

the accidental supermodel
From “No Way” to the Runway


lucy luxe



Copyright © 2024 by Lucy Luxe

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


contents


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14



Thank you for reading this Lucy Luxe transgender tale.

Lucy Luxe is a passionate author in the trans and feminization genres. Each of her stories are original works, imagined, written, and produced by herself.

Each of her stories are inspired by and written for girls like you.

For more works by Lucy Luxe, from voluntary trans-awakenings, to steamy reluctant feminizations, please visit and follow her author page.

amazon.com/author/lucyluxe


one
. . .




Maybe it was vain to think it but, when Molly and I met at college and started dating, I sort of presumed that I would have been the one in our relationship who ended up being the breadwinner.

Back then, I was doing a business course, with plans of getting into finance. Meanwhile, Molly was doing a fashion course, with aims to more or less just see where it took her.

It turned out that, where it took her, was one of the city’s most prestigious women’s fashion houses, Wattel and Mason. I’d admittedly never heard of them but, to Molly - and to more or less anybody else who had even the slightest fashion sense - Wattel and Mason were a big deal.

They were a real big deal.

Wattel and Mason all but ran fashion week. If one of their looks was on a runway or a catwalk, you could know for a fact that any A-list woman you could think of would be wearing that very same look the week after.

And then you could know for another fact that, the next month, any clothes store you walked into would have their own replicas of those same designs.

Or, so I was told. I’d still never heard of them.

I, on the other hand, was an unpaid intern. I had done very well in my business major, near the top of my class in fact, but that still didn’t mean much in the city. In the city, it meant you had a chance of doing work for free, at a company you hoped would maybe one day employ you for real. For me, that company was JPS. One of the titans of finance.

Still, we were both young. I had time to do some unpaid work, if it meant a foot in the door at JPS. If it meant that I got an actual career there, I definitely had time for it. Although my unpaid work did mean I had very little time for any work that actually paid.

I worked three or four days a week at JPS - or, I guessed, volunteered, rather - which left me the remaining three or four to try and scrape together any money I could.

For me, making money meant picking up as much work as I could as a bike courier. I worked up to ten hours a day at my JPS internship, and I’d sometimes work even longer on my bike to try and make ends meet.

At least it was good for my fitness.

But living in the city was in no way cheap. I felt like even four days as a bike courier barely even made a dent in our bills over some months. Which was where Molly’s job came in.

Molly wasn’t an intern. She was a full-blown, paid and salaried employee at Wattel and Mason - something I could only dream of. And she was paid well.

She wasn’t only near the top of her class in her fashion degree, she was the top of her class. And it turned out that being at the top of your class in fashion is actually a lot more employable than being pretty near the top of your class in business.

With her job, she was pulling in about four times what I made from pedaling around the city day after day. She actually made enough to pay for both of us to live in our one bed apartment, and still have some money to spare.

And, I figured, that was the lucky thing about love. Molly and I had been together since fairly early on in college, meaning that we’d been together for nearly four years by the time we moved to the city together. That meant that she wanted to live with me, more than she wanted to keep all of her money for herself.

As she made roughly four times as much as what I made, she paid three quarters of our rent. She did it happily, too. She even offered to do it that way, the suggestion never even crossed my mind. Not least as the move meant more for her career than it did for mine.

It didn’t take a business degree to realize that I had a pretty great deal on my hands.

She said that she knew that one day I’d probably overtake her, in terms of our careers. She told me that, then, I could buy her dinner to make up for everything she’d done.

I appreciated her faith in me, but she was only rising in the ranks at Wattel and Mason, and I was still making copies and getting coffee for juniors. And I wasn’t making a dime for any of it.

It was going to have to be a pretty big dinner.

I frankly felt a little guilty for it, the fact that Molly paid so much money every month for us to live in our apartment. Meanwhile, I barely even contributed. She never even mentioned it, but it still made me feel like I was a leech, at times.

Although that led to the one way I did make it worth it for Molly to keep me around. The way I supposed I was technically making money for us both.

That was the way I was the mannequin for the women’s clothes that Molly created.
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It had started way back at college, a few months after we had begun dating. Things had been going well, from when we first met at a college orientation, to when we started seeing each other every weekend, to the point we were seeing each other all the time.

After a few months, we were inseparable.

Which was why it sucked that our first year finals were at different times. I had nearly a whole month of exams. Then, when I finished them, Molly had a month of design assessments. It meant two months in which we were going to be so busy that we barely saw each other.

Or, so it should have been.

What actually transpired however, was that I had my month of exams, and Molly meanwhile diligently worked on her designs. While I was lost in a world of math and currency forecasting, she was sketching shapes and testing fabrics and researching fashion history.

When I emerged from my exams, bewildered and desperate to spend some time with her, Molly ended up equally as desperate to see me as well. But for an unexpected reason.

By the time my exams were over, she had a vision. She was intending to focus on women’s fashion, that was going to be her major. She had no interest in menswear or, at least, in creating it.

High end womenswear was what drew her into fashion in the first place. It was where she intended to end up. Her first year finals were going to reflect this.

The vision was a dress. Her final submission only needed to be one piece of clothing, submitted in whichever form she wanted. It could have been anything from simple concept sketches and material samples, all the way creating the piece itself.

Molly, always aiming high, would settle for nothing less than the finished dress.

Her concept was elaborate. The theme of the project for everyone on her course was focused around the concept of ‘change.’ To her, that meant a dress which could physically change for the wearer.

She imagined this elaborate vision of a dress which was short and made of puffy lace but, when you pulled a string, the dress unfurled into a huge train that dragged behind the wearer.

Again, she aimed high.

The crazy part was that she could do it. She could make that. She had the vision, the plan, and the knowledge to make it happen. The only thing she didn’t have was the mannequin to build it around.

And, ridiculously, that was where I ended up coming in.

She had a bedroom all to herself back then. She was supposed to have a roommate but they just never turned up to college. As in, they registered, must have got far enough into the process to be assigned a room, and then didn't turn up after that. We had no idea what kind of person would do that, but we were at least grateful that Molly got a place all to herself.

The half of her room that should have had a roommate in quickly became her studio space. Sure, campus did have a fashion workshop, but she liked taking her work home with her. That eventually also turned out to be true after she got her job at Wattel and Mason.

But the point was that Molly would work on her designs all the time. That included when we were together. That was what created a kind of a perfect storm that led me to becoming her mannequin.

By the time I had finished my exams, and she was working on that first year final project, she had already created the rough structure of her dress. She had been working in the campus studio when I was studying, and had got the garment to a point where she could work on it in her room.

I had come over to hang out with her while she worked. She was trying to do what she was referring to as a “blanket stitch,” and it wasn’t going right. I still remembered the term, despite not understanding what it meant at the time, nor ever even learning afterwards.

Regardless of what it was or what it meant, Molly said she needed to hang the dress from a mannequin to do the blanket stitching. The only problem was that, to use the campus studio, she needed to book in a time slot.

She had to do that in advance.

Her blanket stitching needed to be done right in that exact moment.

Well, maybe it wasn’t that serious. She had started her project way ahead of when she needed to. But one thing that I always liked about Molly was that, if she had a plan, she was going to complete it. She barely knew the meaning of the word ‘procrastination.’

The really funny thing was that, after Molly complained about not being able to use the studio, it was my suggestion to be her mannequin. It was all because I could tell she was distressed from the moment she first spoke.

“It’s no good, Evan” Molly had said, totally unrelated to the conversation we’d been having. “If this fold is lying flat, I can’t do the blanket stitch.”

“Do the what?” I asked.

“The blanket stitch. It’s to finish this part of the hem,” she replied.

“The what?” I once again asked.

“It doesn’t matter,” she told me. “Just take my word that it’s not going to work if I can’t hang it. I need a mannequin.”

She dropped her needle and thread on the dress, her work half finished. She dropped her hands on the table with them and sighed.

“Well, when can you next get studio time?” I queried.

“Probably not even this week. Everyone else is basically just starting their projects. The studio is so full.” she explained.

I looked at her, slumped in her makeshift home-studio chair. There wasn’t sadness in her green eyes, so much as disappointment. She looked down at the floor. She had rested her chin on her hands, the tight waves of her short brunette bob haircut were just covering her baby blue fingernails.

“Oh come on,” I said, injecting as much positivity into my voice as I could. “There must be something we can do!”

“To get studio time?’ she looked up to me as she spoke.

“I don’t know, maybe,” I suggested

“How? There’s so many rules about booking that time, even if it’s an emergency.”

“I don’t know,” I repeated.

I thought for a moment. She’d told me those rules before and they were a nightmare, she was right.

“But if we can’t get studio time,” I joked, “then I can just be your mannequin here.”

She laughed, but then the look of disappointment returned.

“No,” she said. “It’s no good. I should’ve booked more time. I knew I’d need more studio time.”

I hated seeing her so disappointed. I already knew Molly well enough to know that she’d beat herself up if she started falling behind on her design project. She’d blame herself for poor planning and execution, even if the final dress turned out great.

I wanted to cheer her up, so I kept up the dumb joke, the joke about modeling the dress for her. Little did I know, it was a joke that was to set in motion a series of events, which would define my entire future.

“Your loss,” I continued. “I’ve got the legs for it, now.”

She laughed at me again, but then her face got inquisitive.

That semester, I had made the men’s cycling team. I had made the team in my first year, which was impressive, but it was a serious commitment.

One of those serious aspects of the commitment was that everyone on the team shaved their legs.

It was something that I had always heard serious cyclists did, and had always heard different explanations for. Some guys had told me that it made them more aerodynamic, though I found it kind of hard to believe that the loss of a few follicles would mean the difference between winning and losing.

Some guys told me that it was because, if you took a spill, it made the wounds less gnarly. Really, I hoped that I wouldn’t be falling off my bike anywhere near often enough to warrant needing to be always prepared for it. Not least by shaving my legs.

The only explanation I heard that ever made any sense to me, was that it made massages more comfortable. I was on the first team, which meant free access to a sports masseuse, and I made the most of that free access.

Sports massages could be pretty rough, so not having my hair yanked at and pulled on in the process was kind of nice.

But, scientific reasons aside, the main reason that I shaved my legs was that I wanted to fit in. I was a college junior. If all of the guys on my team shaved their legs, then I figured I had better damn well shave mine, too.

And shaving my legs was a small price to pay for the feeling of being part of that team. I never felt more alive than when I was on that bicycle.

I was in the zone.

Anything other me, my bicycle, and the ground beneath me would fade away. I was focused in a way I could never find anywhere else. It was a feeling I loved and a feeling I had chased ever since I stopped cycling competitively. Unfortunately, I never managed to find it again.

Molly had helped me shave my legs, the first time. Obviously, I’d shaved my face, but my legs felt like an insurmountable challenge when I went to do it. There was so much hair. My face grew peach-fuzz at best, my legs were like a forest, comparatively.

As Molly didn’t have a roommate, I felt a lot more comfortable shaving in her unexpectedly private en-suite. I remembered that I showered, then ran shaving foam all over my lower half, until it looked like I was wearing a pair of foam pants.

Molly told me we’d need to work fast, as the foam would start drying. I apparently should have done the foaming and the shaving area by area.

Regardless, we started. Molly crouched down by one of my legs, me folded over double to get at the other. I remembered it felt more like I was hacking at overgrowth, rather than shaving. The razor kept getting caught, filling up with hair almost immediately. It was a full-time job, keeping the blades cleared, so I could keep the razor moving.

Still, after what must have been about a half hour, we were done. I showered off the excess foam and those last clung-on hairs, toweled off, and stepped out of the shower. I looked at myself in the mirror and, against all odds, I kind of liked what I saw.

Sure, it was kind of weird and new to me - plus the leg that I had shaved was covered with its fair share of razor bumps - but my legs looked good. With how toned they were from the bike, along with the fact that I had a lot of leg, from being near six foot tall, my legs looked pretty amazing.

Although I figured maybe I just thought I looked amazing, because I finally looked like a real member of the cycling team.

Whatever it was, my legs were hairless and I liked it. And also surprisingly, Molly kind of liked it, too. I guessed that, being into fashion and the arts, she was pretty open minded, so a hairless boyfriend wasn’t exactly earth-shattering.

It took a little getting used to, though. The first time I wore jeans after I shaved my legs, they felt weird. It was like the material was colder. Like it played with my skin in a strange way.

Even more strangely, when mine and Molly’s bare legs touched in bed, it always felt like a little tingle shot through me. Smooth skin on smooth skin felt kind of sexy.

Also, to my teammates’ credit, I did end up cycling a little faster from then on. But also I got assigned a nutritionist at the same time, so that was probably the more likely cause than my shaving. I used to eat pure garbage before that.

Still, the combination of all of those factors meant that I kept my legs shaved. There was a lot about it that I began to like.

But my shaved legs were also the reason Molly said yes.

They were the reason I wore my first ever dress.
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“Actually…” she thought for a second. “Would you mind if I did use you for a bit?”

I laughed. I hadn’t exactly expected her to say yes to me serving as a mannequin.

“Like, can I just hold it? I don’t want you sewing anything to me,” I told her.

“If you think that I would accidentally sew you, then you really don’t understand how good I am at this,” she pouted.

I always admired her self confidence in her work. She had earned it, to be fair to her. She was very good at what she did, even back then.

“Sorry, sorry,” I said lightheartedly. “But, like, shall I just hold it from the top so you can sew?”

“Sure,” she said. “Give it a try. Though hold it gently. Those shoulders are barely attached yet.”

I followed her advice and gently lifted the dress. I picked it from the very top and I properly saw it for the first time, rather than as a crumpled heap on her table.

The dress was made of a light pink mesh. It had a tight neckline and sleeves which only just about went past the shoulder. The torso section looked pretty figure hugging, but it puffed out to a short ruffled skirt beyond. It was all bunched up, like the material had been left to stack on top of itself. A little ribbon bow poked from the top of the skirt on both sides.

“Like this?” I asked, holding the garment outstretched, as if it were diseased.

“That’s fine,” she said.

I watched as Molly picked her needle and thread back up. She lifted part of the hem of the dress, and began subtly manipulating the material between her thumb and forefinger. She slowly and very carefully began to resume her work, pushing the needle into the dress, like how a surgeon might make the first incision.

Things felt normal again. The stress in the room dissipated and our conversation resumed. We spoke about campus gossip and movies and whatever else we would chat about as first year students, experiencing our young love.

Until Molly stopped her work again.

“No, it’s no good,” she huffed. “I need the structure. I might as well just be using a hanger.”

“Sorry, is it something I’m doing?” I asked, unsure of what she really meant.

“No, not you!” she quickly clarified. “It’s just that the mannequins in the studio create a structure to work with. Having it hanging flat, like that, just means that all the fabric feels like it’s merging into one.”

“Oh, right,” I said, still not entirely sure if I understood.

My business classes seemed a lot more straightforward, at times.

“I really wanted to get this finished tonight,” she explained. “It’s only, like, twenty more minutes of sewing. Plus I want to create a booklet to go with it and that’s gonna take at least a week in itself.”

“Well, what do you want to do?” I asked.

“Go to bed, I guess. Unless…” she paused for a second. “Unless you would actually fit into it.”

I laughed. Molly didn’t.

“Oh, you’re serious?” I queried.

“Hey, you offered,” she said, sounding serious.

“I guess I did.”

“Reckon you can fit into a size six?” she asked me.

“I don’t even know what that number means,” I told her, truthfully. “I’m a small or a medium in cycling jerseys, if that helps.”

I had always been a slim guy. Tall but skinny. It was more or less the perfect cycling build, really.

I liked to describe myself as ‘aerodynamic,’ though a more realistic term might have been ‘lanky.’

“I mean, you might do,” she said. “Would you mind?”

“No way!” I immediately shot back. “Would I mind? To clarify, you’re asking, ‘would I mind wearing a dress?’”

“Yeah!” she said, a little indignantly, as if i was making a big deal over nothing.

But then I realized that maybe I was making a big deal over nothing. It was helping with a fashion project for my girlfriend. My beautiful, talented girlfriend, who I already knew was going to go places. It was a little unorthodox, sure, but it was barely the craziest thing to ever happen.

“Well,” I laughed to myself briefly. “As long as literally nobody else ever hears about it.”

Her face lit up with her beautiful smile, the one that made me fall for her in the first place. All brilliant white teeth and a pair of little dimples to accompany them. I loved the way her eyes squinted a little as she did it, her long, black lashes shielding her eyes. She was way too gorgeous to say no to.

“Amazing!” she clapped her hands together. “Get your clothes off, then.”

“Why aren’t you always this forward with me?” I joked.

“Very good,” she replied, deadpan. “The mannequins in the studio talk a lot less.”

“Very good,” I echoed.

Regardless, I did as she asked. I kicked off my sneakers, undid my belt, and let my indigo jeans hit the floor. Then, I unbuttoned my black and purple flannel, stripping it off and adding it to the pile. I stood before her in just my white boxer shorts.

“Great,” she said. “Let’s see if this works.”

“Okay,” I agreed, feeling strangely exposed, despite her having seen me wearing less, before.

“Lift your arms and then stay still,” she said.

I did, and she climbed up onto her chair to get above me, lifting the dress with her as she went. I felt the soft mesh material brushing against my head and, within a few seconds, I was engulfed within it.

“Stay still,” she repeated, clearly noticing my instinctual flinching at all of the material piling over my face. It was like being buried alive in womenswear.

“Sorry.’

The last of the wide skirt section had passed over my head and arms, and the tighter torso part was coming down to follow. My arms squeezed together, pressing into the sides of my head, as the tight fabric forced them there.

The discomfort lasted for only a few seconds, as I felt my hands popping out through what must have been the arm holes. I was still unable to see, lost in the tunnel of dress which I had found myself in.

Moments later, my head popped out of the neck hole, to match. Funnily, that was the only bit that felt really tight. The rest of the dress fit pretty comfortably, when it was actually properly on me. There was some excess material around my chest, on account of my understandable lack of breasts, but otherwise it fit more or less like a glove.

The sleeves covered my narrow shoulders, the pink bodice hugged me tightly, and my smooth legs poked out of the bottom of the ruffled skirt. It probably suited me better than it should have.

“So I’m a size six, huh?” I asked, as soon as Molly had stopped adjusting the dress on me.

“Size six,” she confirmed. “Some women would kill for your body, Evan.”

“Hopefully you’ll fight them for me,” I replied.

She laughed, and then crouched down to the hem of the dress, needle and thread back in hand.

“Okay, if you hold still for like twenty minutes, you will be the absolute light of my life,” she said.

“I’m not already?” I asked.

“Just hold still.”

With that, she was working again. She circled around me a few times, the needle appearing and disappearing at the hem of the dress as she went.

I had no idea what she was doing, but she seemed to be super focussed on her work, like she’d hit some kind of flow of her own. We spoke, but sparingly. I more or less just stood and quietly thought about things. Not least how funny the situation was.

