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Pretty Convincing




The elevator dinged on my floor and I stepped out already thinking about the cold beer waiting in my fridge and nothing else. Friday nights were sacred, and I'd earned this one twice over.

Nate was coming the other way down the hall, headed toward the stairs with a gym bag slung over one shoulder. He filled up the corridor. He was six-three or six-four, thick through the chest, sleeves stretched around biceps that looked like he'd never skipped an arm day in his life. Guys like Nate always made me feel like I should stand up a little straighter.

"Hey, man," he said, giving me the usual chin lift.

"Hey. Long week?"

"You know it." He flashed a quick smile, the kind that probably worked on women without him even trying. His jaw looked like it had been chiseled by somebody who took the job personally. "Have a good one."

"Yeah, you too."

That was the extent of us. We'd been across-the-hall neighbors for about eight months, and I'd have said we were friendly the way you're friendly with the guy at the coffee shop who knows your order. Nothing more than that.

I heard his door lock behind me while I fished out my keys, and by then I could already hear the noise coming from inside my own apartment. It was laughter, loud and unmistakable, the kind Leah and Jess only made together after a bottle had already been opened.

I pushed the door open and there they were, sprawled on my living room floor. Two wine glasses, one nearly empty bottle, and a deck of cards fanned out on the coffee table between them. Leah's hair was up in that messy knot she did when she was already three drinks in, and Jess was laughing so hard she was clutching her stomach.

"There he is," Leah said, tipping her glass toward me. "Finally."

"It's six-thirty," I said.

"Exactly. You're late."

Jess snorted into her wine. "He's not late, you’re just drunk."

I grinned and dropped my bag by the door. I'd been dating Leah for just about a year, and Jess had come with her from day one, a package deal I'd never tried very hard to unpack. Jess had a key to the place. Jess ate my leftovers out of the fridge without asking. She'd walked in on me in nothing but a towel more than once, and neither of us had ever bothered to mention it after.

There weren't many walls left between the three of us, and most of the time I liked it that way.

I went to the fridge. A cold Modelo was the second-best thing that had ever happened to me on a Friday. I twisted the cap off, took a long pull, and walked over to where they were making a mess of my rug.

"What are we playing?" I asked.

"Kings," Jess said, patting the floor beside her. "Sit."

I sat down, and Leah leaned over and kissed me, quick and a little sloppy, tasting like whatever they'd been drinking. Her lipstick was smeared at one corner, and she didn't seem to care.

"Rules," she said, settling back with her glass. "Standard Kings. Winner gets bragging rights. Loser gets makeovers."

I laughed. "Makeovers."

"Full makeovers," Jess added, her eyes already bright with the idea. "Hair. Face. Clothes. Everything."

This game was obviously designed for just the two of them, but I was cocky and one beer in and I'd never lost a card game to Leah in my life. "Sure," I said. "Deal me in."

I didn't take any of it seriously in that moment. The worst-case scenario I let myself picture was maybe a little lipstick they'd wipe off my face before we ordered dinner. That was the whole ceiling I'd built for myself.

The thing is, I lost badly. I don't really know how to describe it except to say that the cards did not like me that night. I drew the wrong kings, I broke the wrong rules, and every time I thought I was clawing back into it, Jess would slap down something that ruined me and Leah would howl.

By the time we called it, my dignity was somewhere on the carpet with all the discards. Jess was actually wiping her eyes, laughing so hard she couldn't catch her breath.

"Oh my God," she gasped. "Oh my God, this is going to be so good."

Leah crawled across the floor to me on her knees, her hands landing warm on my thighs. Her eyes were shining and she was biting her bottom lip like she could already picture the whole thing.

"Babe," she said sweetly. "You know a bet's a bet, right?"

I looked at her. I looked at Jess, who was already dragging her purse across the coffee table toward her like she'd been prepping for this night all week.

"Yeah," I said. "A bet's a bet."

They both squealed.

They pulled me by the wrists into the bedroom and pushed me down onto the little stool at Leah's vanity. Both of them were suddenly all business, like they'd been planning this for months. Shit, maybe they had been.

Jess dug through Leah's makeup bag while Leah stood behind me, running her fingers through my hair. I kept it on the longer side, past my ears, and I'd been meaning to get it cut for weeks. Leah had always told me not to.

"Perfect length," she murmured, gathering it in both hands. "God, I could work with this."

“You're loving this too much," I said.

"Shut up and hold still."

Jess started with foundation. She tipped my chin up with two fingers and dabbed cool liquid onto my cheeks with a little sponge, blending it in slow circles. It smelled floral and expensive. I felt the roughness of my stubble smooth out under it as she worked, the color evening out until my skin looked almost airbrushed.

"Close your eyes."

I closed them and felt a soft brush along my lashes, then the tip of a pencil at my lash line, careful and steady. Jess had done her own makeup a thousand times, and it showed. She wasn't rushing.

"Look up."

I looked up, and she swept mascara through my lashes in short, patient strokes, close enough that I could feel her breath on my cheek. Her tongue was pinched between her teeth in concentration.

Leah was doing something behind me with pins, pulling my hair back off my face and then loose again, testing different shapes. She hummed while she worked. At one point she stopped and just watched over my shoulder, her chin resting on top of my head, and neither of them said anything for what felt like a long moment.

"What?" I said, opening one eye.

"Nothing." Leah's voice was strange. "Keep your eyes closed."

She unpacked a long clip-in piece of hair from a plastic bag, something dark and wavy she'd worn for Halloween a couple of years back. She combed it into mine, pinned it, and then styled the whole mess into loose waves that fell forward over my shoulders. Every time she smoothed a curl into place I felt her fingertips brush the back of my neck.

Jess did my lips last. She uncapped a tube of something soft and pink, told me to relax my mouth, and dragged it slowly across my bottom lip.

"There," she said, and stepped back. "Oh my God."

The two of them stared at me in a way that made my ears hot.

Jess set the lipstick down and looked me over from head to foot, and I watched her smile go from pleased to scheming.

"We have to shave him."

"Oh, absolutely," Leah said, already standing.

