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“What about this one?” Brandy said, holding up a sparkly gold low-cut dress. 

It looked like giant sequins layered like shingles. I felt it with my fingertips and couldn’t tell how it stayed together. 

Was that…pretty? What was I supposed to say? Did I know what pretty was?

I imagined myself wearing it, spinning while dancing, and the whole thing falling apart, leaving me in the middle of the dance floor wearing see-through panties and the smallest size bra on the planet that I used to cover up what I called my “boinkers.”  

“This is a house party,” I said, “not a club. This seems…formal. Also I have no cleavage.”

“True,” she said, and she hung it back up. “And we haven’t established if you want to get picked up.”

“This isn’t about that,” I sighed, and laid back on Casey’s pillow. Casey was Brandy’s roommate, and she had gone home for the weekend for her grandmother’s birthday party. I could seize an opportunity when it stared me in the face and shook me. 

“How many of these do you even have?” I asked. “Considering you don’t even go out all that much, your closet is like a clown car of dresses.”

“How do you know what I do with my free time?” she smirked. “I do more than you think. You’re not the only one with secrets, you know.” 

“I don’t really have secrets,” I said.

“No? Here,” she said, reaching for her phone. “Let me just text Casey that she’s missing a dress-up party in her dorm room because Brad wants to go to a frat party dressed like a girl.”

“No!” I said, reaching for her phone.

“Relax,” she said, showing me her phone wasn’t even on. “But I just proved you have a secret.” 

“Fine,” I said. “It’s a secret.” 

“And it’s safe with me,” she said. “You know that, right? All joking aside.” 

I nodded. 

“I might not totally get what you’re trying to do here,” she said, “but I know an SOS when I see one.”

“I’m not even sure I know myself,” I said. 

She shuffled through the rest of the clothes that hung in her closet, and I gritted my teeth each time the metal hangers scraped against the cheap dorm-room closet rod. How could a closet rod be cheap? This one was. I almost wanted to pick the gold dress just to stop hearing that sound. 

Thankfully, she finished, and then shifted her attention to what got pulled out. 

“I mean, there’s not a ton here that you liked,” she said, flipping through the small pile of dresses that were lying on her bed, “and that’s OK, since you’re kind of new to this. And it may not turn heads, but there's always the LBD.”

“LBD?” 

“Little black dress,” she said. “It’s a classic for a reason.” She rummaged around one of her dresser drawers and pulled out a stretchy-looking black cocktail dress. 

Or, at least, it looked like a cocktail dress. 

“I don’t know that I want to turn heads,” I said. “I just need to do this. I don’t know why.” 

That was a lie. I knew why. 

“Try black then,” she said. “I have one in pink, too. Pink might turn more heads.” 

She handed me the LBD, which looked small in her hand. I unfolded it and it looked so…narrow. I was going to squeeze into this? I was going to wear this? 

“We could…we could try this one,” I said, trying not to look like I was excited.

But I was. And when she turned around so I could change out of my jeans and sweatshirt and into the dress, I made sure she didn’t see that I was already wearing panties. A small, white lace g-string that I already knew would keep what little manhood I had from poking out and blowing my cover.

As I changed, I covered myself to hide the fact that my legs were already shaved, and had been for a long time.

Because while this was the first night I was going to go all the way, it wasn’t the first night I had gone most of the way. 

I shimmied my hands down my sides as I got the dress all the way on, and I felt electric. I was still Brad from the neck up, and there was no doubt about that. But from the neck down? I looked like a slender girl. 

And I knew I would. Or I thought I would. I hoped I would. 

I didn’t have any outfits like this tucked under my bed. I had leggings, I had stockings, I had a few pairs of panties. But I spent all my money on a nice wig, some makeup, and some chunky black shoes that I was hoping to wear to the party. Assembling a wardrobe, plus working on the confidence and support to actually wear it, was taking a long time. I was getting impatient, and I needed reinforcements.

Which is where Brandy came in. Brandy was my only bisexual friend. 

Well, she was my only friend, period. But she was also the most open-minded person I knew, had all kinds of friends in the LGBTQ club, and, most importantly, was the same size as me. Just a little petite person with a wardrobe I wanted.

Except first I had to tell her what I wanted, which was for her to dress me up and go to a party. 

Next I had to tell her why, and…I would get to that part eventually. 

But for now, I sat at her desk in a skirt as she worked on my face. I had done my own makeup for only a couple of weeks, and I was terrible at it, even if I got advice from the Internet. How To videos were great, but I often would get distracted by how great the person in the video looked, or I would get discouraged after searching for how much money I’d need to recreate that same look with what turned out to be sponsored products. Even if I could afford the stuff, I wasn’t skilled enough to have it look the same. 

No, I needed help. And just fifteen minutes in Brandy’s chair showed me that I had made the right choice. 

First, she blended my neck into my chest, and while I still had no cleavage, she at least made it look like there was something that my padded bra was doing. Then my Adam’s apple disappeared under a choker. Then my cheekbones were highlighted, my jawline downplayed, my lips turned into (if I say so myself) deeply red and kissable lips, my eyes became deep and dark, and by the time she applied some blue eye shadow, I no longer looked like myself. 

Well, I looked like myself. I looked like how I wanted to look, only I never could pull it off. 

With her help, I was better off than I had been in weeks. Once the wig was on and secured, and I felt the hair flow down past my shoulders, I felt like I had finally arrived.

I turned my head from side to side, puckered my lips, fluttered my eyes, and tucked my hair behind my ears. 

“Wait, Brad–” she started, but stopped, and I’m not sure whose eyes were wider. 

That was my name. I went by it my whole life, everyone called me that name, but somehow when she said it, it felt like a word bullet hit me right in my flat chest. It was wrong. 

“I can’t call you Brad,” she said.

“No,” I said. 

“And I definitely can’t call you that at the party. Who do you want to be?”

Without thinking, I said “Lily.” 

“Lily,” she said. “I like it.”

But I didn’t. 

I didn’t know why I said it. It was not a name that made me proud, it was not a name that I thought about with joy. 

Lily was my only high school girlfriend. Lily was the Vice President of the chess club. Lily went on to major in Civil Engineering. Lily was small, delicate, quiet, and teachers liked her. 

And Lily was very, very cruel.

Lily reached down my pants one night when my parents were out and began jerking me off. I knew what she’d find in my pants, and I was nervous for her to find it, but when she breathed “I only need two fingers!” into my ear, I knew that it was over. I had been right to be nervous. 

I knew that everything was over. Our budding relationship, my life. Everything.

