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The day that Sarah told me that Jackson had proposed to her, my heart broke.

She couldn’t wait to tell me. She told her family right away, then called me and a few of her closest girlfriends from college, and then she posted a photo of the ring on her finger. In that order.

I knew before the internet knew, that’s how quick she was to tell me. It may have been one of the happiest days of her life, but it was the saddest of mine.

I had known Sarah since we were both 8 years old. We had been friends for nearly two-thirds of our lives at this point and, from the moment I’d met her, even as a kid, I knew we were going to get married one day. Jackson proposing to her at the age of twenty-three was not meant to be part of the story.

Naturally, when she told me, I reacted the same as I had with news about any of her other boyfriends.

I remember telling her “that’s amazing!” when Mark had won some tennis trophy when we were fifteen. “Oh my god, Sarah, wow!” was my response, when an eighteen-year-old Sarah told me that Craig might be getting some scholarship for college. Finally, “Oh my god, Sarah, wow! That’s amazing!” was the line I used to congratulate her on her engagement.

It felt like I had been training for years for this moment.

Obviously, I couldn’t tell Sarah my true feelings. I’d been hiding them for 15 years, waiting for the perfect chance for the two of us to fall in love. Now definitely wasn’t the time to start telling the truth.

Jackson’s proposal hurt so much, though. He was awful to Sarah. He wasn’t much nicer to me, either. Ever since he got caught cheating on Sarah, he blamed me for her finding out. It wasn’t even me that told her. Plus, to make things worse, Sarah forgave him!

I knew she was always going to forgive him, though. Her heart was too kind for her own good.

Whatever it was, something made Jackson think it was my fault that he got caught cheating. It was enough to drive a wedge between us. Since that day, Jackson couldn’t stand me.

He tried to get Sarah to stop spending time with me, but there was no chance she would do that. Their two-year college romance was never going to get in the way of our decade and a half long connection.

Or, at least, so I thought.
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“Kyle,” Sarah looked at me over her coffee, “Jackson and I have been talking about the wedding.”

We’d picked a spot outside at a coffee shop we both loved. It was early spring, so there was still a chill in the air and a light breeze that made the curls of Sarah’s blonde hair flow gently with each gust.

I followed the waves of hair up, until I looked into her hazel-green eyes. I didn’t want to hear about the wedding, but it was such a perfect morning that I couldn’t bring myself to care what we spoke about.

“Oh, yeah?” I replied as casually as I could, before being hit with a wave of sadness.

I looked down at my own drink, rotated the cup in its place, and shuffled in my seat for a moment. I braced myself to think about Sarah, the love of my life, and Jackson, some dick from her college, getting married.

“What about?” I asked, smiling.

Sarah didn’t respond right away. She reflected my move of shuffling in her seat, before folding her scarf in her lap. I could hear the little heels of her boots clicking against the bar of the stool as she fidgeted.

“Jackson doesn’t want you to be there,” she blurted.

She was looking down at her scarf, now folded and folded and folded again over itself on top of her indigo jeans.

“Oh,” was all I mustered.

It wasn’t what I had expected her to say. I thought we were going to be talking about a venue or who the bridesmaids and groomsmen were going to be. Anything but that.

“I’m so sorry, Kyle.”

She still wasn’t making eye contact with me. Now she was fiddling with the top button on her light brown coat, the one which somehow showed off her figure even over a turtleneck jumper.

“You know what Jackson is like!” she continued. “I tried to talk to him, but he won’t listen.”

I did know what Jackson was like. She was right about that, at least.

“Oh,” was all I managed to repeat.

In truth, I didn’t know what to feel at that moment.

On the one hand, it felt as if Jackson had finally managed to wedge himself between me and Sarah. If she couldn’t invite her own best friend to her own wedding, then that sounded as if Jackson had won, to me.

On the other hand, the wedding day of Sarah and Jackson was my own personal idea of hell. The woman I loved getting married to the worst man I’d ever met did not seem like a fun day out. Maybe I was dodging a bullet here.

Sarah finally broke the silence.

“I don’t know what to say.” Her words echoed my own thoughts. “Kyle, I’m sorry. I promise I’ll figure a way to make it up to you.”

The only way she could really make it up to me was probably to kick Jackson out of the wedding instead of me, though I couldn’t really suggest that. I half-chuckled at my own thought, causing a smile to form at the corner of my mouth.

“It’s okay, Sarah,” I finally said, trying to turn my half smile into a more reassuring expression to face Sarah with. “As long as you’re happy, I’m happy.”

She finally looked up at me, an uneasy smile forming on her face. She reached across the small table we were sharing and put both of her hands on my hand, which I’d been using to fiddle with my cup.

“I am,” she looked at me before darting her gaze down towards the table. “I am.”
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After that, I didn’t have to hear any wedding talk. It was blissful, in a way. I could finally almost forget that Sarah was marrying this grade-A jerk.

Every time we met over the next month, it was as if it had never happened. She never mentioned the wedding, she never mentioned Jackson, hell I’m pretty sure she even stopped wearing her engagement ring around me.

Time with Sarah was always bliss. Ever since she hooked up with Jackson, though, it became more rare. When she was last single, we had all the time in the world to spend together. Any time she wanted to go out for a meal or do some shopping or go on some fun day out, I was there for it. Recently, I was worried we had started to drift apart and I could barely stand the idea.

I looked for any opportunity I could to spend time with Sarah, to stay a part of her life. Thankfully, there were things that Jackson refused to do with her, which meant I could do them instead.

We went on all the nature walks that Jackson deemed as “boring,” but I enjoyed them for the opportunity to have quiet conversations with Sarah. We watched all the movies together that he’d describe as “pointless,” all because there were characters that showed emotion and didn’t even own a gun. We’d go to that coffee shop and talk about the book we agreed to read that month.

I probably got to do that one with Sarah, as I doubt Jackson could read.

It was one of those walks though that we ended up talking about the wedding again. Surprisingly, though, it was me that brought it up.

I don’t really know why I did it. I think maybe I was hoping that, in the month Sarah hadn’t spoken about the wedding, maybe the whole thing had fizzled out. Maybe she stopped talking about it because it had stopped happening. She probably just hadn’t got round to mentioning that to me. Sarah was clearly surprised when I asked.

“I wasn’t sure you wanted to talk about it,” she offered me as a chance to still get out of the conversation.

“No.” I hesitated a little before continuing, “you’re still my best friend, Sarah. I still want to know you’re excited about your wedding and that things are good.”

That was true, too. I obviously didn’t want her marrying someone who wasn’t me, but I certainly didn’t want her to be unhappy. Least of all around me!

She slowed down to a stop and so did I. She smiled at me warmly before looking over at a little island on the lake we were walking by. She looked back at me.

“Thank you, Kyle.” She reached out and placed her hand on my arm and smiled at me again. “I know this must be so hard for you. Thank you for not making it any harder for me than it already is.”

Her hand lowered to her side, and I watched the light pink of her perfectly manicured nails trail away. I smiled back at her.

“Your nails look nice,” I said.

Her hand on my arm and her smile had made things feel right in the world. It was as if the moment we had shared had reset things a little. I felt that spark of love between us again.

She chuckled ever so slightly.

“Thanks Kyle.” She looked at her own nails. “I can’t take the credit this time, though.”

Sarah generally loved a compliment about her nails. It was always a safe one to make. She had a passion for makeup and nails her whole life so, even after doing business at college, she decided to forget all about that and went into a job in beauty.

She focused on bridal makeup where she could, so it was a miracle we managed to go almost a month talking about her own wedding, when she spent so much of her time working on other people’s.

“Claire?” I asked. She was the only other woman at her salon that she trusted with her own nails as much as she did.

“You betcha,” she grinned at me, before studying her nails a little longer. “Come on, let’s keep going.”

As we started again around the lake, I felt a pang of guilt for leaving it so long without asking her how the wedding was going. Jackson was a dick for not wanting me there by all rights, but I spoke to Sarah about everything.

It wasn’t right excluding such an important part of her life from our conversations.

“But it’s all going okay, then?” I resumed. “The wedding, I mean.”

“Yeah, it is actually.” She unconsciously guided us around a little puddle that had formed on the path we were on.

She always wore these little heeled Timberland boots on our nature walk. They were totally impractical on like half of the walks we ever did, but she looked cute in them, so I could never hold it against her.

She continued. “The venue is booked, Claire has agreed to do my makeup, and Lucy is working on the bachelorette party as we speak. Like literally as we speak, she made me promise I wasn’t going to speak to any of the girls today so she could sort some plans out in secret.”

I had always liked Lucy. She was a lot of fun. Kicking Sarah out of town to plan a party was very on brand for her. The two of them had met in college around the same time as Sarah met Jackson, so it was nice that the good of Lucy did a little to even out the bad of Jackson.

“Of course she did,” I laughed. “You got any ideas what she’s got in store for you?”

“Of course I don’t,” she echoed my laughter. “All she’s letting me decide is who’s coming. I’ve said I want it to be like a big house with just the girls somewhere out of the city, but you know Lucy.”

That I did. “So you’re spending a weekend in a little apartment in Times Square?”

“God, probably,” she laughed again as we avoided some uneven ground, which my actual Timberlands would have made short work of.

“So who’s coming then? Anyone I don’t know?” Talking about the bachelorette was nice, in a way. It was the one bit of the wedding that Jackson wasn’t involved in, so it felt like home turf.

“Nah, you know everyone I know,” she replied. “I actually kind of want to keep it small, too. There’s Lucy, obviously, then the other college girls. Claire is there, some of the school lot. To be honest, I’ve sort of let Lucy handle this as well as she gets me on this kind of thing.”

“Yeah, you could let her run your life if you needed a week off.” I nodded.

Sarah’s eyes suddenly lit up, and she playfully punched me on the arm. “You know who I would love to be there who Lucy hasn’t invited?”

My eyebrow raised. “Who?”

“Katy!” Sarah belted out.

“Katy?” My eyebrow remained in position.

“Come on, Kyle, you must remember Katy.” She’d stopped dead again and turned to face me. “Katy!” She repeated with sustained enthusiasm.

Katy? Who the hell was Katy? A girl from Sarah’s old trampoline school that I told her I had a crush on, so she knew I was straight? Was she one of the girls I’d claimed I’d dated when I was trying to pretend I didn’t have a crush on Sarah? Was it a girl Sarah had dated?

“Katy, from when we were kids!” She had her hands to the side of her head, buried in her floaty blonde hair. “Come on, Kyle. If it wasn’t for Katy, I don’t think I would even have my job right now.”

Weirdly, it still wasn’t ringing any bells.

“She was my best friend from when we were eight to when we were like fifteen.” Her hands were now outstretched, almost pleading with me to remember this girl.

“Uhh…” I had nothing. I thought I was her best friend from eight to fifteen. And then from fifteen to now.

She placed her hands on her hips and cocked them to one side. I’d be lying if I said I couldn’t help but notice she was looking amazing. She was wearing that coat again. “You’re telling me you seriously don’t remember all those times in my bedroom when my parents were out?”

“Oh god.” It suddenly all came back to me. “Katy.”
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Katy was a shy but very pretty girl who only ever existed at Sarah’s house. She was the same height as Sarah, dressed in the same fashion, wore her hair in the same way, liked the same music, and thought the same boys were cute. Katy and Sarah were mirrored images of each other.

Katy was me.

“That Katy.” My other eyebrow had raised, my eyes now a little wide.

“Yeah that Katy! I loved that Katy.”

She’d balled her hands into little fists, like this was a compassionate plea. She spoke as if she wouldn’t be able to stop talking even if she wanted to.

“Honestly, practising makeup on you was my favorite thing ever. And then when we hung out in my room for hours after reading magazines and watching TV, that was the best! I always missed her when you stopped letting me see her.”

Yeah, I remembered that, too. We probably were about fifteen when I was last Katy.

Sarah’s mom had been working that weekend, so we had the house to herself all Saturday. Or at least we thought.

I had come to Sarah’s early that morning, getting there just after her mom left for the day. We had the whole thing planned out. As soon as I got there, Sarah did my makeup, hair, and nails, as she always did. Even then, she was really good at it.

It was weird, but I looked cute as Katy, and I knew it. Plus, Sarah always looked hot, so together we felt like we could take on the world.

I was never that confident as a teenage boy, but Katy and Sarah were a force to be reckoned with. The world was our stage. Or, at least, Katy’s mom’s house was our stage. But that was big enough for a couple of teenagers.

That day, we’d picked out our outfits and made ourselves breakfast. We were both looking too glamorous for waffles and syrup, but we were talking as if we were in some fancy hotel somewhere on our way to some imaginary high end job.

As we finished our breakfast, Sarah told me she was going to a pop concert in a few weeks and wanted to watch some footage from the shows with me before she went.

As a teenage boy, Kyle and the other boys he hung out with were ‘too cool’ for pop music, but Katy loved it.

I had secretly loved it as a boy, too, so Katy was a chance for me to actually enjoy some of the things I wanted to enjoy. I dread to think what the boys would have said if they had seen me and Sarah in our heels spending the next three hours learning dance routines and practising trying to hit every note in those songs.

The singing was maybe the most embarrassing bit somehow. My voice broke when I was about fourteen, maybe, which didn’t really fit Katy’s look.

The first time Sarah heard Katy with a deep voice, she looked genuinely concerned. It was like she’d seen something happening that she was afraid of. After that moment, it was her mission to make sure that Katy didn’t have to sound like that ever again.

And it worked. We spent that whole day trying to tap into a voice that sounded more like her own. We were both sitting on her bed, about a foot away from each other in matching skirts, as she worked on me being the mirror image of her.

She would say a word and I’d say it back. Then she’d repeat it and I’d repeat it and it would keep going until I managed to match my voice to hers.

The memory came back to me so fully formed now. I remembered being exhausted by the end of it, but Sarah was so proud of me. She gave me the biggest hug and made me promise to keep practising whenever I was alone.

Of course, as it was for Sarh, I did just that. I practised and practised until Sarah never had to hear Kyle’s voice again when she was with Katy. I had a perfect girl's voice.

And that came in handy that day. I was hitting all the right notes with Sarah. We were moving like we were the backing dancers. We even had moments where we had to dance together, our hands on each other, and it was perfect.

But, anyway, that day shattered when it turned out Sarah’s mom’s Saturday shifts ended earlier than the weekday ones, and I’m certain she saw me through the front window.

By that point, it was the afternoon and Sarah was pretending to take photos of me with an imaginary camera on an imaginary catwalk. I strutted back and forth in a pair of Sarah’s favorite cute black heels with a little bow on the toe, wearing a pink dress that was, in hindsight, almost a little inappropriate for a fifteen-year-old to own.

I remembered. I had sprinted upstairs, past the front door, as Sarah’s mom was unlocking it. I almost rolled my ankle in those high heels. It was maybe a blessing that Sarah had spent so many of our formative years teaching me to walk in heels, otherwise her mom would have got through the front door before I had even finished my last pose on that catwalk.

Sarah always swore up and down that her mom didn’t see anything, but I always felt like she spoke to me differently from that day onward. Maybe it was for the best that I didn’t have to see her at the wedding. She was always pretty forward when she’d been drinking. I’m not sure if I would want her asking me if I could still run so well in four-inch stilettos.

I cringed a little internally and then pushed that specific memory to the side

“Yeah, those were kind of fun times.”

And in a way, I did mean it. I think if it wasn’t for Katy, then Sarah and I never would have been so close. She told me stuff that she definitely wouldn’t have told any boys when we were that age, not least because she never really liked having many guy friends when we were younger.

After a while, it even meant seeing Sarah in her underwear, though generally it was when I was also wearing her underwear and we were both picking out a dress to wear. Still though, if that was what I had to do, then it was what I had to do.

“They weren’t ‘kind of fun times,’ they were the best times!” She protested. We still hadn’t started walking again. “I still look at the little notes we wrote to each other when I need some inspiration. You wrote one about how I would be doing makeup for celebrities one day and- “

She slipped her little handbag off her shoulder and unclipped it to get her pale pink card holder. It matched her nails really well.

“Look!” She gestured.

There it was, my note to her. She’d slipped it out from behind her ID. The handwriting was cute and girlish. I’d even dotted an ‘i’ with a heart. Sarah had spent a lot of time ‘helping’ me stop having messy boy handwriting, which I was sort of grateful for in a way as I did have neat handwriting, even now as an adult.

It was sweet of her to have kept that note. That felt like a love that even Jackson could never feel.

“That’s so sweet.” It made me feel a little nostalgic about it all. “It was true, though. If you could make Katy look cute, then you could do it for anyone.”

“Oh, as if. Katy was cute enough on her own.” Sarah grinned at me. We started walking again.

In a way, Sarah was kind of correct. I had never had particularly masculine features or build, and we’d always been the same height. There was a bit when we were about eleven when Sarah suddenly shot up and towered over me, though it wasn’t long before I started catching up. When we were the same height, I had figured that I would keep growing and growing and then I’d be this stud and finally Sarah wouldn’t be able to resist me.

Turned out we both stopped growing at about five foot seven. She was a little tall for a girl and I was a little short for a guy. It had meant that Katy could share all of Sarah’s clothes and shoes for the whole time that they knew each other.

Great for Katy, I guess.

“She had her moments.” I replied. “So no hints at all about bachelorette activities? No? Do you at least know when it is?”

“Oh Kyle, you know Lucy. It’ll be whenever she’s made it just as crazy as she can.”

She was probably right.
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I’d not thought anything of our conversation again until about a month later. I’d nearly finished a work week from hell when I stepped through the front door of my apartment block and decided to check the mail. It was a bad habit, but I rarely ever checked my mailbox. Maybe every few days. What was the point in the mail when I did everything online, anyway?

Bizarrely, I did have three things in there. One was from a bank that refused to go paperless, one was a postcard from a cousin in Europe (he could’ve just messaged me online), and the last was a little hot pink envelope that looked like it was stuffed to the brim.

It had tape and a little bow holding everything in place. It could have burst at any moment. I rushed up to my apartment, clutching the mail, in case the parcel did just that.

It was only when I threw my work bag and the letters onto my kitchenette side that I finally actually registered what I was holding. This pink envelope was addressed to my apartment in some of the prettiest handwriting I’d seen in my life and it was sealed with a little lipstick kiss.

And it was addressed to Katy.

What the hell was I holding? Was it a joke from Sarah? Her mom finally confronting me as she knew I wasn’t going to be at the wedding?

My hand shook as I rotated the envelope to keep studying it, postponing finding out what was inside.

I put it down, picked it up again, and breathed. I repeated those actions. Finally, I pulled the bow and peeled the tape, sealing the pink package.

It really was packed in there. I could barely get everything out without some force. Whatever this was had some real weight to it. The envelope tore and, finally, everything spilled out onto the countertop.

I studied all the items one by one. There were some dried, pressed flowers, a little paper confetti, and a not insignificant amount of glitter. That was probably one of the reasons the envelope was so securely taped together.

Under them were a few little cards. One was a little map, one looked like a miniature poster that very largely proclaimed that “girls just wanna have fun,” and one was a handwritten note on a lovely off-white card, in that same pretty handwriting. I reached down and picked that one up first and read.

“Katy,” the note began. “I don’t know you yet, but I can’t wait to meet you! You’re the one person on this guest list that I’m not already friends with but, if you’re friends with Sarah, then you’re friends with me. She told me all about you and how you used to be friends from trampolining as kids and how you both wrecked your ankle at the same time. That’s a bit of her life that I don’t know anything about, so please bring any of the embarrassing stories that you can! Can’t wait to meet you, Katy! Love, Lucy.”

She’d told Lucy all about Katy? How much all about Katy?! I flipped the note over - nothing - then I scanned the rest of the envelope contents. What had she done?

There were details of a venue, some massive cabin out in the woods. The date, a little under a month from that day. Something about a dress code - I didn’t even want to know about that! What had Sarah done?

I freaked out and pulled out my phone. I’d never been more glad that Sarah was at the top of my contacts list.

Each ring of the phone felt like an eternity. Finally, her voice came.

“Kyle!” The way she said my name had such a sweet sound to it. “I’m so glad you finally called me! I was worried.”

“Worried?” I was caught off guard by her response. I almost forgot why I was calling. “Worried about what?”

“It’s been like three days since-“ she cut herself off mid-sentence. “Wait, you have checked your mail, haven’t you?”

Had I checked my mail? It was like asking if I’d seen the grenade in my kitchen.

“Uhh, yeah…”

“I thought you hadn’t spoken to me all week because you were mad at me!” Her words were a little rushed, she sounded panicked. “Lucy sent those invites out on the weekend. I thought you were upset.”

Maybe there was a lesson in this about checking my mail more regularly.

“No, I’m not mad at you, Sarah! I had such a busy week at work that I didn’t get time to think about anything else. The invite, it just… Caught me off-guard, is all.”

It was an understatement, but I didn’t want Sarah upset.

“Oh good!” I could hear her smiling as she spoke. “So, what do you think?”

“Like, about the invite?” I asked, laboring to get the words out.

I felt cagey. I wanted to ask directly what she had told Lucy, but I didn’t know how to begin to ask the question without accidentally losing my cool.

The last thing I wanted was for all of Sarah’s closest girlfriends to know I spent most of my formative years reading gossip magazines, or learning to walk in heels, or trying to memorize dance routines with Sarah. The idea absolutely mortified me.

“Of course about the invite!” She wasn’t making it all that easy.

“Yeah,” I paused to collect my thoughts. “It’s really cute. Like, those times when we were younger were fun. It means a lot that you sent me that invite. It was sweet of you.”

I thought that I meant what I said.

“Aaaand…” Sarah was trying to lead me somewhere, and I wasn’t sure I liked where.

“And...” I was waiting for Sarah to say outright what she wanted to say.

And then she did. It still sounded crazy, even though it was exactly what I was beginning to expect.

“And is Katy going to come or not?!”

“No way!” I blurted without even being able to think the words before I said them. “No way is Katy coming to your bachelorette party! I can’t do that! Are you serious?”

“Oh come on Kyle! Please!” She sounded like she was earnestly begging with me from the other end of the call. “Please, it would mean so much to me. I love Katy so much. I’ve never had another friend like her. Every other girl I’ve met has never managed to fill that Katy shaped hole you left in my heart. Please, Kyle!”

All I managed to say in response to her was, “uh…”

“I hate that stupid Jackson won’t let me invite you to the wedding,” she blurted.

‘Stupid Jackson?’ I thought to myself. Now we were getting somewhere.

“I want you at my wedding so bad,” she continued. “It broke my heart when I had to tell you that you couldn’t come. But Jackson doesn’t get to tell me who comes to my bachelorette party! And I want you there so badly, Kyle! I want this to make up for not being at the wedding. We can have things like we said they always would be!”

I barely knew what to say. There was dead air on the call for what felt like forever.

“Sarah, I…” I broke the silence but didn’t know how to finish my own sentence.

“Kyle, please think about it.” Sarah thankfully interrupted me. “Please think about it for me.”

“Of course I will, Sarah.” Something about the way she asked almost hurt. There was a sadness in her voice that I couldn’t bear to hear.

Sarah’s voice suddenly changed. “Oh! Jackson just got home. Okay, sorry Kyle. Thank you for this. Call me as soon as you can.”

There was a brief pause, then she spoke again.

“Love you, Katy.”

I don’t know entirely what came over me, but her telling Katy she loved her reawakened something within me. I don’t know where it came from but, for the first time in nearly a decade, I did it.

I did ‘the Katy voice.’

“Love you,” I squeaked out in an embarrassing, girlish tone.

From the other end of the phone, I heard Sarah let out the cutest squeal of excitement and then hung up.

I cleared my throat and looked around my kitchenette and into the attached living room, as if someone else may have heard me humiliate myself.

My face was hot. Part of me had felt as if everyone I’ve ever known was somehow watching that one cringe-inducing moment of my life.

I poured myself a glass of water and leaned up against my counter, waiting for the moment to pass. Nobody had heard me. My tragic secret was safe in my little one bed apartment. Yet another reason I was glad I didn’t have roommates any more.
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The next day in the office dragged and dragged. The work week from hell was coming to a close and Monday through Thursday had left me totally burned out.

There was still more to do, but all I could think about was the invite and the conversation with Sarah. She had told me she loved me. Well, she told Katy she loved her, but she was still professing her love to a version of me. Even if it was a part of me that I thought we had left long in the past.

She had never told me she loved me before, and hearing it felt incredible. The honey-sweet “love you” kept rattling around in my brain. I couldn’t focus. My work was a write-off for the day.

Finally, lunch came and went, then it was 4pm, then I just about survived our end-of-week wrap up. That meant I could leave the office and go home to deal with my thoughts.

Or, rather, my thought.

‘Love you.’

I made an effort to check my mailbox again on the way into my apartment block that day. The day before had taught me a valuable lesson. Plus, the postcard from my cousin was actually very nice. I think I was just being bitter that he was still in Europe and hadn’t been working for almost six months.

Thankfully, however, there were no unwelcome surprises in my mailbox at all. Blissfully, in fact, there was nothing.

I took the stairs up to my apartment. I had hated any time spent staying still that day. Moving gave me something to think about other than ‘love you.’

The elevator would have been a prison with my thoughts. I climbed the flights up to my floor and walked down the corridor, finally turning the corner to my apartment door, the very last apartment on my level.

And another surprise was waiting for me.

It must’ve been around a foot wide and deep, a little cream-colored box with that classic present-topper lid on it. The kind of gift box that’s always finished with a little bow where the ribbon continues down each side of the box.

This did indeed come with the bow.It was a pale pink and was tied through a gift tag that simply read “Katy.” I’d never been so glad my apartment was a little hidden away from all the others up here.

I hurriedly unlocked my door and carried the parcel inside, hoping to god that nobody had taken a wrong turn and seen this on my doorstep. I once again took everything to the kitchen side. It had started to become my war room for these last two days with the Katy nonsense.

Looking at the gift box, the tag this time was clearly written by Sarah. I was relieved at least that she hadn’t involved anyone else with this Katy stuff. She must’ve dropped this off during her work day today. She traveled a lot from appointment to appointment, so she must have somehow worked her whole schedule around making sure she could come by my apartment.

Looking at the gift label, she’d surrounded the name on the tag with a little heart. I couldn’t help but smile. Something within me felt a little warm. I don’t know what it was, but Sarah could somehow melt my heart, even in the weirdest of situations. I sighed and pulled the little bow to release the lid of the present.

The top of the gift slid from the base of the present in a smooth way, as if it was gliding apart. Sarah always was good at giving gifts. In my mind, opening this should’ve been like opening Pandora’s box, but Sarah had somehow made it cute.

After I’d set the top to the side, I looked within. It was a little note on a bed of tissue paper, the same color as the ribbon. The notepaper even matched the color of the box.

Sarah really was good at this.

I picked the note out of the box and began to read it.

“Katy,” it started. “I’ve missed you so, so much. There was so much more I wanted to say to you on the phone last night, but didn’t know how to. There are things I don’t even know how to write here. I do know that I meant everything I said. Please think of these as a gift. Sleep on it tonight, but then please, please call me tomorrow morning. Jackson is gone all Saturday and Sunday and I want to talk to you. Speak soon. All my love, Sarah.”

It read like a love letter. I barely knew how to feel about what I was holding in my hand. I flipped the paper over to the blank rear of the note and then back again to repeat a few of the lines in my head.

‘I’ve missed you.’ ‘All my love.’ Seeing it in her handwriting was amazing. I smiled as I put it to the side. My smile faltered a little as I looked back at the box.

“Oh god,” I muttered to myself as I reached for the top layer of pink tissue paper. I felt like I knew I wasn’t going to like whatever I would find beneath that paper.

Equally, being a gift from Sarah, then I couldn’t help but be tempted to see what lay within the box. I sighed, completed a slow, heavy blink, and then uncovered the contents of the box.

It was a pair of high heels.

Although, not just any heels. God, I remembered these shoes. They were white with a little curved almond toe, which sat on a half inch platform. The heel was about four inches, with the top of the shoe crossed by three narrow straps with tiny gold buckles. The sole had a gentle gold sheen to match.

These were our dream shoes when we were teenagers. Or rather, I meant, they were Sarah and Katy’s dream shoes. No, even that wasn’t right. They were Sarah’s dream shoes, so they were mine by association.

But I remembered them still. They were way too expensive for us to afford back then, though I always imagined me buying them for Sarah one day and her falling in love with me.

This, once again, really didn’t fit with the story I had in my mind when I first fell in love with her.

Standing alone in my kitchen looking down at the heels, it felt like a crossroads. There were two very clear paths here. A very large part of me wanted to just text Sarah and tell her that the shoes were a cute gift and I appreciated reminiscing about old times, though I wasn’t interested.

I was already fighting a losing battle in my dream of being with her, so her seeing me as like a sister or something was the last thing I needed.

Sarah had always dated ‘men,’ in the most traditional sense possible. Jocks, handsome brooding guys, confident men. I don’t think any of them would ever have been seen dead in a cute pair of stilettos.

But then, maybe this was something secret and real that Sarah and I could share. Maybe that closeness was a way of keeping me and Sarah together in a way that Jackson never could be.

Fuck it.

I pulled the shoes out of the box. I felt like I was going crazy for being so wrapped up in my love for Sarah. I doubted Jackson would ever think for a moment about going this far for Sarah. But then that’s why I knew I should be with her. If I would think about this for even a moment, then everything I thought about my love for Sarah was real.

I hurriedly undid the laces on my polished black work shoes and kicked my right shoe off. These shoes were the antithesis of everything the white heels represented. They were masculinity. They were a man who worked nine to five. Well, more like half six on most days. They were a provider in the mold of the hunter-gatherer.

I used my right foot to flick my left shoe off, hoping I could finish what I was doing before any sense of rational thought started to interrupt me. I scraped my socks off and cast them across the room with the same gusto. I knew I was being crazy. This was crazy.

I stood barefoot in my kitchen, feeling the cool, fake wood floor beneath me. I picked up the note one last time and put it down. I didn’t know why I was hesitating. What I was doing was inevitable.

I pulled the shoes out from the box. They were extremely cute, nobody could deny that.

Sarah was obsessed with these when we were younger. It meant Katy was, too. She didn’t have a huge amount of independent thought. Sarah would look great in those shoes. I hoped she bought a pair for herself. I’d have loved to see her in them. Her on my arm in those and an evening dress on our way to a fancy dinner.

That wasn’t happening here, though. Somehow, they were for me. Again, this really wasn’t the love story I had in mind when we first met, but here we were. I walked over to the living room couch and sat, placing the heels next to my feet. I suddenly noticed they were a size eight and a half. I was a size seven. Weird.

Sarah and I had almost the exact same size feet. She’d had to borrow the spare walking shoes in my car on our walks more than once, when she finally conceded that her cute Timberlands weren’t the most practical walking shoe. She always told me she didn’t buy her own, as mine fit her like a glove.

