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It was a pleasant morning in East London
and David Lubis was out for a walk with his
older sister Ani. He liked talking to his
sister as she always gave the best advice,
and at the moment he felt depressed. He
was now 22 and since finishing university
with a degree in the history of art, 6
months ago, life had been dull. He had
been flipping burgers the last few months,
looking for a decent job.
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Why don’t you go traveling for a while, like
| did before university? You could do some
volunteer work or perhaps teach English
out in Asia” Ani suggested at one point

during their walk.

The words struck a chord with David, so,
with a little research and an online TEFL
certificate completed, David started
talking to online recruiters about the
possibility of teaching English abroad.
Being of Indonesian descent, that’s where
he was looking to go. There was
something about exploring his roots that
really appealed to him.

He came from a supportive family and his
parents loved the idea. They thought
experiencing life outside of London, would
do him good and teach him some things
about the real world. After moving to
London in their early twenties His parents
had worked hard their entire lives, to
support him and his sister. They were not
rich but they had done enough to put both
their children through university. They
sometimes missed their old life back in
Indonesia, and when they found out that’s
where David wanted to go, they were
even more supportive, they had always
regretted not teaching him their native
language.

Then one day in early January, He received
an email. It was from one of the recruiters,
it said, a job had just opened up in a
reputable cram school but if he wanted it
he’d have to start in 5 days. With nothing
to lose and the promise of adventure, he
took the job.



3 days later, with his flight booked, his
suitcase packed, 20 million Rupiah (about
£1000) tucked away safely at the bottom,
he was off to Jakarta.

His mother and sister had come to the
airport to see him off as his father had to
work. Before they said their goodbyes, Ani
left him with one last piece of advice.

“Just relax, have fun and try new things,
travelling will change you in ways you can’t
imagine, | bet you’ll be a completely
different person next time | see you”.

After a final hug, David waved goodbye
and passed through security. The near 28-
hour trip, with a stop in Paris and an 8-
hour layover in Kuala Lumpur, was an
awful experience, but the flight was cheap
and he had finally arrived. With no
problems finding his suitcase and a 30-day
landing visa secured, he was on the way to
the hostel. He had booked a place in the
city for 3 days, as recommended by the
recruiter before they found him a more
permanent place to live.

Sudirman Baru Station in central Jakarta
was a 45-minute train ride from the
airport and after a 10 min taxi ride, he was
at his hostel and about ready to collapse.
He was greeted at the front desk by a
friendly woman named Amirah.

Amirah checked his reservation and took
payment for the 3 days. He had just
enough left in his English bank account to
cover it; he made a note to budget
carefully with the remaining cash he had
brought, as it had to last until his first
paycheck, next month. He took the lift up
to his private room on the 8th floor, and
feeling too tired to do anything else, he
emptied his pockets on the bedside table,
lay down on the bed, and was out like a
light.



Waking up the next morning having slept
straight through the previous day, David
took a minute to work out where he was.
Rubbing the sleep out of his eyes and
looking around the slightly dirty room, a
wave of excitement rode over him, he
was in Jakarta. Let the adventure begin,
he thought. He went over and opened the
doors to his little balcony. It was early
morning but there was already plenty of
life in the city below. Sitting on the sill of
the balcony, he felt free. He had a few
days before the meeting with his new
school and he was eager to explore. It
was time to make a plan.
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OK, 1st take a shower and then change (his
clothes reeked after the 28-hour trip, and
sleeping in them in the humid room hadn’t
helped). 2nd get some food. 3rd take in a
few of the city sights. He thought.

“No, no, no, no”, screamed David. Having
just finished showering, feeling clean and
relaxed he had just unzipped his suitcase
to find his worst nightmare. This was not
his stuff. He rummaged through without
really thinking to see if his stuff was
underneath, he was quickly disappointed.
All his stuff was gone, along with all his
money. he sighed loudly, before slamming
the lid closed.

How could this have happened, he
thought. He must have picked up the
wrong bag after the flight. Looking at the
bag now with fresh eyes, he could see it
was indeed not his suitcase, very similar
but there were few minor differences. His
adventure wasn’t starting out quite as he’d
hoped.



He needed a new plan. OK, calm down, |
can sort this out. I'll just call the airline.
I’'m sure my case will be there.

He found his phone on the bedside table
out it wouldn’t turn on, there was no
nattery and with his charger packed away
In his suitcase, he needed another find a
new one. He could ask Amirah in
reception if she had one, but first, he
needed to get dressed.