I could never prove it, but I knew she told people about my size. A few days after we broke up, the jokes started. Always subtle, never aggressive. But they involved the number two, and there’d be a knowing look by whoever said it. 

Cheerleaders might have the reputation for being mean girls, but chess girls are just as bad. 

Two things happened after that: I never played chess again, and I never got close enough to anyone romantically. 

But we all hit our breaking points eventually, and I may have hit mine. It just wasn’t the breaking point I may have imagined. 

“Well would you look at us!” Brandy squealed after she wriggled into her own dress. She wasn’t big on makeup, so it didn’t take her long to be ready. She was a blonde to my reddish-brown hair. She was in a pink dress to my black one. She was less made up, but glowed more; my glow had to be painted on. 

But together I thought we looked pretty. The girl who fucks everyone, and the girl who fucks no one at all.  

She looked me up and down, spun me around, squinted at my eye makeup, licked her thumb and wiped something from my lip, and then held me at arm’s length. She was smiling.

Then she wasn’t, and she wasn’t holding me at arm’s length; she was grabbing me by the shoulders. 

Hard. 

“Spill it,” she said.

“Um, spill what?” I asked.

“It,” she said. “All of it. This whole thing. You shared one secret with me, but there are more. Yes, I was turned around when you changed, but there’s a makeup mirror right there.” She pointed at her dresser. “You were already wearing panties when you came here. Your legs are already shaved. So spill it, or I’m not going with you.” 

She sat back on her bed, crossed her arms, crossed her legs defiantly, and tapped her foot. 

After a few seconds of awkward silence, I knew she would be able to outwait me.
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“No secrets,” she said. “I’ve been with a guy who wanted me to finger his ass when I gave him a BJ.”

I felt the little package between my legs jump in response. 

“I’ve been with a girl who wanted two fingers in her ass when I went down on her.”

It jumped again.

“And you know what? I’m not with them anymore, but that’s the kind of stuff lovers need to know about each other, and if there’s trust then it’s OK to share, and you can’t have anything without trust. And if we’re going out wearing matching dresses, Lily, you’ve got to tell me what we’re doing this for.” 

Brandy was not Lily. The real Lily, I mean. I was trusting Brandy with 75% of what I was wanting and thinking, so what was I afraid of if I were to tell her the other 25%? 

Could I trust her? 

I took a deep breath, and as I held it in and started to let it out, something funny happened. 

I began crying. 

Not full-out sobbing. It wasn’t an Ugly Cry. And it wasn’t even all that tearful. But there was no doubt about it: there were tears welling in both eyes, my chest felt tight, and when I felt everything spill down over my cheeks, I saw her sit up, catch her breath, and then she was hugging me. 

And I didn’t know why. Why was I crying? Why did this happen? I hadn’t done this in years, and yet here I was, standing in a dress in my friend’s dorm room, avoiding telling her the whole truth, thinking she’d be content with only knowing part of it. Half, a third, eight-ninths, whatever.

She held me until I settled down, and then she looked at me, ran her fingers through my hair, and I spilled it.

I spilled all of it. All of it, everywhere. 

About the real Lily, about the clothes I stole from my second cousin Vivian on vacation when I was a senior in high school, about the locked trunk under my bed at home, and the one under my bed in my dorm. About going to a hockey party alone a few weeks ago, paying my ten bucks while a group of girls ahead of me got waved in for free, and then I sipped terrible beer by myself while I watched people dancing around me. 

About walking home alone that night and never going out again. About waiting for my roommate Russ to go home last weekend and dragging the trunk out from under my bed and dressing in my wig, makeup, black leggings, and the Harvard hoodie I stole from Vivian.

“But then the fire alarm went off,” I continued. Brandy hadn’t interrupted me once. Not once, the whole time. 

“Holy shit,” she said. “The night the drunk guys had their hot plate set their curtains on fire? You were dressed like this that night? What happened?”

“I froze. I listened to everyone walking past my room to get to the stairs, and I was hoping it was just a drill and I could hide in my room, but then I smelled smoke and people started running.”

“So you went too?”

“I had to.” 

“Oh my God,” she said, and she started to laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“Just that you had your first time out dressed as a girl and it wasn’t your choice.” 

“That’s partly why I need to do this, tonight. Something I choose.”

“I get it. So then what happened?”

I had walked outside and stood in my leggings off on my own while an entire dorm’s population stood in the parking lot and talked to one another, and yet I didn’t feel alone at all. I felt like I was invisible, but that wasn’t the same as being alone. 

“I don’t understand,” she said, after I tried to explain all that.

“Well, look at it this way. When you’re invisible in a crowd, it’s because you don’t stand out. When you’re alone, it’s because you’re being ignored and you don't fit in.” 

At the hockey party I felt very visible even though no one talked to me. I couldn’t strike up a conversation at the party with anyone: I wasn’t an athlete, I wasn’t strong, I wasn’t cool. I couldn’t get beer, I wasn’t going to be a fun party guy. I couldn’t talk to girls, either. For most of the same reasons, actually. 

I wasn’t going to tell her how thrilling it was to feel almost naked outside. Leggings were not like pants I was used to wearing. And I felt exposed, but not in a vulnerable way; my sweatshirt covered me up so I didn’t feel like anyone was checking me out. 

I wasn’t going to tell her how turned on I felt. Not that I had an erection or anything, but just that I felt my body accept what was around me. I felt more in tune with my body. Usually I’d go outside and I’d just be outside. But that night? I felt every breath I took. I felt every molecule of air touching me on the legs, through my skin-tight leggings. I felt the air on my neck, despite the longer hair of the wig covering it up. I felt alive, like I had secrets other people might want to know, yet I’d never tell. 

I couldn’t say anything sexual about it to her, or anything…vulnerable. I don’t know why the trust ended there. I mean, she told me how many fingers she used to get her partners off, but I didn’t want to go there yet. 

Or ever. Who knows. 

But she asked me how it felt, and all I managed was: “It just felt….right.” 

She nodded.  

“And now you’ll tell me that some hot, hung guys held the door open for you, and you nearly came in your pants, and we’re going to this party because they are in this frat.”

“No,” I laughed. “A guy did hold the door open for me, but he was drunk. He did call me ‘baby,’ though.”

“Nice!” she laughed. “That’s a start!” 

I didn’t tell her that yes, it was a start, but it was enough to make me lock the door to my room and masturbate for the rest of the night. Even someone drunk calling me ‘baby’ was plenty to start the engine and make it never stop. I spent the rest of the night awake, in bed, tugging myself in a black satin thong, and I came so hard, and so often, that I was sore the next day and hadn’t done it since. That was a week ago. 