Whatever. The madness of the situation was already enough, without thinking about why Sarah would buy me the wrong shoe size.

I took the plunge. I slipped my right foot into the white heel. That was a feeling that I’d not experienced for nearly a decade. My foot arched into the shape of the shoe and my toes delicately slipped into the rounded end, with the heel of my foot gently sliding into place at the highest point of the shoe.

The feeling of my foot in the shoe was like it set off something bigger in my brain. I somehow managed to lock away all the memories of Katy somewhere deep down in my mind. I was so embarrassed after that time with her mom almost catching me that I had tried to forget all about it. And it had worked for so long.

Or, at least, until right now.

I had practically lived in heels some summers. Sarah and I would spend so much time at her place when her mom was out. We were as close as two girls could be. Which, obviously, was kind of weird considering me being a guy. But it was nice at the same time.

That was probably the reason we were still so close as adults. Katy and Sarah did so much together. We learned to walk in heels together. Hell, we learned to run and dance in them. We helped figure out our style, though admittedly Sarah was the only one who took our style outside. We decided what we wanted to do with our lives, though. Again, Sarah was the only one who actually committed to being a makeup artist.

My left foot followed the lead of the right and softly made itself at home in the shoe. I took a second to look at them jutting out from beneath my black work slacks. Not quite the look Katy would have gone for, nor a look Kyle would choose if he was in his right mind. I was doing this though, so what the hell.

I fed the little straps through their respective buckles, and that was it. There they were. Katy and Sarah’s dream shoes. On my feet. I lifted my right leg in the air and studied my foot for a few seconds. Again, nobody could say that they weren’t cute shoes.

Finally, I stood. And not even with a wobble. I pushed myself up off the couch and was upright almost effortlessly.

Sure, I was drained from work and everything, but I really thought that standing in heels would be way harder than this. But it was all coming back to me. They say that if you do anything for 10,000 hours, then you’ll be an expert, so maybe Sarah and Katy put that much time in way back when.

And they weren’t even uncomfortable. The little platform was so cushioned, like a little pillow for my toes. Yeah, I hadn’t stood up like this for a long time, but my feet felt fine! In fact, they felt better than fine. They felt nice. They were like wearing a pair of old friends. It was like I had missed the feeling.

No, I hadn’t. That was ridiculous.

I tried to stop my train of thought dead. I was getting carried away. It was all well and good for a couple of kids to play pretend, but I was a grown man, alone in my combined living room and kitchenette. I had to put an end to it.

But then I thought of the note. And how much this would mean to Sarah, if I did call her and tell her I liked the shoes.

This whole thing was crazy.

I needed to talk to her now. I decided I would message her and see if Jackson was gone already, because I couldn’t wait a whole night to figure this out. I took my first step towards my bag over on the countertop and the I heard that noise.

‘Click-tap.’

I stopped dead. ‘Click-tap.’

The noise halted again as I did.

It was my heels. It was the sound of wearing a pair of heels. I’d not heard it in so long. Sure, I’d heard enough women wearing heels in my life since I was a teenager, but something is so different about it being you that makes that noise. It’s a sound of confidence, of power, of some innate sense, being in tune with yourself.

I took a few more steps, listening to the click-tap of my heels in the otherwise dead silence of my apartment. It sounded so good. It felt so good. I had such a confident stride in my heels.

One foot followed the other, treading an invisible line from point to point between furniture. Click-tap, click-tap. I couldn’t stop. I had butterflies in my stomach. I swore to god I was shaking. It was such a rush. Click-tap, click-tap, just listening to that sound until seconds became minutes, and I’d lost all sense of time.

I finally managed to calm my breathing enough to reach my phone. I already wanted to talk to Sarah but couldn’t in case Jackson hadn’t left yet. If he caught even a second of our conversation, then I can’t even imagine how bad that would be for me.

I had to message her.

Sarah, I love the shoes so much. I can’t wait to see you. Love, Katy.




I typed it so quickly that my brain had barely finished the thought before my fingers had typed the message. My breathing was fast. It was such a rush. It was nerves and excitement and fear and joy all at once. It was the maddest thing I had ever done.

I hit send so I couldn’t give myself time for second thoughts.

And then I waited.

I couldn’t even close my messages. I felt sick. I knew Sarah would be happy, but I had no idea what was going to happen next. I stared at the message window.

“Last online: 18:11.” The message was unread for two minutes. I considered maybe deleting it and thinking more about what to say. Or at least how I should’ve said it. My thumbs hovered over the screen, not knowing what to do.

Then, suddenly, “online.” Then, within a second, “typing.”

I locked my phone. I couldn’t have her know I was watching and waiting for her to reply. Then my phone buzzed in my hand. And again. And again. And again. Then a pause. And then again. Sarah could be erratic in her messages, but not normally like this.

I turned my screen on to read the previews.

AHHHHH OMGGGGGGGG




Ahhh Katy you don’t know how happy I am!!!!!!




I cannot wait to see you!




When you come over? Jackson leaves at 7:30am so you can come over literally any time after then.




I can make breakfast. Waffles?




Oh my god, I couldn’t even remember a time she’d been so excited to message me. I couldn’t wait to reply.

I simply sent her one short message.

I’ll see you at 7:31.




And what I got back was a whole page of heart emojis. It was amazing.
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I could barely sleep that night, even after going to bed the earliest I had in years. It was not ideal after such a long week by any means, but my mind was racing. I had no idea if I was doing the right thing at all.

Keeping close with Sarah was my ultimate goal though, so I was definitely winning on that front at least.

I lay there with my eyes open, then closed. I lay on my back, then my side. Two pillows, then one pillow. Nothing mattered. I must’ve fallen asleep a little after midnight. The whole time, the heels were sitting right by my bed, like a pair of slippers.

The next morning, that’s exactly what they were. I woke up like a shot when my alarm went off at 6am. I was still rapt with that sense of nervous excitement, so the lack of sleep didn’t even matter. I was ready to go. I sat bolt upright, had a sip of water, swung my legs over the bed and into Katy’s heels.

I buckled them up and got up for the day. I strode over to the kitchenette, put a coffee on, and then went back to the bedroom to figure out some clothes for the day. And then I finally caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length wardrobe mirror.

There, staring back at me, was me. Wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts and women’s shoes. My skinny frame and hairless torso and soft facial features felt as if they were all there for the whole world to see.

I studied myself as I often had before. Today, though, this felt like I was seeing myself through a magnifying glass.

I barely even had an Adam’s apple. You have to really know it’s there to see it. I couldn’t grow a beard. My arm and leg hair was so fair that you could hardly see it against my skin. And to top it all off, somehow, in spite of my slender body, I still had little man-boobs. They were the part of me I was most ashamed of. Puberty really played a cruel prank on me.

All that lack of masculinity. A twenty-three-year-old virgin stuffed into a pair of four-inch heels. It was the most humiliating sight I’d ever seen.

This was not the jock that Sarah was looking for. What was wrong with me? I’d become so obsessed with this woman that I would completely degrade myself for her. I had never been more embarrassed. I took the shoes off and stuffed them into a duffel bag, the nervous, excited flame within me now totally extinguished.

I carried on as planned, though. I didn’t know what else to do. I supposed I could have messaged Sarah and told her to call the whole thing off. This was a rare chance, though. Jackson was away for a whole weekend. I had 48 hours that I could spend with Sarah, if I played it right. I hadn’t even been able to go to her house for far too long - not since Jackson got his way. As he always did.

I thought I could have only gone over to have a rational conversation with her. I figured we could definitely reminisce about old times, sure. She was welcome to that. But I thought maybe I could prove to her, over the day, that I was just as much a man as anyone.

I had two whole days to make her see me differently. I decided that it had to be that weekend. It wasn’t long until the wedding, so I could make some kind of grand romantic move and make her fall for me. The real me. Kyle. I could make everything work out how I had always dreamed.

So I had my coffee, I brushed my teeth, showered, and then spent some time picking an outfit. I wanted something masculine and attractive.

It was still slightly cool out, so I settled on a red and black flannel shirt, open and with the sleeves rolled, over a white tee. I wore my favorite blue jeans, the ones which fit slightly loose to make me look a little bulkier, and I finished off with my Timberlands. I put my brown beanie over my fair hair and, with a liberal splash of my most musky cologne, I called it done.

I checked the time. It was already 7:15am. I was going to be a little late, so I unthinkingly began to rush to find the last of my things. Until I caught myself in mid-panic.

No, that was ridiculous. I had just decided I wouldn’t fall over myself for this woman’s every whim. I wasn’t going to bend over backwards. I was going to be late to see Sarah, and she would have to wait to see me.

She would have to sit looking at her phone, wondering if I was even coming at all. I had the upper hand.

I took my time looking myself over in the mirror, making sure I had made the right choice for my clothes, making sure my jeans tucked into my boots in just the right way. I used the moment for some very literal self reflection.

Last night had been a tipping point. Wearing a pair of high heels for any woman was pathetic. It was emasculating. I shouldn’t have had to go to such lengths for a chance to possibly and eventually go on a date with a girl.

There were millions of women in the world. I had a good job, I had my own apartment, I looked after myself. Women should have wanted me. I shouldn’t have needed to degrade myself for any woman.

If Sarah didn’t see the light and didn’t want to be with me by the end of the weekend, then it was over. I wasn’t going to keep embarrassing myself like this.

Hell, Lucy and Claire were both single. I could even try to get Sarah to try to set me up with one of them. This weekend was the start of the rest of my life. I was leaving my house as a man. I grabbed my car keys, wallet, and phone and prepared to head for the door.

But… Not before first looking back to the duffel bag with a pair of heels in.

I paused and weighed up some pros and cons before deciding I should take them. There would be no point in me keeping them, plus Sarah should have had them. She had always wanted them. I would have loved to have seen her wearing them that weekend, too.

I could already picture her in those heels. The thought alone was making me want to get to her place as fast as I could. I grabbed the bag and made my way down to my car, throwing the duffel onto the front seat.

I was ready to go.
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Arriving at Sarah’s house, I felt good. Jackson’s car wasn’t on the driveway, I’d got myself pretty pumped through my music choice on the drive and, most of all, I had a whole day to see Sarah. Things were right in the world. It was nearly 8am. Sarah had needed to wait for me.

I parked in the driveway and got out, taking the duffel from the front seat as I went. I confidently walked to the front door and raised my hand to the doorbell. And then I stopped dead.

I dropped the duffel and whipped my phone out of my pocket and opened my conversation with Sarah. Just had to make sure I hadn’t missed any last messages. No, okay, I hadn’t. Last online five minutes ago, no warnings about Jackson, no messages saying this was all some weird joke, and that she was sorry.

Off I went.

I rang the doorbell and almost immediately I heard the faint sound of someone rushing downstairs and towards the door. It swung open inwards, towards a vision of unparalleled beauty.

There was Sarah, golden hair, fluttering lashes with perfectly winged eyeliner, and a bold but tasteful pink sparkly eyeshadow. A tiny little glow of highlight on her cute little nose and flawless red lipstick on her pillowy lips, framed with subtle lip liner.

Her black turtleneck hugged her figure, all of her curves accentuated and exquisite. My eyes followed down to see her black leather skirt with little gold zips that stopped halfway down her thigh.

I took in her perfect legs. It had always felt like her extra height had all gone to those legs of hers. They were amazing. And then, to wrap it all up, those legs ended in the shoes. The very same shoes I had in my duffel. She did look amazing in them. I was right.

With Sarah looking like that, I wanted to reach out and pull her into me. I wanted her wrapped up in my body. I was worried that I had my mouth open and that I might have been drooling. I should have been saying something.

But then I didn’t have to say anything at all. Sarah launched herself at me. She flung her arms around me, a little crouched to match my height. She clutched me tighter than I had ever been held before.

I followed her lead and put my arms around her and pulled her in to me, and she only squeezed harder. It was incredible. I could smell the sweetness of her hair and her cherry perfume. She kept squeezing me and squeezing me until eventually I was the one to let go.

She had never touched me like that before in our entire lives. The butterflies started again. I felt like a kid again, like I was only just meeting her for the first time. It was all nerves and a feeling like I was going to be sick. I could barely speak. She still had her hands on my arms.

“Kyle, I am so happy to see you,” she gushed.

She pulled me in for a hug again. I didn’t stop her.

“You too, Sarah!” It wasn’t a cool response.

I had not made a great first impression. Regardless, she sighed a happy little sigh and then released me from the hug.

She grabbed my hand. I couldn't remember the last time she held my hand. She started pulling me through the front door.

“Well come in then!” She chirped.

I happily obliged. Things were going better than I expected. I scooped up the duffel bag as she dragged me into her home. It was good to be back. I’d missed it. I truly hated Jackson for driving such a wedge between us. I hated him even more now that I had all of these feelings surging through me.
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The morning went better than I even expected. Sarah made the waffles she promised, all home made in an iron, with some fresh fruit and syrup and whipped cream and other garnishes that she kept deciding we could add. We spoke about normal stuff. Work, her friends, the movie we needed to go see together. She laughed, she touched my arm gently over the breakfast island as we spoke, she smiled warmly when I asked her about her life. I remembered why I was in love.

We managed to spend a whole hour talking over breakfast. No waffles should take one hour, but we made it happen. It was heaven.

It was going so well. I complimented her makeup, I even went as far as to tell her she looked amazing, and she did a little thing where she put her perfectly manicured fingertips to her chest as she thanked me, as if she were truly taken aback by my compliment. She complimented my outfit and cologne, even going so far as to call them rugged looking. It had worked.

And then I complimented her shoes.

As soon as I did, she grinned at me and stood up from the pile of plates we’d left on the island. She stepped into the large, open kitchen and did a spin on the spot.

“You like them?” She was beaming at me.

I couldn’t help but beam back. “Like them? Sarah, you look incredible.”

She continued smiling, but didn’t say anything. I automatically continued speaking.

“And that’s them!” I excitedly blurted. “Those are the shoes! Those were your dream shoes. I can’t believe you finally got them. You look so good.”

Sarah’s smile continued, then she finally spoke.

“Not just my dream shoes…”

I couldn’t help myself. I was enraptured, looking at her. “Our dream shoes.”

She let out a little squeal and clapped her hands together. “Our dream shoes! Can you believe I got them?”

I really couldn’t. I had no idea where they were from or if they still made them after nearly ten years. I certainly couldn’t believe she had got them for me, the twenty-three-year-old man she had known for fifteen years and who wanted now more than ever to sleep with her.

“I can’t believe it.” I didn’t want to elaborate on the other thoughts I’d had to accompany that statement.

“So…” She looked me deep in the eyes, “did you try them on?”

I couldn’t lie to her, not with her looking at me like that. I broke away from her gaze, looked back towards the plates, and spoke.

“Yeah.”

I suddenly heard the hurried click-tap, click-tap of her rushing over to me. She threw her arms around me again for what felt like the millionth time that day. Not that I was complaining. Her breasts pushed against my face from the way she was standing over me. I really was not complaining.

“How was it?” She asked, moving one hand to my arm and the other onto my hip, once again staring right into my eyes.

I had nowhere else I could look. I had to return her gaze.

“Yeah, they were a really cute gift,” I conceded.

“But did you like wearing them?” She pressed.

I didn’t know what else to say. Our eyes were locked.

“It was like… It was like being back at your mom’s house again.” I said.

“So that’s a yes?”

She hadn’t stopped touching me. The butterflies were going crazy. I wanted the moment to last forever.

I tried to catch my breath.

“Yes.” I admitted.

Before I even knew what was happening, she launched herself towards me. Her lips pressed against my check and she delivered the sweetest, most tender kiss I had ever felt.

“My Katy.” She looked over at my duffel. “Are those your shoes in that bag?”
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Things had not gone according to plan. Or not the way I wanted to. Sarah had practically been all over me, and she’d definitely never dressed like that to see me before. Or at least she’d never dressed like that to see Kyle before. Katy used to get to see that kind of outfit a lot, but she was a lot more reserved around me over the last few years.

Also, I hadn’t made her fall for the rugged man’s man, Kyle. Plus, I wasn’t sure this was exactly what I needed to be doing to get over Sarah.

I considered that maybe I should never have come at all. I should’ve downloaded a dating app or something to try to meet someone that wasn’t her or her friends. But then I thought about how she looked, and the idea of dating anyone else felt like a waste of time. I had to have her.

Those were the thoughts spinning through my mind as I was unlacing my Timberlands and taking my socks off. Sarah was busy unzipping the duffel and getting the shoes out, hurriedly bringing them back over to me as quickly as she could.

“So, they fit okay?” She asked as she handed them to me.

I took them. “Yeah, they were like the exact right size. Which is weird cause they’re an eight and a half and I’m a seven.”

“Yeah,” she scrunched up her face a little like I’d just said the stupidest thing she’d ever heard. “You’re a seven in men’s. Did I not teach you anything when we were younger?”

“Ohhhh,” I replied, feeling as if she was right to think I was stupid.

Hindsight, being what it was, not knowing the difference between men’s and women’s shoe sizes, was one of the more masculine things about me in that moment.

She laughed a short laugh. “It’s okay, though. I knew we were the same size. I think that’s half the reason we got on so well as kids. Anyway, put them on! I want to see them.”

I obliged. Once again, this was not part of the plan, but I couldn’t see a way to pivot the situation to her falling in love with manly old Kyle.

I figured to hell with it. I’d just play it out and try to salvage it later. I softly placed my feet back in the shoes and delicately did the straps and buckles up once again, Sarah watching on with her hands clasped and a smile from ear to ear.

“Oh my god,” she finally whispered. She looked me in the eye once again. “Can you walk in them?”

I took a step without saying a word, then another, and another until I was delicately walking heel to toe around Sarah’s kitchen. I watched as Sarah gasped, putting both hands to her mouth with her eyes wide. Something about the way she did it was so hot.

Finally, she spoke. “That’s my Katy! You look so good! Like riding a bike, huh?”

The words rattled me. I was a man in my flannel shirt and my distressed jeans and I was wearing heels and being called Katy by the hottest girl I knew. What the fuck was I doing? I stopped dead.

“Honey, what’s wrong?” She asked.

God, she’d never called me ‘honey’ before. The way she said it was as sweet as the word itself.

“It’s…” I didn’t know how to articulate it. I looked down at myself and felt so embarrassed. “It’s all this.”

She rushed over, her heels clicking on the floor as she made her way to me. She hugged me gently, pulling me into her and holding me there, my arms limp by my side.

“It’s okay, sweetie. It must be a lot. It’s been so long. Come on.” Her voice was gentle. The words felt so nice.

She released me from the hug and took me by the hand once again. She started leading me towards the staircase, both of our heels click-tapping in unison as we went.
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Before I knew it, we were in Sarah’s second bedroom. I didn’t think I’d ever been upstairs in the house she shared with Jackson. I certainly hadn’t been let into the bedrooms.

The second bedroom turned out to be Sarah’s home studio. Her job took her all over. She never knew whether she’d need to be at the studio downtown, or if she’d need to be at a client’s house or venue, or if a client would need to come to her. Hence, the home studio.

The room itself was adorable. The walls were a dusky pink, with a large arched window on the left pouring natural light into the room. A single pink swivel chair, a shade darker than the walls, sat opposite the door at a white gloss table with rose gold legs.

The chair looked at a large, circular mirror, with halo lighting surrounding it. The table was decorated with a little vase of flowers and a few styling tools. To my right was the door to a large, built-in wardrobe, and on the wall next to the door was shelf after shelf after shelf of beauty products.

A little rose gold sign on Sarah’s top shelf simply read, ‘you go, girl.’ This room was everything Sarah had dreamed of when we were kids.

Sarah caught me taking it all in.

“Do you like it?”

“It’s amazing,” I responded without stopping to think.

She led me further into the room. “I knew you’d love it. Sit!”

She half guided, half pushed me into the chair and I was sitting down before I even knew it.

“I still can’t believe it’s all mine,” she said to me. “Though I always hoped you would be working here with me. This place was our dream when we were kids.”

Our dream was maybe a stretch. Again, my dreams were all Sarah’s dreams when we were kids. When she was saying she wanted to run her own beauty salon, I couldn’t help but play along. A teenage boy in a borrowed dress and a face full of makeup didn’t exactly scream ‘CEO.’

“I’ve wanted to invite you here for so long. And there’s a job waiting for you if you still want it.” She smiled at me as she said it.

I laughed in response. It was a cute offer, even if I absolutely did not want to take her up on it.

“I’m not sure if I’ve got the skills any more, Sarah.”

“You could learn again,” she retorted in a bubbly tone. “You got really good at doing my makeup the first time! Hey, you remember how I could never do winged eyeliner, but you could?”

I did. The memories had all come flooding back again and again over the last few days. I nodded.

She continued. “And do you remember that time I wanted to get David to talk to me and I figured that if I came to math class looking perfect, then he’d finally fall for me?”

God, I did remember, and I almost felt sick thinking about it.

“Ohh, and I did it for you.” I started.

“Yeah!” She didn’t catch my uneasy tone of voice. She was thrilled that we were reminiscing. “We went and hid in that empty classroom and you spent like five minutes making sure you did my eyeliner just right. I spent that whole lesson fluttering my eyes at David, and I don’t think he even looked at me once.”

Sarah laughed, and I forced a smile. There was a reason I’d forced that memory from my mind. It was maybe the most pathetic thing I’ve ever done. Doing the makeup of the girl I had a vice-like crush on, so that she could try to hit on some guy in our class.

I had to watch her making eyes at him and leaning over provocatively near his desk. She looked to me for approval at one point and I’m pretty sure I gave a thumbs up. I had been such a coward. I should have done absolutely anything else. I was mortified.

“God, you were the best,” Sarah tied up the anecdote with that cheery little bow.

She smiled that sweet smile at me again and I returned it, trying to hide the burning shame that had washed over me.

I was about to say something. I thought I had it in me. The memory had churned up new emotions within me that I was ready to unleash. I opened my mouth to say something and then-

Sarah had sat herself down on my lap.

Side on, right on top of me.

I felt her soft thighs shift against me, and her perfect butt settle on my crotch. It was insane. I had never in a million years expected it. My penis pressed against her. I was using all of my willpower to try to stop myself from becoming rock hard. This was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

“Shame we missed so much time together, huh?” She seemed completely unaware of what was going on beneath her.

“Uh-huh,” I murmured, the blood vessels in my brain almost bursting from trying to focus on not getting an erection.

“This could’ve all been ours!” She gestured to the home salon.

I tried to calm my breathing to reply. “Yeah, I love it!”

Then, she finally asked the question that this room had been leading to for so long.

“So, can I see Katy?”

Everything in my mind up until this point had wanted to say no. The embarrassments from my past, the emasculation in the mirror, knowing what Sarah looked for in a man. Everything in my mind was screaming at me to say no.

But then, there was Sarah, sitting on my lap. Something she’d never done. A feeling I didn’t even have the ability to compare to anything else, as it was the best thing I’d ever felt. All rational sense was kicked out of my brain.

I looked at Sarah and said the stupidest thing I’ve ever said in my entire life.

“Yeah.”
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I had never seen Sarah so excited about anything in my entire life. She squealed and threw her arms around me again.

“Okay, wait right there!”

She leaped up and suddenly the whole room felt like it was buzzing with activity. It was only her moving, but it felt like I was in the middle of some kind of whirlwind. I was simply relieved that she finally got up when she did, as my thighs couldn’t contain my penis much longer. I was worried that I was about to explode if she shifted on my lap even another inch.

I rearranged myself as subtly as I could in my seat and then watched as Sarah dashed from corner to corner and in and out of the room. She had opened and closed countless boxes and drawers, brought containers in and other bits out of the room. I thought it was never going to stop. And then it finally did, with her final flourish. She draped a little silk scarf over the mirror.

“What’s that for?” I asked.

“I dunno,” she replied. “I’m really nervous.”

It wasn’t what I had expected.

“What do you mean?”

“Like, it’s been so long since we’ve done this,” she continued. “I kind of don’t want you to see you until you’re done. In case I mess it up or whatever. I don’t want to upset you or anything.”

I laughed. “Aw, Sarah, you couldn’t upset me.”

Once again, I had no idea what I was saying. I had no idea what the hell was wrong with me when it came to talking to Sarah. Words would just come out of my mouth and I wouldn’t even know what I’d said until it was too late. She could upset me. She had upset me!

Or, rather, I guess I’d upset myself. It wasn’t her fault that we messed about as kids. It wasn’t her fault for having a crush on some boy in math class. It was my fault for going along with it. But, then, not going along with it would probably mean she wouldn’t still be in my life like she was. The whole foundation of our friendship revolved around me never knowing how to say no to Sarah.

And here I went again.

“So you’re ready to go?” She asked.

Once again, realistically, that was a pivotal point in which I should have said no. It was totally within my power to stop what was happening dead in its tracks. I could have gone home and still had some semblance of pride and manhood about me.

But Sarah had just pressed herself against my penis. I was putty in her hands.

I gave my resounding response. “Ready, girl!”

I wanted to curl up into a ball as soon as the words left my mouth.

“Wait,” she said excitedly, “say it properly.”

I knew what she meant immediately. And I obliged. My vocal register shifted up way higher than it had any right to reach and, in a chirpy, girlish tone, I repeated myself.

“Ready, girl!”

Sarah was ecstatic. She pumped her fists and a “yes” burst from her lips.

I did not realize it would be so easy for someone to convince me to completely degrade myself like this.

The activity started again. Sarah grabbed a hair net from a drawer and stretched it out in her hands.

“Okay,” she looked at me past the net, “I’m going to just need you to hold still for, like, all of this. Okay?”

“Okay,” I replied.

The front of the hair net touched my forehead, and she used it to push all of my hair back to the rear of my head. I felt the elastic start to slip around the sides of my scalp, then finally over the back of my head. She looked at both sides of my face and pushed a wayward hair into place inside the net. She secured it to the side of my face with a couple of subtle little strips of skin-colored tape.

“Because we’re going,” she confirmed.

She splashed some cleansing liquid on a little cotton pad and sponged my skin with it, gently following the lines of my face. Her hand moved so gently, so softly against me. It was like I was being massaged. I couldn’t help but relax in my chair a little and smile. I saw her smile back. I loved her.

Next, she was circling little beads of moisturizer where she had rubbed the cotton pad. Her fingers caressed my cheeks and traced my nose. I didn’t remember this from when we were younger. It felt intimate. It was blissful. I closed my eyes and sank into the chair.

After a moment of pure zen, I decided to watch what she was doing. I wasn’t sure why. I think maybe it felt as if I’d have some control over the situation if I knew what Sarah was doing. Though, looking at the piles of MAC and Maybelline and L’oreal and Estee Lauder, I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to keep up with any of it.

I had never had a girlfriend. My main exposure to women’s beauty products was either from Sarah or from TV commercials. Anything I hadn’t touched at Sarah’s mom’s house was going to be new to me.

She grabbed a tube that defined itself as a ‘primer.’ This one was new to me, but it seemed pretty self explanatory. She lightly and evenly spread it across my skin. There was a look of intense concentration on her face already. She was no longer the chatty, bubbly Sarah I was flirting with moments ago. This Sarah was all business.

I didn’t dare say anything for fear of breaking her flow.

With the primer finished, she moved onto foundation. I remembered this one. A few bottles were held up to my face, and then narrowed down to a final two.

She took two separate little sponges and put a little from the first bottle from one, and then the second bottle onto the other. Her brow furrowed as she took my hand and dabbed the sponges onto the back of it. My hand rotated a little as she guided it into the sunlight from her huge window, then she set it back on the arm of the chair and put one of the bottles of foundation away.

Before I knew it, she had squirted a few dots of foundation onto me and was methodically dabbing and sponging it into every fold of my face until she looked satisfied with her work.

She returned the foundation to its original place before picking up a little tube of concealer and studying my face for a moment. The concealer was something I did actually remember very well. I’d borrowed some of Sarah’s as a teenager to cover up particularly bad acne, and that was when I was being Kyle.

The applicator placed a couple of dabs of the liquid onto my face, after which Sarah had already moved on to loading up a pad with foundation powder. The pad patted my face with almost machine-like regularity. It felt as if not a fraction of my face had been left untouched by her work.

Up until that point, I had barely even managed to form a full thought in my head. I was sort of in awe of watching Sarah work. This wasn’t how I remembered things being when we were kids. She was actually really good at what she did. Though I should have known. I was sure you didn’t get to do makeup for women’s wedding days unless you were pretty damn good at what you did.

Sarah finally said her first words since she started. “Okay, let's emphasize those cute features of yours.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I simply stayed silent. The urge to run away felt like it was brewing in me, but I didn’t know how to do it. Telling Sarah to stop would have broken her heart. Plus, literally running away was a dreadful idea. A man spilling out into the street in a pair of heels and a face expertly blended in foundation wasn’t how I wanted to face the world.

And then her face pulled in so close to mine, for her to look at the work she had to do. I could feel her breath lightly drifting over me. I could smell her perfume. Something in my trousers moved.

Fuck it, I thought. Backing out now wouldn’t achieve anything. I’d put up with the Katy nonsense this one last time to earn this day with Sarah, and then I’d figure out a plan from there. At least if I went through with it, then I’d get a whole day with her. That was the goal in mind.

Sarah pulled out a stick of highlighter and another stick with a really dark shade. She put perfectly symmetrical strokes of the highlighter under my eyes, down the center of my nose, up my forehead and just above my brows, a couple of places on my jawline, and then a few more dots here and there, which I’m sure she had a reason for.

She brought out a new sponge and dabbed away until she looked pleased with her work. Then, the darker stick followed in a similar method, sliding some of the makeup on the hollows of my cheeks, the sides of my nose, and along the top of my forehead just under the hair net. Once again, she signed it off with some dabs a few extra places.

Yet another new sponge came out. She gently used her hand under my jaw to direct my face in the directions she needed as she blended the new beauty product.

I had to admit that there was something nice about the process. Sarah’s delicate hands and beautifully manicured nails brushing across me, the soft sponges and little brushes. It was soothing.

I decided I was right to just let it happen. I thought this as she began to press a pad of bronzing powder on me, like a little pillow. I caught myself smiling, to which I saw Sarah produce the biggest grin I’d seen on her face in forever.

“Having a nice time?”

She wasn’t going to let me leave with any dignity intact.

“Yes,” I admitted, shyly.

She put the powder back on the side and looked at me.

“Uh-uh, come on now,” she pouted.

“Yes, Sarah,” I repeated in my singsong Katy voice.

Sarah’s big grin returned. “Yes Katy! That’s more like it. Come on, let her out!”

God I was embarrassed.