Exiting his room, he crossed the hall and
went to retrieve his clothes from the
bathroom. What he found was a pile of
stinking clothes, wet on the bathroom
floor, where he had carelessly thrown
them in his haste to get them off before
his shower. He attempted to redress in
the clothes, but the soggy nature and the
smell made him wretch. After a moment
of thought, he kicked the clothes into a
corner in disgust and went to re-examine
the content of the suitcase. There must
be something in there | can use that isn’t
too embarrassing, he thought.

Going through someone else's private
things felt wrong but with just the small
hand towel he’d found in the bathroom
to cover his modesty, what choice did he
have.

This girl whoever she is, must be very
girly, David though after opening the lid.
all she’s packed are skimpy beach clothes
and party outfits.

After searching the entire case for
something that would make him look
foolish, he finally settled something he
didn’t think looked too feminine. A black
and white striped top. It was a bit on the
short side and left his belly exposed but it
would have to do. He paired it with a pair
of denim shorts that were again a bit on
the short side but with no trousers in the
case, he put them on. There were 3 pairs
of shoes in the case. The first was a pair of
shiny pink high heeled pumps with a
stiletto heel. The second, not much
better, was a pair of light green sandals
with a tall platform and blocky heel made
out of cork. He chose the third option, a
pair of flat sandals with plastic-looking red
and yellow straps that went across his
toes and fastened around his ankle.

Looking in the mirror to see the result, he
looked a little effeminate but he was only
going down to reception and back, it
would do the job. After grabbing a pair of
sunglasses from the case and stuffing his
room key and the rest of his remaining
money into the little pockets of the tiny
jean shorts, he set off.




Amirah gave him an odd look from the
front desk as he walked up in his girly
outfit, but didn’t make any comments
about it. He asked her if she had a phone
charger he could borrow, but she did not.
she recommended an electronics
department store about 15 minutes away
and drew him a map. He thanked her and
with no other options he decided to try
and find it.

Out on the streets of Jakarta was like

nothing he had ever experienced.
was busy, but this was different. T
was an energy, a buzz about the p
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Motorcycles and people were moving
about at light speed, the shouting, the
smell of delicious food from all the outside
vendors selling their snacks, it was all so
new, making him forget about the way he
was dressed.

He made it to the department store
without incident and actually found a
charger quite easily. With it bought and
paid for, he headed back to the hostel. He
stopped in a supermarket and grabbed
some snacks and a bottle of water,
spending almost all of his remaining
money.

Back at the hostel, he called the airline
and got put on hold. Eventually, he got
through to someone who spoke English
and explained how he had picked up the
wrong bag. After describing his bag, the
woman on the phone took his name and
address and said to call back tomorrow,
while she looked into it. After the call
David called his mother, she had been
worried sick, having not heard from him in
48 hours. He told her he was fine and all
about the city, he left out the part about
the missing suitcase as he knew she would
worry. With things looking more positive
David made a new plan

1st | need to find a way to wash my
clothes. 2nd take a nap and wait for them
to dry. 3rd explore the city.

But unfortunately for David, this plan was
not going to work out either. He had failed
to realise that the bathroom he had
showered in earlier, was shared amongst
the whole floor, and the old cleaning lady,
sick of her job and having a bad day, had
bagged up the stinking pile of clothes
upon finding them and tossed them out
with the rest of the rubbish.



They say bad luck comes in three’s and
David’s case that was certainly true. It was
his last day in the hostel and he had a
meeting with the owner of his new
school. At 12pm and he needed to leave.
He had dressed once again in the jean
shorts but had found a white shirt with
puffy black sleeves, which he decided was
slightly better than the cropped top he
had worn yesterday. Loosely strapping on
his sandals, as they had rubbed and hurt
his feet the previous day, he picked up
the black purse he had packed. He didn’t
want to carry a purse but he needed
somewhere to put his passport, the
school had requested to see, and the rest
of his belongings.

Amirah greeted him with a smile and
wished him a good morning. she helped
him with directions and he was off. What
a strange boy, she thought to herself as
she watched David walk out the door in
his feminine outfit.

10 minutes later, he was making good
progress and enjoying being out in the
city, he was thinking about ha he'd explain
about the unusual outfit when there was
a sudden bang followed by a rumble. The
heavens then opened and drops of rain
the size of marbles started falling from
the sky. Being January, and right in the
middle of the rainy season, this kind of
weather was pretty common. After a few
minutes, the streets started flooding and
it was getting dangerous. David had no
other choice but to try and make it back
to the hostel.
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Amirah had rushed to him as he had
staggered in. He must have looked a
sight; his clothes were ripped from a fall
and he was barefoot as his sandals had
washed right off his feet. Sat on his bed
soaking wet with his head in his hands,
David felt like crying. This trip so far had
been one disaster after another,
compounded by the fact he had lost his
grip on the purse during his fall and had
been forced to watch it float slowly away
and out of sight, along with it, his phone
and passport. He picked up the suitcase
that was sat there mocking him with its
girly contents and threw it across the
room. It hit the wall with a bang, its
contents spilling out, along with
something David hadn’t noticed before, a
pink plastic folder.