Instead I just said “it was nice.”

She looked at the clock on her desk. “We should go. And you need some touchup, Miss Emotional.”

“Sorry,” I sniffed, and ran the back of my hand over my cheek. 

“It’s fine,” she said. “Really, it’s fine. I’m glad to know all this, and it’s not going anywhere.” 

Then she got to work, and we laughed, and my legs were crossed, and I wasn’t sore anymore, and I had no idea what I was in for. What I thought I was ready for was to go to the party with a friend for support. I’d get in for free because I was a girl, I’d drink a few beers, dance a little, and be invisible. Just be there because it looked like I belonged there. Then we’d come home, undo everything in her room, and I’d go back to my room dressed as Brad. 

Then Brad would slip under his sheets and would be sore again tomorrow. 

“Are you ready to go?” she asked after I no longer looked like I had been crying.

I nodded. “Though since you’re wearing pink, people are going to look at you more than me.” 

“You’re such a girl,” she laughed.

She grabbed her pocketbook, handed me a much smaller one, we slung them over our shoulders, and opened the door. 

Out we went.
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We made it as far as the lobby before we stopped. She reached into her purse and pulled out some bills, then slid them into the vending machine and got two bottles of ginger ale, putting them in her purse. They wouldn’t fit in mine, which was more of a pocketbook. 

“First lesson,” she said when she saw me looking at her funny. “When Brad goes to a party, he drinks beer and can be confident it’s beer. When Lily and Brandy go out dancing, we have no idea what we’re served. This is not a drill.” 

“Okaaaaaay,” I said. “So are we not drinking tonight?” 

“This is a frat party, right?”

“Yes.”

“Alpha Tau?” she asked. 

“Uh-huh.”

“The last time I was there, the bouncer at the door asked if we were over or under.”

“Twenty-one?”

“Yeah.”

“So wait,” and I stopped walking, right in the quad. “I thought we wouldn’t need ID.” My ID would not look like a girl in a black dress with auburn hair. 

“You won’t,” she laughed, and took me by the arm to keep me moving. “It just means someone will need to get you a drink. No one will pour for you at the keg. It’s fine. It’s for when the police come so they can say ‘see? She’s under 21, we don’t serve them here.’ We’re covered anyway. But the real joke is that they’ll use a marker to either draw a red X or a black X on your wrist.”

“For over 21 or under?”

“For fuckable or unfuckable.”

“You can’t be serious.” 

“These are frat guys. Do you understand why we’re not drinking? If this is your first time out, stay safe. I’ll help.”

We walked past the Union, past the dining hall, and got to the main road from campus to town, Waltham Street.

I had always wondered what it felt like to walk around outside in revealing clothing. I had figured it felt like being naked after a shower, then wrapping a towel around you. Or that it would remind me of being at the beach, where I’d only be wearing a bathing suit. But my time spent in the parking lot the week before made me feel that it was a lot better than either of those two things, and being outside in a skirt was better than leggings. 

It felt like there were eyes on us, on me, even when no one was around. This was the opposite of how I normally felt, where I felt that no matter what happened, I barely registered on people’s radar. 

I certainly never registered on anyone’s Romantic radar. 

Not since the real Lily…

We were two blocks from town before I got the courage to ask what I had been wondering.

“Does red mean fuckable, or does it mean unfuckable?” 

“Red is unfuckable, black is fuckable. I saw a green X once, but I don’t know what that means.” 

For some reason, I was suddenly nervous about what color X I got, and I had a lot of time to worry. 

Do the unfuckable people get worse beer? Do they get ignored? 

I never got an X at all at the hockey party, yet somehow still had the mark of “don’t talk to this person.” 

I shuddered at the thought of standing by a new keg, watching other people have fun. This time I’d have Brandy, and hopefully I would at least have some kind of success to think about for the rest of the weekend. 

We turned onto North Adams Street, which was Greek Row. We walked past all the houses we weren’t going to, which had parties of their own. At one house, people were playing beer pong from the porch roof. 

“How’d you even hear about this party, anyway?”

“Someone in my Sociology class mentioned it.”

“Is he cute?”

“She.”

“Is she cute? I’m not picky.”

I smiled, but the answer was yes: she was cute. Lydia was her name, and she was loud, brash, and very sure of herself. She walked like she knew people were watching, and it didn’t bother her. She had a confidence about her, like she knew she had power simply by being herself. I would love that energy, although maybe without the crudeness and loudness. 

As we walked up to the house, I was overwhelmed by the image of Brandy putting two fingers inside of her. 

“No going back now,” Brandy said as we walked up the front steps of the frat house. We could hear music coming from inside, and there were people hanging out in the yard, smoking. 

Inch by inch, the line moved us into the house. 

“Ladies,” the bouncer said once we were inside, a clear plastic cup of beer sitting next to him on a table. “Over or under.”

“Under,” Brandy said, holding her hand out.

“Under,” I said, doing the same. 

Each of us got a quick scribble, and I was afraid to look. I walked past him into the house, following Brandy, trying to make it look like I had been there before, or that the X on my wrist didn’t matter to me. But it felt hot, like I had been branded.

But branded what?

I snuck a look at my wrist after we made our way inside. 

Black. 

Fuckable.

Brandy saw me do it.

“Don’t worry, Lily,” she said, holding her wrist up to me and showing me her black X. “We’re worthy of the frat guys.” 

“This shouldn’t matter,” I said. “I got nervous about walking around with the wrong color mark on my wrist.”

“You look great,” she said. “There’s already a guy behind you–don’t look–who checked out your ass twice. But the keg is in the front room, so let’s get cups for the ginger ale. They’re starting to feel heavy in my purse. Dancing is downstairs. This house is gross, so don’t go far.” 

There was already a line at the keg, and we had to wait a few minutes since there was only one pump. The three girls who came in the house after us were wearing jeans and boots, and all had leather purses with tassels. They were all blonde, and looked identical except for their purse colors. 

White Purse gave us a scowl as she fell in line behind us. 

“Without checking wrists, who else do you think is fuckable in here?” Brandy said.

“Oh come on.”

“What?” she said, trying to look innocent. “You can appreciate someone is attractive, and you can even imagine someone else having sex with them. It doesn't have to be you.”

I thought of Brandy again with her fingers inside Lydia from class. Then I blinked back an image of her fingering the blonde girl with the white-tasselled purse standing behind us. 

“Fine,” I said, scanning around the room. “There’s a girl over there in a little black dress. She’s cute.”

