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THRIFT GIRL


Bruce needed any job he could get, so he got a job at the closest place hiring: a thrift store. It’s not a glamorous job, sorting through people’s junk day in and day out, but money is money.

As the weeks go by, Bruce begins to notice that his coworkers seem to be making a whole lot more money than the minimum wage they’re all making in the shop, and as he gets to know his coworkers, he begins to learn about their various thrifting-related side hustles. And it’s not long before Katrina, a savvy coworker, offers him five dollars for every piece of high-end women’s clothing he uncovers during his shifts. She models the finds online, flipping them for a tidy profit.

It’s a good little hustle, but Bruce soon realizes that it can be a lot better by cutting Katrina out of the equation.


CHAPTER 1
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Ineeded money so I got a job at the only place near my house that was hiring: a thrift store. Just a few days in, I started to notice that there were a curious number of men coming in to buy female clothing.

At first, I just assumed these guys were buying clothes for their wives and girlfriends… but then I started noticing guys holding the outfits up to their bodies when they thought nobody was looking. One guy even took a stack of men’s clothing into one of the changing rooms—and hidden in the stack were a few little dresses. I know he put the dresses on in the changing room because I saw him shimmying one of the dresses up through that gap at the bottom of the stall door.

Look—I’m not one to judge. I didn’t care. Guys can do whatever they want—even if what they want to do is… weird.

I checked one guy out one afternoon; he was buying almost $200 worth of skirts and dresses. He said, “It’s a big gift for my girlfriend.” I smiled and said, “Lucky girl.” But I knew they were for him; I’d seen him in before, buying high heels. And I had a feeling his girlfriend wasn’t a size 13…

Maybe I shouldn’t be so presumptuous.

But it was pretty obvious. He also had a tinge of eyeliner still on his eyes, and he smelled like women’s perfume.

Like I said: I don’t care. Crossdressers weren’t the weirdest people to come into that thrift store. We had literal drug addicts, hoarders, artists who would paint super bizarre paintings and bring them in, just excited to see their paintings for sale (even if just for $4.99).

Furries came in and bought animal costume accessories from the costume section. Grown men came in often to buy children’s toys—and then there were the creepy childless dudes buying panties from the kids section.

Okay, maybe I will judge a little bit; fuck those weirdos.

In comparison, crossdressers were really not that big of a deal. They weren’t hurting anybody.

Though maybe they weren’t all being super honest with their loved ones. A familiar man came in one afternoon with a woman; they were holding hands, and clearly had been together for a long time. The woman said, “Where do they keep the skirts?” The man shrugged his shoulders and said, “I don’t know. I’ve never been here before.” Then, he looked at me and quickly turned his face away, flushing red with guilt. I can only assume that his lady didn’t know about his crossdressing secret—and maybe it was none of her business. Maybe it was none of my business.

Enough about them for now.

The thrift store was huge. It was the size of an entire warehouse (because it was a literal warehouse). To walk a lap around the whole store would take about ten minutes. It was so big that even I was discovering new sections after a week of working there. There were so many aisle, so many little nooks, and even the back rooms were loaded with clothes.

The manager of the store was a curious character: an older man who used to manage a library. He was particularly interested in the book section of the thrift store, which had tens of thousands of books. He was almost always in that section, moving books around so they were in their right place—or he was in the back, sorting through endless bins of books. He knew the book section like the back of his hand. “There’s already a copy of this on the shelf,” he would say, holding up some obscure romance novel.

The books were tediously well-organized. The rest of the store… not so much. We had four different sections of skirts. Maybe there was some sense in it at one point: athletic skirts, casual skirts, fancy skirts, and costume skirts… but over time, they all just bled into each other. And over time, sections were moved around to make room for other sections. Maybe the skirt sections were all together at one point, but now they were everywhere. One was near the men’s jeans. One was over by the kids’ toys. One was next to the maternity wear. The last one was near the checkout.

Or maybe it was planned that way; I don’t know. Maybe some past manager thought it would be good to get people moving around the store, exploring, seeing things they didn’t know they needed.

I can’t say that thrifting was my thing; I owned five outfits. I owned two pairs of shoes and one pair of jeans. I didn’t want to own anything more than that. To me, that store was just downright overwhelming, and I could not for the life of me understand the people who would come in and spend literal hours perusing aisles.

Okay, maybe I figured out quite quickly what the appeal was. I’ll tell you a quick story.

I was in the back where we sorted and priced items before carting them out to the shelves. I was going through the art. I was supposed to determine a price based on the quality of the frame and the condition of the art, and the size. I never thought to actually look into seeing if any of those pieces of art were valuable whatsoever—and I certainly never thought to look inside of the frames for certificates of authenticity.

I held up one piece of art: a young girl and a young boy sitting with some animals. I looked it over quickly and put a $15 price tag on it. Later that day, I saw a young man staring closely at it, looking absolutely enamoured by it. Whatever—it wasn’t my taste, but there’s something for everyone, I guess.

A few days later, I saw the young man and the painting on the news. “Man discovers lost Norman Rockwell original at thrift store. It’s predicted to sell for $300,000 at auction.”

Believe me when I say that I felt pretty stupid for letting it go like that. Had I known it was worth anything, I would have bought it. After that, I paid close attention to the art that came in—especially after I found out our manager had been operating a profitable side hustle selling valuable books. I even found his eBay page, and saw that he made almost $14,000 selling a first edition of some Virginia Woolf book. I didn’t rat him out.

Then I found out that one of my co-workers was doing something similar with clothes. She was hiding expensive designer clothes in obscure racks, and then coming back to buy them after her shift. She had a whole online shop, making almost ten-thousand per month.

At last she was actually buying the clothes, unlike our manager who was just setting the books aside and taking them home.

I would have loved to find myself a hustle like that. I did, after all, have the amazing advantage of looking through that stuff before anyone else could get their hands on it. I was letting plenty of valuable items slip onto those store shelves where the vultures would swarm them.

But it’s impossible to know the value of everything. I put a camera lens in the camera case for $40. It was gone in minutes, and I found out later that it was a $3,500 lens. How could I know that? I put a bag of markers in a bag and marked them at $3, like we did for all used markers. How was I supposed to know that each marker was worth $15, making the whole bag worth about $650? Who knows all of that?

I was just happy to be working, making some money. $15 an hour was more than I needed, still living with my parents. I had no expenses. I wasn’t in school. I didn’t have to worry about rent or car payments or even electricity bills. Though I was still working towards a goal, of course. I wasn’t just working at that thrift store because I had nothing better to do.

I wanted to get a tattoo.

I know what you’re thinking. ‘Bruce: tattoos aren’t that expensive. A few days of work should have covered your tattoo by now.’ Well, yes, I suppose a few days of work would pay for a normal tattoo. But I didn’t want just a normal tattoo. I wanted a Guy Salesian original.

Guy Salesian—I’m sure you’ve heard of him, but I’ll tell you anyway—was one of the most sought-after tattoo artists in the world. He only did one tattoo a month. He’d won countless awards. His tattoos were insanely iconic. Sure, there were tons of copycats out there—and some of them did a good job.

But the thing with Guy Salesian was, you never knew what he was going to do. His style was recognizable, but fluid. You just didn’t know what you were going to get: an animal, a tree, a naked woman, a landscape… Literally, his canvases never knew what they were going to get. You pay the $15,000 and you let Guy put whatever he wanted on you. I get that’s not for everyone, but I wanted it so badly.

There wasn’t a Guy Salesian piece that I didn’t love. I envied every person walking around with one of those masterpieces on them—and I wanted badly to be one of them.

And saving up $15,000 when only making $15 an hour before tax… I had a long way to go. It didn’t help that I was occasionally buying myself coffee, buying myself lunch, buying myself a new book or a new game.

It was going to take a long time. The challenge wasn’t making the money; that would just come in time. The challenge was waiting for the money: surviving the tedious repetition of sorting through items, pricing them, stocking shelves, and working the cash line. After a couple of week, I found myself dreading the eight hours I had to spend in the store each day.

Time just seemed to move more slowly within those thrift store walls. Sometimes I felt like my shift should be half over, and then I would look at the clock and see that I hadn’t even been there an hour.

So to pass the time, I started to do a whole lot more ‘people watching’. The people that came into that store were interesting—and often weird. Okay, now we’re looping back to where we started.

I’d say a quarter of our customers were odd-balls; I think it just comes with the thrifting territory. The more closely I watched them, the more interesting they became. I found spots in that store where I could see customers without easily being seen myself.

So I watched.

Of course I ended up catching a handful of shoplifters: men and women trying to hide clothes under their outfits, stuffing their pockets with used jewelry that was probably not worth much. But the shoplifters (and weirdos buying kids panties) never looked nearly as nervous and guilty as the crossdressers.


CHAPTER 2
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The crossdressers always looked so afraid, so full of guilt; they were always so on edge: faces red, constantly looking over their shoulders. Meanwhile, the shoplifters were calm, smooth, and quick.

The crossdressers would linger in aisles for long periods of time. If someone walked by, they would abandon their stations and meander around until it was quiet again, and then they would meander back and start picking through the women’s clothing again.

I watches as one young man found a little lace dress, which apparently tickled his fancy. He held it with both of his hands and then he closed his eyes, letting out a little gasp or whimper before his body shuddered all over for a moment. Then he opened his eyes and looked around. He sandwiched the lacy outfit between some men’s jeans and then he did a full lap of the store before finding himself at the changing rooms, where I gave him a key for a stall.

I walked away, so he could hear me leaving, and then I crept back in quietly: tiptoeing ever-so-carefully so he would still think that he was alone.

I couldn’t see into his stall, but I could hear his heavy, nervous breathing. I crouched down so that I could see his ankles—almost up to his knees. I watched as he stepped his shaved legs into that little lacy outfit.

I had to admit that his legs looked girly all shaved up like that. For a moment I wondered if there had been a swap in the short period that I was out of the room.

He shimmied the outfit up slowly, until I couldn’t see it any longer; the skirt of the outfit was just too short. I watched his ankles as he twisted and turned, admiring himself in the mirror. He stood up onto the balls of his feet: a very feminine stance—and again, I found myself wondering if maybe the guy had a girlfriend shopping with him, and they’d swapped spaced when I wasn’t looking.

I heard a camera snapping: that iconic iPhone photo sound. Then I heard him whisper, in a girly tone, “Shoot!” I heard a soft click: him turning his phone to silent before surely taking more photos.

I tried not to laugh. When he finally emerged from the room, I tried not to smile or look suspicious. “How did everything fit?” I asked.

“Fine,” he said softly, not making eye-contact.

“Anything I can put back for you?”

He shook his head and buzzed by me. I watched from afar as he put the jeans back himself. Then, I made sure to be near the checkout, just so that I could hear what he had to say. No, it wasn’t my business, but I was curious; I found the whole thing to be massively entertaining. It was weird to think that this young man had some secret little life that he was living—and maybe nobody knew but me.

I was nearby when he placed that lacy dress onto the self-checkout scanner. I approached slowly and said, “Did you forget your jeans?” I was trying not to crack a smile. His face turned dark red.

