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PRETENDING

After lots of begging, Joe finally agrees to get himself dolled up for his friend Chris. He was promised that it would only be for five minutes—just long enough to prove to Chris’s mother that Chris does indeed have a girlfriend.

It was just supposed to be a quick appearance at the mall, but now Chris’s mother is spying from afar, so Joe is going to have to stay in character until they can shake her, or until the pretend date is finished.


CHAPTER I

I arrived at the mall just on time, but I knew I was going to be late because I was too afraid to get out from my car.

I felt so stupid, wearing that sparkly bodysuit and that black skirt—by the way, the black skirt didn’t seem so short when I first put it on, back in my sister’s bedroom, but now it felt like it was hardly covering my bum. I looked down and saw my exposed thighs, and I wondered if I’d ever left the house with exposed thighs before.

My stomach turned and I took a deep breath. I should have asked for more than fifty bucks—this was definitely worth more than fifty bucks.

I flipped down my car’s little makeup mirror; my mom always called it the makeup mirror, and for once I was actually using it to check my makeup. I still couldn’t believe that I was wearing makeup. I couldn’t believe I actually spent an hour in front of the mirror, carefully drawing on eyeliner and eye shadow and eyebrow filler and concealer and all that other stuff. But even more unbelievable was the fact that I actually kind of looked like a chick by the end of it. I hated that I looked like a chick, even though that made this all worth it. I wished I would have looked ridiculous so that I could have just sent Chris a photo and said, “See—you were wrong. Now go find someone else to do your dirty work!” But sadly, I took a picture back in my home bathroom and the picture was actually pretty good. Chris texted me, asking to see how I looked. I didn’t want to send him that picture, even though it was exactly what he wanted to see.

“Perfect! You’re really helping me out today. I’ll see you in an hour,” he replied with speed. And that hour was the longest hour of my life: building up the courage to leave the house, building up the courage to get into my car—and now I was stuck trying to build up the courage to go into that mall.

I parked at the back, behind the movie theatre, so that no one would see me. Though I had to endure a few glances from strangers while I drove the ten minutes from my house to the theatre. I got stopped at one red light while a group of college kids were crossing the road. A few of them looked over at me, so I sunk into my seat. One of the guys stared for a moment too long, making my heart stammer. I wondered if he could tell that he wasn’t looking at a woman, or if he was ogling me the way I occasionally ogled pretty girls. I wasn’t a pretty girl and I didn’t want to be ogled—I just wanted to get through this stupid little stunt as quickly and as invisibly as possible.

But if I was going to get it over with, I needed to get it started. I needed to go inside to meet Chris. “You here? I just got here,” he texted me.

I bit down on my tongue and gave myself one more look in the mirror. I wasn’t sure if I actually looked like a convincing chick, but at least I didn’t look recognizable—well, maybe a little bit. If someone close to me saw me, they might be able to figure out who was beneath that makeup and that wig that Chris stole from a department store the day before. He asked me to go with him to get the wig, but that was when I was still refusing his offer. “At least tell me if you want to be a blonde or a brunette,” he said. And I told him to shove the wig up his ass. He ended up getting a blonde wig—and it was surprisingly realistic. I couldn’t help but wonder if he really nabbed it off of a mannequin or if he held up one of those professional wig stores with his dad’s revolver.

I primped up my golden locks and then I took another deep breath. “Just get it over with,” I said to myself.

Chris sent me another text message. “Well? You aren’t standing me up, are you? I need you, man. Just do this for me—please!”

I groaned and looked up as a group of young women walked by my car and towards the mall entrance. I tried for a moment to figure out if I was having a nightmare—because I’d had similar nightmares all night. In one nightmare, I was in the mall’s lingerie store, looking through the panties drawers, when my mother and father walked up to me and surrounded me on either side. They both looked at me and said, “What are we going to tell your grandfather?” It was a strange nightmare because my grandfather had been dead for fifteen years, but it still left me with chills and the inability to fall back asleep. I didn’t want to fall back asleep anyway, because I didn’t want to end up back in that nightmare. But somehow, there I was—back in that nightmare… Except this nightmare was really happening.

“Get it over with,” I said to myself again. Then I closed my eyes and reached for the handle of my car door. I pushed it open and stepped out. Then I nearly fell flat on my face, forgetting that I was in high heels. They weren’t the tallest heels, but when you think you’re two inches closer to the ground than you are, accidents tend to happen. I managed to grab onto the side view mirror of the car next to me before I hit the ground. I looked around quickly to make sure no one was watching, and thankfully, I was the only one in that back parking lot. “Get yourself together, Joe,” I said. I stood up straight and then I reached down to give my skirt a tug, making sure it was covering as much of my shaved legs as possible. I still couldn’t believe I shaved my legs for this—I really should have asked for more than fifty bucks. Chris had a rich family. He could have easily done two or three hundred bucks.

As I approached the mall entrance, the doors swung open. A few guys my age walked out. One of them looked at me, and I recognized him. His name was Tony and he was in my chemistry class. I froze and felt the blood rushing away from my head. I wobbled slightly. He reached back and grabbed the door, stopping it from closing. And I just stared into his eyes. “Going in?” he asked.

I parted my lips. I’d practised my voice quite a bit over the past twenty-four hours, and I thought that I did a pretty good chick voice—but now, I was speechless. I couldn’t even think of any words to say. So I just nodded my head.

“Alright. Go ahead,” he said, stepping more to the side in case there wasn’t already enough room.

It took me a moment to break free from my paralysis. What if he recognized me? What if he didn’t recognize me right away, but he recognized me in a few minutes? How long would it take for the whole school to find out about this humiliating incident? Would they sympathize with me when I told them I only did it for the fifty bucks? Or would that just make them laugh at me even more? I zipped past Tony and into the mall. And then my heart plunged deep into my gut. The mall was busy, even though Chris had promised me it would be dead. “It’s a Tuesday afternoon—who’s going to be at the mall?”

But it was the mall’s annual Customer Appreciation Day. Every store was having a sale and the mall was raffling off a brand new SUV. And on top of all that, the new Star Wars movie had just come out the day before. I looked around as I stood near the entrance, and in that first harrowing moment, I recognized two different girls from my school: Darla and Kelsey. I’d only been at that damned mall for one minute and I had already recognized three people.

I needed to get out. I needed to get far away from that mall before anyone recognized me and ruined my life. This was not worth fifty bucks. It wasn’t worth five hundred bucks. Even if that mall was empty, it wouldn’t have been worth the humiliation: shaving my legs, dressing up in my sister’s clothes, putting on my sister’s makeup. What was I thinking? Why did I ever agree to this embarrassment?

Someone tapped on my shoulder. I spun around, ready to flee. I knew I couldn’t let anyone stare into my eyes for more than a couple of seconds. I didn’t have any makeup on my eyes and my eyes were a very distinct shade of light green. And my nose was still my nose, and my cheekbones were still my cheekbones, and my lips were still my lips…

Chris was standing a foot away from me. “You came,” he said with a big smile. “And you look great. I’m going to hug you now and I’m going to pretend to kiss you. Don’t worry—our lips won’t touch.” He moved in before I could give him my consent. I closed my eyes as his arms wrapped around me. Then I felt his nose nestling up to mine. Five seconds later, he was staring into my eyes again. “That wasn’t so bad, was it? Now tell me—can you see my mom? Is she still standing behind me?”

I looked over his shoulder, and then he snapped at me. “Don’t look!” he said.

“I don’t know what your mom looks like,” I said quietly.

“Use the voice you practised! Are you crazy? You’re going to get us both busted.”

I cleared my throat. “Sorry,” I said in my girly voice.

Chris casually turned around. “Pretend to walk with me,” he whispered. “Shit—there she is.” He rose up his hand and waved. A woman at the far end of the hallway waved back. Was that his mother? He had showed me a photo of his mom earlier that day, but I couldn’t remember what the picture looked like. When I was staring at it, my mind was too busy trying to figure out if he was serious about this whole thing. Now, as I stood dressed up like a girl in that busy mall, I still couldn’t figure out if he was serious.


CHAPTER II

Chris had been lying to his parents for months about having a girlfriend. He claimed that it had all started out as a little white lie after his dad awkwardly asked him if he was gay. “I’m seeing this girl from school and it’s actually pretty serious,” he told his parents. And since that day, his parents asked about this fictional girlfriend every single night. So night after night, this made up character became more and more intricate, and more and more real in the minds of Chris’s mother and father.

Chris didn’t think it was a big deal, until his mom told his uncles and aunts and his sick grandmother. Then she told her friends at work and she even told some family friends. She was starting to ask Chris for pictures. “I don’t have any,” Chris would say, and then his mother would become suspicious. “She isn’t on Facebook or SnapChat or any of those apps. She likes to keep a low profile,” was the lie he used.

“I don’t get why you care so much about what your parents think,” I said to him when he first told me about his fictional girlfriend.

“I don’t care,” he said.

“So just tell them that you lied—or just say that you and your girlfriend broke up.”

“If I do that, then my parents will think that I’m gay all over again.”

“But you just said that you don’t care what they think,” I said.

“I don’t care!” he snapped. “But I do care what my brother thinks—and my parents told him about my girlfriend. And he told some of his friends at school, and now there are kids in our grade who think I have a girlfriend.”

It was a very complicated matter, and I had a feeling that Chris wasn’t telling me the whole story. I was shocked when he asked me to play the role of his girlfriend. “It will just take five minutes,” he told me. And I resisted his offer for days. But I eventually folded when he showed me the money and said, “I promise—just five minutes, and then you’re done. It’s the easiest fifty bucks you’ll ever make in your entire life.”