“She is,” Brandy said. Then she looked at me. “You look better in the dress than she does.”

“Stop,” I said. 

“It’s too small for her,” Brandy said matter-of-factly. “She’s trying too hard. Her friend is cute too. What about him?”

I looked in the direction she nodded. She was kidding, right? The guy with the backwards fraternity hat, who already looked like he’d had too much to drink? He had a beer gut in his twenties, his jeans had dirt on the thighs, and he wasn’t handsome in any way. I looked at her and made a face. 

“I cannot imagine anyone wanting to see him naked,” I said. 

“What about him then?”

I looked up as a guy walked in who had shaggy blonde hair coming out from under his frat baseball cap. He was tall, broad-shouldered, had a smile on his face, and I could feel the floor of the room move as he walked. 

“Sure,” I said. For some reason I could picture him whispering something in Brandy’s ear. At least she wasn’t fingering him. “Are you trying to get me to say a guy is attractive or fuckable? Good job showing me the hideous one first. That would make anyone attractive in comparison.”

“True,” she said. “But that guy would be attractive no matter who I showed you first. Very fuckable.”

He kind of was, I suppose. Some people look happy because they’re trying to look happy. It’s a performance, especially if they’re trying to pick someone up. I had a lot of time to observe that at the hockey party. But as he walked around the room talking to people, his smile didn’t look like that kind of smile. 

I tried to make it look like I wasn’t watching him. 

I thought about Brandy’s definition of fuckable. If all I had to do to accept someone was fuckable was imagine whether or not someone out there wanted to see him naked, then yes, this guy was good-looking enough for someone to want to see his…shoulders?

Or legs. He had nice thighs. His neck was thick, but in a way that matched his shoulders and proportions. He wasn’t just a thick-necked goon.

And he dressed well. He did not have a beer guy, unlike the other guy. 

Did he have abs? He probably had abs. And he didn’t look like the kind of guy to have a carpet of hair on his back.

Why was I looking at him and imagining what his body looked like under his clothes? 

Tall Shaggy Blonde Guy was collecting abandoned, half-finished cups of beer from the room, and made a face when the big drunk guy tried to take one from him. He poured them out an open window, threw the cups in a garbage can near the door, and then he was gone with a smile. 

Brandy pointed out a couple more fuckable people, and soon we got to the front of the line, grabbed cups for ourselves, and walked off, leaving the guy at the keg confused, and the Three Purse Girls even more confused. 

Brandy poured me some ginger ale as we made our way down the stairs to the dance floor, and I already knew that it would be safe.

Could I dance? Who knows. I knew I wanted to try, and it was dim enough down in the basement where it didn’t much matter what I looked like, as it was hard to see everyone clearly.

We stood off to one side, and Brandy showed me a few dance moves once she saw how hopeless I was without help. Five or six songs into the party, I was much better at it.

It was safe dancing with Brandy. Twice someone came over and cut in on us: once it was a guy, and once it was a girl she seemed to know. The first time I instantly felt lonely, flooded with the thought that I was going to be dancing in a tight dress by myself the rest of the night. But the second time it happened, I could just turn away, move on my own, and take in the view of the room, with all the different outfits on display. 

Some girls were twerking.

Some were grinding into guys’ crotches. There were a couple people against the wall who were making out already, and a few extremely drunk girls had a swarm of guys around them; I was grateful for Brandy at that moment.

And I was grateful I didn’t look like some of the girls who looked like worse dancers than I was, or worse than I was an hour ago. But in that hour, I felt the music in ways I never had before. This was not a party where I got to stand around and watch everyone else have fun. This was not a party where I felt left out, or on my own. 

I just…felt. I had never done anything like this before, and it was good to simply feel a part of something, to get out some tension by moving my body. I never danced when I wore boy clothes, but I was really missing something.

Or would it feel the same as it did with me in a short dress? If I couldn’t feel the music all over my body, would it be the same?

Would I feel the beat of the music, pounding me right between the legs? Would I almost feel the vibration of the speakers in my nipples? Would I be aware of a tension in my lower body as I moved? 

A lot of other people in the basement clearly felt the same way, and I felt like something important had been revealed to me, though I wasn’t sure what that was yet. There were people all around me, and I felt the sexual energy of the room, like I was a part of it. 

Some people here were fuckable, and by the end of the night, many of them would be fucking each other. A few hours from now, some of the frat guys would take girls into their rooms, and they’d fuck. Some of the girls would bring guys back to their dorm rooms, and they’d hook up. 

Me? I’d be walking back to Brandy’s room and changing back into completely different clothes. 

For now, though, I was feeling every inch of my body in a little black dress, feeling a pulsing bass beat that seemed to be concentrated right between my legs.

I turned back to see if Brandy was left alone again, and turned right into someone. 

“Oh!” I yelped, and looked up.

It was Tall Shaggy Blonde Guy, and he was dancing. 

With me.

Or he was trying to.
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“Want to dance?” he said, and I shot a glance over at Brandy, who gave me a look like she was enjoying every second of it.

All I could do was nod. 

He grabbed my hand and held it above my head, then spun me all the way around, and by the time I got back to how I started, Brandy was laughing even more, and I felt helpless. 

“I’m Will,” he said into my ear. His voice was deep. 

“Lily,” I yelled over the music. 

“Millie?” he yelled back.

“Lily!” I yelled back. 

“Lily,” he said. “You’re good at this, Lily.” 

We danced for three more songs, and I was in rough shape at the end. My feet were starting to hurt; my shoes had looked good online when I bought them, but they were hard to dance in. Or maybe they weren’t my size; I really had no idea.

And I also had no idea if I was enjoying dancing, or dancing with Will. I had already admitted to myself and to Brandy that he was handsome–fuckable, actually–and that was enough to get my defenses down despite not knowing if I wanted to be fucked by fuckable people. 

Brandy didn’t seem to have defenses where that went, and was probably able to enjoy herself as she was dancing with a completely different guy than she was dancing with a few songs earlier, and her head probably wasn’t cluttered with thoughts about whether or not she was having fun; she was probably just having fun. 

Will leaned in to say something to me, but never got to; someone tapped him on the shoulder, and he turned around to see another frat brother, who looked serious. Despite the fact that the guy yelled something into Will’s ear, I couldn’t hear what it was, but Will could, because he scowled, rolled his eyes, nodded to the guy, and then turned to me. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “There’s a problem upstairs. I have to go take care of something. I’ll see you later, Lily.”

And he turned and followed his friend across the room and up the stairs. 

Brandy moved back closer to me, ground her ass into me, and then turned to face me. We high-fived. 