“And that’s it!” Molly finally announced.

“It’s done?” I asked.

“It’s done!” she confirmed. “Can you do me a favor and take a few steps?”

“Sure,“ I answered, looking around the space in the room, to assess the perfect catwalk to show off on.

I set one foot in front of the other, and theatrically stepped forth. I did a heel-toe kind of walk, my arms held slightly behind me as I moved. My hands were outstretched a little, palms parallel with the floor. I was aiming for ‘camp.’

“Work it,” Molly said, clearly appreciating my vigor and enthusiasm.

I reached the far corner of her room, spun on the spot, and walked back towards her.

“Now pull those cords,” she said to me, pointing towards the ribbons that were on both sides of my hips.

I looked down and found some rose gold toggles at the end of the ribbons. I grabbed both of them between my forefinger and thumb, started walking again, and carefully pulled the toggles. The bows undid, and the bottom of the dress immediately began to fall away.

“Oh shit I’m sorry!” I blurted, thinking I’d broken the dress.

Molly laughed.

“Look down, dummy.”

The way she said that always cracked me up. There was never any malice in it. Calling each other ‘dummy’ had become kind of an in-joke. We had established that it was maybe the least insulting insult that a person could use, so we used it a lot. We felt that it could defuse tension in even the most stressful situation.

Having just become her mannequin for the first time, ‘dummy’ felt more fitting than ever.

So I looked down. The left of the folded, ruffled section of the dress had fallen away and turned itself into a long, flowing skirt. It trailed along the floor behind where I had walked. But that hadn’t happened on the right hand side, which had stopped halfway down my thigh.

“Wow,” I uttered as I finally understood why her project had been such a huge undertaking.

“Yeah but look at that,” she pointed at the section of dress which was still bunched up on my thigh. “That’s not meant to do that.”

“Oh,” was all I could think to say.

“No, this is good!” she told me.

“How?” I asked.

“Well, I tested it on the mannequin like a hundred times,” she explained. “You should just be able to pull that ribbon and have it turn into a maxi-dress, then hoist it back up and tie it to make it a minidress again. It worked perfectly on the mannequin, but clearly it doesn’t work if you pull it while you’re moving.”

“So I’ve helped?”

“Yeah!” she enthusiastically responded. “I was going to get the dress modeled. If my model pulled that cord and it didn’t work on the day, I’d probably flunk this.”

“I doubt you’d flunk,” I argued.

“Whatever. I wouldn’t be happy with it, and that’s at least as important.”

“Fair,” I conceded.

“Hold still again, I need to fix your dress,” she told me.

“My dress?” I asked.

“Is now, my beautiful supermodel in training,” she joked.

If I had only known how right she was.
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It turned out that her project dress was only the start. A lot of Molly’s projects were hugely ambitious and, as I stood there, wearing that dress of hers for the first time, she realized something. She realized how useful - no, vital - it was to her, having a live model as she created her clothes.

I spent that whole evening wearing her dress, as she worked to make sure that it finally worked the way she wanted it to. I walked back and forth in her room, testing the ribbons again and again, until she had it solved.

Weirdly, it was a really nice evening. It probably should have been a chore, testing the design again and again, but any time with Molly was a treasure. Always had been. We could talk for hours and never run out of things to say. Wearing a dress for a few hours was a small price to pay, for that.

That system continued throughout the rest of college. I would serve as Molly’s mannequin whenever things got complex and, to her credit, she did incredibly well in every project I was a part of.

I always joked that she owed her whole fashion degree to me, and at times I felt like she genuinely believed it.

In our apartment in the city, things didn’t change. With her working on designs at home, I would all but be working with her. I really didn’t mind. In fact, it had become strangely normal, wearing dresses for Molly.

I would go about my regular life and she would work on whatever I was wearing. I would wear a cocktail dress while I was watching Sunday football. I might have some elaborate, tiered cami-top on, as I was finishing a video game. I once wore a skirt when I was updating my tax information.

It was normal.

Until, one day, things became a little abnormal. Molly had been stressed. And I meant she was real stressed. She always took her work extremely seriously, which led to her putting a lot of pressure on herself, but that week was different.

That week was the eve of fashion week.

Molly had been selected to submit designs that Wattel and Mason might potentially run in their fashion week campaign. She was pretty new at the company and had been given next to no notice to get something together to submit.

She explained that, normally, she would have been considered as far too junior to submit. But the higher-ups at Wattel and Mason decided, at the last minute, that they would forget that rule for Molly. But that meant only one thing; pressure.

Molly had a few designs that she had half-completed in her spare time. Different dresses, some pants, an elaborate top or two. She threw all of them around the apartment, trying to figure out which one to focus on.

Eventually, she decided. A dress.

It was mostly completed, which was maybe what drove the decision. However she also told me that the color and style roughly matched the rest of the run that Wattel and Mason were working with, for their fashion week collection. The only issue was that it was Friday evening when they told her to submit something. She needed photos submitted by Monday.

It was a huge opportunity for Molly. Getting something into fashion week at any point in a designer’s career was life-changing. Getting something in fashion week as a junior designer was basically unheard of. Even I understood that.

I was willing to do whatever it took to help her.

Naturally, “whatever it took” was more modeling. That Friday night, instead of going out for dinner like we had planned, I found myself in yet another of Molly’s dresses.

This one felt different, for some reason. It felt special. Maybe it was because I knew how important it could be for her, but I wanted to believe there was more to it than that. Molly helped me into it in front of our living room mirror.

“How’s it feel?” she asked me, as the material clung to my body.

I looked at myself and assessed the dress. The question of how a garment felt to me had become an important one, for Molly’s process. I had worn so many of Molly’s work-in-progress outfits, that I had actually become a pretty good barometer for how well an outfit was coming together.

I had sort of an innate sense of what was good or bad in a piece of clothing, though I could never quite articulate why I felt that way.

The dress was beautiful. A lot of her designs before that dress had shown a sort of brutal look to them. There was a lot of black leather and aggressive shapes, as that had been the Wattel and Mason campaign direction for months.

This was a world apart from that campaign.

This was a beautiful blue evening gown, finished with individually sewn sequins and sparkles. She was submitting for a formalwear collection for fashion week, as formalwear had always been a passion of hers. She liked trying to create timeless pieces, and the blue dress for sure felt like one of them.

The dress fit perfectly, as ever. The top of it sat across my chest, just below my armpits. It formed two gently, semicircular cups above where an actual woman’s breasts would have been. They became a seamless bodice, which hugged my torso tightly, with some excess material forming little decorative folds and rolls across my upper body.

Those folds formed tighter ruffles above my hips, which then flattened out again to form a figure-hugging skirt. The skirt section ran around halfway down my thigh at the front, but extended at the rear by a few more inches. My still clean-shaven legs showed generously from beneath the hem.

The whole garment was expertly crafted, as I had come to expect from Molly. It looked stunning.

“It feels incredible,” I told her. “It looks incredible.”

“You think?” she checked.

“I know. This is one of your best yet.”

She smiled at me, warmly, her beautiful dimples coming out for me to see.

“Well, we’ve got a lot of work to do before this is ready,” she said.

I always liked it when she spoke as if I was part of her creative process. I generally just sat or stood around as she did the actual work, but I still felt that she genuinely believed that my role in her process was almost as important as her own.

That weekend was intense. Molly specifically asked me not to pick up any work over the weekend, if I could avoid it, as she needed me. I found it hard not to oblige. With her covering so much of our rent, I never wanted to argue with her financial decisions.

It meant my weekend was spent in a blue dress, as it slowly came to be one of her early masterpieces. We ordered food, I played video games, and did some studying for my job.

I did all of it dressed to kill.

Well, dressed to kill if I was a woman who was due to go on a high end date.

By Sunday evening, Molly was finally done. I’d barely worn my own clothes since Friday afternoon, but the payoff was good. Molly was thrilled with her work, and I was equally as impressed.

I was about to propose a celebratory drink. We had some good wine on the shelf that we were saving for the proper occasion. That felt like it. But then I saw Molly’s face, and it read nothing but panic.

“What’s wrong?” I asked her.

“I need to submit this tonight,” she said.

“And?” I asked

I was trying my best not to sound dismissive, but it didn’t sound like that big of a deal. It was her first submission to Wattel and Mason, so I didn’t fully understand the process and the ins-and-outs.

“And that means I need photos,” she explained.

“So let me take this thing off and get it on a hanger, or something,” I suggested.

“No,” she stressed, “it needs to be modeled. That’s how these submissions work.”

“Oh,” I finally began to understand. “You got anyone you can call?”

“No!” she repeated. “It’s Sunday night and I’m a junior. Do you really think I can call in that kind of favor?”

“Fair point,” I admitted.

There was silence for a moment.

“Why don’t you just put it on?” I asked her.

“Seriously?” she immediately replied.

“Seriously! What’s wrong with that?”

She looked at me for a moment, an almost exasperated look on her face.

“Look at me,” she said. “Look at my body and look at yours.”

I did as she suggested. We did have very different builds. I was rail thin, my every spare moment still being filled with cycling and cardiovascular exercise. She, on the other hand, had stunning feminine curves. Her hips were wide, waist was narrow, and breasts were incredible, to say the very least.

I was a big fan of her body.

“Yeah?” I said, seeing the problem but not fully seeing any other solution.

“I won’t fit in that!” she reiterated. “It works on you because you’ve basically got the same build as all of our models. You’re all built like human clothes rails.”

“Is that a compliment?” I asked.

She laughed briefly but then looked serious again.

“Look,” she said. “There’s only one way I can make this happen. Can you please just wear that dress for me? Just for a couple of photos.”

“No way!” I immediately protested.

“Please!” Molly practically begged. “I won’t have your face in it, you can turn your head away from the camera. Just let your hair down, nobody would ever know it’s you. I’ll just say it was some girl I know.”

I had grown my hair into a topknot, since leaving college. The JPS offices were a hugely formal affair, so growing my hair out was one of the only ways I felt like I still had any real independence in my style. The suit and topknot look was all I had.

That did mean my hair was pretty long when it wasn’t tied up. She was right. From the right angle, I could probably pass as a woman.

“I don’t know,” I said, hesitantly. “Like, it’s all well and good doing this in private, but I feel like other people seeing photos of me kind of crosses a line.”

“I get that,” she said, a hint of desperation in her voice. “I really do. And I appreciate everything you do for me in even wearing this stuff in the first place. I know most guys would never dream of it. But please, let me just take one photo, and then can you decide after you look at it?”

I thought for a second. I had nothing to lose. I figured I’d let her take the photo and then if I said no, I’d at least have seemed like I was doing everything I could for her.

“Okay, sure, once photo,” I conceded.

She planted a deep kiss on my lips. Her bronze lipstick stuck to me as she pulled away.

“You are my hero,” she said.

She went and got her camera. It was a pretty decent DSLR which she had used to shoot a few shows for her own learning. As soon as she returned, she started directing me.

“Okay, hair down,” she commanded.

“Yes ma’am,” I responded, untying my long, blond locks.

I shook my head and the hair tumbled down to just above my shoulders. When it wasn’t tied and styled, it looked a little like a blond version of Molly’s own bob haircut. Well, a kind of tangled and untamed and uncared for version, but a little like hers nonetheless.

She moved over to a spot on the other side of the room and aimed the camera my way.

“Great. Face me and then look over your shoulder, away from the camera,” she instructed.

I did as she asked. My body faced her but my head was turned away as much as I could manage. I heard the click of her camera’s shutter.

“Perfect,” she announced. “Come look at this.”

We walked to each other and she showed me the photo preview on the camera’s screen. To her credit, she wasn’t wrong. The photo looked nothing like me. With my hair down, my shaved legs, and the fact I was wearing a dress, it looked like a photo of any random woman.

“Oh,” was all I could think to say.

“You see?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I hesitated for a second. “Do I look like a woman?”

I was a little confused by it. I thought I had a masculine body, despite my slender frame. I hadn’t realized that I gave off such a feminine aura. Molly just laughed.

“Of course not,” she laughed a little again. “You only look like a woman if you’re wearing a dress. A blue, sparkly cocktail dress tends to do that to a person.”

“Fair point,” I once again conceded.

“So are you happy for me to take some photos?” she asked.

I still wasn’t totally comfortable with it, but there was a lot riding on my response. Those photos could have been the thing that made Molly’s fashion career. They could have been the most important thing to ever happen for her.

“Yeah,” I said a little hesitantly. “I guess.”

“Amazing!” she squealed.

She threw her arms around me and kissed me on the lips again. We held each other for a moment, my blue dress pressed against her far more casual black skinny jeans and off-white, knit sweater.

“There’s just one thing,” she told me.

“What?” I asked.

“Look here,” she said, chuckling ever so slightly as she pointed to the DSLR’s small screen.

“What is it?” I asked, starting to feel self-conscious about Molly’s amusement.

“Here’s one way you definitely don’t look like a woman.”

I looked at where she pointed on the screen. It was at my crotch. There, undeniably, was the bulge of my genitals. I suddenly felt a lot less self-conscious. I couldn’t help but join Molly in her laughter.

“Reckon Mr. Wattel would like that?” I asked her.

“I’m not going to answer that because I don’t want to get fired,” she answered, laughing again. “But we gotta do something about that, though.”

“I really do not like the sound of that,” I replied, nervously.

Molly was unable to contain her laughter as she spoke. “I know a great plastic surgeon.”

“Very good.”

“Haven’t you got like a million pairs of cycling shorts? Would those work?” she suggested.

I thought for a second. She was right. I had loads of compression shorts. Some of them I never wore because they flattened my bulge so much. I always found it a little embarrassing to head out on the bike looking so smooth, down below.

“That might work,” I conceded.

“Great!”

I went to our bedroom and rooted through our dresser. Right at the back of the bottom of a drawer, there they were. My tiny black compression shorts, the ones I only wore if I had somehow run out of every single other pair.

I cautiously hiked up the dress over my hips, and pulled my boxer shorts down. In their place, I slid the compression shorts up my legs. I had almost forgotten how tight they were.

With some effort and more than some discomfort, I got them into position. They squeezed my genitals flat to my body. I was glad none of my other shorts fit that way.

As I pulled the hem of the dress back, part covering my thighs, I looked down at myself. The front of my dress was completely smooth.

It had worked.

I returned to the living room and Molly clasped her hands together as soon as she saw me. Her eyes lit up and a smile crossed her face. She seemed more excited than I imagined most girlfriends would look, to see their other half missing some genitals.

“Perfect!” she said. “Let’s do it. Stand over there.”

She pointed to a vacant space in the room, somewhere between all of her work stuff and our TV. I walked over and awaited my next command.

“Perfect. Do the same again. Face me, look away.”

I did as she asked and heard the shutter click again. After that, I was side on, looking away. Then, I was being shot from the rear. Finally, my other side.

Just those four photos, and we were done.

“Perfect!” she announced again. “Are you okay with these?”

She walked over to me, her arm outstretched to offer the camera. I took it and flicked through the photos she had just taken.

None of them looked like me. You couldn’t see my face in any of them, just my longish blond hair, the blue dress, and my shaved legs, showing from beneath the hem. They all looked like photos of a woman.

“I actually look pretty great,” I admitted.

“I know, right?”

“You’re going to submit these, then?” I asked.

“If you’re happy with that,” she checked.

“You know what? Go ahead,” I said.

“Thank you! You don’t even know how much you’ve helped me,” she replied.

“Well,” I said, “I just hope Wattel and Mason like them.”

To Molly’s delight, it turned out that they did like them.

It turned out that they liked them a hell of a lot more than I ever bargained for.
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The following week went by pretty uneventfully, for me. I interned at JPS Monday, Tuesday, and Thursday, and had a pretty full-on day of bike couriering on Wednesday. Friday, though, things changed.

At about 2pm, I got back to the apartment from a morning of couriering, so that I could get some lunch in our apartment. To my surprise, Molly was already there. I nearly jumped out of my skin, seeing her. She’d never been at home that early on a workday before.

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, once I had calmed my nerves. “Not that I’m not happy to see you, obviously.”

“You’re not going to believe this,” she replied, the excitement clear in her voice. “They want to run my design. Benoit Wattel himself signed off on it.”

“What the hell?” I asked, my excitement now matching her own. “You’re getting in fashion week?”

“I’m getting in fashion week!” she screamed.

She ran over to me and her arms were around me in an instant. I hugged her back, with her squeezing me the tightest that she ever had. We rocked back and forth on the spot, as if we were willing the emotions to dissipate a little.

“Baby, that’s amazing,” I told her, my face buried in her dark hair.

“Thank you,” she replied. “I wouldn’t be here without you.”

I laughed.

“I’m sure you would.”

She let go of me and pushed herself out of my hug, just enough so we could see face to face.

“No way,” she disagreed. “It’s literally because of you.”

“Well, not really,” I explained. “I didn’t design anything. I didn’t imagine anything. I just stood there. You’ve got to give yourself the credit you deserve, sometimes.”

“Well yeah, normally I’d agree, but it wasn’t just the dress that Mr. Wattel liked,” Molly told me.

“What?” I asked, simply.

“He told me that I had an excellent eye for models, as well.”

I laughed, hard. It was frankly hysterical, the idea that he had seen me and thought that I was a good model. But I noticed that Molly wasn’t laughing along.

“What, that’s not funny?” I asked.

“I guess it is,” she conceded. “But I need to ask you another favor.”

“What?”

“We need another set of photos,” Molly began. “They want to run a full set with shoes and the makeup color palette, so they can decide for sure whether they want to run my design.”

“So get a real model!” I immediately protested. “You want me for those photos?”

“Evan, I don’t have time to get a real model,” she explained. “It’s Friday again. Nothing's changed since last weekend, I’m definitely not getting a model from the Wattel and Mason books at this short notice.”

“But you just got told you’re getting a design in fashion week,” I argued.

“But I’m still a junior. And I’ve not got something in fashion week yet. I’ve just got a chance to get something in fashion week.”

“So what are you saying?” I asked.

“I’m saying,” she said, “that I need you to model the dress again.”

“You’re serious?”

“Evan, I wish I wasn’t. But this is a huge chance for me. This is my chance to make it in this company. I’d be one of the youngest designers ever to get a design into a Wattel and Mason fashion week.” She looked me in the eyes. “This could make me.”

“I get that,” I agreed. “I really do. But what would it do for me? How would you feel if you were in my shoes, right now?”

“No, I know,” she stopped making eye contact with me. “I know it’s probably pretty embarrassing.”

“Pretty embarrassing? Wearing your dress around the apartment is pretty embarrassing. Having photos of me in a dress, heels, and makeup, all shared around a fashion company is outright humiliating. No, it’d be more than humiliating, it’d be…” I trailed off. “I haven’t even got a word for how that’d feel.”