But Chris was wrong. It didn’t just take five minutes. It took me hours to nail down that voice. It took me hours to get myself dolled up for our ‘date’. It took me twenty minutes just to get down to the mall, and it would take me twenty minutes to get back. Adding in the five minutes I had to spend with him at the mall, the payout was starting to look like roughly four dollars an hour. And that wasn’t even accounting for all the humiliation.

And if that was it, it wouldn’t have been so bad. But after the first five minutes in the mall with Chris, it didn’t end. “Can I go now?” I asked.

“She’s still watching. She hasn’t left,” Chris said. And he wasn’t lying. His mother had slipped into a nearby store. We could see her sifting mindlessly through racks of clothing, looking over at us occasionally as if she was the worst spy in the history of espionage. “This is so embarrassing,” Chris said.

“You think this is embarrassing for you? How’s about you put on the skirt and wig and give this a try? I’m leaving. I didn’t agree to this,” I said. I turned around and started to head back towards that movie theatre where my car was parked.

He grabbed me by the wrist. “Don’t go! Please! Don’t go! I’ll give you another fifty bucks. I mean—you’re already here. Just tough it out until she leaves. We can sneak away from her if she doesn’t leave.”

“Look,” I said. “If you think I care about your mom, you’re an idiot. Look around you. Half of our school is here. I saw Kelsey Addison when I walked in, and she was here with that Darla chick. You know how popular those girls are? You know how quickly they can start a rumour? This is social suicide—I’ll be lucky if they haven’t already started the rumour.” I was still speaking in my girl voice, just in case anyone came within earshot.

“You’re unrecognizable, dude,” Chris said with a low voice. “You look like a chick. Don’t worry about anyone recognizing you. Believe me—you pass.”

“You recognized me immediately,” I said.

He nodded his head. “Because you sent me a picture.” He showed me his phone, showing me the picture I took in the mirror before heading out. “I even showed this to my mom and she said, ‘Oh my God, she’s so pretty.’”

“She didn’t say that,” I said. My stomach turned.

“She did. She said you have the most beautiful eyes. She thinks you’re the real deal. You can’t leave now. Just walk around with me. We’ll sneak out near the Apple Store. There’s a service exit there. We can just loop back to your car.”

I felt light headed and my feet were already starting to hurt in my tall heels. The Apple Store was on the other side of the mall—a ten-minute walk at a casual pace. And presumably, Chris would want to stop at a few stores to make the date look legitimate. And then there was the walk back. I was looking at forty minutes at least. “One hundred bucks—on top of the fifty,” I said.

“Fine, fine,” he said. Then he smirked. “Maybe I’ll even buy you a nice dress or a pair of heels or something.”

I wanted to slap him. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “I’ve got rich taste,” I said through clenched teeth. “I only wear designer brands.”

He laughed. “See? We’re having fun. Now let’s go.” We started to walk, and then he reached down and grabbed my hand, sending a cold shiver up my arm and down my spine. I wanted to pull my hand away, but I could feel the gaze of his proud mother. As tempted as I was to pull away from him, I knew he was paying me a lot of money—and I’d already gone through all the trouble of making myself pretty, so the least I could do was hold his hand and pretend like I really was his girlfriend.


CHAPTER III

We started our mall journey at the food court. I made Chris buy me a milkshake and then I made him buy me some French fries. I was surprised when he actually did it, so I started to wonder how much I could get out of him. We hit up the record shop next. I saw the new Arctic Monkeys vinyl pressing. I pointed to it and said, “I wish I had that with my collection.” And then I watched as Chris looked back, presumably to check for his mother. Then he looked back at the shelf and grabbed the album. “I’ll buy it for you,” he said.

“Aw, thanks sweetie,” I said, getting a little more into my role.

It’s not like it was Chris’s money. Unlike me, he didn’t work an after-school job. He’d never worked a day in his life. In fact, he always bragged about his big allowance, and his parents even bought him a brand new car for his sixteenth birthday. As much as I hated socialists, I couldn’t help but think that this was a nice way of evening out the playing field just a little bit.

I watched as his face turned a shade of red when the cashier asked him for thirty dollars. I guess the album was more expensive than he thought. He hesitated before grabbing his credit card. I tried not to laugh. “The girl gets what the girl wants, am I right?” Chris said to the cashier. But the cashier didn’t even crack a smile.

We slipped out from the record store. I couldn’t help but notice that Chris wasn’t acting like himself. He was standing upright and tense. He would become silent whenever we were anywhere near people from our school—and there were lots of people from our school at that mall, seeing as our school was just four blocks away. He kept grabbing my hand, whenever groups of students were coming towards us, as if he wanted everyone to know that he had a girlfriend, and not just his mother. And maybe this wasn’t really about his mother. Maybe other people were starting to wonder if he was gay, and he was just desperate to set the record straight—no pun intended.

He pointed at a shop window, at a mannequin wearing a little white dress. “You would look great in that dress,” he said—and he said it just loud enough for the nearby group of our classmates (whom I vaguely recognized) to hear. I decided to leap on the opportunity to have a little bit of fun.

“Really? Would you buy it for me?” I grabbed his arm with both of my hands.

His face suddenly became red. “B—Buy it for you?”

“You said it would look great on me, and I really love it. But I don’t have any money. Can you buy it for me?” It was hard not to smirk. Chris was always poking fun at me in school, always mocking my bad spelling or joking about how lousy I was in shop class. I liked to spend my period breaks in the computer lab, and Chris always thought this was funny, so he would call me various synonyms for ‘nerd’. So maybe that white dress was my way of getting a bit of revenge.

“You haven’t even tried it on,” he said with an awkward laugh.

“I’ll try it on now,” I said. “And then if I look good in it, you’ll buy it for me, right?”

We had the attention of the nearby group of students. They were looking at us. They probably recognized Chris, and I’m sure Chris knew it. He looked over at them quickly and then he looked back at me. He forced another awkward laugh before saying, “Sure—maybe. Just try it on and we’ll see.”

So we slipped into the store. I found the rack with the various sizes of that white dress. I was a small guy, and apparently a small woman as well, as the medium looked way too big. I took that small over to the dressing room and slipped inside. And then I took a deep breath. It was nice to be away from the busy mall for a minute—away from the gazes of familiar faces. I felt like I was constantly on the verge of being recognized, so my heart hadn’t stopped pounding. I kept telling myself that people would understand when they found out that I did it for one hundred and fifty bucks. I’m sure most lower-middle class kids would do the same thing for that much money—plus a few free snacks and a free album.

I slipped out from my black skirt and my gold bodysuit. I wriggled my body into the tight white dress. The skirt of the dress was short—maybe even shorter than my black skirt. It flared out slightly, giving me a sort of cutesy look. I kind of liked the way the soft fabric felt on my skin—though the dress didn’t quite go well with my black heels.

I checked my makeup and my hair in the dressing room mirror, making sure my disguise was still in order and that I was still unrecognizable. I took a deep breath and then I went back out into that store, to continue my little prank on Chris. “Well? How do I look?” I asked as I did a little spin. I felt my skirt lifting up, possibly giving him a tease of my panties. Our classmates were still sitting outside of that store entrance. Chris stared at me with a dark red face. His lips were pressed thin as he stood with his back to that entrance. “What are you doing?” he hushed through his clenched teeth.

“I’m just trying on this dress? Don’t you like it?” I couldn’t wipe the big smirk from my face.

“It’s a two hundred dollar dress. Are you crazy?”

“You’ve got money, don’t you? Buy me the dress, babe. Please.” I had to bite my bottom lip to stop myself from laughing. I don’t think he realized how humiliating this whole thing was. The least I could do was poke fun at him just a little bit. I just wanted to watch him squirm, so that he could feel a tiny bit of the embarrassment that I was feeling.

I didn’t actually think he would buy the dress. “Okay,” he said with an awkward chuckle. “Ring it up. I mean—how can you not own that dress—am I right?” He was once again speaking loud enough for everyone to hear. I went back into that changing room and then I started to laugh. When I emerged, the dress was already bought. He had the receipt clenched tightly in his fist. “Let’s keep moving, shall we?” he asked. His cheeks were still red.

“Thanks, sweetie,” I said to Chris as I grabbed the shopping bag from the cashier. I had no idea what I was going to do with a two hundred dollar dress. Maybe I could come back in a few days and try to return it, making my total for this humiliating endeavour three hundred and fifty bucks. I was surprised by Chris. He’d already spent four hundred dollars on this little rouse. Was he really this desperate to make everyone know that he wasn’t gay?

We casually strolled down the mall. Chris carefully looked back over his shoulder. “Do you see her?” I asked quietly.

“No, but I’m pretty sure she’s still here,” he whispered.

We walked a bit further. He looked down at his phone and then he shook his head. “What is it?” I asked.

“It’s your lucky day.”

“Why?”

“Because my mom just transferred me two hundred bucks. I guess she must have seen us buy the dress.”

“Is it my lucky day or is it your lucky day?” I asked.

“Yours—because I was going to shake you down for that money later. Now we can just pretend like it never happened. Give that dress to your sister or something.” He looked down at his phone again. He let out a long sigh. “Damnit,” he said.

“What is it now?”

“She wants me to buy you a dress from Elliott’s.”

“Elliott’s? Isn’t that a store for old people?” I asked.

“It’s a store for more… conservative ladies. She probably thinks that you’re dressed like a slut.” My heart suddenly skipped a beat and I felt the colour drain from my face. “I mean—no offense. She thinks any skirt that isn’t longer than knee-length is a slut skirt. I wouldn’t take it personally.”

But strangely, I did take it personally. I suddenly felt vulnerable, knowing there was a middle-aged woman staring at my bare legs, thinking I was a whore, while I was walking through the mall. And if she thought it, did other people think the same thing?