“He has no idea what’s between your legs!” she cried.

“He doesn’t need to know!” I yelled back. “But speaking of that, I need to pee!” 

“OK!” she yelled. 

I looked at her and the music kept playing.

“Oh!” she finally said. “You want me to go with you?” 

I nodded. 

We made our way across the room and up the stairs, but by the time we got to the first floor, Will and his friend were nowhere to be seen. 

The downstairs bathroom was down a hallway off to the side of the house, and there was a short line already, just of girls. Guys must just go outside, which is gross, if you think about it.

Our wait gave me enough time to silently think about how things were going so far; it was still too loud to talk without yelling.

I had always wondered what girls did in the bathroom together when they went; I wasn’t exactly going to find out, but I’d get close. 

I did need to go to the bathroom, which I had never done in front of another girl before. As a guy, you get used to there being eight other guys at urinals when you go, but sometimes you do get anxious if someone is in the urinal right next to you.

What if I can’t go with Brandy in the room? What if Brandy wanted to talk about guys? I didn’t want to talk about Will, but I was still thinking about him, and still felt a tingling sensation on my skin where he had touched me as we danced. 

No, I shouldn’t be thinking this. Brandy was the one who liked guys, not me. I may not have had much to go on since the real Lily hurt me, but that wasn’t enough to set me off women forever, was it? I’m sure there was a girl out there for me. A girl who wanted a…girl? 

Yeah, wait. I was dressed like a girl. I was having fun, I felt great, I felt like something fit, and I’m not sure I could say with a straight face that I wanted something, well, straight. I mean, Brandy wasn’t straight, and she had no trouble wanting people, or finding people who wanted her. 

By the time it was our turn in the bathroom, I was ready to burst. 

“You want me to top off your ginger ale?” she asked once we closed the door behind us. 

“Sure,” I said. 

We looked around the bathroom. It was gross, for starters, with every flat surface covered in plastic cups. 

I took a deep breath and went to the bathroom with Brandy in the room, grateful that I could hover over the toilet seat and aim a little to avoid it touch my bare skin. 

And despite how badly I needed to go, I heard myself gasp as I hiked my skirt up and lowered my panties.

Because as I lowered my panties to my knees, there was a long, unbroken line of clear fluid stretching from the tip of my penis all the way to the crotch of my underwear.

Wide-eyed, I looked up to see if Brandy had noticed; she had, and she was grinning.

“Ooooh, there you go, girl,” she said. “This is a great night for you in a lot of ways! You look like you want something to happen.”

I could feel myself blush as I used my fingers to clean it up. It was sticky, and slick, like lube. I rubbed my fingers together and felt them slide against one another, then the little drop of fluid started to dry out, or whatever it was doing. Soon, it was gone. 

What was that? It was almost like cum, but clear. How did that drip out of me? Why did that drip out of me? 

I couldn’t deny that I still felt a pounding between my legs from the music, though since I was sitting down to pee, it’s not like sex or being touched was on my mind.

That pounding feeling was from the music, right? 

Brandy turned to give me some privacy, but still, this made one more secret she was learning about me. 

I finished as she was touching up her lipstick in the mirror, and I dabbed between my legs with some toilet paper, then stood up to flush. I bent down to pull my tiny g-string back up, and right when I stood up, the door flew open. 

I was too shocked to move.

“Hey!” was all Brandy could muster. 

It was the large, drunk guy from earlier standing there in the doorway, swaying.

“Emergency,” he slurred, “hurry up…uh, ladies?”

He was staring between my legs. 

“You’re a….dude!” he slurred, and then wobbled to the sink, where he promptly vomited. 

Brandy made a disgusted face and jumped away from him, giving him the whole sink area to himself, as she shut the door so no one in the hall saw me finish getting dressed. 

I hurried to pull my panties up, fix my skirt, and get the hell out of the bathroom. 

This guy was wasted, and he barged in on us, and now he knew. 

He knew the truth. And I could see on the back of his shirt that he was a brother in Alpha Tau, and there’s no way this night was going to end well, because he was going to tell someone, anyone, and that could be the whole house. It could be all his friends, and that could mean...Will. 

“Follow me,” Brandy said, and she grabbed my hand, leaving him to retch into the sink by himself. 

Brandy led me down the hallway and back to the front of the house. There were a ton of people still coming in the front door. This party was getting more crowded, and would only get worse. 

“I think we need to go,” I said to her, feeling tears well up in my eyes again, like earlier. “That guy is going to rat me out. Plus I think I’m getting a blister from these shoes, and I can’t go back downstairs, and I can’t see Will again, and I don’t want to see that drunk guy, and he’s going to tell everyone, and this is over, Brandy. It has to be over, and we need to get out of here before it gets worse.”

Brandy shook her head and grabbed me by the shoulders again.  

“No,” she said. “Deep breath. Don’t let him scare you. He’s so drunk that no one is going to listen to him or believe him if he says anything.” 

“No,” I shook my head. “This was fun, but now it’s not. This is bad now.” 

“We will be fine, and we will figure this out. Keep taking deep breaths.” 

After a few deep breaths, I was calmer, but still panicking. 

“Oh!” she said, looking off behind me.

“What?” I asked, turning around. There was nothing there. 

“That’s the girl I danced with earlier. I need to get her number,” she said. “Stay here, I’ll be right back.”

“Don’t do this!” 

“It’ll just take a second. She went downstairs. If I hurry, I can grab her before she’s somewhere on the dance floor. Stay right here!” 

“And I need to leave, now!” I said, but she was already gone. 

And with that, I was by myself. 

Again.
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This was a repeat of the hockey party, where I stood around and probably looked like I wasn’t having any fun at all. 

This time felt more like me standing around the dorm parking lot during the fire drill, but still: by myself. 

And this was not a drill. The drunk guy had seen what I had between my legs, and while he probably threw up because of how much he had to drink, it still wasn’t fun to have someone see who you really are and then vomit. 

Who I really was. Did I just think that? 

Brandy was downstairs chasing a girl. Will was off fixing some kind of problem, and I was ready to go home and get away from someone who would threaten to tell everyone who the girl in the little black dress really was. I didn’t want to be around for that.

I needed to sneak out the back, and then Brandy could meet me by the street, and we could go home. I felt humiliated standing around by myself in full view of people still coming into the party, and I certainly didn’t feel like standing around the front hallway and looking at the house photos from 1953.

No, I was done, and I was leaving through the back door. 

Halfway to the back door, it hit me.

That drunk guy was not the only person to see what was between my legs.

