.

In my opinion, it was the perfect dress. It was tight through the torso to show off her figure, but flowy and graceful through the skirt, to create that perfect feminine look.

I think the reason I had to beg her to wear it was that I pictured her as more of a girly-girl than she actually was. Generally, if we went somewhere, she was wearing jeans and a sweater. She rarely, if ever, wore high heels, and I was pretty sure I bought her far more dresses than she had ever bought herself. After a while, I felt like I was more interested in women’s fashion than she was.

And maybe that’s why, as I was clearing out the hallway closet, I couldn’t help but take the dress out for one final look at it. Chloe always looked fantastic in that dress. She looked like a completely different woman.

I didn’t really know what to do with the dress, after I’d taken it out. I’d been boxing up all of Chloe’s other personal effects, but the idea of folding that dress up and packing it away felt wrong. I simply hung it back up and carried on with the rest of the packaging.

The bathroom still had some of her toiletries in, the bedroom had makeup, and the living room had her books. Although the books were a challenge. Our taste in books was practically identical, both loving a classic romance, stories of women being swept off their feet by a mysterious man. It was hard to tell where my books ended and hers began.

There were moments during my packing where I felt nostalgic for the relationship we had shared. Those quiet weekends where we’d read a couple of books from start to finish, then spend the evening talking about them over dinner, in front of the TV that we were paying no attention to. I reminisced over those entire days we’d lose in a department store, because we obsessed over getting the perfect placemats to match the new decor in the kitchen.

But that’s why our breakup was so strange. All of the things that I loved doing with Chloe were the things I’d do with a friend. It was all of the platonic stuff that I missed. The actual relationship part of our relationship seemed so minor, in comparison.

These were all of the things I thought about as I loaded the final box of Chloe’s things, taping up the last of our memories.

Although, it wasn’t the last of them. I’d still not packed away her green dress.
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As I returned to the hallway closet and picked out Chloe’s dress once more, the idea of parting with it seemed wrong in some way. It felt like it represented the one bit of our relationship that actually had some semblance of romance. It was a beautiful dress. The perfect dress.

It was a dress that I couldn’t part with.

Although, that felt like an even more weird thought. I wasn’t just going to keep my ex-girlfriend’s dress in my apartment, like some kind of trophy. That was the sort of thing a serial killer would do in a movie. But it felt so nice in my hands. The soft lace, the billowing material.

It was at that moment that an even weirder thought entered my mind.

I wondered what it would be like to wear it.

I really was not sure where the thought had come from. The idea of wearing any of Chloe’s clothes had never entered my mind before that moment. I could honestly swear that it had never crossed my mind even once. And yet, for some reason, the feel of that dress in my hands triggered something within me. I wanted to try it on.

The thought didn’t feel wrong or concerning or conflicting in my own mind. It came along as any other thought would. It arrived the same as if it were simply the thought that I maybe needed to empty the trash, or the thought that it was a nice day outside. Just a neutral thought, no different from any other.

Maybe it was because I was a pretty progressive guy that I didn’t really think anything of it. Maybe it was just because I was all alone in my apartment and I didn’t need to explain the thought to anyone else. Whatever it was, I managed to justify it in my own head as a fine thing to think.

So I did it.

Right there, in the hallway, I decided I’d try on Chloe’s dress.

I kicked off my shoes, took off my jeans, and stripped off my white T-shirt. I stood only in my boxer shorts and held the dress up. I’d helped Chloe into it every single time she’d worn it, so unzipping it at the back and stepping into it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

Chloe had only been a little smaller than me. She’d borrowed my clothes on multiple occasions. She even borrowed my sneakers more than once, as I was only a size bigger than her. I found it funny that she could do that without anyone batting an eyelid. It was even funnier now, with her returning the favor and for me to finally be wearing something of hers.

Holding that in my mind, I slipped into the dress with relative ease. The skirt section fit over my waist perfectly, and the zipper was a breeze to pull up, even behind my own back. Within a few moments, I was in the dress.

I paused for a moment to let myself feel what was happening.

I was standing in my hallway in a beautiful dress. It was certainly a novel experience.

More than that though, it was a nice experience. I’d never felt that kind of material on my skin, the way the soft lace brushed me gently as I moved, and the way the bodice hugged my torso. It felt lovely.

That was the moment in which I could have decided I had satisfied my curiosity. I could have packed away the dress and called it a day but, naturally, I didn’t. I decided instead to walk about my apartment with the dress still on, finalizing the rest of the packing. I felt the dress swish against me as I did, billowing out as I turned or spun, and bouncing as I leaned over to tidy Chloe’s other things away.

I kept the dress on as I finished putting away all the rest of her stuff. I kept it on when I decided to watch some TV after. I kept it on as I made myself some lunch. I was falling in love with the feeling of the dress. I fell in love with it in the same way I fell in love with seeing Chloe wear it.

When the time came to tape up Chloe’s boxes, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I couldn’t take the dress off and put it away with everything else. In fact, the complete opposite desire had overcome me.

I wanted to feel what it would be like to wear the dress with the high heels I had bought Chloe for her birthday the previous year.

Those heels were probably the shoes she had worn the absolute least. They were a stretch, as far as gifts went. Again, she was a sneaker girl, and these were anything but.

These were a pair of gold, heeled sandals. They had an inch tall platform and a three inch, block heel. They had a cute gold ankle strap and an equally thin strap at the front, which went over the toes. I’d seen them in a clothes shop a few weeks before her birthday, and I wanted to see her in them.

Unfortunately for me, they’d barely even left the shoebox they came in. Still, that meant that she’d left them in my apartment after she moved out which, in that moment, meant good things for me.

I pulled the shoes out of the box in which I’d packed them and I undid the ankle strap. I took my socks off and placed my right foot into the high heel. It was a strange feeling, having my foot arch and slide into the sandal straps the way they did. I normally liked formal men’s shoes, so my feet had never been in that kind of position before in their lives.

Still, I continued, and put my left foot in the other shoe as well. They were both a little tight, the forefoot strap digging into me ever so slightly. But they were more or less the right length, and the ankle strap fit just about perfectly. I fastened the clasps and stood up.

Or, at least, tried.

My first time in heels was not the glamorous and effortless event that I presumed it would be. I’d always loved the way women walked in heels. They looked sexy and feminine. I, on the other hand, nearly fell over. I steadied myself on a wall and tried more gently to get upright. That time, it worked.

I very cautiously put one foot in front of the other, leading with the ball of my foot, and planting it down onto the ground. I followed with the other foot, as if I was walking on tiptoes. It was not comfortable. It also must have looked ridiculous.

I pulled my phone from the pocket of my discarded jeans and quickly looked up a video of how to walk in heels. I’d suddenly gained a newfound respect for the fact that women could do it at all.

The video described to me how a woman was supposed to walk in high heels, with a heel-toe movement. She was to plant the heel first, and follow with the toes. It was the complete inverse to what I had tried. It didn’t sound remotely natural. Still, the woman in the video made it look easy. And her shoes were a lot more precarious looking than the pair I’d decided to try on.

With my newly researched technique in mind, I gave it a go. I put one foot forward, not too far, and planted the heel on the ground. It met my wooden hallway with a satisfying tap. I pushed my foot forward and the ball of my foot landed in place, with a second, equally as satisfying tap. I smiled. I’d always loved hearing that sound when Chloe walked.

I followed with my other foot. Or rather, I tried. Standing on one leg in a high heeled sandal did not turn out to be as easy as the woman in the video made it look. I wobbled and nearly fell over, partially collapsing in my own hallway.

I couldn’t help but laugh at myself. Women made walking in high heels look so effortless. I had no idea how much work they must have put in to make it appear that way. It turned out that it was anything but effortless.

I steadied myself on the wall once again and tried to walk, this time using the fittings and furniture in the hallway as a handrail as I moved.

Slowly but surely, I started to get the hang of it. As soon as I first realized that it wasn’t easy to walk in heels, it felt like I had set myself a goal to overcome. I supposed I was always a fairly competitive person. I guessed, in that moment, I was competing against any woman who had ever walked in high heeled shoes.

Well, it was likely a mix of my competitive spirit, plus the fact that I had got bored of all of the packing that I should have been doing instead.

It was probably about fifteen minutes that I had spent, pacing back and forth in the hallway. After that, I stopped needing to cling onto my apartment walls for dear life. After that, I could kind of support myself in the shoes. They weren’t so bad to wear after all. I didn’t know what Chloe had complained about for all of those years.

Wearing her dress and shoes, I made my way to my living room. I really focused on the feeling of the way the material moved on my body and the way my feet felt in the high heels. It was, I had to admit, really nice. I hadn’t necessarily expected to feel any other kind of way, as I’d already loved being with Chloe when she was wearing this outfit, although it was a different kind of feeling being the one wearing the clothes.

My living room had a full length mirror in. This one was big and ornate and made the room feel about twice the size that it actually was. This was also the first mirror that I saw myself in, wearing Chloe’s clothes.

And my god, what a surprise it was.

Even standing there, seeing my own face and my own stubble and my own short hair, there was something slightly magical about the outfit I was dressed in.

I liked it.

I supposed it wasn’t a surprise. Chloe and I were always a very open and nonjudgmental couple. We always thought it was cool when the guys in rock bands wore a dress on stage. We had plenty of queer friends. We read romance books that covered every type of relationship, straight or gay or anywhere in between. In a way, it was maybe more of a surprise that I hadn’t tried on a dress before that day.

It was cool, in a way. It felt edgy and nonconformist, seeing myself in the dress. It was like I’d broken free of society’s constraints. I was free and liberated and could do what I wanted.

For the first time that day, I wished I could have shared the moment with Chloe. She probably would have got a kick out of it. I hadn’t spoken to her much over that week though. She might have found it a weird icebreaker.

Instead, I decided to share it with the people who always had my back.

I decided to share it with the internet.
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It was, in my mind, just a bit of fun. I was a fairly private person, but I decided that sharing the moment wouldn’t hurt. With my cellphone still in my hand from trying to learn to walk, I opened up the camera. I aimed it at myself in the mirror.

Thanks to the light that flooded into the room from the huge window at the end, I was lit as if I was the starlet in a Golden-Era Hollywood movie. The dress glowed with a gentle backlighting that made it look like it was being worn by some kind of sun goddess, living on a cloud. I couldn’t help but smile. I loved that dress so, so much. I really wished I got to see Chloe wear it some more.

With her not around though, this was the next best thing.

I took a photo, let my cellphone work its magic, and then looked at the finished result. It was pretty. It was fun. It was a boy in a dress, who didn’t care about what the world thought.

Although, I sort of did. I did care what the world thought.

I still had a job and some less progressive friends, and I’d never been one to rock the boat. I took a second photo, this time with my head just about cut off. This time, the frame was filled with the dress and the shoes, and only a hint of my chin and its facial hair.

The dress was the perfect length to hide my leg hair and, being a light blond anyway, my arms looked smooth and sleek in that lighting.

The photo looked good. It obviously wasn’t the body of a woman in that dress, in the photo, but it was still a good look. I was skinny, always had been, so there wasn’t much in the way of feminine curves or cleavage, but I still looked good.

Distracted by a sudden, sharp pain in the soles of my feet, I decided enough was enough. The high heels had started to hurt, both from the strap being a little tight, and from the simple fact that they were high heels. Again, women made it look a lot easier than it actually was to wear them. I stripped back down to my boxers and put Chloe’s shoes back in their assigned box.

But the dress, I still couldn’t bring myself to fold up. When Chloe came to collect it, I was making sure it went home with her in a dress bag. It was staying pristine, whether she’d ever wear it again or not.

The rest of the day was spent deciding what things were technically mine and what things were technically Chloe’s. A lot of the cute, feminine touches that she had added to the apartment were actually our choice. Most of it was a joint decision. I wanted an excuse to soften the bachelor pad look of my home, and Chloe was the ideal excuse for that.

In the end, I mostly decided that the majority of the things, like cute pillows and scented candles, were mine. Chloe could come and pick out the stuff she wanted from all of those things, when she came to collect the rest of her belongings.

It took until the evening before I finally felt I’d finished. I deliberately didn’t make plans that Friday so I could sort out the apartment and, as I was getting ready for bed, I suddenly remembered my plan for that photo I took. I was going to share it online.

I was a pretty frequent forum poster. I preferred forums to social media, as you could always find communities and sub-communities for anything you wanted. Also, you could ignore anything you didn’t want. You could ignore posts from your friends who were suddenly mom-bloggers, your aunt’s politics, and spoilers for TV shows. All that kind of stuff.

I posted a lot in book communities. I even moderated a couple. I loved reading people’s book opinions, sharing my own book opinions, and deciding that my book opinions were better than other people’s. That was the pure essence of internet forums.

That evening, I decided to branch out from my normal online home, and find a place more appropriate for my photo. I searched a few terms that I figured might lead to the kind of community I was after. After a while, I settled on a page for genderfluid people.

I wasn’t sure if that term really covered what I was doing, but I didn’t really feel like I was made for the transgender community, or any of the countless explicit sounding pages I’d accidentally come across either.

The title I settled on was simple. ‘Tried on my first dress.’ I posted it, turned my phone to sleep mode, read a book for twenty minutes, and then turned off the lights.

The next morning, as my alarm went off, I awoke to a very unexpected text message.

Josh is this you?
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Seeing that message woke me up more than any alarm ever could have. My mind immediately jumped to one conclusion.

I had been recognized from the photo I posted.

But the message was from Chloe. Chloe must have recognized me from the photo. I opened the message and, sure as anything, she had attached a screenshot of my post from the previous night.

My mind started racing. If Chloe had recognized me, had anyone else? Who else could have seen that photo without me realizing? I immediately started typing a response.

How did you know?




Please don’t tell anyone!




It was a weird feeling, going from thinking it would be fun to share my moment in the dress to suddenly finding it the most nerve wracking thought imaginable. I stared at the chat, waiting for Chloe to reply. Thankfully, she was the type of girl who never left you on read. She was back online immediately.

your username idiot




plus that’s obviously my dress and that’s obviously your apartment




Oh shit. Of course that’s how she recognized me.

We broke up on good terms. It’s not like we purged each other from our lives the moment we were through. We still had each other on social media, we still messaged and, clearly, she still followed my forum account. I needed to do a little damage control. The conversation resumed.

I’m sorry!




I was packing the last of your things away yesterday. I thought it’d be fun to try it.




Like I was the guitarist from that band when we saw them last year.




hahaha




yeah you look very punk rock




I thought I did!




But hey, your stuff is more or less ready for you to collect when you want it. When do you want to come round?




you free today?




Yeah, any time!




see you in an hour?




Perfect!




The conversation went a lot better than I hoped. I couldn’t help but think how much worse that chat may have gone, if we hadn’t broken up on such good terms. If Chloe hated my guts and then happened across that photo of me in her dress, things probably would have gone a whole lot worse.

But then, there was another unexpected twist to the morning. The next message Chloe sent me.

you’d better be wearing that dress when I turn up




I guessed she was joking. We were still pretty playful when we spoke and when we saw each other

Haha!




Are we having a punk rock day?




something like that lol




besides you look better in it than I ever did




put it on. I want to see it!




I guessed she wasn’t joking.

My ex wanted to see me in a dress.
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With only an hour until Chloe was coming over, I needed to sort myself out as fast as I could. I fixed myself a quick breakfast and a coffee, I brushed my teeth, and I showered. I went to my closet and pulled out my jeans and a sweater and then I thought about the message.

Did Chloe actually want to see me in the dress? Or was she just playing? She was meant to be over in fifteen minutes, so I more or less had to decide then and there, about how I was going to play it.

I decided to go along with it. I kind of enjoyed wearing the dress yesterday. It had felt nice.

Best case scenario, we shared a laugh and had a fun morning, worst case scenario, Chloe finally got her own back for all the times I’d begged her to wear that very same dress. I didn’t really have much to lose. It wasn’t like she was going to tell anyone else.

Slipping back into the tight waist of the dress, I experienced the exact same emotions as the day before. The thrill of the soft and feminine material against my skin. The joy in the swishing of fabric as I put it on. The sense of excitement in doing something taboo. I picked up the gold sandals and then hesitated. I didn’t really want to wear those any longer than I had to.

My apartment was tidy, it smelled good, and it was more than ready to have Chloe come and see it. So I waited. I strolled to the living room, sat on the couch, and put on the TV. I eventually slipped the high heels onto my feet and closed the ankle buckle.

I couldn’t help but feel good. There was something sort of nice about just relaxing in the big flowy dress. It was how ladies of leisure must have felt when their husbands were away on work, and all they could do was sit about and be rich. I was a wealthy heiress, enjoying her fortune.