"What?" I twisted around on the stool. "No. No way."

"Babe." Leah put both hands on my shoulders and pushed me back down. "You cannot wear a skirt with those legs. You'll look like a golden retriever in heels."

"Then I won't wear a skirt."

"That's not how bets work." She kissed the top of my head. "Bathtub. Now."

They herded me into the bathroom and sat me on the edge of the tub. Jess ran warm water over a washcloth and pressed it against my shin while Leah opened a fresh razor and squirted a mound of pale green shaving cream into her palm. The smell of it filled the small room, sweet and floral, nothing like the stuff I used on my face.

"Hold still," Leah said.

She smoothed the cream up my calf in long, slow strokes, warm under her palm. Jess did the other leg at the same time, quicker, laughing quietly under her breath. I sat there with my hands braced on the tile and tried not to think about how strange it felt to have two women lathering me up like this, careful and giggly and completely in charge.

The razor was cold when Leah touched it to my ankle. She dragged it up in a slow, even line, and a clean strip of skin appeared behind it, pale and startlingly smooth. She rinsed the blade and did the next stripe, working her way up my shin with the steady focus of somebody who'd done this to herself a thousand times.

"Higher," Jess said, already past my knee on the other side. "Whole leg. Skirt's short."

Leah went higher. She braced one hand on my thigh to hold it still and worked the razor up over my knee and onto the muscle above it, and I felt the cool scrape of the blade in places nobody but me had ever touched with one. My face was hot again. My cock, still tucked in my boxers under a towel Jess had draped across my lap, gave a warning twitch that I really did not want to think about.

They finished with a wet washcloth down each leg, wiping the last of the cream away, and then a palmful of lotion each that Leah rubbed in with both hands from my ankles up. My skin came out feeling like it belonged to someone else. When I finally stood up and looked down at myself, my legs were pale and smooth and completely bare from foot to upper thigh, and they honestly did not look like they were attached to me anymore.

"Oh my God," Jess breathed. "Look at him."

Leah was already grinning.

"Okay," Leah said, clearing her throat. "Clothes."

She dug in her drawer and came up with a scrap of black lace and pink ribbon, the smallest pair of panties I'd ever seen in her possession. She held them out to me on one finger.

"Boxers will ruin the skirt," she said, matter-of-fact. "Bathroom. Go."

“What? No way.”

“A bet’s a bet,” she reminded me. Sighing, I took them from her and walked to the bathroom on autopilot, closing the door behind me.

I stood there staring at them in my hand for a second before I pulled off my jeans and my boxers and stepped into them. The lace slid up my thighs cool and silky, and then the front cupped me snug in a way boxers had never done in my life. The back was just a thin strip, and when I turned to look at myself in the bathroom mirror, half of my ass was completely bare.

The whole thing felt soft, tight, and so obviously not made for me that my face went hot. What I did not expect was the pulse of interest between my legs. My cock had gone half-hard against the front of the lace without asking permission, and I could feel every stitch of it hugging me there.

I stared at my reflection like I'd caught myself doing something illegal. Then I told myself it was just the newness of it, something taboo. Guys got worked up over weirder things all the time. I pulled up the fitted skirt Leah had slid under the door in the meantime and walked back out before I could think about it any harder.

Jess had a bra ready. She hooked me into it herself, adjusting the straps on my shoulders while I stood there with my arms out, and then she pushed two soft silicone shapes down into the cups. They settled against my chest with a weight I felt immediately, warm and dense, sitting where nothing had sat before.

"Arms up," she said, and pulled a stretchy black top down over my head.

The fabric hugged the fake breasts, hugged my waist, and turned every shape on my body into something else. Leah zipped up the fitted skirt behind me, tugged it into place at my hips, and stepped back to look. My legs were bare, and I felt every inch of them under the cool air.

"Shoes," Jess said, holding up a pair of low black heels.

I stepped into them, and she fastened the little straps at my ankles. This was already a much larger makeover than I’d originally thought. We were way past just wearing a little lipstick.

Leah fussed with the waves of my hair one more time, pulling a few forward to frame my jaw, and pressed small earrings into my ears. Jess added a thin gold chain around my neck. Then they turned me toward the full-length mirror on the closet door.

The room went completely quiet.

I didn't look like a guy in a Halloween costume. I didn't even look like a guy trying. I looked like a woman, a pretty one, with a slim waist and a soft chest and legs that went on longer than mine had any business going. My mouth was pink and slightly parted, and my eyes looked huge.

The erection between my legs came back, the lace tight and secret under everything else, and I felt my face go red under the foundation. I couldn't stop staring at her. At me. At whatever this was.

Leah stepped up behind me. She wrapped her arms around my waist, chin on my shoulder, and met my eyes in the mirror.

"Holy shit, babe," she said softly. "You're hot."

She meant it as a joke. Her hands on my waist did not exactly move like she was joking, though. They just stayed there, warm and slow, drifting a little.

Jess let out a low, appreciative whistle from the side. "Okay, we cannot just leave it here. We have to have more fun with this."

"Absolutely not," I said, though my voice came out thinner than I wanted.

"Just a little walk," Leah said, still watching me in the mirror. "End of the hallway and back. Thirty seconds. No pictures, nothing weird. Just the thrill of doing it."

"No."

"Come on. Look at yourself. You worked for this."

"I said no."

Jess planted her hands on her hips and grinned. "Double dare."

Leah's mouth curved against my shoulder. "Double dare, babe. You can't say no to a double dare."

I took two steps into the hallway before I heard the door click behind me. The deadbolt slid a second later, and both of them started shrieking with laughter on the other side.

I turned around and tried the handle, but of course it wouldn't budge.

"Are you kidding me," I hissed at the wood, keeping my voice low so the whole floor wouldn't hear. "Open the door."

"Five minutes!" Leah called through, half laughing, half breathless. "You have to stay out there for five minutes!"

"You said thirty seconds!"

"We lied! Five minutes, babe!"

Jess was cackling like a witch behind her. I could hear her actually falling over onto the rug.