Curious now and hoping he might find
some clue to the suitcase's owner he
opened it up. The contents were in
French. He looked at the first document,
the top of the page read “Experience
Culturelle”. David had taken French in
school but could remember much.
Looking at the rest of the contents he
found a birth certificate. It belonged to
Fifi Genevieve LaRue, the owner of the
suitcase David assumed. She was 20
vears old and had been born in Paris.
Looking back at the first document again,
he found an address and it was here in
Jakarta, perhaps this girl is here, he
hoped, and perhaps she has my suitcase!



It was a morning like any other for Amirah
as she sat behind the reception desk,
thinking about what she would do after
work that day. That is until the lift doors
opened and out clomped David, trying to
keep his balance. He was dragging a
suitcase and wearing a pair of high heeled
sandals. She had noticed over the last few
days, he wasn’t your average boy but even
so, she was taken aback by the choice of
outfit. She would never understand
foreigners, she thought.

Ever the professional she greeted him.
“Morning Mr. Lubis, are you checking
out?”

“Yes, and | need another address if you
don’t mind?” David replied, opening his
handbag, taking out the pink plastic folder,
and handing Amirah the paper with the
address on. She looked it up on the
computer, printed out a map with
directions, and handed it to David.

“Here you go, sir. It’s quite far away that
address, would you like me to book you a
taxi?”

“No, thanks Amirah, it’s OK I'll walk” David
replied nervously.

“Oh, OK, if you're sure sir?” Amirah
replied looking down at his impractical
footwear. “Can | help you with anything
else?”

Looking at the directions and seeing the
address was on the other side of the city,
David sighed. “Can | leave my suitcase
here?” He asked, not wanting to drag it
across the city only to find that Fifi was
out.

He transferred a few toiletries and other
useful things into a large handbag and left
the rest of Fifi's belonging with Amirah.

An hour later, after hobbling his way
through the city one tiny step at a time.
David had stopped to rest awhile.
Unaccustomed to his new shoes, his feet
ached and his legs were cramping.

It had been his last day in the hostel so in
his mind he had no choice but to try and
hunt Fifi down and find his suitcase. When
choosing an outfit from the case he had
initially considered going barefoot but the
last thing he needed on top of everything
else, was to cut his foot and get some type
of infection. standing here now massaging
his calves. The towering sandals, his
screaming feet were now strapped into
were the only real choice, as he had no
intention of wearing the pink stilettos. He
had, after some deliberation, even shaved
his legs with a razor he had found in the
case and put on a little lip-gloss. He knew
he was not going to fool anyone, but his
furry legs and the obviously feminine
shoes had just looked so wrong together.
With a few people now starting to stare, it
was time to get moving again. He looked
at the map, Amirah had printed out earlier
and sighed, he still had a long way to go.



Kartika Wijaya had a great life. Living in an
expensive apartment in the posh area of
the city with her sister Annisa, paid for by
her rich parents, she wanted for nothing.
She didn’t need to work and spent most of
her time socialising and partying. She was
busy getting ready to meet some friends
and she was late, when she was
interrupted by the intercom buzzing, who
could that be? She thought. The security
guard downstairs told Kartika that in front
of him stood a girl with her address on a
piece of paper and she wanted to come up
to the apartment. Putting 2 and 2
together, she reasoned that her sister’s
guest had finally arrived. She told the
security guard to send her up. Opening
the door, the person standing in front of
Kartika, was not who she was expecting.

The person in front of her looked like a boy
but was carrying a nice handbag and
wearing heels. She chuckled to herself
thinking these foreign girls can be so
masculine, her sister would not be happy
when she got home.

“Hi, I'm looking for Fifi, is she staying here?
| have this document with her name on
and this address” David burst out saying,
handing her the paper.

Katika spoke a little English but was by no
means fluent. All she heard was Fifi and
staying here.

“Yes, please come in. Annisa out. | show
yvou room” Kartika responded as she took
off the necklace she was wearing and place
it along with her handbag on a nearby
table. David then watched as she tied her
hair in a loose ponytail. “Come”, Kartika
barked, losing patience with David who
was still stood in the doorway.