The buzzer rang on my flat. My fantasy of wealth and opulence was shattered by the sound of the broken intercom crackling into life.

“It’s Chloe!” came the voice over the static.

Her voice sounded upbeat. It was nice to hear her voice, even through the noise of the line that my landlord refused to fix. I hobbled over to the receiver as best I could in the high heels and pressed the talk button.

“It should be unlocked! Come on up.”

I heard the click of the door opening from her end of the intercom. I made my way straight to my front door. Even if she took the stairs up to my apartment, I’d still need the head start in order to get to my door first, wearing her shoes.

After a few moments, there was a knock on my door. I peered through the peephole, just to make sure I wasn’t about to embarrass myself by opening the door to the delivery guy or something.

Thankfully, I was met by the sight of Chloe. Her lightly freckled, pretty face and her shoulder length, curly, light brunette hair all slightly warped by the fisheye of the viewing hole.

I opened the door immediately. As it swung towards me, my new look was all at once revealed to Chloe. A smile burst onto her face. She laughed.

“It does look better on you,” she said.

She stepped into my apartment and we both hugged each other. I released my right arm from the hug and closed the door behind her back. I didn’t necessarily want my new look shared with much more of the world than her.

“Is this to get me back for all the times that I begged you to wear it?” I asked her.

“Maybe a little,” she said as we released one another. “But you do look cute, too.”

I laughed.

“Thank you. I was just thinking that I felt like a lady of leisure in this thing. Relaxing on the chaise-longue while my husband is away cheating on me.”

She laughed back.

“Well you certainly look the part,” she told me.

We walked into my living room and sat on the couch together. We hadn’t seen each other in person for a little while so we caught up. We talked about work, asked about each other’s friends we’d not seen since we broke up, and talked about the books we were still both reading at the same time. It was nice. It was like old times. I was grateful we were still friends.

I talked Chloe through the boxes of things I’d packed for her, and raised the issue of the things that I wasn’t sure who they technically belonged to. It was at that moment that the conversation returned to the topic of the dress I was still wearing.

“Well, clearly it belongs to you now,” she said of my outfit.

“What, I’m going to have to beg you to take it, the same way I had to beg you to wear it?” I asked.

“You did always like that dress more than me, Josh,” she reminded me.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I conceded.

“Do you like wearing it?” she asked, earnestly.

I always felt safe telling Chloe the truth. She was a great listener and never one to talk behind anyone’s back. So I told her the truth.

“I kind of do, yeah.”

“Cute,” she said. “What do you like about it?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted plainly. “I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“That’s fair,” she said, “I just thought I’d ask.”

“Yeah,” I considered the question for a moment. “I guess I like the feeling of it. Like, the actual way the dress moves on me and stuff. And I guess I like the feeling of it emotionally, maybe. Plus I thought I looked pretty good in the mirror.”

“Well there you go,” she said.

I smiled.

“A real breakthrough there, huh,” I joked. “It’s like we’re in a TV drama.”

”Our relationship always was,” she joked back.

We carried on talking a little more before we decided it was time to face the mountain of boxes of Chloe’s stuff that we needed to sort out. I figured that they were mostly ready to go, but we thought it’d be sensible to look through them together first, just to make sure I hadn’t made any mistakes.

I had to take the high heels off for the task. Chloe couldn’t stop laughing at my attempts to move around the apartment wearing them.

It was as we were sorting through her toiletries that the conversation yet again returned to my outfit. She had just opened the box of all of the makeup she’d left behind.

“I sort of forgot I left all of this stuff here,” she said, looking at the stack of foundation and eyeshadow and lipstick.

“Well there’s enough of it,” I replied.

“Yeah, I don’t think I wear makeup anywhere near as much as this makes it look like I do,” she continued. “I don’t think I even need any of this.”

“What do you want to do, toss it out?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she answered. “Or…”

She trailed off and looked at me mischievously.

“Or what?” I couldn’t help but smile back.

“Or you could go shave and I could help you complete your look.”

I laughed.

“For real?” I asked her.

“For real!” she shot back.

I thought about it for a moment. I had absolutely nothing to lose. I was having a good time with Chloe, I wasn’t going out anywhere that day and, hell, I was already enjoying wearing the dress. I figured I’d go for it.

“Sure, I guess.”

She clapped her hands together.

“Amazing! I’ll bring these through to that desk by the window,” she picked up the box. “I need the light to work my magic.”

She did a flamboyant motion with her free hand, where she wiggled her fingers like some kind of illusionist. I laughed.

“Okay, see you in five,” I said.

“Don’t get any shaving foam on that dress,” she warned me. “Or little beard hairs. I know what you’re like.”

“Yes, boss,” I said to her, as I retired to the restroom.
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Despite my joking response, she was right about my shaving. I locked the restroom door, took the dress off, and lathered my face with shaving foam. I made my razor hot under the water and got to work. I was never usually a huge fan of how I looked with a clean shaved face, but I decided to put that aside for the sake of Chloe.

After a few minutes, I was as smooth as the day I was born. I ran my fingers over my soft jaw. I couldn’t remember the last time I didn’t have any stubble. It was a strange feeling. Regardless, I gave my face a rinse, dried off, and slipped back into the dress. I was ready for my new look.

I returned to the living room and, as promised, Chloe had spread her makeup collection all over the desk.

“Welcome to my laboratory,” she said as I entered. “Please take a seat.”

She did the hand motion again. I laughed and did as she told me.

“Now, I’ve got to admit something,” she continued. “I’ve never done makeup on anyone else.”

“Me neither, If that helps,” I replied.

“Well that does put my mind a little at ease,” she joked. “But that does also mean you can’t get mad at me if you come out looking like the monster from that book we read the other week.”

I laughed.

“If you manage to make me look like a monster then we’re doing a stage adaptation of that book right here in my apartment,” I told her.

“You’re on,” she agreed. “But I barely even do my own makeup, so don’t expect miracles here.”

“Yes, yes,” I waved my hand as if batting away her comments. “I won’t be the prettiest girl at the ball, I get it.”

“Good, glad you do,” she said.

With that, she was underway. She took her foundation and squirted it onto a brush. She started lightly painting my face with it. It was cool and felt a little strange as it smeared over my pores and began to cover my skin.

“This okay?” she asked.

“You’ve barely even done anything,” I told her.

“Well, sure. But tell me if I, like, hurt you or anything,” she said.

“Hurt me?” I repeated. “What the hell are you planning on doing?”

She simply laughed and carried on with her work.

After a few more moments, it had felt as if the brush had touched every corner of my face, from my hairline right down to beneath my jaw. I tried to look over to the big mirror in the room to see what she was doing but I was at the wrong angle to see myself.

“No peeking,” Chloe said anyway. “Not least because I don’t know how well this is going.”

“Fine, fine,” I conceded.

She returned to her work. She picked up a pot of rouge blusher from the side and added a little to the same brush which she had used for the foundation. It was put against my cheek and spread around in a circular motion. She stopped, looked at me, then she put the brush back in the blusher and applied a little more.

“I really do not know how well this is going,” she said.

“Are we doing the monster play or not?” I asked.

“I’m not sure yet,” she answered.

Next was lipstick. She picked out a subtle red, not much different from the actual color of my lips. I was asked to pout and she started filling in the shape of my mouth.

“I can’t get this symmetrical,” she told me as she painted. “Is your mouth asymmetrical?”

“My mouth is beautiful, Chloe.”

She worked at it a little more before she finally smiled and told me she’d figured it out. I had felt the lipstick go further and further outside of the line of my actual lips as she kept applying more. I had no idea how it might have looked.

Next, she took out some mascara and applied it all over my eyelashes. And then she added a second coat over the top of the first.

“The theme of your new look is ‘bold,’ I’m going to say,” she told me.

“Great,” I responded sarcastically.

I felt the mascara wand tug gently at my eyelashes as yet more mascara was put on me. I had no idea how she decided that enough was enough, but she eventually put the wand away and picked up an eyeshadow palette.

“I’m going to try and match your dress,” she told me.

She held the palette to my dress and pointed out a green color.

“Do you think this one?” she asked.

“I think it’s about the same color. This one is more like the color of the lace though,” I said, pointing to a slightly lighter green in the same palette.

“Ohh, good thinking,” she agreed.

I watched as she loaded up an eyeshadow brush with the darker green, before I was told to close my eyes. I felt the brush push against my eyelid and swipe from side to side.

“I’m going to try and blend it,” she either told me or warned me.

“Good luck.”

I opened my eyes again and saw her put the lighter green on the other end of the eyeshadow brush. I dutifully closed my eyes and could feel as she dragged the color from just below my eyebrows, towards the area she had already covered with the darker shade.

“How’s it going?” I asked her.

“I think okay,” she replied.

“You’re not exactly filling me with confidence,” I told her.

She shushed me. I laughed briefly.

“Stop moving!” she said. “Now, if it goes wrong, it’s all your fault.”

I laughed again.

With the eyeshadow finished, she picked up an eyeliner pencil. I could feel its soft end tracing the line of my upper eyelids, and then it traced the line of my lower lid.

“That was a mistake,” she admitted.

“Great,” I replied.

“Look, it’s happened now. All I can do is make it even on the other side.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. It really was not how I imagined spending my Saturday. I was glad it was how I was spending it, however. It was a hell of a lot of fun.

The eyeliner pencil moved over my other eye and she looked at me, a contemplative expression on her face. To my relief, she put the pencil away.

“I think we’re done,” she informed me.

“Thank god for that,” I said.

“Hey, thank me for that. I’ve done great.”

She always knew how to crack me up.

“Wait,” she suddenly said. “Don’t move, one last thing.”

She picked up a small hair clip from in amongst the makeup. She swept my blond hair back and clipped it into place.

“Okay,” she said, “now let’s look.”

I stood up from the desk chair and we started moving together towards the mirror, before she stopped me again.

“Wait. You can’t get mad at me,” she said.

“Mad at you?” I asked.

“Yeah, if you don’t like it,’ she explained. “It didn’t come out how I meant it.”

“Yes, yes,” I waved my hand again impatiently.

“Okay, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

We walked to the mirror. I saw myself.

I saw myself in a dress and makeup, standing next to Chloe.

And I loved it.
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We stood in silence for a moment.

“I’m sorry,” said Chloe. “You can go wash it off if you want.”

“What?” I blurted. “Chloe, I love it.”

“You do?” she asked me.

“It’s amazing,” I told her.

She threw her arms around me from the side and hugged. I simply stood there in disbelief at what I was seeing.

Sure, she was right, it wasn’t the perfect makeover. My eyes were weirdly dark from the eyeliner and mascara, and my blusher was dramatic to say the least. The foundation tone looked a little pale, and my mouth definitely was asymmetrical from Chloe’s work. But none of that mattered. I loved it.

I wasn’t sure what it was. It was a feeling I had never experienced before. It was like a sense of joy from deep within me. Like something about me felt right in a way it never had before. Something was fixed that I never even knew was broken.

And it was all from Chloe’s makeover. It was all from that moment of wearing my ex’s dress.

It was all from seeing myself, for the first time, as a woman.

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t entirely know what to say.

“I love it,” I said again.

I wasn’t sure what came over me. If it was the surge of new emotions, or the feelings I was sharing with Chloe that I had maybe missed from our relationship. Whatever it was, I found myself suddenly crying. It wasn’t sadness or mourning for our relationship. I had no idea what it was.

“Josh!” Chloe suddenly said. “What’s wrong?”

I had no idea. I sniffled a little.

“I don’t know,” I told her.

“Do you want to take it off?” she asked me.

“No,” I replied. “I don’t think I ever do.”

She hugged me tighter and then released me, taking me by the hand and guiding me to the couch. She sat me down and wrapped her arms around me again, comforting me as my breathing slowly returned to normal and my tears began to dry.

“I’m sorry,” I eventually said to her.

“For what?” she asked.

“I don’t know. For this.”

She simply held me again.

“The makeup wasn’t that bad was it?” she asked.

Again, she had managed to make me laugh. I was grateful for it. I wanted an emotion I could make sense of. She kept her arms around me for a time. We exchanged brief sentences back and forth, mostly meaningless, until I had returned to my senses.

“I don’t know what came over me,” I told her.

“I think I do,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“It’s… I don’t know,” she seemed to stumble on her own thoughts. “Look, don’t take this the wrong way. Actually, promise you’ll hear me out on this.”

“I promise.”

“Okay,” she resumed. “When we were together, you were never, like… Well, you never really wore the pants in the relationship.”

Her sentence ended but I had nothing to say in response yet. I wasn’t sure I understood where she was going.

She started talking again. “Like, you’re not exactly a man’s man. You never were. And that’s what I always liked about you. That’s why we always got on so well. Do get on so well.”

“Yeah,” I loosely agreed.

“Well you’ve got this, like…” she seemed as if she was trying hard to conjure up the words that would satisfy the sentiment she had in her own mind. “You’ve got this feminine energy about you. Look - don’t say anything - I know ‘energy’ is a stupid word, but it’s the best I’ve got. There’s something about you that felt different from other guys I’d dated. When I was with you, it was like hanging out with one of the girls. It wasn’t like being with a guy. I was comfortable with you in a whole different way.”

I tried to digest her explanation.

“So…” I didn’t know how to tackle her explanation. “What are you trying to say?”

“I don’t know, it’s hard to figure it out. I don’t think I know what it is I’m getting at.”

We both sat in silence for a while.

“Look,” she finally said. “When we were together, we were never super intimate. I always instigated sex. I never felt like you were even particularly comfortable with it.”

“Is this about why we broke up, now?” I asked.

“No!” she protested. “I’m trying to help you figure this out. I guess what I’m trying to say is that you never felt like much of a man. And that’s not a criticism. I’m not trying to hurt you by saying it. I’m just telling you what I felt then, and why maybe you’re feeling like you’re feeling now. Sorry for being so blunt. I’m just trying to be honest with you.”

Silence filled the room again.

“So, you think, like…” I was the one trying to find the words this time. “You think there’s some part of me that… What are you trying to say?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “Maybe we don’t need to overthink it or analyze it or whatever. Maybe you should just enjoy wearing the dress.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, fuck it,” she decided. “We don’t need an answer right away. I’m not a scientist. And besides I’ve got two hours before I promised I’d go to my dad’s place to help him with some DIY project, so do you want to order a pizza and watch a movie or do you want me to psychoanalyze you until I have to leave?”

“The pizza sounds nice,” I told her.

“Well there’s the only answer we need.”
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We did as she suggested. We ordered pizza and watched a movie. It was a romance flick we’d watched a hundred times before. I spent the whole time still in her dress and with my new makeover. Chloe warned me not to get marinara on either. She did a great job of keeping things fun and light, despite the heaviness of our earlier conversation.

When it was time for her to leave, we broached the topic again of all the boxes full of her stuff.

“Honestly, just keep it,” she said about most of the boxes. “Think of this as a parting gift. Keep the dress, keep the makeup, and keep some of the other stuff. Just for now.”

“Don’t you want it?” I asked.

“I mean, I’ve not needed any of it since I moved out, so I’m probably not going to need it any time soon,” she told me.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I don’t know if I want it either.”

She smiled.

“Well, if you don’t, that’s fine. Text me and I’ll come get it, for real this time. But just think about it. Keep it for a bit and, if you want to wear the dress again, or try out the makeup, it’s there for you.”

“Thank you,” I repeated.

“You’re welcome. Love you.”

She hadn’t said she loved me since we broke up. It was weird to hear it. She said it in such a casual way, like the way you tell a friend. It felt kind of nice.

“Love you,” I said back.

We had one final hug and she went to the door.

“If you text me and I don’t reply,” she said, “then it’s nothing personal. My dad just killed me with a power tool.”

We laughed one final time. She was gone.

I was alone once again. It had been nice seeing Chloe. It was so strange, no longer being in love with her but still feeling love for her. The whole day had already been strange up until that point though, I supposed. Maybe two exes giving each other their love was the least of it.

I returned to the living room. Now it was just me in my apartment, I thought that maybe I could try and emotionally unpack whatever was going on in my own mind. I walked to the mirror and stared at myself. All of the emotions were still bubbling away inside of me. The joy, the confusion, whatever else it was that I didn’t have a name for yet.

But it answered nothing. I had no answers for why I felt the way I did. Maybe I just simply liked seeing this female version of myself. Or maybe I was tripped out from spending a day with my ex, her being so close and caring. But it felt deeper than that. Those all felt like surface level answers. Without the money for a therapist, maybe I wasn’t getting to the bottom of it.