I stood in the middle of the corridor in a skirt and low heels, my bare legs prickling in the air conditioning, and prayed to a god I didn't believe in that nobody would step out of any of the other three doors on our floor. The extensions Leah had clipped into my own hair swung against my cheeks every time I moved. The bra straps sat heavy on my shoulders, and the lace between my legs reminded me it was there with every shift of my weight.

I knocked again, and after a beat of silence a fresh round of giggling started up on the other side.

"Leah. I swear to God."

"Four minutes, fifty seconds!"

That was when I heard a door open behind me.

My stomach dropped straight through the floor. I heard the plastic rustle of a trash bag before I even turned around, and when I did, Nate was standing in his open doorway holding it in one hand, his eyes already on me.

He stopped moving.

I braced for it. I actually squared my shoulders, ready for the double take, for the laugh, for dude, what the hell are you doing. My mouth was already shaping some excuse I hadn't invented yet.

It never came.

Nate looked at me the way men look at women when they're trying to be a gentleman about it and not quite pulling it off. His eyes started at my face and dropped, quick, down along the tight black top and the fitted skirt to my bare legs, and then back up again. He tried to make it subtle, and it wasn't subtle at all.

My chest tightened. I felt heat crawl up under the foundation on my cheeks, and I told myself it was the humiliation of being seen.

Nate's eyes went from me to the closed door behind me. He could hear them in there, no question, because they were still whooping through the wood.

"You okay?" he asked. His voice was low and easy. "Locked out?"

I nodded, because it was all I could manage. "Yeah. They locked me out."

He tilted his head, listening to the laughter on the other side of the door, and I watched his eyebrows draw together. "Seriously?"

"They think they're hilarious."

He set his trash bag down against the wall and stepped past me. I caught the smell of his aftershave when he moved, something clean and warm and not overdone. He knocked on my own door with the side of his fist, a solid, no-joke knock that echoed down the hallway.

"Open up," he called.

The laughing stopped like someone had cut the wire.

Nobody answered.

He knocked again, harder this time, three sharp raps. The silence stretched. I could picture Leah with a hand clapped over her mouth and Jess bent double at the waist trying not to breathe, and neither of them made a sound.

Nate frowned at the door and then looked back at me. I felt the whole weight of his attention land on me again, and I tried to angle my face away from him without making it obvious. My heart was banging around inside my chest.

I told myself he had to know it was me. He had to. I'd lived across the hall from him for eight months, and we'd exchanged head-nods twice a week the whole time. Sure, my face was different, and the hair was different, and the whole outline of me was different, but this was still my apartment door. He was standing at my door.

He was being cool about it. That was what I decided. He was being decent enough not to say anything about the outfit, and he was going to help me anyway.

Nate glanced back at his own open door and then at me. "You can wait in mine if you want. They'll probably give up faster once they realize you're not standing out here."

That actually made sense. That was smart, honestly. Standing in the corridor another four and a half minutes dressed like this was going to break my brain, and his door was twenty feet away. It wasn't like I was accepting a ride from a stranger. It was Nate. It was across the hall.

I almost said it. I felt the words forming behind my teeth — dude, it's me, Drew, from across the hall, they went nuts on me tonight. I felt them all the way to my mouth.

He already knew that, though. He had to already know that. If I said it out loud, I was going to make the whole thing weirder than it needed to be, and I did not have any more weird in me at the moment.

"Yeah, okay," I said, keeping my voice low in my throat and hoping he'd chalk it up to embarrassment. "Thanks."

He picked up his trash bag and held his door open for me. I walked past him carefully in the heels, careful not to catch a strap on the frame, and stepped into his apartment.

Behind me, back across the hall, through the door I could still feel Leah and Jess pressed up against, there wasn't a single sound.

They were listening.
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Nate's apartment was the exact same layout as mine, just flipped. Same little galley kitchen, same wall where the TV should go, same window over the same fire escape. It threw me off just enough that my brain kept trying to reach for a light switch that wasn't there.

His place was cleaner than mine. Minimalist, like he actually owned less stuff than the average person. A dark grey couch, a low coffee table, and in the corner an old wooden record player on a stand with a small stack of vinyl leaning against it. No clutter. It made me hyperaware of how much of a mess my own apartment was.

"Water?" he asked, already crossing to the fridge.

"Yeah. Thanks."

He handed me a cold bottle and I took it in both hands because I needed something to hold on to. He sat down at one end of the couch and gestured at the other end, easy, no pressure. I sat, and the skirt rode up on my thighs the second I did.

I tugged at the hem twice before I realized I was doing it. My freshly shaved legs looked longer sitting down than they had in the mirror. The bra sat weighty against my chest, and every breath in and out reminded me it was there. I crossed my legs at the ankle the way I'd seen Leah do a thousand times and tried to pretend that was normal for me.

Nate settled back into the cushions and rested his water bottle on his knee. He was in gym shorts and a plain white T-shirt that stretched a little across his chest. Up close, his arms were even bigger than they'd looked in the hallway. His forearm alone was as wide as both of mine put together.

"So," he said casually. His eyes flicked over me and back to my face. "How do you know Leah?"

My stomach dropped straight through the couch and the floor and out into the parking lot.

For a second, I honest to God didn't understand the sentence. I ran it through my head twice trying to figure out what he could possibly mean by it. Leah was my girlfriend. Nate knew Leah was my girlfriend. We'd chatted about her in the hallway, both of us with our arms full of groceries, more than once. If he had any idea who I was under all this, that question made zero sense.

The answer arrived on a slow, sick wave.

He didn't know.

He genuinely, honestly, no-joke did not know he was sitting three feet from the guy who lived across the hall from him. He thought I was some woman visiting his neighbors. He thought I was somebody he'd never seen before in his life.

I opened my mouth to fix it. To laugh, roll my eyes, drop the voice, say dude, it's me, come on. The words did not come out. The silence stretched a beat, and then another, and I felt my face heat under the foundation.

"She's a friend of mine," I heard myself say.

The lie came out smooth and easy, in a soft voice I didn't consciously choose. It just happened, the way falling happens.