To be fair, teasing these poor young guys wasn’t my idea. It was an idea given to me by Michael, one of the senior staff members. He did it all the time. He said to me, “If you don’t find a way to have fun here, you’ll want to hang yourself in the quilting section within a few months.” I thought he was just being silly, but once I had a taste of that intense boredom, I knew that there was some truth to his crazy remark.

The young man was silent for a long moment before saying, “I decided not to buy them. I’m just going to buy this for my girlfriend.” For some reason, the crossdressers always felt the need to have some excuse, some story. A normal person would have just said, “I don’t want them.” But this young man, and the other guys like him, had to come up with a tale. “It’s our, uh, anniversary coming up. She’s been trying to track down a dress just like this one,” he went on.

“It’s a nice dress. Good find.”

His cheeks were dark red now. “Yeah. Uh, is it? I mean—I don’t really know anything about it.” He chuckled awkwardly. “I hope she likes it. That’s all that matters.”

I hate to admit it, but teasing the young man was making my day so much less tedious. “How long have you guys been together?”

“Who?”

“You and your girlfriend,” I clarified.

“Oh. Um, I guess about, uh—seven months.”

“I thought you said your anniversary was coming up.”

“Did I? I meant birthday,” he said. I could see him visibly trembling now. Maybe I felt a little bit bad, putting him on the spot like that. Maybe I was being a bit of an asshole—but I couldn’t seem to help myself; the other option was to go off and sort through boxes of junk in the back. You wouldn’t believe how many people take literal garbage to the thrift store: it’s free to drop stuff off, and it’s a lot closer than going to the landfill.

I decided to let the young man go without additional questioning.

He came back a few days later. I went right back to spying. This time, he came when the store was super quiet: only a couple other shoppers meandering those long, bursting aisles. I watched as he looked around nervously before creeping into the lingerie section.

Look—I don’t know why we even had a lingerie section. Name something more nasty than used lingerie; you probably can’t. I’d personally had to sort through piles of it before—and I’d seen the white crusty residue on the fabric that goes between the thighs. Ew—no thanks. We were told to discard anything with visible bodily fluids on them—but not all bodily fluids are visible…

The young crossdresser didn’t seem to mind that the little outfits were used. Within seconds of running his fingers over the various outfits, he was in heaven: face reddening, body trembling. His lips parted and I could almost hear his elated sigh from across the gigantic thrift store.

He didn’t try any of it on; he just filled a cart with lingerie, covered it with a used quilt, and he rushed himself to the self-checkout. I made sure to be there, making him feel awkward and uncomfortable just so that I could get a bit of mean entertainment into my boring-ass day.

“That’s a big haul you’ve got there,” I said, approaching him from behind.

He looked at me with a pale countenance. He said nothing at first—and then, suddenly, he spewed out his ‘excuse’. “My girlfriend landed this modelling gig,” he claimed. “And, uh, she needs to provide her own costumes. She asked me to stop here at the store on my way to work.”

I teased him for a while. It was fun, but I ended up stopping because it started to feel mean. I watched him move quickly out of the thrift store. He was in such a rush that he left his phone on the checkout—but I didn’t notice until a customer said, “There’s a phone here.”

I took the phone back to the office where we kept valuable lost-and-found items (mostly wallets and phones). As I put it down, it lit up: a notification. ‘Dirty Dawg liked your photo,’ it said. I paused, thinking little of it—and then it lit up again a minute later. ‘Horny Daryl liked your photo’. I laughed.

It happened again a few minutes later. The phone was locked. I couldn’t see what ‘photo’ people were liking, but based on the usernames of the people liking the photos, I had a feeling that it was something lewd.

But I had an idea. I ended up looking the users up that were liking the photo. I went to look at the photos that they were ‘liking’. It didn’t take long to narrow it down to one user: Sarah Summers.

I knew that it was him because I recognized that lace dress that he had come in to buy a few days earlier. Though it was hard to recognize the young man through the wig and makeup. He was presenting himself as a woman… and he actually kind of looked like a woman.

“Damn,” I whispered, looking closely. I wondered if the photos had been edited. Was that really him? Did he really have a body like that?

The pictures weren’t lewd, but there were plenty of lingerie and bikini shots. There was no mention anywhere about being a man—or being trans or a crossdresser. ‘Sarah Summers’ was a fake persona that the young man was using online. All of the photos were taken in the same bedroom. I had a feeling that girly persona didn’t leave that bedroom—unless you count the changing room at that thrift store.

It was an hour later when the man came back asking if he had left a phone there. I fetched it for him. As I handed it to him, the screen lit up. There was a ‘new comment’ on a photo, and that comment was on the screen now as we each held an end of the phone. “I want to see your beautiful little tits so badly, and suck your perfect nipples.”

The young man blushed. I smiled. He looked at me with a horrified glare before tugging the phone away from me and saying, “It must be one of those spam messages. Probably trying to get me to download a virus or something.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I get those all the time.”

“Same,” he said. He stood there awkwardly for a long moment, and then he took off.


CHAPTER 3
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Teasing crossdressers wasn’t the only highlight of my days working at the thrift store. I suppose I should mention the gorgeous women that were often coming in to find expensive clothes hidden in those endless aisles of bustling randomness.

We were often getting clothes that still had tags on them: birthday and Christmas gifts that were just never the style of whoever received them: gifts given to people who were too lazy to return or sell them. Even I occasionally recognized the brand names on intact tags. Zara, LuluLemon, and so on… A quick search on the phone would reveal some of these outfits to be worth a hundred bucks or more. I probably should have tried to sell them myself, but I felt like I was too new to pull a trick like some of the employees were pulling. I sometimes told myself that I would buy the items myself after my shift, but I guess I wasn’t as good at hiding the stuff as my co-workers, because the items were always gone by the time my shift was over.

Plus—beautiful women don’t want to buy clothes online from some random dude.

Many of the thrift shop regulars were quite beautiful. The real highlight of my day was when they would come in and explore the clothing aisles—and when they would try on various skimpy little outfits. A few of those regulars were Instagram models; I knew for a fact because sometimes they would shoot content in the store so they wouldn’t have to actually buy the items (they asked me if it was okay and I said sure). I actually liked watching them filming their content in the shop; the girls were pretty and sometimes they got a bit naughty for the camera, thinking nobody was looking. Every so often, I got to watch some girl flash her titties or lift her skirt and reveal a complete lack of panties. Maybe the content wasn’t so much for their Instagrams—and more for their OnlyFans. Oh well, I don’t judge.

There were a few beautiful women who were regulars of that thrift shop. One young woman came in two or three times a week, always buying big hauls of clothes. I wondered at first if she was a hoarder—but I dismissed that theory, because she was too well put together, always with her makeup done, always with her hair perfectly curled, always in a perfectly fitting outfit. Also… I’ll just say it bluntly: the hoarders were never that pretty.

I also considered the possibility that she was running her own consignment store. Maybe she was buying low and selling high, like my co-worker. But that was also a hard theory to fully believe, because she wasn’t really buying items that still had tags on them, and she wasn’t even really buying items that were originally very valuable, as far as I could tell.

I suppose I could have walked up to her and asked, “What are you doing with all of these clothes?” I tried to do it a few times, but when I got close, I would freeze up. She was so pretty and she smelled so good. She was so far out of my league—too far to even entertain a conversation, as far as I was concerned.

Sometimes she would look at me and smile: a beautiful, heart-melting smile that seemed so genuine, but deep down I knew that it was actually a smile full of pity for me. She was pretty enough to date some millionaire NHL star; there was no way she would ever give som minimum-wage thrift-store employee a chance—especially one that lived with his mom and dad.

She really did smell amazing. I couldn’t tell you what that perfume was, but sometimes I would catch a hint of it while working in the back, and I knew she was somewhere in that store. I could follow that scent like a hound, right to the aisle she was shopping in. And then she would look at me with that smile, and I would turn to mush, unable to even say, ‘Is there anything I can help you find?’. One time I managed to mutter, “It’s, uh, good day—fine shopping hour. Could be?” She probably thought that I was having a stroke.

She just stared back at me with a blank expression, and I scurried off. I knew that I had no chance with her, yet still, whenever she was in the store, I would attempt to muster up the courage to talk to her—even just as a store employee greeting a customer, but I couldn’t do it.
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It was a Sunday afternoon (I liked working Sundays because I got paid an extra $1.50 per hour) when a group of men came into the store, wearing matching blue jumpsuits, carrying full-length mirrors. They made five trips in and out of the store, setting up ten mirrors in our thrift store. The mirrors had stickers on them: ‘Your next purchase is free. Seriously.’ The mirrors all said—and then there was a QR code that you could scan with your phone.

It was the store’s latest marketing campaign. I scanned one of the QR codes after the men left, and I read the rules. Essentially, the customer just had to dress up in thrift clothes, take a picture in the mirror, and submit their picture to the ‘contest’. Every entrant received a coupon (after their submission was vetted to ensure it wasn’t someone scamming or spamming), which could be redeemed for a free piece of clothing, valued the same as the clothing piece they wore in their selfie. Customers could enter a new picture every day until the end of the contest, which was set to run all month. It seemed a bit complicated, but it was popular. Within a couple of days, there were loads of women coming in, changing in the change rooms, taking their picture in the mirrors, and then returning the next day with their coupon.

The campaign was paying off too; the women would usually buy a few things when they came in to take their photo, so the store really was making money, even though we were giving away quite a bit of our stock.

My coworker approached me one afternoon while I was sorting through a large bin of women’s clothing. I’d noticed her eyeing me over the past couple of hours, with a nervous look on her face.

“Want to switch bins?” she asked, looking into my bin. I had a feeling I was dealing with valuable clothes. Meanwhile, she’d been given a bin of some grandma crap by our manager.

I hated sorting stuff from old people; it always stank, and the smell stayed on your hands for hours. “I’d rather just finish off this bin,” I said sheepishly.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. I could tell that she wanted to remind me that she’d been there longer than me; she’d done it a few times before. She eyed my bin again. “What if I gave you… ten dollars?”

I was tempted to take the offer, but I had a feeling that my bin was worth a lot more to her. “I’ll think about it,” I said.

I had a cart ready to go out to the store. I saw her tense up as I started pushing it. “My shift isn’t over for six hours,” she groaned. “That stuff won’t be there in six hours.” It was her way of saying that she wanted to buy the stuff I was wheeling out now. And she was right; it was good condition stock, and it was busy in the shop. “When are you off?”

“In an hour,” I said.

She walked over and started looking through my cart. “This, this, this, and this,” she said, fingering the clothes. “Buy them for me when your shift is over. I’ll give you five bucks for each one.”

I smiled. “Fine,” I said.

Then she marched over to my bin. She started pulling things aside. “This… this… this… this and this—and this… this too.” She made a pile. “Hide them in the store where girls won’t find them. Then buy them for me when your shift is up.” She looked at me in the eyes, almost scolding me. “Can I trust you?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Five bucks each item,” she said. “That’s really a good deal.” I knew that she planned to sell them for a lot more. Each piece of clothing was only a few bucks—but she would be selling each for forty or fifty bucks.