I spent the rest of the day in the makeup and the dress. I didn’t do anything I wouldn’t have usually done on a Saturday - reading, chores, and cooking for myself - but doing it in the dress made it feel different. It made it feel better.

When the day finally came to an end, I didn’t want to go to bed. I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t want to go back to my usual self. It was only through sheer force of will that I made myself take the makeup and dress off and force myself to go to sleep, hours after I usually would have.

The next day, nothing had changed. I woke up early, despite my late night, and the first thing on my mind was the dress. I wanted it again. My day started exactly as the day before, breakfast, teeth, shower. But this time, after I dried off, I wasn’t questioning whether or not to put the dress on. I did it immediately.

I looked at myself in the mirror yet again. The dress had become important to me. It had become the embrace of an old friend. Or the promise of a new one. But it wasn’t enough. Chloe’s makeover on me the day before made me feel complete. I had never done makeup in my life, but I had to give it a try.

All of Chloe’s makeup was still in the living room from the day before. I didn’t manage to bring myself to box it back up after she left.

I just needed one thing.

I had a little freestanding mirror hidden away in a cabinet somewhere. I rummaged around my apartment trying to find it and, eventually, I discovered it again. A little dusty and unloved but, still, it was perfect for what I needed.

Now, I had a dressing table. I brought the mirror back to the living room desk and placed it in a way to catch the light. I sat in the chair and looked at myself. I looked at all of Chloe’s makeup and, right then, it compounded within me the fact that I had no idea what I was doing.

I would have been lying to myself if I said that I didn’t know what the products were, or how they were used. I guessed Chloe was right that I wasn’t exactly a man’s man. But the thing was, I’d never actually used any of them. I’d helped Chloe pick out colors and tools in the past before, but that was as far as it went.

I had to rely on my classic helping hand. The internet.

Much like my previous attempt to walk in high heels, the first thing I did was load up makeup tutorial videos. I spent about twenty minutes clicking on different ones, watching women explain their routine and their favorite products. It was all almost completely over my head. I finally changed my search term a little.

’Beginner makeup tutorial.’

And, just like that, I was in. The most popular video by a woman named Mary turned out to be perfect for me. I loaded the video and she started talking.

“So I got into makeup late in life,” the woman in the video started narrating to the camera. “I was kind of a ‘tomboy’ at school. Or a late bloomer, that’s a nice term for girls who figured out how to stop being ugly.”

Her self deprecating humor kind of reminded me of Chloe.

“Anyway, I didn’t know how to use makeup until I was twenty-two. Twenty-two!” Mary reiterated. “And, girl, if that’s you as well, then this video is for you.”

I wasn’t sure I exactly fit the criteria but she seemed like the safest pair of hands I had. I watched.

Over the course of a forty minute video, Mary explained a number of products, why and how she used them, and gave demonstrations of each. There were about five different things that she used that Chloe either didn’t own or simply didn’t leave at my apartment, but the way the video ran through everything meant I could still get by.

After the video was over, I decided it was time to give it a try. I went back to the start of her actual makeover, after her explanations, and tried my best to follow along.

Mary started with a makeup primer. I didn’t have that, so I skipped onto applying foundation when she did. Interestingly, she dabbed it onto her face and then spread it. She used a sponge as well, but I only had Chloe’s brush. I made do.

Next, Mary was applying contouring products. A highlighter and a low-lighter. I had neither. I could only watch and try and imagine how it would work on my own face. When she moved onto the blusher though, I was back in. I dusted some onto a new brush - not the same foundation brush, as Chloe had done - and followed the same movements as Mary.

She explained in the video that her face shape was probably different to my face shape. She was certainly right. The reason she said that, was because it apparently made a difference as to where I should have applied my blusher. She said that putting blusher above her cheekbones may have been right for her, but not for me. Still, I did it her way, and was fairly happy with the results.

In general, I was surprised with how well I was doing. Having never applied makeup in my life, it was coming out pretty even and pretty nicely, all things considered. I was no Mary, sure, but it was a solid start.

That was, until it was time for eye makeup. Mary’s technique was a lot more subtle than Chloe’s had been on me the day before. I opted to try Mary’s style. She used a gentle pink color around the very edges of the eye, which she blended to a darker pink at the lid line. She then applied eyeliner, complete with little eyeliner wings, and some mascara on her top eyelashes.

For me, I mashed the two pinks together, drew wonky lines over my eyes, and smeared mascara over my eyelids. Plus, both eyes looked completely different. I suddenly understood Chloe’s question about whether my face was asymmetrical.

Still, I persevered. I moved onto my lips, as Mary did in the video. She applied a lip liner and then infilled the shape she had drawn, using a lipstick. I didn’t have the lip liner either, so I made do with just the lipstick. Once again, the issue of symmetry arose.

That didn’t matter. I was done. I had done my own makeup for the first time. Sure, it was wonky and it was messy and it was smeared. But it was still my makeup. The look of it didn't matter at all in comparison to the feel of it. I was elated.

I looked at myself in the full length mirror yet again and was flooded with all of yesterday’s emotions. And a new one. It was pride. I was proud of having done my own makeup. Having transformed myself into this feminine version of me.

I loved it.

I had to talk to Chloe again. I needed to share this with her. She was there for me when I needed it yesterday. She left all of her things for me to use. She was so important in all of this.

Are you busy?




I only had to wait a few moments for her reply.

no joke. I’m still at my dad’s




You’re still at your dad’s?!




yh. the diy project he said he wanted me for was REMOVING A WALL




I burst out laughing

Hahahaha no way! Are you actually serious?




I -wish- I was joking




he’s just gone out for this thing he said he needed to keep the floor up though so I’ve got like ten minutes away from him




Okay, I’ll make this count




I tried on the dress. I did my makeup again. I’m so happy!




no way! that’s great!




I know!




send a photo




I didn’t hesitate. I had no reason to. Repeating my pose from two days before, I took a photo in the full length mirror. I couldn’t help but spot the countless errors with my makeup, but I sent it anyway. The response came immediately.

you look sooo good! I’m so happy for you!




I’m happy for me, too.




so what are you going to do?




Uh, I don’t know?




Maybe buy some more makeup.




oh my gifts weren’t enough for you?




Do you even know what primer is?




don’t get sassy with me




but also no




Okay, next weekend, come over to mine again. I’m going to have some things to teach you.




you’ve got yourself a deal




oh shit got to go. dad’s back




I literally do not even know how to explain what he’s holding




wish me luck. love you




Love you too!




It was weird how the past few days were the closest I’d felt to Chloe since we first started dating. It was like we’d found a compatibility between each other that we had somehow missed when we were together. I preferred it. It was nice.

I’d also made a big promise. I just claimed that I was going to teach my ex-girlfriend how to properly do her makeup.

It was a promise I intended to keep.
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The following week was an expensive one. As soon as I had stopped messaging Chloe, I was straight online and I was ordering makeup. Lots of makeup.

I ordered foundation that looked more like my own skin tone, I ordered makeup primer and setting spray, and I ordered contouring sticks. I bought lip liner and a new liquid eyeliner and more different powders and pastes than I could count. All in, I’d spent a couple hundred dollars. It was pretty exciting.

With express shipping, everything arrived on Monday evening. I needed that. I was going to need the practice.

Every night that week, I would finish work, get home, eat something, and then go to my new makeup counter. I would watch tutorial after tutorial, a lot from that same Mary girl, and I would try and apply what I had learned.

Even on the first day, I had improved. It turned out that the quality of the makeup I had bought was way better than any of Chloe’s stuff, and that in itself made a difference in how my finished look came out.

Night after night, I’d try new techniques. I’d apply products in different ways and in different places. I’d do my makeup two or three times in one night if I needed to, until I eventually felt I had got it right. By Wednesday I had perfected my lipstick. By Thursday, it was my blusher and eyeshadow. By Friday, I had finally solved how to do winged eyeliner.

I couldn’t wait to show Chloe.

She was due to come to mine on Saturday morning. We’d agreed 10am, so I woke up early and got to work on my makeup as soon as I stopped feeling groggy. Thankfully, my self-imposed intensive makeup training had paid off. By 9am, I was beautiful. It had only been a week, but I was already pretty damn good.

I was back in the dress and ready for Chloe’s arrival. Punctual as ever, I was answering the door to her a few minutes before ten.

“Oh my god,” she said when she saw me. “You look incredible!”

“Thank you,” I was beaming. “I like what you’ve done with your hair.”

“Thank you,” she said in response.

She had changed her hair in a very subtle way. She normally had a middle parting but she’d kind of worked some bangs into the mix. It paired with the soft waves of her brunette hair really well. It was cute.

That Saturday, she was wearing white sneakers, skin tight black jeans, and a long sleeve black T-shirt, with a scoop neck that slightly revealed the top of her bra. I closed the door as she entered my apartment for the second weekend in a row.

“But I’m serious, you look amazing. Did you actually do that yourself?” she asked me.

“What, you think I’ve got a makeup artist hidden in my closet?”

“Well either that or you’ve got one hidden in you,” she quipped.

I was pretty sure I blushed, beneath my makeover.

“Thank you,” I said again. “I spent a lot of the week practicing. Well, all of it, to be precise.”

“It shows. What is this?” she asked, gesturing towards my makeup, loosely.

“My face,” I replied, plainly.

“Very good,” she retorted. “But, like, it looks so different. Your nose is, like, a whole different shape. What is that?”

“That, Chloe, is the magic of contouring,” I explained.

“Oh like those light and dark sticks you can buy?”

“Those light and dark sticks, yeah,” I told her, almost laughing at the way she phrased it.

“You know, I never knew what those were for,” she admitted.

“Yeah but you’re cute, you can get away with not knowing what they’re for,” I said to her.

“Aw, shucks,” she said in a teasing way, flapping a hand at me.

The way we were talking felt like we could have been flirting. But we weren’t. It was a weird type of conversation. It was as if we both knew that there was no sexual tension between us and no desire. Like it was a safe zone in which we could say what we want and act how we wanted without fear of misunderstanding or upsetting one another.

“Seriously, I can’t get over it,” she reiterated. “You look so… Well, you look like a whole different woman.”

I hadn’t expected her to refer to me as a woman. It was out of the blue and it took me a second to comprehend. But it felt nice. I wasn’t sure if she had thought about what she was going to say or if it was a slip of the tongue but it felt good to hear.

“I liked that,” I admitted to her.

“What, the compliment? Are you fishing for more?” she asked.

“No. Being called a woman,” I said cautiously, almost afraid to say it aloud.

She smiled.

“Then you’re my woman from now on,” she said.

I felt warm. We hugged. I invited her into my apartment properly, so we weren’t standing in my hallway any longer. We went to the living room and started chatting.

We again discussed our weeks at work, our books, and our weeks outside of work. Chloe had tried to get back into hockey and found a local team. I had been practicing makeup. Our weeks were worlds apart but we were both very happy for each other.

“So you learned all this off of videos?” she asked me about my new makeup skills.

“Yeah,” I told her. “There was this one girl I watched a load of videos by and then kind of branched out from there.”

“Can you show me?” was her next question.

“The videos? Sure,” I was about to stand up and get my cellphone.

“No,” she stopped me. “Like, how you do it.”

“How I do my makeup? Yeah, I can talk you through it.”

“No,” she said again. “Can you show me, on me?”

“Do your makeup?” I questioned with almost a feeling of disbelief.

“Yeah! It’s only fair you return the favor,” she said.

“Sure,” I said, thinking about it for a second. “But also this is my first time doing makeup on anyone else so you can’t get mad at me if you finish up looking like a monster.”

Chloe laughed.

“I’ll take my chances.”

[image: ]


Over the course of the week, the roles had somehow reversed. This time, Chloe was sitting in my desk chair and I was standing over her, makeup products in hand. I had also hidden the mirror again, so now she would be the one who wouldn't be allowed to peek.

I started working on her makeup the exact same way I did my own. For her though, I narrated what I was doing. She seemed genuinely interested in why I had made the makeup choices that I had, over the week since we last met. She seemed to want to learn.

“This is primer,” I explained to her as I layered the almost paste-like liquid onto her face with a finger. “This helps smooth your pores and lets the makeup bind better.”

She replied with a contemplative hum.

After it was done, I was placing precise dots of foundation in specific locations on her face.

“We don’t want too much of this. And you want to dab it in with a sponge. It gives a more even finish than a brush,” I started dabbing. “And, you don’t want to put it directly on the brush or the sponge. That’s how you get an uneven finish.”

“Ohh,” she replied. “I always thought I looked bad in foundation.”

“Well it does cover your freckles a little,” I agreed.

She smiled. I finished the foundation and retrieved the contour sticks.

“So these,” I said waving the sticks in front of her face, “are my secret weapon. These literally change your whole face. Watch this.”

I applied the sticks to her face the same way I did my own. Some highlighter in a stripe down the center of her nose, some under the eye, some above the eyebrows, and a small dot on her chin and corners of her jaw. The shadow stick went in the hollows of her cheeks, the sides of her nose, around her forehead, and a little on her jawline as well.

“Now you want a fresh sponge for this,” I said, thinking back to her catch-all brush she used the previous week for foundation and blusher.

“I feel like you’re lecturing me now,” she joked.

“I am,” I joked back.

I blended her highlights and lowlights until the gradient became something natural. Her nose looked more sleek, her jaw more pronounced. The same way I had done with my own.

“How do I look?” Chloe asked me.

“Cute,” I told her.

I meant it.

After the contouring was complete, I moved onto her eyes. I had been trying this smoky eye thing during the week and I thought that maybe it would look good on her, too. I applied a dark, almost brownish purple, to the lids of her eyes. I faded it out towards her brow with a chrome color, and dashed some hints of white in for good measure.

With the eyeshadow complete, I added mascara and winged eyeliner, before moving onto her blusher. Once that was done, it was only her lips to go. I started to draw her lips in with a pencil.

“This is new,” she commented.

“It’s my favorite part,” I told her.

I chose a red for her lips, which had a hint of brown to match her eyes. The hundreds of dollars I spent on all of this makeup had afforded me a few choices of color for each item of makeup I used. The investment was already paying for itself.

“Close your eyes and mouth. And, actually, hold your breath for a second,” I said to Chloe when I was done.

“Okay,” she said and immediately obliged.

I misted her face lightly with the setting spray, the way I had done to myself the same morning. My work was done. She looked gorgeous. She looked like a whole different woman to the Chloe I had dated. She looked like a supermodel.

“You can look,” I told her.

She didn’t hesitate. She was straight out of her seat and was at the living room mirror before I could blink.

“Oh my god,” was her reaction. “This is the hottest I’ve ever looked.”

“You like it?” I asked, a little proud of the response I’d received.

“Like it? I love it.”

She held my hand as we looked at ourselves in the mirror.

“We look so good,” she said.

“I know,” I agreed. “I love this.”

“Can I take a picture?” she asked.

“Of course.”

I had no reason not to. I trusted her wholly. She was my ex, sure, but she was still an important part of my life. She felt like the person who I trusted most in the whole world. She pulled her cellphone out of her jeans pocket and took a photo of us. She immediately showed me. We looked cute together.

“I never realized I could look this good in makeup,” she told me as we kept looking at ourselves. “I figured I was just the one girl who makeup didn’t work on.”

I laughed and started moving to the couch.

“If it can work on me, it can work on anyone,” I told her.

She sat with me.

“So, what are you thinking about all this?” she asked.

”In what sense,” I queried.

“Well, like, what does the dress and makeup mean to you?”

“I don’t know,” I told her truthfully.

“That’s fair,” she conceded. “But you liked it when I called you a woman earlier?”

For some reason I was almost reluctant to admit it.

“Yeah,” I hesitantly replied.

“What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know, it just felt weird to say,” I told her.

“There’s nothing wrong with that!” she comforted me. “Don’t overthink it, Laura.”

“Laura?!”

I said the name like I was spitting it out of my mouth.

“What?” she grinned. “I had to try something. What name did you want to go for?”

“Well, I…” I thought for a second. “I don’t know, Laura’s kind of nice, actually.”

“There we go, then.”

We spent the day together. We made lunch, read together for a wile and we chatted about anything. The conversation, however, naturally kept returning to the overwhelmingly pressing topic. Me as a woman.

“So what’s your next move? Chloe asked me as we had some pointless movie on in the background.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“That’s fair. This is pretty fresh stuff,” she said.

“Yeah, I’m not sure where there is to go from here.”

“Okay, how about this,” she proposed. “You do some thinking and I’ll do some research. We can meet again next weekend and we can talk about what would be good for you. Deal?”