She returned to her box of tools and pulled out a pinkish-reddish dish of blush. Another box produced a big, fluffy brush which she wafted back and forth over the container of the blusher. I could see the concentration on her face. There was a change in her expression, which signified the exact moment in which she knew there was just the right amount of powder on the brush.

The big poofy brush was brought to my face and dusted over my cheekbones. I felt like some relic, just discovered by archaeologists. She used the brush with the same delicate technique that they use to carefully restore priceless artefacts.

I felt this new layer of makeup settle lightly on my face, just as Sarah moved on to preparing a pad full of highlighter powder. Once again, the powder lightly pressed onto a few choice areas on my face.

Without being able to follow along in the mirror, I had no idea what was happening. All I could do was look at Sarah’s figure as it moved between me and her makeup stations. Or watch her bend over to reach the low drawers. Or look deeply into her eyes as she stared at my face with her intense look.

She would catch me looking into her eyes occasionally and she would smile every time. It felt like we were always moments away from one of us kissing the other. I crossed my legs to try to ensure I didn’t get hard mid-makeover.

Four separate palettes of eyeshadow were then placed upon the counter which I sat at. Sarah opened the lids of each of them and scattered some little brushes with them. She then accompanied them with an eyeliner and a tube of mascara, labeled ‘Up All Night.’

I wished we would be.

Sarah scanned up and down the eyeshadow palettes, brush in hand. It was like watching a master painter prepare to finally put a finishing touch on their canvas.

Eventually, she settled on a dark pink, with which she put a single stroke just above my top eyelashes. After that, a second brush to put a lighter pink, which I felt her push gentle smudges up over my top eyelid. A little pad, the size of a cotton swab, was then employed for a glittery pink color. She was using it to make a little horizontal line up my eyelid.

I could see Sarah’s tongue poking out of her mouth a little. She was focusing so hard. As soon as she finished the glittery streak, she stepped back to admire her work.

“Hope pink’s still your favorite color,” she spoke, looking at me like a work in progress rather than an actual person.

“Sure is,” I replied in the effeminate voice that was now coming more and more naturally.

I had begun to wonder if this would be another memory I would force myself to forget.

“Knew it.” She picked up a new brush and looked over the palettes again.

Pink really was not my favorite color. Once again, it was Sarah’s, so it was mine. I don’t even think I had a favorite color. I was a grown man. Though, equally, I was a grown man currently receiving a makeover and talking like a woman, so maybe it wasn’t the time to think I was above anything.

My thoughts were interrupted by Sarah applying a little line of light, almost white eyeshadow under my bottom eyelashes, and swooping it up from the outer edge of my eye towards the end of my brow. Another light shade blended it towards where the pink on my eyelids had been brushed. One more study of her work and Sarah determined she was done.

The eyeliner was retrieved from the table. I watched as the cap was unscrewed. A fine brush emerged, almost like a little pen tip, shining in a jet black liquid. I felt the liquid touch my top eyelid, just above my lash-line.

“Don’t worry,” she said mid painting, “I’m a lot better at this than I used to be.”

“Better than me?” I couldn’t help but ask.

Sarah laughed a big, short laugh.

“Never could be, Katy.”

I laughed too. We did have a lot of good times back then. It was sort of nice to be back. It was a confusing series of thoughts.

She continued with her work. I felt the line continue beyond the end of my eye, capping off the whole thing with a connecting line to the bottom eyelid. Those were the famous eyeliner wings she never used to be able to do. I smiled. I couldn’t help but feel a little proud of her.

She pulled out an eyelash curling wand from a drawer. I remembered Sarah teaching me to use one of these as a teenager. She had sneezed when I was using it on her and I nearly tore her eyelashes out. I reminded her of the story and she almost doubled over laughing.

“Oh Katy, I’ve missed you,” she repeated for probably the millionth time.

With a smile, she then gave me a hug. It was made slightly difficult by her standing and me sitting, plus her trying not to rub my fresh makeup on her black top. I really did not mind that this was the millionth hug.

She got to work with the eyelash wand. I felt the gentle tug of my top eyelashes as she pinched the two sides of the handle together, forming my eyelashes into a more feminine shape.

Once the second eye matched the first, the Up All Night mascara tube was opened. The big, crazy looking brush was once again almost dripping with a jet black liquid. She applied big, exaggerated strokes across my eyelashes, smiling to herself as she went.

Then, another new one, Sarah produced a little tray of false eyelashes. There must have been about thirty sets out on display. They ranged from little wispy strands to massive, outrageous fans of eyelash. You’d have been able to see the last set of lashes from two towns over.

Thankfully, Sarah selected a more moderate set from somewhere in the middle, picked them out with precision using a pair of tweezers, and applied a thin layer of glue to each.

“These need a second to dry,” Sarah explained.

“Okay,” was all I said in response. It was the first thing she’d actually explained to me since we’d started.

“So, how are you feeling?” She asked.

“Yeah, good!”

I’d kept up the chipper little Katy voice. It was crazy that I was still so comfortable using it after keeping it locked away and forgotten for nearly a decade.

“Course you are!” Sarah was grinning at me. “Must’ve been tough, keeping hidden away for so long.”

“Yeah.” I didn’t quite know what she meant. I was pretty okay with leaving this in the past for so long. “This is nice, though!”

“I know,” she replied reassuringly. “Seems such a waste, you spending all that time as a boy. You’re going to love it when you see yourself!”

I didn’t know quite what to say to that, either. Thankfully, I didn’t need to say anything, as Sarah had decided that the glue was ready.

She used her pinpoint accuracy to put the lashes on my top lash-line, and held them there gently for a moment. I felt the glue get more and more sticky, until the fake eyelashes began to feel as if they had bonded with my real ones. Sarah smiled once more.

“Nearly there!” She remarked excitedly.

She dumped a few different lip liners and lipsticks on the counter and held a few of each up to my face. After a time, she settled on a bold, slightly dark red lipstick, with a matching lip liner, a shade darker.

She took a little cap off of the lip liner and began drawing my new mouth on me. I could feel her follow the rough shape of my lips, but she was making them a little fuller and more pouty. More girlish. She filled in my new sexy lips with her chosen lipstick.

With this, Sarah stepped back to look at her creation. I instinctively puckered my lips together, as Sarah had taught me to do after applying lipstick so many times. She laughed.

“Oh, you’ve still got it, Katy.” She laughed again.

I laughed, awkwardly. “Yeah, I dunno where that came from.”

“Come on, you don’t have to be so sly with me,” she was looking at me warmly. “You can’t tell me this is the first time you’ve been you since we were kids.”

“No, it is!” I said, almost frantically.

I didn’t want her to think of me as some secret cross-dresser. My voice wasn’t helping matters, though.

“Really?” Sarah sounded almost dejected.

I wasn’t quite sure how to respond. The sadness in her voice was so tragic to hear. Thankfully, she responded for me.

“That must have been so hard for you.” She leaned in and hugged me once again, the embrace feeling so meaningful and reassuring. “I’m sorry I haven’t been there for you, Katy.”

“No, no!” I replied.

I didn’t want her to feel guilty. I had honestly been very happy without having Katy in my life. It had been a lot easier than when I was having to lead some weird teen double life.

“It’s okay,” Sarah interrupted.

She squeezed me a little tighter and held me for a while longer.

“But anyway, okay,” she let me go and sniffled a little as she continued, “you’re here now, that’s what matters!”

“Sure is!” was all I could think to say.

I was worried she’d teared up a little behind my back. Her being sad on our day together was the last thing I wanted. This had been an absolute mess of emotions. It wasn’t quite what I had expected from my big day of proving myself to be the man that Sarah needed in her life.

“Okay, finishing touches. This is the first day of the rest of our life.”

She picked the highlighter back up and put a tiny amount on the center of my lips.

“Perfect!”

She went into a drawer and pulled out a bottle, proclaiming to be a setting spray. She misted it over my face liberally and then wafted my face with her hands.

“And… We’re done!” She chirped.

“So…” I paused. “Can I see?”

I wasn’t even sure if I wanted to.

“No!” She almost recoiled from my question as if it was crazy. “That was only your makeup. Don’t you remember anything?”

Once again, I wished I didn’t.

“Let me get you some bits. Wait right here.”

She hurried out of the room.

I considered taking the scarf off the mirror to take a peek. I’d have used my phone to look at myself, but I left it downstairs at breakfast. Before I could come up with a solution, Sarah’s heels were clicking their way back towards me.

“These okay?” She asked.

I looked at what she was referring to and I almost couldn’t believe it. In her left hand was a pair of red panties with an intricate lace trim. Her other hand held the matching bra, an equally sultry red with the same swirling lace.

She paused and looked at what she was holding in her hand.

“Wait, are you still okay sharing my clothes?”

I tried to make sure I didn’t let my jaw drop or have my eyes go so wide the eyeballs fell straight out. Sarah was going to give me her underwear. This day was just full of surprises.

I tried to play it cool.

“Well, I don’t exactly have any of my own.” I laughed nervously.

Sarah looked relieved. “Then I’ve got you!”

She threw the bra and panties combo over to me, and I was in disbelief.

“Th-thanks,” I stammered.

“Don’t mention it.” She casually responded. “Wait, do you still-”

I watched as Sarah’s sentence trailed off. She bit her bottom lip and brought her index finger up to her mouth. She was trying to articulate something, but clearly didn’t quite know how. She had this cute way of doing that weird face when she was thinking.

“Do you still know how to do that thing?” She finally asked, almost under her breath.

Oh no. Once again, I knew exactly what she was talking about. This was another memory that had flooded back to me over the past few days.

As a teenager, Sarah had helped me learn to tuck. Sarah got me to understand how to position my genitals in such a way that they appeared to not even be there.

Well, not that she physically taught me with her own hands, or anything like that. God forbid that tucking was the only context that Sarah would touch my penis in my whole life.

No, drag was big when we were teenagers and there were enough TV shows and things on the internet for her to find out what tucking was, and for her then to tell me. She thought she was doing me a huge favor, helping me look a lot more natural in a pair of tight pants or a short dress.

In her credit, tucking did technically do what it was supposed to. I’m pretty ashamed of how good I got at it, but Sarah had been very encouraging. I felt like it had made a lasting impact on my manhood though, as I accidentally had a testicle slip inside my body during sports on more than one occasion after that.

“You bet,” I said, rather than mentioning any of my aforementioned thoughts.

“That’s my GIRL!” Sarah replied, really putting some force into that last word.

She really was getting hung up on that bit.

She continued, excitedly. “That tape I used for your hair net, that’s like really good skin tape. You can use that for this!”

“Thanks,” I responded.

I didn’t really mean it. I wasn’t quite sure I wanted to try tucking again. Wearing makeup and women’s clothes was one thing, but it is quite literally emasculating to have it look like you have no penis or testicles.

Sarah was out of the door as I was completing that thought. She started closing it behind her before pausing and turning to me.

“I’ll be just out here,” she spoke gently. “Take as long as you need. I know it’s been a while. Shout if you need anything.”

“Thanks.”

Once again I didn’t quite know what to say.

“Any time,” she replied.

She smiled a reassuring smile at me.
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The next few minutes were some of the craziest of my life.

I was sitting alone in Sarah’s second bedroom, holding a set of her lingerie. In all honesty, it took every fiber of my being not to jack off or do anything even weirder with it.

With Sarah outside, I finally uncrossed my legs and I was already rock hard. I could barely cope any longer with the touching, and the little looks, and the giving me her underwear! It was like she was flirting with me in some big, mad way.

I had to calm myself down.

I put everything to the side and closed my eyes. I thought about my week at work. I thought about how I should have taken the garbage out if I was going to be gone all weekend. I thought about whether I should have got that chip on my windshield looked at before I drove to Sarah’s.

Finally, through sheer determination, my body calmed down. I was flaccid again. I had never been so relieved to not have an erection.

And, in that moment, tucking actually made sense. I couldn’t have Sarah seeing me getting a boner from her slightest touch, and definitely not from seeing her underwear. She would have found it disgusting. It was disgusting.

So I tucked.

Right there, in the beauty chair, I took off my heels and slid off my pants and boxers. I took a second to breathe and think about what I was doing, and then decided to commit to my course of action.

I gently pushed one of my testicles up towards my body until it slipped within me, and then guided the other to follow on the other side. I pulled my weirdly empty nuts back towards my butt and then did the same with my penis until everything was flat against my body. With that, I pulled some strips of tape and stuck them to myself until I had no evidence left of my manhood.

I didn’t bother to try to justify it or argue with myself anymore. I just went for it. I took off my flannel shirt and carefully took my T-shirt off, making sure not to let the neck hole touch any of my makeup and ruin Sarah’s hard work.

I stepped into her underwear, left foot then right foot, and slid it up my body. I felt the soft material play against my legs as it went, the lace gently tickling me as it did. It was a feeling I hadn’t experienced in years. There was something thrilling about it.

Once I had pulled them in to place and was satisfied that things were looking good where my junk used to be, I moved on to the bra. I was already halfway through clasping the two sides together when I realized something.

I had never undone a woman’s bra, but I could clasp one up like it was second nature. Well, I had unclasped a bra before, it was just that I hadn’t unclasped one on a woman before. I’d only ever undone my own.

The bra had a lot of space. Sarah had absolutely perfect breasts. My whole life I’d dreamed of touching them. Kissing them. Thinking about them whilst wearing her bra was making me glad my penis didn’t have anywhere to go. I could feel it pushing ineffectively against the tape.

Sarah’s underwear set fit me almost perfectly in every way except the bra cup. Even with the little tits that I had been cursed with as a teen, there was still a big difference between me and Sarah. I didn’t quite know what to do about the issue. I folded my clothes and put them on one of the shelves, and considered what I was just about to do.

I was going to invite the girl of my dreams into the room to see me wearing women’s underwear.

The thought filled me with absolute terror, but I had no idea what else to do. Climb out the window? Die? Neither seemed like a good option.

Finally, I called out to Sarah.

“I think I’m done.”

The door tentatively opened, and I saw her face peer in through the gap that was forming. As soon as she saw me, she flung the door the rest of the way open and charged in. We were hugging once again.

“Okay, okay, amazing,” she started gushing. “Okay, let me get you something to stuff that bra and then let me get you some stockings to hide that leg hair.”

She was off again and back before I knew it. Within moments, she was helping me step into a pair of stockings that held themselves up at the tops of my thighs. Their natural skin colour was enough to disguise my fair hair.

The way they gently squeezed my legs felt nice. I wasn’t sure why.

Straight after, she was slipping a pair of what looked like chicken fillets into my bra. A pair of fleshy looking lumps that filled out the cup and forced my natural boobs to sit on top of them.

Looking down at it all was surreal. I had actual cleavage. My body looked sexy. My penis pushed against the tape again and I was genuinely relieved that it looked like I didn’t have anything going on down there.

She opened the wardrobe and reached for something.

“How do you feel about this?” She spoke into the clothes in there.

Out came a little corset. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“Uhh, I’ve never worn one before,” was all I could think to say.

“They look worse than they are,” came her response.

Before waiting for any more input from me, Sarah was wrapping it around my body. She hooked a couple of clasps together and then started lacing it all the way through. After a couple of minutes, she was yanking the lace and suddenly the corset was squeezing me. A little air left my lungs and my eyes widened. I tried to inhale and found my breath slightly shallower.

I stood up straight, my posture being ironed out by the way the corset was forcing me to stand. The tightening stopped and my breathing evened out. It took me a second to adjust, though it was most likely because I hadn’t stood that straight since probably before I had a desk job.

“Sexy,” Sarah said, before giving me a little wink and a chuckle.

It was a nice laugh. It could easily have been a laugh that said ‘look at that sissy,’ but she was laughing like we had some little secret we were sharing. It was cute.

“Clothes!” Sarah suddenly announced.

She went out of the room again and left me looking down at my body. I twisted and turned a little on the spot and watched as my suddenly very womanly figure followed my movements. It was mad knowing it was me.

Sarah was once again back in the room, practically sprinting. In her hand was almost the mirror image of her outfit. The same slightly fluffy turtleneck that she was wearing, but in a kind of off-white, and a very light brown leather skirt, with the same zippers and side slit. The same side slit that meant I couldn’t stop trying to catch a glimpse of Sarah’s thigh. She was making me her twin once again.

“Let me help you with the neck,” she offered.

She helped to stretch the sweater’s head hole wide enough for me to slip through without smearing my makeup.

“I mean, that setting spray could withstand bombs, but you can never be too careful.” she joked.

My face emerged through the hole and then she was helping me guide my arms into place. The material was so soft. It was like the feeling of holding a childhood blanket. She smoothed the body of the sweater into place.

Next, I stepped into the skirt and Sarah started pulling it up for me. I raised my arms a little as she swivelled it around my body to make sure the slit lined up with my thigh just right. She did the zipper on the back for me, tucking the sweater into my skirt in the process. Without even asking, I started putting my shoes back on. She clasped her hands together. She looked proud.

She opened another little box and produced a few little pieces of jewellery. A gold bracelet with a little gold daisy on it. A necklace formed of two dainty gold chains that crossed over one another. A little skinny ring where the band turned into a heart at the top.

She helped lace the necklace around the outside of the turtleneck, then attached the bracelet to my left arm and slid the ring on my right index finger, the same way she liked to wear hers. Everything, the clothes, the underwear, the jewelry, it all fit me so well. We really were almost the exact same height. It was a lucky coincidence, for Sarah at least.

Sarah took one more thing from the box. A little pair of earrings with a few tiny gold petals dangling from each. I looked at them and my eyes widened. Sarah saw my reaction and laughed.

“You remember how I always wanted to you to let me pierce my ears?” She asked.

“God, no chance.”

It was maybe the one thing I actually said no to. Being a teenage boy with two pierced ears was one thing, but letting Sarah do it with a safety pin was something else.

Sarah laughed. “Well fine, because these are clip on.”

She attached them to one ear and then the other. They pinched my earlobes in a way that wasn’t particularly pleasant, but it was definitely better than Sarah making any new holes in me.

“All right,” she looked me in the eye. “Ready for the last thing?”

“Ready,” I responded. I sort of was at that point. Sarah’s enthusiasm was infectious.

“Time for your hair,” Sarah said, as she opened the second door of the wardrobe.

Behind the door was a display of wigs, a palette of shades and lengths, ranging from a platinum blonde to a deep black, long enough to reach my lower back and short enough to be barely brushing my shoulders.

I remembered that Sarah told me she’d done cosplay makeup for a client once and then got addicted to buying wigs for extreme makeovers ever since. This closet was definitely proof.

She picked a blonde one, just long enough to reach around the middle of my shoulder blades. She had chosen her own haircut. I probably could have guessed.

I was guided back into the chair, where Sarah started fitting the wig over my head. The hair was so soft, it almost felt cool against my skin. The feeling of the elastic of the wig gripping around my head and the wisps of the hair made me shiver gently. It was like an unexpected head massage. My body was tingling.

After a little brushing and delicate placing of a few strands of hair, her masterpiece was finally complete. Sarah stroked my new hair with her hand and smiled, then stepped back to admire me.

“Well, didn’t you blossom?” Sarah asked rhetorically.

I still hadn’t seen myself.

“Come on!”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up from the chair. Before I knew it, we were back downstairs and our heels were clicking their way towards the huge feature mirror at the bottom of Sarah’s stairs. I was finally going to see myself. I was dragged into the perfect position to take it all in.

And… I was gorgeous.

I really hadn’t expected it. I knew I had never been a particularly masculine man, but it didn’t mean I expected to be a beautiful woman.

My blonde hair gently bounced like Sarah’s, framing my face with its soft colour. The pink of my eyes, with its subtle glitter, complemented my hair colour perfectly and blended into the gentle pink of the blush on my cheeks. I blinked in disbelief and my lashes fluttered with each movement of my eye, confirming that the woman I was looking at was actually me.

I looked at my lips, full and pouty, with a bold red finish. I couldn’t help but pucker them a little as I looked, making Sarah giggle with a cute little laugh, the laugh where she lightly touched my arm. She positioned herself half behind me, so she was looking over my right shoulder to watch what I was seeing.

I looked down at my body, seeing the way my borrowed breasts were filling out the sweater and how they formed a sensual curve with my waist, tightened by the corset. It made it look as if I had full hips. Not quite as nice as Sarah’s, plus I didn’t have that perfect butt of hers, but I was giving her a run for her money.

The slit of my skirt naturally led my gaze towards my legs, which stretched forever before I finally saw the white heels I was gracefully balancing on.

Without even realising what I was doing, I grabbed the top of my skirt and lifted it a little higher, gently turning it back and forth until I felt that it was just right.

Sarah loved that.

She hugged me from behind and rested her chin on my shoulder. She closed her eyes, breathed in, and exhaled with a happy sounding ‘hmm.’ She held the hug for what must have been a couple of minutes.

I watched her open her eyes again, and she was smiling gently as I spent a little longer looking myself up and down, gently shifting on the spot, getting used to my body. I couldn’t get over how good I looked. Sarah and I could have been sisters. We looked incredible together.

“I knew you were good,” I finally broke the silence, “but wow.”

Sarah laughed once again. “You made it easy.”

I broke free from Sarah’s rear hug, turned to face her, and gave her a hug of my own. I felt my new breasts press against hers, our hips pressing into one another’s. My penis was once again fighting to get free of the tape and I was even more relieved that it had nowhere to go.

“I’ve missed you,” I said in my singsong voice.

I was using my voice with more confidence after seeing myself. The voice matched the look. Sarah once again squeezed me tighter before pulling back a little and looking deep into my eyes.

“Is it too early for drinks?”
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The makeover had taken a while, but it was still barely midday. Not that I was complaining. I hadn’t spent a day drinking with Sarah since, well, probably since before Jackson existed.

Sarah was fun and loose when we drank. We were always silly and flirty and it was something I used to look forward to whenever we went to anything that meant we’d be drunk together. I jumped at the opportunity.

The next hour flew by. Sarah and I were making cocktails in the kitchen, using every drink she had in the house. Mimosas, a mojito, mai-tais, the list grew and grew over the course of the day. By about half one, we were already feeling tipsy.

“Let’s do salad,” Sarah more or less announced. “I want to get one of those stupid big pizzas later that we got as kids.”

“The ones we always got, even though we never finished any of them?” I remembered.

The giant pizza was a sleepover tradition whenever Katy got to stay at Sarah’s. I always wondered what my parents thought was happening when I stayed overnight at Sarah's house. It was probably anything other what we were actually doing.

We threw together some ingredients to make the most botched salad ever, and we made drinks and caught up for hours. Our conversation was different from any conversation I had had with Sarah since we were kids. She was so open about everything. She was letting me into parts of her life that I hadn’t heard before.

It was during that time that we finally spoke about the bachelorette again.

“So, you’re definitely coming?” Sarah asked me.

I truly did not want to. The idea still filled me with absolute dread. I was having fun, but this was just me and Sarah playing about like we used to. And that was the most important part. It was just me and Sarah. Nobody else had ever seen Katy.

The idea of being away in a cabin with god knows how many other women, pretending to be one of them for a whole weekend, was terrifying.

“You bet!” I responded.

I didn’t want to ruin the day. Plus, years of being Katy for Sarah had trained me to do absolutely anything she asked.

Sarah jumped up from the breakfast island we were once again back at.

“I’ll text Lucy now!” she chimed.

And she was off. I thought about chasing after her, but there was no point. I would just wait until after the weekend and tell her I was having second thoughts. I could say it better if I had some time to think of the best way to break it to her, plus I really didn’t want to ruin the day today.

A few minutes later, I heard her heels rapidly clicking their way back into the kitchen. And then her voice.

“-Wait, wait, I’ll tell her now.”

She was on the phone.

My eyes widened a little.

“Amazing.” She lowered her cell to address me. “She says she can’t wait to meet you!”

The phone went back to her ear, and the conversation continued.

“Yeah. Yeah. Oh yeah, with me, definitely. Oh my god yeah okay!” She looked at me again. “Katy, say hi!”

I panicked and blurted out a “hi, Lucy!”

“Wait, wait,” Sarah suddenly interjected before tapping her phone screen. “Okay, she can hear you now.”

“Oh okay, great,” came Lucy’s voice from the speakerphone. “Okay, well, I can’t wait to meet you, Katy! We’re going to have the best time!”

“I can’t wait to meet you too!” I responded, hyper focused on my own voice to make sure it sounded flawless. “See you soon!”

“Okay, bye Lucy!” Sarah jumped in.

She tapped the phone screen again. They said a few more words back and forth, and then the call ended. I had my hand on my chest, feeling my breasts rise and fall rapidly from my nervous breaths.

Sarah saw my body language and immediately looked mortified.

“Katy, what’s wrong?” She asked breathlessly.

“Sorry, it’s-“ I paused to catch my breath and articulate myself. “It’s just, nobody has ever heard me speak other than you.”

“Oh Katy, I’m so sorry!” She rushed over to comfort me. “I didn’t even think. Sorry, I just felt like I was having an afternoon with one of the girls.”

“Oh no, no, it’s fine!” I quickly stammered. I didn’t want to extinguish the fun of the afternoon. “I just hadn’t had much time to practise! I got nervous is all.”

“You sure?” She asked, an eyebrow slightly raised. “You’re okay?”

“Yeah, course!” I said more confidently. “Besides, she’ll be seeing me in a couple of weeks, so I’d better be okay.”

I laughed and Sarah joined me. I had smoothed things over. We returned to our drinks.

“How are you feeling, though?” I asked Sarah.

“Nervous,” was her sole response.

I was taken aback. “About the bachelorette?”

She shook her head. “No. God no, I can’t wait for the bachelorette. It’s just…”

She trailed off once again.

“What is it, Sarah? Is everything okay?” I had no idea where her change of mood had come from.

She looked at me and smiled. “This is like when I used to use you as my diary when we were kids.”

She paused, and I returned her smile. I swept a strand of my long, blond hair out of the way of my eye and fixed my skirt, returning it from the way I’d bunched it by sitting on it. Sarah radiated happiness as she watched my little movements.

I had a feminine way about my mannerisms. I always had a bit of a feminine way about me for most of my life, which is almost definitely from Sarah. She’d spend hours when we were younger teaching me how to sit with my legs crossed just right, or how to adjust my skirt in a subtle way, or how to look flirty as I giggled.

A lot of Katy’s mannerisms had blurred into my own mannerisms as a man in my life. Now, as Katy once again, all of Sarah’s training was beginning to resurface.

“You’re cute,” she said after I’d finished adjusting myself.

“Speak for yourself,” I replied.

I’d never have said anything nearly as confident as Kyle, but something about the day had made me feel so full of myself. I felt like I’d tapped into a power within me I didn’t know I had.

Sarah giggled and placed her fingertips on her chest as she did. It was the flirty thing she taught me to do!

“No,” she finally spoke. “It’s the wedding. Well, it’s the whole getting married thing I guess.”

“You’re nervous?” I asked. “Isn’t everyone when they get married?”

She looked pensive.

“Yeah but…”

She trailed off. I decided to stay quiet in the hopes that she would finish. After a few moments, she did.

“But something in my gut feels off. Like, I love Jackson. Obviously I do. But I’m only 23. And we have a nice life already. I wouldn’t even have my home studio if it wasn’t for him. It’s nice here. But sometimes I feel like I barely know him. Like, take this weekend. He’s ‘off with the guys.’ Off where? What guys? He hasn’t told me anything.”

She looked like she was just getting into the swing of her rant when she caught herself.

“Sorry, I’m really unloading on you here.”

“No, no, it’s fine!” I insisted. It truly was. This felt like a glimmer of hope between us. “I want to hear.”

“Thanks, Katy.” She replied. “There’s not much more to say, to be honest. I guess it’s just nerves. Another drink?”

I wanted to know more. She really seemed as if she had only just started the list of issues, but I didn’t know how to get it out of her without prying. I joined her in making a new cocktail.

“What about you?” She asked me. “Anyone special in your life?”

“Uh, there’s this new girl in the office.” I lied.

“Oh, is there?” Sarah asked in a wry way. As if she immediately saw through what I was saying.

“Let’s pour these drinks,” I replied.
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Before I knew it, it was already 9pm, and we were ordering the giant pizza. Our classic pizza place had long gone out of business, but thankfully there were more than enough new places to fill that void.

We settled on some ridiculous half pepperoni, half barbecue chicken monstrosity, and got a side of garlic bread. The bread was basically an in-joke at this point. Both of us knew we didn’t need it.

We moved to the living room and got comfy on the couch before settling in to choose a movie to watch. Sarah pulled up a favourite chick-flick from our past and I had to oblige. I sort of wanted to watch it, in all honesty. As uncomfortable as I was to admit it to myself, the nostalgia of the day had felt good.

I had curled up on the couch, sitting with my knees together, pointing to my right, with my heels together by my butt. I was leaning my right elbow on the backrest of the seat, using my palm to recast my chin, looking right. Sarah was my exact mirror image, our faces a couple of feet from one another. I wished I could have seen how we looked together.

Just as we had got comfy, Sarah raised an important point.

“One of us is going to have to get up in a bit and get that pizza.”

Oh god, she was right.

“Do you mind?” I asked.

My question was probably more driven by the fact that I was drunk and comfy than from the fear of a stranger seeing me dressed up like this.

“But I’m cosy,” Sarah responded with a pleading look in her eyes.

“So am I,” I replied. “Plus…”

I used my free hand to gesture down my body, implying that maybe my tight little skirt and my curves were somewhat more than I’d normally dress in to get a pizza.

Sarah had a wicked look in her eyes. She stopped resting on her hand and reached out to touch my hair. My wig, rather. We’d been talking all day as if I was a woman. I worried that I had started think of myself as one in my own head.

She played with a flowing curl of hair in her hand and looked me in the eye. “What are you worried about? You afraid the pizza boy will have a crush on you?”

I couldn’t believe what she said. I was pretty sure I blushed. Thankfully, the seven or so layers of makeup probably hid any change in my face.

“As if!” I blurted.

It was a childish response and I don’t think it helped things.

“Katy’s got a crush on the pizza boy,” Sarah sang mockingly. “Katy’s got a crush on the pizza boy.”

“I only love him for his pizza,” I replied in a joking, impassioned voice.

She traced the line of my jaw with her finger.

“Not his bread stick?”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“How about this?” Sarah began. “If you answer the door, the pizza’s on me.”

I paused, not entirely sure about the proposition. Saving like thirty dollars on this ridiculous pizza was appealing, but I felt maybe my dignity was worth more than that.

“I’ll even come with you,” she added. “To the hallway, at least. You don’t have to go it alone.”

I didn’t know if it was the drink in me, or this weird Katy confidence I’d accidentally tapped into, or maybe it was the fact that Sarah was stroking the side of my face, but something made me say yes. It was probably the face stroking, really. She had been so touchy-feely the whole day. It was wonderful.

Right in the middle of the moment that it felt as if we were sharing, the doorbell rang. It scared the life out of us. We both jumped in our seats a little and then burst into laughter.

