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They say that if a virgin ever graduated from Brockton College, the statue of the Brockton Eagle outside the library would fly away. 

Well, I’m here to tell you that as we drove away from campus, the statue was still there, it didn’t follow us to Cape Cod, and unless I haven’t actually graduated, we’ve debunked a pretty old myth. 

I say “we” debunked it, but, of the three of us, I was the only remaining virgin. Marley came out of the closet Junior Year, and she hooked up with lots of girls after that, so she’s out. Adam claimed he slept with Josie Dawes, but she never confirmed it. 

She never denied it, either, but who knows? Maybe she had her own reasons to make it seem like she wasn’t a virgin. 

But me? I almost hooked up with Stephanie Manheim one night at a party, and that was the closest I ever came. She had made a semi-drunken comment to Marley like “once you find out a guy’s a virgin, doesn’t that make you want to pump him?” 

I started to get hard on the spot. 

Even though Marley was into pumping girls at that point, she was polite and just agreed that virgins were hot. 

Were virgins hot? I didn’t feel hot. All I really felt was like I was being left behind. 

I think Marley must have said something on my behalf, because later on that night Stephanie came up to me and whispered “guess what we’re doing later?” into my ear, before getting up and teetering off to the bathroom. 

That was two months ago, and I can still feel the way her whisper made the skin on my neck electrify, like I needed to clench my whole body to keep from shivering. 

Would I have wanted my first time to be with a drunk girl? At the time I didn’t care; I was fine with Drunk Stephanie doing whatever she planned on doing. But now? I’m kind of glad it didn’t work out that way. She didn’t remember saying it, so she wouldn’t have remembered me at all if we had gone through with it. Feeling forgettable is one thing; being forgettable is something else. 

The three of us all graduated from Leominster High School together, and got to Brockton excited about the promises that four brand-new years gave us. I remember staying up late in Marley’s dorm room that first night, talking it over with them after our first day of orientation. Were we going to remain friends during college? How about after? What would we major in? Who would we date? 

Four years later, I was leaving college behind mostly disappointed, although we were still best friends, so there was that. 

The whole drive to the Cape, we reminisced. 

“How many majors did you end up having, Adam? Four?”

“Five.”

“Marley, you were straight when we got to college.”

“Don’t remind me. I had fewer tattoos, too.”

“You had zero tattoos,” Adam reminded her. She flexed her biceps from the passenger seat as Adam drove, showing off her full sleeves.

“Paul, you had short hair when we got to school. I don’t even remember you with short hair.”

“How’d that man bun work out? Get you laid a lot, did it?” 

All I could do was pull out my hair tie and shake my long blonde hair down so it fell over my shoulders. 

“It's hard being this fabulous,” I said in the deepest voice I could muster. 

We all laughed.

“Still,” Adam said, “there’s something strange about how we all arrived at school in this car, and we’re all leaving in it too.”

“Are you going to get poetic or sentimental on us?” Marley groaned.

“I don't think English was ever one of his majors,” I said. “We’re safe.” 

“No, I’m serious,” Adam said. “Like, I watched some people get picked up the last few days in moving vans. They had a ton of furniture, or bikes, or all kinds of shit that wouldn’t fit in a car like this. Or you wouldn’t believe the couches and chairs that people were throwing away. Did you see the dumpster behind the Union? And here we are, the three of us, and all we’re taking with us are memories. I kind of like that. That we have options, you know? That we’re not weighed down by anything.” 

For a couple hours we compared ourselves to our friends, or to anyone who graduated with higher GPAs. A couple people got pretty good jobs right out of school, quite a few were going on to graduate school, and a few people were total mysteries. 

But we all agreed that we didn’t want graduate school, yet didn’t want to start being adults so soon after graduation. It had been Marley’s idea to come to the Cape, hang out for a Summer, get jobs at the Sand Dollar in Harwich Port, and live together in one of the cheap little one-bedroom apartments behind Main Street so we could save money. 

“Yeah, I’m in. Something will probably work out by Fall,” Adam had said, because for him it usually did. Me, I just needed to be standing near someone like that, then I could follow them. 

It was getting dark by the time we drove into Harwich Port, but you didn’t need a lot of light to see that this was a small town. 

A very, very small town. 

This was going to be our Summer excitement? All the buildings were covered in the same gray shingles. The buildings were short. There were restaurants, gas stations, and gift shops, and not much else. Was this a city? It didn’t look like a city. 

“This is us, up here on the left,” Marley said, and Adam turned into the parking lot of what would be our home for the next three months, a long, two-storey apartment building that stretched away from Main Street. It was the same gray as everything else. 270 was on the second floor, and we grabbed our bags from the trunk, unable to hear the ocean. 

“Maybe we should have grabbed one of those couches you saw earlier,” Marley said after flicking the lights on in our place. 

We stood side by side by side in the doorway. It was small, but we were prepared for that. What we weren’t prepared for was that it looked pretty unfurnished. There was a bed in the bedroom, a couch in the living room, and one floor lamp. There was no table in the kitchen, no stools at the counter, no extra chairs, and no dresser. 

Marley tried so hard to make the best of it. There were plates, silverware, and a few pots and pans in the kitchen. She excitedly pointed out that there were exactly three coffee mugs. Adam excitedly pointed out that there was no coffee maker. 

The three of us shared two boxes of macaroni and cheese that Marley’s roommate Claire didn’t want when she left school. We toasted Claire with our mugs of tap water. 

“We need to have a serious talk about something,” Marley said, as we pretended to fight over who did the dishes.

“The apartment sucks?” Adam asked. “We know that.”

“No, the apartment’s fine. We’ll make it work,” she snapped back. “No, I mean, we need to talk about what happens if one of us brings someone home for some…fun.”

“Because girls will love this place? They won’t be able to keep their hands off of any of us once they see where we live?” Adam laughed. 

“Adam, I’m serious,” said Marley. “We don’t talk about this stuff, but we need to. Back at school, Claire and I would do the sock on the doorknob thing in case we needed privacy. We should do the same thing here.” 

We all kind of stared at each other. I was trying very hard not to picture Marley naked with a hot girl between her legs. 

“Look,” I said, “I’m likely looking at a Summer of celibacy. I didn’t come down here thinking I was going to get girls by living with you guys and working as a dishwasher at the Sand Dollar. But I’m not going to be a jerk about it. I can give privacy, sure, but there can’t be a sock on the door all night long, right? None of us has anywhere to go.”

“I’ll co-sign that,” Adam said. “Although not the part about being a monk with beach chicks all around us. You want to keep your dick to yourself, go for it. Leaves more girls for me and Marls, amirite?” They high-fived. 

“Speaking of dishwashing, are you both on at dinner tomorrow?” she asked. 

“Yes.”

“Yep. 4pm.”

“How the hell did I draw the morning shift on my first day?” Marley said. “Did I have to blow someone to get out of that? Am I not doing this right?” 

“I didn’t blow anyone,” Adam said. “I can’t speak for Man Bun, since he’s back of the house. Us waiters did not drop to our knees.” 

“I in fact gave two blowjobs,” I said. “Both to Adam’s Mom. That’s how she let him come with us.” 

That got a sharp punch to the shoulder, which I refused to rub while we all laughed. 

“Well, since I have the morning prep shift, I’m gone before eight,” she said. “Which means you two have to do the grocery shopping tomorrow. Get a coffee maker. And fruit. I think adults eat fruit.” 

For the rest of the night, we wrote up a grocery list for the next day, which was challenging only because we didn’t really know how to make anything. 

After a while, we figured we probably had enough groceries on the list to last until payday, and got ready for bed. Since Adam drove all day and it was his car, he got the bed, and Marley and I shared the pullout sofa. I tried not to think about her sharing the pullout sofa with a beach chick in a bikini, sunscreen glistening on their bodies. 

“Paul,” Marley whispered after a few minutes of silence.

“What?” I answered. 

“This is going to be a great Summer for you,” she said. “I can feel it.” 

“We’ll see,” was all I could think to say back.
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It was 7:45 when I became aware my phone was ringing. I think I incorporated the first few rings into my dream, so by the time I was awake enough to know what was going on, I had already missed a call from Marley. 

I lay back on the bed and slowly took inventory of my surroundings: I was in the small apartment in Harwich Port, it looked like Marley was gone for work already, and I was up far earlier than I had been in a long time. 

Before I could return Marley’s call, the bedroom door opened, and Adam came out, holding his phone to his ear, rubbing sleep out of his eyes with his other hand. 

“Oh, you’re up,” he said. “Marley said she tried you first.” 

“Yeah, I missed her call though.” 

“She says we need to get down to the Sand Dollar right now.”

“What?” I said. “No, I have the email. My shift starts at 4.”

“He says his shift starts at 4,” Paul said into his phone. Then he was silent, and looked at me. 

“OK,” he said, “got it,” and he hung up.

“Something’s wrong,” he said. “Marley said we need to get over there.” 

The Sand Dollar was a touristy seafood restaurant located five buildings East of our apartment. It looked pretty old-school from the outside, but the owners were savvy enough to close up shop for much of the offseason, and they also knew how to hire seasonal help online. They were thrilled to fill three openings with one phone call, though since I had never waited tables before, all they had for me was a dishwasher job. I took it. 