After the torturous 4 hours of walking to
get there, David believed he had found Fifi,
it felt like it was his birthday. Now, if his
case was here too, this nightmare might
finally end, he thought.

He followed the beautiful girl, he believed
to be Fifi, through the apartment and up a
flight of stairs, noting how rich Fifi must
be. This was probably the nicest
apartment he had ever seen.
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David followed Kartika into one of the
rooms upstairs. She then turned to him
and asked “No bag? Thinking that Fifi
must have known about the suitcase
switch and was wondering why he had
shown up without her case, he tried to
explain.

“I'm sorry, | was so tired after the flight at
first | thought | had lost my bag, | didn’t
mean to pick up the wrong one and then |
didn’t know if you’d be in, so | left it
somewhere safe”, all Kartika heard was
lost bag, she suddenly felt embarrassed
that a foreigner in her country had
experienced something so horrible.
Kartika turned to David and gave him a
hug; this was very unexpected but very
welcome “Stupid airport. So sorry, so
sorry, many clothes in room, you wear. It
not problem”. She hugged him a little
longer before, walking towards the door
saying “this your room. You relax. Annisa
home soon. Welcome to Jakarta, Fifi”.
She then closed the door leaving David in
the room alone.

As she went back to getting ready, Kartika
took out her phone to text her sister. It
read, “come home now, the French girl is
here”.




In the bedroom, David stood for a minute
or two, tired and confused. He wondered
where Fifi had gone. She seemed nice but
her English wasn’t great, he though. He
noticed the room he was in, was
enormous. It was almost the size of his
whole house back home, with expensive-
looking Funiture and a huge double bed.
He unbuckled his sandals, placed them on
the floor, and sat on the sofa, stretching
his aching feet. He expected someone to
come in but after sitting there for 10
minutes, he was still alone. Feeling as
though he was about to fall asleep, he
decided to look around the room for clues.
The room didn’t seem to have much stuff
and all the draws were empty. There were
2 doors apart from the one he had
entered through, the first was an en-suite
bathroom with a huge mirror and bathtub.
The second led to a walk-in closet full of
more clothes and shoes than he had ever
seen in his life. Wow, this girl must really
have some money he thought, eyeing the
rows of designer shoes and bags.

This room had 2 more doors, leading to
more bedrooms but these ones looked
lived in with stuff everywhere. Not
wanting to upset anyone, he quickly
went back to the first bedroom.

Sat on the sofa for a second time, David
thought back to the strange conversation
with the girl in the hallway. What did she
mean by “many clothes in room, you
wear. Does she think I'm a girl? He
thought as he looked down at his smooth
legs and jean shorts. Wait! Does she
think I’'m Fifi? The thought hit him like a
sledgehammer. Looking around the room
it all seemed to fit. He was in what was
definitely a guest bedroom and the
comment “welcome to Jakarta, Fifi”.
Finding the letter in the handbag he
scanned it furiously. Now he had an idea
of what to look for, he started to pick out
details. “voyage” that was a trip, “6 mois”
6 months. Fifi was on some kind of
exchange trip and must be staying here,
she must have got on the plane when it
stopped in Paris. Panicked and now a

little scared, David didn’t know what to
do.

OK, I'll just explain the misunderstanding.
No, but her English wasn’t great she
might not take to kindly to finding out
the girl she let in her house was an
imposter and not even a girl. What if she
calls the police? | need to get out of here
now” he thought. He quickly strapped
the sandals back to his feet and picked up
the purse. He left the room and started
to make his way down the stairs when he
spotted Kartika at the bottom. putting on
makeup in a big mirror. He quietly made
his way back to the room.

OK, I'll just wait for her to move and then
I'll make my escape. He thought as he
rested his head on the comfy sofa.

Annisa Wijaya was very different from
her sister. Where Kartika was happy to
live off their parent's money and not
work, she had other ideas. She had
started a small bridal business, with her
parent's money, of course, but dreamed
of making the company a worldwide
success, starting by opening a store in
Paris. That's where Fifi came in, when a
friend had mentioned the cultural
exchange programme to her, she loved
the idea. She could learn all about Paris,
the people, the fashion, the language and
she could perhaps make a new friend.
Annisa was a warm-hearted, kind person
and would always go out of her way to
help people. She planned to show Fifi the
lifestyle of the rich and famous in Jakarta.

When she arrived home that evening,
she Kartika in her bedroom. "So, she’s
here?” Annisa asked
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“Yes, she’s in Fitri’s old room but I’'m not
sure “she” is a girl,” Kartika said, looking
up from her vanity.