“Okay, Katy, time to put your money where your mouth is.” She touched my thigh.

I knew she wasn’t joking. I considered trying to weigh up the pros and cons of what was happening here, but before I could, she was already standing and tugging at my arm to pull me up, too. I wobbled back onto my heels and fell into Sarah, her catching me as I did. We laughed again.

“Go, go!” She ushered me towards the front door before pulling me back. “Wait, wait!”

“What is it?” I asked.

She was trying to hold back drunken laughter. “You need money to pay the man.”

“Oh yeah.”

I stood stupidly as she rushed to find some cash. The doorbell rang again.

Sarah frantically rummaged in her handbag, looking for her purse.

“Tell him you’re coming!” she called out to me. “Don’t let our pizza get away!”

I spoke out as loudly as I dared, the maximum volume I thought I could muster and still sound like a woman.

“Just a second!”

Sarah was laughing again. “Here, quick, quick!”

She thrust some cash into my hand and I tottered towards the front door. I straightened my skirt and made sure my sweater was tucked into it just right.

The thought of opening the door to this stranger was suddenly exhilarating.

I reached out and pushed the handle down, pulling the door towards me. My heart skipped a beat. I suddenly realised what I was doing. I was answering the door in full makeup, a wig, and a sexy little outfit. The thought had finally formed properly in my head as I came face to face with the pizza boy.

I stood dumb as I looked out of the front door. Before me stood a college aged guy an inch or two taller than me. As in, taller than me when I was in my heels. He had that kind of surfer-ish blond hair that was a deliberate mess. His strong jaw and dark eyes and toned frame were striking.

He was a man. And standing before him was another man. Just a man who was half a foot shorter, a lot weaker, and who had spent the afternoon dancing around in a pair of heels. I suddenly felt very inadequate. It was like I could feel the masculinity radiating from him.

“Pizza for…” he looked at a note on the pizza box. “Katy?”

“Th-that’s me,” I just about managed to stammer.

“Great, here.”

He handed the enormous box to me with a smile and place the paper bag of garlic bread on top of the box.

I struggled to navigate the oversized box and bag combination around my breasts. I hadn’t totally got used to them just yet. I placed the box down on the little table just inside the front door and hoped it’d be enough to hold all that pizza.

Flustered, I turned back and thrust all the cash into the hand of the man at the door. Our hands touched for a moment longer than they needed to. The pizza guy grinned a sneaky grin and looked me up and down.

“You have a good night, Katy,” he said, his voice smooth.

“Y-you too.” I was still stammering.

The interaction with the man had left my nerves shot. I had felt so emasculated next to him.

The pizza man turned to leave, and I nearly slammed the door behind him. My heart was pounding. I heard Sarah rush over to me, giggling.

“Oh my god you do so have a crush on the pizza guy.”

Her drunken laugh was cute.

“No way!” I childishly responded.

I genuinely didn't. I’d never even thought of a guy as cute before. I only had eyes for Sarah. I’d just been so nervous. The sight of such a man when I was looking like I was had churned up some weird feelings. I’d felt so timid and meek and emasculated. But also I kind of liked that. I didn’t want to think about what it meant.

“Well, he’s going to think you did with that tip you gave him,” Sarah continued.

I was taken aback for a second. “Oh shit, how much did you give me?”

Sarah laughed again.

“Not the money, silly. Did you see the way he was looking at you? He thought you were hot.” She really emphasised the last word.

I was sure I was blushing again. I’d never felt hot in my life. Certainly not as a man. I’d never fit into any masculine beauty standards in my life. I’d never had the chance to feel like somebody was checking me out or thinking I was handsome.

That was maybe the first time in my life I had received that kind of attention ever. And it felt good. I finally understood why hot girls were so confident. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’d have much rather had Sarah thinking I was hot in my outfit from the morning, but damn, it was a weird rush having somebody desire me.

Imbued with sudden confidence, I put my arm around Sarah’s waist and gestured towards the pizza.

“Dinner for the lady?”

She put her arm around my waist in the same way and repeated my gesture.

“Dinner for the lady?” She looked pleased with herself.

We took the pizza through to the living room and made ourselves comfortable again. We ate and ate until we were absolutely stuffed and then ate more.

Admittedly, I was stuffed a lot sooner than I expected. It turned out the corset did a lot to reduce the amount I wanted to eat in one go. Maybe that was how I got away with only eating a salad for lunch.

Full of pizza and alcohol, we slumped about on the sofa until we finally made ourselves comfortable enough to watch the rest of our movie. I had moved over onto the corner part of Sarah’s L-shaped sofa and had my legs stretched straight out in front of me. I was somehow still wearing my heels after almost a full day in them.

Sarah had made herself comfortable on me. She had curled up into a kind of a ball, facing towards me. The whole left side of her body was pressed against my right, and her head was resting on my breasts. She had nestled herself into me like a kitten.

My right arm was around her. She would occasionally do little movements to let me know she was still there. At one point, she idly traced up and down my thigh with her hand. I was once again glad for the tuck.

It was getting late, and I was getting sleepy. Sarah looked about ready to drift off when she spoke up.

“Love you, Katy.” She said.

“I love you too, Sarah,” I responded.

My heart was full. I had always wanted to tell her that, and it had felt so good. She nestled deeper into our cuddle and I saw her close her eyes. I let her. I started to close mine as well.

Moments later, she spoke one last time.

“I think Jackson is having an affair.”

My eyes shot open again. I looked down at Sarah but she had already drifted off.

I couldn’t believe it.
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It wasn’t long after Sarah that I had fallen asleep, too. My mind was racing from Sarah’s admission but also I was dumbed enough by the drinks that I still shut down.

The pair of us were wrapped up in each other on the couch as the movie played out. It was the best night’s sleep I had ever had, even in a wig and a pound of makeup and wearing a corset and with my genitals all flattened away against my body. I was so comfortable and so happy with Sarah on me that I all but passed out. It was a shame, in a way. I would have loved to have been conscious to enjoy the moment for even longer.

I woke up a little before Sarah the next morning. I didn’t dare move in case I woke her and ruined the scene. After a time, I felt her shift on me and delicately push herself off of me, as to not wake me up.

She stretched a big, exaggerated, arms in the air type stretch and looked back to see that I was awake. Her smile beamed at me brighter than the sunshine that had begun to pour through the window.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” she said.

“Morning yourself,” I responded. “You okay?”

Sarah yawned. “Yeah, feeling good, actually. By all rights, I should have a huge headache though, so who knows where that is?”

“Yeah, I’m feeling surprisingly fresh, too.” I really was. I must have slept well.

“Looking surprisingly fresh too, for a girl who just slept in last night’s clothes.”

She put her hand on my thigh and pushed herself up off the sofa, using me as support.

“You’re looking better than fresh,” I chimed in. “As usual.”

I put the little extra bit onto the end to see if Sarah was still feeling flirty. It seemed she was. She turned back towards me and blew a little exaggerated kiss at me. It was a wonderful start to the day.

“If you brushed your hair, you wouldn’t even know you hadn’t just got dressed. Honestly come look.” She guided me over to the big mirror again.

She wasn’t wrong. I looked at myself in disbelief and she caught me.

“Yeah, that’s what $68 setting spray does for you,” as if she was answering an unspoken question I was trying to ask. “You’d probably still look like that tomorrow if you were lucky. Go do your teeth and I’ll grab a hairbrush after I’ve done mine.”

I followed her advice and went to brush my teeth with some toothpaste Sarah grabbed for me. I marvelled at how even the tooth brushing wasn’t enough to even dent my makeup.

I wondered whether Sarah had been right or not, whether I would be lucky looking like this tomorrow. I’d definitely not be lucky looking like this when I needed to get to leave for the office, but if looking like this meant that Sarah kept acting this way around me, then I was probably blessed enough to win the lottery.

Before long, Sarah was back, and she was brushing my hair. She took long, slow strokes through my fake bouncy locks, alternately stroking other parts of my head until my wig was back to its original self. It felt lovely. I was starting to get why women were meant to like having their hair stroked. It wasn’t even my own hair, and my body was still tingling when Sarah touched it.

When she was done, she handed me the hairbrush. Without saying a word, I began to work on Sarah’s hair, the way she had mine. I had done this a million times when we were younger. It came back to me so naturally.

She sighed and smiled as I made sure each strand of her luxurious hair was set just right. Something about it felt so intimate. She never would have let Kyle touch her like this. It made all the last mad few weeks worth it.

We looked at ourselves in the mirror together. We still looked amazing.

“Take a photo,” Sarah said a little assertively.

“Uh.” I replied, simply.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted any evidence of the day. It felt like a big step.

“Do it on your phone, don’t worry.” Her voice was calm. “I just want there to be a photo of us. We’ve never had one before.”

I was pretty sure she was right. I had always managed to avoid her taking any photos of me when we were younger. It was one of the few things I had managed to put my foot down on. Today, though, it felt right.

Sarah let me go and grab my phone and watched me click across the room and back in my heels. Once I was back, she had me come and stand next to her and hand my phone over. She told me to put my arm around her waist, and she did the same to me. We pulled into each other closer and smiled at the mirror.

She had me gently put my other hand on her hip and turn my foot inward a little to emphasise my body and flash my heels a little more. I obliged. She took the photo. It was the most beautiful photo I had ever seen. I was about to say so when, suddenly, an unexpected noise shattered to peace in the room.

It was a key in the front door.

My eyes widened. So did Sarah’s. We looked at each other, her with surprise, me with sheer terror. She hurried me into the kitchen, her still clutching my phone, our heels making a cacophony of noise across the floor.

“It must be Jackson!” She said in a hushed but panicked tone.

“What?!” I tried not to scream. My voice had reverted back to Kyle’s in my terrified state. I could hear him inside the house.

Sarah hushed me. “Careful he doesn’t hear you!”

“Sorry,” I replied, switching back to my Katy voice. “Why is he here?!”

“I don’t know,” she responded, returning my phone to me. “I’m so sorry!”

Suddenly, a third voice sounded. It was Jackson’s.

“Sarah?” He bellowed from just inside the front door. “You here, babe.”

She looked at me calmly and whispered. “Follow my lead.”

I did not feel anywhere near as calm. But I had no choice.

“In the kitchen!” Sarah suddenly called out to Jackson.

In no time at all, he was stepping through the kitchen door. My chest tightened, and I felt like I was going to be sick. I braced myself against the breakfast island in case I collapsed.

And then he was in the room with us. All six foot three of him. His dark, combed back hair and gold glasses on his chiselled face, his stubble just under beard length making his chin look like a Greek god’s. His white, short-sleeved shirt was barely buttoned up, showing off more of his tanned chest than I thought would be possible while still wearing clothes. It was tucked neatly into his dark navy slacks, which stopped just over his brown loafers.

At first, he paid no attention to me. It felt as if he was deliberately prolonging my torment. Maybe he already knew it was me in his kitchen, draped in Sarah’s clothes and coated in her makeup.

“Morning, babe,” he said, addressing Sarah.

He walked over to her and pressed his body against hers. He threw his muscular left arm behind her back to pull her into him. He used his left hand behind Sarah’s head to push it towards his mouth for a kiss. I watched as they pressed their lips together and they kissed for what felt like an eternity.

In terms of the new lows I had felt from my time as Katy, this was the newest and lowest low yet. Watching the woman I loved kissing that dick, only like three feet away from me, whilst I was standing there all dressed up as a woman and doing nothing was indescribably emasculating.

I never expected dressing as a woman to be a testosterone inducing experience, but I felt as if every shred of manhood was leaving me. I thought about how my penis was tucked away into nothing and how it was in a pair of lacy underwear and how maybe it was how it should have been. I was definitely no man.

My thoughts were interrupted as soon as their kiss ended.

“And good morning to you.” Jackson was now addressing me.

His arm was still around Sarah and they were both now looking at me. Sarah with a kind of sympathy in her eyes and Jackson… He was really looking at me. I watched his eyes as he went from looking deep into my eyes to tracing the outline of my curves, all the way to my feet and back up again.

I panicked. I put one hand behind my back and raised the other and waved. Not a big, normal wave though. No, I did that girlish little cute wave, which was all wiggling fingers and no arm movement.

“Hi,” I chirped.

Sarah stifled a chuckle.

“And who might you be?” Jackson was looking directly at my breasts when he asked the question.

“This is Katy,” Sarah mercifully interjected. I was glad I didn’t have to say more than one syllable. “You remember I told you about her?”

“Oh right, right,” Jackson finally stopped, eyeballing me. “The figure skating one.”

“Trampolining.” Sarah corrected him. “I’ve never figure skated.”

“Right, right,” he repeated, “trampolining. Yeah, I can see that. Nice to meet you.”

Suddenly, Jackson was walking straight towards me. And before I knew it, he threw his arms around me for a hug. My eyes widened once again as his big arms curled around my body. I could feel his biceps around my shoulders, my face being pressed into his bare chest. My cheek was on his firm pec.

I didn’t know what to do. I just hugged back as best I could, my little arms barely stretching around his huge torso. He slowly released me from the embrace before hitting me with another surprise.

As he lowered his hand from the hug behind my back, he lightly traced his hand down my body. Then, without warning, he brushed my butt with his hand! It was so subtle, but still it couldn’t have been accidental.

Jackson touched my butt!

Somehow, the morning had become even more humiliating. The man who was fucking the woman I loved had now felt my butt, too. And I had hugged him! I had felt his big body against mine, the way he towered over me. I had felt like a woman in his arms. At least, he clearly thought so.

“Nice to meet you too,” I finally managed to reply.

“Katy was just leaving, though,” Sarah said to Jackson.

I was so grateful for the get-out. I mouthed a thank you in her direction when Jackson finally wasn’t looking my way.

“Aw, she can stay!” Jackson replied. “What, you just came here for a little wake-up call or something? It’s barely 10am. Stay for breakfast!”

Jackson wasn’t making it easy for me to leave, but all I wanted to do was run away.

“She stayed over last night,” Sarah explained. “You know I said I was seeing her yesterday? She came over here.”

“Ohh, right right right,” Jackson responded. That seemed like one of the few things he could say. “So you two plan your outfits or what? You could be twins.”

Sarah laughed. I didn’t know what to say, so I laughed as well.

“You look cute,” he summarised.

“Thank you, baby,” Sarah respond.

“Thank you,” I chimed in. God, I was humiliated. I mustered the most womanly voice I could. “But I do have to go, though.”

I hoped reiterating Sarah’s point would free me from this awful scenario.

Jackson looked a little disappointed. “Okay, if you insist. Hey, I’m going to have to move my car. I parked behind you.”

Oh god, my car! I forgot I had driven here. Jesus, I had hoped Jackson didn’t recognise it. He started towards the front door and I followed him. Finally, a way out.

“Let me just grab your shoes!” Yelled Sarah.

Thank god she had her head screwed on. We were both still wearing our high heels from the night before. I couldn’t drive in those. Though I certainly didn’t want to hear what Jackson had to say if he saw me in my turtleneck, short skirt, and Timberlands combo.

Thankfully, Sarah was soon chasing behind us, holding a pair of little flat sandals. They were a little brown sole with just an embossed white strap to hold it over the end of the foot. They weren’t my first choice for driving shoes, but they were a lot better than being given my oh so manly boots. I wordlessly thanked her again. My heart was still pounding.

“You know, I was wondering whose car this was,” Said Jackson. “I thought Sarah’s little friend had a car just like this.”

“Yeah?” was all I thought to ask. And all I dared say in case my voice faltered and Jackson realised who he was really talking to.

Sarah had caught up and handed me the sandals.

“Yeah,” Jackson continued. “This little guy Kyle. He drives something like this.”

Sarah and I looked at each other.

Jackson laughed and addressed Sarah. “See, I told you it was a girl’s car.”

Jackson unlocked his truck and walked to the door to open it. Sarah handed me the sandals. She then sneakily handed me my keys, which I’d also forgotten to pick up. We were both wide eyed. I was shaking a little. She put her hand on my arm. It slightly soothed me.

“You okay?” She quietly asked.

“Yeah,” I lied.

I just wanted to go home.

“Bye for now!” She said in a louder, happier tone, as she gave me a little hug. “Love ya!”

I hugged back. It was still nice, in spite of the situation.

“Love you,” I replied, a little nervously.

I unlocked my car and sat side-saddle in the driver’s seat. Jackson’s truck revved behind my car as I unbuckled my shoes. My hands were shaking and the little buckles were becoming impossible to do. It was broad daylight in Sarah’s driveway and I was sitting three yards from Jackson in a skirt. It was like a waking nightmare.

Finally, I managed to get the shoes off my feet and slipped into the sandals Sarah gave me. I could see even just from looking down at myself that they looked cute with my outfit. God, it was embarrassing. I picked up the heels from Sarah’s driveway and threw them into the front seat.

“Bye!” I blurted to Sarah.

“I’ll call you!” She replied, a little frantically.

I near enough slammed my car door, buckled my seatbelt, and started my car. Jackson had moved his big truck and left ample space for my little compact car to get out.

People say that men who have big trucks are overcompensating, but maybe they’re wrong. If men who own compact cars drive them about in a matching lingerie set and cute little sandals and press themselves up against the big truck owning men who fuck their love interests, then maybe the truck is the better solution.

I slammed my car into reverse, backed out of the driveway, put it in drive, and almost put my foot down to get out of there.


thirteen
. . .




I was relieved it was such a short drive home. It was mid-morning on a Sunday and I was in my driver’s seat dressed as a woman. It was not how I expected my weekend to pan out. The roads were mercifully quiet, and I was blessed by not having to stop at any traffic lights with any other cars.

Still, every time I passed another car, or had to slow down near a person in the street, I was filled with dread. I looked dead forward and refused to make eye contact with another soul. I just wanted it to be over.

After what felt like the longest drive in the world, it finally was over. I pulled into the parking lot under my apartment and turned the engine off. I looked around. No signs of life. I breathed a sigh of relief, but my heart was still racing. I wouldn’t be safe until I had gone through my front door.

I took the keys out of the ignition, unbuckled my seatbelt, picked up my phone and my high heels and took a deep breath. I decided to just rush. It would be like taking off a bandaid.

I opened the car door and stood up, instinctively pulling my skirt down a little where it had ridden up. I realised what I was doing as I did it and felt a new wave of shame wash over me. I closed the car door.

God, I was embarrassed.

I didn’t even have it in me to run. I just walked towards the door into the apartment block. I listened as my little sandals slapped against the concrete of the parking lot floor. Each whack of the cute little sandal was like it was calling me a name. ‘Pansy,’ I heard. ‘Sissy,’ it called out to me. I suddenly didn’t even care if anyone else saw me. Maybe someone should have seen me like that. It would put me out of my misery.

Eventually, I made it to the door. I beeped it open with my keys and opened it into the corridor. There was nobody there. I was almost surprised.

I continued towards the stairwell. I was trying to decide whether it was safer to take the elevator or the steps until I decided I just didn’t care. I would take the lift. If somebody had to ride the elevator with the block homo, then so be it.

I waited silently for the elevator. It came down. It was empty. I rode it alone to my floor. There was nobody there either. I was still dejected. I made it to my door, my sandals slapping along with me, and I unlocked it all without another person witnessing even a moment of my journey.

I had made it.

I didn’t even know what to do, so I kicked off the sandals and went straight to bed. I needed a lie down after everything that had happened. I didn’t bother taking my clothes off. I had resigned myself to my fate.

A few hours later, I woke up. It was mid-afternoon. The hangover was finally starting to kick in. I looked over at my phone. I had so many missed messages. I didn’t even want to check them.

I imagined them all being because somebody saw my walk of shame and they’d shared the photos everywhere. I couldn’t face it. Until my phone buzzed again and I saw Sarah’s name on my screen. The message preview simply read,

are you upset with me?




God, no, I really wasn’t! I wasn’t happy with how things had just ended, but that’s because of Jackson. This was his fault. My day with Sarah had been blissful. In a way, it had sort of made everything worth it.

I unlocked my phone. All the messages were from her. I read them one by one.

Katy, I’m so sorry about what happened.




Or Kyle, sorry, I don’t know what you want me to call you right now.




I really didn’t know Jackson was going to come home! He said he’d be with the guys until Monday. I’m so sorry.




I’d understand if you don’t want to see me, but if you want, I can drop your clothes off and leave you some makeup remover in a bit.




Then there was a few hour gap. Then the message asking if I was upset with her. I jumped to reply right away.

I’m so sorry!




I was asleep! The hangover finally caught up with me haha. I could never be mad at you! But if you could bring me some clothes and wipes, then that would be great.




Sarah responded immediately.

Amazing! Give me thirty minutes




I lay back down in bed and closed my eyes again for a few moments. What a day it had been. I gave myself a few more moments and got out of bed. As I did, I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length mirror again.

I stopped dead in my tracks. I still looked stunning. I couldn’t believe it.

I don’t know what came over to me, but I picked the high heels back up from where I’d dumped them by my bedroom door. I sat back on my bed and held them for a moment, just looking. Then, I slipped them back on my feet and took my time to buckle them back up.

Before I knew it, I was back at the mirror and I couldn’t stop staring at myself. I went and picked my phone back up and opened the camera. I posed for myself, took a photo, and looked at it right away. I looked so hot. No woman had ever sent me photos like that before.

Being that woman, able to pose like that, it was triggering so many feelings within me. I took a few more, arching my back just right, kicking a heel up behind me, pouting at the mirror. I felt so sexy. It was an amazing feeling. Having sex appeal was something I never knew I would experience in my life.

I had no idea what was going on in my mind. The day had been a mistake and it had been hell. I wanted it to have never happened. But also, for some reason, I wanted more.

I looked back over the few photos I’d taken then, after the final swipe, the photo of me and Sarah showed up on my screen. It was the sweetest photo I had ever seen. Our hands all over each other, our bodies together as one. We looked amazing together. I set it as my background. I wanted the good bits of yesterday to last forever.

Moments later, there was a knocking at my door. I checked the peep hole and was grateful it was Sarah. She looked so sad out there. She looked like it must have taken every fibre in her being to come back to see me after everything that had happened. I let her in.

Suddenly, her expression changed. Her eyebrows raised. She was visibly stunned to see me.

“I-I brought you your stuff.” Now she was the one stammering.

“Thank you,” I replied. “Come in.”

She obliged. She looked down towards the clicking of my heels as I walked.

“You’re wearing your heels again,” she said, somewhat puzzled.

“Yeah, I…” I trailed off. “I don’t know why.”

“Because we had a nice time yesterday?” She offered.

“Yeah, it was kinda nice.” I said, cagily.

She handed me my duffel bag. I guessed it had all my belongings in.

“Thank you,” she suddenly said.

She gave me another big, tight hug.

“For what?” I asked.

Her response took a moment. “For everything.”

We stayed in the hug a while longer. It was as nice as ever.

“Do you want me to text Lucy?” She finally said.

I didn’t quite know how to answer. “And say what?”

She let go of me so she could look me in the eyes.

“I don’t know. That you’re not coming? Didn’t I just ruin things between us?”

I was startled. It was the last thing I wanted her to think.

“God, no, of course not!”

“Really?” She was stunned.

I boldly responded. “Tell her I can’t wait to be there.”

Sarah grabbed my hands and held them in hers. “You really don’t have to.”

“Don’t say that, Sarah! Of course I want to!“

Once again, I was lying, but I couldn’t bear to think that would be the thing that finally broke the relationship between me and Sarah.

“God, you’re the best.” She replied. “I’ve got to get back home. Thank you though.”

She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, then turned to leave.

“Wait!” I called out. “Your sandals!”

“Keep ‘em.” She retorted. “You look better in them, anyway. Actually, keep all that stuff, you could do with a new wardrobe.”

And with that, she left me standing there. Standing there in a pair of white heels, my little leather skirt, a tight sweater, her sexy lingerie set, a professional makeover, and a blond wig.

And with an invitation to a bachelorette party that wasn’t even two weeks away. And now I didn’t know how I was ever going to turn that down!

Me, the twenty-three-year-old man, at the bachelorette party of the woman I loved.

The twenty-three-year-old man who looked a lot better as a woman.

What was I going to do?
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I had a lot to reckon with in the week following Katy’s resurfacing. From out of nowhere, buried deep in the forgotten archives of my mind, she had suddenly wedged herself right up in the front and center of my life.

She had completely rebalanced the most important relationship I had. She had left me confused and upset. And, most importantly, she was me.

The first days after I had got home from Sarah’s house, I had wanted nothing to do with Katy. The whole weekend had all been too much. I had initially planned to use the time to have Sarah finally see me for the man I had always wanted her to but, by the time I had gone home, I had essentially achieved the exact opposite. In pretty literal terms.

As soon as Sarah had left my apartment and I felt I was properly alone for the first time as Katy, the shame suddenly and wholly gripped me. The thought of playing bachelorette games and talking about boys with all of Sarah’s friends was overwhelming.

I should have been trying to sleep with them, not get them to help me become even more of a sissy.

I returned to the mirror that I was just taking photos in. I looked at myself. My flawless makeup, my blond curls, my fake breasts filling out my little turtleneck jumper. Suddenly all I could feel now was humiliation.

I was a man. I was a man in a little skirt and women’s underwear who had spent the previous day pretending to be a girl with the woman he was in love with. It was absolutely pathetic. I didn’t want it at all. I didn’t want Katy.

Looking away from my own reflection, I took off the wig and wig cap and nearly hurled them across the room. It was only the thought that everything I was wearing belonged to Sarah that I managed to stop myself. I was full of self loathing but I couldn’t take that out on her.

I was my own man. If I could still call myself that. I put the wig on the arm of my couch before walking back to the duffel bag Sarah had returned to me. I opened it up and emptied the contents onto the floor.

She had packaged up all of my guy clothes, which I had left at hers in my panic, along with my boots, plus she had bundled in a bottle of makeup remover and some cotton pads. I had never been more grateful that Sarah was the type of woman she was. I hadn’t even thought about how I would be getting that layer of makeup off me.

Just as I was mentally singing Sarah’s praises, I noticed that my clothes were mixed in with something I didn’t recognize at all. I lifted my jeans with grim trepidation and under them was a little pale yellow and white striped paper bag.

I cautiously peered inside, and the sting of embarrassment hit me again. Sarah had brought it upon herself to leave me with the tape I had used to tuck, as well as another pair of underwear, and a little pajama set.

She had tied the whole gift together with a little note that simply read, “Katy, for when you need these, they’re all yours. Sarah.” She had signed the note off with a kiss and a heart.

But I didn’t need those things. I didn’t even want those things. There was nothing I wanted more than for Sarah to understand that my day as a woman was a mistake. A single, one time mistake. Katy should have been left in the past where she belonged.

Stuffing Sarah’s ‘gifts’ back into my duffel bag, I then took everything to my bedroom to take all of my clothes off, desperate to erase any trace of the weekend.

I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor, kicking off the little sandals as it fell. I slid the tight knitted sweater off of my torso, almost struggling to get it back above my bra with my borrowed breasts. I pulled the turtleneck wide to get it back over my head again without smearing it all in makeup and ruining Sarah’s top. I peeled the stockings back down my legs and off my feet, pulling them inside out as I went. And then I saw myself in the mirror once again.

There I stood in a lingerie set, a corset, some borrowed jewelry, and full makeup. I could see now just how well I had managed to tuck. I looked at the space between my legs and it was almost as if I had no genitals at all. My waist was pulled in so effectively by the corset and my bra was filled out so realistically with the fake boobs that anyone would easily think it was the body of a woman. I wanted to cry.

I took the jewelry off and put it to the side. I unhooked all the little clasps on the corset and took a huge breath. I hadn’t realized quite how much it had been keeping me restrained. The clasps of my bra came off to match and the breast forms fell out onto the floor with a quiet, meaty slap.

Finally, I slid the panties back down my legs, leaving me to reckon with my smooth lack of genitals. I couldn’t bear to look at them tucked away any longer, so I began peeling the tape as quickly but gently as I could to free my dick and my nuts. It felt like an eternity but, after all the layers of the tape were finally gone, my manhood had returned. It felt good.

I tossed the tape and then stuffed everything into the duffel bag, aside from Sarah’s wig, which I decided to hang in my closet. I had no idea how much the thing cost, so I didn’t want to be responsible for wrecking it.

As soon as everything was hidden away deep in my closet, I rushed to the bathroom to get rid of my makeup.

Seeing myself in the mirror on my bathroom cabinet was bizarre. I couldn’t help but look at all the weird lines and marks on my body from wearing all that stuff. My whole torso was outlined by indents from the corset, and my chest was scored by the outline of the bra. No man’s body should ever have had those marks. I looked at the makeup on me and thought of a similar sentiment.

Pouring probably way too much cleanser onto a cotton pad, I started scrubbing my mouth as aggressively as I could without making the pad completely disintegrate. I pulled the fake eyelashes off my eyes and put their discarded pitch black spikes into the cabinet. I didn’t know what else to do with them.

I rubbed at my eyes with a new pad, then at my cheeks with another, going around my face again and again until barely a particle of makeup powder remained.

I kept staring at myself up-close in the mirror, imagining I was seeing traces of eyeliner, or a patch where my cheeks still had a hint of blush, or that there was the red of the lipstick in a crease of my lip.

I couldn’t tell if I was being paranoid or if it was real. So I got into the shower and I scrubbed. I turned the heat as high as I could bear and I washed my face again and again and covered every inch of my body in soap at least twice until I was certain I didn’t smell of cherry perfume or didn’t look like some kind of queer.

It took me the entire afternoon. By the time I was done, I only had the energy to make instant noodles and go to bed. I was more than ready to sleep. I wanted the weekend to have all been some kind of bad dream.
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At work on Monday, I was distant. It was like a dark mirror image of Friday. Once again I could barely work but, where Friday was from excitement, Monday was from regret and confusion and shame.

Every time I went to the toilet and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I thought I saw a speck of eyeliner I hadn’t finished washing off, or worried that my lips were still a little stained from the bright red of the weekend.

I was certain that one of the women in the office would have noticed something. They would have all worn makeup for long enough to notice the telltale signs of makeup that wouldn’t go away.

That night, it was all I could think of. The idea of the girls noticing that my eyelashes were a little more curled than usual and figuring it all out. Knowing I’d spent a weekend in mascara and that it could only mean I was some kind of closet cross-dresser.

I was awake for hours thinking about one of the ladies telling another at lunch and then, before I could know it, all the men were hearing rumours, too.

Instead of dreaming, I spent the night with my eyes open, vividly picturing a meeting with my boss where he told me that he didn’t care what I did in my personal time, but to make sure I kept it out of the office.

None of it came true on Tuesday, but I still couldn’t help but worry. In the morning, before I showered, I did find a speck of mascara at the corner of my eye. I was late for work from showering longer to try to make sure I’d removed every last trace of my weekend as Katy.