It was a minute later when I caught a guy staring at me. I would have assumed he was looking at someone behind me if it wasn’t for the big grin he made when our gazes connected. I found myself tugging down my skirt again and wishing I were wearing a dress from Elliott’s. Though it was a bit nice to know that all of the work I put into this disguise was paying off. Guys really thought that I was a chick. Obviously, for the sake of my self-esteem, it wasn’t fantastic news. But for the sake of keeping my identity safe, it was relieving.

But now, I had another idea in my head of how I could mess with Chris. I could make him sweat by making him worry that I was too much of a slut. I looked around, trying to spot his mother. I couldn’t see her, but I knew that she was watching. Maybe she’d slipped into a disguise of her own.

“I’m just going to buy a Coke. Want anything?” he asked.

“Buy me a Coke too,” I said. “I’ll wait out here.”

Chris went into the little snack shop and hopped into the short line. Then I looked around and spotted a man nearby. He was looking at his phone while leaning against the glass fence that was stopping him from falling thirty feet to his death. I took a deep breath and approached. I leaned up against the glass next to him. “Hey there,” I said. He looked up at me. I made sure my bum was perked out and my legs were nice and straight, so it would look like I was flirting with him.

“Hi,” he said. And then his cheeks started to turn a bit red. “C—Can I help you?”

I bit down on my bottom lip and looked him up and down. It was my best slut impression, and judging by the redness on his face, it was working. “I was just wondering if you had the time handy?”

“Uh—yeah. It’s, uh, quarter to five,” he said.

I let out the little giggle that I’d spent that morning practising. “Is it really almost five? I thought it was way earlier than that.”

“Technically it’s four forty-two, if that makes a difference,” he said. He looked down at my body slowly. I couldn’t help but notice his gaze lingering at my chest for a moment.

“I really like your shirt,” I said. “It looks soft. Can I feel it?”

“Um, yeah, okay,” he said. He took a step towards me.

I reached out and felt his shirt, grabbing a bit close to his chest. “It is soft,” I said with a big smile.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

Then I felt the tapping on my shoulder. I turned and saw Christ staring at me with an unimpressed scowl. “We need to go,” he said. He held out my Coke—another free treat I got out of him. I grabbed it and then I turned to the man with the phone.

“Thanks again for the time,” I said.

“No problem. Is this your brother?” he asked.

I just smiled and then Chris tugged me away. It was only ten seconds later when he said, “What the hell do you think you’re doing? You’re driving my mom crazy!” He subtly showed me the text message he received from his mother.

‘Bring your girlfriend to church this Sunday. She needs it,’ his mother wrote. I nearly burst out laughing. Maybe dressing up like a girl wasn’t such a bad idea. Maybe this was a good opportunity to have some fun—especially now that I knew that I wasn’t recognizable. As long as I avoided contact with people from school, I was fairly confident that I was in the clear.

“You know, I really need a new pair of shoes,” I said. “There’s a shop down here that sells the cutest strappy heels. Maybe you can buy me a pair,” I said.

He smiled at a group of passing girls. Then, keeping his gaze forward, he said, “I’ve bought you enough.”

Maybe I was getting carried away, but I couldn’t help myself. I grabbed Chris and stopped him, spinning him around to face me. I put my hands on his sides and I stepped in close. “I just really want to thank you for the dress. It’s really so beautiful,” I said.

“What are you doing, Joe?” he asked quietly, looking around nervously.

“I just want you to know how grateful I am. And I think… I think that I love you.” I tried to fight back the grin that desperately wanted to be on my face.

“Okay, that’s great. Now stop it.”

I leaned in close. “Let’s make out. Maybe I’ll let you get into my panties later. You can fuck me like a wild animal. I’ll even let you stick it in my ass, the way that you like. I want you inside of me, Chris. I want your big, hard—”

He pushed me back. “Stop it!” he snapped. “This isn’t funny. Don’t think that I won’t go and return all of this shit I bought you. And don’t forget, I haven’t paid you yet. I’m starting to think that maybe you don’t deserve to be paid.”

“Hey—a deal’s a deal!” I said. “Don’t renege now. I spent all day getting ready for you.”

“Let’s not do this here,” he said, looking around again.

“I’m doing this here,” I said. “You aren’t giving me the appreciation I deserve. I spent hours getting myself dolled up for you, and you’re making me feel worthless.”

“Okay, okay—just calm down,” he said, putting his hands on my shoulders.

I pushed his hands away. “If you want me to be your girlfriend, then you need to start treating me with some respect.”

He nodded his head quickly. “Okay, fine. Can we just drop it now?”

I took a deep breath and then forced a smile. “Fine. Let’s just get to the other end of the mall so I can get home.” We started walking, and then he reached down again and grabbed my hand, as if he wanted his mother to know that we worked out our little spat.


CHAPTER IV

We stopped at Elliott’s, so that Chris could buy me a dress to satisfy his mother. The dresses were far from flattering, but it didn’t really matter—it was just something that would be returned a few days later, either by me for a bit of extra cash, or by Chris. “Pick out something cheap,” he hushed to me.

I actually found a cute number on one rack. It was a slim blue dress with white dots and sleeves down, almost to the elbows. It had a thin white belt that wrapped around the waist, and the fabric was unbelievably soft. I took the dress off the rack and said, “Should I try it on?”

“Sure,” he said. So I took the dress into the changing room and put it on. The changing room door was made from slats, with the thinnest slits between each slat. When I put my face right up to the door, I could see into the store and into the mall behind it. So I took the opportunity to scan around, looking for Chris’s mom. I looked hard, looking from store to store, but I couldn’t see anyone. I was starting to think that she wasn’t following us at all. Maybe that text message he showed me was fake, or maybe his mom sent it when we first met up. She didn’t bother hiding when we first saw her in the mall, so why was she doing such an impressive hiding job now?

Chris walked up and knocked on the door. “Almost done?” he asked.

I opened the door and stepped out. He looked me up and down while nodding his head. “Hey, that actually looks pretty good on you,” he said.

“I know, right?” I did a little spin. The dress fit me surprisingly perfectly, and it even made it look like I had some decent hips to show off. “And it’s only thirty-five bucks.”

“Alright, we’ll buy it.”

While I was changing back into my bodysuit and black skirt, I looked back through those slats again. Still, I couldn’t see his mother. If she wasn’t there, was he lying about his mom wanting me to buy a dress from Elliott’s? Why would he lie about that? Why would he want me to dress up in a knee-length conservative dress?

Unless he was the one trying to humiliate me… Maybe this was one of his jokes. Maybe he didn’t actually care about his parents thinking he had a girlfriend. Maybe that woman he pointed out at the start of our mall excursion wasn’t even his mother at all, but just a random woman. Maybe he had a second phone in his pocket and he was sending himself pre-fabricated messages. Maybe he knew that if he told me his mom was worried that I was too much of a slut, that I would go around acting like more of a slut. Was it possible that he just wanted a good laugh while I went from guy to guy, pretending to hit on them as if I really wanted a good stuffing?

I shook the thoughts from my head. We were halfway to that Apple Store—halfway to that service exit which would take me out to the parking lot. From there, I could jog back to my car and get far, far away from that mall. Then I could come back and return all of these dresses and have a bit of spending money for myself.

“My mom thinks you look great in the dress,” Chris said as he slipped his phone into his pocket.

“Let me see,” I said.

He hesitated, staring into my eyes. “Let you see what?”

“The message. I’m assuming she texted that to you—let me see the text.”

He didn’t pull his phone out. “Are you okay? Why are you being weird all of a sudden?”

I looked around. “There are no old ladies here, Chris—just kids from our school. Your mom isn’t here—so what’s this really all about?”

“Stop looking around like that!” he snapped. “You’re going to ruin everything. She’s here, okay? She’s just keeping her distance. We’re almost at the end of the mall. Can’t you just play along for another five minutes?”

I stared deep into Chris’s eyes, trying for one last moment to see if he was bluffing. There was fear in those eyes, but why? Was he just afraid that I was going to spoil his cover with my goofing around? “Just let me see the message,” I said.

He shook his head and let out a long, deep sigh. Then he pulled out his phone, tapped a few buttons, and then turned his screen towards me. And sure enough, there was the whole conversation with his mother. “Happy?” he asked. “Can we go now?”

“Alright—let’s go,” I said. I took a moment to straighten my sparkly top and my pressed black skirt. I handed Chris my shopping bags. “A good boy carried his girlfriend’s bags for him.”

He took the bags and smiled. “My pleasure,” he said. So we kept walking. And I kept my focus on Chris without looking at him. I watched many times as he looked back, as if he was trying to spot his watching mother.

I also used to consider the possibility that Chris was gay, but after this trip to the mall, I was fairly certain that he was straight. The reason he never had a girlfriend was almost definitely his psychopath of a mother. Who would want to date a guy with a mother who spied on an entire date? I found myself looking back occasionally, trying to spot the woman, but she was nowhere to be seen. I was almost starting to wonder if she bribed the security guards to let her into the camera room, so she could watch us as we passed from camera to camera. And what if that was what she was doing? What if she kept watching as we snuck out the service exit? What if she watched me run to my car? What if she took down my license plate and looked me up somehow, and found out that I was actually Chris’s friend? Chris’s mother apparently had a pretty good reach with her gossiping. According to Chris, he told her that he had a girlfriend and it was only a few days later before people at school were talking about the fictional woman. So how long would it be before people at school were talking about the guy who dressed up like a chick and pretended to be Chris’s girlfriend?

My heart started racing. I kept looking back, trying desperately to spot the lunatic woman. I looked around at the cameras, and then I found myself trying to stick close to the walls, so that we were walking under the cameras instead of in front of them. As I was looking up at one camera, I noticed it turning towards me, as if she really was in that control room, trying to watch us. Or was it just a coincidence? Were the security people maybe keeping an eye on me because I couldn’t keep my nervous gaze away from their security systems?