She kept going through my bin. “This bin is a goldmine. This too. And this. Why did someone bring all of this in? This must have been some mistake. Ooh—definitely this. Make sure you remember where you put all of this stuff, alright? Don’t put it where girls will find it.”

Sadly, I didn’t hide it quite well enough. Six of the outfits were snagged by savvy shoppers. I managed to get the other ten items after my shift, spending forty dollars of my own money before making the switch with my coworker during her break. “Here’s fifty bucks, plus the forty you spent. Ninety total,” she said, handing me cash and snatching the bag. “Next time, hide the clothes better.” She scolded me, and I took off.

Fifty bucks was a lot of cash to me. Some days I would go in and work short shifts, and I wouldn’t even make fifty bucks.

The same thing happened two days later: my coworker got assigned a bin of bed sheets and pillow cases, while I was assigned a bin of women’s clothing. My coworker, again, tried to pay me to switch, but I refused—not out of malice, but because I didn’t want to get into trouble with the manager. But I did try my best to identify clothes she would like—and I asked her from across the sorting room. “You like this?”

I was getting better at identifying valuable clothes. I was starting to recognize brands that were worth more. “What about this little tank top?”

“Definitely that,” she said.

So I made her a pile, and I did my best to hide it.

At the end of that shift, she approached me. “I don’t work again until Friday,” she said. “But you work the next few days, right?”

I nodded.

“For each item you find for me, I’ll pay you five bucks. Okay? If it’s not worth anything, I’m not buying it—so keep the receipt if you have to return it. But I think you’ve got a good idea of what I’m looking for.” She stared at me with a nervous sort of look, as if she didn’t quite trust me. She knew that she was giving herself away a little bit—letting me know that there was big money to be made, and I didn’t necessarily need her; I could have easily just started buying the clothes for myself and selling them myself on Marketplace, just like she was doing.

“I can do that,” I said.

“The trick is to price it just right,” she said. “If you know it’s valuable, don’t price it too low, or girls will find it and snatch it up. If you price it a bit higher, most girls will skim over it. But obviously, that cuts into the profit margin. So you need to find the right price.”

Over the next few days, I spent a lot of time on my phone, looking brands up, searching for the outfits that I was finding. It was boring and tedious, but I was starting to know what she was looking for, and I was happy to be part of her little operation, making some side-cash.

On Thursday afternoon, I found something that I knew was worth a lot. I knew that my coworker would kill for it—and I knew that the savvy shoppers would sniff it out in no time. I sat in the back room for a long time, trying to think of how I could keep it from being snatched up before I could buy it.

The obvious solution was to price it high. I could price a piece of clothing as high as $40—and I knew that it was worth a few hundred, so that didn’t seem like a lot… but I didn’t want to drop $40 just to make five bucks.

Then, I had an idea as I peered over at one of those store-promotion mirrors.


CHAPTER 4
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Isuppose you could call my scheme a bit desperate—though I wouldn’t say that I was desperate. It was clever… though a bit humiliating, even though my plan was to not be seen by anyone.

If my plan worked, I wouldn’t have to spend forty dollars, but my coworker would still be ‘repaying’ me forty dollars, plus the five for the find. I would essentially be making three-hours worth of cash, and all I had to do was snap a quick picture.

I priced that little crop top at the highest value: $40. I put it on a rack where it wouldn’t get too much visibility. I watched nervously through the day as the odd girl found it and eyed it. I saw one girl trembling slightly as she clutched it, seemingly on the fence about buying it. But she put it back and I sighed a sigh of relief.

My shift ended at 8:00 PM, when the store was quiet, save for a few employees and a few older women shopping for knick-knacks. I walked over and grabbed the expensive top. I grabbed a little skirt, and then I snagged a blonde costume wig on my way to the changing room. It was still quiet. My heart was racing. I slipped into the changing room and I put on the outfit. I felt so stupid, shimmying that wig onto my head. I took a slow breath in.

I crouched down and peered out into the store from under the stall door. I could see one of those mirrors. I just had to walk by a couple of aisles, which were empty. I just needed to snap a photo, cropping out my face, with that QR code visible. I counted ten nervous seconds in my head, and then I made my move, opening the door and moving fast.

I got to the mirror, held up my phone, and I snapped the photo. I turned to head back, and that’s when I saw a young man staring at me. He had a pale look on his face: confusion as he looked upon a man dressed in women’s clothing. I hesitated, and then I rushed by him to the changing room. I got changed quickly, and then I hid in that changing stall for a long time before sneaking out when the coast was clear. I put that top back on the rack, and I left the store, still red with humiliation.

I couldn’t believe a man had caught me ‘crossdressing’. I wanted to find him and tell him that I wasn’t actually a crossdresser. I wanted to explain that I was just making an easy forty-five dollars.

I submitted the photo once I was home, along with a picture of the price tag (as per contest rules). A few hours later, I got the email with the $40 certificate, valid only for the outfit that I’d photographed. I showed up when the store was opening the next morning, and I bought the little top using that certificate.

I pumped my fist and grinned… and then it dawned on me that I could do it again and again, until the promotion was over. I just had to find the right outfits in the sorting room. I could make a few hundred extra dollars before the end of the month, and it would cost me nothing…

Nothing but the humiliation of being caught, like I was the previous night. My God, that was so humiliating: the way he looked at me, the way his gaze moved up and down my body. He almost certainly saw my hairy legs. He almost certainly saw my masculine face. He had probably messaged all of his friends to tell them about the pathetic thrift store guy.

I just had to be more careful. If I was going to do it again, I just needed to be a bit smarter about how I was taking those photos at those mirrors.

That afternoon, while going through the store, I noticed a high-quality blonde wig. It had curtain bangs, which would do a better job of hiding my face. I also noticed a pair of round-framed glasses, which I knew would do a good job of making me a little less recognizable.

At least with the little disguise, if another employee saw me, they wouldn’t immediately recognize me… right?

I managed to pull it off two days straight without being noticed by anyone. The scheme was the same: find a valuable piece of clothing, tag it at $40, slip it into the middle of some rack, snag it after my shift, dress up like a girl quickly in the change room, then sneak out and snap a quick picture. Each night, I would get my redeemable coupon code, and then before my next shift, I would buy the outfit for my coworker.

She was thrilled when we finally met up to exchange clothes for money; she didn’t even seem to care that I used the maximum price for those few outfits (I could only do one a day with the coupon).

She thrusted the cash into my hands and she snatched the bag of clothes. Her face lit up as she looked through the outfits. “I can’t believe you got an authentic Merle Bonita.” She held it up and felt it with her hands. “It’s so beautiful. I might not even sell it. Who would donate something like this? They obviously have no idea what anything is worth.”

I counted the money in my hands: nearly $300, for almost no work whatsoever.

I turned around to head home, and then she called out to me: “Bruce, wait.”

I stopped and turned to face her.

“Thanks,” she said. “This is a big score for me. I—uh… appreciate the help.”

I smiled.

“If you keep doing this for me, I’ll make it worthwhile for you.”

She had a sultry look in her eyes, and for a moment I assumed she was offering me sexual favours in exchange for clothes. She must have seen my eyes widen, because she quickly scowled and said, “Ew! I mean money, you weirdo. If you keep finding really good clothes… I don’t know, maybe I could go as high as ten bucks an outfit—depending on what you find.”

“Deal,” I said.

And it worked out perfectly, because I’d just had a meeting with our manager, and my shifts were being moved to the evenings, so I wasn’t going to be seeing much of my coworker anymore.

I was kind of excited about our new little deal—especially with that promotion still running (still with two weeks left until it was over). I had a chance to make a serious chunk of change—and the new objective added a bit of a thrill to my usual tedious workday. Now, whenever I sorted through clothes, I felt like I was panning for gold.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas by no means an expert in identifying brand name women’s clothing… but I was getting pretty good at it. I even watched a few YouTube videos made my ‘professional thrifters’ like my coworker. The girls who made those videos made their living buying valuable clothing from thrift stores—and maybe of them worked at thrift stores, so that they could get the first chance to buy those valuable items.

When I started that job at that thrift store, I had no idea that there was so much potential to make so much money. I had no idea that so many people made their living doing this. I found entire forums full of people doing the same thing. And it was so much more complicated than simply finding items that were more valuable than they were priced; that was just the first level.

In the world of thrifting, that was just called ‘gold-mining’. It was the basic intro into thrift-selling, but I learned that it went much deeper than that.

There was also a term called ‘junk shining’. It referred to buying something that was super cheap, and not necessarily valuable, and then making it valuable by marketing as being worth much more—usually by getting a pretty model to look really good in it when selling it online, or by pairing it in pictures with very expensive clothing items.

There was also, of course, ‘flipping’, which involved a level of DIY craftiness: taking cheap outfits and making them valuable by improving them in some fundamental way—like turning an old pair of jeans into a trendy pair of daisy dukes.

In fact, the more I researched the art of thrifting, the more hesitant I was to be giving all of my treasures to my coworker for such a low price. I watched her eyes light up when I handed her a pair of faded blue jeans. I went home that night and found out the jeans were selling on Marketplace for over $600 used. I can’t say that I know who the hell was paying that much for a pair of used pants—but the market was there, and I was only making a measly ten bucks for the find.

Still, I stuck to my promise and continued to supply my coworker with my finds. My process continued to involve taking my most valuable find, dressing up in it, snapping a picture, and then getting a redeemable coupon to buy it in the morning, earning me an extra forty bucks.

It was a Friday evening when I lost faith in our little deal. We met up to exchange my finds for cash. She went through my selections, and then she handed me $55, plus what I spent on the clothes. “I just gave you ten things,” I said, pausing as she beamed and picked through the bag.

“Ten times five is fifty—plus a five as a tip,” she said.

“But you said we were doing ten now,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“I said ten for certain items that are worth more. These are good, but they aren’t worth a fortune, Bruce,” she said, rolling her eyes. I knew she was taking advantage of me. I felt embarrassed admitting that I knew the clothes were worth a lot, but I couldn’t just let her fleece me like that.

“Those Rag and Bone jeans alone will resell for a hundred bucks, and you know it,” I said.

“Yeah, and they cost me thirty bucks to buy from you,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s not much of a profit.”

“It’s a lot of profit considering you did none of the work!”

“Selling it is a lot of work,” she said with a scowl. “If you don’t want in on this, I don’t have to cut you in. I’m just trying to be nice to you, Bruce.” She rolled her eyes and grunted, making me even more annoyed.

“Find me better stuff and I’ll pay you better,” she said.

I walked away, trying to get some distance from her before I said something that I regretted. That night, I searched for Rag and Bone jeans on Marketplace, and I found the account from which she was selling her items. She had put them up for $160, and was claiming ‘never worn’. I was furious when I went to look an hour later and they were marked as ‘sold’.

She was making big money. I looked through her profile history: sold, sold, sold, sold, sold. Quick math told me that she was making over $500 in profit every damned day—and more than half of what she was selling was what I was finding.