The day once again blitzed by mostly without doing any work and the night without finding any sleep.

It was only by Wednesday that I was finally feeling myself again. I was at last certain that nobody had clocked anything about my weekend, and work began to flow. I was exhausted from the previous two nights though, which meant that, when I couldn’t sleep again, I knew I had to do something about it.

I had decided to get an early night. I was in bed by 8:30pm as I had barely enough energy to make myself dinner. And yet I wasn’t able to sleep. I closed my eyes and tried to clear my head, but nothing would happen. I couldn’t stop thinking.

But it was no longer those thoughts of fear and shame chasing the sleep from my grasp. I had no idea what it was.

Until I realized I couldn’t stop thinking about that bag in the closet.

I took a minute to think about what was even going on in my head. For some reason, despite everything I had felt for the past four days, I was thinking about Sarah’s gift. I was thinking about how nice it had been when she fell asleep on me on Saturday night. How much I had felt alive when she told me she loved me. Loved Katy.

I was thinking about how, as horrible as Sunday had been, Saturday had actually been one of the best days I’d had in… I had no idea how long. I looked at my phone. 9:30pm. I had been lying there for an hour and nothing was happening. I had to face up to my thoughts.

Throwing the duvet back off myself, I went to the closet and retrieved the duffel bag from its hiding place. I unzipped it and, once again, dumped the contents on the floor. I looked at what I had in my new collection. The clothes I had worn on Saturday, the tucking tape, the new underwear, and pajamas.

I lifted the lingerie and sat back on the bed, holding them. I examined both pieces, turning them back and forth in the light from my bedside.

They were cute. A pair of black lace finished panties with a little white bow on the front of the waistband and at the thighs, with a matching black bra with a complimentary bow right in the middle where the cups connected. I sighed. I didn’t know why I felt the urge to try them on.

Once I had unbuttoned my pajama shirt and slipped my pajama pants off, I stood naked and once again examined the underwear. I wished I knew why I was doing what I was doing, but I was simply drawn to them.

I slipped the panties up my legs and took a few minutes clasping the bra and getting it into place. When I was happy, I looked at myself in the mirror in the dim bedroom light. And again, I didn’t like what I saw.

My bra sat empty on my chest and my junk was bulging in the panties. It looked wrong. Vulgar, even. It wasn’t what I was expecting. But still, the underwear felt so nice. Something about it felt so soft and comforting against my skin. It was as if it wasn’t that wearing the underwear was wrong in of itself, it was like I was wearing the underwear wrong.

So I decided to fix it. I took the breast forms and placed them in the bra. I watched in the mirror as my body began to take shape. It looked right.

I then looked back at the pile of clothes and took the corset back. I wrapped it around myself and tried as best I could to start tying it. I had to breathe in as much as I could to get my body to work in harmony with the corset but, after a little while, my outline was starting to look like it did on Saturday. I studied myself again. It was nearly there, just the panties.

I took the tucking tape from Sarah’s gift bag and got to work. I sat on the edge of my bed and pushed my testicles back into my body, taping them into place. I pulled my penis back between my legs and secured it. A few more bits of tape and I was confident I’d solved it. I put the panties back on and looked at myself in the mirror.

I had done it. My body and its curves now filled out the underwear beautifully. In the dark of the bedroom, it was no longer my body. There was a woman looking back at me from the mirror.

Before that night, I hadn’t looked back at the pajamas Sarah had gifted me. I hadn’t even registered what color they were when I first saw them. I was so aghast at the fact Sarah had even given them to me. Now, I was finally ready to take them in.

They were a little one-piece that felt like silk in my hands. So smooth and cool. I had never owned a single item of clothing that felt like this. The pattern was a mid-blue, with lots of little light colored white and yellow flowers printed all over it.

It was a pair of little string shoulder straps that tied behind the body, the body connecting to a pair of little shorts. ’Shorts’ was maybe a generous description as the legs were cut in line with the crotch, so they were almost more like little panties themselves.

The front of the pajamas had a gentle V-shaped neckline, and the sides were cinched in a little by the way the string tied to help emphasize the wearer’s figure. They were somewhere between cute and sexy. And I wanted to wear them now more than anything.

I slipped into the outfit, struggling for a moment to figure out how to put my arms through the straps so that the string could still tie behind my back. After a little thinking, I was tying a little bow behind me and I was in.

The mirror this time was a stunning sight. I filled the pajamas out in a way that made me feel sensual and confident. I never knew going to bed could be so sexy. I had to see how I looked in the heels as well.

Digging through the clothes pile again, I pulled out the white heels, slipped them back on, and heel-toed my way back to the mirror. I was in awe.

My legs looked incredible. They were showing from my little heels all the way up to where the pajamas just about covered my butt and they looked like they should’ve been on a supermodel. They went on forever. I turned back and forth in front of the mirror, taking myself all in. I looked good. The dim light was extremely flattering.

I picked up my phone and checked the time. It was 10:15pm. It was late, especially for how tired I was. I knew I shouldn’t have been playing dress-up at that hour. Well, I shouldn’t have been playing dress up at all.

I don’t know what drove me to dressing up, but something had. And now I didn’t want to take the clothes off. My mind had stopped racing the moment I saw myself in the mirror, after I’d tucked and put my breasts in. I was calm, pivoting on my heels and looking at my new pajamas.

I decided I would let myself keep all the clothes on for fifteen minutes to let my mind fully relax, then I’d take everything off, put it away, and be asleep by 11pm. That would still give me a decent amount of rest.

I sat back on the bed in my pajamas and heels. Sitting made the pajamas brush against my skin. The silky material felt so nice. I decided to just lay down and get under the comforter for a moment.

Moments later, my alarm was going off.
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When I awoke, I had no idea what had happened. I felt so well rested. It was like the two nights before, without sleep, had been erased. I wasn’t sure I had ever felt this way in the morning before in my life. I was calm, relaxed, and ready to face the day.

I was also wearing women’s lingerie and sexy pajamas. Plus, I had fallen asleep in my heels. I definitely wasn’t used to feeling that way in the morning either.

I threw the comforter off me and swung my legs out of bed. My white heels landed on the floor. It was an odd feeling, starting the day like that, but it certainly wasn’t unwelcome. I stood up, took a second to gather my balance, and walked towards the bathroom.

I caught a glance of myself in the closet mirror. I had somewhat braced myself to hate what I saw, but things felt different today. It was like I had shed the shame from the weekend and could see the fun in it. I didn’t want to stop and give myself time to argue with myself, so I continued to the toilet.

After brushing my teeth, I hesitated before getting into the shower. Showering meant I had to take all of my clothes off. For some reason, I didn’t want to.

I didn’t get it. Every day between Saturday and then, all I had was resentment and shame towards the clothes I had found myself wearing. I had wanted to curl up into a ball and wish away everything that had happened on the weekend.

But then I was wearing women’s clothes, and I didn’t want to take them off. It was like a wave had washed over me, cleansing all the negativity I had in me. It was like an urge had surfaced, making me actually want to wear this stuff again.

It probably would have cost me a fortune at a shrink to figure that out.

Thankfully, I knew I had to get to work. It was the only thing that tipped the scales in my mind to make me finally accept that I needed to take my clothes off.

I took everything off as fast as I was able, through the web of pajama straps and a maze of corset and bra clasps. I dropped everything on the floor and rushed in and out of the shower as fast as I could. I ate breakfast in the car and was still barely at work on time.

That day, all I could think about was the night before. That sudden urge to dress up as Katy had overwhelmed me, but suddenly it made everything feel so right. I didn’t know how to process it. By mid morning, I had snuck off to the toilet to text Sarah.

Thank you for the pajamas xx




I didn’t know what else to say. I hadn’t been able to bring myself to talk to her since the weekend. Between being totally emasculated by hugging her fiancé and then agreeing to go to her bachelorette party, I had no idea what to say to her.

I had wanted to talk to her. I always did want to talk to Sarah, but I hadn’t even known how to talk to her about what happened. Until I had worn those pajamas.

The rest of the morning was almost exclusively spent nervously checking my phone. Once again, I had no idea what can of worms I may have just opened.

I meant what I had said in the message, though. I’d initially only gone through with the Katy thing to get some alone time with Sarah, but now I wasn’t continuing things for that. I was messaging out of genuine appreciation. Eventually, my phone buzzed.

I’m glad you like them!




It was less of a response than I expected. I waited and waited for a follow up that didn’t come.

My heart sank. I had wanted more. I didn’t know what I expected, but that wasn’t it. I started to doubt things again. Maybe Sarah was over it. Maybe I’d just embarrassed myself yet again by admitting to her that I had secretly dressed up on my own. Maybe-

My phone buzzed again.

Sorry, crazy day!




It was Sarah. Thank god. Everything was suddenly fine again.

I love that you tried them




Wait, I’m guessing you tried them…




But either way we should have another Katy and Sarah day before the bachelorette! Are you free on Saturday? Jackson is away until late




I’ll come to yours this time though lol




Oh god, another whole day with Sarah! My stomach was suddenly all butterflies. It was the best outcome I could have hoped for.

Although the thoughts of the bachelorette made my stomach turn in different ways. I was all for this being mine and Sarah’s little secret, but the idea of spending a long weekend undercover with a bunch of women scared the hell out of me.

It was fine, though. I could talk to Sarah about that on Saturday. I’m sure she would understand.

I didn’t hesitate to respond.

Amazing!! Yes, come over any time on Saturday. Can’t wait!
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The rest of the week was a countdown to Sarah arriving on Saturday, although the countdown was punctuated by a whole variety of emotions. At first, it was pure excitement. The alone time with Sarah, the thought that maybe dressing up could be kind of fun. The alone time with Sarah.

But then the excitement made way for unease. I wasn’t sure if this whole Katy thing would start defining my whole relationship with Sarah.

Again, none of the guys she had dated were anything less than a man. It felt like it was only pushing me further from my chances of the two of us being together.

And then what about the bachelorette party? Sarah knowing our secret was one thing, but what were the chances that a whole house full of girls wouldn’t realize that I was some man in a dress? And then what would happen? They’d probably hate the fact I was there. They would tell everyone. It would ruin my life.

But each time those thoughts would creep into my mind, I would remember how nice it had felt to see myself in the mirror for the first time at Sarah’s. Or I would think about how well I slept that night in the pajamas. I ended up sleeping in them the next two nights after. It had felt amazing.

I had to face that fact. I wanted to see where Saturday would take me. I just hoped it wasn’t away from Sarah.

When she arrived on Saturday morning, it was just after 10am. I had been awake since about 6am, as I couldn’t get back to sleep thinking about the day.

I had cleaned and tidied the apartment about four times, lit some incense to make sure the place smelled right, and had washed, dried and pressed all the clothes Sarah had left me. I was ready as I’d ever be.

Sara was almost exactly on time, but the knock on my door still startled me. I rarely had people over. I had no idea how long it had even been since Sarah had been in my apartment. I rushed to the door, almost slipping on a patch of floor I’d cleaned in the living room.

“Sarah!” I nearly yelled as I opened the door.

I was relieved it was actually her standing on the other side. She yet again looked incredible. Her blond hair was still bouncing as if it defied gravity. Her perfect eyes. Her amazing figure.

She was wearing a tight little black top that stopped in a horizontal line just above her breasts, where it was attached to a pair of puffy, semi-transparent black sleeves, which covered her upper arms and shoulders. The top was tucked into a pair of bold blue jeans, which sat on top of a pair of black boots with a chunky heel.

“Hey!” she chirped back, before quickly glancing up and down the hallway. She leaned in a little closer in a more hushed voice and continued, “Katy.”

I laughed nervously. I appreciated her secrecy, but something about her calling me Katy when I was standing in front of her as a man made me feel uneasy.

Maybe it was still the fear of the neighbors hearing, but it felt like more than that. Being called a woman’s name in a pair of jeans and a fisherman style knit jumper didn’t sit right.

I brushed it off as best I could. “Come in!”

She hugged me. She smelled like vanilla. I was glad she was with me.

“Soo,” she started as she walked into the living room, “how have you been? Oh, it smells really nice in here!”

I didn’t entirely know where to start with answering that.

“Good. And thank you. Everything okay with you?”

“Yup, same old, same old, you know me. Work is crazy,” she paused, “though that’s good as obviously it’s my own work.”

“Yeah congrats again,” I chimed in quickly.

“Thanks. But yeah, everything else is good. Excited for next weekend, no idea where Jackson is today. But that’s fine, the usual!” She sounded upbeat, even at the Jackson remark.

“Glad to hear it!” I echoed the tone. I didn’t pry at why she didn’t know where Jackson was, but god I wanted to.

“Anything to drink?” I offered.

She smiled. “Coffee would be great!”

“Course.”

I set to work preparing the grinder and the pour over cone. My kitchenette wasn’t big at all, so it was probably a little ridiculous how much space I had dedicated to coffee. Though I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little proud of it.

“Is that a coffee grinder?” Sarah said, looking a little perplexed. “Wow, I should come here more often. Actually, how long has it even been since I last came over?”

“Too long,” I replied plainly.

“Too long,” she repeated.

I continued the delicate process of coffee making, to which I had sacrificed all of my kitchen space, and Sarah continued talking.

“So I was thinking, bachelorette is next weekend. You excited?”

“Uhh,” I was distracted by making sure the beans were the right consistency to put into the filter. “Yeah, like, I dunno.”

“Dunno about what?” She asked.

“I guess I’m just a little nervous.” My tone made it sound like a question.

“Of course! No, I totally get you,” Sarah responded immediately.

“You do?”

I was almost surprised. I had felt like she was just bringing me into this crazy idea of hers without even a thought of how crazy it actually was.

“Yeah!” she replied. “You haven’t been Katy in years, plus I’m the only person who’s ever really met her. The idea of her meeting anyone other than me must be so scary.”

She had actually got it dead on.

“I, uh, yeah.”

“I don’t want you to worry! I love Katy.” Her voice was impassioned. “I want her to be at my bachelorette more than anyone. But I don’t want her to have a bad time just for me!”

By now, I had started pouring the water over the coffee grounds.

“That’s - That’s really sweet of you, Sarah.”

“No, it’s sweet of you for even considering coming!” She replied. “I want you to be there, but I want you to be happy. Even if you can only come for like a few hours or whatever, if you even turn up for a moment, it would mean the world to me! And we can use today as a practice run. Just spend a little more time as Katy and I’m sure you’ll feel ready for anything!”

She was selling it pretty well. I barely even knew what to say.

“I. Uh. Thank you,” was all I managed.

“Thank you.” She echoed.

“Coffee’s ready.”

I was relieved it finally was. The conversation was getting a little intense. It felt like we were on the cusp of some kind of TV-drama style breakthrough moment and it was making me uncomfortable.

We sat down on my couch and spoke normally for a time. It was nice, mostly, as it proved that we could still talk about something that wasn’t Katy. I needed to know that it hadn’t completely reshaped our whole relationship.

We talked about her work and my work, and whether we thought that new coffee shop in town would stay open, after the one in the exact same spot closed down before it. For the record, we didn’t.

Around when we were finishing our coffees, the conversation finally steered back to the bachelorette. I could tell it had been on Sarah’s mind as she kept losing her train of thought until it came up, and then she was more focused than ever.

“So I was thinking for today,” she began, “you should do your own makeup.”

I frowned a little. “And why is that?”

“Well, like, if you do come, I might not be there to do your makeup for you,” she explained.

“Uh, huh.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that premise for so, so many reasons.

“So even if you were only there for a few hours or whatever, you might need to fix something.” Her voice had a light, drifting tone to it. “Or you might just want to make sure everything still looks right,”

I paused to think. “Yeah, I guess.”

She could tell I was holding back. “I know you must be nervous and that’s fine, but you’ve got to believe me that you looked amazing the other day! Nobody would’ve ever thought you were anyone other than my friend Katy from trampolining way back! But I just wanted to make sure that you could take care of yourself in case you’re worried about how you look.”

It kind of made sense, in a really hard to pinpoint way. The whole situation was crazy but, in the specific context of the crazy situation, she was right.

“Yeah, okay,” I finally agreed.

It was sweet of her to be so complimentary about me. Or about Katy. I didn’t know. It felt good either way.

“Again, I don’t want you to think you have to do anything you don’t want to! Don’t just do this for me, do it because you want to as well. I can go if you want.” She was looking me dead in the eyes as she said that.

“No, go no, of course not!” I blurted. “No, let’s do it!”

“You sure?” She put her hand on mine.

I wasn’t sure. “Yeah!”

“Okay!” She sounded extremely upbeat once again. “Let me get some bits from my car. You okay to get your underwear on whilst I get my stuff?”

“Uhh, yeah. Take my keys so you can let yourself back in.”

I felt extremely weird about how comfortable Sarah was with the idea of me slipping into a lingerie set. I was mortified at the thought of her opening the door and seeing me in the bra and panties at her house the previous weekend. Now she was talking about it like me wearing women’s underwear was nothing.

“Sure, back in five!” She replied before I even had the chance to fully process what I was thinking.
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I went into my bedroom and shut the door. My head was once again spiraling with questions about what I was doing and why, but I’d already agreed that I was going to spend another day as Katy, so backing out now once again wouldn’t have made any difference.

Sarah wouldn’t have seen me any differently, she would have just been disappointed. And there was something scratching away in my brain that made me want to spend another day as Katy.

I had already started tucking by the time those thoughts were processing in my mind. I had already committed to what I was doing. The tape was on my genitals and I looked smooth as an action figure. Or a doll, more realistically.

Moments later, I was sliding the black panties up my legs, the new pair Sarah had given me in my gift bag. I aligned the bows at the top of my thighs, so they were symmetrical.

Next, I was clasping and tightening the corset, and the bra was on straight after. I slipped the breast forms into the bra, adjusted my natural slight cleavage, and then finished things off by pulling the stockings up each leg. I was ready.

I felt my body with my hands and traced my own curves. There was something so sensual about the feel of my body. I probably wouldn’t have stopped admiring my own shape if it wasn’t for hearing Sarah unlocking my door again and letting herself in.

“Only me!” She yelled.

“Out in a second!” I replied.

I braced myself, trying to get into the right mindset to walk into my living room to confront Sarah in yet another set of women’s underwear. As soon as I felt even slightly ready to do it, having silenced the dissenting thoughts enough, I opened the door and prepared to step out.

I was trying to think of what to even say to Sarah when she saw me, but thankfully, she made things easy. She immediately rushed over and hugged me.

I felt my fake breasts press against her real breasts and our hips push into one another the way they had last weekend. It felt incredible. It was like a new feeling was blossoming in me and between us when it happened. I couldn’t describe it.

“Sorry, I’ve seen you in your underwear way more than I thought I would have by now,” Sarah said over my shoulder in the hug.

I appreciated her saying it rather than me. “Yeah, I do feel kind of weird, to be totally honest.”

“I can take my clothes off too if it helps,” Sarah said mischievously.

My eyes widened. I was glad she couldn’t see my face because of the hug. I had no idea how to respond, so I laughed, hoping she would say something else before I had to.

Thankfully, she did. “God knows what Lucy will have me wearing next weekend, anyway. My underwear will probably be the most dignified thing I'll wear the whole time.”

I was so glad my penis couldn’t go anywhere.

Sarah released me from the hug and kept talking. “Okay, here’s everything I think we’ll need.”

She gestured to a little carry-on size suitcase she’d brought into my apartment.

“Let’s not waste any more time, then, shall we?”
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For the next few minutes, I watched as Sarah transformed my kitchen counter into a beauty station. She set up a tabletop mirror in the best spot for natural light, then spread out trays of makeup and beauty tools and accessories. I went back into my bedroom to get the wig cap and wig that Sarah had let me keep.

“Great,” she said as she saw me walk out with them. “Get that hair net on and let’s get to work.”

She sat me down in front of the mirror and talked me through how she did my makeup the previous weekend. She explained what everything did and why she chose it. The whole explanation took about twenty minutes. There was a real passion in her voice as she spoke.

It made me appreciate even more that she was doing this for her work. It was such a dream of hers when we were kids. It was nice to know that the dream was just as alive as ever.

When she was done, she gave me the primer, and I was off. I created an even covering on my face as she had explained, while she prepared to hand me the foundation which she had previously determined matched my skin tone.

I placed a few dots of the foundation around my face and picked up the makeup sponge she put out for me. I paused for a second. I didn’t remember using a sponge when we were kids.

“You just dab it all around until it’s even,” she said reassuringly.

I followed her advice and started patting away at my face until it all came out as one color. There was something oddly satisfying about doing it. It was kind of meditative, being so focused on the task at hand. I finished things off with a few dots of concealer.

It was all beginning to come back to me. It felt like the years of playing dress-up with Sarah as a teenager were preparing me for this.

The foundation powder was next, and it felt self explanatory. It made my skin feel smooth, and it looked like I was made of some kind of perfect otherworldly material. It almost felt unfair that men couldn’t wear makeup. Women got an unfair advantage on that account.

Sarah had explained the highlighter and contour sticks, but I’d never used them before. Still, I gave it my best attempt. I was afraid to even admit it to myself, but I was sort of enjoying it. It was a unique challenge, and it was like I was pulling from a skill set that I didn’t even realize I had in me.

It was the fact that I was actually good at it that made it feel kind of fun. I didn’t feel I had many talents outside of my job, so finding something I was excelling at was a pleasant surprise. By the time I was blending the contour, I felt like I was really getting the hang of it!

Placing the big blush brush in my hand, Sarah unscrewed the pinkish pot. I dabbed a fairly liberal coating on the brush and swept it across my cheekbones. The rose color adorned my cheeks, lifting and highlighting my facial structure. I had started looking like a whole new person already.

“You’re doing great,” Sarah said reassuringly as she prepared the eye makeup.

She talked me through her game plan for my eyes, the way she had previously used the lighter colors to make my eyes appear bigger and with the complementary darker colors to frame them after.

I followed her advice as best I could and, while it wasn’t quite what she had achieved the previous weekend, it was still a pretty good shot. The light pink eyeshadow matched the color on my cheeks perfectly and the swish of the eyeliner created a perfectly symmetrical pair of wings.

“You’re still better than me at that,” Sarah pouted as I finished the eyeliner.

I laughed, but I could tell she wasn’t joking. I sort of enjoyed knowing I still had that over her. Like it was some kind of old competition we’d managed to keep going our whole lives. A little bond that predated Jackson by a long, long time.

With mascara swept across my eyelashes, Sarah handed me the false eyelashes she’d quietly been applying glue to while I worked. I set them into place, one after the other. I could feel the weight of them on my eyelids, each blink taking just that fraction more work to open my eyes after. I fluttered them and I caught Sarah smiling in the mirror. It was pretty cute.

Finally, it was time for my lips. Lip liner, lipstick, then a little lip-gloss. A full three course meal of lip makeup. Sarah had her hands on my shoulders reassuringly and was beaming a beautiful white smile at me.

Any thoughts I’d had about shame or regret were melting away with every smile she shot me or chuckle she let out as we chatted through me doing my makeup. It was a side of Sarah that I adored. It was so comforting and so right to be with her like this. As I applied the final coat of lip-gloss, Sarah was ecstatic.

“You look amazing!” She squealed, as I put the applicator back in the lip-gloss tube.

“Th-thank you,” I half-murmured, looking at myself in the mirror.

I was once again being greeted by the face of a woman. The foundation and the contour and the blush and everything else made it look like a face that wasn’t even my own any more. It was so feminine. I could barely recognize myself.

“Seriously, you did a great job,” she continued. “If you ever get bored with office life, then I’d love an extra pair of hands in the salon.”

I laughed. I couldn’t imagine anything more humiliating than the salon staffed by Sarah and her definitely-not-gay-best-friend. I wasn’t even sure if Sarah could even comprehend how embarrassing the suggestions was.

“One step at a time,” was all I offered.

“I’ll keep a seat open,” she offered back.

I laughed again. I didn’t want to continue the line of conversation any more than I had to.

“How did it feel, though?” She asked.

“Uhh, weirdly familiar,” was the only way I could sum it up. “Like I still remembered how to do all of it, even though it’s been like half our lives since I last did this, or whatever.”

“Yeah, you did great. Honestly, you’ve definitely still got it! Muscle memory, I guess. Like riding a bike.”

Part of me was worried that she thought I must have been practising since she last saw me as Katy.

“I guess,” was all I offered in return.

She mercifully changed the subject.

“Okay, clothes.”

From somewhere out of view, she whipped the little suitcase and had it open on the floor next to us. She squatted down beside it and loosely rifled through the fabrics I could see inside.

She continued talking. ”So Lucy has told me a bit about the bachelorette. It is actually going to be in a little cabin somewhere. She’s not making me do anything too crazy. She’s actually letting me get what I want.”

“You’re sure about that?”

She laughed again. “Only as sure as you can be with Lucy. So we’re getting there during the day on Friday for some casual drinks, then we’re getting glammed up for bachelorette games on Saturday. Then, Sunday, it’s a hangover brunch before everyone goes home.”

“Sounds fun,” I replied.

I meant it, too. I’d sort of forgotten the whole part about me being a guy at a bachelorette party.

“Yeah, it should be!” Her voice was. bubbly with enthusiasm. “But three days means three outfits. That’s what all this is in here.”

She picked out a couple of random items of clothing before explaining what she was doing.

“So Friday we’re basically all going to be wearing more or less the kind of thing I’m wearing now, then Saturday is party dresses and Sunday is back to my kind of outfit again. Like I might actually just wear exactly this on Friday. Do you like it?”

“Sarah, I love it!” I hurried to reply. “You look amazing. Sorry, I’d meant to say, that outfit looks great on you.”

Sarah chuckled lightly and smiled at me. “I always know I can rely on you for a pick-me-up. Thank you. But okay, how do you feel about this for Friday, then?”

In her hands, she’d more or less assembled the mirror image of her own outfit. It was a white top with semi-transparent puffy sleeves that covered the arms and shoulders, detailed with little white circles dotted all over the transparent material. She had also retrieved some indigo jeans and a black belt, which matched a pair of black, heeled ankle boots which she had also pulled out onto the floor.

“Uhh,” I didn’t quite know what to say. “Will the other girls find it weird if we’re dressed the same?”

Sarah grinned. I suddenly realized I had referred to everyone else as ‘the other girls,’ maybe making her think I was already calling myself one of the girls.

“Like, is that weird?” I blurted, trying to distract from what I had said.

“Nah, it’s cute to prepare outfits together with your bestie! Unless you’d find it weird. Do you find it weird?”

Her calling me that made my heart flutter. I couldn’t imagine being her ‘bestie.’ Katy and Sarah had been best friends growing up, but Kyle and Katie were just friends and never anything more. Especially thanks to Jackson.

“No, I love that!” I was too excited to hide it.

“Okay, great! Want to go put these on in your bedroom? Then you can come out and show me after you’ve got your hair sorted as well.”

“Sure!” I replied.

The enthusiasm had tainted any other sense of better judgement in me. I took everything Sarah had pulled from the suitcase and took the wig back into my bedroom.

In my bedroom alone, the ridiculousness of the situation started to dawn on me once again. Here I was in makeup and lingerie, about to put on a wig and a cute little outfit, all so I could parade it in front of the woman of my dreams.

I braced for the embarrassment, but it never came. Instead, there was a twinge of excitement in the thought. I was Sarah’s bestie. Katy was something Kyle could never be, and I was Katy. It was fun. It was a little secret that brought us closer together than most other people could ever be. It was huge.

I slipped the top over my head, struggling a little to get my shoulders through the tight midriff, before guiding my arms one by one into the puffy sleeves. With them adjusted to sit right across my breasts, I took my stockings back off and stepped into the jeans.

They were so much tighter than any pair I’d ever worn as a man. These were like pulling on a second layer of skin. I was hopping around on one leg then the other, before finally sitting on my bed and tugging as hard as I could at the waist.

After nearly breaking out into a sweat, I finally had them all the way up and closed the zip and button. I couldn’t help but laugh as I put the belt on. There was no way these were falling down.

I slipped into the left boot, then the right, and zipped them both closed. I stood and felt my weight shift over the ball of my foot as I got used to the shape of the heel. The few inches under my foot felt weirdly comfortable again, and I couldn’t help but stare at the way it made my legs look in the jeans.

Why Sarah had two nearly identical pairs of boots was beyond me, but I figured maybe it was a girl thing. Not knowing more than that meant I probably still had some masculinity left in me yet. I was a little relieved.

With the outfit ready, I held the wig above my head and slowly lowered its headband into place. I looped the little internal hooks over my wig cap and gave it a gentle tug to make sure it was firmly in place. When I was satisfied it was, I pushed the hair out of my eyes and looked at myself.

I was beautiful. The woman looking back at me from the mirror was absolutely gorgeous. I yet again found myself swaying gently back and forth, watching my own reflection in absolute disbelief that it was me. I was more than just disbelief, it was wonder. I couldn’t believe I could look so good. I couldn’t believe I could feel so good.

I wanted to keep staring, but also I wanted to show Sarah. It was like pride had washed over me. I wanted to share this with her all of a sudden. I swung my door open and strode back into my living room towards the kitchenette.

As soon as the door opened, Sarah turned to look at me. The moment she saw me, her mouth was wide open. She looked like she was in complete awe at what she was seeing.

“You look amazing!”

She put so much emphasis on that last word. Her enthusiasm was unlike anything I’d heard from her before. There was pride in her voice, too.

“Thank you!” I had started using the Katy voice. It just felt right.

“Oh hi, girl,” she smirked at me.

“Hi yourself.”

It felt great. It felt liberating to just embrace what we were doing. Maybe my whole obsession with masculinity was stupid. This could be fun. This could be something great between me and Sarah. This could be the best thing to ever happen to us.

Sarah had me do a catwalk strut up and down my little living space, and she applauded and gasped theatrically to accentuate the display. I was having fun. We were having fun. Once we had firmly agreed the outfit was great, Sarah was ready to go on the Saturday clothing choice.

“So this is for the party day. I’ve got this pink frilly thing for me that you’ll absolutely love. But for you I was thinking of this little rose-colored number. What do you think?”

She pulled a dress out from the suitcase. It looked like a velvet material, almost slightly shiny, halfway between pink and red. The top looked almost like a little t-shirt, with a neckline that covered the shoulders, and little sleeves that stopped just past them.

It was barely even one and a half times longer than a t-shirt, though, with a couple of tassels hanging from the side that were creating a scrunched up, ruffled kind of look in the body of the dress.

Sarah was smiling at me as I took it in. ”What do you think?”

“Uhh..”

I once again felt a little out of my comfort zone.

“Oh wait,” Sarah didn’t even register my response, “I just realized something.”

“What?”

“This dress looks really bad with stockings.” She looked a little perplexed.

“Oh,” was all I could offer.