I tried to reason it out even as I was doing it. Correcting him now would be humiliating for both of us. He'd feel like an idiot, I'd feel worse, and I'd have to sit here another four minutes pretending neither of us was thinking about it. Better to ride it out, wait for Leah to unlock the damn door, and go home. He'd never have to know.

That was the story I was telling myself. The one I was not telling myself was the way my pulse had picked up when he'd looked at my legs in the hallway. The little heat under my skin when his eyes had moved over me without trying very hard to hide it. The fact that I was, right this second, sitting with my knees pressed politely together on a strange man's couch, and I wasn't in a hurry to leave.

"Cool, cool." He nodded. "What's your name?"

My brain went totally blank. I could not think of a single female name that had ever existed on this planet.

"Dana," I blurted. It was the first sound that came out of my mouth.

"Dana." He smiled. He had a really good smile, I noticed with a kind of distant horror. "Nate. Nice to meet you."

"You too."

Then he actually started talking to me. Not the two-word hallway version of him. A whole other Nate, relaxed and funny, leaning slightly toward my end of the couch with one arm slung across the back. He asked me where I was from and made a joke about the neighborhood. He asked what I did and I made something up on the fly. He laughed at things that were only barely jokes.

Somewhere in the middle of it I realized what was happening. He was performing. He was doing the thing men do when they're interested in a woman, the exact thing I'd done to Leah on our third date. The lean, the eye contact, the little smile that stays a second longer than it needs to.

And it was working.

Not the way it was supposed to. I wasn't attracted to him. I mean, I wasn’t gay. That wasn't what this was. This was something worse and stranger, a slow warm buzz spreading through my chest because a man was looking at me like this and meaning it, and some part of me was sitting up and paying attention.

My phone buzzed against my thigh through the pocket of the skirt.

I pulled it out, angled it away from Nate, and looked.

Leah: Holy shit. He really doesn't know it's you, does he?

I typed with one thumb, keeping my face neutral.

Me: No.

Leah: [image: face with tears of joy][image: face with tears of joy][image: face with tears of joy]

Me: Open the fucking door.

Leah: Come knock.

Three dots appeared. Then:

Leah: Or stay five minutes and see how convincing you really are.

Me: What does that even mean?

Leah: Flirt with him. See if he actually goes for it.

Me: No way. I'm not flirting with Nate.

Leah: Why not? Afraid he might actually go for it?

Me: He's not going to.

Leah: Then prove it.

Me: And when he figures out it's me?

Leah: Then you win. Come home.

Me: This is fucking stupid.

Leah: Five minutes. See how convincing we made you.

I stared at the screen. My thumb hovered over the keyboard and did not move.

Across the couch, Nate was watching me with a patient, amused expression, waiting for me to come back to him. His arm was still slung across the back of the couch. His eyes flicked, once, down to where the skirt sat on my thigh, and back up.

I looked at the door. I looked at him. I set my phone down facedown on the coffee table.

"Sorry," I said, in the soft voice that was apparently mine now. "Where were we?"

Nate crossed the room to the record player in the corner and flipped through the small stack of vinyl leaning against the stand. He picked one without looking too hard, slid it out of the sleeve, and dropped the needle. Something warm and slow with a lot of low horn started curling out of the speakers.

He came back and sat down closer to me than he had before. One cushion between us instead of the whole couch. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and turned his whole body toward mine.

"Sorry," he said, "you were telling me about⁠—"

"The subway thing. Yeah."

"Right. Go."

I finished the story I'd been making up on the fly, some nonsense about a guy on the train playing a full drum kit at seven in the morning. It wasn't even a great story. Nate laughed at it anyway, his whole face lighting up the way people's faces do when they've decided in advance that they're going to like whatever you say next.

I noticed I was doing things with my body that I had never done in my life. My legs were crossed high on my thigh, one bare knee tipped toward him, and I kept adjusting the angle without meaning to. When I laughed, I tilted my head to one side and let the extensions fall across my cheek. My voice had settled into something softer and lower in my throat, a half step slower than my normal one.

I didn’t know where any of it was coming from. Some of it I'd probably absorbed from watching Leah for a year. The rest of it seemed to be arriving from somewhere else. Every time I caught myself doing another one of these things I'd think stop, cut it out, and then two seconds later I'd catch myself doing another one.

Nate told me a story about a bad date. A woman who'd spent the entire dinner talking about her ex's dog, in detail, right down to what the dog ate for breakfast. He told it well, with good timing, his hands doing a little of the work.

I laughed. A real one, not a performance. It came up out of me before I stop it.

Nate's expression changed. Something in it softened and sharpened at the same time, the way a lens finds focus. He was looking at me like he wanted to memorize the sound.

"You have a great laugh," he said.

He said it plain. No pickup-line inflection, no smirk. He just said it like it was a fact he'd noticed and wanted me to know he'd noticed.

My face went hot. Not a little warm — full-on hot. I could feel it happening in real time and I couldn't do anything about it. Leah made me feel a lot of things. She had never once in a year made me blush like this.

"Thanks," I said quietly, and looked down at the water bottle in my hands.

He watched me for another beat. Then he lifted one hand and reached across the space between us, slow and unthreatening, and picked something off my top just below my collarbone. A little piece of white lint, or a thread, something small enough I'd never have noticed it on my own.

His knuckle grazed the skin above the neckline of the top.

It was nothing. Half a second, maybe less. The pad of his finger did not even really touch me. Just the back of one knuckle, brushing the top of my chest an inch above where the cup of the bra started.

For some reason it made me hard.

Everything happened at once. My dick jerked against the front of the panties, and my nipples went tight underneath the padded cups of the bra in a way I had never felt them do in my life. They were just… up. Standing up against the fabric. The silicone inserts pressed in on either side of them, warm and heavy. Thank God for the padding, because if I'd been in a T-shirt he would have seen the whole thing straight through it.

"Got it," Nate said, showing me the tiny thread pinched between his thumb and finger. He flicked it away. His eyes came back to mine and stayed there.

"Thanks," I said again. My voice had gone even softer.

He smiled and settled back against the cushion, giving me the space back, but his knee was angled toward mine now and his arm was up on the back of the couch again. He didn't take his eyes off my face.