“Nobody will ever see the photos!”

That was seemingly the one part of my complaint that she decided to tackle.

“How would nobody see the photos? Doesn’t somebody have to see them to sign off on them?” I asked.

“Okay,” she admitted, “Benoit Wattel will be seeing the photos. But he won’t care. He won’t even remember who was in the photo. He just cares that the dress is right for the collection.”

“So your boss is seeing the photos?”

“Yes,” she was looking at me again. “But do you get how important that is, as well? I’m literally the only junior who has even seen the inside of waiting room. Nobody else who joined this year has even been in the same room as Benoit Wattel.”

I admittedly barely did understand how important that was. I had never heard the name ‘Benoit Wattel,’ prior to our conversation that afternoon. It didn’t take much guesswork to figure out who he was, but I wasn’t exactly starstruck, hearing his name. My thoughts were very mixed, to say the least.

On the one hand, I was absolutely ecstatic for Molly. I loved her beyond belief, and it felt to me as if her success was my success. Any time I saw the passion in her eyes for her work, I felt it too. Any time I had a chance to help her grow and achieve in her chosen vocation, I took it. I would have done anything for her.

On the other hand, this felt like the one thing I wouldn’t do for her. Wearing her clothes as she made them, from that very first time in college, felt pretty weird. Molly never made it feel weird, far from it, she was nothing but grateful any time I helped out. But the fact was that I was a guy and I was wearing her dresses.

I had always been comfortable in my masculinity. Wearing a dress didn’t frighten me or anything. I wasn’t worried that I’d put on a skirt that Molly was working on, and then suddenly I’d want to go out and marry a guy. I was a straight man, who was simply helping out his girlfriend, in a very unorthodox way.

But the photos from the weekend before had felt like they’d taken things a little further than I was comfortable with. It was one thing serving as a tool for Molly to work with, but somebody actually seeing me in her finished work, meant that we had crossed some kind of line.

This, then - the idea of me wearing a pair of women’s shoes, and having my makeup done for additional photos - felt like the line had been absolutely obliterated. The line would have been crossed about fifteen miles ago and then destroyed behind us in some kind of scorched earth policy.

“No way,” I said again. “I’m sorry but this is way too much.”

Molly’s face dropped. She sat down on our couch, placed her elbows on her knees, and rested her chin in her hands. She sighed.

“Okay,” she said. “I did think I was probably asking a lot.”

“Sorry,” I replied.

“You don’t have to apologize,” she told me. “Again, I thought it was probably too much. I just figured I’d ask, on the off-chance you did say yes.”

She laughed, though it was without much enthusiasm.

“Sorry,” I repeated. “I love helping you. You know I do. This just feels weird, though. I’m not a crossdresser. I don’t, like, enjoy wearing women’s clothes. I’m just happy wearing your clothes because I love seeing you succeed, and I love being part of that.”

“No, I get it,” she explained. “And thank you, I appreciate that. I know it’s weird and uncomfortable at times. I just didn’t know what else to do. I don’t know how I’ll get these test photos to Mr. Wattel without a model.”

I thought for a moment, searching for a way forward. Ridiculously, my mind first settled on my pangs of hunger. I’d been cycling all morning and I still hadn’t eaten any lunch. I had never been much of a thinker on an empty stomach.

“How about this,” I said, trying to move the conversation to a point where it would no longer be rude to fix myself a sandwich. “The rest of the afternoon, we’ll call around. We’ll call anyone we can think of. We’ll find somebody who can fit your dress and who can stand in for a proper model. How does that sound?”

“It sounds good,” Molly agreed.

She didn’t look all that much happier, though.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Sorry, nothing, I appreciate you helping,” she paused. “I guess I’m just nervous. Like, I need the model tomorrow morning, at the latest. That way I can have time to alter the dress fitting, do makeup, and take photos. Then I can spend Sunday doing any edits and still have time to submit. It just feels tight.”

“Tight,” I agreed, “but not impossible!”

“I guess not.”

There was silence again for a moment, before she looked at me and spoke.

“It’s just that the dress was mostly built around your frame. How many six foot women do you know who fit a size six dress?”

“Not many,” I conceded, thinking for a moment. “How would I even ask that? Do I need to message my JPS colleagues and say ‘hey, I know we only know each other in a professional capacity but what dress size are you?’ Is that okay?”

“No.”

“Yup. I’ve got nothing,” I admitted. “I’m sorry, this is harder than I thought it would be. Have you eaten anything yet?”

I snuck that last bit in because food was beginning to be all I could think about.

“I’m not hungry,” she told me.

“Tell me if you change your mind,” I said, as I began rummaging around in our kitchenette to find sandwich ingredients.

“I don’t know what I can do,” she told me.

“About lunch?”

“No, dummy,” she said, our in-joke still being as useful as ever. “About the photos.”

“Sorry,” I said again, as I slathered a slice of bread with mayo. “Busy morning.”

Silence resumed as I worked on my sandwich. After a couple of minutes, I had created a monster of chicken, lettuce, avocado, and mayonnaise. As I took my first bite, everything finally felt right in the world.

“How about this,” I began to propose, my optimism renewed by the sandwich. “We spend the afternoon looking for amateur models, using that database or whatever it is you have access to. By the end of the day, we’re bound to find someone suitable.”

“And if we don’t?” Molly asked.

I took another life-affirming bite of my sandwich.

“We’ll do something more dramatic,” I replied.

I wasn’t entirely sure what I meant. I had no real plan-b. I was just happy to be eating something.

And so the great search began. Molly and I looked through her modeling database and started filtering the results. We realized fairly quickly however, that our requirements were leaving us with a narrow pool of suitable models.

We needed a woman, who was size six, and around six feet tall. She needed a narrow build, as similar to my own as possible. That was essential as there wasn’t enough time to completely alter the dress in order to fit a woman with the actual curves you’d expect to see on an actual woman.

On top of that, she had to be contractually allowed to work with Wattel and Mason. They also needed to be either based in the city, or close enough to it to get to our apartment the next morning. Plus, they had to be willing to work for next to nothing, as Molly was paying for the shoot from her own pocket.

After we added up all of those factors, plus a few more that only Molly really understood, we assessed the photos. We looked at images from every single result to see if they were actually suitable for the shoot.

After our final run-down, it left us with just twelve appropriate women. Twelve. I was expecting amateur models to be a dime a dozen where we lived, but apparently not.

The filtering and screening of potential candidates had taken all afternoon. It was already 7pm when we had finally found those women, who we felt might be just about appropriate for the shoot. I offered to call the first half of the list, Molly called the second.

Of the twelve we called, five didn’t answer, and it was getting way too late to wait for a call back. Four were out of the city, or were on other work the following day, meaning that they couldn’t make it.

One was sick - like, she sounded really sick - and, although she offered to come over anyway, we didn’t want to take her up on the offer

One just straight up turned down our offer, saying she didn’t do ”that kind of work,” whatever that meant.

Our final candidate, the last one we pinned our hopes on, told us that her database entry must have been way out of date. She told us that she was, by then, a very successful plus-size model.

That left us with nobody. Not a single model. A city of millions of people and not a single one of them could put on a dress for a couple hours to earn a hundred bucks.

“Well, that’s it,” Molly said, as we hung up the phone for the final time. “I’m not going to be in fashion week.”

“There’s nothing you can do?” I asked. “You can’t just tell your boss that you couldn’t get a proper shoot done? Can’t you just ask them to get you a model on Monday, and then you can submit photos by the end of the day?”

“Not a chance,” she said, with a surprising amount of patience for what was probably a stupid question. “Final decisions are being made on Monday morning. They won’t wait for me, some random junior, before they make their final decisions for their entire fashion week campaign.”

“Okay,” I said, not entirely sure what else to say. “At least you saved a hundred dollars.”

Molly laughed. It was good to hear. She’d barely cracked a smile since we started looking for her model.

“We’ll need that,” she told me. “When we’re destitute. Out in the streets because I can’t submit a single design.”

I laughed back.

“It sucks though,” she told me. “Getting something in fashion week has always been such a huge dream of mine. Well, it’s a huge dream of, like, anybody who has ever touched a sewing machine. It sucks that I was this close to being considered for it. By Wattel and Mason, of all people. But then I couldn’t do it because I don’t have a stupid model.”

The laughter had ended. Molly was very visibly dejected once again.

I hated seeing her that way. She had resumed her slumped posture, elbows on knees, chin on hands. It spoke of a sadness to me that was unfathomable. It was the posture of a dream that had died. It was a low she had never felt before.

I couldn’t stand to see it.

“I’ll do it,” I said.

“What?” she asked.

“I’ll do it,” I repeated. “I’ll model the dress.”
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I had barely ever seen Molly so excited, as when I told her I would pose for her photos. She was practically bouncing off the walls, with her dream now given life once again.

That evening, we ordered food, had a couple of drinks, and we made love. It was a pretty perfect evening. Until we set an alarm, so that we’d be able to start our work early the next morning.

When our alarm went off at 5:30am, I wondered to myself what the hell I was doing. When I was looking at Molly, the evening before, I felt that I was willing to do anything to fix the sadness that was eating her alive. That early on a Saturday morning, considering what I was about to do for her, I wasn’t sure if I still felt the same way.

Still, though, it was a little late to back out. Molly’s dream had already died once that weekend. I sure as hell didn’t want to be the one to kill it for a second time.

“Ready?” Molly asked, with far too much energy for that hour on a weekend.

“Ready,” I answered, with far less energy.

Molly was up and ready in no time. I lazily brushed my teeth, reluctantly got in the shower, and hesitantly began to give my legs a quick once-over with my razor. They were already pretty smooth, but the stakes were a lot higher that morning.

“Do you reckon anybody has ever done this before?” I called out to Molly, as I shaved.

“Done what?” she called back.

“Like, has anyone ever used a man model women’s clothes?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she laughed. “It’s not a particularly original move. A couple years ago, Durand ran a whole campaign where men modeled their line of womenswear, and vice-versa.”

“Oh,” was all I replied.

“Yeah,” she repeated. “Someone like Benoit Wattel probably wouldn’t even look twice at the photo, if he did clock that there was a guy wearing my dress.”

“Huh.”

I went back to preparing myself. She poked her head into the room and spoke again.

“Make sure you shave your face and your armpits, too. I would rather Mr. Wattel didn’t think that I was trying to copy that Durand campaign. He’s been rivals with them for years.”

“Right,” I said, semi-reluctantly.

“I need to go to the office,” she told me. “I need to get some stuff. I’ll be back in an hour, absolute max. Don’t forget to wash and condition your hair. And use cleanser and moisturizer on your face.”

“Sure,” I answered, as she was already practically out the door.

Regardless of my reluctance, I did as she asked. Shaving my face was naturally no big deal. I’d never shaved my armpits before, though. I wasn’t against it as such, it just seemed a bit much. Like I was being pushed a little further down a path that I already didn’t particularly want to be on.

Still, I persevered. After I was done, I stepped out, toweled off, moisturized my face, and prepared a three course breakfast. Molly returned just as I was finishing my breakfast-dessert, still only wearing my towel.

“You sure you’re happy to do this?” Molly asked, as I finished the cereal.

I was not sure. In fact, I was more sure that I did not want to do it at all.

I did not want to spend my Saturday morning getting a makeover, so that I could wear a dress and high heels. I did not want to pose for however many photos that Molly needed, to submit her dress for fashion week consideration. I did not then want her boss to see those photos.

There was nothing I wanted less.

I was not happy to do this.

“Of course!” I replied.

Because, also, I didn’t want her dream to die.

“Great!” she enthused. “Hurry up, the sooner we get started, the better.”

In a way, I figured she was right. The sooner we got started, the sooner we got finished. I was also still half asleep. I thought that, maybe if I clung onto that delirium, I wouldn’t mind so much all of the things which were happening to me.

I wolfed down the rest of my breakfast and followed Molly over to her work desk.

“You ever worn makeup before?” she asked me, as if it was the most normal question in the world to ask of a man in his early twenties.

“Can’t say I have,” I told her.

“Well, you might like it,” she replied.

“Sure,” I paused for a second. “You ever done makeup on a guy before?”

“Yes, actually,” she said.

“Really?” I was unable to hide my disbelief.

“Really,” she confirmed. “In that makeup artistry module I did, we had a class taught by a guy who used to do drag. We practiced some techniques on some male volunteers.”

“Was it hard to find male volunteers?” I asked.

“Nope. The course paid volunteers like eighty bucks to do anything like that. We generally had more volunteers signing up than we needed. All they had to do was sit around for two hours while we made a mess of their makeup or hair or whatever. It was easy money.”

“Huh.”

“So you can basically just go to sleep again during this, for all it matters,” she explained. “Just make sure you’re not too expressive or that you don’t talk too much when I’m doing something important.”

“How will I know when you’re doing something important?” I asked.

“I guess it’s all going to be pretty important.”

I laughed and watched as Molly dragged a couple of huge bags from by our front door.

“What are those?” I asked.

“Everything we need for today,” she answered, vaguely.

“Not gonna tell me?”

“I don’t want you to have any more reason to try and back out,” she replied.

“Great.”

She opened up one of the bags and started retrieving various makeup tubes and bottles and tools. I looked at my face in the mirror, making eye contact with myself and thinking about what I was just about to do.

“Let’s go,” Molly announced. “This is primer.”

She picked up a white tube and squeezed out a blob of gooey looking liquid onto her two first fingers. She dabbed some on my nose, the center of my forehead, my cheekbones, and my chin. I watched as she smeared the primer from the middle of my face towards the edge.

It was cool and strangely soft. Like a less-liquid version of the moisturizer I had just used. After each smear of her fingers, I noticed that the pores in my face looked less defined. The thin lines that were by my cheeks and on my forehead lessened. It was like filler for my face.

“How was that?” she asked.

“Fine,” I told her. “You haven’t really done anything yet.”

“True. Still thought I’d ask. I’m going to do some color correction now.”

“Is my color wrong?” I asked, genuinely not sure what she meant.

She laughed at me.

“Horribly wrong. But no, I need to hide the darker patches where your facial hair grows, and I need to cover any little blotches,” she explained.

“Right.”

She took a peachy colored tube and squeezed some onto a stubby makeup brush. She applied the peach color around my jawline, until any of the signs of slight darkness on my cheeks and neck were gone. She then opened another, smaller tube, and pulled out an internal applicator. She dotted a light liquid over the couple of adult-acne blemishes that I still hadn’t managed to clear.

“Foundation, now,” she said.

I didn’t reply. I was strangely gripped by what she was doing. I hadn’t lied when I told Molly it was my first time wearing makeup. I had never seen my face changing like that before. I couldn’t exactly say I was enjoying it, but I couldn’t look away. It was that classic watching-a-train-wreck kind of reaction.

Molly picked out a few different bottles of foundation and held them up to my face and neck. She ran through about six different tubes, before seeming to settle on a final two. She held them both to either side of my face, and then pumped a little bit of each onto the back of my hand.

“Nice,” she said to nobody in particular, and put one of the bottles away.

Molly took a little sponge from her huge bag and then walked over to the kitchen faucet. She soaked the sponge in water, then squeezed it out a few times. I had nothing to say. I didn’t even know what to say, or to ask, or what I would even want to know.

She came back over to me and smeared onto the sponge a little of the primer she had used. Next, she picked her selected foundation tube back up and squeezed some onto the back of her own hand. She dabbed the sponge into it, and then finally dabbed some of it onto my face.

The sponge bounced all over my face. It was like some minuscule and very soft boxer was working a speed-bag on my skin. Molly made the sponge keep impacting me, having it spring back off immediately, and then squish into my skin again immediately after.

She was dabbing with speed and precision. I opted to close my eyes. I was a little worried she was going to get me in one of them with her frantic patting.

“You okay?” she asked me.

“As okay as I can be, I guess,” I answered.

“You’re not enjoying this at all?”

“No,” was my blunt and honest response.

“Oh, sorry,” she said. “I always enjoyed getting my makeup done. It feels like a kind of a massage or something to me. I hoped that maybe you’d come around on it.”

“Not yet,” I replied.

She had nearly finished her dabbing. The sponge did feel kind of nice, I supposed. It was gentle and light as it met with my skin, the foundation it left behind was soft and airy. Equally though, the only massages I had ever experienced were sports massages when I was on the cycling team.

They were anything but gentle and light.

My face was covered with the foundation which, to Molly’s credit, matched my actual skin tone excellently. She had brought the powdery looking liquid partway down my neck, and also slightly onto my ears. It was almost seamless, the way the makeup ended and my real skin began.

She did admittedly cover my eyebrows a little, which seemed uncharacteristically sloppy. I decided not to call her out on that, though. It didn’t feel like a particularly necessary argument to start.

Molly picked the bottle of concealer back up and applied it to a few more select locations on my skin. It was sort of hard not to be engrossed. I didn’t like what she was doing, but I had to admit that she seemed very good at it.

“Powder, now,” Molly said, taking a flat, circular dish from the bag.

I had nothing to say to that. She took a flat, spongy disc from the powder pot and dabbed it into the pot it had just come from. She started patting that onto my face as well. It looked all but identical to the foundation she had just applied, in my opinion. I finally had a question.

“Why this? How’s this any different to what you just did?”

“Good question,” she replied, sounding almost like she was proud of me for asking. “It’s basically the same, but this is a fully matte powder.”

“I don’t know what that means,” I told her.

“Well, the liquid foundation can sometimes catch light. You don’t want that in photos. So this matte powder gives your skin a really even finish. Like, you can completely control how you look with this stuff,” she explained.

“Ah.”

The photos. I had almost forgotten about the photos. Being given a makeover by my own girlfriend was a weird enough start to the day. That distraction meant that I had all but blocked from my mind the fact she was going to document it.

She carried on. My face became less and less shiny and became smooth and buffed, like I had been airbrushed. My skin basically had the texture of a peach. I didn’t know if that was desirable or not.

“This is where things are going to get really wild,” she told me.

“This isn’t wild already?” I asked.

“Okay, like, yeah, sure,” she gestured with the powder pad with each individual word. “But what I mean is that I’m about to do your bronzer and contour. Your face is going to start looking real different.”

“My bronzer and contour,” I echoed, begrudgingly.

“You’re not going down without a fight, huh?”

She didn’t wait for my response. She took a dark stick and ran streaks of it down the side of my nose, then in the hollows of my cheeks and around my hairline. She then took a brush full of bronzer from the pot and ran it on my jaw and the edges of my cheek.

A new sponge was selected and Molly once again began dabbing my face. The dark streaks of the contour stick buffed into my face, until there was a smooth gradient between the light color of the foundation and the dark color of the stick. The same happened with the bronzer, giving my face a little tanned glow in a few, select areas.

Molly was right, my face was starting to look different. My jaw was more defined, but in a subtly feminine way. The hollow of my cheeks looked deeper. It made my cheekbones pop, somehow.