The parking lot was full of people by the time Adam and I got there, and we saw Marley in her black work uniform, talking to a couple of other girls. 

“Guys!” she called, and waved us over. 

“What is this?” Adam said, looking around. “Is there a line? Why aren’t you at work?”

“There’s no work,” she said, looking like she was about to cry. 

“What?” I said.

“Look,” and she pointed at the door. Adam and I walked over to it. 

Hanging on the front door was a sign that read at the top: 

By order of the Health Inspector of the County of Barnstable, this restaurant is hereby CLOSED until further notice until the following health code violations have been corrected. 

It looked like the actual list was on a second page, but since it was hanging on the inside of a locked door, we couldn’t read any more. 

But what we saw was enough. 

“Wow,” Adam said.

We looked at each other and didn’t know what to say. We looked back to where Marley was. There was a brunette girl with short hair standing near her. She was thin, in pretty good shape, and she would have been hot had she not been crying. I saw the moment on Adam’s face when he thought better about flirting with her. 

“This is Dinah,” she said after we wandered back over to her. 

I also saw the moment on Adam’s face when he realized Dinah was three inches taller than he was. She was even hotter up close, and I already caught Adam checking out her ass. All the waitresses were in black pants, and Dinah’s dress pants hugged her ass perfectly. 

“So…we don’t have jobs,” Adam said, looking around. “Any of us.” 

“I’m so screwed,” Dinah said. “I don’t know what else is hiring near here. I have to find something.”

“Dinah just moved here too,” Marley said. 

“This is a lot of people who are going to be applying to restaurants,” I said. “This is bad.” 

All I could think about was how I had very little restaurant experience and likely wouldn’t be able to get a new restaurant job without Adam or Marley getting it for me. 

I didn’t have a résumé. Plus, even if I wrote one, how would I print it? Was there a library around here? Did you have to be a resident to use it? 

Could I list the Sand Dollar as an employer? Would anyone know?

Adam and I stood there for a few minutes as the crowd started to thin out. People kept calling the owner from the parking lot, but he never answered. Eventually people started wandering off, looking stunned, wanting answers and not getting any aside from the sign in the door.

What the fuck was happening? Was the Summer over already and we had to go back to our parents?

Marley and Dinah were talking to a couple of the other waitresses and we didn’t want to interrupt. For the moment, it was just Adam and me. 

And we didn’t know what to do. 

Or, he didn’t know what to do. I knew that I would wait for Marley should something like this happen. And if I couldn’t wait for her, I’d wait for Adam. So I was fine; one way or another, I’d wait for someone to have a better idea than I was likely to come up with. 

“If we’re going to figure this out,” he said after a minute or two, “it’s not going to be on an empty stomach.” He motioned with his head at the coffee shop across the street, and off we went, leaving Marley with the waitresses. 

We sat with our coffee and egg sandwiches and replayed what had just happened, but only because we were delaying our talk about what to do next. 

“We’ll need jobs,” he finally said, sipping from his cup. “And since there are three of us and only one car, we are either going to need to coordinate this, or else we need to all go rogue and do what we can.”

“There’s always going home,” I said. 

“Not a chance,” he said.

“Why not? We’ve been in town for twelve whole hours. We don’t own anything, and we barely unpacked. You said it yourself: we have options, and we’re not weighed down.” 

“Yes,” he said, “but the apartment.”

“What about it?”

He took another sip of coffee and looked out the window at Main Street. Dinah and Marley were gone. 

“Did you ever wonder how we got it?” 

“Yeah, we all applied for it. Marley knew about it from when she was a kid.”

He shook his head. “My Dad co-signed the lease. If we leave, he gets charged, and I get in serious trouble. I can’t let him down like four days after graduation.” 

“Oh,” I said. “So we need to do this on our own.”

“We need to do this on our own,” he said, finally looking back at me. 

“This town isn’t that big,” I said. “Do we work our way down Main Street at all the restaurants?”

“Not just restaurants,” he said. “Anything.” 

He got out his phone and looked at a map of the town.

“This is our first stop,” he said, pointing to a restaurant. “Then we hit every place on Main Street until we get so far East there are no more places to apply.”

“OK. Then what if we don’t get anything?”

“Seriously. Paul, don’t start. We are not here to live in a shitty apartment with no job and not get girls. We can live in a shitty apartment with jobs and get girls. Got it? Let’s go.” 

***

There’s very little more demoralizing than having nothing to show for a long day. Adam and I hit every business on Main Street, even the art galleries and Real Estate Agents. Maybe the art gallery owner knew a rich person who needed a poolboy. Maybe a Real Estate Agent knew a landscaper. 

Turns out, not much was happening on one of the first days of tourist season. No one had a chance to get fired yet. No one got drunk and needed to call in one too many times. 

There was a retirement home, but they didn’t need seasonal help; they needed permanent help. There was a fishing charter, but he needed someone who had been on boats. We had lunch at a diner, but they weren’t hiring. We stopped at another touristy seafood restaurant and talked to a crazy-looking guy smoking a cigarette by a backdoor that looked like it led to a kitchen. 

“No hire,” he said in a thick Russian accent. “I bring family,” and he stomped out his cigarette on his way back into the kitchen. 

We got our hopes up at the Wychmere Beach Club, because we got passed from person to person. The Events Kitchen wasn’t hiring, but maybe the kitchen at the Clam Bar was? Grounds doesn’t need anyone, but go check at the tennis courts. 

We wasted two hours there. 

By the time we got back to the apartment it was close to 6 O’clock. We were exhausted, sweaty, and not exactly optimistic about our first day.

On our way up the stairs we argued about what tomorrow would be.

“We get in the car, we go to the next town over.” 

“I’m beat,” I said. “I don’t know that I can do that again.”

“We have to,” he said, getting to our landing. 

“No,” I said. “This makes no sense. We have no resumes, we have no references, we have no social security cards or forms of ID other than our Driver’s Licenses, right? We can’t go to legit places and try for work. We have to look at places that are so desperate for people that they’ll break the rules.” 

“Do you want to work at a place like that? Why do you think places like that are desperate?”

“Do we have a choice? We’re the ones who are desperate. It’s twelve weeks.” 

Opening the front door to our apartment stopped us in our tracks. 

It was cool. Like, several degrees cooler than it was outside. An air conditioner was running somewhere. 

It also smelled like…barbecue chicken? 

“Hi guys!” Marley chirped from the kitchen. “Shut the door! Don’t let the AC out.”

“We have AC?” Adam asked.

“Dinah had an extra unit,” she said. “Want a beer?” 

“We have beer?” I asked.

“I went shopping,” she said, matter of factly. 

Adam and I looked at each other and mouthed “oh, shit” together. We were supposed to go shopping today, and instead we walked all over Harwich Port looking for jobs that weren’t there. 

“It’s fine,” she said, emerging from around the corner with two cold bottles of beer in her hands. “I took care of it earlier. Dinner’s about to be served.” 

We clinked bottles. 

“I have good news and bad news,” she said as we sat in the living room to eat her dinner, which was a huge green salad with chicken on it. 

“Good news, please,” Adam said. “We don’t have any good news ourselves.”

I nodded because my mouth was full of food.

“The good news is that I got you jobs.” 

We stopped chewing.

“Are you serious?” Adam said. “How? What?” 

“Marley, seriously, how did you do this in one day? We had no luck anywhere here. Where is it? What is it?”

“It’s in Harwich Port,” she said, proudly, “so nothing really changes as far as the car, or living, or anything.”

“What is it?”

“T-shirt shop. Not hard, not outdoors, not sweaty, normal daytime hours so we all have nights off.” 

“For both of us?”

“For both of you. Same shifts. I already talked to the owner.” 

“Wait. There’s bad news,” I said, and I turned to Adam. “We’re forgetting the bad news.” 

“Yes,” she said. “The bad news. The bad news is that there’s a catch.”

“Great,” said Adam. “It’s going to be like a gay store and we have to act like we’re dating.”

“Not quite,” laughed Marley. “But you’re close.” 

“What?” we said in unison. 

“So yeah. The catch is that you have to be girls.”
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“There’s no way that’s the catch,” I said. “Because we don’t live in an 80s movie.” 

“Nope, that’s the catch. There’s a touristy t-shirt shop just up the road out of town, next to an ice cream place. Dinah and I got jobs at the ice cream place. The tourist place is hiring.”

“Why can’t we get jobs at the ice cream place?” Adam said.

Marley ignored him. “The t-shirt place mainly hires girls from Eastern Europe. I remember as a kid that there were a lot of Russians around here in the Summer.”

I thought of the smoking man at the restaurant. 

“This makes less sense the more you explain,” Adam said. “Not only are we not girls, but we’re not Russian either.”

“But,” she said proudly, “for a cash job, under the table, you can be.” 

“We don’t look like girls,” I said.

“Speak for yourself, Miss Fabulous,” Adam said. “I’m the one who doesn’t look like a girl.” 

“After we got hired, Dinah and I went up to Provincetown today,” Marley said. “We stopped at a sex shop and got you some drag stuff. It’ll work.” 

“You met this girl this morning and you already went to a sex shop with her?”