The next day, I found more great items while sorting in the back. I set them out and bought them after my shift. I thought about selling them myself; I thought hard about it.

I even put a few things up on Marketplace, nervous that she would see and call me out.

But nothing sold. I got no bites. I couldn’t understand what I was doing wrong. So, after a few days, I caved and took the items to my coworker. She happily took them from me, giving me five bucks an item. I felt defeated. I assumed she was able to sell them because she had a clientele that trusted her. Maybe her Marketplace profile had better visibility because she’d sold so much. Maybe there was some SEO tactic that I was totally missing.

Or maybe it was because she wore all of the clothes that she sold, modelling them for the camera, whereas I was just laying them out on the edge of my bed.

But I didn’t have an attractive woman to wear the clothes for me. I didn’t even have a sister that could model for me—so I was stuck selling those finds to my coworker for a tiny fraction of what they were worth.

Though I wasn’t going to let her get away with taking advantage of me like that. I had never been one to want to ‘get revenge’ on someone. I had never considered myself a malicious person. But I just hated the idea of someone making a very comfortable living while paying me next to nothing to do the work for them—and I realized that I had an opportunity to give myself a little bit more power in our ‘relationship’.


CHAPTER 6
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Just thinking about my ‘plan’ made my heart race. At first, it was just a silly idea that I had absolutely no intention to entertain. But the more and more that I thought about it, the more I realized the idea had real potential.

She had to put the clothes out on the racks, no matter how badly she wanted to just keep them in the back room until her shift was over; it was store policy, even though the manager put his precious books aside.

There were cameras in the sorting room. Employees had been fired before for trying to be sneaky before; there was no way that she was going to risk her job. She thought she had a loophole: putting the outfits she wanted onto obscure racks that weren’t quite the correct racks. Hell—that’s probably why the store was so disorganized! Employees had probably been pulling tricks like this for so long that the whole store had been shuffled around for decades.

But I knew where she put her clothes. I knew the racks she thought were ‘safe’.

Sadly, I couldn’t just walk in during her shift and take her little finds. She would see me and be furious; she would assume that I was ‘stealing’ from her, even though she hadn’t bought the items herself yet. But maybe I could go in wearing a disguise…

And the disguise that made the most sense was, of course, a feminine disguise.

I didn’t have to necessarily pass as a woman, but I did have to be unrecognizable. If people thought that I was ‘trans’ or just one of the many ‘crossdressers’ that came in—that was fine; as long as they didn’t know that I was me.

I could endure a tiny bit of embarrassment if it meant shoving it to the lady that had been taking advantage of me for weeks. I still had all of the clothes I’d bought over the past two days—which included two pairs of heels and a pair of heeled boots. I even had a pallet of makeup (eyeshadows) from a recent haul, which I hadn’t traded away yet for cash.

So I had all of the pieces for my disguise. It just didn’t come together quite as quickly as I thought it would.

I put on a skirt, which was a bit shorter than knee-length. I put on a black bodysuit, and then a little knit cardigan. Then I realized that I had no wig, so I walked over to the thrift store, which was only a few blocks from my house. I quietly walked in, grabbing a wig and taking it to the self-checkout. I don’t think anyone saw me. I bought the round glasses too.

But putting on a wig and glasses just wasn’t enough. I had to shave my face… and my legs.

I felt a bit weird about shaving my legs, but there were many months before short-season, so I wasn’t worried about anyone noticing. It did, sadly, take way longer than expected to shave all of that leg hair away. I probably spent forty minutes in the shower, swiping strip after strip of hair—and then, when I was shaving my thighs, I came to an awkward point where I had to decide where to stop. It seemed so weird to just leave a harsh contrast between smooth and hairy on my upper thighs, so I kept shaving hair away, inch by inch, until there was just a tiny bit of pubic hair left over my shaft.

I blushed. Even that patch looked weird now, with everything smooth… so I shaved it away too, along with the hair on my balls.

I was red all over with embarrassment—but it was a small sacrifice to make to win myself some power in our business dynamic. My whole plan was to just show her a big haul of clothes after doing this for a few days, and saying, “Ten dollars per item from now on, or I keep it all.” I had to play a power move, or she was going to continue using me.

My heart was racing when I started brushing eye shadow around my eyes. My hands were trembling. I knew my parents were downstairs, and I absolutely did not want them walking in on me doing this. I was even planning to climb out of my bedroom window to leave the house, so they wouldn’t see me.

Crossdressers always had excuses—but nobody ever believed any of them—and they weren’t going to believe me either, so I had to be careful.

I can’t tell you how long I spent putting that makeup on, because I don’t know; I lost track of time: applying eye-shadow and then wiping it all off and trying again. Multiple hours went by as I tried to get it ‘just right’. The makeup was vital to making myself unrecognizable—and it was working. Whenever I got the shadow just right, I felt like I could pass as someone else... but then I would notice a small detail that could be improved, and I would wipe it all away.

Honestly, in the time that it took me to get ready for that operation, I could have just picked up a shift and made as much money working.

But this wasn’t about money; this was about being treated fairly. If I was going to be treated fairly, I had to infiltrate the thrift store and take her hidden items.

It was around 4:00 PM when I finally said to myself, “It’s now or never.” And it was true: in one hour, her shift would be over and she would be buying all those items to resell. I had to beat her to it.

So I crawled out of my window, dolled up in a skirt, bodysuit, and cardigan. I raced across my backyard, into the alley. I kept two hands on my head as I ran, so my wig wouldn’t shift out of place. The blonde curls bounced on my shoulders. I kept looking back, ensuring my parents weren’t watching.

I felt totally ridiculous.

But I didn’t mind looking ridiculous—as long as I wasn’t recognizable.

I kept my chin down as I made my way to the store. The feeling of the cool autumn air against my bare legs put a knot in my throat. I couldn’t believe how exposed my legs were! How did women dress like this normally? That skirt wasn’t even nearly as short as the other ones that I had in a bag in my bedroom…

Maybe the cool air just felt meaner than it was because I didn’t have my leg hair to protect me. It was such a surreal feeling. When I saw people in the thrift store parking lot, I froze up and thought about turning around… but I forged ahead, determined to see this plan through.

I’d already endured enough self-humiliation; I couldn’t let it be for nothing.

With a racing heart, I entered into the store, which was much busier than I was expecting it to be.
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All the confidence that I had in my plan fluttered out those automatic doors once I was standing in that shop, breathing in the smell of the endless sea of used clothing, knick-knacks, and tacky artwork.

A rigidity filled my body. My legs locked. I stood there, unable to break free—unable even to turn my head. It wasn’t until someone said, “Can I help you find something?” that I was able to move.

Staring at me now was Kate, one of the new girls. I stared into her eyes, waiting for her to recognize me.

She just stared with a smile on her face. “Anything at all?” she said.

“N—No,” I managed to say, so softly that it was basically a whisper.

She stepped forward to hear me better. “Sorry, what was that?”

She still looked oblivious. Could she really not tell?”

“Just clothes,” I said quickly, and I darted away from her, not giving her one more second to recognize. Because how could I explain this to her? She would never believe that I was infiltrating the store to put a dagger into my coworker’s little side business. And if she did believe it, then she would probably just think that I was an asshole.

I moved into one of the aisles of women’s clothing: an aisle that had probably once been devoted strictly to pants, but now had a mixture of pants and long-sleeved shirts, as well as hats and costume accessories.

What I really wanted to find was a mirror, to check that my wig wasn’t blown out of place by the rush of stale air that hit me when I entered the store. I wanted to make sure my nervous sweat hadn’t smudged my makeup. I needed to know that my bangs and glasses were doing enough to conceal my identity.

I found one of those store promotion mirrors and looked at myself. My heart settled somewhat, seeing that my disguise was still intact. But the moment of relief was short-lived. A tapping of heels caught my attention. I turned just in time to see her: my thrift store foe, marching a new batch of clothing down to one of the racks.

I quickly turned away, hiding my face. I watched through the mirror as she went down to one of those obscure, confused aisles. I remained still, unmoved from my rigid position, until she had marched her cart back to the sorting room, where I knew she would dwell for the next twenty minutes or so, until she had a new batch of clothes to take out.

I moved fast, towards one of her many obscure hiding spots. I knew them all. And within a minute, I found a hidden pair of brand-new LuluLemon leggings, still with the tags on them (worth about $180). I found a pair of Macie Bean Cowgirl boots in white, brand new (worth about $400). I found a pair of Prada sunglasses hidden with the cheap shades (they should have been in the glass case). I found a Versace handbag in an accessory bargain bin—not even in the handbag bargain bin. I knew her tricks—and she was pulling them all… and it was no wonder; she had amassed a savage haul today.

I kept hunting out her hidden items. I found a Hermes bag. I found a black Prada dress, and a red over-the-shoulder reformation dress—both on a rack with housecoats. My goodness, her tricks were savage, but I knew them all.

And I probably found at least half of her day’s haul: easily a thousand dollars worth of inventory that she planned to buy for about $120 after her employee discount. But now I was taking those items to the self-checkout. I couldn’t help but grin, even though I still felt so vulnerable and humiliated, shuffling around that store in heeled boots and a little skirt.

I began scanning items when someone tapped on my shoulder. I spun around to see Michael, one of the senior employees, now just inches from my face, staring into my eyes.

Oh God—Michael was always making fun of the crossdressers in the break room. He was always making ruthless (and admittedly mean) jokes—and now I was going to be the subject of at least a few of those horrible jokes!

“You have too many items for self-checkout,” he said. “I’ll ring you through over here.”

I hesitated. He walked away, not even a smirk on his face. Could he really not tell? Maybe he didn’t recognize me… but he was probably about to tease me. He surely knew that I was a man.

He took me to a new checkout aisle, allowing me to skip the lines with the others. We weren’t supposed to do that—but I was sure it was because he wanted to have me for himself, so he could slowly ring me through and tease me endlessly, like he’d done to so many before—and like I’d done to so many before.

But Michael said… nothing. He just quickly rang me through and then smiled at me. “Enjoy the rest of your day,” he said. I didn’t dare to give him my employee number for the staff discount—even though it meant spending an additional thirty dollars. Thirty bucks isn’t worth enduring a torrent of humiliation. I was lucky: Michael hadn’t recognized me. Lucky is an understatement; it was a damned miracle.

Once I was across the parking lot, I started running. I don’t know what came over me; I just had this primal instinct to run, as if being chased by some rabid tiger. I ran faster and faster, until I tripped on my heels and nearly face-planted into the concrete. Luckily, I managed to save myself.

I took a sharp turn down into my alley and rushed to my backyard. I bolted to my opened bedroom window and scrambled in like a frightened raccoon.

I shut the window and rushed to my bedroom door, sitting down with my back against it in case my parents decided to pop their heads in.

It took a few minutes before I looked down at my bag of clothes and realized that I’d done it: I’d outsmarted my coworker, and now I had a huge haul of clothes that she wanted badly.

I stood up slowly. I took a moment to let my muscles relax. Then, I was about to pull off my wig when I paused, turning to my bedroom mirror.