Brandy saw too. She saw my size, and she made no comment about it. No jokes, no nothing. In fact, all she said were positive things about feeling sexy, or being turned on. What did she say? Oh, yeah: “You look like you want something to happen.” 

Well, something did happen. 

But she had said something else: “There you go, girl.” 

Girl. 

It was sudden, but she accepted me immediately. She accepted me in her dorm room, here on the dance floor, in the bathroom. The whole night, no questions asked. 

And Brandy was hardly the only open-minded person in the world. There would be others. Guys, girls, everyone. 

It was a successful outing, right? Of course it was.

I came out to my friend.

She was supportive, and dressed me up. I looked good, and even if some drunk frat guy saw that I wasn’t a real girl, it’s not like my night needed to end, right? No, maybe not. Maybe I could stay. Maybe I could–

“Hey, baby,” a voice behind me said. I turned around. 

“Oh, gross,” I heard myself say. It was the guy who vomited in the bathroom. He was in even rougher shape. 

I turned and walked faster towards the back door. 

“Hey, I just want to say, that you…you have a great body and I want to lick it, and I’m just curious, that’s all, right? Like, you got it going on, and I’m ready for anything, and my room is right upstairs, you know? So whaddaya say we go upstairs and I show you what’s between my legs?”

“Shane, go to bed,” came a familiar voice. 

It was Will. 

I spun around and Will was right behind me. Had he been outside?

“We’ve been looking everywhere for you, man,” he said. The guy who delivered the message to him earlier was right behind him. “Let's go. Up. So many people have complained about you, and you’ve got to go sleep this off. Party’s over.”

“It’s not over,” he slurred, and stumbled a little as Will took him by the arm. “I’m about to party with this chick.” 

“You’re not partying with her, and you’re not partying with anyone. You’ve been drunk since 3, you puked all over Desmond’s car, you’re out of control, and we’re taking you up.” 

Will turned to me. “Don’t leave, please. I need to talk to you, but only after we get him upstairs. If you follow me, you can sit and wait a second, out of the way.”

“I was on my way out,” I said. “And my friend–”

“5 minutes, please,” he said. “No more.” 

Then he stuck his bottom lip out, which was so unexpected that I laughed. 

“OK,” I said. “Fine. Five minutes.” 

He and his friend led the drunk guy up the stairs, and at the top of the stairs we got to a T. We all went to the right, and then we got to another T. He pointed to an open door on the left side.

“That’s my room. There’s a couch just inside the door. I’ll meet you there in a second. We need to have a little chat with Shane, but I’ll be right in.” 

His room was dark, but enough light came in from the hallway where I could see that it was the cleanest room in the house so far, not that that was worth a whole lot. There was a couch just inside the door to my right, a desk on the other side of that, and a loft bed above the desk. There was one window on the wall opposite the door.

I startled myself when I looked to my left, as there was a large mirror just inside the door and I wasn’t prepared for my reflection. Deeper into the room on that wall was a TV on a long, narrow table, and in the back corner was a beanbag chair. 

I sat on the couch, smoothing my dress beneath me, giving me plenty of time to look at myself in the mirror. 

Despite how chaotic the last few minutes were, despite the fact that my feet hurt, that my body was still pulsating, and despite the fact that I was on an emotional roller coaster, I still looked…well, I looked pretty. 

I could see my legs in the mirror, closed together. Up my legs was a secret, to quite a few people. I let them fall open a little, and you could almost see up my dress to what was hidden…

“I was hoping I could convince you to dance some more,” Will said suddenly, and I slammed my legs shut again.

“Oh,” I said. “I’m, uh, my friend was waiting for me, and we were going to go home.” 

He left the door open and came into his room, sitting between me and the door. But he left the door open.  

“I hope Shane didn’t make you uncomfortable,” he said. “He’s got a drinking problem, and we love him and want him to get help, but he’s stubborn and it’s pretty hard.”

“No,” I said. “I mean, yes, he did make some trouble when we were in the bathroom, but he didn’t like, touch me or anything.”  

“You know, he used to drink Fridays and Saturdays, and then he added Thursdays, and then he started drinking at noon, and we don’t like to leave a brother behind, but he’s failing his classes, and people complain about him when they come here, and I’m just…I’m sorry.” 

“I just didn’t want him telling…I mean, he walked in on us, and we didn’t know what he was doing…”

“He’s in bed now,” Will said. “He was barely making sense.”

Thank God for that, I thought. 

“But listen,” he said. “I was hoping we could maybe go dance a little more, if you weren’t too skeeved out. Or at least, could I get your number?”

What?

I must have looked as confused as I felt, because he kept talking to explain himself. 

“We sometimes have smaller parties, not just these big things, and I thought maybe you could come and be like, my, kind of…date.” 

He waited for me to say something. 

I looked down at my wrist. 

Will laughed.

“So, OK, let me explain that. Because I can tell you heard something, and it’s just not true. That’s a rumor that goes on around, and we don’t do much to prove it wrong.”

“So…it’s not true?”

“It’s all bullshit, really. Sometimes we mark for which door people come in because we only have three markers. Sometimes we use the same color. Sometimes it really is for over or under 21. But that fuckable thing started as a joke a few years ago. No, it’s not really true. Depending on who’s working the door, sometimes they like to mess with people by giving them one color and their friend another.”

So I wasn’t labeled fuckable, not that it should matter. It just meant that I was…here. Which I knew already. 

Did I need a mark for that? 

“It’s not true. I don’t know if that makes you feel better, but you know, you and your friend were doing that same thing while you were waiting for the keg.”

“What? How the heck did you–”

“Hey, don’t act shocked. It’s OK,” he said. “Really. My friend was behind you in line and overheard your conversation. She told me.” 

White Purse? White Purse was his friend? 

“I’m so embarrassed right now it’s not funny. It was all Brandy, she’s the one who–”

“It’s fine,” he laughed. “I’m glad you said something, really, because that was the reason she pointed you out to me, and that’s why I asked you to dance.”

“Because I said you were fuckable? Oh God, this is humiliating.”

“Well, no. It was more like, if I already knew you thought I was attractive, and if I thought you were attractive, then we got a lot of awkwardness out of the way before we even met, you know?”

“You thought I was attractive?”

“Of course I did,” he said. 

“Did…Shane say anything when you put him to bed?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, did he say anything about…me?”

Will sat up on the couch and looked at me. “He didn’t tell me anything I didn’t already know.” 

He reached for my hand. 

I let him. 

He moved closer to me on the couch, and I let him do that, too. 

He kicked the door shut with his foot, and I didn’t care. 