“To get you a wig,” she said.  

We just stared at her.

“To get you a wig,” she said again, glaring at us. 

“So you already decided this for us? Why? This isn’t exactly a decision you can make without telling us. I mean, you didn’t even text us the whole day. You could have let us know what you were thinking.” Adam did not look pleased. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Dinah and I were all over the place, it was just…a lot.”

“You were thinking with your dick,” Adam spat.

Luckily Marley didn’t take it the wrong way. “You’re just jealous,” she said coolly. 

Adam rubbed his eyes. “I’m sorry, Marls,” he said. “It was a really, really long day.” 

Marley slid over to sit next to him. “I know, man. That wasn’t you. This was a rough first day here, but we’re figuring it out. I said you’d take the job and would start tomorrow. I figured you could decline if you found something today. Doesn’t sound like you did, though.”

“No,” he said. “We didn’t.”

Marley rubbed Adam’s arm. He looked at her hand, then at me. “I can’t go back to my Dad.” 

I waited for him to finish his own thought. 

“We need the desperate job, don’t we?” 

Marley nodded. 

“Let’s hear the details,” I said. “I’m not saying we’re doing it. But it is the only option right now if we want money starting tomorrow.”

“You can walk there. It’s off Main Street, North out of town. Cash, like I said.”

“Does the owner know we’re not girls?”

“The owner is Evelyn, and she's used to having Russian girls who don’t speak English well. She has paperwork for two girls who never showed up. Evelyn seems a little crabby, but she just wants you to keep the store tidy while she interacts with customers. You’re to get her whenever there’s a question. It’s basically a cleaning and organizing job.” 

“You didn’t actually answer him,” I said. “Does she know we’re not girls?”

“I told her I knew two quiet girls who might be more at home in Provincetown,” she said. “No more specific than that. When I told her that, all she did was ask if those girls learned quickly, could stay out of the way, and if they’d let her be in charge.” 

“Is it air conditioned?” Adam asked. 

Marley nodded. 

“Plus you get a 50% discount on anything in the store.”

“On cheap tourist clothes?”

“They sell more than just tourist clothes.”

“So we can eat saltwater taffy all Summer long?” I laughed. 

Just then, there was a knock at the door. 

She stood and looked at me. “I’m just trying to help, Paul,” she said. “I’m the only one with a job right now and I can’t afford to pay for three people all Summer. You guys had no luck. This is what luck looks like.” 

And with that, she opened the door, where Dinah was standing in a billowy white oversized t-shirt and hot pink leggings, holding a tote bag, looking slightly embarrassed. 

“Are we still on?” she quietly asked Marley.

Marley turned to face us. 

“It’s up to them” she said. 

“Are you still on for what?” Adam asked slowly. 

“Dinah’s here to help with your makeup,” Marley said. 

***

Adam and I sat side-by-side on the couch as the girls got to work, and he groaned the whole time. Marley started out with me, but after a few minutes I saw her exchange a look with Dinah and they swapped. Not sure what that was about, but Adam wouldn’t stop saying how much he hated it all. 

I can’t say I had ever shaved my face with a pink razor, and since the only people I’d ever tell were in the room with me, I’d probably never say it. 

But eventually Dinah was done plucking my eyebrows and trimming my hair, and Adam had his wig on. Dinah bent down to get something from her tote bag right as Marley was doing Adam’s mascara. “Keep your head still!” I heard her scold him. She slapped him someplace, but I couldn’t tell where, as I was staring straight ahead, trying not to stare at Dinah’s ass. As much as I wanted to confirm it was pretty perfect, now was not the time. 

I don’t really know anything about makeup. I can tell when girls wear it, and I know what the words are, but it’s not like I had ever put it on before, or even thought to. So I can’t say what Dinah was doing, or what she was using.

She was very close to me, though, and she smelled like sunscreen. For some reason, that was the most powerful aphrodisiac I had come across in a long time, and I had to concentrate on not getting hard as she worked on my face. 

She had little pencils, and puffy things with powder. She had lipstick, eye shadow, and different-sized brushes. She’d get really close to me and I’d breathe her in, and then she’d say “that looks great,” and I couldn’t tell what she’d done. 

At one point she was getting something else out of her bag, and I used that to look over at Adam. He used that same moment to look over at me. 

Our gazes locked. I couldn’t tell what he was seeing, and he couldn’t tell what I was seeing, but we both sat there with our mouths open. 

It was Adam, but not really. I had never pictured him with long hair, but it totally changed his look. But between his lipstick, eye shadow, mascara, and whatever else Marley used on him, he looked completely different. 

He looked a lot more feminine. 

Adam’s voice came out of this girl’s mouth: “Dude, you’d better not be hotter than me. Because right now you’re pretty hot and this is not OK. I’m not going to tell you the parts of my body that are confused right now.”

Dinah laughed and stood back, admiring her work. 

“You’re supposed to be Russian? How about we call you ‘Paulina’?” 

It bounced around in my head for a second.

“Not feeling it?” she said. 

“No,” I said, “but I can’t say why. It just doesn’t feel right.”

“There’s always Paula.” 

“And what does that make me?” Adam said. “Adamina?”

“There’s always ‘Bitchy’,” shot Dinah. She seemed like she was done with Adam’s commentary, and he was the only one who didn’t laugh. 

“Just do ‘Ada,’” Marley said. “That way you already know how to write it.” 

Adam got up and paced around the room. “‘How’s your Summer going, son?’ ‘Great, Dad, thanks for asking. I dress up as a girl every morning and fold t-shirts, and it’s all thanks to the college degree you paid for.’ ‘Well that sounds great, son, I’m glad you know how to do makeup. I don’t remember you majoring in that, so good on you.’” 

I sat there wondering what I looked like. Dinah looked at me and smiled. 

“We’re not done yet, girls,” Marley said. “You’ll get blue shirts with the store logo when you get there, but you’ll need shorts. And I don’t mean your shorts.” 

“Goddamn it,” Adam said, stopping his conversation with himself. 

“I have a few pairs,” Marley said. “But I’ll need them for work too, so we’re just going to have to rotate and do laundry like every other day.” 

“Do I have the legs for this?” Adam asked.

“You will,” said Marley, handing him a razor and shaving cream. 

“Ooof,” I said, taking mine from Dinah. 

Adam complained the loudest, so he got the bathroom by himself while Marley waited outside. I got the kitchen sink, and Dinah showed me what to do. We first used my electric razor to get everything trimmed back, then she showed me how to shave in long strokes to avoid cutting myself. 

“Ow! Shit!” I heard from the bathroom.

“I told you I would help,” Marley called through the door half-heartedly, not looking up from her phone.

“Go higher up the leg,” Dinah said, watching me work on my upper thighs. “Higher.” 

I had to roll my shorts and boxers as high as they would go. I felt comically exposed. 

“Soooooo,” Dinah started.

“Am I not doing this right?” 

“No, you’re doing it fine, it’s just that now’s maybe the time to break it to you that you can’t wear underwear like that under girls shorts.” 

“I heard that!” yelled Adam from the bathroom. “I am not wearing Marley’s dirty lesbian panties!” 

“I actually have a pack I bought before I moved here,” Dinah said. “I wore a few pairs already, so you can’t have those, and the only ones left are black and red.” 

“I’ll take black!” Adam yelled.

“I guess I’ll take red,” I said. 

“I’ll leave the razor and shaving cream behind,” Dinah said to me, “and if you need to do any touch-up, here’s some Nair.” 

I took it from her, and she grinned. 

“I feel like I know a lot about you now,” I said.

“Likewise,” she said, still grinning. She shot one look at the red bikini panties in my hand. 

“This all seems absurd,” I said.

“Well, you look really good,” she said, no longer looking at me. 

“I haven’t seen myself yet,” I said.

“Oh!” she said. “Here,” and she took her phone out as if to take a selfie. 

Holy shit. 

“Is…this a filter?” I asked. 

“Hah! No, silly, this is you!” 

It didn’t really look like me. I mean, it was my nose, and my jaw, and my eye color, but there was so much more to me this way. 

My lips were red, my eyes were darkly outlined and sultry. My hair looked great, my eyebrows were thinner and feminine-looking, and I did not resemble the Paul I saw in the mirror every morning. I looked like a completely different person. 

And Adam was right; I looked pretty hot. 

I was still wearing my normal underwear and clothing, so I didn’t feel like a girl, but I felt more like a girl than a guy. 

“This is insane,” I muttered to myself, moving her phone around to get different views of myself.

“It’s not insane,” Dinah said, losing her grin. 

“Oh? Have you had jobs where you needed to do something like this before?”

“Play pretend? Yes, that’s every job.” 

“That’s not what I mean,” I said. I preferred her smile to her scowl. 

“I once had a job as a seat filler,” she said. “I’d get dressed up in a nice gown and go to awards shows. My job was just to sit in the audience and look like I belonged there.”

“So like, sit with celebrities?”

“Right next to them. I wasn’t allowed to talk to them, though. So I’d get dressed up, then get moved around a theater by a production assistant and sit where an empty seat was.” 

“To make it look like they sold out the place?”

“No, to make it look full even though 6 people were on stage getting their awards.” 