“Oh, don’t be mean, you know western
girls can be a little masculine sometimes, |
should go and say hello”, Annisa said
enthusiastically.

“Just prepare yourself, Nis, | don’t think
she’s the young fashionable girl you were
hoping for, in fact, she looks like a boy”

Entering the guestroom, that used to
belong to her older sister Fitri, she found
David sound asleep and snoring, passed
out from exhaustion on the sofa. Looking
him over, her sister was right Fifi was a bit
of a tomboy. But she was wearing high
platform sandals and the designer
handbag on the floor was nice. Perhaps,
there is hope, she thought, perhaps she
just needs a role model, someone to teach
her about fashion and makeup. At that
moment Annisa decided, she would help
this poor girl discover her femininity.



It was past 10 when David woke the next
morning. He was in a strange room, lying
on a sofa. His body was aching all over like
he had run a marathon but especially his
feet. Looking down he saw the reason for
his discomfort, he was wearing a pair of
high heel sandals and he must have slept
in them all night.

Then everything came back to him, His
bag, losing his passport and phone and
perhaps more urgent at that moment,
how he was in a fancy apartment,
without any male clothes and the owner
thought he was a French girl named Fifi.
He had to get out of there he jumped to
his feet, picked up the handbag, and
made his way for the stairs. He made it
down the stairs and with the front door a
few feet away, he thought he'd made it.
But the thought of freedom quickly
evaporated.

“Good morning Fifi, I’'m Annisa, you met
my sister Kartika, last night, sorry her
English isn’t great and neither of us can
speak French, but | want to learn. Also,
sorry | wasn’t here to meet you
yvesterday, when | got home you were
fast asleep. Welcome to Jakarta, you are
very welcome to use anything in the
house, my stuff is your stuff, there’s just
one house rule, no boys allowed, daddy's
rules”. Annisa spoke quickly, without
pausing between sentences in perfect
English.
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Not knowing what to say, David just stood
there staring at her. The girl sitting by a
table in the next room had startled him,
and then just fired a lot of information at
him.

“Come on, let's get you some breakfast,
you must be starving, where have you
been the last few days?” Annisa said.

There are moments in life that define our
fate and without knowing it, the answer
David was about to give, was one of those
moments. He should have owned up, told
the truth, and dealt with the
consequences. But not knowing the
reason why, perhaps because he hadn't
eaten in 2 days, he did something
completely different.

“Qui, Merci, | am so hungry. My bag was
long at the airport, and now | don't have
my phone or passport either. This made it
difficult to find your apartment” David
replied, in what was probably the worst
imitation of a French accent you can
Imagine.

The room was silent for a few seconds, to
David it felt like an eternity. Why had he
just said that? He was a boy, there was no
way anyone was going to believe he was a
girl and a French girl named Fifi.

“Oh, you poor thing, I’'m so sorry, that
sounds terrible, let's first get you some
food and then you can shower and clean
up. Later I’ll take you shopping and we’ll
get you a new phone, everything is going
to be alright now, you've got me to look
after you” said Annisa, pointing to an
empty chair next to her. I’ll just stay for
breakfast, David thought, then I'll think of
a new plan to escape.



David wolfed down the food at light
speed to the amazement of Annisa.
Now feeling full but incredibly nervous,
he allowed Annisa to lead him upstairs.

She ran him a bath and filled the tub
with flowery smelling liquids. She
handed him a new razor and reminded
him not to miss anywhere. It felt very
strange to be sat in a big bathtub full of
bubbles, shaving his whole body. But it
did feel nice to soak his aching legs and
feet. When finished he put on a long
white robe, Annisa had left and joined
her in the bedroom. His eyes were
instantly drawn to the long pink skirt
laid out on the bed and began to panic.
He asked if he could wear a pair of
shorts instead but in that moment, he
learned that Annisa cared deeply about
fashion and appearance. She wasn’t
going to let him walk around displaying
the big bruise on the back leg from the
fall in the rain the other day. She told
him to she'd give him 5 minutes to get
dressed and left the room.

With shaking hands David picked up the
black panties and push up bra set and
examined them. The bra had some sort
of gel-like inserts sewn in and both
were really silky to the touch. He stood
there frozen not knowing what to do,
until Annisa knocked on the door,
asking if he was ready. “Une minute, s'il
vou plait”, he answered. In a panic, he
dropped the robe and stepped into the
silky underwear. The feeling was like no
other underwear he had ever worn, the
silkiness completely alien against his
skin. He struggled with the bra for a
moment, but quickly discovered it
fastened at the front making it easy to
put on. The effect of the bra was to
squeeze the skin on his chest together
giving him a small cleavage. But he
didn't have time to think about it, in
that moment as he pulled the black vest
top over his head and slipped the skirt
up over his legs, snapping the
elasticated band into place around his
waist just as Annisa re-entered the
room.