I remembered, way too late, to check my phone.

I picked it up off the coffee table with a hand I was working hard to keep steady and turned the screen toward my hip so he couldn't see. Two new texts sat waiting.

Leah: Door is unlocked.

Leah: Unless…you want to stay and take it further.

I stared at the screen.

I read it twice, then a third time to make sure I wasn't inventing it. My girlfriend, the woman I'd been sleeping with for a year, was not calling this off. She wasn't laughing at the prank and telling me to come home. She was telling me the door was open, and then telling me maybe I shouldn't come through it yet.

Something dropped in my stomach. It wasn't panic and it wasn't relief. It was the same feeling I'd had standing in front of the mirror in her bedroom an hour ago, only worse. Bigger.

Leah was into this.

Not just into the prank. Not just into the comedy of me getting caught out. Into this, what was happening on Nate's couch. Me sitting here as Dana with my legs crossed and my nipples still buzzing from a knuckle. She was picturing it. She wanted to know what would happen if it kept going.

My dick pressed against the lace again, harder this time. I could feel exactly how it was sitting inside the front of the panties, the outline of it, the strain against the fabric.

I set the phone facedown on the arm of the couch. I looked up at Nate, who was still watching me, patient and easy, waiting to see what I'd do next.

"Sorry," I said softly, and tilted my head at him. "What were we talking about?”

Nate slid over on the cushion. Not a big move, just an inch or two, but it closed the gap between us to almost nothing. His knee came to rest against the side of my thigh, warm through the thin fabric of the skirt, and he didn't apologize or pull back or pretend it hadn't happened.

I didn't move away either.

I could smell his cologne now, close up. Something clean, a little woodsy, nothing loud. Underneath it there was just him, warm skin and the faint trace of whatever soap he'd used earlier. His sleeve was pushed up to the elbow, and the cords of muscle in his forearm shifted every time he moved his hand.

We started talking about a show. Some cop drama we both watched, both had opinions about, both agreed the newest season had gone off the rails. On the surface it was the most normal conversation two people could have. Underneath, it was something else entirely, and we both knew it.

His knee stayed pressed against my thigh. My knee stayed pressed right back. Neither of us mentioned it. It was in every word we were saying about a TV show, and neither of us was saying anything about it.

"They're gonna kill him off," Nate said. "You watch. Midseason."

"They wouldn't."

"Twenty bucks."

"You don't even know me and you're already trying to take my money."

He grinned at that, wide and easy, and looked me right in the eye. "I'm getting to know you."

I looked away first. I had to. I felt the blush climbing up my neck again, and I didn't trust my face not to give me away completely.

I should've stood up. That was the truth. The five minutes were long gone. Leah had told me the door was unlocked. The joke had a natural exit ramp and I was blowing right past it. I should've made an excuse, thanked him for the water, and walked myself back across the hall in these ridiculous heels.

I couldn't get my body to do it.

I was hard. Not in a passing, oh-that's-weird way. Straight up hard, dick pressed against the front of the thong and pinned there by the tight fabric of the skirt. The lace was cutting into me on both sides, snug against the base of me, and every time I shifted my weight I felt the fabric drag over the head. It was almost too much. I was grateful for the skirt on top of it, grateful for the panties holding everything down and in, because otherwise there was no version of this Nate wasn't seeing.

Being looked at like this had done something to me. Something had lit up in me the second Nate had said you have a great laugh and it had not gone off since. It was still on. It was getting brighter.

"I'm glad you got locked out," Nate said.

I laughed, kind of a nervous little laugh. "That's a weird thing to say."

He shrugged one shoulder. "Would've been a waste to miss meeting you."

I felt my stomach do that dropping thing again. I stared at my hands in my lap.

Nate lifted his hand.

He did it slowly, like he was giving me every chance to lean back or turn my head or tell him not to. I did none of those things. I stayed exactly where I was and watched his hand come toward my face out of the corner of my eye.

He caught a piece of hair that had fallen across my cheek — one of the pieces Leah had pulled forward, one of the extensions — and tucked it back behind my ear. His fingers were warm. He took his time doing it, and on the way back down his thumb brushed along the line of my jaw, from just under my ear to almost my chin.

I didn't move. I didn't breathe. My whole body went still on the couch.

His thumb stopped just short of my mouth.

His hand hung there in the space between us for a second, close enough that I could feel the warmth coming off it, and then he let it drop back to his own knee. He didn't look away from me. His eyes had gone a little darker. His mouth had gone a little softer.

He was going to kiss me.

I knew it as clearly as I'd ever known anything. I could see it in the way he was looking at my mouth, in the small forward angle of his shoulders, in the way his knee had pressed just slightly harder against mine. He was giving me a moment. One last moment. He was waiting to see if I'd back up, if I'd laugh it off, if I'd stand and say I should really get going.

I couldn't. That was the horrible, thrilling truth of it. I could not get my body to do any of the things it was supposed to do.

My mouth was dry. My heart was going hard enough that I could feel it in my throat. My dick was still trapped and pulsing against the front of the panties, and every second that passed made it more obvious to me that I did not want him to stop.

Nate's eyes went to my mouth and stayed there.

I saw his throat move as he swallowed. I saw him make a small, private decision behind his face. He shifted his weight toward me, just a little more, and his knee slid against mine in a slow drag that I felt all the way up my thigh.

I could still leave. That was the thing I kept telling myself. Every second that ticked by, I could still stand up and end this. The door was ten feet from where I was sitting. Leah was thirty feet from where I was sitting. Nothing had happened yet that couldn't be laughed off in the morning.

I didn't stand up. I didn't move at all.

I let my chin tip up. Not on purpose, exactly — my body did it on its own, in a small, soft angle I felt as it was happening. My mouth parted a little. My eyes went to his and stayed there.

Nate leaned in and kissed me.

There was no hesitation to it. His hand came up to the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair at the base of the extensions. He didn't grab. He just cupped me there, and used it to pull me in.

His mouth was warm and a little bit rough. He knew what he was doing.