I really didn’t look half-bad in that disguise. I actually kind of looked like a woman. Maybe I looked more like a woman than I originally gave myself credit for.

I approached the mirror, looking at my face closely.

My plan was to take that haul to my coworker, and hold it for ransom: ten bucks per item, plus a deal for her to pay ten bucks per item moving forward. But now, looking at myself, I couldn’t help but wonder if I could just sell the clothing myself, the same way that she did…
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Ididn’t wash my face. I didn’t remove my wig. I propped a chair against my door, and then I undressed, slipping out from my original outfit. Now, I was putting on one of those slim dresses: the red one, which felt tight. It was shorter than I thought it would be, leaving my legs totally exposed. The black heeled boots looked a bit weird, so I changed into the white cowgirl boots, which were actually really cute with the red dress.

I blushed a little bit, turning left and right as I gazed into the mirror. But I didn’t spend too much time admiring myself. I went to my laptop and found my coworker’s Marketplace profile. I looked at the way she photographed herself in the clothes, and then I tried my best to imitate her. I just had to frame out my face.

But first… I had to make a few adjustments. I needed tits. I didn’t have a bra that I could stuff, so I had to make it work with some carefully folded up socks. It looked a little bit convincing… from the right angle. But I was quickly realizing that I was going to need to invest in something more legitimate: some sort of bra that could be stuffed with proper breast pads; I saw those little pads all of the time in the sorting room. Sometimes we even got fake silicone boobs that girls with flat chests would wear to look a bit curvier. I needed to get some of those…

For now, this would work fine. I took some photos, trying to imitate my coworkers poses. I felt a bit weird, popping out my hip, planting my hands on my waist, pinning back my shoulders. It was so… feminine. But the effect was just what I was going for. I looked like a girl in the photos, and that was all that I needed.

And within thirty minutes, I had potential buyers. “Any wiggle room on the price?” Asked one woman about the $300 cowgirl boots.

“I could do $270,” I wrote.

“That’s fine,” she said. “Can I pick them up now?”

My heart raced. “Sure. You’ll just have to meet me in my alley.” I couldn’t go out front and be spotted by my parents. I was still dolled up, and I still had more photos to take.

Twenty minutes later, she was there (I gave her the address for a house three doors down). I snuck out and met her, handing her the boots and taking the cash. She ogled the boots with glowing eyes, not even looking at me for a full second. “You’re amazing. Thank you so much!” she squealed, and then she was gone. Then, I had to sneak back into my house again.

This went on for some time. I would post an item, and within the hour, some woman would be messaging me for it. My parents ended up calling me for dinner, so I had to change and clean my face. When I returned to my room an hour later, my phone was loaded with messages, and some of them were quite angry that I hadn’t yet replied. I scrambled to reply to everyone. “My boyfriend can meet with you if you want it tonight,” I had to say to a few people.

Then, my night was spent going back and forth from my room to the street. I got a few weird looks from people, when I stepped out as a man, carrying those female outfits. I was terrified that someone would recognize me from one of those pictures—but they were all too interested in the clothes to care.

By 10:00 PM, I had sold most of what I took from my co-worker’s haul—and I had nearly a thousand dollars in cash to show for it.

I went to bed grinning. I wasn’t able to sleep—my mind pinging with excitement. I wouldn’t say that it was ‘easy’, but it certainly wasn’t hard. I had friends who worked on oil rigs who didn’t make this much money in a single day—and this was something that I could keep doing. I could stop giving my finds to my coworker… and I could keep going in to snag her finds, wearing my disguise.

Sure, maybe I felt a bit guilty about going in to steal her treasures, but she had taken advantage of me for weeks—more than I truly realized until that night. Sure, I knew those outfits were valuable—but I had no idea I could be raking in close to an extra thousand bucks a day!

Okay, so maybe that was an unusually solid haul. Maybe I couldn’t expect to find Prada and Gucci and Hermes in the same afternoon—but still! There was so much potential, and I was just putting my toe in the door.
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I went back again the next day with a slight increase in confident. My disguise had been improved upon ever-so-slightly; I stole a few things from my mom’s makeup drawer, taking from the back of the drawer, assuming those were long-forgotten items. A touch of blush, a touch of lipstick, a bit of eyeliner… a few small changes made a big difference. I found an old soft pink scarf in our basement, which helped even more to hide my silhouette.

Sadly, I was limited to what I could wear to the store, because I’d sold so much of my stock the night before. All I had was a little plaid dress and a tiny white camisole top, which was so tiny, but stretchy. It looked a bit silly with a folded-up t-shirt underneath: an attempt to give myself a tiny bit of a bust. It was better than nothing.

I knew that the disguise would only be improved upon each day—and this was going to be a big day. First, I had to slip in and collect my coworker’s hidden treasures before the end of her shift. It wasn’t quite as big of a haul as the day before. I found five tops and a pair of jeans before sneaking out of the store unnoticed. I had just enough time to get the items posted on Marketplace before I had to change for my shift.

It was a busy shift. Not only did I have to do my job; I also had to find new items for my new business. And on top of that, I had to find a few pieces to complete my disguise for future thrift shop infiltrations, starting with silicone breast pads.

I no longer felt the need to bother with the promotion mirrors; I had a better thing going now, making much more money, and my new scheme was much less risky, all things considered.

That eight-hour shift seemed to just fly by. One moment I was clocking in, and the next, my manager was tapping me on the shoulders, saying, “You can head home now, Bruce. Did you even take a lunch break today?”

I had to think about it. “I totally forgot.”

He groaned. “If you choose to work through your lunch break, that extra thirty minutes doesn’t count as overtime. You understand that, right?”

“That’s fine,” I said. I didn’t care any longer about my wage in that shop; it was essentially a tip on top of the real money that I was now making.

Before the store closed, I collected my hidden items, along with my new disguise pieces, and I checked myself out, spending close to $200 without a worry in the world, because I knew that I would make that cash up before the night was through.

I still had a long night ahead of me. In a way, it was like I was starting my third shift of the day. First was getting into a disguise to infiltrate the shop and snag those treasures. Then I had to work my own shift. Now, I had to get dolled up again, take photos and post listings. It really seemed like there was no end in sight.

But I kept working, focussed despite my exhaustion. There was something so satisfying about making a sale… and there was something so satisfying about getting a posting just right. I can’t quite explain it… but when an outfit fits just right, and looks just right… there was something so fulfilling seeing it going live: the culmination of not only my day’s work, but also the culmination of all the learning and research that I’d done into thrifting and brand names, and figuring out what was valuable and what wasn’t.

It really felt like I’d developed a genuine skill—not just something that anyone can do straight out of high-school. Sure, anyone can get a job sorting clothes in the back of a thrift store. But how many people can turn discarded used clothes into a viable business.

I had to wake up early the next morning so that I could move my items. I had an inbox filled with messages from women, many willing to pay full-price for items that were listed damn-near the new-price price-tag.

It almost seemed like I’d slipped into a sort of dream that was going to end at any moment. It just seemed to good to be true, to be my age, making this kind of scratch. Every time some woman handed me a wad of cash, I assumed handcuffs were going to be slapped down on my wrists as I grabbed that cash, as if I was doing something illegal—because it seemed unrealistic to be making this kind of money legally, without a degree, without years of building up some sort of business.

But there was nothing illegal about what I was doing. Immoral? Well, maybe, though I suppose that’s up for debate. Maybe I was stealing business from my coworker… but she had taken more than enough money from me. I mean, really? Five bucks an item? Looking back on it, it was an insult. And it’s not like I planned to sneak in and steal her finds forever… maybe just a few weeks, to make things ‘even’.

That was fair, right?

I did have to admit that she was better at finding treasures than me. I would often go to her cheeky racks and see what she’d hidden, and I wouldn’t recognize the brand at all—or there would be no brand written there at all. But when I did some deeper research, I would find that the item was some super-rare, super-valuable find. My own finds were usually okay, worth a couple hundred bucks on a good day—and that was a hell of a lot more than I was used to making. But with my coworker’s hauls, I felt like I was on my way to becoming a millionaire.

It certainly wouldn’t be long before I could get my Guy Salesian piece. I already maybe had enough cash to put down a deposit.

I looked into it that night. I was close: less than a thousand away. I could make that cash up in a few days.

So the next morning, I got right to work. I put on my new bralette. I slipped in my soft silicone pads, complete with perky silicone nipples. I wriggled a pair of lacy panties up my freshly shaved thighs. The panties hugged my crotch tightly, but comfortably. I had a few outfits stashed aside now, for myself: outfits that weren’t too revealing, but they were cute enough; I liked the way that they changed the way my figure looked, making me feel like I was more ‘undercover’. One particular dress was a little soft-grey fit-and-flare dress that gave me hips, and made my legs look longer, which made me look even more ‘girly’.

I’d found a better wig back in the sorting room; I think it was one of those real human hair wigs that celebrities buy. It felt so much better than what I was used to. I could run my fingers through it without it knotting up and bunching, and it had little clips to hold it in place, so I didn’t have to worry about a rogue gust of wind.

I had bracelets and a necklace. I had a cute pair of white leather boots that cut off just below the knee. I had my own makeup now, and I’d watched a few tutorials on how to contour cheekbones and noses, and how to change the perceived shape of the eye with the careful use of eyeliner.

My disguise was top-notch. My heart pounded a little bit less with each thrift store infiltration. I had my scheme worked down to a science. I knew exactly when she was done her shift, and I knew her favourite hiding spots—though she was starting to change up her hiding spots, possibly realizing that someone was onto her. Still, I found her new spots by lingering around the store and watching her from the safety of tall clothing racks. I saw her cheekily venture into men’s clothing to hide a pricey blouse. I saw her slip a very expensive plaid skirt into the ‘kids shorts’ section. She thought she was clever, but I was onto her little games.

I bought her items and kept my scheme going.

Then, one afternoon, while I was buying five of the items she’d hidden in the store, I looked up and I saw her. She was across the store, staring at me with a narrow-eyed look. My heart began racing. Her gaze was glued on me as I self-scanned those items. Then, I noticed her moving towards me, so I scanned faster. I fumbled for my credit card and tapped the machine over and over until it accepted the transaction. I didn’t wait for the receipt—or even for the alert of approval; I just took the clothes and hurried away before she got closer to me.

I was horrified to show up for my shift an hour later. We often crossed paths while she was buying her items and I was clocking in for my shift. I tried not to make eye-contact when I passed her in the doorway. But she saw me, and she grabbed me by the arm.

Oh God, my scam was up! I’d been caught, and now she was going to rip into me.

But she said nothing about knowing my secret. Instead, she said, “Some chick has been coming in and buying everything.” She said it in a low voice, through clenched teeth. She looked left and right. “The last week straight—she keeps buying my scores. Have you seen her? She’s got glasses and blonde hair. Looks like a hipster.”

“I—I don’t know,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“Well keep an eye out for her. She’s a shark. She kind of looks like that girl in that Bright Town show—you know, the blonde one? Like, you can tell that she’s hot, but she’s trying to hide it with a scarf and these fake glasses. She’s probably going from thrift store to thrift store every day.”