"Fifi, you look so cute, pink definitely
suits you girl", Annisa said to an
extremely embarrassed David. How can
she not see I'm a boy? He thought,
trying to pull his hair in front of his face
to hide his shame.

"Fifi, did you recently cut your hair?"
Annisa asked, noticing he seemed to be
playing with it uncomfortably.

Again, put on the spot, David said the
first thing that came to mind "Oui, and |
feel a little embarrassed in these
clothes"

Annisa smiled. “Give me a minute”, she
disappeared into the walk-in closet. An
instant later she was back and as she
returned David's heart sank as he
noticed what she was holding, a long
reddish-brown wig.

David was told to sit at the vanity, she
brushed his short hair back, placed a
wig cap on his head before placing the
wig carefully on top. Annisa, watched as
David just stared at himself in the
mirror. He didn't look happy, perhaps
she just needs a little makeup, she
thought.

For the next few hours, Annisa showed
David how to apply makeup. There
were liquids, powders, and pencils, all
alien to the young man's mind. After
showing him what to do, Annisa got him
to practice. She would show him the
steps then he would wipe his face clean
and then try to recreate the look Annisa
had just done. After the fifth attempt,
Annisa told him he’d done a pretty
good job. As he finished, applying the
lipstick to his lips and Annisa
complimented him on a job well done,
he felt a sense of pride and
accomplishment, until he realised what
he had just done.

>

r

: ‘ }?"J’

He suddenly felt very uncomfortable, he
was sat with a complete stranger and he
had just applied full makeup to his face, in
a foreign country, wearing a skirt. He
readjusted his position on the stool,
causing his bottom encased in its silky
underwear to slide around on the leather
material.

Annisa was determined to make David
look the way she imagined Fifi to be in her
head, and David was nothing but a
passenger along for the ride. After
deciding the lipstick, he was wearing was
a little bright and attaching a hairband to
his head, she wanted to see the
completed look. She told him to grab the
shoes from behind him then come and
stand in front of the full-length mirror. He
had noticed the shoes earlier but was
hoping they weren't for him, the thin
stiletto heel just looked scary. But with
Annisa looking at him, he had little choice,
he swivelled around on the stool, picked
up the shoes and slipped them on to his
feet.

He stood up and almost fell straight back
on to the stool again. He had gotten
plenty of practice on his walk over to the
apartment yesterday. But those heels
were a lot wider, the thin heel on these
new shoes was a lot tougher to stand-in.
He took a little wobbly step and then
stumbled around trying to regain his
balance. With Annisa encouraging him, he
slowly wobbled his way over to the
mirror, the image that awaited him was
truly shocking to his young mind. He
looked like a girl and it terrified him. I've
got to get out of here, he thought, ok |
need a plan.



An hour later, after being driven into the
center of Jakarta by Annisa’s driver, David
found himself walking down the street,
nervously looking around as he was sure
someone was about to start shouting at
him for dressing like a girl in public. His
heart was pounding and he was sweating
like crazy. Before he was a boy wearing
slightly girly clothes but now, he was
actually pretending to be a girl. Things felt
so different dressed like this, the click of
his heels on the pavement echoing with
every step he took, the skirt which
distracted him as it floated around and
rubbed against his smooth legs, and the
long hair was constantly getting in his way
as he was forever brushing out of his face.

|
After stumbling about like an ape in the
apartment, Annisa took pity on him and
decided to choose a different pair of shoes
for their shopping trip. He had hoped
she’d come back with a pair of flat shoes
when she disappeared into the walk-in
closet. He wasn’t thrilled with her choice, a
pair of cream coloured platform pumps
with bows on the toes. But at least they
were easier to walk in as the heel was a lot
lower and the blocky design made it easier
to balance. He then found out the rest of
his outfit didn’t match his new shoes. After
20 more minutes, having tried on 3
different outfits, Annisa was satisfied.

As soon as they arrived at the shopping
center, David could tell that this was
somewhere Annisa loved to come. she
knew the place like the back of her hand
and she was incredibly excited as they set
off visiting shop after shop. David soon
learned shopping was tiring, especially
when stomping about wearing heels, they
went up and down the escalator and must
have circled each floor 3 or 4 times. Annisa
insisted on buying him a few outfits, saying
although he was free to wear anything of
hers it would be nice to have some things
of his own. The last stop was to get a new
phone, it was such a relief to have a phone
again and Annisa had been incredibly
generous buying it for him, he just wished
the phone wasn’t bright pink. With the
shopping done it was back to the
apartment, David feet where pretty sore
at this point and he sat down on some
steps outside, as they waited for the driver
to pick them up.