“So you were just a professional pretty face?” 

She blushed. “Well, now you are too. It’s no different.” 

“I don’t feel like a pretty face,” I said.

“You’re a liar,” she said. “You know you’re hot. I know the look.” 

Her grin was back. 

“And if you try on some of Marley’s shorts, we’ll see how well you pull this off. You probably have a nicer butt than I do.”

“Not possible,” I said way too quickly.

“Oh?” she asked playfully, one eyebrow raised. “What are you saying?”

Now it was my turn to blush, and I felt myself get warm. 

She seemed to accept my embarrassment as an answer, and she shook her hips, swatting her own bottom. 

Adam refused to come out of the bathroom, so I had to use his bedroom to change. I could hear Marley trying to get him to come out, and I imagined him sitting on the edge of the tub, dressed as a girl, pouting, muttering to himself.

Meanwhile, I stood in the bedroom holding a pair of Dinah’s unworn red bikini panties and a pair of Marley’s worn tiny black shorts with white piping. 

I dropped my underwear and shorts to the floor and stood looking down on my flaccid penis. It hadn’t gotten any attention in a long time. I mean, it had never gotten attention from anyone else, but it had been a long time since even I had done anything with it, and that was unlikely to change now that I was sharing a bed with Marley. 

Now or never, I thought, and I slipped into the panties. I pulled them up and was amazed at how different they felt from briefs, which I hadn’t worn in a long time but remembered well. These were smaller, with less room in front. I looked down my front and saw the tiny bulge in the front of the panties, the only evidence there was a cock in there.

It felt like I was trying to get hard. 

Why? 

Was my body enjoying this?

I quickly pulled the shorts up and gasped at how, well, short they were. Did Marley look like this when she wore them? Do I remember her wearing these?

I tried to get a glimpse of my own butt, but couldn’t. Still, I could feel what they did to my body even if I couldn’t fully see it. To see it, I’d have to go out and hope Adam was out of the bathroom, or else get Dinah to show me on her phone. 

I opened the door and stepped out into the living room. 

It’s weird to have two girls in a room and yet it feels like three girls look at you, but Adam was out of the bathroom, holding some tissues to his legs where he had cut himself shaving. He looked unhappy, but at least he looked like an unhappy girl. 

Dinah’s eyes lit up when she saw me and she clasped her hands together.

“Oooh!” she squealed. “Turn around!”

Why the heck was I modeling my ass for this girl? Earlier she had seemed so depressed, and now she was positively charged. She was glowing. Why? 

“This was…not what I thought it would feel like,” I said. 

Which was true. I’m not sure what I thought it would feel like, but I could feel myself trying to get hard in my panties, and I wasn’t able to. I felt almost naked, despite wearing shorts. But these were the shortest shorts I had ever worn, and made me feel naked even if I could go outside in them.

Oh, shit. 

This is what I’d be wearing when I went outside. I’d feel naked outside. 

Dinah motioned for me to spin around, and I could almost feel her looking me up and down as I turned my back to her. When I turned back around I did my best impression of the little hip wiggle she gave me earlier, which at least got a laugh out of her. Adam shook his head. 

Shook her head? This whole thing felt strange. 

Dinah went to the fridge and grabbed four beers, opening them by slamming them against the counter.

“We got this, ladies,” Marley said, and we clinked bottles. 

Adam shot me a worried look. 

Dinah couldn’t stop smiling at me. 

I had spent years wanting to get into someone’s panties.

Now I was.
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First days of anything usually make people nervous. You’d feel butterflies in your stomach, you’d feel a tightness in your chest, you’d be more tired since you were up later than normal worrying about whatever was going to happen. 

I felt all of those things as I stood in the kitchen, sipping my coffee, but I added a new feeling and I was trying my best to ignore it: my cock was positively throbbing in my panties. 

I wondered if that would happen. 

I had taken the outfit off when I slept, but I almost wish I had worn the panties to bed since I had to ignore an erection the whole night. At least in the panties I wouldn’t have been able to get hard. 

Adam emerged from his room and already looked angry. Possibly because his ass didn’t look as good as mine did in Marley’s shorts. 

“Don’t start,” he said, pouring himself a cup of coffee. 

Dinah had gone home late, after we worked out how we were going to get to work, how we’d coordinate laundry since we had to wash our clothes each day, and how we’d handle makeup emergencies if Adam and I were on our own. Dinah and Marley taught us how to walk more like a girl, and how to say one- or two-word phrases in a softer, more feminine voice. 

Marley didn’t have to be in to work until 11, but she got up early anyway to help with last-minute makeup fixes and give us a pep talk. 

“To a Summer to remember,” she said, and we clinked our three coffee mugs together. 

Adam stopped halfway down the stairs. I turned and looked up at him.

“I can’t do this,” he said. 

“Yes, you can,” I said. 

“I’m too self-conscious.”

“You’re overthinking it,” I said. “You’ve seen what we look like. We just need to do what we’re told. It’ll work out.”

“I just cannot believe how little has worked out since we left school,” he said.

I walked a few steps up and looked at him in the eye. “I doubt we do this the whole Summer, but right now we have no other options. This keeps you from having to go back to your father, right?”

He sighed. 

“Just act natural,” I said. 

“This might be natural for you, but not to me.” 

“You know what I mean.” 

“I can’t believe how eager you are to do this.”

“We can’t be late our first day. It’s not eagerness. It’s reality. Fix your panties and be a man.”

At least it got a laugh out of him. 

But in a way, he was right. I did feel a sort of nervous excitement about this. I wasn’t timid about it, or even embarrassed. 

Part of me was looking forward to being outside dressed like a girl. And I don’t mean the erection that was being smooshed back into my body by my panties. No, I was looking forward to doing this because it felt thrilling, it felt exciting, and it felt like something I had to do. 

It was safe. It was taboo, and it was energizing. 

“Let’s get this over with,” he said, taking a few tentative steps down the stairs.

“Good girl,” I said. 

***

“Excuse me? Miss?” 

I turned from where I was re-organizing a rack of Cape Cod t-shirts by size. It was a young, college-aged guy in a pink polo shirt and a white Brown University baseball hat. 

“Yes?” I said in my best generic Russian accent.

“Oh, sorry,” he said. “I thought you were someone else.” 

I had been there for three hours, and things weren’t as awful as I thought. 

Just then a guy in a blue polo shirt and a Lakers hat came around the corner. “Any luck?” he asked Pink Shirt. 

“No, it’s not her,” Pink Shirt said to Lakers Hat. “The dudechick must have left.” 

Dudechick? 

Oh no.

Were they here to stare at Adam? 

That was really the only option. No one else was working this morning except for Evelyn and me, and they weren’t staring at me. They thought I was a girl. 

“Bro,” said a third voice. “In the back. Come see.” 

They went off toward the back of the store, where I was pretty sure Adam was. 

“Paula!” came Evelyn’s shrill voice from the front. 

Adam was on his own. 

I walked to the front, where the register was. Evelyn was standing with a customer and ringing her out. 

She motioned with her head at a table where it looked like every t-shirt was tried on and put back in a heap. I may have only been there for a few hours, but I knew my cue to start folding. 

“So no one here speaks English?” I heard the customer say to Evelyn.

“My girls are all from Russia,” Evelyn said. “They have more opportunities here, and they want to work. It’s also frankly easier because I don’t have to worry about them telling customers the wrong thing.”

“Ooooh, employees who don’t talk back,” said the customer, a blonde woman in her forties trying to look in her thirties. 

“That is nice,” Evelyn said, laughing. “They don't complain, either.” 

Evelyn didn’t know Adam. Adam complained a lot. 

Ada, however, did not complain, at least not in the store. 

Adam bitched the whole walk to work, but that stopped as soon as Evelyn stared him down and handed him his shirt with the Lucky Lobster logo on it, which was a lobster climbing out of a trap. We shared a few whispers since then, but not much. 

We got ten minutes of shirt folding training, a few stern words about shoplifting, a tour of the break room that had a dorm fridge and a dirty couch in it, and then we were on our own. 

“Eastern European women are so pretty,” I heard the customer say. I kept folding and didn’t look up, but out of the corner of my eye I could tell she was looking in my direction. 

“That’ll be $105.50,” Evelyn said. “Yeah, a few of them love the attention they get when they come here. They’re so exotic to the local boys, and sometimes I have to step in. Some girls can be vulnerable, but others know exactly what they’re doing. I usually know which is which. I’m going to have to watch one of these, I can tell.”

“Well good luck,” the woman said, taking her bag. “I love this little town and all its surprises!” 

The bells on the door rang on her way out, and then all I heard was the soft music, playing from somewhere in the store. 

“Go ask her, chickenshit,” I heard from the back. I looked up, and the three college boys were back. 

Ask who? And ask them what? 

“So, uh, hey,” the guy in the Lakers hat said.

He was talking to me. 

“Hi,” I said. I knew better than to stop folding shirts. 

“I was just wondering, you’re pretty cute and I like your look, and we’ve got a beach party up in Welfleet later tonight if you’re not busy and want to hang out.” 

Was he hitting on me? I went my whole life, 22 years, without getting hit on. Without getting a single person to approach me this way, aside from a drunken Stephanie Manheim. 