“I haven’t seen her,” I said. I couldn’t believe that she had no idea it was me. I also couldn’t believe that she just referred to me as ‘hot’, though I suppose that wasn’t much of a compliment under the circumstances. Still, it made me blush, and I did my best to hide my blushing cheeks.

“Keep a look out,” she said. She turned to leave, then paused again. “By the way—have you found anything good for me lately? I feel like we haven’t made an exchange in a while. I’m really hurting for supply right now. Anything you’ve got—I’ll pay a bit extra for it. Ten bucks.”

“I’ll keep an eye out,” I said with a smile.

Once she was gone, I let out a big sigh of relief. Maybe I needed to stick to my own shift. Maybe I needed to stop poaching her sales.

That night, she gave me another anxiety attack. “I know you’re stealing my stuff, you little cunt,” she wrote to me on my Facebook Marketplace account. Thank God I had created a throwaway account to sell those outfits. I was shocked to see that she sent the message from her actual account. Until that moment, I had no idea that her name was even Katrina.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I wrote back. I don’t know why I wrote anything back. I paced around my room for a few minutes, and then I realized that I needed to block her.

I had done a bit of work to that Facebook account: a profile photo and a few other selfies, just to ‘fill it out’ a little bit, to make it look more legit to potential buyers. I even had a couple photos of my face, in makeup so you couldn’t recognize me at all (with the wig and glasses, of course). But maybe that was a bad idea; maybe I was getting a bit too cocky.

Maybe I needed to take the photos down to be safe… but I felt like they were helping to give my account some authenticity. I left them against my better judgement.

Or maybe I was leaving them for another reason… My God, I hate to even admit this, but whenever I posted something sexy—like a little cocktail dress or a pair of booty shorts or a low-cut tank top—I would get messages from men, along the lines of: “Does the hot girl come with the clothes?”. The messages were never terribly clever. I was always surprised to see men hitting on me, totally oblivious to the fact that I wasn’t a real woman. Some of the men continued to compliment after their initial pickup lines. “Seriously, I’ll buy the clothes if you include your phone number,” said one guy.

“You’re so fucking hot. Please tell me you’re single,” said another.

“You have a beautiful face,” said a more subtle male.

I hate to admit it, but I found the compliments to almost be as addictive as the money. Sometimes I even messaged guys back, just so that I could keep the attention coming. At first, it was just because I was messing around… and curious. But after a while, it became like a legitimate addiction. I would force myself to stop, then an hour later, I would say, “Okay, I’ll just message one more guy.” Some guys sent me photos of their erections. Some guys sent me videos of them jerking off to my photos. Okay, maybe I egged them on a little bit. Maybe I teased them a bit for fun… and to keep them going, to see how far they would go.

Maybe I would send the occasional flirty photo, the occasional thirst trap… just to keep them interested. Maybe I did get a bit of strange enjoyment out of putting on a cute little outfit and taking a cute photo in my bedroom mirror.

Okay, so maybe I did sneak a few used lingerie outfits into my cart at the end of a few shifts. No, used lingerie isn’t worth more than the disposable bags we sold at the checkout counter—but there was a certain thrill to wearing it. And there was a certain thrill to flirting with these men, even though I didn’t know what they looked like more than half of the time.

I’ll admit it. I told a few guys, “I’d love for you to do whatever you wanted to my body.” I guess I was just seeing how fired up I could make them. And it turned out, I could make them very fired up.

“How badly do you want to suck my cock, baby girl?” asked one guy, sending a picture of his large, veiny shaft.

“So badly,” I wrote back. It wasn’t true. In fact, I couldn’t look at the picture without groaning. I wasn’t into cocks… but getting him all excited about me was just so… satisfying.

I kept doing it over the next few days, whenever I had a bit of downtime. Guys would ask me to put on certain outfits for them, and I would see it as a bit of a challenge. “Please tell me you have a Playboy Bunny costume,” one guy said. That afternoon, at work, I found one. I sneakily bought it after my shift, went home, put it on, and snapped some photos for him.

“You wouldn’t believe what I would do to your body,” he wrote back.

“Tell me. I want to know,” I wrote to him. I really don’t know what had gotten into me. I didn’t enjoy feminizing myself, but I was enjoying this attention. It was something that I just wasn’t used to. I couldn’t remember the last time anyone talked to me so intently. I couldn’t remember the last time someone even looked at me with any interest whatsoever.

I suppose I got a bit carried away entertaining this strangers, and entertaining my own little addiction to their compliments and ogling interest. I let my little side business slip. I hadn’t gotten around to posting many items for sale—and the pile of valuable clothes was getting larger in my bedroom.

And next to it was a pile of crap without any monetary value: used lingerie and little outfits that I just thought were cute at the thrift store: outfits that I bought to tease strangers online, or outfits that I just thought would make for a good new profile photo.

My bank account was starting to seem less impressive. I’d spent quite a bit of money on my ‘disguise’, and I hadn’t stayed on top of selling items. And worse: as I sat there sorting through my large haul, I couldn’t convince myself to sell a good number of those items. I kept convincing myself that I needed to hold onto certain things. There were skirts and tops that were so versatile—they would pair with almost anything, and I needed items like that to take photos of the stuff that I did need to sell.

I was starting to panic, worried that I’d botched my own operation. I needed to find new stock to sell, but when I went into work that afternoon, I found myself looking for items that I wanted—not items that were worth money. I probably overlooked so many valuable pieces because I was so stupidly obsessed with trying to find a cute off-the-shoulder top (don’t ask me why, it was just something that I found myself wanting). I was looking for the perfect pair of white heels. I was looking for a pair of white stockings—but I actually wanted those for a good reason. I had a little baby-blue dress to sell, and I knew that it would look way better if I wore some white stockings in the posting…

I ended up finding three little items—and one of them got snatched up before I could buy it at the end of my shift.

I got an email that night. I was subscribed to Guy Salesian’s emailing list. “This year’s bookings are almost full,” it said. “Two slots remain. Then, bookings will reopen in January.”

“January!?” I gasped. I couldn’t wait that long! For the past two weeks, I’d convinced myself that I was going to get that Guy Salesian piece before the end of the year. Now, it seemed totally unrealistic—unless I could figure out a way to increase my sales…

I had an idea, though it was a mean one…


CHAPTER 9
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Iput my disguise on, complete with bra and fake boobs, and I went in during Katrina’s shift. I knew that she was better at finding valuable stock than me. I knew that she would have tons of goodies hiding for me to find.

Yes, I felt bad; I felt like I was stealing from her, undermining her business—but I needed a little push. I needed a few good items to get my own business back on track. It didn’t seem fair, after all; she was working morning shifts and I was working the evening shifts. People usually brought their bins in in the morning, or around noon—but by 4:00 PM, nobody was bringing their stuff in anymore. There were still bins for me to go through, but Katrina was taking the good ones, and she knew it.

So it was only fair that I could swoop in from time to time and take a few of those items. It’s not like she owned any of that stuff. I wasn’t committing any crimes; I was just buying stuff from a store.

She didn’t notice me snatching up her goodies. My God, she had found such great stuff! There were items there worth hundreds… and there were items that I badly wanted to try on.

I saw her emerge from the back room with a cart. I dropped down to my knees, and then quickly pretended like I was looking through jackets. My heart pounded as she went by. A lump swelled in my throat when the smell of her perfume wafted past me.

I rose up slowly to see where she was going. I saw her slip a little pink mini-dress onto a rack. Even from across the shop, I knew it was Gucci. “Damn,” I whispered. I had no idea who was bringing Gucci into the thrift store—but Katrina always managed to find it.

I sunk back down and waited for her to finish stocking the racks.

“Excuse me,” a soft voice said, I looked back and I saw her: the blonde beauty of my dreams, looking down at me with a soft smile on her face.

It was the girl who had tormented my fantasies for months: the girl who had always left me speechless whenever I was within fifty feet of her. I don’t think I’d ever been this close to her. I don’t think she’d ever spoken to me like that before.

“S—Sorry,” I said, shuffling over.

She walked by and began looking through jackets near me. Then, she looked back at me and said, “Are you looking at the sleeves or something?”

I felt my face turning dark red. “No,” I said softly. I didn’t want to say anymore, knowing my voice would betray me and reveal my maleness… but I had to say something! I couldn’t just leave it at ‘no’. I had to muster up something else so she wouldn’t think that I was a psychopath. “I like your shoes.” I don’t know why that’s the sentence my brain chose… maybe because I did indeed like her shoes: chunky white heeled ankle boots. They were perfect with her little skirt.

She smiled at me and went back to searching through the racks. I slowly stood up, seeing Katrina as she went back into the back room. This was my chance to move in and grab that little Gucci dress.

Then, I noticed that I’d knocked down a jacket. So I started the process of picking it up and hanging it back on the rack. When I was finished, the beautiful goddess was gone.

Oh well, I wasn’t there to chat with my crush. Hell—I didn’t even want my crush to see me like this! So it was for the best that she’d vanished.

Now, I wanted to make a move on that dress. I moved carefully down towards that rack, trying not to look too determined. I didn’t want people seeing me rushing for something valuable. I moved slowly, able to see the glimmer of pink poking out from between those old trench coats. Oh, Katrina, you sly fox! A Gucci dress in the trench coats?

I was ten steps away when that blonde bombshell stepped in front of me, gently humming as she reached her hand between two pale green trench coats. A moment later, she was looking down at a pink Gucci dress, still with a tag on it. She smiled, and then she looked up and saw me. Her cheeks turned red. “What a find, huh? Weird that it’s over here with these coats.”

I froze. A part of me wanted to congratulate her on the find—and maybe even start up a conversation based on our mutual interest in thrifting. Another part of me wanted to fight her for that dress, which I could see for a couple hundred dollars on a bad day.

But I did neither. I just stood there and watched her walk away with a smile on her face.

“Shit,” I muttered.

Thankfully, I knew other hiding places. So I went on a hunt. I got a pair of cute denim shorts. I found a nice tank top. But as I went to grab a white crop top, she was there again. As she held it up, she looked at me and said, “You weren’t trying to grab this, were you?”

I stood there, frozen. I was starting to wonder if she was watching me. Maybe she was keeping on eye on me and she could tell where I was looking. She had a guilty blushing look on her face.

“It’s fine,” I said. “You take it.” I eyed her cart. She had a good haul. I instantly recognized a few items. Damn; she was a thrifting legend!

I was about to walk away when she said, “You look cute.”

It seemed impossible to believe that she was talking to me. Why would she say that to me? Still, I turned slowly to see if she was looking at me or elsewhere.

She was looking at me. Still, I said, “Me?”

She nodded her head. “The makeup, the outfit… it’s super cute.”

“Thanks,” I said, heart fluttering.

“You’re trans, right?”

I said nothing, now overwhelmed by a rush of embarrassment. Nobody had ever asked a question like that before—but then again, I had hardly used my voice with anyone. She’d heard it a few times now.