Annisa looked at her guest looking
exhausted, sitting on the steps rubbing the
back of her legs. She looks better than
yvesterday, she thought. But she needs a
lot more practice if she is going to master
walking in heels.




Back in the safety of his room, David was
glad to be back. He kicked off his shoes
and jumped on the bed to check out his
new phone. He decided to make some
calls. The first was to the school, which
informed him after not showing up to the
meeting the job was no longer available.
The second was to the airport, he got
through to the same woman he had
spoken to previously but the news wasn't
good. His bag was nowhere to be found
when asked he informed the woman that
the bag, he had picked up was at the
hostel and gave her the address, it's not
like he would be needing it. The final call
was back home where he spoke to his
family, telling them he was doing great.

He hadn't long finished his last call when
Annisa knocked on the door and entered.
She had come to help him get ready for an
evening out, an evening David knew
nothing about until that moment. He was
to accompany Annisa and Kartika to
dinner, where they would introduce him
to some of their friends. Annisa picked out
a White top a long black skirt with a big slit
at the front and helped him get ready. She
touched up his makeup and even added
some foundation to the back of his leg to
hide part of the bruise that was showing
below the long skirt.

David again wasn't happy with her choice
of outfit as he was now in an even shorter
skirt compared to earlier. And if he didn't
like the choice of outfit, he really hated
her choice of shoes. He tried to protest
but Annisa wouldn't listen as she laced him
in, explained that the only way to learn
how to walk in stilettoes is to do it and
being ankle boots, they would give his feet
more support.

They arrived at the venue at about 8.30, it
was a large room with lots of individual
vendors selling food and drinks. The rest
of the room was covered in tables, most
full of people chatting and having a good
time. Annisa and Kartika quickly spotted
their friends and went over to say hello,
leaving David to hobble along after them.
Slowly he made his way over, the sound of
the heels on the wooden floor making a
deafening sound, well in his mind at least.

He was introduced to the 3 young people
sat on the table and they sat down to join
them. There was Sarah, who wore a black
dress with mesh sleeves. She was very
friendly and wanted to know everything
there was about the new girl from France.
Under other circumstances, David would
have loved the attention from such a
pretty girl. The problem of course was, he
was the French girl, or supposed to be, he
knew nothing about being a girl or France.
The other 2 were a couple and they were
giants. David had always been a little short
for a man back home but nothing out of
the ordinary. This couple made him feel
tiny, even in his tall heels, they towered
over him.

Thankfully, they didn't stay too long as
Annisa could tell he was tired. It had
definitely been an eventful first day as Fifi,
David thought as he lay down and went to
sleep in his new bed.



The next day was another, full of surprises
and new experiences for David. After a
light breakfast and an hour of getting
ready, He and Annisa were back in the city.
He at least was back in shorts today, well if
you could consider them shorts, Annisa
called it a playsuit but to him once on it
just looked like an extremely short purple
dress. Annisa had been happy to use a bit
of makeup once again and a pair of tights
to hide his bruise, which was starting to
fade. He had never worn tights before,
they felt constricting as they clung to his
legs. David had resigned himself to the fact
he would be wearing nothing but heels
from now on. The 2 sisters only ever wore
heels and it seemed that as the newest
member of the family, he would need to
join them.

He felt the shoes were a bit much for
going out in the day, but he was told they
matched his handbag. If it was up to him,
he would have just chosen a different bag,
he would never understand fashion, he
thought as he looked down at his outfit,
hoping there wouldn't be too much
walking on their trip.
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Annisa was really enjoying having Fifi
around. She was a little masculine in the
way that she walked and talked but she
was a fast learner, and with the tips she
had been giving her, she was becoming
more graceful. At first, she had stomped
about like a rhino, but now she was
taking smaller steps and very rarely
stumbled. She had noticed over the last
2 days, Fifi would sit down and rest her
feet any opportunity she could. This
wasn’t the worst thing in the world but
she had started to take her shoes off in
public. In Indonesia, it was incredibly
rude to show the soles of your feet to
another person. Annisa had scolded her
about this, but she was still doing it.

Another thing she noticed was Fifi sweat
a lot, which wasn’t very attractive, she
put this down to wearing a wig in the hot
climate, so today she had decided to
help her out, making life a little more
comfortable for her.