I dress as a girl for one day, and I get hit on. 

Yes, it was by a guy.

No, I did not like guys, at least not that way. At least, I didn’t think so.

I had a sudden flash in my mind of me on a beach at night near a bonfire, sitting with this guy, and he turned his Lakers hat around, and leaned in to kiss me…

“Boys, you’re welcome to shop here, but not for the girls,” came Evelyn’s sharp voice from the front.

“Oh, uh, sorry,” the guy said, and he quickly left with his friends. 

“Thank you,” I mouthed to Evelyn from across the store. She nodded. 

“Grab some more medium-sized shopping bags from the back, please, and restock them up here.” 

As I walked past the front counter where there was a mirror near the sunglasses display, I caught myself smiling.
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“Dude, I hate this,” Adam said on our walk back to the apartment after we clocked out. “I feel like I’m not fooling anyone.”

I hadn’t told him yet that I was hit on. I decided not to. 

“It’s money,” I said instead, keeping the story of the three college guys to myself. “Cash, too.” 

“I sat when I peed,” he said through clenched teeth. “Can you believe that shit?”

I could believe it, because I did it too.

“It’s not that bad,” I said.

“Yes it is,” he said. “I was alone in there. No one was watching. Why did I sit? I didn't need to. Yet I did. This whole thing fucked with my head.” 

“Let’s please stop talking,” he said. “I’m serious. This is really awful. And I don’t want anyone overhearing us on our walk home. You might sound like a girl, but I don’t, and I don’t want to draw any attention to us, OK? Small, stuck-up towns aren’t exactly famous for being liberal and tolerant.”

“You should live in Provincetown then.”

“No, I should get a normal job as myself instead of doing this bullshit,” he spat. 

I don’t know what was going through Adam’s head as we walked, but I kept replaying the encounter with the college guy over and over. I didn’t find guys attractive, was not interested in going on a date with him, but could not get over the fact that I felt flattered that he approached me. 

He looked like a typical guy who went to the same parties we just went to at school. Girls liked guys like that. Cocky, immature guys who thought it was funny to stare at Adam got a lot of girls. 

That guy chose me. 

That guy thought I was a girl. 

Walking silently behind Adam, I replayed things over in my head. He was a little awkward, and was kind of performing for his friends. I hadn’t meant to picture him kissing me, but it just kind of went into my head. It didn’t turn me on or anything; I just assumed that would be how that date would end, if I went.

Which I wasn’t going to. I was still aware of my sexual urges, though I wasn’t turned on by the guy who hit on me. No, it was really just the feeling of being what I was, or the feeling of being who I was.

I was wearing clothing that reminded me, constantly, that I had a body. Nothing I ever wore before did that. My panties were teasing me, and I had so much skin showing that I felt like I was in contact with more of the world than normal. 

I watched as drivers turned their heads to watch us walk. I saw a guy across the street with his wife or girlfriend turn his head and follow us when we passed. I caught someone’s eye in a side view mirror as they drove past. 

There was a thrill to being a spectacle. I wasn’t used to it. Was I discovering that I was an exhibitionist? Is that what it was called when someone got off by being exposed? I felt more naked than clothed, and I did still have that spark of sexual urge within me that formed the night before and stayed with me all day. I’d need to take care of it sooner or later. 

Marley wasn’t there when we got to the apartment, and Adam pushed past me, taking his wig off with one hand. With the wig, he looked girly, like he could have passed for Adam’s sister if he had one. Without it, he looked like Adam wearing a lot of makeup. 

“Careful with that,” I said. “Mess that up and you’ll feel even less like a girl. It’ll look like you have sex hair, which is only going to give the college guys ideas.”

“No offense, man,” he said, “but I’m showering first. You’ll have to be a girl for a little while longer.” 

Strangely enough, I was fine with it. He disappeared into the shower, and that left me on the couch by myself. 

I sat with my legs crossed, and slowly uncrossed them, then crossed them the other way. 

I had never had this view of myself before, with long, smooth legs. 

So much of my legs were showing as I sat, with my shorts riding almost all the way up. I placed my hands on my knee and slowly dragged them down towards where I sat. 

My nerves felt supercharged. I felt every millimeter as my fingers traveled up my leg. I felt tingles from my skin shoot into areas all over my body, as if there were connections in my body that had never been made before today. 

I could hear the sounds of Adam’s shower through the bathroom door. He’d be a while. 

I reached up the leg of my shorts and freed my cock from my panties. 

I was not completely hard, but I was not soft, either. At the tip of my cock was a single drop of clear liquid. I dabbed it with my fingertip and drew it away from my body, where it formed a long, unbroken line. It was sticky, and when I rubbed my fingers together, it was slightly slick. 

Part of me didn’t know what to do with myself. I was used to masturbating, but like this? I was dressed like a girl, yet was staring at an erection and needing to do something about it, which was not exactly how girls pleasured themselves. 

Why did I care? I shouldn’t, yet somehow I did. Wouldn’t it look ridiculous to have a hot girl sitting by herself, stroking a cock and then cumming all over? 

It felt like I needed a different plan, though I couldn’t put into words what that plan was. I realized as I sat forward on the couch that I was having trouble putting quite a lot into words the last day or so. 

As I sat forward, the underside of my cock rubbed on the couch. 

It felt good. 

I pressed my thumb down on top of my erection and pushed it onto the couch, then ground my hips. I was concentrating all my feeling right on the underside of the head of my penis, and it felt amazing. It felt more like what a sneaky girl might do who wanted to get off without being dirty. 

Why did I never think to do other things to get myself off? This was working.

I ground some more, grinding in a circular motion onto the couch.

This was working well.

This was working really well. 

I felt that familiar swelling inside me that meant I was getting close. There wasn’t anything close by for me to ejaculate into, and Adam’s shower was still in full swing, so I figured I’d cum into my hand and wash off in the kitchen sink. 

Just at that moment, I heard footsteps start up the stairs outside the apartment door. 

Quickly I stuck my erection back into my panties and fixed my shorts. The orgasm that was very close stuck around for a few seconds and I needed to squeeze to get it to subside. I was otherwise afraid to move, afraid that I’d start to climax and that Marley and Dinah would be standing in front of me as I did it. 

I squeezed, and I clenched my teeth, and I felt my climax start to fade away. I pretended to stare at my phone as the door opened. In came Marley and Dinah.

“Well hello, hottie!” Marley said. 

“How’d it go?” Dinah asked, beaming. “Blue’s a good color on you.” 

“It was fine,” I said, feeling myself still swelling in my panties, wanting more of what I had been doing so I could relieve myself. “No problems at all. Adam’s in the shower.”

“We thought we might go out to celebrate,” Marley said, putting her stuff down on the table. 

“Sounds good,” I said, still afraid to move. “All three of us are working? We’re technically very rich now.” 

I put my phone down and put my hands back on my knee, more to ground myself than anything.

“We’ll give you a few minutes to take all of that off,” Marley said, as she motioned to her face. 

She meant my makeup.

“Oh, right,” I said. “Adam’s almost out, I think. Shouldn't be long.” 

Also I couldn’t get up off the couch without revealing the erection that was trying to poke through my panties at the time. 

The girls giggled in the kitchen a little bit, then disappeared into the bedroom to change out of their work clothes. 

When it was my turn in the shower, I was afraid to touch myself. I was still very horny from the last 24 hours, and very frustrated thanks to my interrupted attempt to get myself off. 

But could I jerk off in the shower and then look my friends in the eye at dinner? 

As I removed my makeup with a washcloth, I stared down at my now soft penis. Dinah’s bottle of Nair was sitting on the edge of the tub.

Didn’t that stuff burn a little? Should I use that to help keep my hands off myself?

Before I could argue with myself, I had squeezed a few squirts of it into my hand, and had worked it all over my balls and my pubic hair. I stared at myself in the mirror as it went to work, and I felt a little sad, as now when I looked in the mirror, it was…just me. I was used to seeing me, sure, but for some reason the excitement of today built me up, gave me some confidence, and made me feel like I was somehow more than I usually was. 

Was that strange? 

I was sorry to see Paula go. 

By the time the Nair did its work on my pubic hair, I wasn’t as horny, my makeup was off, and I decided not to put my hair up in my man bun, choosing instead to leave it long.

At dinner, the girls wanted to hear everything about the day at the Lucky Lobster. Adam wasn’t in the mood to share a whole lot, so I did most of the talking. I told them about Evelyn, about walking around in tiny shorts, and about the conversation Evelyn had with the tourist lady. Dinah gave me a knowing look when I mentioned the line about Eastern European women being so pretty.

Then, when Adam was in the bathroom, I shared the story of being hit on by the college guy.

“Wait, so he was flirting with you?” Dinah leaned in. 

“I think so. He wanted me to go to a beach party.”

“Did you talk to him beforehand, or was he just hitting on you?”

“No, we didn’t talk ahead of time.” 

“So he was just horny?”

“Guys are gross,” Marley said.

“We’re not gross,” I said. 

“Not sure you get to make this call, Paula.” Marley said. “Plus, I think you doth protest too much.”

“No I don’t!” I said. 