My cheekbone was where Molly first applied some of the highlighter. It was a similar stick to the contour, but a really light shade. A few shades lighter than the foundation, or my own skin.

She smeared the light shade over the other cheekbone, down the center of my nose, and in a little T-shape between my eyebrows. The dabbing once again resumed, and the highlights and lowlights all seamlessly flowed into one another.

She was right. I did look different. My face had taken on a more feminine shape. My nose was slender, my jawline was softer, my cheeks looked higher and more like a woman’s.

With those finished, she took the highlighter to my neck. She applied a little around the edges of my shallow Adam’s apple, and then blended that out as well. Within a few moments, it had all but disappeared.

“This is weird,” I told Molly.

“Good weird or bad weird?” she asked.

“I think just regular weird.”

I wasn’t sure if I liked what I was seeing. It was strange, watching my face warp into something that I didn’t recognize. She took what looked like a pencil from the bag and took an end off. It had a tiny comb, with which she used to brush my eyebrows, which were still slightly covered in the foundation.

An eyebrow comb was something I had not even really considered needed to exist. She teased the hairs upwards, until they all looked like they had the same grain. It exposed a few eyebrow hairs which must have been the best part of an inch long.

I’d never much taken care of my eyebrows and it clearly showed.

Molly took a pair of tweezers to the more extreme hairs that her combing had uncovered. She didn’t really warn me, she just yanked. Admittedly though, I was glad she caught them and removed them for me, despite her terrible bedside manner in doing so. I wouldn’t have wanted those hairs, in or out of makeup.

After my brows were combed into place, she put the comb away and revealed the other end of the pencil she was holding. That was the actual pencil end. She used it to draw over some of the foundation covered sections of my brows, only darkening the ones which suited a more feminine brow shape. It left me with eyebrows that no longer looked like my own.

When she was happy with the shape of my brows, Molly fixed them there with what she told me was eyebrow gel. I once again had never expected such a thing to exist, but it truly was a day of firsts for me.

With my brows completed, Molly cleared away most of the tools she had previously used, and retrieved an eyeshadow palette. She placed it on the table, then took out her cellphone and looked at it for a moment.

“This is the important part,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Part of the submission is a color test. They need to see how the dress works with the makeup palette for the season,” she explained.

“What’s the color palette?”

“Cause I’ve gone for a blue dress, they’re wanting it to be part of the electric blue collection,” she told me.

“Sure,” was all I said.

“Like this,” she showed me her phone screen.

There was a photo of a woman on it with vibrant blue eyeshadow.

“You’re doing that to me?” I questioned.

“Uh-huh,” she replied.

She didn’t wait for any more conversation. She took a subtle, mid-blue onto the eyeshadow brush and liberally applied it to my upper eyelid. She smeared a healthy amount of it from left to right, pushing the color so it faded at the edges. She finished it off in a curve that followed the arch of my newly shaped brow.

Next, she took a blue so light that it was almost a silvery white, and blended that into the edges of the shape she had made with the mid-blue. It made the darker color pop, framing it expertly. The light color continued down to my lower lid, framing that as well.

Next, she took a bold, dark blue and spread horizontal strokes of it on my top eyelid. She worked from near my nose to the outside of my face, leaving me with a near horizontal block of color. She blended it into the lighter colors which surrounded it, and applied a tiny amount under my lower lid, to finish the framing.

The look was electric, all right. My eyes looked crazy. Molly’s work was absolutely professional, there was no doubt about that. It was just that it was my eyes that looked that way. That was why it was crazy.

The whole situation was crazy, quite frankly. With the morning fog finally leaving my mind, I had started to truly consider what was happening. I was getting a makeover. A makeover I absolutely did not want, for a series of photographs that I absolutely did not want.

I wished that I would hear my alarm, waking me up and signaling that the whole thing had just been a bad dream. But I had no such luck. I really was getting my makeup done by my long-term girlfriend, for her fashion career.

What the hell?

Molly took out the fine brush from a tube of liquid eyeliner and formed two lines from the outer corner of my eyes. They went up at an aggressive angle, towards the ends of my eyebrows. They stopped about a quarter-inch short, leaving a huge triangle by my eyes.

Those triangles were filled with even more of the deep, black eyeliner. She then complemented those with equally as thick streaks of black over my upper lids, compounding the dark color she had created there. She then coated the inner lash-lines of my eyes with a white eyeliner.

My eyes looked like they were three times bigger. It was madness.

She finished my eyes with huge sweeps of mascara through my upper and lower lashes, which she then emphasized even more with a pair of false lashes. They were giant, like pitch black butterfly wings. She applied a line of glue to each, and then gently pressed them against my top eyelids with a pair of tweezers.

As I sat there, feeling the glue dry against my real eyelashes, Molly picked up a small, subtly reddish, nude colored pencil. It was only a little more red than the foundation she had smeared all over me.

The glue felt like it was contracting as it dried. It felt strange. Maybe even a little unpleasant. Each blink felt heavier for the weight of the ridiculously thick sets of fake eyelashes. I was amazed there wasn’t a gust of wind, each time I closed my eyes. They were not nice to wear.

The pencil met the outer limits of my mouth. I saw in the mirror that Molly was creating the shape of a big, bold pair of lips. The pencil did not match my own mouth shape very much at all. The lips that Molly was drawing looked like I’d used a healthy dose of botox.

With the pencil work done, Molly took a lipstick, something I finally truly understood what it was used for. She pressed it inside the lines she had drawn and started leaving a trail of paint behind.

The color was similar to the lip liner. It was almost nude, but with a subtle hint of red. I guessed it was a subtle color so that I didn’t look like a clown, when it was paired with the oversaturated blue eyeshadow.

Although I did look like a clown. I was a straight man getting a makeover.

My lips were filled and they looked like the cushions of a couch. They were huge and felt like you could lie down on them. But they looked real, which was the weird part. They weren’t the actual shape of my lips, but you would’ve been hard pressed to tell that they weren’t.

Molly finished my lips with a clear gloss. She dragged a thick, gloopy substance all over the area she had just painted. It felt so sticky, like my mouth might never open again. The applicator left my mouth looking like it was soaking wet, shimmering in the early morning light of the apartment.

“Nearly done,” Molly mercifully let me know.

I was about to talk but she held up a finger and made a short, negative sounding noise.

“Not until your lips dry.”

I stayed silent. Molly took a pot of blusher out of the bag. She unscrewed the cap, revealing a bed of light pink powder, with a hint of bronze to it. She picked up a big, poofy brush, and dusted it back and forth over the blusher.

She repeated the same dusting action over my cheekbones. The brush was soft and delicate and did, to her credit, actually feel a bit like a facial massage. It wasn’t nice enough to make up for everything else that I’d gone through, though.

After a few moments, my cheekbones had some color to them. They looked higher and prettier and more feminine than my own facial structure ever did.

“Last bit,” Molly announced. “Close your eyes. Gently.”

Without any more warning than that, she blasted my face with about ten pumps of some kind of spray. I closed my eyes and it doused all of my skin. I could feel feel my face getting slightly wetter, but it was hard to tell through all of the layers of makeup that I was coated in.

“Keep them closed for a minute. I’ll tell you when you can open them.”

I let out a kind of ‘mm-hmm’ noise of understanding, afraid to open my mouth.

“That’s the setting spray. It’ll keep everything in place and give a slightly more matte finish,” she explained.

I repeated the noise of understanding, even though I didn’t totally get her motivation. I wanted the makeup off again as soon as I could.

“Right, open up,” she said.

I followed her command. Even though I had watched the entire makeup process, it felt like I was only just then seeing myself for the first time. Only just taking in the finished look.

Looking back at me from the mirror was no longer my own face.

I had the face of a woman.
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I looked like a woman. There was no escaping it.

As a guy, I had fairly masculine features. Or so I had always thought. But, with Molly’s expert work, you’d never have known. It was a strange feeling.

Even more strangely, I thought I looked good. I had expected the worst, when Molly started my makeover. I expected to see myself and to be faced with a kind of grotesque parody of how a woman should look. Molly had worked some kind of magic, though.

I looked like a woman.

“I’m kind of hot,” I told Molly.

“Damn right you are!” she agreed. “How do you feel about it?”

“Still kind of weird,” I admitted. “It’s probably not something I’d choose to do in a hurry. It went better than I thought it would, though.”

“You doubted me?”

I laughed. She was right. Realistically, I should have known she’d do a good job. She aced every part of her degree that she put her hand to, so the makeup artistry modules she completed were no doubt the same story. Well, they were clearly the same story, if my face was anything to go by.

“I just need to sort your hair,” she told me.

“There’s more?” I asked.

“Honey,” she said with an exaggerated, theatric tone. “That was just the beginning.”

“Great.”

Molly went to our bedroom and came back with her own hair styling tools; a hairbrush, a pair of straighteners, and her curlers. She hooked the curlers and straighteners to the electrics and began to work on me with her hairbrush.

I couldn’t remember the last time I brushed my hair. Part of the purpose of my topknot was to let me have a kind of a messy haircut, but one that I could still make look vaguely professional at the JPS office.

Usually, when I let my hair down, it looked wild and untamed. That was the impression I wanted to give off with it. A job at a financial institution didn’t otherwise scream ‘wild’ or ‘untamed.’

The brush tugged gently as it went through my hair. I had allowed a lot of semi-deliberate tangles to accumulate in my topknot, but most of those had already been dealt with by the conditioner, that I’d used in the shower.

My hair was softer and more sleek than it had been in months. Molly’s brush was only making it even softer and sleeker.

After around five minutes of brushing, my hair was loose and flowy. It reached to around an inch above my shoulder blades, and left me with bangs that completely covered my face.

“You got a plan for this?” I asked Molly.

“Kind of,” she said.

She took the brush one last time and started using it to manipulate the hair on the top of my head. She began creating a parting, towards the right of my scalp, dragging the bangs with it.

To the right of my head, the bangs covered just a fraction of my forehead, before merging with the hair over my ear. On the left, Molly brought the bangs into one long section, which went from my parting, to nearly over my left eye, to also meet the hair over my ears.

Once Molly seemed happy with the positioning of everything, she took the straighteners. She ran them through the bangs, fixing them in place, and then began to use them everywhere else, to a similar effect. Once she was done, my hair had a kind of a rigid quality to it.

“This looks sort of like your hair style,” I suddenly realized.

“It’s the main style I know how to do,” she admitted. “So yeah, twins, today.”

She put the straighteners down and replaced them with the curlers. I looked at her hair, her cute bob cut which reached near her shoulders and waved loosely at the ends. She even had more or less the same bangs as me.

The curlers played with the ends of my hair. I could feel the heat emanating from them. It was weirdly concerning, in a way. I had no idea how close women were to burning the hell out of themselves any time that they fixed their hair.

I didn’t dare move or even say a word, from fear of the curlers and their simmering heat. I simply sat and watched Molly carry out her work. She used them gently, as if they were only to have a passing association with my light blond hair.

After a few passes, she was already done. My hair had completely transformed. She dusted it gently with a bottle of hairspray from her bag.

Instead of my usual surfer-esque mop of blond, I now sported a haircut not dissimilar from my own girlfriend’s. I hadn’t realized that I had such feminine hair. I figured that it would have taken Molly a lot more work to make my hair look that much like a woman’s.

But she had. She had made my hair feminine and, with the makeover, she had made my face very feminine.

I was still wearing just a towel, so it was a surreal sight. A woman’s face on a man’s flat chest and skinny torso. It was almost disorientating, looking at the mirror and seeing someone other than myself look back.

“You okay?”

Molly had clearly sensed my tumultuous thoughts.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “This feels weird.”

“Another couple hours and you can get straight back in the shower,” she told me. “And I’ll order us some food. On me.”

I always found Molly could be so comforting at times. Even in the midst of one of the strangest mornings of my life, she had managed to soothe my nerves, with just those words.

“You were going to pay those models like a hundred bucks,” I reminded her. “It had better be a hell of a lot of food.”

Molly laughed.

“That’s literally, like, one entree at half the restaurants in this city.”

“Oh yeah,” I thought for a second. “Not quite that burger joint right outside campus, huh?”

“Not quite,’ she laughed again. “But we’re done here. You happy to get your compression pants back on?”

“I don’t know if happy is the word,” I replied.

“Are you trying to be funny or do you actually want to stop?” Molly asked me.

I thought for a moment.

“I guess mostly trying to be funny,” I decided. “But, like, I am kind of nervous. I do feel weird about this whole thing.”

“That’s totally fair. I appreciate you being honest with me,” she smiled, warmly. “If you do actually want to stop, just say the word. You’re doing me a favor. I know that. I owe you big for this.”

She put her hands on my upper arms, the closest we could come to a hug with her standing and me sitting in fresh makeup. My face probably would have smeared everywhere, in a conventional hug.

“Thank you,” she said. “What we’re doing in this apartment could change my life. It could change our lives.”

If only I’d known how right she was.

I went into the bedroom, took out my trusty and most hated compression shorts, and put them on. I was met with the uncomfortable squeeze on my genitals and, as I looked in the full length mirror, that same strangely flat crotch.

In the mirror, I looked a little like a doll. My perfect makeup, my just-styled hair, and my lack of discernible genitals. It was a real trip. I wandered back to the living room and spoke to Molly again.

“I look like a doll.”

She laughed, first a little, then a lot. It was pretty contagious. After a few moments, I was laughing, and then a few moments more and we were both in hysterics.

“Is this the weirdest thing we’ve ever done?” Molly asked me.

“Maybe. Aside from that dinner party we went to with Smelly Mark,” I said, referencing a classic college story that we loved to tell at other, more successful dinner parties.

“Don’t bring up Smelly Mark,” Molly laughed again. “He is not part of fashion week.”

It was a mean in-joke between us, but one that never failed to crack us up. Even in the strangest of situations, it turned out. My mood had lifted immediately.

“Ready to get the dress on?” Molly asked.

“Sure,” I said, feeling strangely less nervous about the whole ordeal.

“Great!”

Molly took the dress off of the hanger she had left it on. She undid the zipper on the side of the dress, beneath the armpit, and carefully handed it to me. As I had done a few times before, I cautiously lowered the dress towards the floor, and stepped both legs into the bodice.

It wasn’t a delicate dress, by any means, it certainly wasn’t at risk of tearing or anything. It was just that it was one of Molly’s designs. It was one of a kind, and it had come from within her mind. The mind that I loved. Even if it was made of titanium, I’d still have treated it with the same care.

Once I was standing inside the dress, Molly took control of it back from me, and lifted it up my body. Seeing as how it had been built around my body, it naturally fit perfectly. It slid into place and zipped closed with ease.

It was a little baggy around my chest however, as it was built with a pair of boobs in mind, but otherwise, it was like a glove.

I glanced at myself in the mirror on the table. I was in sheer disbelief at what I was seeing, With my hair, makeup, and dress in place, it was done. I undeniably looked like a woman. It was absolutely insane what some makeup and clothes could do.

My smooth, shaved legs were revealed elegantly by the short, sparkly, blue front of the dress. The slight natural width of my hips made for a pretty nice figure, if I did say so myself. Aside from the loose material around the bust, you’d have had no inkling that I was a man.

Molly must have spotted the same thing as me as, when I looked back to her, she was staring right at my chest.

“Eyes are up here,” I said.

Molly laughed.

“Mind if we do something about that?” she asked.

“Plastic surgeon?” I shot back.

“I was thinking more like a pair of socks.”

She went to the bedroom and returned with some pairs of socks and, to my surprise, a strapless bra. It was one of hers. Beige, and much more generous than my flat chest would have been able to fill out on its own.

“You okay wearing this?” she nodded to the bra.

I considered the situation. The fact I was already in a dress and makeup and stood before her with shaved legs. It didn’t feel like the addition of a bra was going to do much to worsen my situation.

“Sure,” I offhandedly answered.

She came to join me and helped unzip the dress again. She asked me to hold it up and she wrapped the bra around my body. She planted the two cups against my chest and pulled the straps behind me. I felt the bra grip me more tightly, as she hooked the clasps over one another.

The wire felt tight against me, almost a little uncomfortable. It was a miracle women wore those things at all. I suddenly understood why Molly always took her bra off the moment she was through the door, after work.

Molly came around to my front and pulled the tops of the bra cups away from my chest. She posted sock after sock into them, until they had suitably filled out.

“Stunning,” she said with a grin. “Zip it up!”

I did as she asked. The zipper was a little harder to pull up, that time, seeing as how my chest was a lot more full than before. Regardless, it still worked perfectly and, now that I had a pair of breasts, it fit even better.

I looked at myself in the mirror again. That time, there was absolutely no way you’d have known I was a man.

“Okay, one last thing before photos,” Molly told me.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Shoes.”

Molly returned to the bags she’d brought from the office and took out three, identical, white high heels. They had a pointed toes, a smooth, patent leather finish, and what must have been around four inch, pointed heels. I could barely believe what I was looking at.

I didn’t know why it had come as a surprise. I was already wearing a pretty ridiculous get-up, for a guy. Molly had even told me that I needed to wear shoes for the shoot. But it still felt unbelievable.

“Okay,” Molly said to introduce that next dose of madness. “You’re a size nine in men’s, so I got you a ten, a ten and a half, and an eleven.”

“Thanks,” was my deadpan response.

“Trying to be funny or wanting to stop?” Molly asked again.

“Funny, I think.”

“Great,” Molly said. Start with the ten and a half.

She handed me one of the three shoes and I walked over to the couch. I sat down, carefully as to not crease the dress, and I briefly studied the shoe. I was about to put on a pair of high heels for my photoshoot.

And I had wanted my Saturday morning to maybe be reading a book in the park.

I slid the front of the shoe over the toes of my right foot, and pressed the rear towards my heel. My foot slid in with an almost satisfactory pop into the back of the shoe. It slipped on perfectly.

It was a strange feeling, though. My toes were pressed into a weird triangle by the point at the front, and my foot had never arched like that before. I had worn some weird and uncomfortable cycling cleats before, but nothing that had ever made my feet feel that way.

“How does it feel?” Molly asked.

“Weird,” I replied.

“Painful?”

“No, just weird,” I explained.

“Welcome to the world of women’s fashion,” Molly said with a smile.

She took the left shoe from the bag and handed it to me. I repeated the process and, just like that, I was wearing a pair of high heels.

“Ready to try standing?” Molly queried.

“I guess.”

Molly came over to me and held out both of her hands. I reached out and took them with mine, and she gently pulled at me. I put my weight onto my feet and began to rise.

Or, at least, tried.

My balance was all wrong. I felt like I should have been trying to stand up on tiptoes but the giant stiletto heels were getting in my way. I wobbled about an inch off of the couch and then fell back into it.

“How the hell do you stand up in these things?” I asked in sheer disbelief.

Molly laughed.