“Yeah…” She trailed off into thought for a second. “This is all I brought. I kind of didn’t think about that. I can try to find you something else before the weekend.”

I was maybe a little relieved, wondering if it’d be a little less eye-grabbing.

“Oh, okay.”

“Unless…” she trailed off once again.

“Unless what?” I had no idea where she was planning on going.

“No, don’t worry.” Before she even let me reply, she started again. “Unless you want to try shaving your legs.”

“Oh,” was once again my only response.

“No, don’t worry,” she also repeated.

The conversation felt like it was stuck in a loop.

Shaving my legs felt like a step maybe too far. You can take off makeup and a dress, but you can’t put leg hair back on before you go back to work on Monday.

“I’m not sure,” was the only thing I could think to say to sum up my feeling.

“Oh what, you’re maybe up for it?”

She had clearly misconstrued my sentiment.

“I don’t know. What if people see?”

“What, the other girls at the bachelorette?” She smirked and half rolled her eyes. “Katy, honey, there is no chance they’re going to think you’re anything other than one hundred percent woman. Have you seen yourself?”

I couldn’t help but smile at how she said it. Something about the way she talked about me as a woman felt so flirty sometimes. There was a little fire to it that I never heard when I was Kyle.

I laughed. “No, like what if someone at work sees or something?”

“Oh, getting our legs out for the boys at work, are we?”

She shot me a mischievous look. I couldn’t help but laugh. It was cute.

“But seriously, it’s spring,” she continued. “Who’s seeing your legs? Or did you take up soccer or something and not tell me?”

I laughed again. The idea of taking off these heels and getting into soccer cleats was funny. I’m sure a week ago, I would’ve found it embarrassing beyond belief but here, in the warmth and safety of being alone with Sarah, it was fun.

“Well, I guess not.”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

“What the hell.” I was having fun. I didn’t want it to end. “Let’s do it.”

“Okay, amazing,” Sarah said, “because I did actually bring some hair removal cream with me, just in case.”

I frowned at Sarah, but I couldn’t keep a straight face.

“Don’t pout these cute lips at me, girl!” She laughed.

I laughed too. It was like all the positive feelings of our childhood were being resurfaced. The fun we shared as Katy and Sarah. Before this, I’d buried all the positive emotions of our teenage years under a layer of shame and embarrassment and regret. I’d managed to completely neglect the fact that we had fun. It was a brilliant time.

It was the best time of my life.

Sarah led me through the instructions on the bottle and then simply offered to do it for me. Before I knew it, we were both in my bathroom. I was back in my underwear, and Sarah was applying a layer of cream to my legs and my armpits.

“Since your hair is so fair, we can probably do this all in one go,” she reassured me as she used a little spatula to spread the hair remover all over me.

I stood like a strange mannequin as she worked her magic. Before long, there was a slightly foul smell in the air.

“Eurgh,” I couldn't help but exclaim. “What is that? Is that me?”

“Yeah, but like, don’t worry, it always smells like that. That’s the hair dying. It means it’s working.”

“Great,” I replied sarcastically.

We waited for fifteen minutes for the cream to get to work and the time felt like it disappeared almost immediately. We gossiped about her work and her bachelorette and what was going on in town and, somehow, I didn’t even feel weird doing all of that in my underwear.

In women’s underwear. I mentally caught myself as I so casually thought of the bra and panties as my own. Sarah’s alarm went off on her phone.

“Time!” she yelled as she grabbed another tool from the hair removal cream box.

She began scraping my legs and underarms with the new object she’d retrieved and, as she scraped, the cream disappeared. As the cream disappeared, so did my body hair. I looked down as she worked and watched as my body was reborn from its cream cocoon as a perfectly smooth replica of what it once was.

“I’m nervous,” I admitted.

My heart was pounding.

“About what?” Sarah’s eyes didn’t break focus from her work.

“About this.”

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” she looked up at me. “You’re doing great.”

For some reason, that was enough. I felt calmer immediately. I stood still as she finished her work. She cleaned my legs gently with the shower head and patted them dry.

“Perfect.” She hugged me again and sighed deeply as she did. It was bliss. “Now try on that dress!”

Her enthusiasm was still as infectious as ever. I went off to my bedroom again, took my wig off, and slipped the dress over my head. It was every bit as tight as the last outfit Sarah had given me.

The crumpled material slid down over my body, but then stopped almost as suddenly as it started. It must have ended only a few inches below my crotch.

If I wasn’t tucked, I dreaded to think how it would have looked. I pulled at the bottom of the dress a little, but the tassels were tied in a way to stop the dress going any lower. I wasn’t sure about how I felt.

I persevered. I took the pair of heels Sarah had given me and looked at them in my hands. They were serious. One of the highest and boldest pairs of heels I had ever seen.

They must have been six inches high, with a maybe two inch platform under the toes. The platform and the heel were white and the rest of the body was a slightly peachy color. They had a little scalloped detail just around the cup of the heel, where they rose up to allow for a strap that went around the ankle. I couldn’t stop staring at them. They were wonderful.

Once I finally managed to tear my eyes away, I got to work putting them on. I couldn’t wait to try them. I was embracing the fun I was having, and I was really starting to enjoy myself.

I slipped both feet in and then did the straps. They hugged my feet. I stood up with a little wobble and looked down at myself as I found my footing. They were so high. But the platform made them feel like I could maybe walk in them all the same. I took one little tentative step. Then another. Then a normal step. It was fine! I could do it!

I was finally ready to face the mirror and see how the dress looked. I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath. I opened my eyes again.

I loved what I saw.

Once again, this was a woman looking back at me. Not just any woman, either. She was sexy. She looked confident in her outfit. In her body. She looked stunning. She was the kind of woman that Kyle would never have the courage to talk to in a million years. And, again, she was me.

The dress stopped short, but that wasn’t a bad thing at all. All it meant was that my legs went on for roughly ten miles before they reached the heels. My legs looked gorgeous.

Without any hair on them, they looked like they should have belonged to a supermodel on a catwalk. They were slender and long and I couldn’t take my eyes off them. They felt so good to touch, like how I dreamed Sarah’s legs would feel.

But then, the heels. With those on their own down there, they were to die for. The outfit was impeccable. I didn’t know why I expected anything less from Sarah. I couldn’t wait to show her.

I once again erupted from my room and Sarah, honest to god, screamed when she saw me. I had never had a reaction like that in my life. I worried my neighbors would think I was killing her.

“There’s that sexy lady I used to know.”

She rushed over and hugged me. She had taken her boots off, so I was almost half a foot taller than her with these heels on, and so she buried her face into my fake breasts as she grasped me. She hugged me so hard and I didn’t think she was going to let go.

“I’ve missed this.” I said.

I realized that I had missed it. I was finally ready to admit it. Hearing those words come from my mouth in my sweet, feminine tone that I’d promised to never use again felt so freeing. I was finally so happy to be Katy.

Suddenly, Sarah shuddered a little. And then again. She pushed herself away from me. My dress was wet where her face had been.

“Are you crying?” I panicked. “Sarah, what’s wrong?”

She looked at me, tears in her eyes, and her little sobs turned into laughter.

“Nothing, you idiot,” she said between shaky breaths.

“What?” I asked.

She buried her face in my chest again.

“I’ve missed you so much.”

I waited a moment.

“I missed you too.”

The hug went on and on and on. We just stood in silence as Sarah’s tears subsided. Until the whole moment was completely shattered. Sarah’s phone started ringing. She looked over at the counter.

“Oh, it’s fucking Jackson,” she said, sounding almost frustrated.

She let go of me and I let go of her. She paced over to her phone and held it in her hand.

“Of course,” she said to nobody in particular, before picking up the phone.

I could only hear her side of the conversation.

“Hey honey.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Yeah.”

“Where am I? Where are you?”

“I’m seeing a friend.”

“Katy. Why would that matter?”

“What do you mean, the cute one? Why do you always do that? I’ve asked you not to so many times.”

“Okay, fine, I’ll be back in half an hour.”

“Okay.”

“Love you too.”

She hung up the phone and took a moment before she looked back my way.

“Sorry,” she said, addressing me.

“It’s okay.” I frowned. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, it’s just Jackson being a dick. You know how guys can be.” She caught herself as soon as she said it. “Sorry.”

I didn’t know quite what to say.

“Don’t worry, that sounded tough! Do you need to talk about it?”

“No, no, it’s all good,” she insisted. “I have to get back, though. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be!”

I didn’t entirely mean it. I had got myself all excited for a whole day with Sarah. It broke my heart to have it cut short, not least by Jackson.

We had another enormous hug to say goodbye, and Sarah gathered some of her things.

“Keep this suitcase,” she said. “The Sunday outfit is in there. Make sure you’re comfortable in everything cause, if you’re not, I can bring some other outfits over on Friday. Keep that one, though. You look sexy.”

She winked at me. I melted a little.

“Thank you! I can’t wait!”

“I’ll be over at 9am on Friday, if you’re okay with that. I can do your makeup before we go, and then I’ll drive us both over. That work for you?”

“Sure!”

“Love you, bye!” Sarah called to me as she started to hurry to my front door.

I chased after her. She stepped out, and I stepped out after her, completely disregarding the fact I was now wearing a ludicrously revealing dress in the communal hallway.

“Love you too!” I called back.

My heart was fluttering.

She turned back, smiled, and blew me a kiss. I watched as she disappeared around the corner.

I watched as I suddenly saw that the cute woman who lived on my floor had been at the end of the hall that whole time. I stared at her and she stared back at me. I shot a nervous smile her way, and she waved, calling out a greeting down the hall at me. I waved back.

“Sorry!” was all I managed to say to her for some reason.

I didn’t even care, though. I ducked back into my apartment and closed the door behind me. I leaned my back against it, my heart pounding.

Sarah and I just spent another incredible morning alone together as a couple of girlfriends. My cute neighbor just saw me in a dress and heels. I was going to a bachelorette party in a week.

And I loved those facts.
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The following week dragged once again. It was becoming a theme. Fast weekends, slow weeks. I was texting Sarah constantly the whole time.

She said she had changed my name to Katy in her contacts, so Jackson didn’t demand to know why we were talking so much. She even called me on Tuesday to make sure I’d tried the outfits on, and then again on Thursday to make sure I was definitely happy with everything. I was. More than happy, even.

I had instinctively answered both of her calls with my Katy voice and I could tell from the warmth in her greeting that she loved it. The dynamic we had felt so strong over that week.

When Friday morning came, it was the best I’d felt in- well, I didn’t even know how long. Once again, I was awake hours before Sarah had promised to arrive. I was showered and ready and in the Friday outfit she had assigned me all before half seven.

I was glad I did get up so early, too. At 8am, I got a call from Sarah. She told me she hadn’t been able to sleep either and wanted to know if I was happy for her to come over. I was. More than happy, even.

She arrived barely ten minutes later. Before I knew it, she was doing my makeup, and we were excitedly chatting about the weekend to come.

She asked me about how I felt and if I was still comfortable with the other girls seeing me, and I told her I was. I meant it as well. My neighbor seeing me had felt liberating. Like I had no reason to hide this feminine side of me anymore. I almost wanted the world to see me like this.

My excitement peaked even more when she offered to do my nails. I hadn’t had my nails painted since we were kids and, as she held my hands and held up colors to them, I felt a connection with her growing even stronger.

We selected a bold pink that matched her nails. It felt inevitable. We were basically being twins. The more I had in common with her, the closer we felt. I felt like all the time I spent as Katy was time that was building our relationship in deeper ways than ever. The further the two of us went with it, the deeper our bond was.

She seemed over the moon with the chance to shape and paint my nails for the first time in who knows how long.

In no time at all, we were both ready. Her in her black, frilly top, me in my white, frilly top. She looked gorgeous and so did I. We looked like something out of a magazine. I couldn’t believe it.

”Can we-” she cautiously broached a question over a coffee I made for us. “Can we take a picture together? On my phone this time. I promise nobody else will see it!”

I thought about it. I was still exceptionally worried about there being photo evidence of our time together, but then who would ever see it? Jackson? Jackson had already seen me like this. He touched my butt like this!

“Sure,” I replied confidently. I felt confident.

Sarah whipped her phone out, and we squeezed together into the frame of her camera. She took the photo, and we looked incredible in it.

“Can you send it to me?” I immediately asked.

“You want to post it, too?” She teased.

“Maybe,” I joked back.

My phone buzzed and there was the picture of us. I fiddled with my phone for a moment and showed it to Sarah. She hugged me immediately. I had made the photo into my phone background.

After some breakfast and some packing and some more gossip, it was time to leave. The realization that I had to get from my apartment to her car was another terrifying prospect.

She’d parked in the lot under my apartment, meaning I had to get out of my front door, along the corridor, take the elevator with all our stuff, then get to the car. That was like three separate areas to get through. As soon as Sarah said it was time to go and I realized all of this, I froze dead.

She immediately went to comforting me again. She was so patient, so kind when she was trying to encourage me to embrace being Katy. It was hard to not have her charm work on me.

She suggested, if I wanted, that I could put some loose jeans and a hoodie up over everything else I was wearing, so I could maybe sneak out a little incognito. Then she also said once again that there was no chance anyone would think I’m a man. No chance that any of my neighbors would recognize me as Kyle. She left the choice up to me.

We went to the mirror together again and I realized she was right. There was no part of the two of us that even hinted at one of us being a man. We looked like two women ready for an evening on the town.

She had done an incredible job with my makeup yet again. Our matching puffy tops, blue jeans and heeled boots looked incredibly cute together. I felt a closeness to her that I couldn’t imagine many men had ever felt with a woman. It was crazy.

I decided that she was right. I could probably risk someone in the building seeing me. Plus, if I had any hope of sitting in the passenger seat of Sarah’s car for a few hours and then facing all the women who I was actually guaranteed to see at her bachelorette, then I needed to stop being so scared. It didn’t matter. Nobody would ever recognize me!

That fact kept coming back to me and the thought was so fun. I was anonymous. I was a whole new person. This secret was just for me and Sarah.

I needed a few more minutes to brace myself, and then I was ready. Once again, it was like ripping off a bandaid, the sooner I got it over with, the better it would be. We loaded up our suitcases for the weekend, all with our predetermined outfits, and mine also included a secret stash of emergency guy clothes in case I wanted to call it quits at any time.

“Wait, that reminds me!” Sarah called as I had just picked up my phone, keys, and card holder.

“What?” I asked.

Sarah opened up the suitcase she brought over.

“I got you one last gift.”

From the suitcase came a handbag. It was simple but tasteful. Black, medium-sized, sort of shaped like a small flat tote but made of a kind of matte leather looking material with a little brushed effect on it. The top was sealed with a gold zip. It was just as beautiful as everything else Sarah had picked out for me.

“Sarah, no, you’ve already given me so much!”

I would have previously protested her giving me more women’s clothing as it was embarrassing, but now it felt more like she was being too generous.

She laughed. “I don’t think you’ve realized what you’ve been giving me.’’

I began to think about what she meant by that but was interrupted by Sarah thrusting the bag into my arms.

“You’re going to want to put those things in there,” she gestured towards my personal effects. “But also make sure you keep your makeup bag, wipes, and tape in there too, in case you need them.”

“Thank you.”

I was genuinely grateful. She was taking such good care of me, even if it was due to this weird dynamic we had going on.

With my handbag packed, it was time. Sarah was first out of my apartment and, as soon as she told me the coast was clear, I followed her out.

My heart pounded as I left the front door, almost stumbling over my heels as I rushed with my case to meet her over by the elevator. She pressed the button and almost instantly, the elevator dinged. The doors opened and my stomach exploded with butterflies.

There was some guy in the lift.

I had no idea who he was. He must have been from one of the floors above. I’d never seen him before. This six-foot something guy, barely contained in the gym clothes he was wearing, was staring right at me and Sarah. My eyes must have shot open, as he suddenly smirked subtly. Then he looked me and Sarah up and down!

“Morning, ladies,” he delivered smoothly with a half-smile.

“Morning,” we both replied in a kind of singsong unison, as I smiled back.

I didn’t know what else to do. My brain, for some reason, automatically shot to some odd instinct to give off that feminine response.

I was glad it did in a way. I didn’t want to get rumbled as soon as the day had started. I was just beginning to have fun with it all. I nearly fell over myself once again, trying to retain my composure while pulling the suitcase into the elevator with me.

The ride down in the lift with the man felt like an eternity, but must have only lasted seconds. I had stuffed myself into the corner of the elevator and Sarah had deliberately stood between me and the man.

I was so appreciative of her for automatically deciding to protect me and my nerves. As the lift opened, the man gestured towards the door.

“After you,” he offered.

“Thank you,” we both sweetly responded.

Sarah let me out first and she helped me with my case as my nerves had completely got the best of me. I could barely even control my body after being in such close proximity to a stranger.

We started walking down the corridor towards the parking lot and, for some reason I didn’t fully know, I looked back over my shoulder. I saw the man had done the same and must have already been checking us out as we walked away. He smiled and I let out this little titter of a laugh before he thankfully left through the main door to the building.

As soon as he was out of eyeshot, Sarah and I were giggling like schoolgirls. I’d never been so tense in my life, so the relief now we were alone again was incredible. Sarah was almost crying, she was laughing so hard. She had her hand on my elbow, as if she would collapse if she couldn’t rely on me.

“He was cute,” she finally manage to wheeze between breaths. “I think you’d have a shot with him.”

I regained my composure to reply. “He’d be lucky.”

I flicked my hair in a joking manner, and Sarah was in stitches again. When she was again calm, she gave me another hug.

"I’ve missed you so much.”

I barely even knew what to say to Sarah. She’d said that line to me so many times. I still loved hearing it, though. I just hugged her back until she was done.

Then, finally, we were safe. We were in Sarah’s car. It smelled sweet and effeminate. It was like she made a constant effort to give off a womanly energy and I really appreciated that about her. It was partly what made her the kind of woman I wanted to be with.

She set up a playlist for the drive. It was all the kind of girly pop we’d listened to when we were teenagers, and we set off, her driving and me as the passenger.

It was crazy, but I still remembered so many of the lyrics to so many of the songs we used to listen to. So many of my formative years had been spent listening to pop music and it had definitely impacted my music tastes even as an adult.

Most guys my age were listening to metal or hip hop but I was listening to songs about boys sung by women in their early twenties. As I guy, I still listened to that kind of music but pretended it was a guilty pleasure, rather than practically all I enjoyed. Within no time at all, Sarah and I were both singing along any time we weren’t talking.

The drive flew by. There weren’t many cars on the road, which really eased my nerves heading over. When we occasionally stopped at a red light next to another car, I would sometimes look over and make eye contact with the driver next to me and, each time they didn’t give any kind of outlandish reaction, it made me even more convinced in what Sarah had said. Everyone did just think I was a woman. It was crazy. It was so fun!

After a couple of hours, we stopped at a gas station to top up Sarah’s car. She told me to wait in the car and she would go and pay, but for some reason I didn’t want to. Part of me wanted to go in with her. I suggested we headed in for coffee instead. She grinned when I said it.

“Getting confident, are we?” she mocked.

All I did in response was smile, take my handbag off my lap and onto my arm, and open the car door. As soon as my heels hit the ground and I shot to my feet, we were both laughing again. It was like we had this huge in-joke that nobody else knew, me actually being a guy and nobody else able to tell. The shared secret was keeping us so close.

We walked together into the gas station. There were a few other people in there aside from the clerk and nobody seemed to pay us any mind. We walked right past a woman in the magazine aisle and she barely even looked at us. It was genuinely thrilling.

We made it to the coffee machine without any incident and we both selected our drinks. As they poured, we chatted, and to anyone else in the store, it would have just looked like any two girls out on a road trip.

Once they had poured, we made our way over to the cashier. He read out our total and, before Sarah had even had the chance to open her handbag, I had already pulled out my card holder and retrieved my card. I handed it over to pay.

“Oh Katy, you don’t have to do that!” Sarah said.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” I said as cutely as I could.

The man behind the counter hadn’t even registered any of our conversation. He’d simply been putting the transaction through.

As I went to finish the payment, I noticed that right there in huge letters on my credit card was the name ‘Kyle.’ I didn’t know why I hadn’t realized it would say that. I guessed maybe because I had such a nondescript card holder, I hadn’t worried about a wallet giving me away or anything. But my card told a different story.

Then, nothing came of it. The man finished the payment, and I had my card back in my handbag in no time. I couldn’t believe it was so easy getting away with pretending to be a girl.

I told Sarah about what I had been thinking about my card and she stopped dead in her walk to the car. She looked at me wide eyed and then we both laughed.

“He probably just thought you had a husband.” She paused. “That’s probably why he was so miserable.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. Sarah had made a few jokes that day about me being with a man, and each time I had pretty mixed feelings about it. I was pretty sure it was a joke we were both in on.

Like, she knew I wasn’t attracted to men. Surely she did. I’d never told her I was, and I didn’t think I ever implied I was. Frankly, I was always very careful not to as I always worried she would wonder about my sexuality, when I had spent so much of my life single. Well, all of it.

So I hoped it was a joke, and that Sarah knew I didn’t actually like men, which made it equal parts funny and humiliating each time she joked about it. I didn’t have the heart to tell her not to joke about or really do anything though, as I was worried about ruining the fun she was having.

The gas station coffee was horrible, but that wasn’t why we got it. It was more for the fun and the adventure. They remained mostly untouched in the cup holders for the rest of the journey, which flew by with more singing and more talking.

The cars on the road became fewer and I felt more and more comfortable sitting in the passenger seat dressed as a woman, until the point I almost stopped thinking about it.

The safety of being in the car and only passing strangers every so often was like I was gently being exposed to the idea of presenting myself as a woman in public.

It went from being a thought in my head about being a man in woman’s clothes to them just feeling like they were my clothes and there wasn’t anything that weird about it at all. They were just clothes, it wasn’t that big a deal. Nearly four hours alone with Sarah and our fun little secret was an incredible way to spend a morning.
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As we pulled up to the cabin Lucy had directed us to, there was already a car parked out front on the huge patch of gravel that formed the parking spaces. My nerves immediately returned, after all the previous four hours had done for them.

“Oh that’s Lucy,” Sarah said as soon as we spotted it.

I didn’t know if that was a comfort or not. I had met Lucy before. As Kyle I had, at least. I guessed maybe this was the real test. If Lucy couldn’t recognize me as Kyle in the outfit I had on, then maybe I was fine after all. Maybe I did look like a girl after all.

“What do I say?” I blurted, as if I’d forgotten all social abilities.

Sarah laughed. “What do you mean?”

“Like, how do I talk to her? What do we talk about?”

Sarah pulled the car in next to Lucy’s.

“Just be yourself! The reason I love Katy is the same reason Lucy and everyone else will love Katy.”

“Yeah, but you know me,” I fretted. “What do I talk about with other women?”

Sarah looked at me dead in the eye.

“Do you need me to talk to you as Kyle for a moment?” she asked.

”What?”

“Look, Kyle isn’t exactly a man’s man. Even if you weren’t in those cute heels and even if you didn’t look stunning with that long blond hair; you wouldn’t ever struggle to keep up with the conversation of a group of women. Just be yourself. Being yourself really isn’t going to out you as a guy, here. Trust me.”

I didn’t quite know how to take what she had said. If I wasn’t sitting holding a handbag, and I hadn’t just checked my makeup in her mirror, I probably would have stood to be offended by it.

“Oh,” was all I said.

“Look, how many times have I invited you to things with just the girls?”

I thought about the various meals and coffees and days out I’d attended with just her and her girlfriends.

“A lot,” I admitted.

“And those times, were you trying so hard to try to keep up with the girls?”

“No,” I also conceded.

“Well, there you go.” She smiled at me and put her hand on my thigh.

A tingle shot through my body as the tight jeans rubbed a little on my hairless leg beneath.

She continued. “We don’t act any differently when Kyle is there compared to when he isn’t, trust me. We still talk about clothes and makeup when you’re with us. We still talk about men to you. We still just order cocktails for everyone at the table and never stop to ask if you want a beer. We basically just see you as one of the girls anyway when you’re out with us. You’ll be fine!”

Again, her sentiment was a mixed blessing. On the one hand, I did appreciate that she was right. I probably didn’t have anything to worry about. On the other hand, I hadn’t ever realized quite so bluntly that she was right.

They basically did treat me like one of the girls when I was with all of her group. We shared bottles of sparkling rosé, Claire had talked to me about the makeup brands she wanted to get in at the Salon, Lucy had even showed me the guys she’d matched with on dating apps and we played matching with other guys she liked the look of.

It was obvious, looking back at it. I always just spoke to them about whatever, as they were easy to talk to, and I never wanted to be rude about their choice of conversation. But that did mean that I must have spent the majority of my time talking to them about the kinds of things they’d only chat to the girls about.

“I guess you’re right,” I agreed with a slightly puzzled look on my face.

“That’s my girl,” she smiled, gently slapped my thigh where she had been resting her hand, and switched the car off.

I put my handbag on my shoulder, took a deep breath, and opened my car door. We went around to the trunk and retrieved our suitcases, before awkwardly trying to drag them across the gravel towards the cabin.

It was immense. When Sarah had said ‘cabin,’ I had imagined a tiny little log hut. This cabin, however, may as well have been a mansion. It was basically just a fully detached house with a load of wood boards all over the exterior.

It was surrounded by trees as far as the eye could see, miles from civilisation, and even had a little pond behind the building that we could just about see. It was idyllic.

All the noise we were making scraping across the gravel must have altered Lucy as, before we were even halfway to the house, the door flung open.

“SARAH!” Lucy bellowed.

“LUCY!” Sarah sort of mock-shouted back.

Sarah let go of her case and it fell over in place as she and Lucy ran to one another and hugged. They were talking into each other's shoulders for a minute and I couldn’t tell what they were saying. Eventually, they released from the embrace.

“And this,” Sarah said, gesturing towards me, “is Katy!”

Lucy squealed.

“Katy! It’s so good to finally meet you!”

“Lucy!” I squealed back. “it’s so good to finally meet you!”

I was worried that my voice was going to give me away immediately, but Lucy didn’t seem to be anything other than excited to see me.

“I can’t believe you’ve known Sarah like your whole life, but we’ve never met. Isn’t that crazy? But I guess moving to the other side of the world would probably do that.”

She threw her arms around me and hugged me. I had hugged Lucy many times in the past, but this was unlike the hugs she had given me as Kyle. I couldn’t quite explain it, but it was like this hug was deeper, more open. More relaxed and comforting. It was nice.

The comment about moving country threw me though. I had no idea what Sarah had said. I shot a concerned glance towards Sarah behind Lucy’s back, but she’d already started talking before we even made eye contact.

“Yeah, you abandoned me after trampolining! Thank you for coming back from Scotland for this, though,” Sarah said.

I was relieved she gave me a clue about the lie she had told Lucy.

“Yeah, thank you for coming,” Lucy echoed. “You’ll have to tell me about Scotland though. I’ve always wanted to go.”

“Yeah, I’ll have to.”

I trailed off a little and looked over at Sarah again. She had her hands out, palms upwards, then did a little shrug. She smiled at me mischievously and all I could feel was love for her at that moment. Even if she had just thrown me in the deep end of a crazy lie.

Lucy and I let go of each other and she walked over to our suitcases to help us with them.

“You don’t have any Scottish in your accent though,” Lucy said to me.

I almost laughed. “Oh, I don’t?”

Sarah was still grinning at me. I sincerely hoped nobody would be asking me too much about my time overseas. I changed the subject on to things which I claimed Sarah had told me about Lucy. I was trying my best to pretend I only knew bits about her, without revealing the fact I had actually had a fair few in-depth conversations with her in my life.

The conversation went surprisingly smoothly. My voice never cracked and Lucy seemed completely none the wiser to mine and Sarah’s secret. We were talking about the plans for the weekend and Lucy was cagey and wouldn’t give anything away to Sarah.

Once we had all had a bit of time to get comfortable, Lucy was back to the business of organization. She showed us around the huge complex of a place and then addressed the living situation.

“So obviously you get the master bedroom, Sarah,” Lucy explained as we approached the furthest away door in the entire cabin.

“Course,” Sarah said as she flicked her hair in a pretend show-offish manner.

“Course,” Lucy agreed. “But you’re still cool with sharing that with Katy? You’re not already sick of each other after the car ride over?”

Sarah had not explained this detail to me. I had no idea we were going to be sharing a bedroom. That was a pleasant surprise.

“It was touch and go,” Sarah joked, “but I think we’ll be okay.”

“Okay, here it is.”

Lucy opened the door to the room.

The inside of the room was beautiful. All warm wood colors with wall hangings, a huge rug, and even a fireplace. There was a dressing table, a luxurious-looking couch, and even a door through to an en-suite. There was also only one bed in the room. A beautiful, cozy looking four-poster queen bed.

“This okay?” Lucy asked. “You get first refusal if you don’t like it.”

“Is it okay?” Sarah repeated.

I wasn’t sure where Sara was about to go with this. Did she know we were meant to be sharing a double bed? I guess she knew we were sharing a room, but did she know about us sleeping in the same bed together? Had Lucy told her that?

“I love it!” Sarah excitedly announced.

“Okay, amazing. Katy, you okay with this?”

I didn’t know entirely what to say.

“Yeah, it’s lovely!” was what I settled on.

“Great,” said Lucy. “You two get settled in and then come find me when you’re done. Actually, give me like a half hour. I need to sort some bits out so Sarah doesn’t see anything she isn’t meant to!”

“Course,” Sarah went over to give Lucy another hug. “We’ll see you soon. Thank you again for everything!”

“Don’t mention it,” Lucy said before releasing Sarah and leaving the room, closing the door behind her.

Sarah and I were alone in the beautiful sleeping quarters. Sarah started walking around the room to take it all in and I habitually followed her lead. It was silent in there, aside from the noise of our heels on the natural wood floor.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Sarah asked rhetorically.

“Amazing.”

“So I hope you don’t mind, but I sorted room assignments with Lucy like two months ago.”

“Okay,” I didn’t quite know where she was going.

She had stopped by the huge fireplace and I had walked over to join her.

“So are you actually okay sharing with me?”

I almost found it funny she had even asked. ”Oh, of course I am!”

“Oh okay, great. There were two rooms with single beds but I figured maybe we should share so- “ Sarah stopped mid-sentence, looked around, and lowered her voice. “So I can help you with your makeup, or you can talk to me if you get nervous, or whatever.”

“Thank you Sarah.” I looked her in the eyes. “I really appreciate it.”

I was nervous. Talking to Lucy had been intense. It was so fun, her not realizing it was me the whole time, but I was constantly worried the facade would slip. That Lucy would realize that it had secretly been Kyle all along, under the makeup and nail polish and fake breasts.