“Deal,” I said.

We sat quietly for a moment. I was lost in thought.

“Chloe,” I spoke again. “Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it!” she said offhandedly.

“No, I’m serious, thank you,” I reiterated. “Like I get that we’re exes now. You’re not my girlfriend. I can’t imagine any other person in the world would go to this length to support their ex.”

She smiled at me. “Well, I can think of one.”

“Huh?” I asked.

“You, dummy,” she said. “You’re still there for me when I need it. I’m glad we’re still so close. I’m glad you’re still part of my life.”

I smiled at her. She smiled back.

“Plus,” she continued, “you did my makeup better than I ever managed to, so I definitely need you around now,”

We both laughed. The movie played out on my TV in the background.

“So next weekend, I’ll come here again and we’ll have another session,” Chloe said.

I couldn’t wait.
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I upheld my end of the bargain. I spent the week trying to figure out my own mind. I’d have been lying if I said it got me anywhere. I told Chloe the truth about my confusion, but it didn’t slow her down one bit. She told me that she’d looked into a few things herself and she was ready to share as soon as she came over to see me.

When the time came, I could barely contain my excitement. I had spent the days in between once again practicing makeup and wearing Chloe’s dress. It had felt just as good as the first time I did it.

On Saturday, I awoke early again to prepare myself for Chloe’s arrival. She was arriving at her usual 10am time slot. I was ready well before.

As ever, she was right on time and I let her into my apartment in a flurry of excited greetings. We hugged, she complimented my makeup but then, unexpectedly, I complimented hers.

For the first time in who knew how long, Chloe had done her own makeup. She had light blue eyeshadow that darkened towards the edges of her eyes, contoured cheeks and nose, expertly positioned blusher, and a nude but slightly glossy lipstick. She looked beautiful. She looked so different.

“It looks great!” I told her. “But, like, why?”

I didn’t know how to phrase the question any better.

“Oh what, so you’re the only one who gets to wear makeup now?” she joked.

“No,” I laughed. “It’s just.. Well, you always hated wearing makeup.”

“Well I don’t know if I hated it.” She looked contemplative for a second. “Okay, maybe I did. But that’s because I never liked how I looked!”

“Oh, you never told me that,” I replied.

She nodded. “Yeah, I don’t know why. But anyway, after you did my makeup for me last weekend, I loved how I looked.”

“Seriously?” I asked.

“Seriously!” she confirmed. “I bought like fifty bucks of new makeup as soon as I went home.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as she said that.

“Why are you laughing?” she immediately asked.

“Only fifty bucks?” I asked.

Her eyes widened a little.

“How much did you spend.”

“I honestly don’t think I want to tell you,” I replied.

We both laughed and I finally began to guide us through to the living room. It was at that moment that I finally noticed the huge duffel bag that she had brought into my apartment with her.

“What’s that?” I asked her, plainly.

“Gifts,” she replied, a little cryptically.

“Who for?” I pried.

“Laura.”

She pronounced the two syllables of the name separately, tilting her head side to side as she said each one. She smiled at me.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Course!” she confirmed. “I told you I was going to do some research before we met up again.”

“Chloe, no!” I protested. “You can’t spend your money on me.”

“Why not?” she asked. “You’re not my boyfriend, you don’t get to tell me what to do.”

I smiled. She looked me up and down.

“You’re definitely not my boyfriend.”

We both laughed.

In the living room, we started catching up on our week but I could tell Chloe was antsy. She was distracted. After a while, she cut to the chase.

“I want to show you what I got you.”

“Okay,” I agreed.

I was equally as excited as she was, I just didn’t have the nerve to be the one to cut our conversation short for the sake of my gifts. She opened the duffel and reached her hand in, before quickly pulling it back out again.

“Okay, before I show you anything, you can’t get mad at me,” she said.

“Why would I get mad at you?” I genuinely didn’t understand.

“Because if you don’t understand how you’re feeling, I probably don’t understand how you’re feeling. I just bought you some stuff that I read about online and some stuff that I thought I would want if I was you.”

I smiled at her.

“Why would I get mad at you?” I asked again.

“Right, well don’t say I didn’t warn you,” she said before plunging her hand back in the bag.

From within the duffel, she showed me what she had got me. First out was a set of underwear. A black pair of panties. They were briefs with lace swirls and decorations all over, which came with a matching black bra, complete with the same lace swirls all over the cups. My eyes widened when I saw them.

“You can’t get mad!” she said again.

“I’m not mad I’m just…” I tried to think of the right word. “I’m just surprised. Like, how did you even decide what bra size I am?”

“We were together for two years,” she said. “I know your waist size, I know your chest size, I know what size pants you wear. I bought you enough clothes when we were together. It’s not exactly algebra.”

“Fair point,” I conceded.

“Okay, that wasn’t even the one I thought you might get mad at, so we’re off to a bad start,” she said.

“Sorry.”

She laughed. “It’s okay. This is what I thought you might get mad about.”

From inside of the duffle bag came what looked like another pair of panties. Except these were unlike any other pair of panties that I had ever seen. They looked way too small, designed almost like a tiny pair of men’s briefs, but they had the unmistakable shape of a vagina, formed into the crotch.

I furrowed my brow.

“I don’t even know what that is to get mad at it.”

“Right,” she started. “Do you know what tucking is?”

“No,” I stated.

“Well this is going to take some explanation,” she replied. “So when like drag queens or trans women or cross dressers or whatever - not saying that you’re any of those things by the way, don’t get mad at me - when any of them want to hide their… Their male parts, they use something like this to make it look like they don’t have male genitals.”

“Oh,” was all I could think to say.

“You seriously didn’t come across this even once during your week of research?” she asked me.

“You told me to do thinking, not research,” I corrected her.

“Well you should’ve thought up tucking. You should have thought of that and then imagined that and pictured it. How about that?” she struggled not to laugh at herself as she said it.

“God, sorry Chloe, I’ll visualize better next time.”

“You’re damn right you will,” she said. “But how do you feel about it?”

“I sort of don’t know enough about it to tell you. I don’t hate it, is my first thought,” I surmised.

“Well, that went better than I hoped, then. Sorry about the vagina part of it, by the way. I don’t know if that’s weird or not but I couldn’t find one that didn’t have it.”

“That’s fair,” I told her.

“Great. How about this?”

With that, she pulled what looked like a large rectangle of off-white fabric from the bag. It had clasps at either end and equally spaced ribs from top to bottom of the shorter side.

“It’s a corset,” she clarified.

“Are you calling me fat?” I joked.

I was nervous about everything Chloe had brought with her. Had bought for me. I couldn’t help but try and make jokes about all of it. It was the only way I felt I could get through the situation without my nerves eating me alive.

“Yes,” she bluntly replied. “Plus, on top of that, it’ll give you a more feminine figure. I read online that a lot of people like them, if they have a more male body and want a more female one.”

“Thank you for all of this,” I said. “Sorry for trying to make so many jokes about it, I guess I’m just nervous is all.”

“I’m nervous too,” Chloe admitted. “I’d be more nervous if you were all quiet and serious so keep saying stupid shit, it’s better.”

“You asked for it,” I warned her.

“Yeah, maybe I shouldn’t have gone that far. What do you think of the corset, though?”

“Looks good!” I said. “Like, obviously I’ve got no idea how any of this is going to feel or whatever but I’m really happy you want to help me try.”

“That’s my girl,” she said.

I smiled.

“These are breast forms,” she said next, as she pulled out what looked like a pair of uncooked chicken filets. “Pretty self explanatory. Also kinda weird to have a disembodied boob.”

“Uh huh,” I agreed.

She handed them over and I felt them. They were a little more firm than a real pair of breasts but, for all intents and purposes, it was like having a pair of detached boobs.

“Uh huh,” I agreed once again.

“Yeah,” she continued. “Next up, hair removal cream. Also pretty self explanatory. If you don’t want it, I need more.’

“You’ve got me way too much stuff, Chloe!” I started to protest. Her generosity was beginning to become overwhelming.

She rolled her eyes a little. “We’re not done yet, so either take it or I’m going to have to go home now.”

“Okay, sorry,” I replied.

“Now I got sort of carried away here, I’ll admit that, but these are for you as well.”

From inside of the bag, she pulled out a shoebox. A very cute, girlish shoebox. It was a dusky pink with black calligraphy on the top, reading ‘Her Sole.’ I raised an eyebrow again.

She started talking again. “Now I learned online that, to get your women’s shoe size, you’ve got to go up by one and a half from your men’s shoe size. What I’m saying is, I hope they fit.”

“Thank you,” I said what felt like the hundredth time that day.

She handed the box over and I opened the lid. The inside of the box was stuffed with soft, pink tissue paper. I folded it out of the way and was greeted by a beautiful pair of black, suede high heels.

They had an almond-shaped pointed toe and a stiletto heel that looked to be about three and a half inches tall. The design was finished with a single, thin strap that went across the center of the foot and closed with a delicate gold buckle. They were stunning. But also they looked like hell to walk in.

“Thank you,” I repeated. “They’re gorgeous.”

“I know, right!” Chloe responded. “Now I can get you back for trying to make me wear those gold sandals all the time.”

“All right, all right,” I waved a hand at her and she laughed.

“Okay, last but by no means least,” she reached in for one last time. “Is this.”

It took me a second to register what I was looking at. It was a long plastic pouch with a clear window on the front. At first, I thought it was some kind of soft, brown material, until I realized that it was hair. I was looking at a wig.

“Wow,” I said without thinking.

“You like it?” she asked.

“It looks wonderful,” I replied.

She took the wig from the pouch and I got my first proper look at it. It was brunette, in a similar color to her own hair, but way longer. I guessed it would have been long enough to reach near halfway down my shoulder blades. The long hair flowed and waved due to its subtle curls. It parted in the middle, as if designed to frame the face.

“That’s everything,” she said. “Christmas is over.”

“But where are the leftovers?” I joked.

“You can cook me something to make up for all of this,” she said as she gently draped the wig over the arm of my couch. “What do you want to try first?”

“Uhh…”
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Next I knew, I was out of my dress and completely naked, aside from my makeup. It was weird that it didn’t feel weird being naked in front of Chloe, her still fully clothed. After spending two years together, we kind of got used to being either naked or half naked in front of one another. Even as exes, it still didn’t feel weird.

“You sure you’re okay with the hair removal?” she asked me. “You’re not wearing shorts or anything any time soon, are you?”

“I recently joined a nudist colony,” I replied.

“Well then they’ll love this,” she said as she started to squeeze the contents of the bottle onto my legs.

She spread an even layer of the cream onto my calves, then up to my thighs, and then did my armpits and torso. She asked that I did my own genitals, which I only felt was fair.

“It’s going to smell like you’re burning,” she warned me. “That just means it’s working.”

“Glad you told me after I already had it on,” I said.

“You’re welcome.”

After a few minutes, I understood what she meant. I did not smell good. But, that meant that it was time to remove my hair. We both started scraping at my body with the removal tools that came with the cream. It took a good fifteen minutes, after which Chloe told me to shower, and I obliged.

I used some of the floral body wash that she left at mine when she moved out, carefully making sure the water didn’t hit my face and ruin my makeup. Although I was pretty sure that the setting spray I spent so much money on would probably have handled it without flinching.

As the water washed over my skin and took the cream with it, I could see the results immediately. My body revealed itself to me and, as it did, I could see my newly smooth legs and my hairless torso. I had never clean shaved my genitals before so it was a strange sight but not one I hated. I smiled as I ran my hand down my leg and felt how soft it had become. It was a very good start to Chloe’s gifts.

I wrapped myself in a towel and got out of the shower. Chloe was waiting for me in the living room, idly passing time on her phone, and looked up immediately when I entered the room.

“Wow.”

“You like it?” I asked.

“You look good,” she replied. “How do you feel?”

“I think I like it, yeah!” I enthusiastically responded.

“Great!” Chloe said. “Cause the next bit sounds weird.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Watch this,” she replied.

She turned her cellphone around to face me. She had been watching a video called ‘How to tuck - A trans girl guide.’ I had no idea what to expect. And then, the reality of it was even more crazy than anything I could have pictured.

Over the course of the video, a girl called Sam explained how she dealt with having male genitals, as a trans woman. Using a series of surprisingly well-made diagrams, she explained that she hid her penis and testicles using a cavity in her body.

She said that every male body had this cavity, as it’s where the testicles descend from during development. Apparently, that meant they could go right back in.

After this, Sam went on to explain that if you then just pressed your penis against your body tightly enough, it looked like you didn’t have anything there at all. That was where the tucking underwear that Chloe had bought me came in.

“What do you think?” Chloe asked.

“Uhh,” was once again my simple and unclear response.

“If it’s a lot then I get that,” she said. “I spent literally every night this week researching stuff so I’m giving you about twenty hours of research in thirty minutes here.”

“Every night?” was the only bit of her sentence I could think to query.

“Course!” she said. “I wanted to get this right for you.”

I felt like hugging her again but it felt sort of inappropriate when I was only covered by a towel. I settled for thanking her again.

“We can move onto something else though, if you want,” Chloe offered.

“No, no,” I said. “I’m willing to give it a try. If that’s what all the other girls are doing.”

I meant it as a joke but Chloe smiled warmly at me. I sort of didn’t know if I was trying it for my sake or her sake or if either of us even wanted me to try tucking.

I didn’t consider myself to be trans or a drag queen or anything else Chloe had said. I was a man who enjoyed wearing a dress and doing my makeup. I didn’t know what that made me. Still, Chloe had spent so much time and money on figuring this stuff out so that I didn’t have to. I wanted to try it, for that reason as much as any other.

“Do you, like, need help?” she asked.

“I honestly could not begin to guess an answer to that question,” I said. “Let me try it in my bedroom first, I’m sort of self conscious about this bit.”

“That’s totally fair,” she told me. “Take all the time you need.”
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In the bedroom, I had the tucking underwear to one side of me, and I loaded up the video on my own phone on the other side. I watched again and tried to follow along as best I could. I was in disbelief at the idea of any of it actually working. It felt like it should have been an elaborate joke but, still, I started as instructed in the video.

I pulled my penis gently to lift it out of the way and, with great care, I slowly applied pressure to the underside of one of my nuts. I felt it it move closer to my abdomen as I did so and then, to my complete disbelief, it went inside of my body! It was almost like it had popped into place. I winced, expecting to be hit by some kind of pain but it never came. It felt fine. Normal, even.

Repeating the process with the other testicle was just as easy. It was like the cavity was made for this exact job. How had I never known it was there my whole life?

I followed the next step of pulling my empty scrotum towards my butt, and then did the same with my penis. I stretched it as far back as I could, until it was completely flat against my body. I held everything in place with one hand as I tried to get the tucking underwear on with the other.

It was a struggle, making sure nothing slipped, as I dragged the incredibly tight panties up my now hairless legs. I wrestled the material along my thighs and over my groin and, after some effort, I had the panties on. I released everything and waited to see what happened.

The answer was nothing. The tucking underwear was firmly in place, wedging my genitals into their new home with it. I looked down at myself, somewhat in disbelief. There was nothing there. I got up and went to the bedroom mirror to confirm.

There really was nothing there.

Aside from the gentle outline of the vagina, formed into the tucking underwear, there was absolutely nothing between my legs. You’d have been forgiven for not knowing I’d ever had a penis or testicles at all.

I looked at myself and considered what I was seeing. I considered what I was feeling. It was comfortable, on a physical level. That was the first surprise. I had really expected it to hurt or ache or something but it didn’t. It almost felt nice, in an indescribable way.

On an emotional level… I thought that maybe comfortable was the right word there, as well. It was sort of nice, seeing my hairless body, my flawless makeup, and my lack of male genitals. Or maybe comfortable wasn’t a strong enough word at all. Maybe it was really nice.

I spent a couple minutes longer staring at myself, taking in what I was seeing. The more I stared, the more I liked it. I loved how my body was starting to look.

I realized that I had left Chloe waiting for long enough, so I returned to the living room. She once again looked up as soon as I entered.

“Oh my god,” she said immediately. “That actually worked?”

“I couldn’t believe it either,” I admitted.

“Did it, like, hurt?” she asked.

“No, not at all!” I excitedly told her. “Though I’d have liked to think you already knew that I wasn’t going to hurt myself doing this.”

“I’ll neither confirm nor deny that,” she said.

“Great,” I replied.

After tucking came the corset, which Chloe helped me into. I took a moment to acclimatize to it as she hooked closed the loosest row of fasteners. I could feel it tightly hugging my body, forcing a more feminine curve out of my waist and hips.