“Let’s go into this department store,” I said to Chris, tugging him suddenly so that he had no choice. I wanted to lose Chris’s mother—and I had to lose her before I got back to my car. Holding Chris’s hand, I ran across that first floor of that department store. I kept my eyes up, scanning for cameras so that I knew which sections to avoid. I took him through the women’s clothing section. I pulled him in between two racks of clothing and then I made him duck down with me. “Did she follow us?” I asked.

Chris’s eyes were wide. He was strangely out of breath. “I don’t know. How would I know?”

“Did she message you?”

He pulled out his phone. Sure enough, there was a message from his mother: ‘I lost sight of you. Where did you go?’

“Yes!” I said. “We lost her. Now we need to disguise ourselves.” I looked around and spotted an incredibly cute grey sweater dress on a mannequin. The pile of the various sizes was right next to the mannequin, and I also really liked the brunette wig on the mannequin’s head—so I grabbed that wig and a small grey sweater dress. Then I grabbed Chris again. We swung through the men’s section as we snuck towards the changing rooms. For Chris, I grabbed a blue and white sweater and a pair of dark blue jeans. We continued towards those changing rooms, and then I noticed the camera pointed down at the changing room doors, so I stopped.

“Why are you stopping?” Chris whispered. Though I’m not sure why we were both whispering—it’s not like Chris’s mother could hear us. Better safe than sorry though…

I looked around and spotted a door next to the women’s shoe section. “Over there—let’s go.” I grabbed Chris’s hand and we ran to that door. It was unlocked, so we slipped inside. The room was dimly lit and full of boxes. On top of the boxes were pairs of shoes that never made it back into their boxes after being tried on by customers. I started undressing.

“We’re just going to steal this stuff?” Chris asked. His face was pale.

“No—keep the tags and we’ll bring them to a cashier. We just need to shake your mom.”

“But the whole point of this is to make my mom think that I have a girlfriend.”

“Yes—and she thinks you have a girlfriend. Congratulations. Now the point is to get out of here without her getting any more clues as to who I really am. Understand? Now get changed. That sweater will look good on you, and it’s about time you get some jeans that fit properly.”

Now Chris’s face was turning from pale to red. He started undressing. I was already down to my panties and bra. I looked up and noticed Chris was looking at me. “What?” I said.

He looked away suddenly. “Huh? Nothing,” he said.

“What? You like what you see?” I asked jokingly, shaking my chest as if I actually had something to shake. Then I watched as his face really turned red and I realized that he maybe did like what he saw. “Ew,” I said. “Don’t tell me that you are gay. I mean—I don’t care. You can do whatever you want. But a little warning would have been nice before I took all of my clothes off in front of you.”

“I’m not gay!” he snapped. “You just—you really look like a chick. It’s weird.”

“I thought that was the whole point?” I said.

“Yeah—but you really look like a chick.” I wasn’t sure what he was getting at. A cold chill was creeping down my spine. There was an old mirror propped against the wall. I walked over and looked at myself. Chris was right. I really did look like a girl, even now as I stood in just a pair of red panties and a white bra. Even with my wig off and my short hair all ruffled up, I still could have passed as a woman.

And maybe that was part of the reason I couldn’t get a girlfriend. Girls don’t want to date guys that look like chicks. No girl wants to sleep with a dude with a better ass and better hips than her. Maybe it was time for me to start drinking protein shakes and hitting the gym twice a day. Maybe I needed to start rubbing some Rogaine on my face and chest, so I could cover up girly features with some thick, manly hair. But would any of that actually work, or would it just leave me looking like a chick with some muscles and a beard?

I looked away from the mirror. I could think of that stuff later. Now, I needed to focus on escaping that mall with my identity intact. I put on my new brunette wig and then I slipped into that grey sweater dress. The dress fit perfectly and it was amazingly soft on my skin. It even had a turtleneck to cover my subtle Adam’s apple, which was something I’d been paranoid about since leaving the house that afternoon.

But the outfit didn’t quite look complete. I looked around and spotted a pair of knee-length black heeled boots. They were swede and tight, but they fit surprising well—and they were much more comfortable than the heels I’d nabbed from my sister’s closet. “What do you think?” I said to Chris as I turned to him. I got to watch as his face turned red once again, letting me know that I looked pretty. “Okay, then let’s get out of here. We’ll grab some sunglasses on our way out.”

We slipped out from that shoe storage room and then we made our way to the cashier with our handfuls of price tags. I grabbed a cheap pair of big sunglasses off of a discount rack and tossed the price tag on the counter along with the rest. I also grabbed Chris a baseball cap, so that his mother wouldn’t recognize his scruffy hair. It was another three hundred dollar tab. Chris groaned but he still pulled out that credit card and paid for all of it. I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Thanks sweetie!” I said. And I swear I saw him crack a warm smile.

We walked out from that department store casually, wearing our new disguises, headed straight for that exit on the other end of the mall. “Did your mom text you again at all?” I asked.

Chris looked down and checked his phone. “Yeah. She still can’t find us,” he said. He showed me the most recent message: ‘Where did the two of you go? We can’t see you anywhere.’

“We?” I asked.

“Uh, maybe my dad is with her—or maybe my brother,” he said.

My heart stammered. Now there were multiple people looking for us and threatening my reputation? I tried to remember why I agreed to this nonsense, and then I remembered the big pay out. Though I was starting to think that Chris wasn’t going to pay me anything after buying me so many dresses and shoes and sunglasses and records and milkshakes and so on. Hopefully he would at least let me keep everything, so I could return it for a profit.

Chris looked around carefully. “Do you see them?” I asked.

It was a moment before he replied. “No,” he said. So we kept walking. Finally, that Apple Store was in sight. I could see that small door between the Apple Store and the Booster Juice: the service exit.

“We’re almost there,” I said.

Then Chris reached down and grabbed my wrist, stopping me. “She’s up ahead,” he said.

My heart stammered. “Where?” I said, trying to spot her. The mall hallway was busy and I couldn’t even remember what Chris’s mother looked like, but I couldn’t see anyone over the age of thirty in front of me. Was she in one of the stores? Was she looking our way? Would she recognize Chris, even with his baseball cap and his sunglasses?

“Let’s hide out here, just for a few minutes,” he said, tugging me towards the Victoria’s Secret. I was surprised that he picked a lingerie store, of all the nearby options. Maybe he wasn’t looking where he was pulling me, or maybe he thought his mother would never look in a Victoria’s Secret for him. “Just pretend to be looking through the racks,” he whispered in my ear.

So I casually walked over to a nearby rack and started to sort through the different little outfits. And I had to admit: there were some cute little numbers on that rack. I even pulled a little black teddy out and found myself wondering how it would feel on my body.

There was a tapping on my shoulder. I looked back, expecting to see Chris, and then I found myself face-to-face with Kelsey Addison—the little blonde girl I’d been going to school with for nearly twelve years, since we were in Kindergarten. “Can I help you find anything?” she asked, staring right into my eyes.

I shook my head quickly. “No,” I said. “I’m just browsing.”

She looked down at the little black teddy in my hands. “That one’s new. It’s so adorable. It would actually look super cute on you,” she said. “You’re allowed to try it on, as long as you leave your panties on.” Then she leaned in closer to me. “And if you aren’t wearing panties, I won’t tell anyone.” She smiled and my heart skipped a beat.

“Thank you,” I said, nodding my head again.

“No problem,” she said. “Oh, and we got a few other new things in. We haven’t even put them out yet, if you want me to show them to you—they’re in the back.”

“I think I’m okay. I’m just here with my boyfriend.” I regretted saying the words as soon as they left my tongue.

I watched as Kelsey looked over at Chris and said, “Is he your boyfriend?”

My legs were beginning to shake. I wanted to run out of that store—and maybe I was better off facing Chris’s mother. At least if Chris’s mother realized who I really was, there was a chance my classmates wouldn’t find out. If Kelsey realized who I was, then I was doomed. “Um, yeah, that’s him,” I said.

She looked at me with a smile. “Him and I go to school together,” she said. Then she leaned in close to me again. “To be honest with you, I always thought that he was gay. But if he’s with a beautiful girl like you, he must be straight—right?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah. He’s straight—super straight. Though I guess I can see why people might think that he’s gay,” I said. My heart was racing fast. I was starting to worry that it was going to suddenly stop and I would drop dead in that lingerie store. Oh God—that would be so humiliating for my parents, finding out their son died in a lingerie store while dolled up in his sister’s clothing. I bit down on my tongue and tried to get a hold of myself.

“Well then come with me. We just got this two-piece in and it’s so sexy. It’ll drive Chris wild—I promise. C’mon—come try it on.” She started walking away, towards the back room. And maybe it was a blessing in disguise. Maybe this was my chance to get away from the snooping gaze of Chris’s mother. So I followed Kelsey into that back room.

I had no idea that she worked at the mall. I always assumed that she was one of the rich kids, like Chris, who just got a big allowance every month and that’s why she was always coming to school wearing new clothes, with her hair always done up and her nails freshly manicured.

The back room looked a lot like the shoe storage at the department store—except instead of stray shoes laying around everywhere, it was women’s underwear: a dangerous place for a high-school-aged male.

Kelsey grabbed the two-piece she was talking about. It was a dark red colour and a little bit sparkly, shining light even though there wasn’t much light in the room to shine. “Try it on,” she said, holding it out towards me.

“I’d better not,” I said. “But you’re right—it is super cute.”

“C’mon. Just try it on for me.”

I laughed. “I don’t really have any money to spend, and Chris has basically gone broke spending money on me today.”