“See? You’re doing it again. Did you find him hot?”

“No,” I said. “It’s not like that at all. He was like…who were those guys who lived in the little green place on Broad Street? The ones who would do wet t-shirt contests all the time for the charity they made up?

“Brian Fletcher and Cade McGowan.” 

“He was like Cade. Not attractive, looking like a typical frat guy, maybe trying to overcompensate for who knows what. But listen, I have to worry about what I look like all day. There was something odd about him hitting on me. Not that I would have said yes, but just knowing that he thought I was worth hitting on kind of…”

“Kind of what?” Dinah said. “It kind of mattered?”

“Sort of,” I said, feeling myself blush. 

“No, I know what you mean,” Dinah said. “You needed validation that you looked good.”

“And I don’t know where that came from, really,” I said. “The guys were there to kind of make fun of Adam. They knew he was a dude in makeup. But one of them is attracted to girls and yet tried to flirt with me.” 

“You know how I know you’re not a girl?” Marley asked.

Dinah and I both looked at her.

“Because you didn’t go to the bathroom with Adam. Here he comes, and something tells me he’s going to want to talk about something else aside from guys wanting to stare at him for the wrong reasons.”

“We can’t tell him that,” I said. 

Not a real girl. Something about that stung a little. 

The only hair on my body was on my head, and I felt strange. I felt somewhere between Me and Something Else, but I was still having trouble figuring out what that Something Else was. 

After dinner, we went to a little townie bar called the Sandpiper and had a few drinks. We did get a few glances from some local guys drinking canned beer. 

“I think they’re wondering about the four crazy people ordering the IPA,” Adam said. “I’ll be the keg is three years old and we’re the first ones to drink it.”

“I bet they’re trying to figure out why Paul’s wearing nail polish,” Dinah said playfully. 

“Oh shit,” I said, looking down at my hands. I had completely forgotten to take the nail polish off at the end of the workday. “How the heck did I forget to–”

“Told you he’s fine with this,” Adam said. 

How did I overlook that? It’s not like I hadn’t used my hands the last few hours.

“I was wondering when you’d notice,” Dinah said, smiling. 

“Speaking of Paul’s nails” Marley said, "we should get back and do laundry if you ladies are going to have anything to wear tomorrow.” 

“Oh. right,” I said. “I’m not sure I want to wear those same shorts again.”

“Because you don’t like your ass in them?” Adam said.

“No, because I’d rather wear something with pockets,” I said. “I had to leave everything in the break room all day and it felt weird.” 

Marley and Dinah both laughed. 

“Welcome to my life,” Dinah said. 

“I have no shorts with pockets,” Marley said. “You think girls are kidding when they complain about this? If you want pockets, there’s a perfectly nice cargo skirt waiting for you. That’s as good as it gets.”

Everyone stared at me, waiting for my reply. 

“We’ll see, won’t we?” was all I could come up with.
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“Paula!” I heard Evelyn bark from the front room. 

“Yes?” I asked, stepping up from the lower room with an armful of shirts that needed to be put back from the fitting room. 

“Come here,” she said. “Leave the shirts. Ada can do them.”

I walked to the front, where she was waiting near the registers. She looked me up and down, and I felt myself blush. I was doing that a lot lately. 

“My husband needs another girl.”

Could Dinah pretend to be Russian? She was a brunette. 

“I…don’t know anyone else.”

“No, no, not like that,” she said. “I mean, now.” 

Now?

She pointed outside with her head. I looked past her out the window and saw a line of cars at the edge of the parking lot, all waiting for a couple girls in bikinis to wash their cars. The sign said “Bikini Car Wash, $10.” 

“They need another girl,” she said. “Not Ada, and I don’t need to say why, so you do it. Everything gets pooled, including tips. We get half, you divide the rest. Now go put this on,” and she tossed me something on a hanger. 

It was a red bikini. A red string bikini. 

“Really?” I said.

“Really,” she said. “Now go. Wiggle your hips, like this,” and she did a little dance that was so unsexy I almost snorted. Dinah’s wiggly dance was hotter. “Throw suds,” and she flicked her wrist, “and smile a lot. Spray the hose. Men love this shit. You want tips? Shake your hips. You want cash? Flash your ass. Now get changed.” 

I could tell she was very pleased with herself over that. 

I was suddenly very glad that Dinah left that tube of Nair at the apartment, and even more glad I decided to use it. 

I had spent the morning in Marley’s skirt, a charcoal gray cargo skirt full of pockets. I was able to keep my phone, key, and a small billfold in my pockets, but even that small amount of weight was enough to tug the skirt down lower than I wanted it, so I was flashing the waistband of my red panties every time I reached for something. 

“Little commie slut,” I heard Evelyn mumble at one point when I reached up to get her a box of frisbees in the stock room. 

But now, as I stood in the restroom, I had to swap red panties for a red bikini. 

I didn’t have the chest for it, but my pecs were just pronounced enough that they looked like small boobs once I put the slightly padded bikini top on. 

I couldn’t see my full body in the bathroom mirror, but I could see enough to know that I looked passable. It was the least amount of clothing I had ever worn outside, but I said that the day before too. 

What would I be able to say tomorrow? 

“No no no,” she said as I came out of the bathroom. I had put my skirt back on. “No skirt,” she said. “This is a bikini carwash. Bikini.” 

She pointed to the brunette girl standing with her, who was wearing a yellow bikini. 

“She can take the skirt off outside, it’s fine,” the girl said. “Thanks for helping. We were going to be so behind otherwise. I’ll show you what to do. C’mon.”

“Isn’t this fun!” she said as we walked out the door. Before I could answer, the door closed behind us and she added “Ev’s a perv. But the money’s good. I’m McKenzie. Do you speak English?”

“Paula,” I said in my generic accent. “Not many.” 

She laughed. “Not many English! I love it. I talk a lot, so I have too many. Anyway, you stick with me.” She pointed at the two of us, and she pointed to a little blue Hyundai next in the line of cars. 

I nodded, and she took out a bottle of sunscreen, squirting some onto her hands. 

“Take off your skirt, and I’ll do your back. Your back,” she said again, motioning behind herself. 

I stepped out of my skirt and tried to secretly check to see if my bulge was showing. Luckily the bikini was tight, and it kept things in place. 

She rubbed sunscreen all over my back, the first girl to touch me in what felt like forever. She went so fast that I didn’t have time to get nervous, and certainly didn’t have time to enjoy it. But after I worked sunscreen all up my legs, my arms, chest, and neck, McKenzie tossed me a sponge and I was ready for my first car. 

For the next few hours, we scrubbed, sloshed, sopped, sprayed, and wiped. We flung suds, I reached over car hoods for the enjoyment of whoever was in the next car over. I bent down to wash already-clean bumpers, and I made sure to copy whatever the other girls were doing. 

There were five girls total: me, McKenzie in the yellow bikini, Noelle in the blue and white striped bikini, Rebecca in the light blue one-piece that looked like a racing suit, and then busty Harley in the skimpiest pink thong bikini I had ever seen. 

Rebecca and Harley were showing off the clearest camel toes I had seen in person, and they didn’t care. No other girl acknowledged them in any way, as if it was completely normal to be outside with your pussy lips barely concealed from strangers in cars. 

What were they saying, or thinking, about me? I tried to conceal my crotch as best as I could, either by facing away from them, or by holding a sponge or bucket right in front of me. 

Rebecca was as flat-chested as I was, and at one point between cars we were sitting under the tent and she high-fived me. “Let’s hear it for the itty-bitty titty committee!” she said. 

The buckets of sudsy water would warm in the sun a little bit, and that was fine. But we also ran a hose from the ice cream store and a second one from the Lucky Lobster, and that water was freezing. 

A few times, though, I had to deliberately hose myself down my front in order to keep my erection in check, just to ice it back out of the way. 

The girls helped, even if they weren’t aware of it. Noelle sprayed everyone with the hose, and it took a little while for her to learn whether I liked it or not. I didn’t like it, but I did technically need it, so I played along.

The girls came to my rescue a few times, Noelle especially. 

“Hey hon,” a deep voice came from behind me. “You free after you work my car over? I know someone else you can work over.”

“She doesn’t speak English,” snapped Noelle. 

Just as with Lakers Hat, it’s not like I found the guy attractive. But how do you ignore the fact that there were four other girls there, all of them broadcasting sex appeal much louder than I was, and he chose to try to pick me up? Do you take a compliment, or not? 

It happened again with a guy in a white Tesla; I was pretty sure he was recording us on his cameras, and I made sure to bend down right behind his car when I needed to get more soap in my sponge. 

These guys were turned on by me, were turned on by us. And honestly, I was turned on by us as well. This was never something I could have done as Paul, and yet not one of these girls gave me a second glance the whole day. There was nothing like the three guys tried to do to Adam yesterday. It was just me, outside, wearing a very small bathing suit, playing with four other girls and getting paid for it.

I was in love with the way the sun was hitting almost all of my skin, and I imagined myself wearing Harley’s thong, even going so far as to wonder if I could pick one up with my 50% discount. 

What was I doing? 