“Welcome to the world of women’s fashion,” she repeated. “But you need to kind of try and evenly distribute your weight between your toes and your heels. Maybe more in your heels, actually.”

She looked contemplative for a second.

“You know?” she continued, “I’ve never actually had to describe how they work, before.”

Molly pulled at my arms again and I tried to follow her advice as best as I could. I put my weight onto the heels, which may as well have been a pair of needles. Against all odds though, it worked. I was getting out of my seat.

With a lot of help from Molly, I was eventually standing. I immediately nearly overbalanced, falling over my toes the minute I put any weight on them, but then managed to rock back onto my heels and find an equilibrium. My whole center of gravity had changed.

“You got it?” Molly asked.

“I think so,” I answered. “It’s like getting your sea legs.”

“Something like that,” she agreed. “Take my arm, let’s go back to the desk.”

I took her arm and Molly very slowly started to walk across the room. I tried to follow her lead but I immediately began to stumble.

“Slow down!” I demanded.

Molly just laughed.

“I literally do not think that I could possibly be moving any slower.”

“Then how the hell do you walk in these things?” I asked.

“Heel, toe,” she said, as if it was the simplest thing in the world. “Try taking a step.”

I had heard her advice but it meant nothing to me. My heel, or what it had been reduced to, was a quarter of a square inch of stiletto. I did not intend to rely on that. I did what came naturally and tried to walk on tiptoes.

My left foot led the charge. I was still desperately gripping onto Molly, so that I didn’t fall over on my right. She was taking most of my weight but it still felt like an impossible challenge.

I pointed my left toes towards the ground and they made contact. My heel followed it and connected with the floor, precariously. I tried to repeat the process with my left but it was even more clumsy.

“This is impossible,” I told Molly.

“Heel, toe,” she repeated.

“What does that even mean?” I asked.

“Just put your heel down first, it’s not meant to be walking on your toes.”

This time, I tried to actually take her advice. Still using her as a guardrail, I took a first, tentative step, per her instructions. I lifted my left foot again and, that time, I delicately and precisely placed the tip of the heel on the ground. It connected with our hardwood floor with a click, which could only signify progress.

I rocked my weight over a little, and found that the heel stayed much more stable on the floor than I could have possibly imagined. I rolled my foot forward and, as if it was the simplest thing in the world, my forefoot connected with the ground too. It made a click equally as satisfying as the heel had.

Imbued with a sense that maybe I wasn’t facing an impossible task, I followed with my right foot. Molly supported me as I took my first, real step in the high heels. I placed the heel down and my toes soon joined it on the floor.

I had done it! I had figured out how to walk in high heels. I took more of my own weight in the perilous shoes, and took another step. Then another. And another. Before I knew it, I was walking without Molly’s help at all.

Albeit slowly, and probably wobbling a little like a baby giraffe.

Regardless, I couldn’t help but feel some sense of achievement at it. I had always been a competitive guy, hence the cycling and hence one time being banned from a college bar for starting a fight over a game of pool.

I hated facing something that I felt like I couldn’t do - be it getting a job at a top financial institution or, apparently, trying to walk in high heels. If it felt like I couldn’t do it, I’d damn sure try and prove myself wrong.

“You’re getting it!” Molly confirmed my own thoughts.

“I think I am.”

“Great!” she chirped. “Keep at it, I need to set up one last thing.”

Molly returned to her giant bags by the door and pulled out what looked like a series of clothes rails.

“The hell are those?” I asked, very slowly but very surely clicking my way around the apartment in the high heels.

“Photo backdrop,” she offhandedly spoke. “I need to set up these rails to hang a white background for the photos.”

“Oh, right, the photos.”

Again, I had almost forgotten. In the rush of achievement I felt from not breaking my ankles in the shoes, I had sort of blocked from my mind where the morning was going.

Molly put the ends of some poles into the starts of other poles and then screwed some little clamps into place. She made the poles into a square shape, almost as tall as our apartment’s ceiling. The huge square fit into a pair of rubber feet and, just like that, the frame was freestanding.

From within the bag came a giant white sheet, which Molly stretched end-to-end over the poles. Within a few moments, she had created a huge, white rectangle, which had taken over a very large portion of our apartment.

She took a couple of lights from the bag and hooked them up, so they shined at the white fabric. It was illuminated with a gentle, even glow. It looked surprisingly professional, for the incredibly short amount of time that it took.

I looked on, still clicking my way to and fro around the apartment. Then Molly asked the fateful question.

“Are you ready for your photoshoot?”
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I wasn’t entirely sure that I was ready for my photoshoot. Still, saying no felt pretty pointless. I was already wearing a sparkly blue evening dress and a pair of white high heels. My makeup was already done to a professional standard and my hair looked like a blond version of Molly’s.

What else was I going to do? Go to the store?

It felt like Molly’s whole career was in my hands at that moment. If her dress design was a hit, it could practically make her. She knew that. I knew that. And so, for her, I was going to do it.

“Stand over there,” Molly pointed towards the white sheet. “And thank you. Seriously. Thank you, Evan.”

I smiled as she said it. I caught a glimpse of my painted lips widening in the mirror. It was still strange seeing a face which wasn’t my own, mimicking my actions in the reflection.

Even more strange was the experience of trying to walk to the spot that Molly proposed. I was still struggling with the high heels. It was no surprise, I had only just taken my first few steps. Although it felt as if it was becoming slightly more natural, as I clicked my way over to where she had pointed.

I stood before the white backdrop.

“Okay, just stand and face me for a second,” Molly spoke.

I did as she asked. She lifted the camera to her eye and it clicked. She lowered it slightly and looked at the screen on its rear. She pinched at the display and frowned. I watched as she walked over to one of the lights and adjusted something on it.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s the lights,” she told me. “They’re blowing out your skin. You’re way too bright.

“Oh,” was my simple response.

The lighting softened, leaving me standing in a slightly more dull glow.

“Let’s try that,” Molly said, as she took another photo.

She looked at the screen. This time, she smiled.

“Check this out.”

She brought the camera over to me, mercifully not expecting me to walk any further in the high heels. On the display was me. But it wasn’t me.

It was a woman. A beautiful woman, wearing a stunning dress, and a towering pair of high heels.

“Wow,” I uttered, without thinking.

“I know, right?” Molly asked.

“I look amazing,” I said.

“Uh-huh,” she agreed.

“Does it even look like me?” I queried.

Molly made a humming noise.

“Sort of,” she conceded. “Like, knowing you as well as I do, I can kind of see your features. But it looks like maybe you’ve got a sister or something. It’s definitely your hair, though.”

I was a touch surprised.

“My hair looks like that normally?”

“Not as such,” she explained. “It’s just, like, the color. Maybe your general energy. I don’t know how to explain it.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “That didn’t really explain much.”

“My bad,” she admitted. “You happy to go on?”

“Fuck it.”

Over the next fifteen minutes, Molly directed our photoshoot. She had me look dead on at the camera, my body facing her. She had me turn away from the camera and look over my shoulder at her.

I stood in some photos, squatted in others, even lay on the ground in a few. I extended a leg, to show more of it from the side of the dress. I suggestively leant forward towards the camera. At one point, Molly had me blow a kiss.

She was constantly giving me minor adjustments. She would give pointers like “pout more,” making my painted lips give off a more feminine shape. Or she’d suggest that I “smile with your eyes,” softening my features into a more womanly manner. “Stick your butt out more,” was maybe the most egregious.

To say the least, it was a pretty embarrassing morning.

The fact that Molly’s career was riding on what we were doing was the only thing that was motivating me to follow her guidance. There was no chance I’d have done it for anybody else or for any less. I was just relieved that those photos weren’t leaving the office of the famous Benoit Wattel.

“That’s it!” Molly finally announced, looking thrilled.

“We’re done?” I asked.

“We’re done!” she echoed.

“Can I go get changed?” I asked her.

“Uh, mind leaving it a little longer?” She replied. “Just in case we need a few more photos.”

“Right,” I replied, a little reluctantly.

“You can kick off the shoes or take off the dress and whatever,” she told me. “I just can’t be bothered to do your makeup and hair again.”

“That’s fair,” I admitted. “How are the photos?”

“Amazing,” she told me. “Let me do a bit of editing and I’ll show you what I mean.”

Molly hurried off to retrieve her laptop and took it to the couch, connecting the camera as she went. She sat down and put her over-ear headphones on.

I knew that meant business. It may as well have just been me in the apartment from that moment on. Molly’s headphones and laptop combo meant she was putting in a real shift at work.

Being metaphorically alone, I took stock of the situation again. It was strange, to say the least. I was in my own apartment, dressed as a woman. I had just had photos taken of me, as a woman. Those photos were about to be shared with a man who ran a fashion company.

Once again; what the hell?

I was about to kick off the heels and take off the dress but I hesitated. I figured Molly would be lost in her work for at least an hour. I didn’t entirely know what to do with myself, considering she may have needed me at any moment. Plus it wasn’t exactly like I could go anywhere, considering the state of my face.

Instead, I decided to take a few more tentative steps, leaning on the living room furniture as I went. During that progress across the room, I started to feel as if I was actually getting it. I felt foolish for even thinking that I couldn’t.

If millions of women wore high heels every day and they didn’t even make one complaint, I could sure as hell do it as well.

I rose to the challenge. Each time I crossed the room, I used the furniture a little less and, after a while, I was walking completely unaided.

I had done it.

I had learned to walk in those towering, shiny white high heels. I wasn’t sure if it was particularly glamorous or even if I wasn’t stomping with each step, but I was strangely proud of the progress.

With that, I decided that it didn’t matter if I took the dress and heels off or not. What difference did it make? I was going to be sitting around the apartment, as my unexpected and somewhat unwelcome female alter ego, regardless. I decided I would simply wait until Molly told me I could go shower. It didn’t make a bit of difference.

So I played some video games. It turned out that being called offensive names by a child over the internet did feel a little different, knowing that I was facing him in my shiny blue dress and electric blue eyeshadow. Still, I didn’t let it slow me down. I was as unstoppable as ever.

After nearly an hour, Molly snapped out of her work induced fugue state. She came over and watched me play for a time, until she registered that it was a safe time to distract me.

“Babe,” she said, to draw me out of my own personal and slightly less important fugue state.

I turned to face her.

“They came out great.”

She showed me her laptop screen. On it was a selection of three photos. Three photos of me.

Three photos of me in a sparkly blue dress, white high heels, and a full face of makeup.

One of the photos, I was staring dead at the camera. My eyes were squinting subtly, showing off the electric blue eyes with their black and white borders. I had pouted my lips equally as subtly, making their nude coating catch the lighting.

The second photo was me with my body turned away from the Molly. I was looking over my shoulder, to turn my face at the camera. I had my hand to my mouth, as if I had been caught in the act of something. I wasn’t entirely sure what Molly was asking of me, when she had directed me during that shot, but it finally made sense.

The third and final shot was the shot of me crouched. My left leg was bent beneath me, in a squat, but my right leg was shot out at an angle, pointing sideways. It meant the dress had ridden up to near my hip, and my leg was looking about four feet long. Its smooth skin shone a little in the light.

They were all undeniably sexy. It was also undeniably strange knowing it was me. For all intents and purposes, they looked like a professional photoshoot. Although, I guessed, it was a professional photoshoot. Molly was a hell of a professional. She really knew what she was doing.

I supposed that, really, it was the fact that I wasn’t a professional model. That was what felt so strange. Or, no, not even that. It was the fact that I wasn’t even a woman, professional or not.

“Damn,” was all I muttered to summarize my thoughts.

“Damn,” Molly agreed. “You are one fine piece of ass.”

I laughed. Our relationship had taken on one very strange dynamic.

“Are you happy for me to send these over?” she asked.

I thought about my response for a second. My instinctual reaction was to make a joke about being ‘happy’ about those photos being shared. ‘Happy’ about some guy - Molly’s boss - seeing a picture of me posing as if I was a woman. ‘Happy’ about maybe the most embarrassing day of my life being appraised by him.

But I thought better of it. I considered the way I held Molly’s dream within my hands. It had the fragility of a baby bird. It could either fly, or my words could stop that from ever happening.

“Yes,” I said.

She threw her arms around me and hugged me tighter than she ever had before.

“You’re the best,” she said, before launching her face towards mine.

She kissed me on my shiny, painted lips. Her red lipstick met my nude lipgloss and our lips merged into a big mess of sticky passion. She kissed me and pulled back gently, our lips all but glued together.

She bit my lip, kissed where she had bitten, and then pulled back to look into my bright blue eyes.

“My supermodel.”
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The rest of the weekend was far less eventful. As soon as I had given Molly the go-ahead and we finally stopped kissing, she let me shower and got back to work on her laptop.

She spent a few more hours working on the photos, making sure they were exactly what she wanted to show of her dress. Eventually, they were gone. They were in the hands of Benoit Wattel.

Molly told me that, simply by being allowed to send something directly to his personal work email, she was doing better than most of her peers. I couldn’t help but be proud of her, even if it had meant the weirdest day of my life.

We had the dinner that Molly promised. I opted simply to order pizza, as it was my choice, and we watched a movie. Molly all but couldn’t sleep the whole rest of the weekend, knowing that she was due an update about the dress any day.

The weekend came to an end and work had to begin again. Or, rather, my unpaid internship.

I was working Monday, Wednesday, and Thursday, that week. It was pretty annoying, the way they rarely ever gave me the same schedule. I felt I was bending over backwards to even get a look in at JPS, and they were testing every aspect of me. Including my patience.

It was tested even more by the no-phones policy which JPS so strictly enforced. I spent the whole of Monday wishing that I could check my cell, to see if Molly had heard any news. To know if our ridiculous Saturday morning had paid off.

It turned out that Monday was uneventful. Molly had heard nothing. Tuesday meant courier work, and Wednesday I figured would be more boring internship, and more wishing that I could speak to Molly.

It didn’t quite work out like that, though. As soon as I got up to my floor and at my desk, I felt a strange atmosphere. It was all from Chris, the other intern who sat opposite me.

Chris and I never exactly got on. In fact, JPS seemed to breed some kind of animosity between interns, vying for the same role. But that day, Chris seemed different.

“Everything okay, man?” I asked him, as I caught him staring at me around an hour into the workday.

“Course,” was his only reply, before he buried his head back at his desk.

I carried on as if it was nothing. Or, at least tried to. That morning, I had been given some spreadsheets that had formatting errors. I had to resolve those. It was deeply thrilling stuff.

But it kept happening. Chris would not stop staring at me.

It came to the point where I wondered if I had something on my face. I wandered off to the toilet and somehow, despite the fact that it was Wednesday, and I’d taken five showers since Saturday, I still had a little spot of electric blue on both of my lash lines.

I had no idea what Molly had used to stick that stuff on but, clearly, my concern of accidentally rubbing the makeup off was way out of line. I should have been worried about it never coming off.

I scrubbed at the blue as best as I could until, eventually, it was more or less gone. I could still slightly see a trace, but I was convinced that nobody else would be able to, unless they were an inch from my face.

Returning to my desk, I decided to just keep my head down and try and get through the day. That was how most days of my internship had begun to feel, however it was even more true on that day.

At around 11am, I finally cracked. Chris would not stop staring at me. I had to figure out what the hell was wrong with him.

“What?” I asked, as bluntly as I could muster.

“Huh?” Chris asked, before darting his eyes over my shoulder, out the window, and then at his own desk again,

I was about to call him out, accuse him of staring, but something made me think twice. I followed his gaze, over my own shoulder. It sent my eyes out of the window, towards the square that the JPS office overlooked.

There, plastered across the side of one of the neighboring skyscrapers, was a giant digital billboard. It must have been nearly forty by twenty feet. I watched it as a soft-drink ad darkened and a new ad began.

This ad was for Wattel and Mason.

My eyes were glued on the billboard. Was that what Chris had been staring at, rather than me?

“Fashion Week Is Coming,” the billboard read, black text on a white background.

I watched as a series of polaroids fell, slowly covering the text. They were of a handful of different female models, dressed in elegant evening wear. Some held provocative poses, some classy, each one bedecked in Wattel and Mason’s finest fashion.

And then it happened.

A polaroid fell.

It was me.

My eyes widened. Unmistakably, it was a photo of me in Molly’s dress. The photos from that Saturday before. My electric blue eyes, my styled blond bob, my sparkly blue dress, my shaved legs, my white stilettos.

It was me.

On the screen, I was looking over my shoulder, hand to mouth, the way I had stared at Molly for our shoot. I was blown up to enormous proportions.

A second polaroid landed. I didn't realize my eyes had the capacity to get any wider but, somehow they did. It was me again. I was looking out of the screen, mouth pouted and eyes a little squinted. My face was huge.

And then it happened again. A third, giant me. The final photo Molly had submitted. The one of me crouched with a leg out, far more provocatively than anything I would have wanted displayed at that size, for the whole city to see.

After a few moments, my photos had been completely buried by other models and their respective shots. But it had already happened. My photos, the photos of me in drag, modeling Molly’s dress, had been broadcast in front of the entire city.

I wanted to rush to my cellphone, call Molly and ask her what the fuck had happened. But I couldn’t. I was in a state of absolute shock. My brain felt like it was on fire, the top of my scalp tight and uncomfortable. I wasn’t even sure I could move.

My head turned back towards Chris. He was staring again. But, this time, he didn’t look away. A giant grin formed on his face.

“That’s fucking you,” he announced, half under his breath.

“What?” I asked, my voice near cracking.

“That’s you!” he repeated, louder.

“What the hell are you talking about?”I said in a hushed tone, hoping it would indicate to him that he should be more quiet as well.

“Don’t try and play with me,” he laughed. “You had blue on your eyes on Monday and today. Are you some kind of homo, Evan?”

“That isn’t me!” I argued.

“Oh isn’t she?” he grinned. “Ellen? Is that what we should call you from now on? Or do you prefer Emma? You fucking fruit.”

“Shut up,” I hissed.

He got out of his seat.

“Where the hell are you going?” I asked.

“I gotta tell Phil,” he replied, starting to walk past me to the next pod of desks.

It was in that moment that I lost all self control. I grabbed the lapels of his ugly, gray suit. The cheap and scratchy material was wrapped around my fists.

“I will kill you,” I told him.

I felt that I meant it.

Chris’s eyes widened. He looked afraid. He was about half a foot shorter than me and was pretty out of shape. We both knew who would win, if a fight did start. He put his hands up.

“Whoa,” he said. “Let’s chill for a second.”

“You chill for a second,” I told him. “Not a fucking word. Anybody else in this office even gets a hint that there’s a photo of me on that billboard and you’re dead. I don’t care if they’ve figured it out themselves. It’s you that gets it.”

He looked as if he might cry. I figured that maybe he had never been confronted in his life. Like he was the kind of guy who would sling schoolyard insults but would be the first crying to the teacher if they came back at him.