She stepped forward with the little outfit and a grin on her face. “Try it on for me or I’ll tell everyone at school that you’re Chris’s girlfriend.” She was staring into my eyes with that evil look. My legs started to wobble in my tall boots. I took a breath of air in as I started to feel lightheaded.

“W—What did you just say?” I asked.

“Do you still go by Joe when you’re a lady?” she asked.

“Please don’t tell anyone. I’m just doing this for money. He’s paying me. It’s a long story,” I said. But I was still using my girl voice. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t shake that voice now, as if it had become natural over the course of the last hour.

“I won’t tell anyone, if you try this little outfit on for me.”

I stared at the tiny lacy two-piece. Then I looked back up at Kelsey. “Why?” I asked.

“Because I spend six hours a day at school bored out of my mind and then I come here and spend another eight hours bored out of my mind. Do you have any idea what I do all day? I help old ladies pick out bras that are the right size. I mean—how hard is it to just measure yourself? We literally have a measure hanging by the bra rack, but these ladies can never seem to figure it out. So I want a bit of excitement—sue me. Get undressed and try on the lingerie.”

I took another deep breath. “You promise you won’t tell anyone?” I said.

“I mean—I’ll probably tell Darla because we tell each other everything. But that’s the only person I’ll tell. I’ll tell her not to tell anyone.”

“Please don’t. You know that she’ll tell everyone. Darla has the biggest mouth in the school.” My heart was fizzling somewhere in my gut. I felt sick. I wanted this nightmare to end. I was praying for the moment when I sprung out of my bed and realized it was all just a bad dream. But it wasn’t ending. She was still standing there, staring into my eyes with that horrible grin.

“Try on the lingerie and we’ll talk,” she said.

So I snatched the little two-piece and then I pulled off my grey sweater dress. I felt awkward as I reached around and unclipped my bra, letting it fall to the floor, exposing my flat chest. I felt the strange urge to cover my chest, as if I actually had something to cover. I slipped into the red sparkly top. Then I went to slip the bottoms over my panties.

“No—take the panties off. You don’t wear panties over top of panties—that’s just weird,” she said with her grin. I started to turn around, and then she said, “No, no—do it facing me.”

“This is sexual abuse,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“You’re welcome to go,” she said. “I’m not forcing you to stay here and I’m not taking pictures of you. You can either do what I say or you can leave. It’s really very simple.”

I closed my eyes and tried one last time to wake myself up from the nightmare. When I opened my eyes, she was still standing there, with her hands on her hips and that smirk on her face. I had to go through with it. I couldn’t let the whole school find out about my sissy mall excursion—even though it was now looking like that was inevitable. I had to give myself the best chance possible. So I reached down and slipped my panties to my ankles, exposing my cock and ball sack. I took the panties that matched the bralette and I quickly pulled them up, even though Kelsey had already seen everything.

She took a step back and looked at me with a growing smile. “See how cute you look? You have to buy that. I think he’ll really love it.”

“I’m not actually dating him!” I snapped. “I told you, he’s paying me because he wants his mom to think he has a girlfriend. I’m not gay.”

“You don’t exactly look like the type that likes girls,” she said.

“Well I am the type. Can I go now? Will you keep your mouth shut about this? I’ll give you a hundred bucks if you don’t say anything.”

She walked up to me and put her hands on my shoulders. “It’s okay if you like boys. That’s not weird or wrong or anything,” she said.

“I said I like chicks.”

She reached down and grabbed my hands, bringing them up to her breasts. I was shocked to feel that she wasn’t wearing a bra. I could feel her perky nipples pressing against the palms of my hands as she made me squeeze. She rubbed my hands in circles for a moment and then she let go, as if to see if I would continue without her forcing me. It was the easiest test in the world: I kept rubbing. I’d never touched tits before but I’d dreamed of touching them for my whole post-pubescent life. They were soft and squishy and even more amazing than I imagined.

Then I noticed Kelsey was looking down at my crotch. I looked to see what she was looking at. I had an erection, stretching the thin fabric of those sparkly red panties. “So maybe you weren’t lying,” she said. She brushed my hands away from her chest. “Well we can’t sell those bottoms anymore. You’ll have to buy them. No one will want to buy panties that had a boner in them.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, pulling the panties down quickly while covering my erection with my free hand. “I told you I was straight.”

“Bend over,” she said.

“What?”

“I said bend over.” She lifted up a long tube of Victoria’s Secret brand moisturizer. “I won’t tell Darla or anyone about this is you bend over. Keep those panties down.”

“You’re blackmailing me?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so,” she said.

I looked at that long tube, which wasn’t much thicker than my cock, and it was about the same length too. My heart stuttered—I knew she was going to try to stick it in my ass. And now I had to decide what was worse: the school finding out that I pretended to be Chris’s girlfriend, or taking a phallic tube in the ass for a couple of minutes in the back of a lingerie store. At least the tube option would be over with before dinnertime. The humiliation of the whole school learning about this embarrassing escapade wouldn’t end until well after graduation. So I walked over to the little nearby table and I bent over. “Just make it quick,” I said.


CHAPTER V

She opened up the bottle of lotion and squirted a bit onto the tips of her fingers. She giggled as she wiped that cold lotion on my butthole. “You’ve got a great ass. What’s the secret?” she asked.

I didn’t reply. I kept my mouth shut and my eyes shut. I couldn’t decide if I wanted her manager to come through that door to find us. At least it would end, but it would be even more humiliating to have another person see me in this state.

Kelsey slapped my ass hard, making it jiggle for a moment. “Ouch! What did you do that for?”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she said. I heard her close the bottle of lotion. Then she pressed it between my cheeks. She rubbed it up and down the length of my crack, getting the outside of the bottle lubricated for entry. I took a deep breath.

“Why do you want to do this?” I asked.

“I let you squeeze my tits. It’s the least you could let me do.” She started pushing that bottle against my hole. I clenched at first, but I knew that resistance was only delaying the inevitable. I had to bite down hard on my tongue to force my anus to relax. And the moment I relaxed, she penetrated me. The bottle sunk in two whole inches and I let out a sudden whimper. It felt so big—so much bigger than it looked. I could feel my hole stretching. She stopped pushing for a moment. Now she stood there gently twisting it, giggling to herself as if embarrassment was hilarious. I bit down on my tongue again to make myself relax, and then that tube-shaped bottle sunk deeper.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

“A little bit,” I said.

“I’ll be gentle.” She carefully pulled the bottle back before pressing it in again. With her free hand, she casually rubbed my bum, as if she was trying to comfort me—and it actually helped a little bit. I stopped biting down on my tongue and I managed to relax without causing pain to another part of my body. The pain in my ass started to go away, even though that bottle was sinking deeper and deeper. I tried to ignore the noise it made as she squished it in and out of me: kind of like a ketchup bottle that was just about to run out.

“You’re so tight,” she said.

I didn’t have anything to say to this. I just kept my eyes closed and my breathing under control. I figured she would get bored soon. And I prayed that she wouldn’t notice the huge erection that was growing between my legs. But I couldn’t help it—she was pressing that bottle right into some sort of pleasure spot, making my legs tremble. I even started to moan against my will. She let another little giggle slip, as if she thought it was funny. But there was nothing funny about it. It was just humiliating.

“You like it,” she said. “I thought you said you weren’t gay.”

“I’m not gay,” I managed to say between moans.

“Well then why do you like it so much?” she asked.

“Because it feels good. I’m sure if a chick stuck a bottle in your pussy you would like it to—that doesn’t mean you’re gay.”

“I would like it—because I am gay,” she said with a giggle. “Well—I’m bi. Maybe you’re bi too.”

“I’m not bi. I’m straight,” I said.

“Okay. Suit yourself.” She pushed that bottle in deeper. Then she reached around with her free hand and grabbed my stiff erection. She pulled back my foreskin and giggled again. “Do you think Chris would be mad if he found us like this?”

“I don’t know—I’m not dating Chris,” I said.

“So he wouldn’t care if he saw someone else jerking off his girl?” She started laughing as if she just made the funniest joke. But I didn’t laugh with her. “How many times do I have to pump you to get you off, do you think?”

I didn’t reply. The euphoria was too intense. My legs were wobbling and my knees were trying to buckle. My heart was racing and the tingling in my shaft was intense. Now I was worried that I really was going to come, and just after a few pumps. Would she tell her friends that I was a premature ejaculator on top of being a cross-dresser?

I groaned and squirmed and then she tightened her grip on my cock. “Oh God!” I yelled. And then I started coming: blasting shot after shot onto that storage room floor. It felt so good—unlike any orgasm I’d ever had. It was so much more powerful and it lasted so much longer. In fact, after ten straight seconds, I was starting to worry that it wasn’t going to end, that I would end up passing out in my elated state. But the pleasure stopped as soon as she pulled that long tube out from my ass. I fell down to my knees and started catching my breath. She giggled as she tossed the bottle into the trash bin.

“That was fun,” she said. “I can’t wait to tell Darla.”

I suddenly sprung to my feet, despite my complete lack of energy. “Don’t you dare!” I snapped.

She rolled her head back and laughed loudly. “I’m just screwing with you, Joe. I won’t tell her. You’d better get back to your date. He’s probably wondering where you went.”

I slipped those sparkly red panties up my legs and then I put my grey sweater dress on over top. After all that, the least I could do was keep the lingerie for myself. I fixed my hair in the nearby mirror and then I said, “He’s not my date.”

She gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Okay, Joe. Okay.” I wanted to grab her and shake her and yell in her face that Chris wasn’t my boyfriend, but I knew it was pointless. I knew that a girl who worked a full time job wouldn’t understand the level of humiliation I was putting myself through for a measly hundred and fifty bucks.