I had absolutely no idea what Lucy’s reaction would have been if she did realize it was me. How any of Sarah’s friends would have reacted if they discovered my secret. It was a slightly terrifying weekend I had in store, although that also made it a little exhilarating.

“You’re welcome, little lady,” she joked.

“Are there some spare sheets so I can sleep on the couch?” I asked.

I didn’t know what Sarah wanted in terms of sleeping arrangements.

“What for?” She looked over at the couch and then the bed. “Are you not okay with sharing? Oh I’m sorry! I didn’t even think. I’ve shared beds with the girls so many times I didn’t even think about it.”

“Oh no!” Sarah had just given me a chance to share a bed with her, and I had almost instantly ruined it. “I just didn’t want to presume. It’s your bachelorette, after all! I’m happy to share!”

I had worried I’d now been too enthusiastic. My heart skipped a few beats.

Sarah laughed. “Don’t be silly. Which side of the bed do you prefer?”

“Uhh, either.” I said.

“Okay, I’m taking right then. Let’s get unpacked!”

We got to work immediately. We divided the storage between us and we helped each other load wardrobes with our dresses. We laid out our pajamas on our sides of the bed, and put our underwear in drawers.

I was in sheer disbelief that Sarah was handing me her bras to put away, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. I thought about how Kyle would have killed to be in this situation, before catching myself and remembering that I was kyle.

It was a weird thought. Every time I had spoken to Sarah for the last couple of weeks, it had been under the pretence that I was Katy.

Whenever I spoke to her, she had called me Katy. She had changed my name to Katy on her phone. She was using female pronouns to refer to me. She had essentially all but acted like I had never been a man at all when we were together. She had all but erased any signs of my masculinity from our friendship.

She had been treating me like a woman for weeks. Well, maybe longer even, when I considered what she had said about me being one of the girls. But her completely stopping thinking of me as a man had clearly rubbed off on me without me even noticing. I had clearly stopped thinking of myself as a man.

It was a lot to reckon with. I couldn’t tell if what we were doing was just innocent fun, or if I was doing something really deeply meaningful for Sarah, or if I was doing some kind of damage to myself in indulging in dressing as a woman.

It was too much to contend with, so I simply carried on. I just adjusted my bra, stood back up on my heels, and looked at my pink nails for a moment.

I couldn’t deny I looked great. I couldn’t deny I felt pretty great, when I ignored the storm in my own mind, at least. I couldn’t deny I was closer to Sarah than I had been for years, and that felt extremely great.

Being a woman was good for me. That was the decision I made at that moment. I would see how the weekend played out. If it kept being fun and exhilarating and meant for a better relationship between me and Sarah, then Sarah and I could keep doing it.

We could have this secret. We could have this fun. If it was horrible or upsetting or I couldn’t handle how emasculated I was, then this would be it. This was the decider for how this would be.

My mind had drifted completely in those thoughts and I only came back to earth when Sarah finished her unpacking and suggested we went back to find Lucy. With my internal resolution in mind, I excitedly agreed. I was going to take the weekend as it came. It would be good for me.


twenty
. . .




In the huge living space, Lucy had set up balloons, banners, and streamers. That was along with essentially anything else she could find that said ‘bachelorette’ on it, or that she could get Sarah’s name printed on. Or anything that was simply pink.

She had done a great job. It was crazy to look at and know I was a part of it. Probably not many men would have been to a bachelorette before. It would have made a hell of a story, if there was anyone in the entire world who I could tell that I spent a whole weekend pretending to be a woman.

Sarah had asked Lucy to tell the other girls that Sarah wanted the bachelorette to be a cellphone free weekend, and they had apparently all agreed. Lucy once again assured Sarah that she was going to be sure they all remembered when they turned up.

When Lucy went to the toilet, I asked Sarah about it, and she told me that she wanted everyone to forget about the real world for a weekend. She also told me it was because it meant there wouldn’t be any photos, as she didn’t want me to be scared.

I couldn’t believe it, that she’d sacrifice memories of her bachelorette for me. I wanted to thank her, but I ran out of time before Lucy came back.

We settled in and chatted some more and, over the course of the next hour, Sarah’s other friends had started to arrive.

Claire from the Salon was first, then Alice and Beth from Sarah’s sorority turned up together. Mary and Jess, who I recognized from school and hadn’t seen much of since, turned up about ten minutes apart. After that was another girl from Sarah’s sorority, Frankie, and finally Charlotte, who Sarah had worked with at a coffee shop years back.

I’d somehow met all of them before. I didn’t know if that made me more or less nervous. Claire and Lucy I had chatted with a load, Alice, Beth and Frankie I had been to dinners with, and Charlotte had come for drinks with us before. But Mary and Jess I didn’t really even realize Sarah still knew well enough to invite to her bachelorette.

I had never told Sarah, but they had always kind of teased me at school. They were both very pretty, both still were in fact, and they could be kind of mean for it. They were never outright horrible. They were actually pretty friendly most of the time, but they enjoyed toying with me, probably because I was easy to toy with.

I had a little crush on both of them, like most of the boys at school did, but they were at the top of the social hierarchy back then.

They had both sat behind me in math and would sometimes whisper lewd things to try to mess with me. After a while, they decided that my ignoring them was a sign that I was more into the boys at school, and so they joked afterwards about trying to set me up with guys from the football team.

I dreaded to think what they would say if they figured out that the same Kyle they thought was gay at school was now in the same room as them in a pair of high heels. I had already always dreaded to think what they would have said if they ever found out about me and Sarah dressing up when we were at school.

My nerves had well and truly returned. I had wondered if I had made a mistake by coming, but it was too late. I was already in way too deep to try to back out now.

What was I going to say? ‘Thank you, Sarah, for a lovely weekend. I’m now going home after ten minutes.’ They’d all already seen me. I was already dressed as a woman! I just had to stick it out. Even if it was just for the night and then I could sneak out early the next morning.

I just needed to play it cool.

Conversation was filling the room and so I took it as a chance to sneak back to mine and Sarah’s room to compose myself. I excused myself to go to the bathroom and off I went.

I immediately made my way over to the mirror to look at myself and make sure everything was still as it should be. I was worried about some kind of telltale sign that would tip one of the girls off.

Seeing Mary and Jess had made me want to be certain nobody would think I was Kyle. So I decided I needed to be as womanly as I could.

My hair still looked perfect, my makeup was still flawless, and my nails were still as vibrantly pink as when Sarah first did them. My little white puffy top was sitting right across my shoulders, my jeans were as high and tight as they could possibly be, there was absolutely no sign of anything there shouldn’t be inside them either, and my towering heels weren’t the kind of shoes any man would be seen dead in.

I pivoted on the spot a little and looked myself up and down as I moved. It was still sort of hard to believe that the woman in the mirror was me. I was starting to like it more and more each time, though.

I decided to touch up my lipstick a little and, as I watched myself expertly glide the pink paint across my lips, I realized that I really didn’t have anything to worry about. Nobody was ever going to think I was a man. Even if I told them who I was, I doubted any of them would believe me in a hurry.

I looked myself in the eyes in the mirror. ‘You are a woman,’ I thought to myself. ‘You belong here,’ I said in my own head. ‘You’re one of the girls.’

I was ready to face the evening.

I went back out. I closed the bedroom door behind me and confidently strolled back over to the main room.

“Sorry about that,” I said to Sarah as I returned.

“Oh, you’re all right!” She replied. “Have you met Jess yet?”

“I don’t think I have,” I lied.

She introduced us. I acted as if I had never met her before and she did the same. I supposed she never had met me, in a way. She asked me about my friendship with Sarah and I asked her about hers and, before I knew it, we were in the full swing of conversation.

It tuned out she was so easy to talk to! She was nothing like the girl I once knew. She was funny and self deprecating and genuinely so interesting.

We were getting on incredibly. I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t even realized we had been talking alone for twenty minutes when she suggested we should pour ourselves some wine.

With some sparkling wine in hand, Jess took it upon herself to break the ice between me and Mary as well. Once again, the introduction and conversation came so easily. Being at Sarah’s bachelorette proved to be enough in common for us to start talking, and everything else just moved so easily from there.

It wasn’t long before we were all three or four drinks down and I had said hello to everyone. It was when I was almost doubled over laughing with Mary and Jess that I suddenly caught Sarah’s eye.

She had walked back into the room by herself and looked over to watch me. I didn’t know how long she had been watching for, but the look in her eye was unmistakable.

She looked so happy. She looked proud. It was hard to explain but she looked as if seeing me laughing with the rest of her girls meant so much to her. I couldn’t help but smile back and she almost looked a little embarrassed and flustered and moved over to talk to Lucy.

Sarah and I didn’t talk again until we both happened to get a drink at the same time. I’d been talking to everyone either together or on their own for hours and it had felt so natural.

I didn’t know how to take it when Sarah said it to me in the morning, but she was right. I was one of the girls.

I wasn’t having to pretend. I barely had to think about what I was saying to any of the girls, I never had to force my conversation to be ‘girly.’ I just naturally could hold that kind of conversation. It was nice to have that kind of conversation.

I realized that I generally tried harder and thought more about what I said when I was talking to the guys at work. If they were talking about sports or women or action movies, then that was when I put thought into what I was saying. Talking about music or travel or hearing about their other halves was so easy. It felt so much more natural.

I hadn’t even thought about my mannerisms or how I was presenting myself to the room. I was on edge about my voice the whole time. That was what I was worried would give me away, but having almost exclusively talked in my Katy voice to Sarah for the last couple of weeks had got me pretty used to using it.

It was feeling more effortless. My body and posture and movements were easy. I guessed I must have never given off much of a masculine energy in my life as I hadn’t even thought twice about when I stood with a hip cocked, or I sat with my legs crossed, or flicking my long blond hair out of my eyes.

Similarly, making sure I didn’t appear effeminate was something I consciously tried to do as a man. Letting go of those concerns was liberating.

I didn’t know what any of that meant for me but, as I had already been feeling a little tipsy for a while, I didn’t let the thoughts go any further than that. I just made sure to enjoy the fact that I was enjoying myself.

”How’s it going?” Sarah asked me, as we were pouring ourselves a couple of glasses from the huge pitcher of unidentifiable cocktail Lucy had made a little earlier.

I was completely unable to hide my enthusiasm.

“Actually great!”

“That’s so good!”

“Yeah, the girls are all so nice.”

She smiled, “that’s because you’re nice.”

“Cute,” I chuckled.

Sarah glanced around at all the other girls chatting across the room.

“I’m so proud of you,” she said in a slightly hushed tone.

I felt a little flutter in my chest.

“Thank you, Sarah,” I replied, quietly.

”I mean it. I can’t believe you came here for me. I love you so much, Katy.”

The flutters grew even more.

“I love you too, Sarah.”

As had become our tradition, we hugged again.

“So you’re okay with everything? Not nervous? You don’t need any time away or anything?” She asked as she released me.

“No, I’m actually having such a great time!” I paused for a second. “Although I’ve had to answer a few more questions about Scotland than I expected.”

Sarah laughed. “You’re okay with those?”

I laughed back. “I’m lucky none of the girls have ever been there because I don’t know any part of it other than Edinburgh and neither do they.”

She found that hilarious.

“Have you had any other difficult questions?”

“They asked me about my job and hobbies and everything,” I replied.

“And what did you say?”

“I just told them the truth. Except that I did all of those things in Scotland.”

Sarah was clearly amused by the Scotland thing.

“See though, I told you!” she said.

“Told me what?”

“Told you that you were one of the girls. How does it feel?”

I once again couldn’t hide my enthusiasm.

“Actually, really nice,” I admitted.

“I love that you’re back. This is good for you. You seem so happy as Katy.”

“Thanks, Sarah.” I didn’t know what other response to give.

“So, none of the girls are giving you a hard time?”

“Not at all! They’ve all been so welcoming.” I thought for a second. “Though I was talking to Jess and Mary about their boyfriends, and then they asked me about mine.”

Sarah gasped. “What did you say?”

I smiled. “I told them about Mark.”

“Who’s Mark?” She gently pushed my arm.

“He’s my ex. He’s a dick. I don’t like talking about him.”

Sarah laughed so hard she did this sort of ugly wheeze thing she sometimes did that she hated and I always found really cute.

“All right,” Sarah said, “if you’re making me make that noise, then it’s time for us to stop talking.”

“Yeah, I told Claire I would be right back,” I replied. “She was just about to tell me about something she wanted to do with the salon decoration.”

Sarah’s eyes widened.

“What?” she all but blurted.

“What do you mean what?”

“She hasn’t even told me about wanting to change the salon decorations!”

I smiled. “Well, I guess she will at some point.”

Sarah opened her mouth as if she was going to say something, but nothing came out. She stood with her mouth agape for a moment and I only smirked at her and walked away to talk to Claire again.

I looked over my shoulder back to Sarah as I walked and I caught her grinning and watching me as I walked away. It looked like she was checking me out, the way she was staring. I couldn’t help but laugh to myself. I was having so much fun.

The evening continued every bit as smoothly. I spoke to all the girls at length and it wasn’t long before it felt like we were all best friends.

We chatted about anything and everything and the whole night became a blur. The drinks kept being mixed and poured. We were playing music way too loud and all shouting over each other.

It felt like chaos. But a fun and safe chaos. Not the kind of scary chaos that came with guys being drunk. The room was filled with love and positive energy. Everyone was so great and nice to each other. It was amazing to be a part of.

My memory of the evening more or less disappeared after that. I remembered us all dancing together, I danced on a countertop with Sarah at one point and then Alice and Fankie joined and we nearly all fell off.

Charlotte told me all about the guy she had just started dating and she showed me pictures and we talked about how cute he was. I couldn’t help that last bit. She was so enthusiastic about him. A lot of the rest of it was a blur.

Eventually, someone admitted to being tired, and we all agreed. I think we were just waiting for one of the other girls to crack and admit to needing to go to sleep, as none of us wanted to be the first to break up the fun. We were all long overdue some rest.

“All right, ladies!” Lucy bellowed as soon as she had turned the music off. “Get some beauty sleep. Breakfast at 11am sharp. Be back here then, as we have some very special guests arriving at midday.”

We all let out a theatrical kind of ‘ooooh’ noise in unison. None of us had any idea what would be in store.

Sarah and I retired to our bedroom together. We stood next to each other over the sink in the en-suite as we both carefully removed our makeup with the pads and cleanser Sarah had brought with her.

As the makeup faded and Kyle’s face reappeared, I had braced myself to feel weird or ashamed, but it never happened. I still felt the feminine energy of the evening inside me.

I didn’t feel like a man in women’s clothes. I still felt like a woman. Looking at the subtle masculinity of my face without the makeup, my only thought was that I was looking forward to putting on new makeup tomorrow. It was weird.

When we were both done in the bathroom, Sarah and I went back into the bedroom to get ready for bed. Without even thinking, I took all my clothes off and stripped down to my lingerie to change into my pajamas.

I was there in front of Sarah, once again wearing just a bra, a corset, and some lacy underwear. I had kept the wig on and my shaved legs and painted nails were still giving off the illusion of womanhood in the dim light.

Then the craziest thing happened. Sarah was doing the same. I tried so hard not to outright stare, but she took off her boots, and then she peeled the skin-tight jeans off of her legs, revealing her light blue panties.

She grabbed the bottom of her black top and lifted it up over her head, showing off her perfectly toned midriff and then uncovering her matching light blue bra, holding her perfect breasts. My eyes widened before I managed to catch myself and regain my composure enough to pick up my pajamas, the light blue floral pair Sarah had gifted me.

I looked back to Sarah, and she was strolling about the room in her underwear as if it was nothing. I looked back to the pajamas. I didn’t know where to look, really. There was an odd stillness in the room.

“Do you need me to hang anything up for you?” She called to me from the wardrobe as she put her top on a hanger.

“Uhh, no,” I said, looking at my pajamas.

“You sure? What about your top on the bed?”

“Oh,” I said, looking at the pile of clothes I’d left out. “Yeah, that would actually be great, thanks.”

I picked up the clothes and walked over to Sarah, holding them. I tried to act as casual as I possibly could, but my heart was pumping harder than ever, being so close to Sarah wearing next to nothing.

“Thanks, sweetie,” she said as I handed my clothes over.

“Thanks yourself,” I replied.

Then the craziest thing happened. She looked me up and down. I watched as her eyes moved over my fake breasts, then my waist cinched in my the corset, then as she followed down my legs and back up again.

“You look pretty sexy, you know.” She said, as if it was nothing.

The next words to come out of my mouth felt like they were the final of some kind of test. I had never felt more nervous.

“I think I learned that from you,” I spoke back.

My heart was in my throat.

Her eyes met mine, and she smiled. Then, out of nowhere, I felt her hand on my corset. She traced the side of my body gently with soft fingers, from the cup of my bra to the middle of my thigh and back again.

My body was tingling. I felt my penis push against the tape that was keeping it so firmly tucked away, reminding me of its existence for maybe the first time that day.

“We should get some sleep,” she announced.

“Sure,” I said.

I was completely unaware whether I should have touched her back or if I was meant to have said anything or what I was meant to be thinking at all.

Her hand left my body, and she walked past me towards the bed. She sat on her side and picked up her pajamas, when I finally realized that the light blue pair she had gifted me were the exact same as the pair she was holding herself.

I watched her put them on, sliding one perfect leg and then the other into them, before pulling them up over her body and slipping into the little shoulder straps. Then I sat on the bed and she watched me just the same.

Moments later, we were both under the covers together. We were lying face to face.

“I had a great day today. Thank you so much,” Sarah said.

“I had a great day too,” I agreed.

“Night, Katy, love you.”

“Love you too,” I said, looking deep into her eyes.

She smiled, then rolled over, and before I knew it, she was asleep. I stared at the back of her head, trying my best to process everything that had just happened.

It took forever to finally sleep.
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The next morning, we were awoken at 9:30am by Sarah’s alarm. We had agreed the previous night that I would do my own makeup that morning so we could sleep in a little longer.

Even then, it still felt far too early after the previous night, but somehow I didn’t feel anywhere near as bad as I expected after all the drinks. Sarah was almost straight out of bed.

“I’ll shower first!” She announced chirpily.

“Okay,” was all I managed to muster, grateful for the fact I didn’t have to get up straight away.

I watched her in her cute little pajama set as her bare and beautiful legs carried her across the room. She looked back, caught me looking at her, and smiled.

She carried on into the bathroom and I flopped onto my back again and lay there, my brain on fire with everything that had happened. I had nearly fallen asleep again before Sarah’s voice snapped me out of it.

“Your turn,” she announced.

I looked over, and she had emerged from the bathroom wearing just a towel. I couldn’t believe anything that had happened in the last few weeks, any of the Katy stuff, but the last few hours of Sarah being half naked in front of me were even less believable.

Not wanting to stare, I followed her command. I gathered up some underwear for the new day, hurried into the bathroom, and got undressed.

I fully took the tucking tape off my genitals for the first time in about 24 hours and my penis immediately shot up. The sight of Sarah had got me so hot that I could barely contain myself. I had never been so turned on in my life.

I had to calm myself down. I brushed my teeth and had as cold a shower as I could handle. The entire shower was spent thinking about things like work, commuting, and the news.

After I was out and dry, I immediately began tucking again. First, I pressed my left testicle into the recess in my body, then the right followed easily after, then I pulled my penis back between my legs, and finally I taped everything into place.

I needed it gone. The last few hours had provided a hell of a challenge in keeping it under control. After it was away, I slipped on the corset, bra, and underwear.

Returning to the bedroom, Sarah had also changed into her underwear and I was once again in disbelief. She was walking from place to place getting her things in order and I was trying so hard to make sure I didn’t have my mouth hanging open as she did. I made my way over to the dressing table we were to share and before long, she had joined me.

It was just like old times. I hadn’t done my makeup with Sarah for years, not since we were teens, and it evoked all kinds of feelings in me that I hadn’t even realized I had missed.

It was nostalgic, being there together as we patted foundation into our faces, or painted the lipstick onto our lips. Sarah even had me do her winged eyeliner, which she still insisted I did better than her.

I was sitting so close to her face as I finished off her eye makeup, both of us in our underwear, our bare legs pressed up against each other in the chairs. It felt like there was static arcing between us. I was close enough to kiss her. I wanted to so badly. It was like there was a tension between us. A new tension that I’d never felt before, not when we were teenagers, and certainly not when I was Kyle.

When we were both finished with our makeup, I slipped into the dark pink dress and towering platform heels. Sarah lent me a little gold necklace with a gold outline of a flower on it, as well as a little plain gold ring and a little white and gold bracelet which I wore on my left wrist. They were all such cute accessories and, once I had my wig on, I was again in awe of how I looked.

My shaved legs were stunning to behold. Thanks to my slender frame, they were so womanly. So sexy. Between the heels and the bunched up hem of the dress just below my panties, they were a hell of a sight.

I looked myself up and down and, out of the corner of my eye in the mirror, I saw Sarah doing the same. I didn’t have the nerve to say anything, but I was certain she was checking me out. I still couldn’t believe it.

I went into the bathroom to double check that my tuck was okay, as I was suddenly aware how close my genitals were to the bottom of the dress.

When I emerged, Sarah was a vision of absolute beauty. In my absence, she had slipped into her party outfit. It was incredible. It was a short dress completely made of dark blue sequins.

The bottom of the dress was just as high as mine, right at the tops of her thighs, with the glittery material continuing up to just over her breasts, showing a little cleavage over the top. It continued around to cover her shoulders a little and then extended into long sleeves that covered her whole arms.

My eyes were drawn to her bare legs at the bottom of the dress. They looked even longer than mine. They were so perfect. Completely smooth, as if they were made of porcelain, with a light tan all over. She was gorgeous.

They were in a pair of bold and pretty high heels. They looked the same height as mine, around a six-inch heel with a two-inch platform, a narrow stiletto heel point the same as the pair I was wearing. Hers were a beautiful deep purple satin all over, with a similar heel strap to mine but decorated with little clear gems.

I hadn’t managed to keep my mouth closed this time. I may as well have been drooling.

“Do you like it?” Sarah asked.

She had caught me staring.

I didn’t bother trying to downplay my answer. “I love it.”

”Good, you can help me zip it up, then.”

I didn’t hesitate. I was over to her immediately and had my hand on the zipper of her dress. I placed my left hand on her waist and gently lifted the zipper towards her shoulder blades. The zipper reached the end, and I let go. I didn’t take my hand from her waist.

She didn’t say anything. We stood for a second, me behind her, touching her gently. We were both looking at ourselves in the mirror.

”Don’t we look beautiful?” Sarah asked, completely rhetorically.

I didn’t reply. I wanted the moment to last forever. The time I was spending as Katy was starting to feel like a wonderful dream and I never wanted it to end.

She put her left hand on mine, both our hands on her waist. She let it linger for a second, before gently pushing my hand off of her and turning to face me.

“You really blossomed, huh,” she said.

“Speak for yourself,” I said back.

She smiled mischievously, before quickly darting her eyes over to her phone on the dresser.

“Ah! It’s five past. Lucy will kill us if we’re late. Let’s go!”

She grabbed my hand again and started running towards the door, me in tow. It was a very effeminate run we were both doing, the pair of us in towering heels. Our free hands were swaying close to our hips as we teetered down the hall towards the living space.

Everyone else was already in there. The other women also looked absolutely stunning. There were pink puffy dresses, tight black dresses, skin tight shiny skirts, lacy outfits, sparkles, flower prints, flowy, tight, every combination of sexy and pretty womenswear imaginable. Sarah and I fit in perfectly. Once again, I was one of the girls through and through.

”Oh, there you are,” Lucy spoke in a mock-irritated tone. “You’re lucky this is your bachelorette, otherwise you’d be in big trouble, missy.”

”What about me?” I asked.

I was feeling bold. My conversations with the girls the previous night had made me feel safe. I did genuinely feel like one of them.

”You are in trouble, missy.” Lucy announced. “You’ll see what we have in store for you later.”

”Ohhh,” I jokingly responded in a dramatic tone.

The other girls joined in and, before I knew it, we were all laughing. Moments later, we were all sitting together at the breakfast table.

I had no idea when Lucy had the time to do it, but she had already prepared a whole breakfast spread for us all. She had made every breakfast food imaginable. Pancakes, waffles, fried foods, coffees, teas, fruits, more than I could even think to list. She had also prepared a healthy number of cocktails and had already opened four bottles of sparkling wine.

It was hard to imagine a better hangover cure than the crazy amount of food in front of us, plus a few drinks. And then a few more drinks. It wasn’t even midday, and we were already on the wrong side of tipsy.

When we were all suitably drunk, Lucy gathered our attention yet again.

“Ladies,” she addressed us all, “I know you are all very excited to learn about our surprise. Well, here they are.”

She walked over to one of the doors in the hallway, entered the room, and disappeared for a minute. When she emerged, she wasn’t alone. She was tailed by two men.

One of the men suddenly in the room with us was a dark-skinned model of a man with short black hair, the other was a lightly tanned blond man with a stubbly beard, his hair all soft and swept back.

They were both also completely naked.

Naked aside from a bow tie, that was. My mind was absolutely boggled by the development.

They were both built like adonises. Their chiseled jaws and broad shoulders led my eyes to their powerful pecs and huge arms and incredible abs. They were massive, so much bigger than me. They probably could have thrown me across the room, if they wanted.

I couldn’t help but keep looking down. I looked and then couldn’t stop looking. They both had two of the largest penises I had ever seen. They were huge.

Even standing there with them completely soft, they were longer and thicker than my penis could ever be when it was completely hard. They must have been five inches each, with veins on them making even their dicks look muscular. They were both framed by perfectly trimmed pubic hair.

I couldn’t help but think of my own penis, hidden away between my legs. It was absolutely nothing compared to theirs. God, maybe it was better off tucked away like it was, I suddenly found myself thinking. If this is what a real man looks like, then maybe I belonged in a dress. I really was one of the girls.

The thoughts had come out of nowhere. Seeing such powerful men had suddenly made me feel completely emasculated. I couldn’t help but compare myself to them, two huge men who clearly strived to be alpha males. And me, in makeup and heels. I felt nervous. I didn’t know what it was, but it was like I felt butterflies.

My thoughts were suddenly completely interrupted.

“Eyes are up here, ladies,” the blond man spoke.

I looked up, and he was looking directly at me as he said it.

My eyes widened. I felt my face go hot. I didn’t want him to think I was checking him out. All the other girls were laughing hysterically, and I looked back and forth at them. I hoped maybe they were all looking, but I felt so much like the man had been talking to me directly.

Thankfully, Lucy broke the tension by introducing them.

“Ladies, this is Alex,” she pointed to the blond man I had been accidentally eyeballing. Then she pointed to the other man. “And this is Jim.”

“Hi ladies,” they said in unison.

“Hi Alex, hi Jim,” we all said, speaking over each other in a messy and overlapping unison.

Lucy carried on. “These two men are our butlers for the day. You can thank them for breakfast. They will be serving us drinks to start the afternoon, and then they will be making us lunch.”

I couldn’t believe it. Suddenly, I didn’t feel like the man at the bachelorette party.
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The afternoon started a lot like the night before, me and the other girls all chatting to one another about anything and everything. The only difference was the presence of the two huge, naked men in the room with us.

Alex and Jim were endlessly attentive, making sure our drinks were never anywhere less than completely full, and going from group to group to ensure nobody needed anything.

They barely spoke unless it was to check on us. It was somehow even more emasculating, having the big man radiating this powerful energy without even having to say anything.

I felt like maybe I should try to not get too drunk, as I was intensely nervous in their presence. For some reason, I now felt fine around the girls, but two men in the room felt like they could maybe expose my secret. Like maybe they’d somehow sniff me out as a lesser man and then they would let everyone know.

My goal was impossible, though. With the drinks endlessly flowing, I was already drunk before I had even come up with my plan to not drink.

It wasn’t long before the girls started talking to the men, and then not much longer from then until they were very overtly flirting with them.

It was a harmless kind of flirting, as over the top as it was. The roles in the room felt very clearly defined, in that the two men were there to help entertain us, and they knew it. They posed with the girls, letting them hug them, or wrap their arms around their huge biceps, or get far too close to their giant dicks.

It also wasn’t long before the girls were goading me into joining in. I was pretty sure that they were all in relationships, but I had told them all the lie that I had just broken up with my dick of an ex-boyfriend. That made me maybe the only single one there.

I tried so hard to avoid being any part of the flirty games the girls were playing but, as all the girls got more drunk, it got harder to dodge. Finally, it all came to a head when Jess and I were talking alone about her partner, and how I was single, when Alex came over.

“Are you ladies both good for drinks?” He asked.

“We’re okay, thank you,” I said politely and quickly, hoping he would move on.

“Okay for drinks,” Jess said.

“Oh?” Alex said inquisitively and with a wry smile. “Well, what else can I do for you?”

“Katy thinks you’re cute,” Jess announced out of nowhere.

My eyes widened. “Jess.”

“Oh does she?” He asked.

“I, uhh.”

I didn’t know how to defuse the situation.

She kept going. “Her ex was a dick, and she needs to know how to be treated by a real man.”

“No I don’t!” I said, panicking a little.

The use of ‘real man’ hit a little close to home, considering the context.

“Oh, it’s no problem,” Alex said. He put his hand out and took mine from by my side.

By this time, the other girls were looking. Lucy and Sarah were standing together with huge grins on their face.

Suddenly, I heard Lucy speak. She was looking at Sarah.

“I don’t know what you’re grinning about!”

Jim started walking over to her.

He spoke loudly and his voice filled the room. “I suppose we should show you all what else we’re good at.”

He took Sarah by her hand and he’d her towards the middle of the room. Alex started doing the same to me. I didn’t know what to do. I felt I should try to stop it, but I didn’t feel I could. I held his hand as he led me, and my little high-heeled footsteps clicked across the floor as I tried to keep up with his big, masculine strides.

The two men let go of me and Sarah and then pulled two chairs into the middle of the room, back to back. The next thing I knew, Alex had lifted me off of the ground.

He was carrying me like I was a bride to be carried over the threshold. He picked me up like I weighed nothing, and I felt all the muscles in his arms pressing into my body. They were like rocks, they were so powerful.

The men gently placed us in the chairs and the other women in the room were whooping and cheering theatrically. I looked behind me, feeling panicked, and Sarah was looking back, a slight look of nervy panic on her face too, though tinged with excitement.

I felt her hand on my wrist, then it worked its way down to meet my hand and hold on to it. I gripped back. If Sarah was with me, I could get through it. I hoped.

I don’t know who did it, but music started playing from a speaker somewhere. Then they danced. Jim and Alex were circling us, swinging their hips, making big deliberate strides around us, leaning in towards us in time with the music. My nerves were on fire.