The corset then made way for the bra and panties. I slipped the panties over the tucking underwear and it immediately looked like a woman’s crotch. I couldn’t believe it. Once Chloe had helped me fasten the bra and fill it with the breast forms, we went to the mirror together.

“You literally look like a woman,” she told me.

And then it happened again. I started to cry.

“It’s okay,” she cooed as she hugged me.

“I know,” I choked out as best I could, between sniffling breaths.

She kept holding me until I managed to control my breathing again.

“Sorry,” I finally said.

“Stop saying that,” she replied.

I smiled.

“You like it, then?” she asked after letting me enjoy the silence for a moment.

“I do, yeah,” I told her plainly.

“Well good, cause you’ve still got a couple more things to try.”

She helped me back into the dress, and then gave me my new high heels. I sat on the couch with her, gently slipping my right foot in and then my left. They fit perfectly, like my feet had been made for those specific shoes my whole life. As I clasped the strap, I felt a new wave of elation course through me.

I stood up.

And then I sat down again immediately. Chloe’s sandals had been hard to walk in but these, with their needle thin, towering heels, were a whole new challenge. Chloe stood and helped me up, steadying me as I joined her.

“How much did you have to drink?” she joked as I wobbled a little on the spot.

She kept hold of me as she encouraged me to take a few, tentative steps. I did it the exact same way that I had attempted to walk in the sandals, those days before.

Heel, click, toe, click. A pause to steady myself. Heel, click, toe, click. Another pause.

I repeated the process again and then again and again, until I started to feel a little more confident. Chloe loosened her supporting grasp on me with each delicate step, until I was walking completely unaided. It wasn’t perfect, by any means, but I was walking in high heels!

“How the hell are you doing that?” Chloe asked me.

“I can teach you,” I said, half joking.

“I’d like that,” she replied. “One last thing, first.”

She rushed back over to the couch and picked the wig back up.

“Here,” she said.

She came back over to me and had me sit on the arm of the couch, so she could reach over the top of my head as she stood. She handed me the bag that previously contained the wig, and told me to get a wig cap out and put it on. I did as she asked and she started her work.

I felt her press the wig against the back of my head, and then stretch its internal hair net over my scalp. The fake hair felt soft and cool against my skin. It felt nice. She pulled it a little further, and then hooked the front of the wig’s hair net over the top of my forehead, just in front of my own hairline.

She released the wig, and then looked at me from the front. She tilted her head from side to side and then adjusted my wig gently, making it level.

“Oh my god,” she said yet again. “I actually love it. You look so good! You look like a woman!”

“Seriously?” I asked.

“You look like Laura,” she said.

I grinned. I couldn’t help it. I stood up again onto my new high heels and walked back to the mirror with her.

Seeing the finished look, I couldn’t believe it. The flowing, brunette hair. My new breasts and feminine curves. My hairless armpits and glimpse of legs at the bottom of the dress. My high heels. The feeling of my underwear and tucked genitals. It all aligned in a way that felt perfect.

For the first time in my life, I felt like myself.

I felt like Laura.
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I cried again, seeing myself. It was predictable but I did it anyway. I was euphoric, seeing myself that way. Seeing myself as a woman. Chloe was by my side the whole time, complimenting me and speaking words of encouragement. I had never been so grateful to anyone in my whole life.

Not knowing how else to thank her, I made us lunch, and then she took me up on my offer. I taught her how to walk in high heels. She put her gold sandals back on, a bold departure from her usual sneakers, and stood by my side in the living room.

She looked good, in her tight jeans, new makeup, and high heels. It was a side of her that I never really saw when we were a couple. I was happy for her finding this part of herself, in amongst my own intense journey of self discovery.

I walked up and down my living room, telling her what I was doing with each step, and then I held her as she tried to copy my motions. She nearly gave up more times than I could count but, after about fifteen minutes, she was starting to get the hang of it.

Before we knew it, the day had got away from us. The afternoon disappeared, and then the evening came and went. We opened a bottle of wine at some point and then drank too much. We ordered food, Chloe mercifully offering to answer the door to the delivery guy, and we watched another stupid movie.

It was only at that point that I raised an important question.

“Weren’t you meant to drive home?” I asked.

“Ohh shit,” was Chloe’s response, meaning yes.

I laughed.

“You can crash here, if you want,” I offered.

“Well I can get a cab too if you’d prefer,” she said.

“Your choice. It’s not like you haven’t stayed before,” I replied.

“Okay,” she paused for a second. “I’ll see how I feel when I’m actually meant to go home.”

“Fine by me.”

We finished watching the movie. Then, when it was realistically time for Chloe to leave, we opened another bottle of wine and watched another movie. She did not call a cab.

At one point, Chloe remembered that she had got me a final gift. Or, rather, a gift for the both of us. She had bought some hot pink nail polish. She offered to paint my nails and asked me to paint hers in turn. The bottle released a sweet, unnatural smell as it opened. It was a strangely beautiful and appealing aroma.

Chloe rarely, if ever, wore nail polish when we were together. Her style, when she painted my nails, was that she painted outside the lines. There was hot pink on all of my nails, sure, but also there was almost just as much nail polish on my fingertips, and spilling over the sides.

My attempt admittedly did not go much better. I at least had the excuse of being a complete beginner to everything I was doing. Chloe had her whole life to practice. She promised she would practice some more if I did. It was a deal.

Eventually, we were wiped out. We forced ourselves off of the couch and then brushed our teeth. Chloe washed the makeup off of her face. I couldn’t bring myself to. She simply hugged me and told me she understood.

“You can sleep in the bed and I’ll take the couch,” I offered.

“Don’t be dumb, we can still share a bed and not be weird about it,” she said in return.

Chloe wanted something more comfortable than jeans to sleep in, so we raided through the boxes of things she left behind. She found the bundle of pajamas that I’d put together in one of them. They were pretty cute sets, as well.

She, for some reason, had bought two identical pairs of coordinating shorts and night blouses. One set was decorated with white and baby pink stripes, and the other was white and pale yellow. She liked to mix the shorts and blouses between the two sets because, in her words, she liked to be nonconformist at bedtime.

Both pairs were made of the same silky material. The shorts were barely two inches long and the blouse barely buttoned closed far enough to cover her cleavage. They were surprisingly sexy, considering her usual style. She took the pink and white top and yellow shorts, and gave me the yellow top and pink shorts.

“Put these on,” she told me.

I did without hesitation. They were so comfortable. I never usually wore pajamas at night but, feeling that soft and airy silk against my skin, I realized that maybe I had been wrong not to. I hadn’t taken off my bra or corset and I was still tucked but, regardless, I was more comfortable than I had ever been in my entire life.

Chloe got into bed, on the left side, as she always used to. I joined her on the right.

“How do you feel?” she asked me.

“Good,” was my straightforward response.

“Good,” she echoed.

It said enough. I was happy. I was content. Things felt right. With that, we both fell asleep.

I slept the best sleep of my entire life.
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I awoke to an empty bed. I checked my phone and it was 9:30am. It was also practically out of battery. I had forgotten to put it on charge, with everything else going on. But I was surprised it was so late. I normally got up by half seven at the latest, even on weekends.

It was strange, not waking up with Chloe next to me. I had woken up without her every night since we broke up but, that morning, I really noticed her lack of presence. I plugged my phone in and got out of bed to search for her.

The search didn’t take long. I was lured to the kitchen by the smell of coffee and, sure enough, she was the cause.

“Oh wow,” she said when she saw me, “that makeup really is worth the money.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Look in the mirror,” she said. “You look exactly like you did last night.”

I went to the living room to look at myself and she was right. My makeup hadn’t taken so much as a dent. I picked up my wig from where I’d left it on the arm of the couch and put it back on, just as Chloe had done for me the night before.

I looked in the mirror again and saw a woman looking back. It was still an indescribable feeling. I returned to the kitchen.

“Oh well good morning, Laura,” she said to me.

“Morning, Chloe,’ I said with an uncontrollable grin.

We shared a breakfast, Chloe showered, and then she told me she had to leave. The DIY project with her dad hadn’t gone according to plan. She told me that it was no real surprise, considering the way he had removed an entire wall from his house.

We hugged goodbye and told her I was grateful to have her as a friend. She told me she felt the same and she left. I closed the apartment door behind her and was once again alone. I went straight to the mirror and looked at myself in my makeup and wig and mismatched pajamas.

I stared at my smooth legs and ran my hand over one of them. I looked at my fake cleavage, showing through the blouse. I felt the curves caused by my corset and looked at the gap between my thighs, where my genitals should have been.

I once again tried to put to words the emotion I felt as I saw myself. The word I kept coming back to was euphoria. It was something greater than happiness. It transcended happiness and simple joy. I was euphoric to see myself as a woman.

But I still didn’t know what that meant. All of the labels that Chloe had thrown around the day before, none of them resonated with me. I wasn’t trans or a drag queen or whatever. I was me. In whatever form that took, be it jeans and a T-shirt or a green dress and heels.

It was a lot to grapple with. I found myself lying on the couch thinking about it and somehow, despite the fantastic sleep I’d had the night before, I fell asleep again. It wasn’t until he early afternoon that I woke up. I went back to the bedroom and checked my phone.

how’s it going?




It was Chloe.

Get this, I fell asleep again. I don’t know much about Laura but I do know she sleeps a lot. You okay?




haha no way!




yh all good here. I think my dad regrets his project




I bet you do, too.




say that again. how are you though?




Yeah, really good. I’ve been trying to figure out the word to describe how I feel but I can’t figure it out. I keep landing on ‘euphoric.’




euphoric is good! i’ve heard that a lot about gender stuff you know




Really? In what context?




like trans people seeing themselves for the first time. they say they’re euphoric




Huh.




I don’t know if that’s me though.




that’s cool! it doesn’t have to be




you gonna spend more time as Laura this week?




I think so, yeah.




you should!




I’m gonna do some more research for you. I’ll let you know if I find anything good!




You don’t have to do that! You’ve got your own life to live, Chloe.




I’m out of reality television. you’re the next best thing I’ve got




Hahaha. But only if you’re sure.




I’m sure.




btw feel free to wear any of my other clothes I left behind




just don’t get upset if you make something look good and I want it back




No deal.




lol don’t even




After that, my week was a mirror of the week before. I got home from work, I practiced makeup, I tried on other outfits that Chloe had left behind at my apartment.

I wore her tight jeans, I wore the two skirts she left behind, I wore her blouse and short shorts and I wore another dress she had never worn herself. Eventually, Chloe’s clothes weren’t enough and I ordered some things of my own.

My time as Laura became the only thing I looked forward to every day.

On Wednesday, Chloe sent me an interesting video. It was about vocal feminization. The video explained that a lot of people who saw themselves at the opposite gender struggled with the way their voice didn’t match the way in which they presented. I hadn’t even considered that.

Regardless, I watched the whole thing. It was over an hour long. The video was so informative, including vocal exercises the could be used to feminize the voice. I had never had a particularly deep or masculine voice so I was intrigued to try it.

I was surprised with how well the exercises in the video worked. I spoke along with the instructions and. almost immediately, I could hear a more feminine version of my own voice. I looked at myself in the mirror as I spoke, and it was as if I was watching an actual woman. It was incredible.

I messaged Chloe back to tell her that I watched the video. That I tried the advice and that I loved the results. She was thrilled. And then she sent a message I really didn’t expect.

wanna go out for drinks on friday?




I want to go out with Laura!




I stared at it for a moment. I wasn’t sure how I felt about the idea. I wasn’t necessarily against sharing my alter-ego with the world. Hell, I’d already posted a picture of myself online, the very first night I tried on a dress.

This was different, though. The online post was anonymous. The only interaction I had was in the form of upvotes and comments. In the real world, people could talk to me. They could recognize me.

Haha, I love the invite but I don’t know. I’m kind of nervous about the idea.




of course! I would be too lol




but if you’re up for it then we can go to that queer friendly place just out of the ctiy




city




the one that Mark and his boyfriend took us to before they moved away




I thought about the offer. The bar she was referring to was a place called Alice’s Yard and it was run by an almost aggressively friendly and inclusive lady who, on the night we were there, sat and had a drink with us. She was lovely and also told us about how she nearly hospitalized a man for using a homophobic slur in the parking lot of her bar. We all liked her a lot.

Of all places to go as Laura, that did certainly feel like it would be a pretty safe choice. Plus, I did like the idea of going out. Being Laura had made me feel fantastic. It had made me feel a lot of things in general but the overriding feeling was a desire for more.

Okay. Fuck it. Let’s do it. Girl’s night out.




yessssssssssss!!!




I’ll come to yours and we’ll get a cab




Can’t wait.




I both did and didn’t mean that last message. The weeks of discovering myself as Laura had been a whirlwind. It was a fast paced swirl of excitement and fear and nerves and confusion and joy. Each feeling shot around my brain at breakneck speed and it was hard to hold onto any one emotion for long enough to understand it.

The one thing that I did understand was that I liked it. I knew that much. I liked being Laura. I still didn’t know what that meant or what it made me but I at least knew it to be true.

I liked being Laura.

That was the main thought in my mind as the week ticked by, towards Friday night. It was one of the most strangely paced weeks of my life. It felt like it was dragging on forever, thanks to my excitement, but it also went by in an instant, as I felt like I needed more and more time to ready myself to face the outside world.

I continued my evenings of makeup practice and learning to walk in heels. None of Chloe’s clothes that she’d left behind felt particularly bar appropriate, so I needed to do some online shopping. I’d already figured out my size in women’s clothes, thanks to having Chloe’s to try on before, so I was confident I could find something new to look good in.

What are you wearing on Friday?




probably a dress. you?




A dress?! You’ve changed.




you know who I can thank for that




but what are you wearing?




I don’t know, I’m trying to figure that out. Is a dress too much? Is that going to draw too much attention to myself?




no way! well, people might look at you but who could blame them




Hahaha, okay, dress it is.




I spent hours online looking at clothes websites. By the time I had finally hit the order button, my eyes were bleary from staring at a screen until way past my usual bedtime. But, I had done it, I had found the first dress I was ever going to wear outside.

Thanks to the magic of next day delivery, I had a package waiting for me outside my apartment door when I got home from work. There was no mistaking what it was. As soon as I was inside, I was straight in the shower for fresh hair removal, and then I was straight in my corset and underwear.

Things like tucking and putting the corset on and clasping my own bra had started to become second nature by that point. Since discovering Laura, I had done all of those things more days than I hadn’t. I was getting very good at anything feminine. Walking in heels, doing makeup, even my voice was good by then. I’d put in a lot of practice.

As soon as my underwear was on, I opened the package. The dress flopped out of the plastic and revealed itself to me. It was beautiful. I rushed to put it on.

The dress was a kind of an off white color, with a very subtle reddish hue to it. The whole thing was splashed in a pattern of dark coloured floral print, all brownish reds and hints of maroon. The material was like a layer of thin lace, that attached to and floated over the internal structure of the dress.

It started just above the top of my bra, in a lightly, frilly trim, that wrapped around the back. The frill trim was connected to a pair of huge puffy sleeves, that ran from just below the shoulder, down to just past my wrists. My shoulders, chest, and neck were completely uncovered. I had to buy a new strapless bra to work with that fact.

The bodice of the dress had some ribbing in it, much like my corset, which kept it skin tight against my torso. It flared out a little at the hips and then joined to the skirt section. The skirt was back to the billowing lace material, which flowed lightly and floated as it hung. The hem was half way down my thigh, revealing a generous amount of my smooth legs.

It fit perfectly. It hugged my feminine curves and swished as I moved, creating an aura of female energy about me. I felt the same way as I did the first day I put on Chloe’s green dress. I wanted to tell Chloe right away, send her a photo or something, but I decided to keep my new dress as a surprise for when she saw me.

Seeing myself in the dress, my nerves about going out as Laura all but melted away. Even without my makeup and wig, I looked like a vision of womanhood. I felt like a woman. I had nothing to fear as Laura.

I went from nervously counting down the week until Friday, to excitedly counting down the days, and then counting down the hours instead, as they moved faster. I couldn’t wait for Friday to come. I couldn’t wait for my first time experiencing the world as a woman.

Eventually, the promise of the week was fulfilled. It was Friday morning. I was going to have my first evening out as Laura in just a few hours.

I was working from home again, although working was a generous term. I started the day by putting on a cleansing face mask that I’d read about in a beauty blog. I stopped early for lunch to give myself time to paint my nails, opting for the same hot pink that Chloe and I had used before. By the afternoon, I was giving one word replies to team messages so I could focus on my makeup.

I was Laura before the workday was even out.