Unfortunately, that was more or less exactly what happened.

“What the hell is going on here?” a voice bellowed across the office floor.

I looked around. Heads from every direction had turned to face us. I hadn’t let go of Chris’s shitty suit.

“I said what the hell is this?” the voice repeated.

I saw the source. It was Mr Wilson. My line manager.

“Let him go, god damn it,” he said as he approached me.

I finally did as he asked.

“Now once more, what the hell is going on here?” he asked.

I looked at Chris and he looked at our manager.

“Intern rivalry,” Chris nervously told him.

I looked back at Mr Wilson.

“Intern rivalry,” I repeated.

“Rivalry is one damn thing,” he paused and looked at us in turn. “But I will not tolerate violence in my office.”

The three of us stood in silence. I wasn’t about to apologize to Chris or to Mr Wilson. All of the interns had worked for free for hundreds of hours each over the past few weeks. It was a miracle nobody had tried to hit somebody else any sooner.

“Evan, pack your stuff and get out of here right this second. Somebody will call you about next steps. Don’t come back until they do.”

I said nothing. I was furious. Chris had called me a homo and a fruit and tried to humiliate me in front of the whole office. And it was me that suffered for it. It was me who was about to lose my one shot at working with JPS.

I simply walked to my desk, grabbed my bag, and walked to the door.

My mind was racing. Had Molly known what was about to happen? Did she know that our photoshoot was about to ruin my life? I took my cell from the locker in which I had to keep it, and stormed to the elevator. I switched it back on and looked at the screen.

Eight missed calls. Four messages.

All from Molly.

The elevator reached the first floor and I paced out of the front door, almost pushing a security guard out of the way as I went. I was furious.

I called Molly back and she picked up immediately.

“Evan,” she said without hesitation. “I’m so sorry!”

She sounded hurt and exasperated. I had dialed the phone completely unaware of what feelings were going to come to the surface. I wasn’t sure if I was angry at her or angry at her company or what.

Hearing her apology hurt, though.

“Molly?” was all I could think to say.

“Evan,” she repeated. “I tried to call, I’m sorry!”

She was breathless as she spoke, she sounded afraid. It pained me to hear it.

“It’s okay,” I could only think to comfort her, despite my own upset.

“Are you okay? Shouldn't you be at work?” she asked me.

“I think I just got fired,” I told her.

“Oh shit. What happened?”

“No, you first,” I deflected. “What’s going on?”

“Oh god, Evan, I’m so sorry,” she started. “It was Mr Wattel. I didn’t have any say in it at all. He just said he loved the photos and congratulated me on my work and then gave me three thousand dollars to give to my model.”

My emotional state shifted about four times as Molly spoke.

“So he just put them on the billboard without even asking-” I cut myself off. “Three thousand dollars?”

“Yeah, he calls the shots, I couldn’t stop him! The billboard was already live before I even knew it,” she paused for a moment. “I said you hadn’t signed a contract or anything, so he couldn’t use the images. I said he would have to take it down, but he said nobody cares about a contract when you pay them.”

It was as if none of the words had just said registered in my mind at all.

“Three thousand dollars?” I repeated.

“Yeah,” she confirmed. “Three thousand dollars. For my model.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

I was dumbfounded by the figure. Between interning for free and then doing my bike courier work, where it’d allow, I’d still never made three thousand dollars in a month since we left college.

“What do you mean, what do I mean?” Molly asked me back.

“Like, you got paid three thousand dollars for the photos you took?” I tried to clarify.

“No,” she corrected. “You made three thousand dollars. For being in the photos.”

“What?” I was in outright disbelief.

“Yeah, a shot on a digital billboard goes for like a thousand dollars for most models in this town. Three shots is three thousand dollars,” Molly explained.

“So…” I didn’t even know what to ask.

“So you’ve earned three thousand dollars.”

My mind was absolutely scattered. The main thing that I should have been thinking, was that I’d just lost the most important opportunity of my whole life.

My whole college career had solely focused on getting an internship at a reputable financial institution. Starting a fight in the office had all but squandered my chances of getting a real job at JPS. Plus, people talked in the world of finance. If people at JPS thought I was some kind of maniac, people in every company would eventually hear it.

But… I had just made three thousand dollars. For one morning of work. If I could even call it work. Molly had done practically everything. The dress was hers, the makeup was her work, she even told me how to pose as she took the photos. All I did was stand there.

Well, maybe here was more to it than that. I had stood there in her dress, wearing her makeup, and making her suggestive poses. But I had done all of those things as a man. And my sole thought, the entire time that the photos were being taken, was that I hoped to god that nobody ever saw me in those photos.

I had felt that, being seen in that humiliating situation, would have ruined my life. And, realistically, I was correct. My life had been ruined. Chris, in one swift comment, had caused my whole future in finance to come falling down around me.

But I had made three thousand dollars.

“What now?” I asked Molly, not sure what else to say in the silence that had overwhelmed our phone call.

“Wattel and Mason need your account details, if you’re happy for me to give it to them. They’ll send you the money directly.”

“Okay. Then?”

“What do you mean, then?” she asked me.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I don’t think I have a job any more, though.”
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Molly and I spoke a little longer on the phone. I explained to her what happened at my job and she was endlessly apologetic. Her guilt was difficult to hear. Sure, the photos had only happened because of her, but I couldn’t bring myself to blame her.

Molly had given me countless opportunities to say no, or to stop what was happening. And even at the moments where I could only consider that I held her dreams in my hands, I still never felt like I had to take those photos with her. I wanted to take them with her, for her. But I didn’t have to.

I also didn’t have to threaten Chris. Sure, the guy was an asshole - even more than I’d ever even imagined - but I was at the JPS office. The office of one of the most important financial institutions in the city. I could have handled the situation in a million different ways.

I had nobody to blame but myself. It was a mess of my own creation. We only lived in the city in the first place because of Molly’s work. I sure as hell couldn’t have afforded the apartment we lived in without her. I sort of owed my internship to her, in the first place.

I would simply have to rebuild. I’d have to learn from what happened, and I’d have to fix things by myself. The way I had caused the problems, by myself.

It was during my bike ride home that my phone buzzed. I normally wouldn’t check it when I was cycling, but I worried that it was Molly. I feared that she was hurt from our conversation on the phone. To my disbelief though, that wasn’t the reason that my phone buzzed. That wasn’t the reason at all.

My bank notified me that I had a deposit of three thousand dollars, from Wattel and Mason.

I checked my account, not entirely believing that it could be correct. But there it was. The money I had been promised. My bank account was showing positive figures for the first time in… Well, since we first moved to the city.

After I got home, I could’t stop staring at the figure on my screen. I looked at the deposit amount as I made lunch. I looked at the account balance while I ate. I didn’t really stop looking, until I had taken off my work clothes and had thrown them in the closet.

I knew that, to some people, that kind of money would basically mean nothing. Hell, to most people at JPS, that money would have barely even registered as a transaction on their credit cards. But to me, it was life-changing. It meant financial freedom, for just enough time to figure out how the hell I was going to fix my life.

The first thing I did was try and pick up some courier work. I needed something to make sure that the money didn’t dry up within the month. I figured the only real positive about being kicked out of JPS, was that I could actually get paid for my time I spent working.

As much as I’d been led to believe that working for free at JPS was some kind of benefit to me, it sure didn’t feel like it. Not after I spent money on suits to wear in the office, or when had to replace the tire on my bike after it blew out on the commute, nor when I knew I could be doing anything else that could pay me during that time.

It turned out that was especially true for taking a few photos with Molly. As much as it had left me embarrassed, there was no denying that the money was damn nice.

So I cycled, as I seemed to always do when something in my life had gone wrong. I managed to get some packages that needed delivering in that same afternoon, and so I did the work without hesitation. After that work dried up, I rode home and looked at my resume.

I hadn’t touched it since I had first applied for those college internships. In hindsight, the resume felt childish. I included a section entitled ‘hobbies.’

I could not really imagine that any job would hire me off of the back of my interest in cycling or contemporary cinema.

By the time Molly came home, I had already filled the rest of my week with courier work. I’d rewritten my resume, and I’d looked up some places that I could work at which had absolutely no link with JPS.

I felt powerful. It was as if I had righted all of the day’s wrongs in about three hours.

As soon as Molly walked through the door, she was apologetic once again. I didn’t need to hear it, though. I was doing better than ever. The altercation in the office had given me a kind of drive that I hadn’t felt since the college cycling team made it to the national championships.

“You’re okay?” she asked me in audible disbelief.

“Great,” I confirmed. “Maybe better than I have been in a while.”

I meant it, too. My JPS internship didn’t guarantee me any kind of career at the end. It didn’t guarantee me anything. It just guaranteed that JPS could have someone fix spreadsheets without even having to pay minimum wage. I more or less just felt trapped there, hoping that there was some kind of light at the end of their artificial tunnel.

“You sure?” she checked.

“Yeah.”

“Like, cause of the money?” Molly queried.

“Cause of a lot of things,” I answered. “I mean, obviously the money helped, but also I don’t think JPS is taking me anywhere any time soon.”

“What are you going to do, then?”

I explained to her what I had done in terms of bike work and my future career plans. I told her about fixing my resume and about the competing institutions which I had found, and my plan for getting a real job with them.

Molly seemed impressed.

“I had sort of expected this to have gone way worse,” she admitted.

“Same,” I agreed. “But it’s kind of opened my eyes. It was like I was doing everything completely wrong. The whole internship path. I need to make a career for myself.”

“That’s great,” Molly told me. “So if you’re not upset, I’ve got kind of a curveball that I’ve been asked to ask you.”

“Asked to ask me?” I echoed.

“Yeah.”

“By who,” I asked.

“Wattel and Mason. Or, well, Benoit Wattel specifically,” she clarified.

“You spoke to Benoit Wattel?” I asked.

His name may have meant nothing to me the weekend before, but I was starting to understand how important he was. Not least if he could drop three thousand dollars into my bank account on a whim.

“Yeah, I did,” she said hesitantly.

There was a pause. The air was pregnant with anticipation. Molly spoke again.

“They want to pay you eight thousand dollars to wear my dress for fashion week. On the runway.”

My first response was to laugh. I thought Molly must have been joking, suggesting that Wattel and Mason would want me on their runway, modeling a dress, for fashion week. Modeling her dress for fashion week. It was laughable.

“I’m serious,” Molly told me.

“You’re serious,” I repeated, deadpan.

“Yes,” she sounded equally as stern as me.

“They want to pay me, a man, eight thousand dollars to wear a dress for fashion week?” I clarified.

“Yes,” she repeated. “Mr Wattel said he ‘saw something in you in the photos,’ whatever that means.”

“Does that mean he saw a man in me? He saw a man in your dress?” I asked.

“I don’t know what he meant!” she sounded defensive. “Look, I wasn’t going to tell you. I’m sorry, I just thought it would be wrong to keep it to myself.”

I apologized. I was making the already tense situation way more tense than it needed to be. I was still humiliated by the billboard and by Chris calling me a homo, but I didn’t need to take it out on Molly.

I thought for a moment.

I thought about what my pride meant to me. I had always been a proud person, whether it was pride in my college degree, or pride in my racing, or pride in my masculinity when it got questioned in the office. But I didn’t think my pride had ever gotten me particularly far.

In fact, selling out my pride was what got me three thousand dollars from Wattel and Mason. It was what was offering to give me eight thousand more.

“Let me think about it,” I said to Molly. “I don’t know.”

Her eyes widened.

“You’re serious?”

“About what?” I asked.

“You’re thinking about doing it?” she confirmed.

“I- Yeah, I guess,” I said. “Shouldn’t I?”

“No!” she blurted. “No, I think that’s great! I just didn’t think you’d even want to hear it, let alone consider it.”

“I’m not going to pretend that it’s for anything other than the money,” I admitted. “I don’t know how much I want to do it.”

“That’s fair,” she agreed.

“How long do I have to think about it?” I asked. “I can’t give you an answer right now.”

“What day is it today, Wednesday?” she asked me.

“Wednesday,” I confirmed.

“We walk on Monday,” she told me. “Three in the afternoon.”

“What would I need to do?”

“Just turn up on Monday morning. The team would do the rest,” she explained.

“Like, turn up as me? As a guy?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “But, like I don’t think anyone would find it weird.”

“Other than me,” I argued.

“Other than you,” she echoed.

“When do I need to decide by?” I asked.

“I told them I wouldn’t be able to talk to you until tomorrow,” she said. “I sort of figured that even that was optimistic.”

I laughed.

“If I hadn’t just turned my whole life around because I hate JPS, then you’d probably have been right.”

“But so that means they want to hear by the end of tomorrow, if you’re in or not,” she told me. “That’ll give them all of Friday to finalize the programming ,and then the weekend to do whatever else it is that Wattel and Mason do before fashion week starts.”

“Sure,” I paused for a moment to think. “So I can have until tomorrow to decide, then?”

“Of course. You want to talk about it any more?” she checked.

“Not really,” I replied. “Can we just pretend for the next twenty four hours that everything is normal? And that I didn’t just get the weirdest request in my whole life, from your work?”

“If that helps,” Molly offered.

“It probably will,” I told her. “I just need some time to think.”

What was my pride worth?

That was the question that played on my mind for the whole next day. From Molly and I having dinner together, to struggling to go to sleep in bed, to being in the shower the next day. Even when I was out cycling - my mind was usually so clear on my bike - I couldn’t stop playing the question in my mind over and over again.

What was my pride worth?

I didn’t want to do it. For some people, walking in fashion week was a dream come true. For some women, mostly, I presumed. For me, it was a thought so insane that I couldn’t fully comprehend it.

I already hadn’t wanted photos of me in a dress being shared. I already hadn’t wanted anyone seeing those photos, and then they ended up on a billboard for the whole city to see. The idea then, of me walking in a dress, in front of a whole crowd, while photos were taken of me, felt incomprehensible.

Why would I say yes to that? It wasn’t about Molly any more. Her dress would be on that catwalk regardless of whether or not I modeled it. So what was it? Just the money? Was that all that was tempting me to say yes? It must have been.

I certainly didn’t want to admit to myself that it could be anything else.

That internal monologue spun around my own mind over and over and over again, like the pedals of my bike as I made my way back and forth across the city. By the time I was home and I saw Molly, I still didn’t have an answer for her.

I didn’t want to raise the topic. I spent half an hour skirting around the topic of work, talking about anything but her work, or fashion week, or her insane proposition. Until she finally and abruptly brought it up.

“So, are you going to do fashion week?”

“You’re going to do it just like that?” I tried to joke. “Raise the question without any warning?”

“Well Mr Wattel wants an answer within the hour. If I don’t do it now, it’s never,” she explained. “Are you going to do it?”

I thought for another moment, our apartment falling silent. I considered my pride. I considered how I had been made to feel, seeing my photos on the billboard, without any warning. I considered how Chris had made me feel, threatening to out me to the office. I considered how I’d feel, parading around as a woman in front of a crowd.

But then I considered the money. And I thought about how it would feel seeing Molly’s work in fashion week, being a part of that. And I thought about something else, as well. Something implacable.

There was something within me that was willing me to say yes. I didn’t know why or what for, but it felt separate from the promise of money or Molly’s success. It felt like a glimpse of something within me that I didn’t fully understand.

“What are you thinking?” Molly asked. “It’s weird when you go quiet. You’re never quiet.”

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“You can just say no, if you’re not comfortable with it,” she told me. “You’ve already done so much for me. Someone else can wear the dress.”

I thought again for a second.

“No,” I said.

Molly looked at me, an eyebrow raised slightly.

“I’ll do it. I’ll wear your dress.”
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Over the course of the next hour, Molly gave me at least four more chances, that I counted, to get out of wearing her dress. Each time, I turned it down. I still wasn’t sure if it was the money, or the opportunity to help her, or what, but I was willing to do it.

I wanted to do it.

I could barely sleep that night. All I could think about was whether or not I had just made the biggest mistake of my life. As soon as I had said yes, it meant it was too late to back out.

Molly’s deadline to decide had come about because, if I didn’t want the job, they’d still have Thursday evening and Friday morning to find a replacement model. That would then give Molly Friday and some of the weekend to alter her dress to fit the replacement.

Because I’d said yes, that meant the search was off. Now, if I said no, Molly’s dress wasn’t going to be in fashion week. I’d put a lot of pressure on my commitment.

Friday was tense. I carried on my bike work but my head was still a mess. Being alone was feeling like a challenge. I was relieved when I got home and Molly was already in our apartment. Until after we’d greeted each other, and she spoke.

“So I told Mr Wattel that you were an amateur model,” she explained. “But I didn’t tell him how amateur.”

“What do you mean,” I asked.

“He’s going to expect some things from you,” she told me.

“Like what?”

“Like, for example, he’ll expect that you can walk in heels,” she did a kind of half-frown as she spoke.

“Oh,” I replied.

For some reason, I hadn’t considered that aspect at all. It had been all well and good simply standing and posing for Molly’s photos, but actually moving - presenting as a woman, for a crowd - that was different.

“Oh,” she repeated.

“What else?” I asked.

“He’s just going to expect you to be able to move in time with the other models,” she added. “My dress isn’t a headline piece, it’ll just be in the middle of a parade, but that means you need to keep pace with the other girls and not break the flow.”

“Other girls?”

“Sorry,” she corrected herself. “The girls. You’re not one of the girls.”

“Okay,” I agreed. “So what do we do? I can’t walk in high heels. I definitely can’t walk in high heels the way that a model can!”

“I know,” she agreed.

“So what? Do I need to drop out?” I asked.

“Way too late for that,” she told me. “Well, it’s not. You can quit if you want, it’ll just mean that my dress doesn’t go on the runway.”

There was quiet between us.

“Not that that’s important,” Molly spoke again. “Your emotions and wellbeing is more important than my dress. If you need to quit, then quit.”

“I don’t need to quit.”

If there was one thing I wasn’t, it was a quitter. It wasn’t so much that Molly was taking advantage of that part of me, rather I was simply unable to turn that part of me off.

“Okay,” she said. “That really only means one thing.”

“What?” I asked.

“You’re learning to walk in heels.”

I didn’t know what answer I had expected. It was, realistically, the only one that made any sense, in the ridiculous and nonsensical situation.

It also wasn’t how I had expected to spend my weekend. Much like the previous week, I was wanting to watch sports, or play video games, or something. Something normal.

Rather, Saturday morning came around and, instead of a walk through the park, I was greeted with a walk through the apartment. In a pair of high heels.

Molly had needed to head back into the office on Saturday morning to get the shoes. Her dress had been assigned a matching pair of Wattel and Mason heels, which she had only just been able to see for the first time on that day. They had been produced in my size. They were made for me.

I was in disbelief when I saw them. I had thought the white shoes had been crazy. These were something else.