My lips parted before I told them to. It was pure instinct — his mouth was on mine and I opened for it. His tongue slid past my lip and against mine in a slow, confident stroke. He tasted like mint. His stubble scraped the corner of my mouth. Every part of it felt different than kissing Leah did, and I felt every difference.

I made a sound.

It came out of the back of my throat, small and soft and a little bit high, a noise I had never heard come out of my own mouth in my life. It sounded like a girl. It sounded like Dana. It shocked me almost as much as the kiss did, and Nate heard it, and I felt him smile against my mouth.

His hand slid down.

It went from the back of my neck, down over my shoulder, down the side of my ribs where the tight top hugged me, and landed on my waist. His fingers closed on the curve where the skirt met my hip, and he squeezed. His grip was big and firm and he took hold of me like he had every right to. Nobody had ever grabbed me by the waist like that in my whole life.

His other hand went to my thigh. His palm slid up my bare skin — smooth, freshly shaved, still faintly slick from the lotion Leah had rubbed in — and pushed the hem of the skirt an inch higher. Then another inch. My knee bumped his knee. My legs went to goosebumps everywhere he touched, and then everywhere he wasn't touching, all at once.

My cock was so hard it hurt. The lace of the thong was pulled tight across the head, the fabric wet where I was leaking against it, and every time I shifted my hips even a fraction the friction ran up my spine. I could feel all of it pinned against the front of the panties.

He kept kissing me. He kissed me deeper, slower, took my bottom lip between his teeth and tugged. His hand on my thigh went another inch up under the skirt. I heard myself make that noise again, softer this time, and I felt him smile again.

We broke for air.

He pulled back just enough to look at me. Not far. An inch, maybe. His breath was coming fast and I could feel it against my mouth. His eyes had gone dark and heavy, pupils blown out, and he was looking at me the way I sometimes caught myself looking at Leah when we were about to go from clothes on to clothes off.

He lifted his thumb to my mouth and dragged it across my lower lip. The lipstick was already smeared. I could tell from the way it felt.

"Come with me," he said. His voice had dropped half an octave. "I want to fuck your brains out."

My brain, what was left of it, tried one more time.

You're a guy. He doesn't know. This is completely insane. You have a girlfriend across the hall who is going to lose her mind. You have a girlfriend who is not going to lose her mind. That's somehow worse. Get up. Get up right now and walk out of here and go home.

My body was already moving.

I was standing before I decided to stand. The skirt fell back into place around my thighs, and I felt the lace shift against my cock as I got up, and my legs wobbled a little in the heels. Nate stood with me. He was even bigger standing up close than he had been from across the hall, half a head taller than me and about twice as wide through the chest.

And he was looking down at me now with a small, private smile. He didn't ask again. He took my hand.

His fingers closed around mine, and his hand swallowed mine completely. My hand looked small in his. It didn't look like my hand. It looked like Dana's hand, small and pale and being led somewhere by a man who wanted her.

The part of my brain that was still trying to be Drew was getting quieter and quieter. It was still there. It was still saying this is nuts, this is nuts, this is nuts. It was just getting drowned out by everything else — by the buzz under my skin, by the ache between my legs, by the strange bright feeling of being wanted like this, of being pulled by the hand across a living room by a man who thought I was pretty.

That was the part I couldn't stop thinking about. Not the kiss, exactly. The look in his eyes before the kiss. The way he'd said would've been a waste to miss meeting you like he meant it. The way he'd looked at my mouth like it was something he wanted. Nobody had looked at me like that all year. Nobody had looked at me like that ever, honestly, because Leah loved me but Leah didn't look at me like I was some soft, pretty thing she wanted to devour.

I liked it. That was the horrible, thrilling truth of it. I liked being looked at like that. I liked being wanted as this version of myself, this Dana version, this softer prettier version I hadn't even known was in me until an hour ago.

Nate led me across the living room toward the short hallway. The bedroom door was open.

The bedroom smelled like his cologne and clean laundry. The one lamp on the nightstand threw a yellow circle across the wall and left everything else soft and shadowed. He walked me backward and kicked the door shut behind us with his heel.

Then he pulled me back into him and kissed me again.

This kiss was different. Deeper, slower, with his whole weight leaned into it. One of his hands came up to cup my jaw, thumb along my cheekbone, and he angled my head the way he wanted it. His other hand went to my waist and stayed there for a second and then slid down.

His palm curved over my ass through the skirt. He squeezed. Not gentle. He got a whole handful and pulled me in against him, and I felt his hard-on push against my hip through his shorts.

I made that noise again into his mouth.

His big, warm hand slid up my back next, and came around to the front of the top. His palm dragged across the padded cup of the bra and closed over my chest, one whole handful, and squeezed. The bra didn't move much. The silicone insert took most of it. Even so, the pressure pushed into me somewhere real underneath, and my nipple pressed up against the padding tight and stinging.

I gasped into his mouth.

Nate groaned low in his throat. He liked that. He liked it a lot. His hand stayed where it was and squeezed again, slower, and I felt the whole shape of his palm through the layers.

"God," he said against my mouth. "Look at you."

His other hand went to the side of the skirt. His fingers found the little zipper at my hip and pulled it down in one clean motion. The skirt let go, slid down my thighs, and pooled around my feet on the carpet.

I was standing in front of him in the panties, the top, the bra, and the heels.

My cock was straining hard against the lace. I could see it out of the corner of my eye if I looked, the outline of it clear as day, the head poking against the front of the fabric. If Nate looked down, there was no way he was going to miss it.

He didn't look down.

His hands went to my hips instead, both of them, and gripped the swell of them where the padding of the panties made me look wider than I was. He held me there like he was steadying himself. His eyes were on my face, on my mouth, on the neckline of the top where the skin of my chest was starting to flush pink.

"Off," he said quietly, and got two fingers under the hem of the top and pulled it up over my head.

The top came off. I was standing in a black lace push-up bra with my fake breasts sitting high and full inside it, my flat stomach bare in the lamp light, and my cock tenting the front of the panties. That should have been the moment. That should have been the exact second his brain caught up to what he was actually looking at.