“Have you been a girl for long? I mean—girl-presenting?”

The question took me so off-guard. I almost choked on the lump in my throat. “For… long?”

“Sorry. I know it’s personal,” she said, batting her long beautiful eyelashes.

“It’s fine. Um. Yeah, I’m trans,” I lied. I couldn’t convince her that I was a real woman, and I wasn’t going to try to explain to her that I was a man in disguise. Trans seemed like the easiest excuse.

“Well you look super cute,” she smiled.

I smiled back and turned to walk away. Then, she stunned me by saying, “I’m trans too.”

I froze in my spot. It was a moment before I was able to turn my head to look at her. “I started presenting as a girl… eight months ago.” She giggled, blushing. “I actually didn’t know I was trans at all until a year ago. I would come here to buy picture frames, and I would see crossdressers in the women’s clothing aisles.”

I listened, still not sure whether or not to believe her.

“I thought they were silly at first.”

“Why were you buying picture frames so often?”

“I work at a tattoo shop,” she said. “We put our flash artwork on the wall, but they have to be in frames.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“Anyway. I would come in all the time, and one day I was just… curious. The crossdressers seemed to get so much joy out of looking through the women’s clothing. One day I just decided to try on some of my sister’s clothes. I liked it, so I came here and bought a few outfits of my own. Then, that turned into me coming her as a girl, before I came out. And then I started to really get a good feel for women’s clothing, so I got really into thrifting.” She giggled again. “Anyway—I don’t know why I’m giving you my life story. I guess I thought maybe you would relate.”

She blushed and scampered off, as if she was the embarrassed one.

I was embarrassed… and confused. My head was spinning, but I didn’t have time to properly process the information that had just been thrown at me. I made my way through the store, found a few of my coworkers hidden gems (as well as a couple of my own lucky finds), and then I scurried off towards home. It wasn’t until I was in my bedroom that I realized the girl I had a crush on had only been a girl for a short period of time.

I’d been swooning over a trans girl, and I had no idea.

Those crossdressers that I’d enjoyed teasing for so long… she had been one of them, just a few months before I started working at that shop. I really wasn’t sure how to make sense of it all. Was I supposed to be embarrassed? Was I supposed to feel differently about her?

For some reason, the revelation didn’t seem to change my feelings towards her. I still found myself daydreaming about her with pink hazy fantasies. I was still completely enamoured by how pretty she was. I still wanted to muster up the courage and properly ask her for her number…

But would she date me? Would she give me ten seconds of her time? I had money now; I had a steady source of income—and a skill that I knew would be valuable forever. That made me a more valuable guy, right? But now… I had an embarrassing little addiction—and maybe it was time to admit that it was an addiction.

I couldn’t stop crossdressing.

I suppose I should admit that it had become more than just a business venture, and more than just a source of entertainment in teasing men online. I should admit that I’d purchased a couple of little girly nighties and I’d been sleeping in them. I should admit that I bought a few pairs of lacy panties, which I sometimes wore under my clothes during work. I should admit that I kept shaving my crotch because I liked how girly and smooth it was when it was all shaved up.

I kept telling myself, ‘This will be the last time,’ but it was always a lie. The next day, I would just do it again.

And I kept finding excuses to do it—like I did the very next day. I wanted to dress up, so I told myself that I needed to infiltrate the thrift store again, to snag those hidden treasures from Katrina.

But once I was in the store, I was hardly even looking for her hidden outfits; I was more excited to just be out of the house, dolled up where people could see me. I liked when guys turned to quickly check me out. I liked when girls looked me up and down, admiring my ensemble. There was something so intensely satisfying about all of it.

And now, that thrift store had become so much more than just a boring warehouse where I worked five days a week. Now, it was like a toy store, and I was a little child. Those endless racks of women’s clothing were what my dreams and fantasies were made of. I knew that I could spend endless hours sifting through those outfits, feeling those soft fabrics against my fingers. And my God, I spent so much time in those changing rooms. I would amass an entire cart full of clothes and then spend an hour or two in the changing rooms, just feeling those different outfits on my body.

And with each hour that passed, I came closer to accepting that this new ‘addiction’ was going to be a permanent part of me; this wasn’t something that would go away; it wasn’t something that I was going to get out of my system.

I emerged from the changing room wearing a tiny fit-and-flare dress: a soft pink colour with micro-thin straps. I gazed at myself in the mirror and spun side to side, making the flared skirt dance around me. I watched as my face turned dark red.

Then, a voice said, “You have to buy that.”

I turned to see her: the bombshell, the girl of my dreams, the trans beauty who always left me totally speechless, like she was doing now.

“You look super cute.”

“Thanks,” I managed to say softly.

She eyed the items in my cart. “You’re really good at this,” she said with a smile. “You’ve probably been doing this a long time.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not that long,” I said, still nervous about my voice, even though she already knew that I was ‘trans’.

“Well you have a knack for it,” she said. “And it seems like you’ve already figured out one of my secrets.”

“What’s that?”

“That Katrina girl… the employee with the long dark hair. She sells stuff online. You already figured that out though, right?”

I said nothing, but my blushing cheeks gave me away.

“I felt bad taking stuff that you were walking towards yesterday,” she admitted. “I hope you don’t see me as competition, or whatever.”

“Not at all,” I said, though as I eyed her cart, I did wish that she didn’t know what I knew. Now, she had four or five truly valuable pieces—surely pieces Katrina had hidden around the shop.

“The store won’t let her buy stuff during her shift,” Katrina said to me, as if I didn’t know. “That’s why she hides the good stuff around; she plans to buy it when her shift ends. I try not to take everything; I’m not trying to screw her over, but it’s not fair that she gets to keep all of the good stuff for herself.”

“I agree,” I said, though I was guilty of doing the same thing during my shift—though I wasn’t nearly as aggressive with my hiding tactics.

The sound of squeaking wheels made us both poke our heads out from that changing area. Katrina was on the move with a cart. We both kept ourselves hidden, watching her.

Then, the girl giggled. “I see Zara tags. Can you believe people buy stuff, never wear it, and then just bring it here?” she said.

“I’ll never understand it,” I said.

We watched Katrina for a minute, and then she said, “My name is Ella, by the way. What’s your name?”

I tried to think. I couldn’t say Bruce. “Um…”

“You don’t have to tell me,” she said.

“Brielle,” I said suddenly. I wasn’t sure where the name came from, but I liked it.

“Cute.”

“Thanks.”

“Let’s meet back here,” she said. “Before you checkout. We can go through each other’s carts and trade stuff… If that’s cool with you.”

“Sure.”

We met up forty minutes later to trade items. She was gracious, letting me take items she knew were valuable, taking items from me that I knew weren’t terribly expensive. But there were some things she just wanted for herself… and there were things that I wanted from her cart that I just thought we cute. In the end, the exchange was fair.

“Let’s do this again tomorrow,” she said.

So we did. I was so tremendously excited for our shopping date. I wore a cute black leather skirt and a white button-up blouse, which was a tiny bit see-through, so I wore a jet-black bra underneath. I wore a black lacy choker, and knee-high black stockings, with shiny black flats. I thought I looked pretty darn cute.

Ella showed up in a surprisingly similar outfit, except her blouse was black and her leather skirt was white, her stockings were white, and her shoes were white. We giggled when we saw each other. She stood up next to me and said, “We’re like the world’s cutest ying and yang.”

Katrina saw me while I was shopping with Ella. She scowled at me, and I did my best to ignore her; I knew she wouldn’t recognize me—and Ella was right: it wasn’t fair that she got to keep all of the good stuff for herself. We weren’t taking everything, after all.

After shopping, Ella said, “Want to come back to my place and see my setup?”

Blushing and nervous, I went back to her place with her. She had a small little pink house in an otherwise white and sterile neighbourhood. It stood out like bubblegum on a white cotton sheet. The other houses had neatly trimmed lawns, but Ella’s lawn was covered in beautiful wild flowers. “Welcome to my place,” she said, skipping inside.

Her house was like a mini thrift store, with racks of clothing along all of the walls. “It’s a bit of a mess,” she said. There were three bedrooms, all with racks of clothes. “I promise I’m not a hoarder,” she insisted.

My heart raced as I took in the vibrant chaos around me. Racks of clothing lined the walls, each bursting with colour and texture. It felt like a treasure trove and I was so ready to dive in. I gazed around with beaming eyes and she giggled.

“Don’t worry, it’s cozy!” Ella laughed, twirling a strand of her hair around her finger. “I just get a little carried away sometimes. You know how it is, right? But… it’s also business. I have clients that come to my place when they need something unique.”

She showed me her DIY room, where she modified cheap clothes to make custom designs. She had a computer set up in the room, and on the screen now was her storefront, showing her sales. My jaw damn-near hit the floor when I saw ‘$1,200 made so far today’. “You’re doing okay for yourself,” I said.

“It’s a lot of work.”

I nodded, feeling a warmth spread through me. It was comforting to see someone so unapologetically passionate about the same things I was finding myself getting into. “Definitely,” I replied, feeling that bond starting to form between us.

Then, I saw the frames on the walls: tattoo flash art. “Did you draw all of that?”

“Yeah. I’m almost done my apprenticeship, actually. I can start tattooing on real skin soon.”

“Wow…”

I looked closely at the pictures.

“Okay, let’s have some fun!” she exclaimed, pulling a sparkly blue dress off a nearby rack. “You have to try this on!”

I took the dress from her hands, marvelling at the way the sequins caught the light. “This is stunning!” I said, my eyes widening.

“Right? You’ll look amazing in it,” she encouraged, her enthusiasm infectious. I looked around for somewhere to change. “Where can I change?” I asked.

“Just change here. I don’t care. Nothing I haven’t seen before.” Then she giggled. “And it’s nothing I don’t have myself.”

I felt a bit weird stripping down in front of her, but I didn’t want to seem like a coward.

I slipped off my current outfit and pulled the dress over my head. It hugged my body perfectly, the sequins glimmering with every movement. I stepped in front of the mirror and twirled again, the fabric flowing around me.

“Brielle. You’re like… so fucking cute, it’s ridiculous,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Oh my gosh, yes! You look like a total princess!”

I felt my cheeks flush at her compliment. “Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely! Here, let me get a picture.” She pulled out her phone, and I struck a few nervous poses, feeling more confident than ever as she snapped away. The excitement in her voice filled me with a joy I really hadn’t expected.

After several snaps, I stepped back towards the mirror, and we exchanged excited comments about the dress. “Okay, your turn!” I said, handing her the dress that I thought was cute off of the rack.

Ella took the dress. I turned away, but I couldn’t help but peek through the mirror at the other side of the room. I admit that I saw her small titties and her cute little cock dangling. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. She slipped the dress on her perfect body.

I gasped when I saw how amazing she looked. The dress looked even more stunning on her, accentuating her curves and sparkling in the soft light of the room.

“You look incredible!” I said, beaming at her.

“Thanks! But it’s nothing compared to that pink dress you had on earlier,” she said, her eyes bright with admiration. She giggled, and I giggled too. Why was this so much fun?