I replied to my last few emails in my new dress and my black high heels. I had unplugged my webcam, just on the off chance a client wanted a last minute call to wrap up the week. Thankfully, no such thing happened and I was free to log off and leave work.

I was free to go out in my new dress.


eight
. . .




After work, I had done all the preparation required to make us some noodles with a side salad. I hoped it would be enough to prepare our bodies for a night of drinking. We were going to eat at mine, get ready, and then get a cab.

I was still as excited to go out as I had been all week, maybe even more so, but the nerves had started to creep back in. So much so that, when Chloe knocked on my door without first buzzing the outside intercom, I nearly jumped out of my skin. I had to steady my breathing before I went to let her in.

As was my routine, I checked the peephole to make sure it was her. It was. She was standing inches from the viewer so her face was all warped and distended through the curved glass.

I unlocked the door. She stepped in, carrying the same duffel bag she had with her before, back when they contained my gifts. We had decided it’d be easier if she brought some stuff over to crash at mine again after the drinks.

“Holy shit,” was my reaction as I first saw her.

She beamed a wide smile at me.

“Holy shit yourself,” she said back.

Before me was standing Chloe. But a Chloe I had never met before. Her hair was straightened into a sleek, brunette, shoulder length look with smooth bangs that rested level along her forehead. Her makeup was radiant, with glowing bronzer and perfect contouring, emphasizing her cute nose and sharp jaw. Her eyes were pink, as were her lips. Coincidentally, we had both picked that exact same makeup theme.

She was wearing a brown dress, the top revealing the top of her breasts to me, looking as if it was barely being held up by the two tiny straps which went over her shoulders.

The dress clung tight to her body, showing off her curves in a way that her jeans and sweatshirts never could have. The brown material continued down all the way to her ankles, although her left hip was finished with a huge slit in the material, showing off her entire leg. I felt as if I had never noticed that she was so toned.

The biggest surprise of all was that, out of the bottom of her dress, poked a pair of high heels. They were white, patent leather, with a pointed toe. They had a stiletto heel and must have been near four inches. She wore them well. She must have been practicing too.

“Don’t we look the pair,” Chloe said as she hugged me on the way into my apartment.

“Yeah this is a new side of both of us, huh?”

“I like it,” she said.

We went into my living room and started chatting. Chloe complimented my outfit and I did hers. She was wearing a perfume I had never smelled before. I told her she smelled great, and she told me that she brought the perfume with her so I could use it too. I was overjoyed.

The perfume was light and floral but with a slight muskiness to it. It was feminine and flirty, perfect for a night at a bar. I had never smelled that way before in my entire life.

As I thanked Chloe for the perfume, I realized that she hadn’t heard my attempts at a female voice before. I was planning to try and use it all night at the bar, and I wanted to test it on her first. I warned her about it before I switched over to my newly discovered vocal register.

“How does it sound?” I asked her in my higher pitched, girlish voice.

“Oh wow,” she responded. “That sounds legit.”

“Seriously? I’d recorded myself and listened back but I wasn’t sure.”

“Nobody likes their voice when they hear it back,” she said.

“Oh yeah.”

She was right. I hadn’t thought of that.

“I’m serious,” she said. “You don’t sound like your old self at all. You just sound like a woman. Or, like, a woman from the Valley or something. Your accent is kinda different.”

“I think I did accidentally become a Valley Girl, yeah,” I confirmed in my female register.

“Well I think you sound great. How did you manage it? Is this because of the tuck?”

She laughed at her own comment.

“I wish it was that easy,” I told her. “It was actually spending hours every night sounding like an idiot in my apartment.”

“You did great,” she told me. “I love it.”

We carried on chatting, me using my new voice the whole time. I felt more and more comfortable the more I did. It started to feel natural and less forced within the first half hour.

Before long, we were eating the food I made and then, just as soon after, we decided it was time to get a cab. She gave me one last chance to bail.

“Sure you’re okay?”

“Absolutely,” I confirmed.

“Cause we can stay in if you want,” she said. “I won’t be disappointed.”

“Well I would be, so we’re going out.“

She gave me another hug and got her cellphone out of her small, white handbag.

“Oh shit,” I said, my feminine voice doing very little to soften the impact of my words.

“What?” she asked, panicked.

“I don’t have a handbag! All I’ve got is a wallet and that satchel I bring to work.”

Chloe laughed. “Well that’ll complete your look perfectly.”

“I’m serious!” I started to protest. “I’ve ruined it. How are we going to go out?”

“You idiot,” she said. “I knew you’d forget something. First the perfume and now this. You can’t be helped.”

She went back to the hallway and returned with the duffel bag that she’d left out there.

“One second,” she said.

She unzipped the bag and reached both hands in. She shifted some things about. Out came a handbag. It was small and black, the inverse image of her own.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Deadly. I wasn’t sure what color would look better with my dress so I ordered both. And then I figured you’d forget at least one thing that you’d need to go out, so I brought spares of everything I had.”

“Wow,” I said in genuine disbelief at her forethought and thoughtfulness. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome!” she chirped.

I put the handbag on my arm. It complemented my dress perfectly and the black accessorized with my heels in a way I couldn’t have planned myself.

I looked at myself in the mirror, taking in my finished look. My wavy brunette hair, my pink eyes, pink nails, and pillowy pink lips. My flowing dress, my towering heels. My smooth legs and armpits. My handbag.

“I love it,” I said.

“Keep it. Another gift.”

“I can’t!” I protested.

“You can make up for it at Christmas,” she told me. “And my birthday. And probably the Christmas after as well, realistically.”

“You’re on,” I told her.

I went to get my phone, keys, and wallet. I put my cell and keys straight in the handbag and looked for a moment at my wallet.

“This doesn’t really go with the outfit, does it?” I asked.

Chloe looked at it. It was a brown leather wallet, stylish and minimal. It said ‘Homme’ on one side in debossed letters. Chloe gave a thumbs down.

“Yup,” I confirmed.

I opened the wallet and emptied it into the handbag. In went my cash, my cards, and my ID. I laughed a little at the idea of having to show the ID to anyone that night and shared the joke with Chloe.

“Don’t forget to bring any makeup you might need,” she warned me. “At least your lipstick, in case it smears.”

I thanked her for the advice, and then told her I took back the thanks, when I had to try and figure out just what to bring. My makeup routine was way more than one handbag’s worth of things. I had a hell of a time trying to figure out what to bring. Eventually, I did it.

Finally, I was ready. Chloe once again pulled out her cell and loaded up her taxi app. She pressed the button and my heart started pounding. All of my nerves from the week had returned all at once.

“Wait,” I told her.

“Wait what? You want me to cancel it?”

“No, I just…” I thought for a second. “I don’t know, I think I just needed to say something. I’m nervous again.”

She laughed and gave me a side on hug on the couch. She put her phone face up on my thigh so we could both watch the progress.

The app went from searching for a ride, to having a ride confirmed. It told us that we were due to meet our driver, Paul, in eight minutes.

Eight minutes.

Eight minutes until I stepped outside as a woman.

My breathing intensified. I had gone from nervous to scared. I told Chloe and she offered to cancel the ride but I didn’t want to. I was scared, sure. I was scared to death in fact. But I couldn’t wait to be outside as Laura. I had never been so excited for anything in my whole life.

I spent the time checking my makeup, adjusting my dress, and making sure I looked like a woman. The only thing I was scared of was someone seeing me and recognizing me. Either recognizing me for my male self, Josh, or simply recognizing that I was male in general.

Never before had I understood the courage that it took to truly be yourself around other people.

If Laura was myself, that was. I questioned the thought as soon as it entered my head.

My thoughts were mercifully interrupted by a vibration on my thigh. Paul was outside. Our ride was waiting for us. We both excitedly jumped up off the sofa, gathered our things, and ran for the front door, our high heels a cacophony of clicking across my hallway floor.
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All I could hear on the way downstairs was my own heartbeat. I could barely breathe. I didn’t know exactly what it was that I was afraid of. Maybe it was being seen, although it was a little too late for that as I was about to get in a stranger’s car and go to a crowded bar.

Maybe I was simply afraid of actually doing something that I wanted to for once. I felt I had often lived my life the way it was expected. I never lived for myself. This was living for myself. Being Laura was living for myself.

Chloe was dragging me by my hand and pulled me out of the apartment block entrance and into the street. It was just getting dark. The street was still busy. I looked around, seeing people on their way home late from work. Teenagers excited for their Friday night to begin. Commuters whizzing by in their cars.

I looked to each of them but rarely did they look back. Everyone was so caught up in their own worlds, they barely even stopped to consider me and Chloe. For me, being outside as Laura was one of the craziest moments of my entire life. For them, I was barely even a part of theirs. It was comforting, in a way. My fears of being recognized were way overblown.

We were at the car moments later and Chloe was leaning into the driver’s window.

“Hi!”

“Chloe?” the man asked, briefly.

“That’s me!”

The car doors unlocked. Chloe opened the door behind the driver and ushered at me to suggest I go in.

“Sit there so I can do all the talking,” she said quietly.

I hadn’t considered taxi seating logistics before but I was glad that Chloe had. I slipped into the seat as Chloe went around the other side and let herself in. We closed our doors and the car rolled into life.

The journey was quiet. I was a bundle of nerves, so I couldn’t think of a single word to say. Chloe was quiet too, I figured from maybe not wanting to make me have to speak if I was nervous. Paul, our driver, was also silent. He was not one of those chatty cab drivers you got. He was an A to B professional. I was grateful.

After a near half hour drive, we were there. The big glowing sign that read “Alice’s” welcomed us into the parking lot. I remembered that the exterior of the place screamed dive bar but the inside was all pink neon signage, marble counters, and gold fittings. It was a funny combination.

The car parked by the entrance. Chloe thanked our driver and I whipped up the courage to do the same.

“Have a nice night,” I added, feeling brave.

“You too, ladies,” he responded.

My insides fluttered. It was like butterflies were in every part of me. A stranger had referred to me as a lady. It had felt good. Maybe it was simply because I had passed my first test. Maybe it was something deeper. I still had no answers to my own questions.

“You good?” Chloe asked me.

“I’m great.”

She led the way towards the front door of the bar. I followed. The sound of a song started emanating from behind the doors. It sounded like some kind of campy pop music. It was the exact kind of place for Laura’s first ever night out.

Chloe swung the door open and the sound escaped, clear and crisp in the early night air. She held the door, looking at me as if to give me one last out, if I needed it.

I didn’t.

I stepped in, feeling my high heel take its first ever step in a bar. I tried to make sure I would remember every feeling involved in the moment. The press of my stiletto into the heel of my foot. The swish of my dress over my smooth thighs. The pressure of my handbag on my bare shoulder and my long hair on my back.

And then the emotions, too. Those sickly sweet butterflies within me. Those nerves but also that excitement. That joy and thrill and rush. All the things I’d want to hold onto for the rest of my life.

The volume increased as we walked further into the bar. It was early in the night but the place was already crowded with all types of people. Singles, couples, groups of friends. People still in their work clothes, people in all levels of flamboyant party clothes, even a pair of drag queens. If I had wanted to keep a low profile, we’d definitely chosen the right place for it.

We found an empty high table with a pair of stools and sat down. Immediately, we both burst out laughing. The situation was crazy. Absurd, almost. There I was, at a bar as a woman, surrounded by the most hectic crowd imaginable. It felt great.

We ordered cocktails, sung along to the music when the drag queens told everyone to, and we found some time to talk. It was during one of those conversations that Chloe suddenly became serious.

“Laura,” she said to me during a more quiet song. “I need to talk to you about something.”

Her sudden change in tone made me nervous.

“What is it?”

“Sorry, I don’t know whether now was the right time to do this or not,” she said.

“What? You can tell me anything,” I replied, trying to hide how anxious she had made me.

She smiled at me, though there was a sadness in her eyes.

“What is it?” I repeated. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, it is, it’s just,” she looked away for a moment. “I met somebody.”

“You met somebody?” I repeated.

“Yeah,” she glanced away for a second time. “I met a guy. His name is Zach. I really like him.”

I paused for a second to take in what I had just heard. I had thought she was going to tell me she was sick or something.

“That’s great!” I almost shouted.

I got up off my stool, came around to Chloe’s side of the table, and hugged her. I felt my fake breasts in my strapless bra pressing into her shoulder. I was worried about them popping out.

Chloe didn’t hug back. I looked at her face and she appeared dumbfounded.

“Are you serious?” she asked from the midst of my one way hug.

“Of course I’m serious!” I said.

“But, the last few weeks,” she started. “We’d started getting really close again. I was sort of worried you’d have thought I was leading you on or something.”

I released her from the hug.

“No,” I replied.

“You’re genuinely happy for me?”

”Genuinely.”

This time, she hugged me and we both held each other for a time. I asked her about Zach and she told me that they had met thanks to her dad’s DIY project. He had apparently messed up his house so badly in removing the wall that he had to call in an architect. That architect turned out to be Zach. She and Chloe had hit it off immediately.

Chloe told me that the new version of herself that she had started to discover, through her time with me, as Laura, had given her the confidence to ask him out. It was a new side of her. They went to dinner together, her in a dress and heels, him in slacks and a shirt, and they fell for each other immediately.

I was amazed I was so happy for her. Chloe was my ex. We had been lovers. But in the past few weeks, that had all started to feel like a footnote into what our relationship had become. She had helped me discover myself in a way I never had before. She had become Laura’s best friend. She was my best friend.

I told her that. She looked so happy. It was as if she was going to cry. I bought us another round of cocktails to celebrate.

The rest of the night was amazing. In the midst of the cocktails, Chloe’s news felt like it completely redefined our dynamic. It set new rules on what we were, as people. We weren’t ex-boyfriend and ex-girlfriend any more, in a weird post-relationship limbo. We were now just two girls who were great friends. Or people who were great friends. Nothing more complicated than that. Other than the confusion about who I was…

The only real drama the entire evening came from when I first needed the restroom. Chloe told me to go and use the women’s room and it took a hell of a lot of encouraging from her, before I felt like I wasn’t imposing by using it. She told me that I’d have been more imposing in the men’s room, with my current look. She eventually convinced me by coming with me and standing guard outside my cubicle.

As the drinks kept flowing, my confidence grew. We kept talking, I asked more about Zach. We danced together. We even went as far as chatting to strangers. Everyone was so friendly and welcoming. I had my makeup, dress, shoes, handbag, and nails complimented on multiple separate occasions.

I fell in love with being a woman.

The rest of the evening steadily became a blur. I had meant to not drink too much, as to keep my wits about me on my first night out as Laura, but it didn’t happen. We met the owner of the bar again. Somehow she remembered Chloe, even with her new style, though she didn’t remember me. That was another confidence booster.

Eventually, we decided it was time to go home. Or rather, the owner did, as she had to close. Before we had got to the bar, Chloe said she’d have been proud of me if I simply walked into the place and then decided that was enough. Staying until the place shut was way beyond either of our estimations.

We booked another cab, waiting by the roadside together until it arrived. Cars passed, strangers walked by, people saw us. Some guys checked us out. A group of men stopped to try and talk to us. Chloe batted them all away, expertly.

“Sorry, you’ll get used to that,” Chloe told me about the men.

I wasn’t sure I would. It was something I’d never experienced before. Having a guy try and hit on me truly was a new one. I’d never been hit on before, period.

I’d never had a man look at me like that.

“I kind of liked it,” I admitted to Chloe, emboldened by the probably hundred dollars of cocktails in me.

Chloe laughed.

“You flirt,” she said, before noticing her cell buzzing in her hand. “Oh, taxi’s here!”

A car pulled in, maybe ten yards away from us. We walked over. This time, I leaned into the window and confirmed it was for us. Chloe simply stood back and watched.

I repeated her move from earlier, opening the door for Chloe behind the driver, and then sitting in the other rear seat. This time, it turned out, our driver was a lot more of a conversationalist than our first driver.

Mike was his name. He spoke to us the whole time, making eye contact with me in the rear view mirror as he did. It made for a quick journey, my nerves tingling again from speaking to a stranger for so long as Laura.

It was only when we finally got back to mine that I realized something. I had thought Mike was cute. I didn’t have any reason to hide anything from Chloe, so I told her.

“Really?” she asked.

“Really,” I admitted. “What does that mean?”

“Uh, I don’t know, really.”

We both sat in silence for a moment.

“He was cute, to be fair,” she conceded.

“See?”

“Yeah, you were right.” There was another pause. “I don’t know what it means. Have you ever thought a guy was cute before?”

“No,” I told her. “Or, not like the way I felt with this guy. Like, I’ve seen men before and could tell they’re hot or whatever. But tonight, I was looking at guys in a whole different way.”