I looked down at my long streaks of white cum underneath the little table. “You can clean that up, right?” I said. I smiled and then I left the room, unsure of what would happen to me on Monday at school. But I had a good feeling that Kelsey would stick to her word—though I suppose I had no reason I think that.

Chris was standing by the front of the store when I emerged from the back. “There you are. I was starting to worry that you ran away,” he said with a relieved sigh.

“I was just hiding out in the back. Is she gone yet?” I asked.

“She’s still around. I think she’s over by the service exit, so we should probably just double back through the mall,” he said. My stomach turned at the thought of going through the whole mall again. I knew that I was most unrecognizable but I also knew that my disguise wasn’t perfect. If Kelsey could recognize me, then anyone could potentially recognize me. And maybe some other people already had recognized me. Did I really want to double up the risk of being recognized? Or was it maybe time to face Chris’s mother head on?

Chris was already pulling me towards the direction we just came from. He wasn’t giving me a lot of time to process my options. So I just caved and went along with him. I looked back at the Victoria’s Secret and saw Kelsey waving at me with her little grin. I quickly pulled my hand away from Chris. He looked at me with a narrowed gaze and said, “What gives?”

“Let’s just get out of here—okay? Enough is enough already.”

I tugged down the skirt of my grey sweater dress, making sure it was fully covering any possible vantage point of the slutty red panties I had on underneath. Then I looked down at the multiple shopping bags Chris was carrying around and wondered what I was going to do with this big haul. Was I going to return it? Would they let me return it without Chris’s credit card? Maybe I could just hold onto it… Maybe it might be fun to try some of it on again.

A grin crossed my face, and then I pushed it away. I was letting this nonsense get the better of me. I couldn’t let Kelsey be right—I had to constantly remind myself that I really was just doing this for the money, and I deserved a hell of a lot more than I was getting… Did that make me an escort? No, no—I wasn’t sleeping with Chris; I was just letting him court me. But isn’t that what some people do with escorts?

“Hey Chris!” a voice yelled from across the open floor between us and the other side of the hallway. I looked over and then I wished that I hadn’t.


CHAPTER VI

Leaning against the glass ten yards away from us was Daniel Perkins. Daniel was one of our oldest friends. He went to every single one of my birthday parties until I stopped having birthday parties. He was part of the reason I was in this whole mess to begin with—though he didn’t know it.

One of reasons I agreed to Chris’s request to put on women’s clothing was because I knew that I could look like a convincing girl—and that was because of Daniel. Daniel had an older sister who lived mostly with Daniel’s dad out of state. But she still had a bedroom at Daniel’s house, just down the hall from Daniel’s bedroom.

It was during a sleepover one night, while we were playing hide and seek, when I had the idea to try on his sister’s clothes. I was hiding under her bed and there was a pair of worn panties lying next to my face. I loved the way they smelled: like perfume with a hint of pussy. I went back into that bedroom after everyone fell asleep and I put those panties on. I kept them on underneath my jeans until I got home the next afternoon. Then I stuffed them into the garbage with a pounding heart and prayed that my parents wouldn’t notice them when they came to take out my bedroom trash.

But that strange new urge didn’t go away. It was a month later when Daniel invited us all over for another sleepover when I started getting those crazy ideas all over again. Once again, after everyone was asleep, I snuck into that room and I tried on another pair of panties—and this time, I tried on a skirt as well.

Then I took it all off and cursed myself for succumbing to urges that shouldn’t have existed in the first place. I suppressed those weird feelings until a year later, when we were all at his house again. Everyone went to sleep and I was wide-awake, with the thought of that big closet filled with all of those soft fabrics and tight lacy garments. I fought the urge for a while, but I eventually caved, around 4:00 AM. I snuck over and I started trying things on. I found a big bag of makeup wipes in one of the desk drawers, so I decided I would try my hand at doing my makeup. I quietly drew on eyeliner and then I put on some eye shadow. Then I put on a touch of dark red lipstick and that’s when the door behind me opened up.

I froze, my heart tumbling down into my stomach. I looked back slowly and saw Daniel’s mother. She was a younger woman—much younger than my mother, having had Daniel when she was still in high school. She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. Then she said, “You would look much more feminine if you shaped your eyebrows just a little bit.” I was still completely frozen when she walked over and grabbed a pair of tweezers. “Want me to show you?”

“O—Okay,” I said. I was worried that I was about to throw up on her. She leaned in and started plucking my eyebrows. Then she showed me how to make my jawline appear smoother with some simple contouring.

She picked a dress out for me and then she watched as I changed into it. “Please don’t tell Daniel about this,” I said.

She smiled and said, “I won’t.” Then she left the bedroom and I never saw her again, because I never went back to Daniel’s house. I couldn’t bare the thought of seeing his mother again, knowing that she knew a secret about me that no one could ever know. I never got dolled up again—not until Chris begged me to be his pretend girlfriend.

Chris walked over to the glass barrier. “Hey!” he called out. “What are you doing here?”

“You told me to meet you here. We’re supposed to see the new Star Wars movie,” Daniel called back.

“What? Was that today? I forgot about that.”

“I’ve literally been texting you for the past hour, you asshole.” Daniel looked around. “Hold on, I’m coming to you.” He had to walk down about twenty yards to reach the nearest bridge connecting the two sides of the isle. During the wait, I looked at Chris, suddenly feeling suspicious of this whole charade.

Did Chris bring me along so that all of his friends would think that he had a girlfriend—and not just his mother? Did he know that half of our school would be at the mall for the big sales? Did he bring me to that Victoria’s Secret because he knew Kelsey was working there? Did he want absolutely everyone to think that he was in a relationship—or did he have nefarious plans?

Was it possible that he brought me just to humiliate me? Was he hoping that I would be recognized? Was he secretly texting everyone to come and bask in my horrible humiliation. But why would he do it? Weren’t we friends? Did I recently do something to him that made him want some sort of emotional revenge?

Daniel walked up and I took a step away, looking away so that Daniel wouldn’t see into my eyes. If Kelsey recognized me, then Daniel would have no problem recognizing me. I’d spent entire nights with Daniels over the past decade—Kelsey was just a chick who had been in some of my classes over the years.

“This that girlfriend you’ve been telling me about?” Daniel asked. I didn’t look over, instead pretending to be infatuated with a dress in a store window.

“Um, yeah—this is her. This is Riley.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I actually kind of liked the name Riley, but that was beside the point. I turned around slowly and forced a smile. “Hi there. I’m Riley,” I said, making a small wave.

“Hi Riley,” said Daniel. “I’m Daniel—Chris’s friend.”

“Right—I think he mentioned you,” I said. I looked away from him quickly, not wanting to give him enough time to recognize me.

“Well maybe your pretty girlfriend wants to come and see the movie with us. What do you think, Riley—want to come see the new Star Wars with us?”

I forced a smile. “That sounds great, but I actually need to be going here. Chris was just walking me to my car.”

“Oh, c’mon. It’s still early. If we go now, we can get good seats.”

Chris looked at me, as if he was expecting me to bail us out of the awkward situation. Why wasn’t he the one sticking up for me? Why was he making me open my mouth, putting my reputation on the line? I wanted to give him a swift nudge to the gut with my elbow, so that he would smarten up and act like a man. But instead, I said, “I actually need to buy a dress for an event this weekend, and the store I want to buy it from closes in two hours. By the time the movie’s over, the store will be closed, and if I go now, by the time I try on and buy the dress, the movie will be full. But maybe let’s set something up for another time.”

Daniel nodded his head slowly. He was looking into my eyes now and his gaze was starting to narrow, as if he was starting to recognize me, trying to place my face in his mental database. I looked away quickly, before he could connect too many dots.

“What about you, Chris? Do you want to come with me?”

Chris hesitated. “I was going to help her pick out a dress. You don’t mind, do you? Maybe we can see the movie tomorrow.”

There was a silence. Then, Daniel shrugged his shoulders. “I guess we’re going dress shopping,” he said with a strange amount of enthusiasm. “Want me to carry any of those bags for you?”

“I—I’m okay,” Chris said. I looked at Chris again, giving him a dirty look so that he knew that I was pissed about the situation. Why couldn’t he just drop some balls and tell Daniel to screw off so he could enjoy his date with his girlfriend. It would have been as easy as saying, ‘Sorry, I don’t get to see Riley often, so I’d like to spend this time with her alone.’ But no, he had no spine—and I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. This was the same guy who orchestrated this whole thing so that he didn’t have to admit to his mother that he was lying about having a girlfriend. This whole situation was pathetic, and for some reason I was the one facing all of the repercussions. Chris should have been the one getting pegged in that back room at the Victoria’s Secret.


CHAPTER VII

It wouldn’t have been so bad if it weren’t for Daniel looking over at me every ten seconds. At one point in front of the mirror, while I was holding a dress up to my torso, I noticed him in the reflection behind me, staring at me with strangely wide eyes. I couldn’t help but think that he was on to me—or about to be onto me.

I looked back at him and smiled, and he looked away quickly. My heart was racing. Chris walked up to me holding a little pink dress. “I think this would look nice on you,” he said with enough volume for Daniel to hear.

I looked down at the dress. It wasn’t really my style. It looked like something a guy would pick for his girl: short but not in a cute way, and tight but not in a flattering way. “I’ll pass,” I said. Then I took a step closer to Chris and whispered, “You need to get me out of here. This is enough already.” Then I motioned to the video game store across the mall hallway. Three guys from our gym class were shopping around for a game. One of them—a guy named Bradley—had been going to school with us for years, and we all suspected that he was autistic. I’m sure he would only take a single look at me before realizing who I was.

“We just need to kill another twenty minutes,” Chris said. “Once that Star Wars movie starts, we can go.”