Then the chorus of the song kicked in and they both turned to face Sarah and I. They leaned in, singing along to the song. Alex had his face inches from mine. He bit his lip, he pushed his face forward and he was touching his nose to mine. He traced the line of my chin with his fingers. He tilted my head back ever so slightly.

The next thing I did, I have no idea why. I tried to kiss him. It must have been the drink. There was no other explanation. I wasn’t gay, but it felt like I was supposed to. He was looking deeply into my eyes and holding my face like I was the romantic lead in a chick flick.

I pursed my lips and moved my head forward a little, and then he pulled his head back. My kiss was lost to the air between us and he wagged his finger, jokingly.

The girls around me were laughing and cheering and I was completely humiliated. I had just tried to kiss a man. I just tried to kiss a man in a room full of women while I was dressed as a woman. God, I was so emasculated. Why had I tried to kiss him?

Before I could question it any more, he was back upright again and dancing even more provocatively. He straddled me, gyrating on my lap.

I could feel his penis on my bare thighs. I tried to think about anything else, but it was all I could focus on. And then I felt my own penis. It felt like it moved a little in the tape. I didn’t know what it was doing.

Then he stood up. He was still gyrating and his penis was nearly touching my face. I couldn’t do anything but stare at it, worried it would hit me. I couldn’t stop thinking about how huge his was and how small mine was.

He changed the move again, grabbing my hand and making me stand. He turned me around and placed my hands on the back of the chair, so Sarah and I were face to face, both of us bent over.

I watched as Jim moved behind Sarah before putting both of his hands firmly around her waist. She was laughing. I think I just looked nervous. Then I felt Alex do the same. Two giant, strong hands grabbed me, just above my hips, where my waist narrowed.

Jim started gently gyrating on Sarah, giving me a little warning just before the same happened to me. I felt Alex’s penis unmistakably pressing up against my butt. He was moving gently from side to side, the form of his huge dick pushing into my cheeks. Then it happened again.

I felt my penis moving under the tape. It felt like I was trying to get hard. I didn’t know why the hell it was happening. This huge man’s penis was pushing against me and I was getting aroused. I wasn’t gay!

He had started humping against me in my clothes. I felt his movements and my brain started to fry. I instinctively arched my back a little, pressing his penis more firmly against me. The girls were cheering. I didn’t know what I was doing. It must have been the drink.

I started grinding my butt on him and he started controlling my movements with his powerful arms. I might as well have been letting him enter me. I could tell my penis would have been rock hard if it wasn’t for all the tape and all of a sudden I didn’t care.

I opened my mouth and let out a little girlish moan. Sarah and I were looking into each other's eyes. She saw my little sound of ecstasy leave my lips, and she smiled and bit her lip. She put her hand on mine. The girls were all but screaming when I made the noise. But I didn’t care. I was turned on. I didn’t know where it came from. I decided to just let it happen.

I was one of the girls. These were men and I was a woman. This was my place. Alex kept grinding and grinding and I let him. It was hot. I couldn’t deny it. I felt like maybe he was getting a little hard as well as my dress shifted slightly further up my legs. My penis was trying so hard to escape its prison of tape and I was so glad it was tripped in there.

And then the song ended. Alex and Jim stopped dead and let go of both of us.

“Okay, ladies,” Jim announced. “I think we’re going to have to stop there, otherwise you’re going to have to pay us a lot more.”

All the girls theatrically booed at the news. I tried to gather my thoughts. What the hell had I just done? I went from all but trying to avoid eye contact with these two studs to all of a sudden, all but trying to fuck one of them.

I imagine the feeling of his cock pressed against me and my heart was racing. It was so wrong, but it felt incredible. Like I was breaking some kind of taboo that I’d long feared. I was certain I wasn’t gay, but being wanted, desired by this hunk of a man was incredible.

I had had fun. I had let myself be a woman in the purest sense my mind could imagine, and I had loved it. I loved being a woman. It was amazing. I was sexy and free and men wanted to fuck me. Nobody had ever wanted to fuck me before. God, it felt so good. I smiled at Sarah, both of us still bent over the chairs, and she smiled back.

“That was fun,” she quietly said to me.

“That was fun,” I agreed, laughing a little.
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We both went to our bedroom to freshen up. I felt like a mess after the display, and I think Sarah shared the same sentiment.

“You looked like you were enjoying yourself,” she said to me.

“Speak for yourself,” I said.

“Hey,” she had a playfully stern look on her face, “none of this ever leaves here.”

“Not a word,” I desperately agreed.

I was worried she would think I was gay. I still wanted her, I wanted her more than anything, but the dance was fun. It was harmless fun. I hoped she knew that. I didn’t want to rock the boat was all. It was Sarah’s party, and I didn’t want to cause a scene.

I looked at myself in the mirror. My dress had ridden up and my hair was a little messy. I flattened it and adjusted the dress. I checked my makeup and gave myself another once over. I still looked beautiful. I wasn’t surprised Alex had put his hands all over me. Any man would have wanted to. The thought was a little thrilling.

I only had eyes for Sarah, but the power in knowing that this man had wanted me but I didn’t want him was exciting. I had never really been in the position to turn anyone down before.

“Did you like that?” Sarah asked all of a sudden, after she had finished fixing her lipstick.

“Uh,” it was a complex question. “Like, it was funny, especially considering the situation.”

“Uh huh,” she encouraged me to continue.

“Obviously, I’ve never done anything like that before. Well, like any of this, so it was fun.”

I was trying to consider my answer as I said it. I didn’t want Sarah to get the wrong idea.

I kept talking. “It’s fun to be part of your day, Sarah. You know I’d do anything for you.”

“You’re sweet,” was all she said in response. “Let’s get back out there.”

I was a little puzzled by her answer, but didn’t have time to question it as she grabbed my hand again and led me out of the bedroom. By the time we were back in with the girls, the chairs had all been rearranged into a circle in the middle of the room.

“Just in time!” Called Lucy as we walked back in. She sounded at least as drunk as I was. “We’ve got our next party game.”

It immediately became clear what the game was. In the center of the circle of chairs was one of the many empty bottles of wine. There were fourteen chairs in total. That meant one for me, one for all the girls, and then two extras that could have only meant one thing. The men were getting involved.

“Claire’s idea!” Called Lucy.

“Hey!” Claire protested. “You said we needed an easy drinking game that everyone knew the rules to.”

“How is this a drinking game?” Frankie said in a way that was so blunt and cutting that the rest of us couldn’t help but laugh.

“You can drink when you get jealous,” Claire retorted.

Everyone was laughing, the girls and the two men all making their way into the seats. I felt a little uneasy. It wasn’t just for the presence of the men, either. It was sheer nerves about all of it.

I had very little sexual experience. In fact, I had none, if I was being completely transparent. I could count the number of women I had kissed on one hand.

All the women in the room with me were beautiful. Sarah had a gorgeous group of friends and, as Kyle, I would have died to have kissed any of them. And that was what made me nervous most of all.

I was a little intimidated by how attractive I found them. I would have been honest to god scared kissing any of them. But then this was my only chance I would probably ever have to kiss any of them. It was even a chance to kiss Sarah. When the hell else would I get the chance to do that?

I did a little math in my head. There were twelve of us, total. That meant I had a one in twelve chance of kissing Sarah if I spun the bottle. I had a one in six chance of it landing on either of the guys. There was a five in six chance of the bottle landing on one of the girls.

I had included myself as one of the girls in my maths. I really was drunk. But I liked those odds.

By the time I had gone through all the panic and worry in my mind, we were all sat down. Claire was in the middle of the circle.

“You sure you don’t want to go first?” Claire asked to Sarah. “It’s your day!”

Sarah laughed. “Yeah, but it’s your game, Claire. Show us how it’s done.”

“You’re the boss.” Claire looked over to Jim, locked her eyes on him, started the bottle spinning, and returned to her seat.

We all watched in anticipation, some of the girls laughing, some squealing a little. Jess was clapping. Eventually, the bottle slowed and then it stopped. It was pointing directly at Mary.

“Ah,” Claire said in disappointment, looking back at Jim again.

“Oh what, I’m not good enough for you?” Mary barked in a pretend outrage.

“Oh honey,” Claire flicked her hair. “I was just worried you couldn’t handle me.”

Claire strutted across our circle and stood over Mary, her high heels clicking with each step. She put her hand under Mary’s chin and tilted her head up to face her. The girls had started cheering on this behavior. Claire leaned in, tilted her head to the side a little, and firmly planted her lips against Mary’s.

The pair pushed their faces into one another and I watched as their hands touched each others’ bodies. The kiss went on for at least ten seconds, the two of them all over each other. Eventually, Claire pulled her head back and everyone in the room erupted in more cheers and applause. The game had got off to an explosive start.

Claire returned to her seat, and it was Mary’s turn. She went to the bottle, started it in motion, sat down again, and watched as it landed on Charlotte. I had no idea if the two knew each other, but it clearly didn’t matter.

Mary went over to Charlotte, took her by the hand to pull her out of her seat, and kissed her with just as convincing passion as the previous pair. It was wild to watch. Everyone in the room was hollering and whooping and I was stone silent, nervously analyzing how everyone else was acting in case I ever had to spin the bottle.

Charlotte spun next and the bottle eventually settled on herself. The crowd let out a theatrical boo, and all agreed that meant Charlotte’s turn was over and it moved on to the next person. That was Alice. I watched as her bottle spun and spun and spun and then… It landed on me.

I was instantly struck by the most intense nerves I had ever felt in my entire life. My heart was racing and the butterflies in my stomach made me feel like I was going to be sick. I watched as she stood back up from her chair.

I always thought Alice was absolutely beautiful. Ever since Sarah first introduced me to her, I was blown away by her. If it wasn’t for the fact that Sarah and I were such good friends, Alice never would have talked to me in a million years.

Today was no different. As she stood up, I took her all in. She flicked her dark brunette hair behind her shoulders and adjusted the top of her dress. She was wearing a pink, puffy thing that almost made her look gift wrapped. It started just over her breasts, revealing a generous amount of cleavage, and stopped half way down her thighs in a huge explosion of baby pink material.

She was a runner, and it showed in her slender, perfect legs. They were in a pair of light pink shoes with little gems all over, stiletto heeled and tapering to a sharp point at the front. She was incredible.

And she was walking over to me. I didn’t know what to do with my body or my face. I tried to look relaxed, sitting with my knees together and my hands gently on my lap. As she approached, she put both of her hands out and I took her lead to put mine out to meet them.

As she took my hands, she completely took me by surprise. She stepped her left foot to the right of me and then straddled me with her right. She gently lowered herself, using my hands for support, until she was sitting directly on my lap. She put my hands on her waist and let go, before grabbing my head with both of her hands.

She tilted my head back, so we were looking each other in the eyes. She was already taller than me even without being on my lap, so it felt like she was towering over me. I tried to remain calm.

Then she launched her face at mine. Her lips pressed into mine and the feeling was incredible. Her sticky pink lip-gloss smushed into my pristine pink lipstick in a powerful motion. I could once again feel my penis pressing against the tape in my underwear. I was definitely still straight. I didn’t have to worry about that.

The kiss went on and on. She had started moving her hands over my body, and I was doing the same. She didn’t stop, and I was relieved I mustn’t have been doing anything wrong.

When she finally pulled away, I wasn’t ready for it to stop at all. Never in my entire life did I expect to have kissed Alice and, yet, here it was. The rest of the circle was making all kinds of noise over the kiss.

This bachelorette party was starting to be one of the best things to ever happen to me.

Alice dismounted me, patted her dress back down, and then walked back to her seat as if it was nothing. That meant it was my turn. I remembered the odds in my head and tried to calm my nerves. Five out of six chances in it landing on one of the girls, I repeated to myself as I started the bottle in motion and returned to my seat.

I was equal parts terrified and equal parts excited. The kiss I had just had was the best kiss I had ever had in my entire life. I almost wanted it to land on Alice again.

But it didn’t.

It landed on Sarah.

My eyes widened. Holy shit. It was everything I had ever wanted, and it had been delivered to me through the sheer chance of this bottle. If there was some kind of higher power, it was definitely looking out for me. I tried to steel my nerves. I felt like I could faint.

I stood back up and started walking towards Sarah across the circle. My heels clicked on the floor, punctuating the “ohh” that the girls were all making as I walked. I was petrified. I was going to kiss Sarah. I had no idea how I was going to do it. Should I do something like what Alice did? I was so scared.

And then Sarah stood up, too. I was halfway to Sarah when she also started walking my way. The girls all loved that. She met me in the middle of everyone and grabbed my waist with one hand and the side of my head with the other.

I didn’t know what else to do but mirror her movement. I put my hand on her hip and gently touched the side of her face with my other hand.

She pressed her body into mine, pushing me back a little, leaning me over as if she was taking the lead in the kiss. She planted her lips on mine and my brain melted.

Our lips became one in a brilliant explosion of passion. She wasn’t holding anything back. One hand moving over my body, tracing my dress, touching my thigh, the other pulling my face into hers.

I pushed back, kissing even harder, as if I was trying to merge our faces together. I was so turned on. It was the best thing to ever happen in my entire life. We kept kissing and kissing. I felt her tongue on mine and I felt her gently bite my lip.

The kiss must have gone on for at least half a minute, and the girls were going wild around us. I could barely hear them, though. The only sense I had still working was touch. I could feel Sarah on me like I was feeling in high definition.

When she finally pulled away, we both had to catch our breath. My penis was straining against the tape. I was the most aroused I had ever been in my entire life.

I couldn’t believe it. This party was the best thing to ever happen to me.

The girls were laughing and cheering as I returned to my seat. Sarah stayed standing to spin the bottle as if she were the champion of some great fight.

The game continued like that for a while. Sarah kissed Jess, Jess kissed Frankie, Frankie finally kissed Jim. Jim very nearly had to kiss Alex, much to the disappointment of the girls when it didn’t happen. Jim kissed Beth, then Beth kissed Alex.

By this point, my nerves had passed. The game had become fun and easy at that point. Everyone was having fun with it and it was hot. There was nothing to worry about.

Until Alex spun the bottle.

Just as my nerves had disappeared moments ago, they returned stronger than ever. The bottle landed directly on me.

I watched, and Alex smiled. He swept his hair back and stood up. The girls were all going crazy. This was the sequel to the dance earlier. I wasn’t at all ready for it.

I wanted to be sick or to run away or stop the whole game. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t even speak. I was frozen dead, my hands on my lap, my legs crossed in a demure manner. To him, I must have looked like a shy but pretty woman, the exact type of woman for a big alpha male like him to make his. I was like a deer in the headlights.

He approached, and the girls were already cheering. He picked my hand up from my lap and pulled me from my chair, gently but firmly. I was standing before him.

He put his hand under my chin and tilted it up so I was looking into his eyes. He was so much taller than me, even with me in my six-inch heels. I couldn’t stop thinking about how he was so much more of a man than me.

I felt his arm wrap around my body so his giant hand was on the small of my back. His other hand moved to the side of my head, his thumb gently brushing my hair - my wig - as it went.

I felt so powerless in his presence. But in a way I sort of liked. I felt my penis move again. I glanced down as if to maybe look and, by the time I looked up again, his face was against mine.

This time, he didn’t pull away. This time, his lips were firmly against mine. His strong arm pulled my body closer to his and his soft lips played against my own pouty, painted mouth.

I knew I was turned on. I didn’t even try to deny it in my own head. He was so powerful, and it made me feel so feminine and soft, and it was breaking something within me.

All of a sudden, his arm moved from my back to below my butt. Without warning, he hoisted my whole body off of the ground until my hips were above his. He pulled my leg up to wrap around his waist and I instinctively did the same with my leg on the other side.

My mind made me do a quick stock check of the situation. I was in the center of this circle of girls, wearing a pink dress and six-inch stilettos, with both of my legs wrapped around this Adonis of a man. A naked man. I was all but sitting on his huge cock.

He had lifted me up like it was nothing, like I was a toy. And it had turned me on so much. But in a different way to how it felt, kissing Alice, or even Sarah. It was like it was tapping into a part of me I didn’t even realize was there. I suddenly understood why Sarah always went for big meatheads like Jackson.

Alex leaned forward a little, and I felt my hair flow behind me as he continued the kiss. I was worried that my penis would be pressing through my tuck and my panties and into his body, but I couldn’t worry too long as the kiss was still happening.

I didn’t want it to end.

But it did. Alex pulled his head back and smiled at me. I looked down. I couldn’t meet his eyes. I saw him smile even more. He lowered me back into my seat gently and carefully, and I instinctively fixed the bottom of my dress and crossed my legs.

He returned to his seat, a confident swagger with each step. Him being naked in this room of strangers didn’t even faze him in the slightest.

The game went on a while longer, but I struggled to follow it with much attention. More of the girls kissed each other, some of them kissed the guys. Everyone kept drinking.

Eventually, everyone was too drunk to keep it together. It was barely even the evening, and we were all more or less blackout drunk. The girls kept disappearing and reappearing, and before long, Alex and Jim were saying their goodbyes. The girls protested, demanding they didn’t leave so soon, but there was no arguing with them.

I used the goodbyes as a chance to sneak away to the toilet. I spent a few minutes in there, regaining my composure. I thought about what had transpired. My kiss with Alice, the bliss that was me and Sarah, and the confusion from kissing Alex.

When I finally emerged from the toilet, I was face to face with him. With Alex. The sight scared the life out of me.

“Oh hey, sorry,” he said, clearly noticing me jump out of my skin.

“No, sorry,” I was flustered. “Sorry, I didn’t expect to see anyone out here.”

“All good, Katy.” I had no idea that he knew my name. “You okay, though?”

“I - Yeah,” I felt like he was asking about more than just startling me. I noticed he was finally holding some clothes.

He smiled warmly. “Okay. Sorry, I wasn’t sure if I made you uncomfortable at one point earlier, and I was really worried about it.”

“Oh no!” I didn’t expect what he said at all. I had been uncomfortable, but not for any reasons he ever would have likely guessed.

He looked relieved. “Okay, good. All I want is for you girls to have a good time. The last thing I want is to upset any of you. You and your friends all seem like real nice girls, Katy.”

My heart fluttered a little when he said my name for some reason. “Thank you, Alex.”

“You’re most welcome,” he replied. He reached into the pocket of the jeans he was holding. “Here’s my card, in case you want to talk about anything.”

He offered me a business card, and I took it.

“Oh, thank you so much!” I said.

”Thank you,” he replied.

Then he disappeared past me into the bathroom.

I looked at the business card. I had no idea why he had given it to me. It was a nice thought though, I supposed.
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The rest of the evening played out like the night before. More drinking, more singing, more chatting. The two men slipped out without drawing too much more attention and left just me and the girls. We had managed to get pizzas delivered, even out there in the sticks.

We ate, drank more, chatted more, and eventually put on a chick flick. Nobody really addressed how crazy the day had been. Every time the dancing or the game of spin the bottle came up, I cringed and braced myself for someone to talk about how I had been with Alex, but the moment never came.

In the haze of drink and everyone kissing each other, I felt like maybe I was the only person who had thought anything at all about me kissing Alex, or having him grind on me.

In a sense, I guessed it was more crazy for me to have kissed Sarah, or Alice, or for any of the girls to have kissed one of the other girls. From their perspective, me, Katy, one of the girls, kissing one of the men, would have been the least outrageous thing to happen at all.

We played more little games that Lucy had prepared and had more drinks and, eventually, the night took its toll on the group. The girls started dropping off one by one, needing to go to bed or just completely passing out where they sat in the living space.

Before long, Sarah turned to me and told me she needed to go to sleep. I was more than happy to follow her lead. She took my hand and lifted me out of my big comfy seat I had made for myself on one of the couches.

Back in our room, Sarah made straight for the bed and flopped down on it. I couldn’t help but do the same. I was exhausted. We lay there, both of us still in our party dresses and heels, makeup still on and my wig still firmly in place.

She rolled to face me. “So, how was today?”

I mirrored her and rolled so we were looking at each other.

“Fun,” was all I said. “Did you have a good day?”

We were looking into each other's eyes. She was smiling.

“I had a great day.” She shuffled a little closer to me. “And I’m so glad you’re part of it.”

“I’m glad I’m part of it too,” I agreed.

She put her hand on my hip. “How about those guys?”

“Yeah, that was something else, huh?”

I didn’t want to say much more. I certainly didn’t want to admit to her that Alex had made me almost as aroused as I was kissing her.

“They were something else.” She laughed a little. “How did it feel?”

I hadn’t expected the directness of the question and didn’t quite know how to answer.

“I didn’t really expect any of it, but it made for a pretty funny day.” I thought for a second to try to think of a better way to downplay it. “I think he was worried he upset me. He gave me his business card.”

Sarah’s eyes shot open, and she shuffled in even closer to me. “He gave you his number?!”

I had a perplexed look on my face.

“No, he gave me his card,” I reiterated.

”Yeah, with his number on it.”

”Oh.”

She was right.

“Katy’s got an admirer!” Sarah sung in a mocking tone. “Are you going to call him?”

“No!” I protested. I was worried I had maybe sounded too dramatic. I wasn’t sure if I was trying to convince her or myself.

“Well good,” she said. “Because Katy is all mine.”

I took a second to register what she had said and, by the time it had hit me, she had started moving towards me.

And then she kissed me.

It was just a gentle peck on the lips, but it completely snapped me out of what I was thinking. I stared into her eyes and she stared back. Neither of us said a word. I was worried the moment would pass, and that it was a moment I had to seize.

So I kissed her back.

My lips planted on hers and this time it wasn’t just for a second.

She grabbed my waist and my head and pulled us together, and I did the same to her. Our hands were all over one another. I felt her hand on my thigh and my side and my breast and my hair and I mirrored every move.

I felt her thigh, so close to her underwear, and my hand was on her incredible breast in the sequin dress. The kiss kept going and going. Then she pulled herself off of me.

Her forehead was pressed against mine. We were both breathing heavily. Neither of us spoke right away.

“Remember,” she eventually said, “none of this ever leaves here.”

She gave me another quick but firm kiss on the lips. Then she rolled over and slid her body into mine. We fell asleep, her in my arms.
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The next morning, we awoke around the same time. I think Sarah must have woken me up with a groan, as she was complaining about her hangover as soon as my eyes were open.

“I’m pretty sure I’ve already forgotten all of yesterday,” she told me.

“Me too,” I lied.

I never wanted to forget it.

“Did we even take our makeup off?” She rolled over to look at me and laughed. “Oh, no. We didn’t. We’re going to have to brush your hair.”

“I feel gross,” I admitted. “I’m still wearing my shoes.”

“Yeah, let’s get ourselves fixed. Do you want to shower first?”

“I don’t think I can,” I said. I felt dreadful.

“Suit yourself.”

Sarah was out of the bed almost immediately. I had no idea how she did it. I felt like I could barely move. Before long, the shower was running and steam was pouring from the doorframe. A little later and she was out, dressed, and working on her makeup.

Somehow, in spite of the horrendous hangover, she looked incredible again. Her hangover brunch outfit was so pretty. A checked black and white skirt and a black sweater with a deep v-neck that showed off her cleavage. She matched it with a pair of black, pointed stilettos with four thin straps that crossed over her feet and one around her ankle.

By the time she was fully ready, I was finally out of bed. I went into the bathroom, removed the previous day’s makeup, and got in the shower.

I spent the whole time alone replaying the day before. The kissing in the game. The kissing in bed. Alex. But it was the kiss with Sarah in bed that I kept going back to. The one that wasn’t part of some game. The one that meant something. It meant so much to me.

Finally, I felt clean enough to face the day and went over to the wardrobe. I was alone in the room by that time, so I tucked from the comfort of the bed and took a little extra time putting my lingerie on.

I barely even thought about any of it at this point. I was getting so used to wearing women’s underwear that it barely even registered a thought, let alone the huge internal panic it had caused last time. It felt silly to even think about by that point.

With my underwear on, I looked at the outfit that Sarah had picked out for me for our hangover brunch day. It was very cute. It was similar to hers in a way, a skirt and a sweater.

For me though, the sweater was a black turtleneck, and the skirt was a soft pink tight thing that followed the contours of my body. It had these little ribbed details on it that went horizontally around the whole skirt every couple of inches.

Sarah had paired it with similarly coloured pink heels for me to wear. They were a soft suede kind of material with a cute rounded toe, a big block heel that must have been about four inches, and a little ankle strap. I was grateful they weren’t stilettos or platforms again. My feet were in hell by the end of the previous night.

Dutifully, I put everything on. I slipped the sweater over my head and I adjusted my boobs to sit right in my bra. I slipped into the skirt and tucked the sweater into it, showing off the curves brought about by my corset and fake cleavage. I thought that my hips were weirdly feminine too, which was kind of a blessing for this.

I stepped into one heel and then the other, then did the buckles up. They felt great. They must have had a little padding in the sole as none of the discomfort from the stilettos had come back when I stood up.

I checked myself out in the mirror and I looked good. I still needed to do my makeup and had to put my wig on, but the outfit was so sexy. A casual sexy. I didn’t know a better way to describe it. It was the kind of outfit you could wear if you were going to run into your ex and you wanted to make them miss you.

I picked up my wig. Sarah had somehow even managed to brush it back to how it was before I slept in it. She really did work magic sometimes.

The door to the bedroom opened again. I turned to tell Sarah what I had just thought about her, or to at least thank her for fixing my wig.

It wasn’t Sarah.

My eyes widened as I looked to the door and Jess had stepped in. She immediately looked over at me. Her eyes matched mine, and they shot open.

“Oh god I’m sorry, I thought this was a bathroom, I’ll-” she stopped mid sentence.

I said nothing. I stood there, dumbfounded. Here I was, in a skirt and heels, holding a wig, standing there in front of the girl from school who thought I was gay. It was maybe the absolute worst thing that could have happened.

We were both silent.

“Kyle?” she eventually said, quietly.

“Jess, please,” I eventually murmured.

“Sorry, Katy, I meant! Oh god, I’m sorry.” She closed the door behind her.

“Jess, please don’t tell anyone,” I pleaded. “I will do anything. Please, just don’t say anything. I’m begging you.”

I thought I might cry. This felt like the end of my world. Jess knowing this secret was enough to destroy me. If she found out about Katy when I was a teenager, my life would have been ruined. Even as an adult, I didn’t doubt she could do the same.

“Oh god, Katy, no!” she said, almost sounding hurt. “No!”

She rushed over to me. In a move I never expected, she threw her arms around me.

“Katy, sweetie,” she continued. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to call you Kyle. I’m so sorry, that was wrong of me. I was just surprised, is all.”

I didn’t know what was going on.

“What?” I asked, simply.

“Katy, I can’t believe it,” she continued. “I’m so sorry I didn’t know sooner. This must have been so hard for you.”

“You’re not going to tell anyone?” Was all I could think to ask.

“No!” She sounded almost offended I asked. “Of course not! No, Katy, I’m so proud of you. I had always wondered and I’m so happy for you that you’re being your true self now.”

This was not the Jess I knew from school. I didn’t know how to play the situation.

“Thank you,” I decided to say.

“No, thank you for having the courage to be yourself. God, it was so great meeting you. Sorry, I’ll leave you to get ready, but I really want to see you again after this. I’ll call you.”

And with that, she let me go from the hug and left the room. I was bewildered.

I decided all there was to do was get ready. The worst possible thing happened, and it wasn’t even that bad. I did my makeup, put my wig on, and gave myself one last check in the mirror.

I braced myself to leave my room in case it was some elaborate prank from Jess and she and Mary were going to be waiting to take photos of me and post them online, but the hallway was empty.

I didn’t see anyone until I got to the living space and about half of the girls were in there. Sarah saw me come in and smiled at me. Jess did the same.

The morning was far less hectic than the previous one. The girls all slowly emerged from their rooms and we shared another huge brunch.

This time, we all had to help with the cooking, as it turned out that Lucy didn’t have help any more from the guys she had in yesterday. Still, between us, we made a pretty impressive spread.

We ate and chatted and drank water. Nothing more dangerous than that. The conversation was still fun and easy though. It definitely wasn’t just the drink that did it.

In the early hours of the afternoon, the first of the girls started to say their goodbyes. To my relief, Jess was the first to go, as she was trying to visit some family nearby before the weekend was out. Before she left, she quietly reiterated that she wanted to catch up, and I felt like maybe she was being genuine.

Before long, Claire and Charlotte were leaving too. After a while, the only girls left were Sarah, Lucy, Alice, and Beth. Alice and Beth were about to say their goodbyes, but Sarah stopped them.

“Okay, girls, before you go, I wanted to give you all something,” Sarah announced.

They both looked puzzled. Sarah disappeared for a few minutes and then returned with four ivory colored envelopes made of a soft paper. She handed one to Lucy, one to Alice, and one to Beth. And then I looked puzzled. She gave one to me. Each envelope had a name on it. Mine very clearly read ‘Katy.’

“Open it!” Sarah encouraged us.

We did. We all dutifully opened the envelope. Inside it was a little piece of paper, the edges slightly fluffy from the way it was made. On it was a short question.

“Dear Katy,

To my closest and dearest friend. School wouldn’t have been the same without you, and you mean so much to me.

Will you be my bridesmaid?

Love, Sarah.”

My mind was once again on fire. It was the craziest thing I had ever read. Jackson explicitly told Sarah that I wasn’t allowed at the wedding. Or, at least, Kyle wasn’t allowed at the wedding. So I guessed this was Sarah’s way of having me there, after all. Having this one over on Jackson.

It was equal part sweet of her to pick having me at her wedding over bending to the will of her dick of a fiancé and an equal part the worst thing I could imagine.

Being at a wedding as a woman. Pretending to be Katy for the day Sarah got married, standing by her side in a bridesmaid’s dress and trying to catch the flowers she threw after the ceremony. Being in the bridal party of the woman I loved. It had gone too far.

I didn’t have time to finalize my own thoughts before the other girls were all screaming at the letters they had read in their own envelopes.

Alice and Beth both grabbed Sarah in a huge hug and they had drawn Lucy and me into it as well. Regardless of whether I felt the excitement, I was part of the group hug, the five of us jumping up and down and the four of them all squealing.

“So is that a yes?” Sarah asked jokingly.

“Of course it’s a yes!” Alice replied.

Sarah looked at me directly. “I want you there so badly. This means the world to me.”

She smiled, looking at me still. I looked at her lips, the same lips that kissed me the night before so passionately. The lips I was worried I would never kiss again if she married Jackson.

This wedding was the only thing that had brought me close to Sarah again. My time as Katy had completely changed our relationship. It completely changed the way we were with each other. I suddenly meant so much more to her. I wanted to stay this close to her forever.

I needed her.

“You’ll do it?” Sarah asked.

She was looking at me still. The other girls looked at me. Their eyes were burning into me.

I didn’t know what else to say.

“Of course.”

The words passed my lips as if I had no control.

And that was that.

I was going to be Sarah’s bridesmaid.
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