“Guy?” she asked. “Plural.”

I thought for a second. I hadn’t even really realized what I had said.

“I guess so, yeah.”

“So, as Josh, you’d never thought about being with a guy?” Chloe asked me.

“Not ever,” I said.

“But Laura’s open to it?”

“I think so, yeah,” I admitted.

“Would you rather be with a guy or a girl right now?” she probed. “Like, two choices. Say we were at the bar and this handsome, rugged guy, had come up to us. He’s like three inches taller than you, even in your heels. He says he’d like to buy you a drink. How would you feel? Would you like that?”

I thought for a second. Maybe it was just the drinks but the idea felt good.

“Yeah,” I admitted slightly shyly.

“No, that’s good!” Chloe insisted. “But okay, other scenario, there’s a cute girl at the bar. She’s next to us and we’re getting a drink at the same time. She looks amazing, like flawless makeup, sexy dress, higher heels than you could even believe. If she started talking to you, would you want to flirt with her or what?”

“I don’t know,” I said as I imagined both scenarios. “Honestly I think I’d really only want to be her friend.”

“Really?”

“Really,” I admitted. “What does that mean? Am I straight as Josh but gay as Laura?”

“Gay as Laura would have meant you wanted to flirt with the girl,” she said plainly.

“You get what I mean,” I said.

“Yeah I guess I do but also you’re way overthinking this. Does it even matter what it means?” she asked me.

“I guess not,” I said.

“Then fuck it,” she told me. “Try it. You didn’t know you’d like wearing a dress last month. If next month you’re sleeping with some hunk from the bar then so be it.’

Completely involuntarily, I smiled.

“Oh, you like that?” Chloe asked.

“We should get some sleep,” was my only response.

“Now that is something I do understand.”
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The next morning, after we had struggled to eat breakfast together, Chloe just about managed to build up the energy to shower and get ready to call a cab. I followed her lead and showered after, the hot water feeling like it was cleansing last night’s actions from me.

I got out and put on some casual clothes. Although, over the past few weeks, my casual clothes had all become women’s clothes. I was wearing a black turtleneck sweater and a tight but stretchy pink skirt. It was comfier than any loungewear I’d ever worn as a guy.

As I walked back into the living room in my new outfit, Chloe showed me something. She had changed my name in her phone to Laura. My contact image was one of the two of us together from the previous night.

The sight of it made me so happy.

She had told me she was meant to be meeting Zach for dinner. She was worried about her hangover being so bad that she’d never eat again. It was at that moment that I’d finally thought to ask her what she’d told Zach about us spending so much time together. What she had said about visiting her ex every weekend, since she and Zach had met.

“He, uh, doesn’t know you’re my ex,” she admitted.

“Chloe!” was my only response.

“I know!” she replied. “But I didn’t know how to! I just told him I’m seeing my friend, Laura, every time. Which is true!”

“Yeah, I know, but…” I trailed off.

I did very much appreciate her putting me before her new relationship. But she sounded like she really liked Zach. I didn’t want to be the one to ruin it!

“You need to tell him.” I said.

“And say what?”

“Just tell him the truth!” I told her. “I don’t want to hurt your chances with him. Imagine how he’s gonna feel in like six months, if he finds out you’ve been spending all your time with your ex.”

“Yeah but what am I mean to say? That you’re my ex but you’re going through some gender stuff so it’s fine?” she asked.

“If that’s what it takes!” I said. “I’d rather some guy I’ve never met finds out that your ex likes wearing a dress, than destroy your chance at this relationship.”

“Seriously?” she asked.

“Seriously,” I told her.

The conversation went quiet. We simply smiled at each other. We hugged again and she told me she’d think about the best way to handle the situation, with Zach. I told her not to worry about me and just worry about herself. At that moment, her taxi arrived.

“I’ll call you,” she told me as she hurried to the door.

“I’ll look forward to it,” I told her.

And then I was alone again. Alone with my thoughts. I had given up on trying to figure out what it meant, that I liked spending time as a woman, and instead tried to interrogate myself on how I felt about thinking that a guy was hot.

The answers still weren’t clear. I had barely worn men’s clothes since I first put on the dress. I was even tucking when I had to present as a guy for work or whatever. It all just felt right.

And the idea of being with a guy felt right. Maybe I had to just admit to myself that I liked being a woman. I liked everything that went with it. I liked the clothes, I liked the makeup, and I liked men. That was as far as I could handle trying to figure out the situation. That was enough. I had to go back to sleep.
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After I woke up, the rest of my day was calm. I did chores, I cooked some meals for the work week, I tried not to consider how I was feeling any more. When the evening came, I read a book and wondered how Chloe was getting on.

I wanted nothing more than to text her and find out. I was worried that I was going to be a wedge in her potential new relationship. After all she had done for me, it was the last thing I wanted. I tried to push the thoughts from my head, but it wouldn’t work. I eventually just went to bed.

The next morning, the first thing I did was text her.

How’d it go?




I waited to see if she’d come online but she didn’t. I couldn’t tell if that was a good or a bad sign. I just hope she wouldn't be mad at me if things went badly. Over the previous weeks, she had become more important to me than she was when we were in a relationship. It felt crazy to think it, but it was true.

I showered and made breakfast and then finally built up the courage to check my phone, to see if she’d replied.

She had.

it went great!!!




i’m still at his now!




wait, sorry, is that tmi?




I laughed in real life. It should have been too much information, hearing that my ex had slept with the guy she had started dating after we broke up. For most men, that would be a horrendous thing to hear. But all I felt was happiness for her. I guessed I wasn’t most men.

That’s great!! And maybe it’s TMI but I don’t care because I’m happy for you!




lol sorry




but also not sorry




So what did you tell him?




I told him the truth like you said




Like, the whole truth?




yh. you don’t mind do you?




No, of course not! What did he say?




he found it kind of wild but he was also happy for us both




He sounds great.




he is great!




he wants to meet you




What? Are you serious.




serious




he said he can bring a friend so there’s four of us so it’s not like a job interview or something




I didn’t know how I felt about that. It sounded intense. But I was happy for her, and I wanted to support her. It was the least I could do for her after everything she had done for me.

Uhh, sure. What kind of thing do you have in mind?




dinner? friday night?




we went to a really nice restaurant last night and I want to go again so I can try it without a hangover




I thought about my answer for a moment. The idea was terrifying. But also it was for Chloe.

Sure. Name a time.




amazing!!! I’ll come to yours to get ready again and we can go together




Crazy. The whole situation was crazy. I had just agreed to go with my ex-girlfriend to meet her new boyfriend and one of his friends. It was not where I saw myself a month ago.

[image: ]



My week continued its usual pattern but by now I was only facing the world as Josh when I absolutely had to. If I had to go into meetings, if I had to get groceries, or if I was running errands in the city.

But it had reached the point where I was doing errands near my apartment as Laura. I took out the garbage, checked the mail, and one day even went for a walk, for no reason, all as Laura. And I saw people each time. I talked to people sometimes. And not only did I not care but I was happy about it.

I had started living more and more of my life as a woman and I was happy about it. Ever since that night at the bar, I was unstoppable.

On Friday, Chloe came around to my apartment at her usual time and we did our usual greeting. Saying hi, hugging, complimenting each other’s outfits. This week, she arrived wearing a dusky pink dress, with a high neckline with a gold trim, and it showed off her shoulders. It cinched in at her waist with a fabric belt feature and then billowed out towards her knees, where it stopped.

She had matched the dress with a pair of gold sandals. They were like the pair that she had left at mine before, but these were taller and with less of a platform. They had a thin strap over her toes and an equally thin strap around her ankles.

It was similar to my own outfit. I had ordered a new dress for the evening, hoping a fresh look would be all I needed to bolster my confidence. It was a dark green dress, the ideal shade for my brunette wig.

The neck was similarly narrow and my shoulders were also revealed. The front of my dress had a thin, nude coloured mesh strip down the middle, just opaque enough to hide my bra and corset. My dress, like Chloe’s, also belted at the middle, but mine with a subtle and cute gold buckle. It widened through the skirt and stopped at the middle of my thigh, showing off a generous amount of my soft legs.

I had bought a new pair of high heels for the evening too. I had found that heels filled me with more confidence than alcohol or anything else I’d ever tried. And, if there was one thing that was going to make me ready to face the evening, it was these shoes.

They were white, heeled sandals. The strap over my toes was around and inch wide and was decorated by an oversized white mesh bow. The heel was a four inch block that screamed sensuality. They clasped around my ankle with a thin strap and a gold buckle that matched the gold on my dress flawlessly.

I spent a moment taking her in. Chloe looked stunning. I told her that Zach was a lucky man.

“And so’s Jason,” Chloe replied.

“Who’s Jason?” I asked.

“Zach’s friend,” she said, almost cryptically.

I asked about Jason but she wouldn’t tell me anything. I didn’t know if it was making me more or less nervous about meeting her new man. And his friend. She opened a bottle of red wine that she brought with her and told me to drink some to take my mind off of it. It worked.

As soon as we established that I was ready to go, we booked a cab. The drive took us into the heart of the city, to a restaurant I had never even heard of before.

We pulled up outside a lavish looking high rise building and got out of the cab.

“Here?” I asked.

“Here,” Chloe confirmed.

“Zach must have expensive taste.’

Chloe grinned at me.

She led us to the door, pulling it open and holding it for me to enter first. Chloe overtook me to approach a desk and talk to a woman sitting behind it.

“Reservations for Vineyard, under Henderson,” she said.

The woman looked at her screen for a brief moment.

“Seventeenth floor,” she said politely. “Welcome to Vineyard.”

“Thank you.”

Chloe led us to the elevator and pressed button seventeen.

“You okay?” she asked me.

“Nervous,” was all I said.

“You’ll do fine,” she reassured me. “Just be yourself.”

The words resonated with me more than they had any right to. By ‘myself,’ she had meant ‘Laura.’ It was interesting to know that she saw Lara as myself. And maybe to think that I thought of Laura as myself as well. It had started as me just trying on a dress and kind of enjoying it. But now I had all but shed my male persona.

The elevator dinged and we were on the seventeenth floor. The situation suddenly became very real. The doors opened and revealed to us the ornate restaurant dining room we had found ourselves in.

Each wall was a full height, floor to ceiling window. The ceilings themselves were two stories high and were hung with gold, circular halos of lighting. The tables were all dark wood with plush looking seating surrounds. The waitstaff all wore black dresses, or black slacks and white shirts, and moved with an air of professional grace. I had never been to a restaurant so beautiful in all of my life.

And I was there to meet my ex-girlfriend’s new boyfriend.

“It’s beautiful,” I told Chloe.

“I know,” she replied. “Wait until you see the food.”

She took my hand and stepped us out of the elevator. Her nails were perfectly manicured with French tips. She had truly found a new side of herself since we broke up. Her fingers intertwined with my own. I looked at my fully white nails, painted to match my shoes.

“There he is!” she excitedly told me.

“I’m nervous,” I admitted.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want. He hasn’t seen us yet.”

“I want it,” I told her.

We walked through a row of tables and closed in on one with two men, facing our way. I watched as their conversation was interrupted, by one of them spotting us. They both looked our way.

I had no idea which of the pair was Zach and which was Jason. Both of them stood as we approached and I got the chance to look at them fully. The one on the left was in a pair of sand coloured chinos and wore a blue oxford shirt, the man on the right in wool slacks and a white cotton shirt.

The man in the blue shirt had messy, dirty blond hair and wore gold glasses on his aquiline nose. It looked as if his nose had been carved from stone by a great sculptor. The white shirted man had black, slicked back hair. His strong jaw was decorated with perfectly maintained stubble. His smile revealed beautiful white teeth that I felt could have lit the room better than any halo lighting ever could.

The other thing I noticed was their height. The left hand man was tall with an athletic figure but the man on the right was even taller. And he was built. I was wearing four inch heels, and even still he looked like he would eclipse me with his stature. He must have been at least 6’3”.

I was relieved when one of them spoke. I forgot that I needed to.

“Chloe!” said the man on the left, wearing the blue shirt, as he stepped around the table to greet us.

“Zach!” she said back to him.

That answered my question. The man she was dating was the blond. That meant his friend, Jason, was the giant in the white shirt. Zach leaned down and hugged Chloe. I heard him tell her she looked beautiful and I heard her giggle.

“And this,” she said as their embrace ended, “is Laura.”

“Nice to meet you Laura,” Zach said, approaching me.

For some reason, I had expected a handshake. It was my first time being formally introduced to a man, like this. Generally, these kinds of introductions happened to me at work, not dressed as a woman.

Instead, Zach bent a little to give me a hug as well. It felt like madness. My ex-girlfriend’s new boyfriend - or whatever he was - hugging me. The person he knew to be his new girlfriend’s - or whatever she was - ex-boyfriend. Her ex-boyfriend who was dressed as a woman and called himself Laura.

One thing I had become good at since I first put on the green dress was ignoring thoughts like those. I had decided that, if things felt good, then I wouldn't bother trying to figure it out.

And this felt good.

“Nice to meet you, Laura,” Zach said to me as I began to hug him back.

“Nice to meet you too, Zach,” I said.

“And this is Jason,” Zach said of the man in the white shirt.

“Nice to meet you, ladies,” he said.

Chloe had already gone over to give a welcome hug to Jason by the time he had finished his sentence. She said it was nice to meet him and he said likewise. Then the two of us met eyes. I couldn’t help but smile. He returned it.

He walked over to me and extended his arms for a hug. I mirrored him. His huge frame and powerful arms engulfed my body. I could feel the muscles in his arms move as he embraced me. It felt so safe. It felt so nice.

I felt like a woman in his arms.

Ignoring my thoughts, I truly didn’t want the hug to end. Naturally though, it did. We all took our respective seats and started talking. I had no idea where the conversation would lead, whether Zach would have questions about my becoming Laura, or if he’d mention it offhandedly to Jason, but he didn’t. The pair of them were nothing but gentlemen. And they treated us as nothing but ladies.

We ordered food. The whole menu looked divine. I ate scallops and pan seared lamb. Everything was incredible. We paired the food with wine and we paired the wine with more conversation. The evening was going worlds better than I had imagined it ever would.

After our entrees, Chloe said she needed to use the restroom and asked me to come with her. I obliged, just hoping Zach didn’t find it weird. He didn’t seem to. I was still safe.

“How’s it going?” she once again asked me.

“This place is amazing!” I told her.

“Yeah, I know. But, like, how are you feeling? What are you thinking?”

“I’m trying not to,” I told her.

She furrowed her brow.

“Trying not to what?” she questioned.

“Trying not to think. It kind of ruins things.” I explained.

“Huh,” was all she said. “But you’re okay?”

I stopped to think. I accepted my thoughts this time and allowed myself to focus on them for a moment.

“This is one of the best nights of my life,” I finally said.

“Laura, that’s amazing,” she replied.

“I know,” I agreed.

“You know what else is good?” she asked me.

“What?”

“I think Jason likes you,” she said, playfully.

“Likes me?” I echoed.

“The way he’s been looking at you all night!”

I honestly had not noticed. I was not well versed in knowing how a man looked at a woman when he was into her. How a man would have looked at me if he was into me.

“What?” I asked.

“He’s barely taken his eyes off you!” she explained.

“What?” I repeated.

I looked at her for a moment with wide eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked, yet again. “If you’re not cool with that, you don’t have to pay him any attention. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

I thought for a second.

“No it’s not that. I just…” I trailed off for a moment. “I guess I just didn’t expect it.”

“Why not?” Chloe asked. “Laura, you’re fucking beautiful. I don’t know if you’ve figured that out about yourself yet but you are gorgeous. Men have been looking at you since we first went to that bar.”

Her words were incredible but something still didn’t sit right.

“Yeah, but I’m…”

I trailed off again. I felt a wave of sadness take over me. I felt like I was going to cry, but not like the times before when I’d seen myself in the mirror.

“I’m not really Laura,” I said. “None of this is real.”

“It’s as real as you want it to be!” she said immediately. “If you want to be Laura, then be Laura! If you don’t, then don’t.”

”I want to be Laura,” I told her. “More than anything.”

“Good! Then be her!” she said as she kept her gaze locked on mine. “And if your heart is telling you that you don’t want a man to look at you that way then you don’t have to let him. But if you do, then good for you! Because he’s looking at you.”

I didn’t know what to say. I did the only thing I could think to do and I hugged her.

“Thank you,” I said to her.

“You’re welcome,” she freed herself from my hug. “But also I do actually need the toilet, I wasn’t lying when I said that.”