I took a deep breath. He may as well have been saying four more hours.

“Just try on a dress and take your time.”

So I found myself a nice little dress to distract me from the slowly ticking clock. The dress was cute—actually cute, unlike the pink dress Chris found. It was black with a long slit down the front, held together by crisscrossing strings. The dress was intentionally shorter on my left side than it was on the right, and it made my hips look immaculate. I didn’t just pick the dress because it was cute; I picked it because it was one of the more expensive dresses in the store, and I still wasn’t finished getting my revenge on Chris.

I especially loved how thin the dress’ straps were on my shoulders, almost like it was a strapless dress. It felt so soft and airy, even though it was almost completely tight to my skin. I had to awkwardly tuck my balls into my body so that I could defeat my bulge. If I were to ever wear the dress out, I would wear a pair of firmer panties… Not that I planned on ever wearing it out. In twenty minutes, I would be finished with all of this feminization crap.

I stepped out from the changing room. Chris was standing there and Daniel was across the store. “That looks amazing,” Chris said loudly—almost comically loudly.

“Okay, cool it just a little bit, buddy,” I said. “The goal at this point is to not be noticed.”

“We still need to be convincing. If you stop being convincing, then this was all for nothing.” And it was a good point—though we could be convincing without yelling out to everyone in the mall, trying to get their attention. After my moment with Kelsey, I wasn’t so sure about my disguise. I was now worried that anyone who knew me could easily identify me—and maybe many of them already had identified me. I couldn’t help but notice that Daniel was looking at me again, from across the store, still with those judging eyes. He noticed me looking at him, so he forced a smile. “Looks good!” he called out.

“Thanks,” I called back. “Think Chris should buy it for me?”

“Absolutely. Chris, you’ve got to buy her that dress. It would be a travesty if you didn’t.”

I watched as Chris’s face turned a shade of white. He awkwardly forced a smile and then he nodded his head. “Yeah. Great,” he said with a monotonous voice. Then he looked at me with a scowl. I winked at him and then I slipped back into the changing room.

I didn’t get changed right away. Instead, I took a seat on the little bench and then I closed my eyes for a minute. What was supposed to be five minutes had turned into hours—and the clock was still ticking. I’d been blackmailed, humiliated, and tugged around the mall like a dog on a leash—and I wasn’t even getting enough money to buy half of a new PlayStation. This was definitely the last favour I would ever do for Chris. Hell—I was even considering the option of telling everyone at school what happened, just so that I could beat someone else to it. Because it was only a matter of time before Kelsey told Darla, and it was only a matter of time before Darla told one of her friends. Within a week, the whole school would know about my sissy excursion—but maybe I could laugh it off before then.

Of course then it would all be pointless—for Chris, anyway. It was already pointless for me. Once the whole school knew what I did, it would only be a matter of time before the news got back to Chris’s mother. Then she would certainly think that her son was gay. But that was his problem—not mine. I wasn’t going to let him make his problems into my problems anymore.

I opened my eyes in that changing stall and I saw Chris’s feet standing a couple feet from my changing stall door. He was awkwardly pacing, waiting for me to be finished so he could spend more money on expensive clothes that would never be worn. I fished my phone out from my little purse and saw that twenty minutes had elapsed. The Star Wars movie had started and we could finally get going. So I tried to shimmy out from the dress. I reached around back for that little zipper, but I couldn’t get my pincer grip on it—and I nearly dislocated my shoulder trying.

I sighed and then I walked up to that stall door. “I need a hand getting this dress off,” I hushed to Chris. But he didn’t respond—and maybe I wasn’t speaking loud enough. So I cracked the door open and I said it again. “Can you help me for a minute?”

Then the door pushed open slightly and Daniel slipped in. I froze as he quietly closed the stall door. “Chris went to the bathroom,” he said. “But I can help you, if you want.”

I opened my mouth to reply but I couldn’t muster up any words. I looked down at his shoes. They were so similar to Chris’s shoes, but now I noticed that Daniel’s shoes were much more worn: scuffed up and dirty.

“Is it just a zipper?” he asked, stepping around me.

“Y—Yeah,” I said. He was too close to me, and his gaze was now moving too freely around my body. I managed to take a deep breath. “Just pull down the zipper and I can do the rest.”

He put a hand gently on my bare shoulder. Then he slowly grabbed the zipper. He started pulling it down—very slowly, as if he was worried he would rip the dress. Then I heard him whimper, “Wow.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“You just—you look so good,” he said.

I turned to him with my back now unzipped. I kept my hands on my breasts, now holding my dress from falling off. “Thanks. I can take it from here,” I said.

“I just didn’t think you would look this good.”

I smiled. I could feel my face turning red. I looked behind him at the door: the only exit to that little stall. “Thanks, I guess,” I said.

Then he smiled. “I know you’re not actually Chris’s girlfriend though. If Chris thought he could pass you off—he’s nuts.”

Now my face was turning white as all of my blood started to rush out from my head. “What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean—look at you. You’re way out of Chris’s league. Chris said that you were cute—but you’re way more than cute. You’re hot.”

“I really should be changing now,” I said.

But it almost seemed like Daniel couldn’t hear the words coming out from my mouth. He took a half step back, to get a better view of my whole body. “Those hips are just—out of this world,” he said. “You’re stunning.”

I bit down on my lip. My cheeks were hot and I was suddenly flustered. Daniel was a good-looking guy. Over the past few years, I’d had a few girls approach me at my locker to ask me if Daniel was possibly interested in them. There were rumours going around that he was going to take Monica Enegren to prom—and Monica was the undisputed hottie of the school. But now, Daniel was looking at me as if I was the one he wanted. He was putting me a step above Monica—and at school, Monica wouldn’t even look at me.

So what did that mean? Was Daniel’s excited gaze suggesting that I was more valuable as a woman than I was as a man? I mean—I knew I looked good as a lady, and I knew that I didn’t look great as a dude. As a man, I’d been rejected more times than I could count, but as a woman, I felt like I could get any man I wanted, as long as they didn’t know what was dangling between my legs.

He took a step forward and put his hands on my hips. “I never really realized how petite you are,” he said. The comment made my heart stutter. What was he talking about—he never realized? “I mean—until now. I guess I haven’t known you for very long.”

I looked into his eyes, suddenly wondering if he was in on Chris’s little game—if it was even a game. Was this part of the humiliation? Did he secretly message Daniel, asking him to come down to give me a hard time? Was this punishment for racking up a bill on Chris’s credit card? Or was Daniel really just coming onto me?

“I really should be getting changed,” I said.

“I think we’ve got about five minutes before Chris is back,” he said. “Let’s make a secret together.” Suddenly, he leaned forward and kissed me. I froze, unsure of how to react. I felt his hands rubbing up and down my sides as his lips mouthed and puckered against mine.

So he didn’t know my true identity—surely he wouldn’t be kissing me if he knew that I was his male friend from school. But what could I do? I didn’t want to push him back and make him angry. It seemed like it was only a matter of time before he realized who I was. And at least if he found out who I was after kissing me, he would certainly keep his mouth shut. So I hesitantly kissed back. I put my hands on his hips and prayed that the next couple of minutes would fly by.

Though I had to admit: he was a good kisser. He had a few little moves that took me by surprise, like when he managed to pry my lips open only using his lips—and then he managed to slip his tongue into my mouth, which wasn’t as gross as I thought it would be. He swirled it tongue around mine while his nose nestled up against mine. I noticed his scent: a mix of cedar and musk. There was something addictive about that scent, and I had a feeling he knew it.

I felt my dress fall down slightly, exposing my bare, flat chest. I couldn’t get my hands in fast enough to cover up my lack of titties. Daniel had his hands in before me—squeezing my soft pecs. At least I wasn’t muscular, so it was somewhat believable that I could have just been a flat-chested girl. He didn’t seem to care. He just continued fondling my chest and sucking on my face.

What happened next took me by complete surprise. My hand started to explore its way around Daniel’s front. My fingers toyed away at his belt, and then they pulled down his fly. Suddenly, I had my hand down the front of his pants, on his bare, hot, throbbing cock. I wrapped my fingers around it and began to massage, as if some alien entity had taken control of my body. Why was I touching his cock? Was I crazy? Was I allowing this disguise to take me over completely? And why wasn’t I letting go? I knew he was a man and I knew he was my friend—everything about it was wrong. Yet there I was, fondling, feeling that shaft thickening and hardening.

Daniel put his hands on my shoulders and then he suddenly pushed me down to my knees. He reached into his pants and fished that beast out. Now that erection was dangling in front of my face. “Go ahead,” he said. “We’ve still got a few minutes.”

I could see the big blue veins running up and down that hard shaft. I couldn’t believe how big he was. It almost didn’t seem fair: he was handsome and popular and apparently he had a massive cock as well. He was born to be a man and lucky to be one. Me on the other hand—I was finally getting sexual attention for the first time in my life, and I was getting it with a dress on my body and makeup on my face. Maybe I wasn’t born to be a man. Maybe this sissy thing was more my speed. I had to admit: I kind of liked the attention, even though it was somewhat humiliating. The compliments were nice, even when Daniel said, “You’re such a hot fucking slut,” I found myself blushing. ‘Hot slut’ still seemed better than ‘invisible nobody’.

I grabbed that cock and pressed it through my lips. I couldn’t believe how warm it was. I bobbed my head back and forth, running my tongue along the underside of that hard shaft. It was still getting harder, aiming upwards, pressing against the roof of my mouth. “Yeah—suck it, whore,” he said. He reached down and grabbed my head firmly with both hands. My heart skipped a beat, worried he would accidentally pull off my wig in his state of excitement. I tried not to make any sudden movements, and I hoped he would do the same. But I could feel him clutching my hair, as if it was something to hold onto. It was already a miracle that the wig hadn’t moved.