When they entered the high-end salon,
David wanted to run away but with
nowhere to go and dressed as he was, he
sat in a salon chair while Annisa talked to
a stylist in a language he didn’t
understand. When the stylist removed
the wig from his head and looked him
over, he thought the game was up, he
was relieved in a way, as bad as it would
be, to tell the truth, at least this
nightmare would be over. But to his
surprise, she didn’t freak out and shout
that he was a boy, she just calmly led
him over to a nearby sink and started
washing his hair. at this point, Annisa
said she was going to meet Kartika to do
some shopping, the bill was paid and to
call when he was done.

David wasn’t entirely sure what she did
over the next hour, but there was a lot of
pinning and what smelled like glue. She
then started snipping away with her
scissors, shaping the fake hair a little.
When she was done the wig was
securely stuck to his head and would not
budge an inch even when he tugged on
it. While the woman had worked on the
wig, another girl had painted his finger
and toenails and given him a facial. Once
done, the stylist showed him how he
could now tie his hair up and he left the
salon with his hair in a high ponytail, it
was an awful experience for David who
was still trying to cling on to his
masculinity, but he had to admit, it did
feel cooler with the wig tied up. He
called Annisa and, he met her and
Kartika next door in a shopping center,
they were happy to see him and to his
embarrassment, complimented him on
how girly he looked.
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That evening, the girls took him out to a
fancy restaurant followed by drinks in a
wine bar. The dress Annisa chose was tiny
and until he was drunk enough to forget
about it, he kept tugging at it to try and
make it a bit longer. His shoes for this
evening were the worst yet. They had a
huge heel and an elevated platform at the
front, which caused him to stumble about
all evening, feeling as though he was going
to fall over with every step he took.

Apart from his aching feet, the night in
a bar was actually quite fun. He had
been bought drinks all night and had
decided to drown his sorrows and drink
as much as possible. This is how he had
agreed to start helping Annisa with her
bridal business and teach her some
French.

He wanted to hate Annisa and Kartika
for the unwanted changes they were
making to his appearance but as he got
to know them, he was discovering how
kind they were, and although he didn’t
want it, they were just trying to help
him.

The night finished on the dance floor,
dancing in just his tights, he had taken
off the killer shoes halfway through the
evening, again to the disapproving gaze
of Annisa.



A few days later

David was in a familiar position sat down
resting his feet. He didn't have long, He
and Annisa were walking through the park
when she stopped to talk on the phone.
But any rest bite from the crippling shoes
was better than nothing.

He thought back to how strange the last
few days had been. He'd woken up with a
terrible hangover after the night in the bar
having agreed to work in a bridal shop and
teach Annisa a language he didn't speak.
Luckily for him, Annisa said he was still
new to the country so she wanted his first
week to be full of fun and touristy stuff
and not work.

The trip of the beach was scary, he was
relieved when he learned Annisa couldn't
swim so they wouldn't be going in the
water. But he felt so exposed with his
body completely on show all day.

The evening at the fashion show had been
an interesting experience. The place was
full of celebrities and models. A room full
of beautiful women, talking to him,
interested to know about him, what more
could a young man want? He'd lied his
way through, trying to remember what he
nad told who, it was very tiring. That day,
ne had also worn the new heels Annisa
nad just bought him. They were the most
ridiculous things he had ever seen; the
heel was probably the highest he had ever
seen apart from in a porn film. They had
bought them from a shop called Christian
Louboutin, he remembered back to how
odd it had sounded, when he was told the
shoes had a name, Bianca. Annisa had
tried on a pair in Black and they did look
good on her as she walked about. He
didn't even realise until they were back at
the apartment, she had decided to buy
him a pair too but in a nude colour, this
way she could borrow them if she wanted.

Apart from the constant activities every
day, David was trying to learn how to be
Fifi. He was observing Annisa and Kartika
closely and tried his best to imitate their
body language and hand gestures. On top
of this, he was learning how to be French.
He spent almost all of his free time on
YouTube, watching beginners' guides to
the French language and how French
people act. He was worried as in a few
days he’d have to start teaching Annisa.

But that day in the park, David was feeling
positive as he had a plan to escape and get
back to normality. He had looked through
all the clothes in the closet and found a
pair of jeans, a T-shirt, and a pair of flat
trainers that were not girly. With the glue
holding the wig to his head starting to
loosen around the edges, the plan was,
next time he was alone in the house,
which was rare but did happen from time
to time. He would rip the wig off his head,
put on the clothes, and head over to the
British embassy, where he co