I waited for Chloe to get back to me. When she returned, I asked one question on my mind.

“But what if he doesn’t…”

I didn’t know how to finish my own sentence.

“What?” she asked.

“What if he doesn’t like that I’m not…” I lowered my voice. “A woman.”

She looked me in the eyes once again.

“Laura, you are every bit a woman. You might not think it but I know it. I’ve probably known it longer than you, even. When we were together, I wondered, sometimes. I can’t explain it but there’s something about you that makes all of this make sense.”

She gestured to my feminine appearance as she said it.

“And he will not care. Nobody cares,” she continued. “The reason Zach invited Jason is because Jason is nice and progressive and a good human being and he will not care.”

I didn’t quite know what to say. We stood in silence for a moment until Chloe spoke again.

“Are you ready to go back in there? I want dessert.”

Chloe exited the restroom and I followed. She led us back to our table and Zach and Jason were waiting for us. They stood again as we returned. I hadn’t expected it. They were perfect gentlemen.

We sat and resumed dinner, ordering desserts and more wine. The conversation had flown so freely all night. I had learned about Zach’s work as an architect and that Jason worked with him, in a role that was apparently really different from his own, but Chloe and I couldn’t figure out how. They both seemed to find that very funny.

I learned about Jason’s hobbies and the band Zach once played guitar in. I heard stories from their time on sports teams and their goals for their careers. They asked about Chloe and I.

At first, I was apprehensive. Being asked questions about myself was tense. I kept thinking they were going to pry in some kind of way that meant I’d have to tell them something I didn’t want to. Something like ‘well Zach, it’s funny you should ask, we were together but now I like to wear women’s clothes.’ Or ‘yes, that’s right, Jason, my testicles are jammed up inside my body right now, thank you for asking.’

But it never came. I realized that those fears were pure cynicism from somewhere deep within me. From a negative shadow, that always clung onto me. Although I hadn’t felt much of that shadow, over the past few weeks.

Instead, the questions were normal questions. They were about my work or the college I went to or the books I read. None of them were trying to catch me out or make me reveal some deep, dark secret.

Chloe was right. Nobody cared.
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The evening came to an end only because the restaurant wanted it to. We could have kept drinking and talking but the place was closing and we had no choice but to leave.

Zach invited Chloe back to his apartment and she eagerly accepted. I found it weird, again, thinking that this was my ex-girlfriend, going home with a man. And not just that but doing it in front of my face and telling me. But I truly did not care either. I was happy for them.

The only issue I faced was that Chloe and I were going to split a cab back out of the city. She offered to pay her half anyway but I turned her offer down. It was too generous. I couldn’t handle feeling like I owed her any more than I already did.

We all exited the building together and started saying our goodbyes out in the street, surrounded by the buzz of the city at night and its cool air. There were taxis waiting on the road already, and Zach’s apartment was a short train ride away, so it felt as good of a place to part ways as any.

I hugged Chloe and Zach in turn and then they said their goodbyes to Jason. They began to walk away from us towards the train. They left Jason and I there alone.

“It was really nice meeting you,” was all I could think to say, in the face of our unexpected solitude.

And then he said something I never expected.

“Do you want to come back to my place?”
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I did.

I did want to go back to his place. I ignored all of my thoughts and internal negativity and I did it.

He put his arm around my waist, his strong forearm wrapping around the soft fabric of my dress, and he walked me to a taxi. He opened the door for me and I got in. My heart was full of butterflies. But no nerves. It was pure euphoria, being treated like the woman that I felt I was.

We had sparse conversation during the taxi ride. We both knew exactly why he asked me back to his. We both knew exactly why I had said yes to him. There was nothing to be said. Especially not where the driver could hear us.

As soon as we parked up outside his block, he paid the driver, hopped out, and opened my door for me. He took me by the hand and let me to the front door, my tiny pedicured figures lost in his giant grasp.

My heart was pounding as he unlocked the door and pressed the button on the elevator so we could get inside. We had still barely said a word. The only sound was my rushing blood and my clicking high heels.

We were on his floor. He guided me to his apartment. He unlocked it. We were inside.

His apartment was just as stunning as the restaurant. High ceilings, expensive looking furniture, huge windows. As he closed the door behind us, I was going to compliment it in some kind of way, maybe make a joke about him being an architect, but I didn’t need to.

He put one hand on my waist and his other on my chin. He leaned towards me. We were kissing.

I was kissing a man.

It felt incredible.

The initial wave of surprise and shock made my body tense. As soon as I registered what was happening, I relaxed immediately, pushing my mouth against his, imagining my cherry red lipstick staining his mouth. Leaving my mark on him. Making him my man. Making me his woman.

His hand moved behind my head and he embraced me with the hand still on my waist. My body felt weightless between the strength of his arm and the tenderness of his kiss. The only sound was our breathing.

I put my hand on his torso. I could feel his body beneath his shirt. It felt strong and hard and tense. I raised my other to his face, tracing the line of his chiseled jaw, feeling his rough stubble against my fingers. I never wanted the kiss to end.

Our breathing became louder. My high heels scuffled against the floor as he took more and more of my weight in his arms. He swept me around, away from the door, and led me through the room, both of us trying our best to avoid the furniture on the way.

In an instant, we were in the bedroom. Things were moving so fast but neither of us had the patience for things to go any slower. He pulled me into him again for another kiss before lifting me off the ground and putting me onto his bed, with the same ease as moving a rag doll.

He was on top of me. He had one hand on my face as we kissed again, and with his other hand pinned my own wrist to the pillow at the top of the bed. His body eclipsed mine entirely. He was all I could see. All I could feel or smell or hear. He was all I could taste.

Our lips were inseparable. I gently bit his lip and he shifted his body harder onto me as I did. I had never felt anything like it. Never had I felt so intimate with anyone. Not with Chloe, not with any girl before her. I had tapped into a well of sexual energy that I never even known to exist within me.

I gently pushed at his chest, feeling his taught pecs as I did. He moved off of me as I pressed, following my lead, no doubt knowing I never could have moved him with strength alone.

He was in a kneeling position. I kneeled with him, kissing him on the mouth. I felt his body with my hands, all perfectly sculpted inch of it, until I was at his belt. I firmly grasped it with both hands and pulled at it with all my might. He shifted a little and laughed. I undid the belt.

I reached my hand into his pants. I could feel him, already growing hard in his boxer shorts. I explored with my fingertips, tracing the outline of his penis through the material. It felt huge. I had never touched a penis other than my own before that moment. This was nothing like touching my own.

I had to have it.

I took my hand out and started unzipping his pants. I finally said maybe the first words either of us had said since we’d left the restaurant.

“Take those off!”

I meant it to sound like a demand but, with my perfect Valley girl voice, it sounded like I was begging. Maybe I was. I didn’t know any more.

Either way, he obliged. He pulled off his pants and boxers while I unbuttoned his shirt. He was before me, fully naked.

I could finally see him. It was incredible. He had the build of an ancient Greek olympian. All muscle and toned flesh and no wasted potential. He was a man.

I put my right hand back on his penis. I kissed him and gently stroked at his hardening cock. I had never been with a man before. All I could think to do was what I would do with my own penis. Even if Jason’s was a whole different feeling in my petite hands.

My hand felt more and more full, the size of his penis rapidly expanding beyond my grip. I couldn’t help but stop kissing so that I could look down. It was enormous. Fully hard, it was a giant. It must have been seven inches, built to match the rest of his body.

I couldn’t help myself. I had to have it. I moved my face away from his kiss and towards his penis. I had no idea how I was supposed to give head. I’d received it enough times but that was all I had. I opened my mouth, hoping his giant cock would fit.

The head of his penis passed my lips and I felt its warm throb on my tongue. It was in. His huge dick was in my mouth. My heart was beating faster than it ever had.

I felt better than I ever had.

I almost forgot to do anything else. I was enjoying the moment so much that I nearly forgot to suck his cock. Until I felt his hand on the back of my head. It gently pressed and guided my mouth further onto him, until it was as deep as I could handle. I pushed back and he obliged, allowing me to start moving my mouth up and down his shaft, delicately licking the head every time I reached it.

His first moan of pleasure sounded out. It was a low pitched grunt, unlike any noise I had ever caused another human being to ever make. It sounded good.

I wanted to hear it again, so I kept doing what I was doing. I was jamming his cock as far down my throat as I could bear and then going back for more and more and more.

His moans were getting more frequent. I had this powerful god of a man under my control.

I was a goddess.

His moans grew more frequent. That meant only one thing. It was my turn. I took his cock out of my mouth, looked him in the eyes, and told him what I wanted.

What I needed.

“Fuck me.”

He didn’t waste any time. He opened a cabinet by the bedside and pulled out some lube, his cock throbbing, rock hard in the low light of the bedroom.

With the lube in one hand, he used the other to grab my waist. He pulled, hard, turning me around and spilling me onto all fours. I felt him lift the hem of my dress and pull down my panties. Without hesitation, he pulled my tucking panties down as well.

He didn’t care.

My penis sprung up, finally free from where it was pressed against my body. It was harder than it ever had been before in my entire life. It was nothing, compared to Jason, but he had given me the biggest erection I’d ever had.

I heard him squirt some lube and then felt him touch my hole with a single finger. He rubbed gently and I let out a girlish moan. He pushed the finger inside me. I moaned again. He pressed until his finger was knuckle deep. His finger was thick and wide and my hole took a moment to get used to it.

I had never had anything inside my ass before. It was incredible. It awakened something within me. I was the lock and he was my key.

He stroked inside me. I felt his finger press against something as it did, each time firing a shot of pleasure through my body. Until he removed his finger.

I was almost about to complain, but then I felt a second finger enter at the same time as the first. He was stroking inside of me with both fingers. My body was starting to lose control. My cock was going soft. I was more turned on than ever but it was like it knew we didn’t need it.

I moaned out, loud and high pitched. He took that as his starter pistol.

He took his fingers back out, and then I felt something different. I felt the head of his penis.

Unmistakable, so hard and wide, it was his penis pressing against my hole, still pulsing from where it had come to love him fingering me.

He gently pushed his torso towards mine. His penis entered me. I was worried my thoughts would erupt with questions about myself and what I was doing but none came. I could focus on nothing but the feel of his rock hard erection as it pushed inside of me.

The head was inside, then the shaft began to follow. He pushed deeper and deeper. I wasn’t sure if my body could take the feeling, my hole stretching and my insides shifting to accommodate the sheer size of him. I almost told him to stop but I couldn’t do it. I wanted to take all of him.

He pressed further, still slowly and gently, allowing my body to get used to him. And then I felt it. I felt his pelvis press against my ass.

He was all the way inside of me.

I let out a squeal, half from the most intense sexual pleasure I’d ever felt, and half from the sheer joy of being able to take all of this god of a man. He pulled his pelvis away from me, I felt his cock slide back out gently, before he started a slow thrust.

The thrust repeated, in, then out, gently at first, but then with speed. With power. Each thrust pushed me so hard that I had to put a hand on the headboard of the bed to try and steady myself as he fucked me. He worked up a rhythm that both of our bodies wanted. Each thrust filling me with waves of pleasure unlike any I had ever felt before.

He fucked me. He pushed his cock into me over and over, each stroke erasing any of my fears of not being woman enough for him.

Until it happened.

It was a warmth at first, then a pressure, then I thought my bladder was being squeezed. I was about to tell Jason that I needed him to slow down, but then, it was the moment.

Without a hand on my own dick, without even remembering that I had a penis of my own, I came. I came harder than I ever had done in my entire life. It was like my entire body was having an orgasm, not just my dick. I screamed out, high pitched, effeminate moans. My completely limp penis shot rope after rope of cum onto Jason’s white bedsheets.

He didn’t care.

My body was convulsing, I couldn’t control myself. But he didn’t stop. I gripped onto the bed to try and keep myself on all fours as he kept thrusting. I thought I would need him to stop, that the orgasm would be too much, but we somehow kept going.

And then it happened again. For the first time in my life, I had a double orgasm. The waves of pleasure were even deeper, this time. It was a warmth from within me, from where his cock was filling me, that made my whole body shake. It was the best I had ever felt.

Now I didn’t want him to stop. I never wanted him to stop. I wanted the rest of my life to be in his bed, him fucking me forever.

But then he shifted a little. I felt his thrusts speed up, his cock somehow finding a way to go deeper into me still. He started moaning, low and masculine. I could tell what was about to happen. I started trying to move my body further onto him, arching my back deeper to take as much of him as I could and, moments later, he moaned louder still.

I felt it within me.

Semen burst from him and I felt its wet warmth inside of me. I moaned as he did, our bodies becoming one as his cum spilled out and filled me. I kept riding his cock for as long as he would let me, load after load entering my body, still desperately wanting more of his seed to enter me, him as my man and me as his woman.

It finally ended.

I didn’t want it to, but it did. He pulled out of me, gently, and turned me round again. He put his hand on my bare thigh and another on my chin and kissed me, this time with a tenderness we had somehow completely bypassed when we only wanted each other’s bodies.

We both collapsed onto the bed. I pulled my panties back up and he held me from behind. I could still feel him inside of me, his seed still warm, marking me as his own.

I had never felt so good.

It was all I could think about as I fell asleep in his arms.


eleven
. . .




When I awoke the next morning, it almost took me a moment to register my surroundings. The previous evening had all felt like a wonderful dream. I couldn’t believe I’d woken up still living in it. I was still in my dress. Still in my heels and makeup. I was still in Jason’s arms. I had never felt so safe and secure,

He kissed me as soon as he realized that I was awake and he offered to make me breakfast. I took him up on his offer. We ate together and talked more. And then kissed more.

And then we fucked more.

It was every bit as good as the night before. Better, even, sober and aware of what each other was capable of. It was the best sex of my entire life.

Eventually, I managed to force myself to go home. I wanted to stay forever but I knew I couldn’t let Jason know that. He called me a cab and, for the first time in my life, I went home wearing the same dress as I wore the night before. It was like I was finally living all of the cliche stories I’d read in those books I’d shared with Chloe.

I didn’t even wait to get back to my apartment before I told her. I messaged Chloe on the cab ride home.

I didn’t have to wait for even five seconds for her response.

I went home with Jason.




YOU WHAT????!! YESSSS




how was it?




Incredible.




I think I love him.




hahaha you do not




but like




did you sleep with him




I told her. I told her that I did and that it was amazing. I told my ex-girlfriend that I got dressed up as a woman and that I fucked a man.

And I didn’t care.

The thoughts didn’t come back. I didn’t question it. I had simply lived my life. I had finally solved it. It didn’t matter if I was a crossdresser or a drag queen or if I was trans. I was Laura.

That was the answer all along.

[image: ]


I wasn’t sure when the last time was, that I was Josh. It was certainly before that night I had spent with Jason, because after that I was never Josh again. I managed to move to permanently working remotely at my job, and it turned out that going to the office was the one final thing that I felt was keeping me form being Laura all the time.

One of best parts out of everything that happened to me, was how close Chloe and I had become. All of this had brought Chloe and I together, so much more than we ever were as a couple.

She had turned me into the woman that I must have always wanted to be. It felt like I sort of did the same for her, too. She was more confident and sure of herself, once we had started practicing makeup and walking in heels together. It went without saying that I was as well.

The most important piece of the puzzle was Jason. After that evening, he didn’t wait to call me. We got brunch the very next day at a cute cafe and it was like a real date between a man and a woman. Because it was a real date between a man and a woman. I had shed my past life and had a whole new one to look forward to.

As Jason’s girlfriend.

My whole life had changed in every way. But each new aspect of my life was so much better than the old version. I was living as a woman full time. Chloe helped me in every way she could, to make sure that I could live the life that I wanted.

We disposed of my male clothes together, we redecorated my apartment, we went on more nights out. She was even there with me when I went for my first consultancy about hormone replacements.

I took my first estrogen pill at a dinner with Chloe, to mark the occasion.

Jason and I eventually moved in together. I became his live-in girlfriend. It was heaven, spending all my time as a woman. His woman. He made me feel like a princess. He took me to dinners, I met his other work colleagues, he was my boyfriend.

My relationship with him only strengthened my friendship with Chloe even further. The two of us and Chloe and Zach were four of the closest friends possible. That first dinner that the four of us shared turned out to be the first day of the rest of all of our lives. The four of us did anything and everything together. It just felt right.

It was hard to believe. Chloe was my ex-girlfriend. Now, she was my best friend. And all because she had turned me into the woman I was always supposed to be. She was the friend that made me Laura.

I couldn’t imagine a better friend than that.
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