I kept sucking. I could taste a drop of sweet liquid on my tongue. I looked up at him with my eyes and saw that his face was dark red. I’d never made anyone’s face dark red before. It was a strangely nice feeling. And the cock wasn’t nearly as disgusting as I thought it would be. In fact, it was kind of satisfying in a weird way. It fit into my mouth perfectly and it was hard—I got it hard—I made Daniel aroused. There weren’t many girls in our school who could say that they’d made Daniel aroused.

He suddenly pushed my head back, making his cock flip out from my mouth. “We’ve got one more minute. Bend over,” he said, pointing at the little bench. It was an awkward little bench to bend over, but I managed to plant the palms of my hands on it, with my butt up in the air.

“Just in the ass,” I said, reaching back to pull down my panties. I kept my legs pressed tightly together, with my cock and balls pushed to the front, so Daniel couldn’t see them. Luckily, he was too horny to get down onto his knees and realize there was no pussy there.

He reached down and spread my butt cheeks. I heard him moan slightly, admiring the sight of my hole, which was probably still a bit agape from my previous pegging. Daniel slapped his cock between my cheeks and then he slid it down so that his tip was pressed against that hole. “You’re so fucking hot,” he said again, making my heart flutter and my face hot.

He started to push in. I tried my best not to clench, even though his cock felt like it was as wide as a can of Coke. I bit down on my tongue. My asshole puckered, but it never clenched. I groaned and squirmed, feeling his hard veins rubbing against my stretched out anal walls.

He was inside of me. I had a cock inside of me. I was no longer a virgin, and I was losing my virgin in the most sissy way possible. I knew that I should have been ashamed of that, but in that moment, I was only excited. It felt good. I couldn’t wait for him to start pumping. I couldn’t wait to feel his hot load erupting inside of my body.

“Fuck me already!” I begged. And then he started. He grabbed my hips and started thrusting. I gasped suddenly, gripping tightly onto that bench. His cock was powerful and rigid and mean. He had no mercy as he slammed down, pressing his tip into my amazing sweet spot. I kept puckering my hole, but it wasn’t doing anything to slow him down. He was determined to come, and he was going to do it fast. Now, I was just a glorified sex toy: a blow up sex doll with a few thoughts of her own. I loved the way my butt cheeks rippled as he slammed them with his pelvis. I loved the way his fingertips dug into my sides, holding me tight so he could fuck me harder.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I was having an orgasm—at least it felt like I was. But my cock wasn’t hard, and the euphoria wasn’t stopping. In fact, not only was it not stopping: it was getting more intense. I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to scream. I didn’t want to alert the shop workers or any of my potential classmates who may have wandered into the store. But the pleasure was just too amazing. I couldn’t just remain silent. So I reached up and stuck three of my own fingers in my mouth. I bit down on them and used them to muffle my cries. Then I looked down and saw that white streams were pouring out from my flaccid cock. Daniel was milking me as if I was a prized bull. “Fuck!” I groaned loudly into my hand.

Then I felt it as he slammed into me: hot bursts of warm cum, deep inside of my body. He was coming. I was making one of the most sought-after guys in the school come in my asshole. It felt amazing. It made me wish that our fucking wasn’t over.

And it made me wish that my time as a woman wasn’t over—but it was. In a few minutes, I would leave that mall, and once I was home, Riley would cease to exist.


CHAPTER VIII

Chris returned from the bathroom as I emerged from the changing room. I met him at the cashier, where I made him buy me the dress. It was the least he could do—though I was starting to feel like I was really the one who owed him. Before he paid, I grabbed a lace choker and a little bottle of store brand perfume. “Can I have this, too?” I asked.

He looked at me with that scowl again, as if he thought that I was just needlessly racking up a bill. But now, I was starting to think of things that I really wanted if I was ever going to get dolled up again. The choker would help to hide that subtle bulge of my Adam’s apple—and it would look super cute as well. And every girl needs a decent bottle of perfume.

Daniel took off to go meet up with some other friends. He winked at me as he left the store. My legs trembled slightly. His warm cum was just starting to pool in my panties, oozing out from my bum.

Chris bought the lot, taking his daily total up way beyond five hundred dollars. And I couldn’t help but think that he wouldn’t have bought half of it if he didn’t secretly think that I was pretty and that I deserved it. “I guess you should probably get to your car, huh?” he said.

We stepped out into the mall hallway, and that’s when I noticed a few of our classmates looking our way. I looked over at them and they looked away quickly. I’d seen them a couple of times during our mall excursion, at both ends of the mall, as if they were following us. And in the other direction, I saw Tony, who I saw when I was walking into the mall. Didn’t he already leave? What was he doing back? He also looked away suddenly when I looked in his direction. “What’s going on?” I asked.

Chris shrugged his shoulders. “What are you talking about?” he said.

I looked into his eyes. There was something fishy about his look—as if he was hiding something. And I was starting to feel convinced that there really was more to his little deal than just his mother thinking he was in a relationship. “Can I borrow your phone?”

“Why?” he asked.

“What difference does it make?”

“Don’t you have your own phone?”

“It died on me. I just need to make a quick call. You don’t mind, do you?”

He hesitated for a moment, then he handed me his phone. I opened up his messages. “Don’t read those,” he said.

“I’m just trying to find Daniel. You have Daniel in your phone, right?”

“Why do you want to call Daniel? You just saw him.”

I scrolled quickly through his messages. There was no Daniel, but I did notice a message stream from Fiona Parker—Chris’s mother. “Why do you have one message stream with ‘mom’ and one with ‘Fiona Parker’. That’s your mom’s name, isn’t it?”

Chris’s face was starting to turn white.

“And where’s Daniel? Why is he suddenly not in your contacts?”

“I—I don’t know if I’ve ever put him in there.”

“Bullshit!” I snapped. “You changed Daniel’s name in your phone to ‘mom’ and you’ve been messaging him this whole time. Daniel was the one following us around the mall. So tell me now—what’s this all about? Why is everyone staring at us? Why have our classmates been spying on us as if we’re some sort of zoo exhibit?”

Chris looked down at the floor in silence for a moment, and then he looked back up at me. “Daniel set it all up,” he said. “It was his idea to get you dressed up out in public.”

My heart stuttered. “What? Why?”

“He had a weird theory that you secretly wanted to be a girl. And we thought that we could show you that you could be a girl by setting this whole thing up. We did it for you.”

“I—I don’t understand,” I said. I could suddenly feel the gazes of many people looking our way, but I was too afraid to look around and meet their eyes.

“I don’t know—it was just some weird theory that Daniel had. So his mom gave us a bunch of money to take you out to buy you clothes. I mean—she gave us three hundred bucks. I think you’ve already spent about six hundred—so you’re welcome. That’s my allowance you’ve been spending.”

“But—But I still don’t understand,” I said. Then I forced a laugh. “I don’t want to be a girl.”

Chris shrugged his shoulders. “That’s what I said. Daniel seemed to think otherwise. While we were planning this whole thing, Kelsey and Darla overheard us. Then they started to tell other people. We were all worried that it would get back to you and then people would make fun of you. But strangely enough, everyone wanted to help out. There’s even a Facebook group: ‘Help Joe.’ See?” He went over to the Facebook group on his phone and then he turned it to me.

And I realized that Daniel’s mom must have told Daniel. She pushed that first domino, and now the whole school probably knew about my cross-dressing curiosities. I felt sick—but I didn’t feel mad. Why wasn’t I mad? Why wasn’t I storming out of that mall? Why wasn’t I throwing all of those shopping bags on the ground? Why did I feel strangely thankful?

It had been one of the most nerve-racking days of my life, but it had also been one of the most exciting and most freeing days of my life. Was Daniel right? Would I be happier as a woman? Did it take this big plan to make that realization set in?

“But everyone knows that you’re just doing this for the money,” Chris said. “And that’s all anyone has to know. We can just tell them that we were mistaken, that you want to be a guy. It’s really up to you. Just know that we don’t care either way. If you want to be a chick—I need more chick friends. But I like you as Joe as well.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I wanted to tell him that I wanted to just be Joe, but I felt like I was being gifted a golden opportunity. Maybe they were right. Maybe I would be happier as a woman. Maybe those few dresses that I acquired today were just the first of an exciting wardrobe.

But what would my sister think? What would my parents think? Would the world accept me? Would I accept myself?

“I need to think about it,” I said. “I should get going.” I took those shopping bags and I went straight to my car, looking down at the ground the whole way, intentionally avoiding eye contact with all of my classmates.

My sister was home when I pulled into the driveway, so I had to sneak into my own house like a cat burglar. I got into my room and quickly started getting changed. I used a dozen makeup wipes to clean my face before I was brave enough to zip over to the bathroom to take a shower. Then, I put on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans: what I normally wore on a normal day. I looked at myself in the mirror and I felt nothing.

But I could still see that beautiful face that looked so amazing in makeup. I could see those hips that were begging to be in a tight dress. I looked down at my legs and thought about how much of a shame it would be to let my leg hair grow back out. Then I found myself staring at my toes, wondering if they would be cuter with white nail polish or red—and that’s when I noticed the slip of paper on the ground next to my door.

I walked over and saw that it was a note written in my sister’s handwriting. “If you’re going to steal clothes from my closet, at least ask me first. I was going to wear that gold jumpsuit for my date tonight.”

My heart stammered and then the strangest thing happened: a smile crossed my face. I didn’t feel terrified or humiliated. Instead, I felt excited. The note almost read like an invitation to share my sister’s clothes.

I rushed over to my phone and typed out a message for Chris. “I want to be Riley,” I wrote. And I sent the message quickly. From that moment, I never looked back.

THE END
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