What Molly had brought home for me was a pair of towering, silver stilettos. They had what must have been nearly six inch heels with about an inch and a half platform under the rounded toes. The entire shoe, from platform to pointy heel, was covered in countless silver sparkles and clear, glimmering gems. They had a little strap over the forefoot, connected by a bright silver buckle.

“Seriously?” was all I could think to ask.

“Seriously,” Molly confirmed.

“Did you know they were going to look like that?” I questioned.

“No.”

“How am I meant to walk in those?” my tone betrayed a level of panic that I was slightly embarrassed by. “They’re crazy! They’re so high!”

“I know,” Molly admitted. “But it’s not any different from the other ones. It still works the same; heel, toe. It’s just that these are, you know… A lot higher.”

“A lot,” I parroted.

“What do you want to do?” she asked me.

“What choices do I have?” I asked back.

“I don’t know,” she laughed briefly. “I guess either try and learn to walk in these, or don’t. There’s not many more options than those two.”

“I guess you’re right,” I conceded. “No, I’ll do it.”

“You don’t have to do it for me,” she told me. “Like I said, you’ve already done so much.”

“I appreciate that,” I told Molly. “I don’t know who I’m doing it for though, really.”

I took the shoes from Molly and rotated them in my hands. They glinted in the light of the apartment. Each surface caught the sun and the whole shoe shone brilliantly. They were beautiful, though I’d have much rather Molly was the one wearing them.

The idea that they were for me - literally made for me, in fact - felt ludicrous. The past week felt as if it had escalated beyond belief.

It was funny, in a way. I could still pinpoint the exact moment that I’d set myself on to the path I had wound up on. I remembered the moment ion which I first offered to wear a dress for Molly. I remembered it feeling like an innocent joke at the time, and how it had started to no longer feel innocent, nor like a joke.

Still, regardless of the inciting factors or the motivation, it was a path on which I had found myself. I didn’t bother trying to justify it any further in my own head. I took the shoes and I walked to our couch. I slid my socks off and looked at the high heels one last time.

They were absurd. And that was regardless of the fact that I was going to be the one wearing them.

I slid my right foot into the corresponding shoe, and then my left. They both fit like a glove. Again, the absurdity that there was a pair of women’s shoes, made for me, hit me like a brick.

What was I doing?

Closing the buckle, I let my feet relax into the shape of the shoes. It was still a strange feeling, my foot being contorted as it was. My toes low and my heels elevated. It was abnormal.

Molly must have noticed my thinking as she asked me if I was okay again. I told her that I was and she came over to offer a helping hand in getting up. I graciously accepted.

“How to they feel?” she asked.

“Weirdly fine,” I replied.

Much as she had promised, they weren’t all that different to the pair of white high heels which I had worn the week prior. They were taller, sure, but the platform made it feel like they weren’t all that much harder to manage.

Also, the platform was surprisingly cushioned. It was the last thing I was expecting, considering how much of my body’s height I had managed to drive through my toes the week before. Still, they were strangely fine. More than fine, even.

“They’re weirdly comfortable,” I told Molly.

“Comfortable?” Molly double checked.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “Like, I expected them to really hurt or something. Hurt my toes, mostly. These are fine, though.”

“Great!” she beamed. “Not entirely what I expected, but it’s good to hear.”

“I agree,” I said cautiously.

“Reckon you can walk?” she asked.

“I don’t entirely know,” I said, tentatively taking my first step.

As I was advised the previous weekend, I aimed my heel at the ground. The shoe’s heel, rather. The towering, six inch spike, that I was expected to somehow land on.

Miraculously, it worked. I had made contact. The shoe’s narrow stiletto touched the floor and my toes followed after it. The click of the heel and the matching click of my toes felt almost satisfying, considering it meant that I hadn’t fallen and died.

I took a second, cautious step. The same happened again, the double click of success. With my confidence imbued by my lack of failure, I tried again. And again. And then again and again and again until I had crossed the room.

“This isn’t so hard,” I told Molly.

“Glad you think so,” she told me. “Because you don’t look particularly graceful.”

I hadn’t considered how I had looked, externally. I had mostly just been concerned with the idea of not falling down. Anything beyond that felt like a stretch-goal.

“How do I look?” I asked.

“Scared,” Molly replied, bluntly.

I laughed. Annoyingly, she was kind of right. I was scared. I felt like I could break my ankle in those things. Considering my ankle was essentially my money maker, on my bike courier days, I couldn’t really risk it.

“What do I do?” I asked Molly.

“Wait there,” she answered.

She hurried off into our bedroom and returned with a pair of black stilettos. They were a favorite of mine. As in, a favorite to see Molly wearing. She often wore them with a black cocktail dress when we had a fancy dinner booked. If we had a fancy dinner booked.

It wasn’t all that common, with my intern salary, or lack of.

Still, in her checked black and white skirt and black turtleneck sweater, she still looked amazing in the heels. They always made her slender legs look even better, which I didn’t think could be possible from someone with a figure as good as hers.

As she stood next to me, I noticed something.

“I’m, like, six and a half feet tall.”

“Yeah,” Molly said, as if I was stating the obvious.

“I’m so much taller than you,” I continued.

“Yeah,” she repeated.

“Aren’t I, like, way too tall for this?” I asked.

“To be a model?” she looked perplexed as she said it.

“Yeah, I’m so much taller than you!” I argued.

“And that’s why I’m not a model,” she rebutted.

I laughed.

“That’s a little vain,” I told her.

“You saying I’m wrong?” she shot back, a wicked grin on her face.

“No ma’am,” I quickly replied.

“Good,” she laughed. “Now are you going to take my advice or not?”

Molly started to walk across the room and narrated what she was doing as she went. She emphasized to me, the heel to toe movement she was doing with each step, and she had me do the same. After a few passes back and forth across the room, we were both more or less in agreement that I was starting to look less clumsy.

Next, Molly had me focus on part of my body that wasn’t my own feet.

“Look at my body,” she told me. “See how my back isn’t all hunched? Like some kind of monster?”

“I got it the first time,” I laughed.

“But try it,” she continued. “Straighten your back, keep your arms by your sides.”

That was just the first step. I followed her lead as best I could and stopped walking with a weird bend to my spine. I also stopped reaching my arms out as if I were walking some kind of tightrope.

Molly kept walking back and forth across the room and I studied her as she did. After a time, I felt as if I was beginning to understand it. I had been treating the high heels as some kind of implement for an extreme sport. Molly moved like they were part of her body.

I tried to walk with her, mimicking her actions as I went and, against all odds, it started to work.

“You’re getting it!” she confirmed.

“I think I am!” I agreed.

She walked to the end of the room, spun on one heel, and walked back to the other end. I followed her, tried her spin, and I miraculously made it work for me as well.

“That’s it!” she enthused. “Try keeping pace with me.”

I did as she suggested. She set a brisk pace through our living room, and I followed in a few steps behind her.

“Now, turn,” she announced, just before she spun.

She faced and started to walk the opposite way to me. I reached her invisible marker, turned and followed her back.

“Yes!” she sounded genuinely excited to have managed to teach me a new skill. “Again!”

We walked the living room again and again and again until Molly was convinced in my newfound ability.

Until Molly was convinced that I could move like a woman.

“I think you’ve got it,” she told me, as she sat on the couch to rest her feet, and I finished a few dozen more walks of the room.

“You reckon?” I asked.

“I reckon.”

“What now?” I queried.

“Well,” she thought for a moment. “You’re walking, but you’re not necessarily supermodel walking.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re going through the motions,” she started. “Like, you’re copying me well, but that’s all you’re doing. You’re just copying me.”

I didn’t really understand her at all.

“What should I be doing?”

“You should be looking comfortable,” she explained.

“Comfortable?” I laughed. “In these things?”

I gestured towards the sparkly, effeminate stilts which Molly had called “shoes.”

“Yeah, those things,” Molly mimicked. “You think it’s some kind of superpower?”

Molly stood up again and walked around the room in a kind of a victory lap. As if to show me that walking in heels wasn’t really such a big deal.

“Women do it all the time,” she told me. “It’s not that hard.”

“All right,” I said a little defensively. “So what do I do?”

“What every woman does,” her eyes subtly widened as she caught what she had said. “Not that I’m saying you’re a woman.”

“Didn’t think you were.”

“Okay well, either way, you just have to get used to them,” she explained.

“And how do I do that?” I asked.

“So, the show is on Monday. That gives you two days. If you ask me,” she said, “you need to keep those shoes on for the rest of the weekend.”
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I did as Molly suggested. Any time that we were in the apartment that weekend, I wore those sparkly silver stilettos. I only took them off to go outside, or if my feet had started to really hurt.

Strangely, they didn’t hurt nearly as much as I had expected. Molly had explained to me that, being an expensive pair of shoes, they shouldn’t have hurt at all. But, being a man wearing high heels for the first time, I still begged to differ.

Even more strangely, after a while, I didn’t even mind wearing them. There was a point, late on Saturday, when I started to feel like I had really understood how to walk in them. When I woke up and put them back on, that Sunday morning with my foot forming to the shape of the shoe, it almost felt like meeting an old friend.

When I got up and could walk in them, it felt good.

It was hard to explain why it felt good. I figured that maybe it was the sense of a challenge overcome, but it felt like something more than that. I was starting to enjoy the way it made me move, the way I had to gently glide around the apartment with little steps, like a figure skater smoothly moving over ice.

I had started to like them.

I didn’t dare dwell on that fact too much. Not least as there were far too many other things going on in my head. It being Sunday meant that I was going to be modeling a dress the very next day. I had no idea how I felt.

Nervous, was maybe the main feeling. Or, rather, terrified. I still wasn’t entirely sure I was over the altercation in the office that previous Wednesday. If I couldn’t handle one person seeing me dressed as a woman, could I really handle being watched by a whole crowd?

I didn’t have much time to think it over. Those few days since then had felt as if they had flown by. Molly offered me the chance to quit more times than I could count over the weekend. But. each time, I had said no.

I still didn’t know if it was because I wanted to help her and her career, or if it was for the money, or if it was for that other feeling. The one that I still couldn’t fully place.

Whatever it was, I told her I would do it. And, whatever it was, our alarm went off at 5am on Monday, and I was committed. I was waking up to walk in Molly’s dress, on a fashion week runway.

It was a surreal start to the week, to say the least.

A cab picked us up, whisking us away to the giant area of the city that had been taken over by fashion week. The taxi drove into a restricted area, towards an also impossibly large seeming area which had been claimed exclusively by Wattel and Mason.

Our ride parked up and Molly asked me the same question, one last time.

“You sure you’re okay to do this?”

In the grandeur of the fashion week district, for lack of a better word, I really wasn’t sure. Saying ‘yes’ to Molly, in the safe confines of our tiny apartment, felt very different to saying ‘yes,’ under the giant banners and LED billboards of Wattel and Mason’s campaign.

“Uh,” was my simple sounding response.

“You wouldn’t be the first person to drop out this late,” Molly said.

I appreciated her tact. I was a little nervous to have the conversation right next to our taxi driver, so I was glad she wasn’t more explicit about what I was considering dropping out of.

“Yeah,” I slowly replied.

“Do you want to head back?” she asked.

I thought for a moment. I thought about what the appearance of Molly’s dress in fashion week would mean for her. I thought about the money. I thought about how there was some strange drive within, that I couldn’t explain, that was telling me to go out and do it.

But then I thought about Chris calling me a homo. I thought about how embarrassed I was, having just Molly seeing me in makeup for the first time. I thought about my pride.

My damned pride.

“Fuck it,” I told her. “Let’s do it.”

I couldn’t pinpoint the driving factor, the positive that had somehow outweighed the negatives, but I decided that it was the correct option. If anybody had asked me just what I did it for, I had no idea what I would have told them.

Maybe I would simply say that I had lost my mind, since losing my job.

We thanked our driver, exited the car, and made our way to a door, which said the word ‘restricted’ all over it on about five separate signs. Molly had the towering high heels in one of the Wattel and Mason bags. I was glad she hadn’t suggested that I wore them for the cab ride, as well.

“Here we go,” Molly announced.

“Here we go,” I agreed.

Behind the door was a flurry of activity. There were more people than I could even begin to count, running this way and that way, all crossing over each other and handing things back and forth. It was like a choreographed dance, it was so elaborate. I had never seen such activity.

It was a world apart from my job. Ex-job, rather. Or ex-internship, for an even more accurate description. JPS was a world of people at desks, maybe talking briefly as they poured a coffee together. It was a world of suits and ties and dead looks within eyes.

Wattel and Mason was not this world.

People were lively. They were excited. They could not wait for things to be underway, even at that early hour. And they were all so different.

I had spent the whole cab ride over, worried about the fact I was going to be a man wearing a dress for fashion week. But in that back of house area alone, I saw a half dozen men wearing makeup, and at least two wearing a skirt.

Maybe my role in the whole setup wasn’t so radical at all.

“Molly!” a man had approached us and put his arm on Molly’s. “How are you feeling?”

“Thrilled,” was Molly’s sole but very genuine response.

“That’s great, we’re all very proud of you,” the man told her.

I had no idea who he was but, with his air of authority, it seemed very clear that he was someone of great note at Wattel and Mason. He had a sharp, houndstooth suit, along with a perfectly maintained gray beard and matching slicked back gray hair.

“Evan, this is Mr Wattel,” Molly said, as if she were answering my internal monologue. “Mr Wattel, this is Evan.”

“A pleasure,” I told him.

I was pretty sure that I meant it. He was the man who had given Molly the biggest opportunity of her young life. He was the man who had given me three thousand dollars, and was about to give me eight thousand more. But, also, he was the man who had given me reason to wear a dress and made me appear on a billboard against my will.

“Likewise,” he said. “But might I ask why you’re in our staging area?”

“Oh,” Molly replied for me. “He’s our model.”

“Our model?” Mr Wattel repeated.

“Our model,” she also repeated.

“For your dress?”

Molly nodded.

His eyes widened, I wasn’t sure how to read his expression. I also wasn’t sure quite how I felt, having Molly tell her boss that I had modeled her dress, so plainly. I hadn’t quite known how I’d have gone the whole day without him realizing, either, but I had sort of managed to not even consider that fact.

“That’s fantastic,” Mr Wattel told her.

Without any more warning, he thrust his hands out and wrapped both of them around one of mine. He shook my hand vigorously and looked me in the eyes.

“Evan,” it’s a pleasure to have you on the team.

“It’s, uh,” I tried to stop a stammer. “It’s a pleasure to be here.”

“I must run,” he told me. “But it’s great to have some fresh talent with us today. Make us proud, out there.”

I didn’t have a chance to say another word before he was already gone. I looked to Molly.

“Did he already know I was going to be a man, or not?”

“No idea,” she replied.

“He looked surprised,” I said.

“I agree,” she told me.

“But, like, excited,” I elaborated.

“Yeah.”

Without any more time to examine her boss’s behavior, Molly was collared again.

“Molly, makeup need your model in fifteen minutes. Is she here yet?”

The person speaking was a man a little older than myself, wearing a black t-shirt, tucked into black slacks, paired with shiny black brogues. His beard was as expertly styled as his boss’s. His black hair short and tightly coiled.

“You’re looking at her,” Molly replied.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about her referring to me as ‘her,’ even with the obvious intonation and hint of sarcasm to her voice.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” the man replied. “That was rude of me.”

“No apology needed,” I replied.

Quite frankly, I thought it only fair that this man had assumed that the model for Molly’s womenswear would have been a woman.

“Nice to meet you. Can you come through now?” he asked, snapping into action at the exact moment that the niceties had ended.

“You, too. And yeah,” I replied, my affirmation sounding more like a question.

“Great.”

The man started walking and I looked to Molly. She gestured at him, as if to silently tell me to follow. He approached a huge set of desks and chairs, the seats mostly filled by beautiful women, each surrounded by teams of people holding beauty supplies.

It had all started to become very real. The situation, as surreal as it was, had suddenly stopped being a crazy and abstract concept and was rapidly becoming a truth that I had to face.

I was going to model Molly’s dress in fashion week.

It was still early. I had presumed maybe that was the reason why I didn’t have any strong feelings one way or the other, about my accidental modeling opportunity. I felt I should have been deathly afraid of what I was about to do. Or, rather, I felt I should have felt any emotion about what I was about to do.

Instead, I felt very little. I felt the same as I would have if I was on the way to the JPS office. Like I was just going through the motions.

Maybe I was even a little excited. I had no idea where that would have come from, though.

That suddenly changed as I was ushered into one of the few empty chairs left in the room. I scanned the space, finally seeing the faces of the women sat at the tables around me. I knew them.

Not knew them, knew them. But I recognized them. From magazines and commercials and billboards. Billboards at least the size of the one that I had accidentally found myself on.

These were supermodels.

I was in a room full of supermodels. Even with Molly in the fashion industry, I had never really expected that to happen at any point in my life.

That made me reassess my feelings. That made me start to feel afraid.

What the hell was I doing? I was about to walk a catwalk with these internationally famous supermodels. I was going to pretend I was one of them.

I was going to pretend I was a woman.

Suddenly, I wanted out. I finally wanted to tell Molly that I quit. That it had gone too far, that it was a mistake. Because it was a mistake. How the hell was I supposed to fit in? Keep pace with the likes of the women I knew from the front covers of Molly’s magazines, which had filled our apartments?

I was about to get up and tell Molly to make it stop, but she had already been collared by another colleague of hers. I heard the two of them saying something about final preparations to her dress, as they receded into the far reaches of the giant space we occupied. She barely even waved goodbye.

Suddenly a hand was on my shoulder. I looked to the owner, and it was a woman, probably in around her early thirties, holding some kind of little swatch of colors up to my face.

With no more warning, she had put the swatch down, and squirted a dollop of primer onto her fingers. She was rubbing it on my face with just as little hesitation.

“Sarah, by the way,” she said, as she started massaging the primer into my face.

“Evan,” I replied.

I was about to ask her to stop, but she had moved onto a two-hand technique, plastering my entire face with the primer. Another woman had come over and started pumping foundation on the back of her hand. A man had also appeared, with hair styling tools in hand.

It was like I had suddenly been thrust into the makeover equivalent of a motorsport pit-crew.

And I wanted out.
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It was definitely too late, though. There was no getting out. I was surrounded by highly trained and, presumably, even more highly paid professionals.

That was, if the astronomical sum that they wanted to pay me was anything to go by.

They applied my primer and then my foundation and then contoured my face, before I could even say another word.

My hair was being brushed and straightened and curled. My eyes were being made a bold, electric blue, and then being outlined with jet black eyeliner. Blusher was being put on my cheeks, nude paint on my lips, and a matching blue sheen on my nails.

I didn’t even notice my nails were being painted, there had been so much going on with the rest of me. I managed to glance down to see my fingertips glinting in the light.