What was I turned on by? Was it that I was surrounded by attractive young women with hard nipples, camel toes, and skimpy bikinis? Was I turned on because I was in a bikini? Or would I have been horny no matter what since I hadn’t had any sexual release in days despite being horny almost constantly. 

Still, it was somehow reassuring that even though I had been Paula for a couple days and had gotten hit on by men, I still had my sexual compass pointed towards hot young women. 

Not that my sexual compass ever led anywhere. 

Around 5:15, Evelyn came out and took the sign down. Apparently it was too racy for when families would get ice cream, and so we finished the last few cars, divided up the money, and the girls drove off in their cars, leaving me outside to wait for Adam. I counted $96, and into the skirt pocket it went. 

“This sucks,” Adam said as soon as he saw me and we started home. “It sucked yesterday, it sucked this morning, it still sucks now. It’s not worth it. I am looking for another job Friday.” 

“Why not tomorrow? We’re off tomorrow.”

“You’re off tomorrow?” he yelled. “I have to work. Holy hell, I have to go in there dressed like this by myself?” 

“I thought we had the same schedule,” I said.

“Me too,” he said. “This keeps sucking.” 

It was still hot out even though it was 5:30, and I could feel my damp bikini beneath my clothes. It was keeping me cool, and despite how horny I was from the car wash, I could feel that I was no longer trying to burst out of my bikini bottoms. 

If not for Adam, it would have been a nice walk home. I felt the ocean air on my body, I felt more relaxed, I felt like I was more convincing when I walked, and this was now two days in a row that people came onto me. 

They noticed me.

They were drawn to me. 

Has that ever happened? 

No, it didn’t. 

“No offense, pal, but I get the first shower again. This is awful.” 

I thought about how horny I was yesterday, and how I almost got to take care of myself on the couch while he showered. I was even hornier today, and didn’t mind if he wanted to shower; after getting hit on all afternoon, after frollicking in a bikini, and after feeling like the hottest thing in the parking lot, I didn’t mind time for some self-care. 

We made our way up the stairs to our landing, and Adam got out his key. At the top of the stairs, he stopped.

“Shit,” he said, and he turned and looked down at me. “You’re not going to believe this.”

He stepped back, and there, covering our doorknob, was a sock. 

Marley’s sign. 

She was home, and she wasn’t alone.
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“No,” he said, shaking his head. “This is not fair. She has no right to do this.”

“Of course she does,” I said.

“No, she doesn’t. She knows we’re coming home around this time, she knows we’re dressed like this, she knows this. It’s selfish.” 

He readied his hand as if to grab the sock. His key was in his other hand.

“Adam, no.”

“She knows I don’t want to be like this.”

“Maybe they’re almost done,” I said. “You’re acting like she doesn’t know you want to get back to being normal Adam. Maybe she does. Maybe this is a quickie.”

He closed his eyes.

“Adam, if you were in there and someone came home before you were…ready, you’d be pissed. She’s no different.”

His eyes remained closed, and after a minute started nodding his head. 

“OK,” he said. “OK, you win. We wait it out. Let’s just go downstairs. We’ll sit by my car.”

I led the way back down the stairs and out to his car. He didn’t have his car keys, so it’s not like we could have waited in the air conditioning. Instead, we sat in the sun and felt ourselves sweat. 

“This wig makes my head so fucking hot,” he said as we squinted at each other and pretended our friend wasn’t upstairs having sex with Dinah. “You have no idea how lucky you are.” 

“Should have grown your hair out when you had the chance,” I said. 

“This sucks,” he said. “We’re hanging out in the parking lot on a sunny day, and Marley’s up there getting it on however she does that with Dinah, who’s fucking hot. They’re probably six orgasms into it and just got out their massive strapon, and meanwhile I’m down here dressed like a mangirl while talking to my friend who doesn’t seem to mind that he's wearing a skirt.”

“It’s not worth complaining about,” I said.

“Of course it is.”

“No, it’s not,” I said. “You don’t have to do it forever.” 

“It’s not that,” he said. “It’s all of it. We’re here less than a week, I’m humiliating myself for cash, and she meets a hot girl who likes to bone and I’m standing around with shaved legs. And you’re oddly at peace with it.”

I shrugged. “It could be worse.”

“How could this possibly be worse!” he said. 

“Worse than what?” we heard a woman call from behind us.

It was Dinah, walking from the street. She was wearing oversized sunglasses and a white sundress, her tote bag over one shoulder. As she got closer I could see the dark bikini she was wearing under the sundress. 

“Wait,” Adam said, looking confused. “If you’re here, who’s–”

“Hey Dinah,” I said. 

“Is this the hot chick tailgating party?” she asked. 

“Hardly. Marley’s up there,” Adam said. “She has…company.” 

Dinah looked up at our window and blushed. 

“Well that was fast.” 

“We thought she was with you,” Adam said.

“Me?” Dinah laughed. “No, Marley’s not my type. I don’t date girls like her.”

“What is your type?” Adam asked.

Dinah looked us over. “Girls like you,” she said. 

“Haha,” Adam said in mock laughter, and Dinah looked me right in the eye. I looked away quickly, because even though I couldn’t see her eyes through her sunglasses, something told me she wasn’t kidding. 

“I knew she clicked with Genevieve, but wow.” She paused and looked at us. “You really thought that was me up there?” 

“Yeah,” Adam said.

“Kind of,” I said. I was oddly relieved that she wasn’t up there with Marley, though I’m not sure I could say why. 

“Well, I come bearing hard seltzers,” she said, patting her tote bag. “If you’re killing some time, we can go hang out on the beach until they’re done. Damn, they must have really liked each other.”

“I am going nowhere like this,” Adam said through gritted teeth. “I’m guessing he’ll go, though. He apparently likes prancing around in a bathing suit and can’t wait to do it again.” 

We ignored him. 

My choice was to stay with Grumpy Adam while Marley got laid, or else walk to a beach and drink with a pretty hot girl I had spent the last fifteen minutes picturing naked, in hot lesbian ecstasy with one of my best friends. 

“Yeah, I’m in,” I said. 

“Great!” she said. “We can go to the Bank Street Beach. It’s not far from here. We can walk.” 

We left Adam behind, hanging out on the hood of his car, grumbling to nobody. 

“It’s only been a few days and he doesn’t seem to be taking this well,” she said as we got out to Main Street and headed East. 

“You think?” I laughed. 

We crossed Main Street at Bank Street, and I let her lead the way. 

“Is that Marley’s skirt?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. 

“It looks good on you,” she said.

“Thanks? I think?” I said. “Oh, wait.” I stopped.

“What is it?”

“I only have what’s in my pockets, which is just my phone and my key. I don’t have a towel or anything. Not that I could have gotten it from the apartment, I guess.”

“I have a towel,” she said. “We can share. I have sunscreen too.” 

We walked side by side the whole way down Bank Street, which was a residential street. Not many cars passed us, but I did wonder what they thought as they drove by. I could feel us getting closer to the beach since the trees were getting shorter and the breeze picked up. Pretty soon we rounded a corner and there was a huge parking lot in front of us, and just ahead I could see the white caps of cresting waves. 

We walked out to the beach, and chose a spot between two lifeguard towers. There were a few families still running around, but a lot of people were starting to pack up for the day. Dinah spread a towel out on the sand, I took off my skirt and t-shirt, and sat down on the towel. I dug a little cup holder in the sand to hold the lemon-lime hard seltzer she handed me. 

“You going to sit?” I asked. She looked a little nervous standing there, but she sat down next to me, then slowly lifted her white sundress over her head. 

I couldn’t be sure, but I think she inched towards me a little bit after she took her dress off. 

We sipped our seltzers and watched the ocean. 

“You know, I’ve never done this before,” she said after a few minutes.

“Never been to a beach?” 

“No,” she said, “I mean, I’ve never done this before. Wear a bikini on a beach.” 

“You’re kidding.”

She shook her head, then she looked away, out at the ocean. 

“I saw you today, you know.”

“What do you mean?”

“The car wash. All of it. Or, some of it, I guess.” 

“Oh. Yeah, that was not how I was thinking I’d spend my afternoon.” 

She looked at me and smiled. “What you’re doing takes a lot of courage. And I know that look.”

“What look?”

“The look that says you feel like you’re home but don’t want to be.” 

“I’m not sure this feels like home,” I said. 

It was my turn to look out over the water.

“That’s not what I mean.” 

I let that hang there between us.

“What do you mean?”

She smiled and then said “we should put on some sunscreen. I’ll do your back if you do mine.” 

For the second time that day, a girl put sunscreen on me. When McKenzie did it before the car wash, it felt mechanical. But when Dinah did it, it felt almost sensual. She worked her fingers slowly over my neck and back, slipping her fingers beneath the strings of my bikini top to get sunscreen underneath it. 

I was sitting on the towel with my knees to my chest, and I could feel my little hairless bulge start to twitch. She kept going over the same spots, wasn’t she? It was agony. She was teasing me. She had to be teasing me. 

“Now me,” she said. Her neck was partially exposed all the time because of her short hair, but she lifted it up to fully expose the rest of her neck. 

I wasn’t sure what to do. Was she doing my sunscreen in a sexy way on purpose? Does she want me to do it like that? Do I do it quickly, like McKenzie did? 