He turned me around instead. He spun me so my back was to his chest. His arms came around me from behind, and he pulled me back against him hard. His chest was a wall behind me. His hips pressed against mine, and I felt his hard-on push against the small of my back through the fabric of his shorts.

His mouth went to my neck.

He kissed the side of it, and then along the line of my jaw up to the spot behind my ear where the extensions were pinned in. His stubble scratched. His breath was hot on my skin. I felt my knees try to go out from under me, and only the fact that I was leaned back against him kept me standing in the heels.

His hands came around to the front and cupped both of my breasts through the bra.

He squeezed them, kneading them in his big palms. The silicone gave against his hands and pressed into my chest, and my real nipples underneath went so tight it almost hurt. It didn't matter that most of what he was feeling was padding. My body knew a man's hands were on my chest and my body was reacting like it had never reacted to anything.

I arched back into him. I couldn't help it. My ass pressed up against the front of his shorts, and I felt the whole thick outline of his cock right there in the small of me, and I moved my hips before I thought about it. I ground back against him in a slow, needy little roll.

He groaned against my ear. "Yeah," he breathed. "Yeah, just like that."

I did it again.

His hands stayed on my breasts, working them, and everything inside me was going haywire. The friction of the lace on my cock, his hard-on grinding against my ass, his mouth on my neck, his hands on my chest — none of it should have been doing what it was doing to me, and all of it was doing everything to me at once. It felt more right than anything I'd ever felt before. It felt like I'd been dressed as somebody else my whole life and I was finally not.

His fingers slid up. They went for the top edge of the bra, looking for bare skin underneath.

I caught his wrist.

I didn't even think about it. My hand went out and grabbed him before my brain could catch up, because if he got his hand inside the bra he was going to find nothing at all. He was going to find flat chest and the underside of a silicone insert and the whole thing was going to come down.

"Leave it on," I whispered. I heard the softer voice come out of me again. "I like it on."

Nate paused. Then he chuckled low against my ear and bit my earlobe, gentle.

"Whatever you want," he murmured.

His hands moved down instead. Down over the bra, down my ribs, down across the flat of my stomach. Down onto the front of the panties.

His fingers dragged over the lace and stopped.

He was looking at me around my shoulder. I could feel him looking. I could feel his eyes on the outline of my cock straining against the front of the thong right underneath his hand.

He didn't pull away. He didn't say anything at first. His hand stayed exactly where it was, palm flat, fingers spread, resting on top of me through the fabric. My heart went up into my throat and stayed there.

He leaned in. His mouth touched the shell of my ear. "Don't worry," he said. His voice was low and even and completely calm. "I know."

The floor tilted.

I tried to turn around. My whole body moved on reflex, tried to pull out of his arms, tried to twist around and look at his face, and his arms tightened around me and held me in place. Chest to back. Mouth at my ear. He didn’t let me go.

"I've known," he said, "since I first saw you locked out in the hallway."

My whole body locked up.

He kept talking against my ear, low and steady, like he wanted me to understand. "Your voice. You pitched it softer, but I've heard you in the hallway a hundred times. I knew it in the first minute."

I couldn't get any words out. My mouth had gone dry.

"The shoes are Leah's. I saw her wearing them last week. And you were texting somebody the whole time while whoever was behind that door went suddenly, weirdly quiet." He kissed the side of my neck. "Figured it out in about ten minutes."

I made a small sound and tried to pull out of his arms on reflex. He didn't let me. One arm across my chest, the other flat on my stomach, and he kept me pressed to him.

"I didn't say anything because I didn't want you to stop."

That sentence went through me like a shot. Every hair on my arms stood up. My face was on fire, and my cock was still throbbing against his palm through the lace, and he wasn't pulling away. He was still hard behind me. Somehow harder than before.

Nate turned me around slowly. He turned me until we were face to face, his forehead almost against mine.

"You look incredible like this." His voice had dropped to something quiet and honest. "I've thought about you before. The regular you. In the hallway." His eyes dragged down my body — the smudged makeup, the bra, the panties straining. "But this is something else."

Something snapped inside me.

I grabbed the front of his T-shirt in both fists and pulled him down and kissed him. Hard. No pretending. He made a low sound against my mouth and his hands went to my ass, both of them, and squeezed. Then he lifted.

He picked me up off the floor like I weighed nothing. My legs went around his hips on instinct. He carried me the three steps to the bed, set me down on the edge, and stood back to pull his shirt off in one motion.

I got a good look at him. Broad chest cut down the middle, dark hair scattered across it and trailing down into the waistband of his shorts. He shoved them down and stepped out, and his cock came out already flushed and heavy, curved up against his stomach, a bead of precum at the tip.

I stared. I'd never looked at another guy's cock and thought anything about it in my life. I looked at his and my mouth went dry all over again.

"Stay in that," he said, nodding at the bra and panties. "Keep it all on."

He came down between my knees and put his mouth on me through the lace. His breath was hot through the fabric first, then his tongue, dragging flat across the outline of my cock. I grabbed a fistful of the sheet.

He worked me through the panties, sucking gently, letting the fabric get soaked. Every roll of his tongue over the head through the material tore another noise out of me.

"Please," I heard myself whisper. "Please —"

He hooked a finger into the waistband and pulled the lace to the side. My cock sprang free, and he took me all the way down.

That was all it took.

I lasted maybe a minute. His mouth was hot and wet and he knew exactly what he was doing, and I was already so worked up I felt it coming almost immediately. I tried to warn him and it came out as a moan. He didn't pull off. He swallowed around me, and I came in his mouth in long shuddering pulses. I was crying out in a voice that wasn't mine.

He held me through it. When the last shake left me he pulled off slowly and licked his lips.

"That was fast," he said.

"Shut up."

He laughed. "You're not done."

He flipped me over. One hand on my hip, one on my shoulder, and I ended up on my stomach with my chest against the mattress. He pulled my hips up until I was on my knees, ass in the air, still in the bra and the ruined panties. He pushed the lace aside and put his mouth on me there too.

I made a sound into the pillow I have never made in my life. His tongue was hot and steady against my puckered hole, and I bucked back against it before I could stop myself. He held my hips down and kept going. I was pushing back into him in little needy movements without meaning to, and when I heard the cap click on the nightstand I actually whimpered with relief.