“Fifty minutes to showtime,” a loud voice called through the room.

Fifty minutes? It wasn’t even eight in the morning. How was it only fifty minutes until anything happened? Let alone a runway show.

The announcement seemed to somehow spur on the frenzy in the room into some kind of overdrive. The three people who had surrounded me seemed to be working in double time.

I could see in the mirror on the desk as my look was being finalized. Makeup setting spray was being liberally blasted on my face, hairspray was being blitzed into my hair, and something with a bright light was being done to my nails.

The whole process felt like it had only taken about twenty minutes. It surely took longer, the amount of work that had been done to me, but I had been the center of such a tornado of activity. It had all happened so fast that I didn’t even have a moment to object to any of it.

I also didn’t even have time to object to something way more permanent than I would have ever agreed to. I wasn’t even given the chance to see it happening. I was too distracted looking at whatever was going on with my nails.

Without even a word of warning, I felt a pinch and then a quick sting in each earlobe. The pain made me flinch slightly, and my eyes darted to see what the cause was. I was greeted by the sight of a piercing gun, right by my ears.

“What the hell?” I blurted, in response to the short and sharp paint that was rapidly becoming nothing more than a dull ache.

Nobody answered me. It was as if I was some kind of inanimate prop. Like I’d become the living clothes rail that Molly had always joked that all good models were.

I looked at what the gun had left behind. My earlobes were adorned with a pair of dangly, sparkly silver earrings. Like a pair of ornate chandeliers for my ears. They glinted in the light even more than my nails.

The sight in the mirror was even more surreal than how I had looked the previous weekend. The week before, when Molly had slowly and carefully prepared my makeup for her shoot, I could still recognize myself. That day, my face had gradually warped from my own male visage, to a strange but still slightly recognizable female finish.

That day, under the hands of the several makeup artists, I had no chance to keep up. I had first sat down in their chair as Evan, a normal man who was simply in over his head. I had emerged, maybe twenty or so minutes later, as a woman.

But not just any woman. I was a ridiculously beautiful woman. I looked every bit the cover girl or billboard model, as any of the women around me. As any of the actual models.

“Ready for wardrobe?” a voice asked me.

“What?” was all I managed to blurt.

“Ready,” somebody asked for me.

It was Sarah, the one makeup artist who had introduced herself during the barrage of beauty products that were applied to my face.

It turned out the question hadn’t been asked to me at all. The question was to the makeup artists. I wasn’t even a part of the conversation. I was just there as a clothes rail.

I felt as if nobody even looked twice at me, at the makeover table. It was as if the idea of a man getting his makeup done was one of the least provocative things that people in the room could imagine. I didn’t quite know how I felt about it.

Part of me was relieved that I had managed to go so far under the radar. But another part of me, my pride, wondered if maybe that simply meant people thought I fit in, having my makeup done and my nails painted. Was it not just Chris at JPS who saw me as some kind of secret crossdresser?

The voice that had asked if I was ready took my upper arm. I looked down at myself and considered what a ridiculous sight I must have been. I was still wearing my sneakers, black jeans, and white t-shirt. But on top of that was a professional makeover, painted nails, and my swishing blond hair and dangly earrings.

That issue was being rapidly attended to, however. In the next room I was dragged into, I was met with the sight of Molly’s dress. And, thankfully, Molly.

“Here,” the woman who held my arm abruptly announced.

“Evan?” Molly asked.

“What?” I replied.

“I can barely recognize you,” she told me. “You look beautiful.”

The way she said the word had some real power to it. It was a strange feeling. I had never been called beautiful.

Nor should I ever have been.

I was a man.

But, and I couldn’t explain it, it felt nice. It was really nice. Being called beautiful made my heart flutter. It made me nervous but in a good way that I couldn’t explain.

“Th-thank you,” I stammered.

“You okay?” Molly asked.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

I had wanted to tell Molly that I wanted out, as soon as I saw here. I had intended to tell her I wanted to quit. But then suddenly I couldn’t. I saw her dress which she was so proudly holding and I saw the matching shoes and I didn’t know how to do it.

So I didn’t do anything.

“Ready?” Molly checked.

“Is there a changing room?” I asked.

“This is it,” Molly answered.

I looked around. She wasn’t wrong.

In the cavernous room in which we had found ourselves, I had somehow not noticed the plethora of beautiful women in various states of undress. There were countless women in everything from stunning evening gowns to just their bras and panties. It spoke volumes about the madness of the situation that I somehow didn’t notice that.

It was also at that moment that I noticed that I wasn’t even the tallest person in the room. There must have been at least a half dozen women in there, models, who were at least a couple of inches taller than me. I fit in a lot better than I expected.

I fit in a lot better than I wanted to.

“Need any help?” Molly queried, snapping me out of my scan of the room.

“No, sorry,” I replied, quickly taking my eyes off of the half naked women I was surrounded by.

I grabbed my shirt at the waist and began to yank it up as I normally would.

“Careful!” Molly cautioned. “That’s like four hundred dollars of makeover.”

“Sorry,” I repeated.

I carefully lifted the shirt, deftly navigating my hair and face through the hole. Careful not to catch my new and unwelcome earrings. Eventually, I managed to do it without a single strand of hair or particle of powder touching my shirt. I kicked off my shoes and took off my pants.

That left me standing in the room full of models in nothing but a pair of compression pants. I looked around, nervously. Nobody looked back.

It was crazy.

It was as if a man in a full face of makeup meant nothing to these people. If I turned up to the JPS office like that, it would have caused heart attacks.

Without another word, Molly wrapped a strapless bra around my chest. I wanted to say something. Some kind of joke to ease my tension, or some words to the essence of “I quit.” Something that would have outright ended it, but I couldn’t find my own voice.

With the bra on me and stuffed, she brought the dress towards my feet. I stepped in, as I had a thousand times before with Molly’s other designs, and she pulled the dress up my body. She zipped it beneath the armpit, over my fake breasts.

“Let me get you a seat,” she said, as I instinctively adjusted the dress a little.

She returned with a seat similar to the one I had just sat in to have my makeup done. I sat without questioning and I wondered if it was too late to back out. If it was even possible, or if it would possibly make any difference.

As I did, Molly brought one of the shoes to me and I placed my foot in it, robotically. She buckled the strap over my forefoot, and brought the other shoe to my other foot. Within a few seconds, I was strapped into the second shoe as well.

“How’s that?” Molly asked, reaching out a hand for me to take.

I took her hand and stood up. They felt fine, as did the dress. Or, rather, they physically felt fine. Emotionally, the whole situation was leaving me extremely churned up.

“Do a quick walk,” Molly commanded.

I tentatively took a step, and then another.

“Like we practiced!” Molly enthused.

It was strange, in the frenzy of everything going on, Molly had become all-business. It was like she wasn’t my girlfriend.

I guessed she was talking to me the way she talked to any of the models she had worked with. I guessed I understood, in a way. Her dress was about to be in the opening show of fashion week for one of the city’s biggest fashion houses. But it was like it wasn’t her any more.

I did as she asked. I walked a few feet away from her, turned, and walked back. I strutted with each step, as we did in our apartment the days before. But there, in the giant room, surrounded by strangers, I was suddenly so embarrassed.

I had remembered thinking that it was one thing wearing Molly’s dress for her to work on, but it was something completely different wearing it for some anonymous photos to be taken of her dress.

But then I remembered thinking it was one thing taking anonymous photos of her dress, but something completely different taking photos in makeup and heels the weekend after.

Now, the weekend after that, I wondered what kind of thing I was doing at all.

“Perfect,” Molly excitedly clapped her hands together as she said it. “You’re doing so well!”

I was going to raise the fact that I didn’t really want to do it, any more. That I was in over my head and I was scared and embarrassed and I wanted to quit. I was just about to get up the nerve to do it.

And then Benoit Wattel emerged.

“Ladies,” he said dramatically. “Showtime.”
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“Good luck!” Molly called to me, as another stranger came and grabbed my arm.

I was being led in a procession with all of the other models, towards a giant set of black drapes.

It was not what I had expected. I had expected some kind of information or a written schedule or even some kind of rehearsal. But this was none of that. I was suddenly being thrust into a lineup of gorgeous women wearing gorgeous clothes.

For all intents and purposes, I was one of them.

I looked for Molly, but she was nowhere to be seen. I looked for a way out, but I couldn’t even imagine one. What was I going to do? Run away? Run out into the street wearing my sparkly blue dress and glistening silver high heels? And then what? Find a taxi and say “hey pal, mind driving this poor fella home?”

Through the drapes, I could hear applause. I could hear words being said in a voice that sounded like it could have maybe belonged to Benoit Wattel. I heard excited chatter from the models that suddenly became hushed as a small, red light came on above us.

I heard a set of drapes drop.

I heard the sound of high heels on a polished concrete floor.

I heard the sound of my high heels on the polished concrete floor. The clicking of my heel and the clicking of my toes. And then a different clicking. The clicking of camera shutters.

As I got closer to the drapes, I could see the flashing. Cameras from all angles catching every moment and every facet of what was being displayed for them. I was in it, I had become part of the show.

It was definitely too late to quit.

The woman in front of me passed through the drapes. It was my time.

My legs stopped working. But the woman behind me started to stride at me in a way which made me think that, if I didn’t start moving soon, she’d simply move through me. I would have been roadkill in a priceless dress.

So I moved. I stepped forward, keeping pace with the woman in front. I stepped as she did, heel-toe, taking powerful but graceful strides. It was exactly as Molly and I had practiced in our apartment.

It was strange. As I stepped out onto the runway, it was as if everything changed. The roar of applause and clicking of cameras and tapping of high heels all went silent. All I could hear was my blood rushing through my own ears.

I couldn’t feel the embarrassment or the fear, all I could feel was my shoes in their high heels. The stiletto point striking the ground and then my toes coming down to follow.

Even the flashing of the lights became distant to me. I couldn’t see the crowd. I could only see the end of the runway. The other women moving towards it. The goal I had to get to, to turn and return to the backstage area.

Everything in the moment about my body and my movements had become so clear. I could smell the perfume of the women around me. I could smell the makeup and hairspray I was coated in. I could almost taste it on my tongue.

I was so focused.

It was a feeling that I hadn’t experienced since I had raced on my bike back at college. Since the national championships. That feeling of being in the zone. That feeling of being completely in-tune with my own body and its movements. It was honestly the thing I had missed the most about cycling.

And there it was. Right there, on the runway of a major fashion house, I had found it.

I had found the focus and the feeling I had missed so much.

I strutted down the catwalk, not breaking pace once with the woman in front of me. It was like being in the cycling peloton, trying to slipstream expertly with her, never losing my nerve and never faltering. It was somehow completely analogous to the experience I had loved so much, back at college.

The end of the runway found me. I looked dead forward, not daring to make eye contact with the people in the crowd now mere feet from where I stood. Where I stood in the glimmering dress and heels.

I spun on one foot and faced back the way I came. Another woman was about to come to claim my place, so I began my stride again. I was part of the pack, pacing towards the drapes I had entered through moments ago.

I had all but done it.

The sounds started to return. I could hear the cameras clicking at me. I could tell some were facing right at me as their flashes shot in my direction. I started to think about the idea of me in my makeup and nail polish being captured in ultra-high quality by those journalists’ cameras. I started to wonder where they might end up.

Finally, I saw Molly for the first time. She was at the very edge of the stage near the drapes, crowded with people who I assumed to be her colleagues. Her eyes were on fire. I had never seen her look so proud or or excited.

It was strange, I’d have thought that most women would have looked far less enthused to see their boyfriend parading around in a dress, not least in front of so many other people. Here, though, Molly was the happiest I had ever seen her.

A second later and she had left my field of view. I had reached the drapes.

It was over.

As soon as it had begun, it was finished. My senses began to return. I could feel my heartbeat again. It was racing. Like I had just finished the biggest race in my life. But instead, I had walked the catwalk. I had emerged for the whole world to see. I had marched out as a woman in front of a sea of journalists.

What the hell had I just done?

If I had been worried about the billboard. This had now blown that out of the water. Three photos on a giant screen in the city probably paled in comparison to whatever the photos and videos from fashion week were about to do to me.

The other models piled in around me. A few of them disappeared immediately, off to other arrangements in the depths of the back of house, a few of them spoke briefly or congratulated one another.

One of them congratulated me.

“Well done,” she spoke as she strolled over, far more casually than what I saw of her catwalk strut. “First time?”

My heart was pounding from the walk on the runway. I felt as if I could barely take in her words. She looked familiar. I couldn’t quite place it but I had seen her before. I wished I could figure out where from.

“Thank you,” I nervously replied. “And yes.”

I hadn’t thought about what I was saying. I had only just considered that she was the first person I had spoken to, since being dressed as a woman and with my new makeover. I didn’t consider that my face and voice would have been a huge mismatch.

I winced as I expected her to laugh or make some snide comment, as Chris had on that day, before.

“Well, congratulations,” she said instead. “It gets easier.”

She gently placed a hand on my arm, comfortingly, and then disappeared with the rest of the women.

I was awestruck. Not a single person had acted strange about me appearing in front of them as a woman the whole day. Not one. I had expected rude comments or jokes or outright abuse, for being a man in a dress. But absolutely nothing of the sort happened.

Not once.

From behind me, I felt a pair of arms throw themselves around me, hugging me tightly.

“You did it!”

The voice was unmistakably Molly’s. The hug was unmistakably hers as well.

“You did it,” I parroted. “Your dress made it into fashion week.”

“I know!” She released me and kissed me on the cheek as she came around to my front. “Was that Rosie West you were speaking to?”

It suddenly hit me, why I recognized the woman who had just spoken to me. That was Rosie West. I had seen a movie with her in, only a month before. My eyes widened.

“Holy shit, that was Rosie West.”

Molly laughed.

“But how are you?” she asked. “Are you okay?”

I thought about the question. I thought about the feelings that had coursed through me during the day. I thought about the monologue I’d had in my head the whole time, my internal argument about whether I should or whether I shouldn’t have been wearing Molly’s dress.

I thought about the self loathing and negativity I had felt, making me want to back out.

And then I thought about the reasons that made me want to walk the runway for Molly.

I thought about the money, and the fact I was helping launch her whole career. And then I thought about that nagging feeling that I had kept coming back to, but couldn’t quite place.

And then I understood what it was.

It was desire.

I had desired to wear Molly’s dress. Not for her. Not for the money. For me.

I had wanted to wear her dress. I had wanted to get my makeup done. I had wanted to wear those sparkly high heels.

But I had hidden all of those feelings under a facade of jokes and complaints and outright denial. The first time I had ever worn one of Molly’s dresses, it was my idea. It wasn’t hers. She never asked me to. She definitely never forced me to.

I asked to.

I had only shielded myself with jokes and excuses about doing it for Molly, as I had feared some kind of retribution. I had feared someone like Chris calling me out for it and making me feel wrong for what I wanted.

But there, on the runway of fashion week, I felt it. I felt what I had wanted. I felt focused and good and I had felt beautiful. I had felt like a woman. I felt in tune with my body and it felt right. I had felt powerful and feminine and I had felt amazing.

I had felt it all.

“You okay?” Molly repeated.

I clearly hadn’t spoken the whole time I was thinking.

“I’m more than okay,” I told her. “That was amazing.”

Molly squealed with excitement. She kissed me on the lips, her lipstick and mine becoming a rainbow of passion.

“This is the best day of my life,” she said as soon as our lips had parted.

I thought that it may have been the best day of mine, as well.

“Incredible debut,” a voice interrupted.

“Me or Evan?” Molly shot back, grinning.

I looked and saw Benoit Wattel grinning in return.

“I’ll let you two argue over that.”

The three of us laughed. I felt as if I had never laughed so hard. It was cathartic. It was as if all of the tension and fear and all of the ways in which my life had fallen apart over the past week had all been washed away. They were replaced with some kind of clarity. As if a question about myself, one which I had been afraid to even ask, had suddenly been answered.

I wanted this.

And I wanted more.

So I had more.

Fashion week turned out to only be the beginning. Wattel and Mason were thrilled with Molly’s performance and equally as thrilled with my own. Molly was immediately promoted from her junior position to a permanent designer.

More surprisingly, I was offered a contract on the spot. Molly had told Benoit Wattel that she considered me her muse. That I had been integral to all of her designs since her time at college. She said she had designed them for the woman within me.

I figured that she was just saying that to try and land me a job, but she insisted that she had felt that way all along. She told me that she knew there was a part of me that I didn’t want to face, but that she had always loved as she had always loved every part of me.

It was bold of her to say but I wasn’t sure if I could argue against it. The feelings I had felt on and after that runway were inescapable.

I had loved being a woman.

Even if it was for just that one, shining moment, I had loved being a woman.

And so that was not my last shining moment. Far from it. With Molly promoted to the design team, I was more useful to her than ever. And to Wattel and Mason.

From that day, I didn’t try to talk my way out of it, nor did I try to pretend to myself that I was only interested in the money. Each time an offer for a shoot or a runway show came up, I jumped at it. I wanted to feel that rush again. I wanted to be that woman again.

Not that the money was unwanted. Within six months of being on contract with Wattel and Mason, I had made more money than I would have made in two years of a graduate job with JPS.

But it was more than that. That chance to be a woman had changed me. And all for the better. It went from something that I only did for Molly, to being something that I did for work, to something I did for me.

Our apartment changed. My wardrobe changed. My lifestyle changed. It was only a shame that I had been introduced to high end fashion, as my wardrobe probably ended up costing me more than a new car.

But I was finally proud of myself, and who I was. The day that Molly and I first went out for dinner, with me as a woman, I wore an eight hundred dollar pair of high heels. And I did that for me. I was finally willing to admit that.

I wanted it.

I didn’t need to hide from it any more. And, as I sat in that restaurant for the first time with Molly, as myself - as Kimberly - I had finally found it. I had found what I had been searching for my whole life.

None of it was deliberate. I wished I could have taken the credit for my own success and for who I became, but it was all Molly. She had seen something within me, all those years back. And then, so did her boss.

For me, it was all an accident.

It was an accident that I first offered to wear Molly’s dress in her college dorm. It was an accident that I first walked a runway show in her career-making dress. It was still an accident when I appeared, dressed in a bright pink, puffy dress, and towering hot pink heels, on the front cover of one of fashion’s most prestigious magazines.

I wondered if Chris ever saw that. I sort of hoped he had. I wanted him to know that I was doing much better than him. That I was much happier as Kimberly. But I wasn’t going to go out and hand him a copy of my magazine cover.

If he saw it, that was going to have to be an accident as well.

Like everything. All an accident.

The accidental supermodel.


OEBPS/image_rsrc1P3.jpg
oy
i
:

HESACCIDENTALY
= /

” Af

ARt Lt‘JC AN%EMINIZAEN‘@{'ORY

FROM “NOMO THE BUNWAY








page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