I decided not to take as long as Dinah did, but to have it be longer than what McKenzie did. I also hoped that by taking my time, my erection would calm down.

It didn’t. The whole time I rubbed slippery sunscreen onto her, I could feel my body respond. 

I did her back between her shoulder blades, and worked it in with the palm of my hand. Then  squeezed some more onto my palms, and rubbed her shoulders. 

“Oh, sorry,” I said. “You can reach those.”

“No, it’s OK,” she said. “It felt good. I wasn’t going to stop you. Feels different when it’s someone else.”

Yes it did. 

I needed cold water, fast, and the only thing around was the ocean. 

I stood up as she finished applying and hid my bulge from her. “I’m wading out for a few minutes,” I said. “Meet you out there.” 

Yes, it was Summer, and yes, we were at a beach, but it was still the North Atlantic. The water was cold, and I knew that as soon as I got waist-deep it would do its job. 

I turned my head a few times, and Dinah was still on our towel, leaning back on her hands, watching me. 

I waved like an idiot. 

The waves weren’t huge, but a couple of them would swell as they got close to shore and would ride up higher on my body than I was prepared for. I held my arms out and braced myself. Eventually the waves would swell and hit me in the crotch, and I could feel myself start to shrink. 

I turned to face Dinah again and was surprised to see her partway out in the water, following me. 

“This is fucking freezing!” she hissed at me as she got closer. 

“Isn’t it great?” I asked. 

“No! This is not like California at all!” 

She walked past me a little, then turned to face me with her back to the ocean. She was hugging herself and shivering a little. Her bikini was dark purple, and her boobs were only slightly bigger than mine. 

I was too busy sizing her up to notice the wave swelling behind her, and by the time the water rose above her waist it was too late. She cried out as the cold water surged up her back, and the wave had enough force that it carried her forward. 

She landed in my arms, and I held her. 

She looked at me, our faces only a few inches apart. 

“That was a big one,” I said. 

“I think the ocean is telling me to do something,” she said. 

“What’s that?” I breathed, hoping it was what I thought.

It was. 

She kissed me right on the lips as another wave hit us, only this time the cold water wasn’t enough to distract us. Her lips were soft, and her mouth was delicate. Another wave hit us and I dug my heels in, which pressed my crotch into hers. 

The cold water was no longer doing its job, but we did not break the kiss. 

Was I supposed to kiss her like a guy? What was I supposed to be holding? At that moment, her hands went up my sides and she held my head, working her fingers into the back of my neck, rubbing my scalp. 

It felt magical, and I did the same. 

Our kiss lasted another couple swells, and on the last swell, I felt something pressing against the bulge in my bikini. 

Did she have a bulge of her own? 

“I…wow,” she said as our kiss ended. “I was hoping you’d like girls like me,” she said. 

“What’s a girl like you?” I said, as we stared at each other closely. 

She held her hand out and hovered it right over my chest. “I want to touch you so badly,” she said. 

“I…haven’t eaten in a while, and that seltzer went straight to my head. I’m kind of afraid…”

“Afraid of what?” she breathed, close to my face.

“Afraid that I’ll make some bad choices.”

“I’m up for some bad choices if you are,” she whispered.
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Dinah’s apartment was downtown, right on Main Street, six or seven blocks West of our place. It was above a jewelry store, which was one of the few places Adam and I didn’t stop at when we canvassed the town for jobs. 

She unlocked her street-level door, and we speed-walked up the stairs, her leading the way and me getting a view up her sundress as we climbed. She definitely had a bulge in her bikini, and it matched mine. 

Did I like girls like her? A few days ago I wouldn’t have known what I’d say. 

She threw open her door and immediately turned to face me, her tote bag sliding off her shoulder and landing on the floor. 

We held each other’s faces and went in for another kiss as she kicked the door closed with her foot. As we kissed, she slipped out of her flip flops, and I did the same. I moved my hands to help her lift her sundress back over her head, and she worked the waistband of Marley’s skirt. 

The skirt fell to the floor at my feet, and I dropped her sundress next to it. 

She backed away towards her bedroom door, lifting my Lucky Lobster shirt over my head. By the time I could see again and we left the shirt behind us, we were through her doorway and kissing right in front of her bed. 

She removed my sunglasses, and I removed hers. 

We stared into each other’s eyes, while I grabbed the side strings of her bikini, and she grabbed mine. At the same time, we each pulled the knots undone. Both of our wet bikini bottoms fell to the floor.

Neither of us looked at the other, though we knew we were each naked from the waist down. 

I had never been with anyone before, and was not sure what to do. Though I had spent a lot of time fantasizing over my first time, I never imagined that my first time would be like this.

People had watched us come in out of the water together, having just watched two girls in bikinis share a long, passionate kiss in waist-deep water. People packing their cars watched those same girls in bikinis hold hands as they walked quickly through the parking lot. People leaving that parking lot in their cars passed by those same girls as they walked up Bank Street. And anyone on Main Street would have seen two girls disappear into an apartment building.

And those two girls were now in one another’s arms, unsure of what to do. 

Thankfully, Dinah acted first, and without breaking eye contact with me, she reached down and started stroking me. As cold as I was and as small as I felt, I knew it wasn’t going to take much to get me fully hard. 

I reached down, also without looking, and took her into my hands. She was smaller than I was, just as hairless, and it only took a few small strokes to get her fully hard. 

She grabbed me by the bikini top and playfully pulled me on top of her as we both fell to the bed. 

She started to grind into me, and I felt our hard cocks between us, rubbing against one another, and rubbing against our bellies. It was a slow grinding, and I ground back, surprised at how good it felt to just explore each other’s warm body. 

We kissed again, only this time she was distracted, as she was reaching for something in the drawer of her bedside table. I sat up and looked at what she was doing.

“It’s lube,” she whispered, and she squeezed a few drops of it onto her crotch, then pulled me back down on top of her. 

We got right back into slowly grinding into one another, only this time it was slick and I was lost in the sensations on the whole lower half of my body. She was breathing heavier now, and pulled her bikini top down, exposing her little breasts.

“Suck on them,” she breathed. “Suck them now.” 

I took each of her nipples into my mouth and I felt her squirm beneath me. As she squirmed, it only intensified what I was feeling, as she raised her hips in time with me sucking on her nipples.

Each slippery stroke I felt closer to the release I craved the last few days. Each stroke, we seemed to push harder into one another, until we looked one more time into one another’s eyes, and let go.

It was instant. We knew we were each granting the other permission to speed up, to become an animal. We both pushed into one another harder, our hungry cocks trapped between our bodies, and our pace quickened with each movement. 

Soon we were both breathing heavily, the bed was shaking, and we were smashed into each other. 

I felt the familiar feeling start to swell inside me. “I’m going to cum,” I breathed as our bodies flung sweat at one another.

“Not yet, I’m so close,” she moaned. “Oh God!” 

And I squeezed with all my might, trying to hold out, trying to keep this feeling going just a little longer. I tried to hold out for her, so we could climb together, and so we could come down together. And just as I couldn’t hold back any longer, I felt something warm hit me in the belly.

She was cumming, and she was spasming, and at that moment I let go and came with a cry. 

We held each other as we felt our separate pulsing cocks spray cum against our slick bodies. It had nowhere to go but stay between us. 

We kissed as our climaxes wound down, and we felt the warm, thrilling mess between us.

I slid off of her and lay next to her, and we felt the mix of cum and lube drip off our bodies onto the bed. She slowly rubbed her fingers all over my belly, and I felt the same teasing feelings from when she applied sunscreen earlier. 

Was that my first time? 

Did it count if no one penetrated anyone? 

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” Dinah said. “I don’t know what happened.”

“I don’t care what happened,” I said. “That was amazing.”

“I’m scared,” she said. 

“Scared of what?” 

“Scared that was too much,” she said. “Scared that you don’t like girls like me.”

“I think I am a girl like you,” I said softly.


Epilogue

Adam lasted three more days at the Lucky Lobster before he headed back home, unable to take any more of it. His father wasn’t on the hook for any rent, though, as Marley decided to stay in the apartment with Genevieve, the girl Dinah introduced her to. 

As you might have guessed, I moved in with Dinah and we spent the rest of the Summer getting to know one another and getting to know one another’s bodies. 

As I write this, it’s mid-September and tourist season is over. The Lucky Lobster closed for the year, and we spent a week deciding what to do, hanging out at as many beaches as we could visit. We settled on piling into her car and heading back to California. I’ve never lived anywhere warm, and Dinah swears that we can wear bikinis all winter where we’re going. 

Marley and Genevieve are sticking around Provincetown for the Winter with “her people,” as she put it. We haven’t heard from Adam in months. It’s hard to lose a close friend just as you start to blossom, but I wish him the best and hope we reconnect someday soon. 

Marley’s been great, and has been the most supportive friend anyone could ask for. Not just because she let me keep the coffee maker and the cargo skirt, but because she knew all about coming out, and about becoming something new. 

In the end, she was right. It was a really great Summer for me.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story The Wedding Favor, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Kelsey the Cutie, available here.

[image: ]

For eight of Ally’s hottest stories at one discounted price, check out her bundle Discovery, available here.
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