His finger was slick and warm. He worked it into my hole slowly and let me adjust before he moved. His other hand reached under me and closed around my cock, which was already filling up again in his grip, and he stroked me in the same slow rhythm.

"You're doing so good," he murmured. "God, you're perfect."

He added a second finger, then a third. It burned a little and I didn't care. Every time he curled his fingers inside me my whole body twitched.

Then his fingers pulled out and I felt the head of him at my entrance, thick and slick and hot. He pushed in slowly. Stopped when I gasped. Waited. Pushed in a little more. By the time his hips were flush against my ass I was gripping the headboard and shaking.

He held still. His hand ran up my spine into my hair. He gathered a handful of the extensions and my own hair together and tugged, tilting my head to the side.

"I've been thinking about this for months," he breathed against my ear.

He started to move. Slow at first, long, deep strokes. He talked to me the whole time — how good I looked, how tight I was, how long he'd wanted this. His voice was low and rough and it went straight into me. His hand came around and found my cock again and stroked me in time with his thrusts.

His pace built. I could hear him breathing hard behind me. Every thrust drove me forward into the mattress and pulled me back onto him. The bra strap dug into my shoulder. The extensions stuck to my cheek where the mascara was running.

I came a second time with his hand around me and him buried inside me, and it wrecked me. My whole body went. I shook from my shoulders to the heels, came all over his fist and the sheets, and heard myself cry out into the pillow in that high broken voice.

He fucked me harder for a few more strokes, then pulled out and finished across the small of my back and the curve of my ass, hot streaks of it landing above the pushed-aside lace. He groaned something behind me that could have been my name and could have been anything.

We collapsed together on the wreckage of his sheets, both of us gasping. My chest was heaving against the twisted bra, and I could feel every place I was going to be sore in the morning.

Nate rolled off me, reached into the nightstand drawer, and tossed a folded towel onto my back with the same casualness he'd hand somebody a beer. It almost made me laugh.

I wiped myself off and lay there staring at his ceiling. I didn't know what to do with my face, my hair, my body, any of it. I was trying to reassemble a version of myself that could account for the last twenty minutes and I wasn't getting there.

Nate propped himself up on one elbow beside me. His hair was a mess. He looked pleased with himself in a way I couldn't even resent.

"So," he said. "Are your friends still waiting for you to come back?"

I laughed, kind of weak, and reached for my phone on the nightstand where he must have set it. The screen lit up with a wall of notifications.

From Leah, starting an hour ago: a string of laughing-crying emojis. Then a keysmash. Then another one, longer. Then: holy fuck drew. what's happening. did you guys actually fuck. I need the details immediately.

From Jess, forty minutes ago: I'm going home. you two are insane. also Drew you looked really pretty. goodnight.

I turned the phone toward Nate. He read it, and then he laughed — a real one, warm and low, the kind of laugh that made his whole chest move.

"Your girlfriend wants you back," he said.

"Yeah."

"You should probably go."

"Probably."

Neither of us moved. I looked over at the skirt crumpled in a heap on the carpet and the heels kicked into the corner, and I thought about standing in front of Leah's mirror an hour and a half ago in total ignorance that I was about to let another man fuck me.

I sat up eventually. I stepped into the skirt, zipped it, and pulled the ruined top back over my head. The bra was crooked and the panties were destroyed and my makeup was smeared to hell. I picked up the heels by the straps and carried them.

I looked absurd. I looked freshly fucked. I did not care.

Nate walked me to the door in his shorts. Right before I stepped out, he caught me by the wrist and pulled me back into him and kissed me one more time. He tasted like me now. I liked it more than I wanted to.

"Come by again sometime," he said against my mouth. Then he grinned. "You don't even have to dress up. Unless you want to."

I walked across the hall in bare feet. I hadn't gotten my hand up to knock before my own door was already swinging open.

Leah was standing there in one of my T-shirts, flushed all the way down her neck, eyes so bright I could see them from across the hall. She grabbed the front of my ruined top and pulled me inside, and the door shut behind me with a soft click.

She kissed me before I could say anything. She tasted him on my mouth and didn’t flinch. If anything, she made a small sound in her throat and kissed me harder. Then she pushed me back against the wall of my own entryway and pressed her whole body against mine.

"Tell me everything," she breathed against my jaw. "And don't you dare take that outfit off yet."

I laughed, a shaky little laugh that came out sounding like Dana. Over Leah's shoulder, I caught myself in the mirror by the front door — smeared eyeliner, swollen lips, skirt sitting crooked on my hips, my girlfriend's hands already working under the hem.

Something moved in my chest again. That same low pulse from the mirror in her bedroom, doubled now, tripled. I wasn't ready to decipher it. I wasn't sure I ever would be.

It was there, though. And it wasn't going anywhere.
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They Know I’ll Obey

Pretty Enough to Win

Prank Week

Becoming My Ex-Wife

Her Bikini Secret

Dripping with Hormones

What He Doesn’t Know

Play by Her Rules

I Shouldn’t Want Her (Age Gap)

My Camgirl Roommate

Hiding in Her Skirt

Sensitivity Training

Femboy Training

Bride’s Orders

His First Time in Panties

Finish the Job

Boys Don’t Wear That

My Wife’s Pretty Project

One of the Girls

Side Effects May Vary

Dressed to Win

She’s in Charge

Breaking Him In

Passing as a Girl

My Wife’s Best Friend

Cheerleader Training

Feminine Correction

Ruined by Him

The Favor She Wants

Stiffed by Her

Girl Unlocked

His First Dress

The Sounds She Makes

Sissy Husband

My Fiancee Feminized Me

Open Up For Me

Midnight Transformation

Sissy Sleepover

Peep Show Sissy

Tell Me I’m Pretty

Only for Tonight

Lessons in Surrender

Dirty Little Secret

The Surprise Next Door

His Girl Now

Waking Up the Girl

Transgender and Feminization Series:

First Time Feminization Romance Stories

First Time with a Transgender Woman Stories

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)
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Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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