Then his lips were on mine, and I felt like I was never going to let him stop doing that. There was a softness against my lips, and a firmness as he gripped me by the shoulders in a way that Brandy did not, and I felt myself clench between my legs, and I was under some kind of spell, and I instantly relived every second of every dance that we had earlier, and I did not want to go home anymore. 

I was in his arms, and they were as strong as I thought they were, and everything was right. 

Then there were three knocks on the door, and we were motionless, and my lips wanted him back, and the pounding between my legs started back up again.
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My heart was beating loudly, and I thought of all the reasons someone could be knocking on the door, interrupting what needed to happen.

Was it Shane, back out of bed to make sure Will really knew the truth about me? Was it a fraternity brother, getting Will to help out with some other problem? Was it a different girl he was dancing with, wondering about a promise he had made that I didn’t know about? 

Was it his friend with the white purse, ready to share even more secrets about me, then they’d laugh at me and watch me walk away on my own while they professed their love for one another and had sex on this couch while I went home to Brandy’s room? 

My goodness, I was paranoid. All it had taken was one kiss. 

“Well fuck,” he said when we heard the knocks on the door again, and I felt him get up off the couch.

The door opened a crack, and the light of the hallway flooded back in. 

I could only see Will’s silhouette, but I could see who it was in the hallway. 

It was Brandy. 

She looked worried. 

“It’s OK,” I called from the room, and Will opened the door all the way. It was dark, but as I walked past him, the light of the hallway made sure I could see the bulge in his pants. 

“What are you doing?!” she hissed.

“Nothing,” I said.

“It’s dark in there. It doesn’t look like nothing.”

“Don’t let him hear you,” I said through gritted teeth. “Did you get her number?” 

“What? Oh. Yes. But then you were gone. Luckily someone saw you come up here, but that made me assume the worst.”

“It’s actually…fine,” I said.

“Just fine?”

“No, it’s…good. We kissed a little,” I said, “and…”

“And what?” she said, grinning. “You’re flushed. You’re getting lucky.”

“And, I don’t know. It’s not like anything else can happen.” 

“Don’t be so sure about that,” she said, and then she drew in close to whisper in my ear. “Check your purse.” 

I turned around and grabbed it from where I put it on the floor by the couch. I had been carrying that thing with me the whole night and never even thought to check what was in it. 

I swung the purse in front of me and unzipped it. 

Two condoms. A little squeeze bottle of lube. A bottle of Tylenol. A twenty dollar bill. A small switchblade. Three wet wipes. 

I looked up at her, wide-eyed. 

“Be prepared!” she said as she kissed me on the cheek, then turned away and walked down the hall. “Come by later,” she called. “I’ll be up for a while.” 

I stood in the doorway and watched her leave. 

What just happened? 

“Your friend has great timing,” Will said from behind me, running his hands through his hair and putting his cap back on. 

I shut the door behind me, and again the room was dark. I felt my way back to the couch, and knew I was close to my seat when I felt my hand on what turned out to be the inside of his thigh. And it was pretty far up the inside of his thigh.

“Here,” he laughed when I yanked my hand away. “This isn’t exactly Romantic, but it’s the best I can do.” I heard some noise off in front of me and then a line of Christmas lights turned on that went all around the room, and we had a little bit of light.

Which was plenty.  

He sank back into the couch, and asked “where were we?” 

We were with each other, and we got back there pretty quickly. 

I disappeared in his arms, and my dress hiked up more than I wanted it to when I sank into him. But his hands dropped to my bare thighs, and I was done objecting. His hand was all over the outside of my thigh, and then it was all over the inside of my thigh. And then it was farther up my legs, and then it was all the way up, and then I hoped he found what he was looking for, because it was all I had.

And it was enough. Or it was what he wanted, because he massaged between my legs with his fingers, and I let out a groan that I could not control, and I strained inside my panties. 

“I don’t have–” he started to say, but I stopped him by handing him my purse, and he took out the lube. 

Still kissing, he lifted me up off the couch and stood me up, facing the mirror. I could see him behind me, kissing my neck, my shoulder, and then back to my neck. 

And then I heard his pants fall to the floor, and my dress was lifted up, and then I felt the string of my panties tugged to the side. 

This was happening, I thought. And nothing could stop it. 

A slick softness nestled against my suddenly exposed opening, and I felt my crotch get wet with anticipation. 

And then he was inside me, and I couldn’t breathe, and there was only one room in the house, and nothing mattered outside of it. 

Will was behind me, one arm wrapped around my neck, the tip of his shaft buried inside me, just an inch.

And then it was two inches, and then three, and four, and it kept going, and going, and going…

I felt myself gush into my panties as he slid himself all the way inside, and then back out, and then in again. 

He reached with one hand down between my legs, lifted my dress the rest of the way up, over my hips, and exposed my little lace package that had been screaming to be let out.

I let him. 

God, I let him.

His hand traced around the little bulge, and I felt every luxurious inch of his motion. Around and around, lightly dragging his finger over and across the little surprise I had for him between my legs.

And I do mean little. The panties were so small that I couldn't get hard. The whole night I felt myself trying to get hard, but being unable to. 

I felt his teasing fingers and wanted something…else? Something more? It was agonizing to be so full from behind and so unfulfilled in the front, and I wanted…something. 

With one quick motion, before I could process what was happening, he yanked my panties aside and by the light of the Christmas lights in the mirror, saw my cock get released from the lace panties, and it stuck out as much as it could. 

Little. Hairless. 

I sucked in a breath, ready for…whatever was going to happen next. 

He reached down between my legs, and felt it. I felt someone else touching me. 

And he stayed. He touched it some more. He rubbed it with his thumb, and he rubbed it with his fingers, and it was hard, and staying hard.

Looking down at myself, I could see another drop of sticky fluid, glistening right on the tip. 

He slowed his pace, now letting every inch of him slide almost all the way out, before slamming himself in again, making me gasp.

It was glorious. I wanted to shut my eyes and let go, but I couldn’t take my eyes away from the scene in the mirror in front of me. It was…me. 

I could see him using a thumb and two fingers to jerk me off. But instead of it making me feel inadequate, I felt…feminine. 

The real Lily wanted more than two fingers, and was cruel when she didn’t get it. The new Lily felt two fingers and it was more than enough, 

It was small, and it was perfect, and he never let go. 

Because that’s what the mirror showed me. My skirt was bunched up at my waist, my panties were at my knees, and his hand was working itself over my flat, smooth chest. I could see my mouth open as he pumped me, and I could see his face, animal-like, as he played with all I had to offer. 

“This is so fucking hot,” he breathed into my ear, and I closed my eyes, wrapping both hands around his neck, losing myself in being taken from behind. 

My legs were giving out. 

I pushed back against him even harder. 

I stood up straighter, and felt his entire length, felt him fitting his entire length inside of me. 

If I had been any bigger, I wouldn’t have been able to wear this dress and walk around a party while being as turned on as I was; the bulge would have been unmistakable. And if I had been any bigger, I couldn’t have fit into the cute panties I wore.

The cute panties that were at my knees. 

I spread my legs to keep them from falling all the way to the floor, and I felt him pumping away behind me, about to lose control of myself because of what I was feeling with my whole body. 

I felt a growing pressure building inside of me with each thrust that matched what he was doing between my legs, and before I knew it, I reached the point of no return, and with a little yelp I started to cum. Shot after shot of cum hit the mirror, and he never stopped tugging, never stopped squeezing every drop out of me. 

It was the longest orgasm of my life, and I felt every spasm through my whole body. 

I put my arms straight out against the wall, bracing myself as he pumped harder, and I felt him growl, then felt him start to pulse inside of me. 

I felt it all: I felt his climax hit my insides, and I felt every spasm of his. I felt him stay hard at first, and I felt our bodies start to slow down together. 

Our chests still heaved, and then they heaved less, and then they started to calm. And as we stood there united against the wall, I felt him finally get soft enough where he slipped out, which was enough to cause the last of my orgasm to drip out of me, straight down into the panties still held between my legs. 

I could hear music from downstairs, but otherwise it was just our breathing. 

Just us, for a long time. 

“You should stick around for the after party,” he said, and kissed my shoulder. Then he ran his hands over my arms. 

“There’s more?” I asked.

“There can be,” he said.

And what do you know? There was.
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Oh, schoolgirl skirts. Where have you been all my life? 

Well, I know where they’ve been, actually. Being worn by genuine girls, for starters. Then when I was old enough to know I wanted to wear them too, had money to buy them, and had places to hide them, they usually weren’t that far away. In fact, as I had packed my suitcases for my weekend away, I counted eight. I had been hiding eight schoolgirl skirts for years. 

And those were just the ones I hid, because I had bought 4 for Sarah. I bought them for her thinking that my schoolgirl fantasy could be satisfied a bit if she wore the outfit. But we acted it out a few times, and not only did I feel strange pretending to be a disappointed teacher or a horny football player, but I kept getting distracted by how Sarah simply wasn’t into it. She didn’t act like a hormonal student trying to use her obvious sexuality to get out of trouble. She didn’t act like she was hot and knew it and wanted to tease everyone nearby. She flaunted nothing. 

No, that’s not what you’re supposed to say! I would think when she’d try and talk her way out of detention with no sexual innuendo at all. 

Flip your skirt up when you turn around! I’d think to myself, imagining how things would be different if I were the one in the skirt and she was suggesting ways that we might avoid formal punishment for failing math, or losing homework, or whatever the excuse was that we were using to pretend, and no, Miss Sarah, I’ll do anything you want! Anything.

But one day, after I had laid out a new schoolgirl outfit on the bed, she held it up to her body with the most disappointed look on her face. That was the night she told me that she didn’t want to wear the skirts any more, that she found it weird and creepy to play our little games, and that I wasn’t masculine enough for her.

That’s not exactly what she said, but it’s what she meant. What she said was that she was glad I was taking care of myself, but I almost felt too thin. She was glad I took pride in my appearance, but the fact that I waxed my eyebrows made me seem more and more androgynous. I kept myself smooth and moisturized, hairless where it was possible, trimmed where it wasn’t. 

“Nate, I sometimes feel like I’m being hugged by a girl,” she said, looking down at the floor. 

It’s hard when too many things are true at once. I didn’t want to lose her, but mainly because she was all I had and all I ever knew; I had never dated anyone else, never hooked up with anyone else, and when I found a nice, quiet girl who wasn’t instantly disappointed in me, I got pretty attached. 

When Sam told us we were starting to look alike, I took it as a compliment; that was the opposite of what Sarah wanted. When I forced a fantasy on us that was more about what I wanted, I was trying to live through her, which wasn’t fair. 

Yet I couldn’t tell her what I wanted. Not after she dismissed the schoolgirl skirt thing; she found it weird, but it felt so right to me. Could I show her my wigs? My makeup? The lingerie that I had in the garage? Could I tell her about the toys I had been slowly buying and playing with? Could I tell her how, more than anything, I wanted her to come on to me? 

Of course not. Not after she told me she wanted to be grabbed by rough hands, not smooth hands. That she wanted to feel stubble scrape across her face. That she wanted me to ravish her sometimes. That she longed to be held by powerful arms and nestle against a broad chest. She wanted me to fix broken things in the townhouse and then compliment the meal she made me. She wanted me to sweep her off her feet. 

I was 5’7”. I was not hairy. I had no stubble. I couldn’t sweep her off her feet, but I could sweep. And I had no tools. In fact, the toolbox labeled “plumbing” in the garage was full of dildos, which I suppose helped with a kind of plumbing problem. 

We pretended things were OK for a few more weeks, but it wasn’t any use: she wanted me to be someone else, and I wanted to be someone else too. She wanted me to be… well, some other guy. I wanted to be, well, her. Or something like her, at least. Something different than both of us: less than me but more than her. 

One day I came home from work and she was in the middle of packing her car. 

We hugged. Then I helped her pack. 

For the first three or four weeks after she left, I didn’t dress at all. I finally had the freedom to do it, finally had the opportunity, and couldn’t do it. I was a little scared she’d come by unannounced, let herself in the front door, ready to apologize, and there I’d be, wearing a frilly pink French Maid outfit or a sexy lace romper. Hi, Sarah! How’ve you been? 

No, it wasn’t until she moved the last of her stuff out while I was at work and left her key on the table, no note, that I felt like I could relax in my own home. 

That was three months ago, almost four. Since then, I had met Trish (I’ll tell you about Trish in a minute), posted slutty pictures of myself online for horny strangers to see, and moved from my smallest dildo, to the second-smallest, to the middle-sized dildo. I couldn’t take the other two yet, but with enough practice, I knew I’d get there eventually. 

How long had it been since I looked forward to practicing something? For almost four months, I practiced. I could almost climax without touching myself, simply from using one of my dildos. I could almost walk in my highest heels. I could almost get ready, fully girled-up, in twenty minutes. 

And I could almost work up the courage to go outside dressed like one… 

***

Want to see where it goes next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.
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