We took turns trying on different outfits, our laughter echoing in the small space. Each time one of us put on a new outfit, the other would cheer and offer suggestions for how to pose or accessorize. We kept taking photos, presumably for her store. I didn’t mind modelling for her. Ella found a vintage floral maxi dress, and when she twirled in it. “Cute or what?” she said.

“Damn. You look like a fairy,” I exclaimed, my heart swelling.

“Just wait until you see this one!” she called, pulling out a vibrant red jumpsuit. “It’s kind of retro.”

As she changed, I rummaged through her racks, pulling out a pair of high-waisted jeans and a pastel crop top. When I tried them on, I felt playful, carefree—and cute. “How do I look?” I asked, spinning around again.

“Seriously, you look adorable! That top is so you!” she replied, her smile making my heart flutter.

We spent hours mixing and matching outfits, often trading clothes, accessories, and even makeup tips. Ella showed me how to layer necklaces, and I helped her find the right belt for a DIY dress she was unsure about.

At one point, Ella pulled out a sparkly purple pair of heels. “These are my favourites, but I can never wear them out because they’re too flashy,” she said, glancing at me with a mischievous grin. “But I think you could totally rock them! You can just have them.”

I slipped them on and teetered slightly, laughing at how high they were. “I feel like I’m about to join an NBA team,” I said, wobbling around the room.

“Just watch out for the ceiling!” she teased.

As the sun began to set, casting a warm golden glow through the window, we settled on the floor, surrounded by piles of clothes. “I can’t believe how much fun this is,” I said, feeling giddy. “I didn’t know I would ever really feel this way about… girls’ clothes.”

Ella’s expression softened. “Same here. It’s so nice to have someone who understands. I feel like we’ve known each other forever.”

“Right?” I agreed, a sense of comfort washing over me.

“I never thought I’d find someone to share this with.”

We sat in silence for a moment, both lost in our thoughts.

Ella broke the silence, her voice gentle. “Can I tell you something?”

“Of course,” I replied, curious.

“I’ve always struggled with feeling confident in my own skin,” she admitted, looking down at her hands. “But when I’m with you, I feel like I can just be myself. You make it easier.”

My heart swelled at her words. “Why? You’re like… super hot. When I first saw you, I thought you were too far out of my league to even talk to.” I laughed. “I still kind of feel that way—like I shouldn’t even be talking to you.”

She blushed. Then, she leaned over me. “What are you doing?” She sunk down, lifting my skirt up. Suddenly, her fingers were curling around my cock—and then her warm mouth was engulfing my shaft. I gasped.

I said nothing. What could I say? A gorgeous woman was now sucking my cock. I tensed up all over. I bit my lip. I grabbed a handful of her pretty blonde hair. “Ella,” I whispered.

She looked at me with a playful smile.

“You’re so naughty!” I said, hardly able to look at her; she was so pretty. How was it even possible?

She kept sucking me. I was rock-hard in her mouth in a matter of a dozen second. I moaned and lifted up my knees to sandwich her pretty head. She was playing with my balls now, plunging my whole shaft down into her throat.

“We—We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said.

“Why not?” she asked, wiping the spit from the edges of her lips.

I paused. “I—I don’t know. I just have never…”

“You’re a virgin?”

I was dark red. She giggled and went back to sucking me. She sucked for five blissful minutes, and then I said, “You’re about to make me cum.”

She stopped suddenly, sitting up. “It’s too soon for that,” she said. “You take a turn.” She lifted up her skirt, showing me her small erection. Her cock was small: only about five inches hard—but it was cute. Feeling naughty and nervous, I bent over and gripped it, feeling its warmth, feeling it throbbing. I slipped it into my mouth and began to suck. She moaned beautifully.

I sucked her for ten minutes—and I have to admit that sucking her was even more blissful than being sucked. The amazing sounds she made were so wonderful to hear. She had such a sweet voice. I wanted to make her happy, and those moans were confirming that I was succeeding.

So I kept sucking.

“Okay, stop,” she said. “Now you’re about to make me cum.” I watched as her cock twitched over and over, as if she really was on the verge of cumming; like one more soft touch would have made her tip gush thick gooey cum everywhere.

She stood up and turned around, bending over her bed. She reached back with both hands and pried her plump butt cheeks apart, showing me her perfect hole. “Go ahead,” she said softly.

“Really?”

She nodded.

I stepped up. I touched my throbbing tip to her puckering hole. Her spit was enough lube for penetration. She gasped loudly once I was inside of her, stretching her open. “Shit,” she muttered. I pushed in deeper—and deeper and deeper, until I was lost inside of her body.

“Fuck me,” she moaned.

I began to thrust. I used every inch of my cock, sliding in and out—slowly at first, but I soon picked up pace. She moaned beautifully, purring between each moan, clutching at bed sheets.

“I want you to cum inside of me so badly,” she groaned.

So I did. I gushed half a pint of thick gooey cum into her body before pulling out slowly.

Then it was my turn. I bent over slowly and took a deep breath. I was nervous—but luckily, her cock was small and cute. Penetration was a bit startling, but after that it felt so nice, so cozy, so pleasurable. She thrusted into me hard and fast after a minute, like a jackrabbit. It felt good. I threw my hair back and cried out her name. She railed me hard against her bed, making me wonder if I fucked her too slowly and gently… But I knew that I would get another chance later to give it to her hard.

She came inside of me. It was an amazing feeling: the warm pulsing, the thick gushing, the sudden feeling of having a full bum, followed by a strange relief as she pulled out and left me feeling weirdly empty.

We lay together for a long time, blushing, revelling in our intimacy. Then, she sat up and said, “Want to try on more clothes?”

“Kind of,” I smiled.

As we sorted through the clothes, I felt lighter, freer.

“Okay, one more outfit before we call it a night!” Ella declared, rummaging through a rack and pulling out a sequinned silver dress. “You have to try this on. It’ll be the perfect finale!”

I laughed, excitement bubbling up inside me again as I took the dress and slipped off my clothes. I could hardly wait to see how it would feel, but more than that, I couldn’t wait to share another moment with Ella. I didn’t want that night to end, but I was already cutting it close for my shift, and I still needed to get home to change.


CHAPTER 10
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It was the next day when I told Ella that I worked at that thrift store. She was stunned—and then, after a minute, she said, “Wait! Are you that cute guy who works in the sorting room?”

I blushed. I assumed that I was the ‘cute guy’, seeing as there were only three other men who worked at the store; two were senior citizens and the third had a full beard and wore nothing but camouflage outfits every day—and that just didn’t seem like Ella’s type.

The day after that, she invited me to her tattoo shop. It was her first day of being allowed to tattoo on real skin. I volunteered to be her first canvas. “What do you want me to put on you?” she asked.

“Whatever you want. Just don’t tell me what you’re going to do.”

Her eyes lit up, and she beamed with excitement. It was a risk, but I’d seen her drawings, and I liked her work. In fact, I wanted an original piece by her more than I wanted an original piece by Guy Salesian. Sure, Guy Salesian was an ultra-talented artist with a massive worldwide following—but a piece by Ella just had so much more meaning—especially when she told me to look in the mirror and I saw the stencil she made for me:

A pinup of a gorgeous woman in a dress that was just like the pink one I wore when she had approached me in the thrift store a few days earlier. That tattoo just meant so much to me. It represented everything that I’d learned about myself over the past couple of months, and it represented where my life was going: the next chapter in my journey.

“So what do you prefer doing?” I asked her. “Tattooing, or your thrifting business?”

“Why do I have to choose?” she giggled. She glanced up from her supplies, her eyes sparkling. “I love thrifting; it’s like a treasure hunt. But tattooing—there’s something so personal about it. I get to create something that’s permanently part of someone’s life. It’s a connection that feels deeper.”

I nodded. “That makes sense. It’s like how I feel when I find the perfect outfit—it’s a piece of me.” I blushed; it felt so weird to say aloud, but I felt like I could trust her.

Ella smiled, and the warmth in her gaze made me feel like she really understood what I was saying. “Exactly! Fashion and art both tell stories. And when I tattoo someone, it’s like we’re collaborating on their story.”

“Can I see more of your sketches later?” I asked, my curiosity piqued. “I’d love to see what else you’ve got”

“Of course! I have a whole portfolio of designs,” she replied, her excitement infectious. “I’ll show you after we finish.”

As she began working, the gentle buzz of the tattoo machine filled the room. I felt a rush of adrenaline. “Just don’t mess up,” I joked, trying to lighten the moment.

“Oh, please!” she laughed, her concentration unwavering. “You’re in good hands. I’ve been practicing on fake skin for two years. You’re my first real canvas, but I promise you’ll love it.”

The needle touched my skin, and I felt a slight sting. It was surprisingly soothing, though it did hurt a bit. I closed my eyes, allowing the rhythm of the machine to wash over me.

“Are you nervous?” she asked, her voice soft and reassuring.

“A little,” I admitted. “But more excited than anything. I trust you.”

“Good! That means a lot,” she said, focused on her work. “This piece is going to mean so much to both of us.”

I imagined how I would describe the tattoo to others—how it represented my journey, my acceptance, and my growing confidence. It wasn’t just ink; it was a symbol of everything I had discovered about myself in the past few weeks. Would I tell them the truth? Was I ready to come out like that? When I was with Ella, I felt like I was ready to announce it instantly… but really, I knew that I still needed a lot of time.

After a while, I felt her stop. “Okay, take a look!”

I opened my eyes and leaned forward to the mirror. My breath caught in my throat. The pinup girl was beautifully rendered, her dress swirling around her like the one I had worn in the thrift store. She looked vibrant, confident, and alive… and, of course, sexy as hell.

“Oh my God, Ella, it’s perfect!” I exclaimed, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes. “It’s like you captured… me.”

Ella’s face lit up with joy. “Really? I’m so glad you love it!”

Ella led me to a cozy corner of the shop, filled with her artwork. Each piece was so impressive—whimsical designs, intricate patterns, and stunning portraits. I could see the evolution of her style, the way she poured her heart into every line.

“This one is inspired by the wildflowers in my front yard,” she said, pointing to a tattoo of a delicate flower arrangement. “And this one is a tribute to some my favourite vintage fashion pieces.”

As I flipped through her portfolio, I felt inspired. “You have such a gift! These are incredible.”

“Thanks! I’m still finding my style, but it’s fun experimenting,” she said, her passion shining through. “And having a supportive friend like you makes it even better.” She giggled.

“I’m definitely your biggest fan,” I grinned, feeling a warmth blossom in my chest.

“Let’s make a pact,” she said. “We’ll always be there for each other, through thick and thin, and help each other explore who we are.”

“Deal!” I said, extending my hand for a shake.

She grasped my hand firmly, and in that moment, I felt a sense of belonging wash over me. We ended up kissing, on the lips, to properly seal our deal. This little relationship was blossoming into something beautiful, much like the flowers in her front yard.

After we sealed our pact, Ella suggested we take a photo together, our tattoos visible. We posed with big smiles, capturing the moment forever.

I had to run off, to get ready for my shift. I was sad to leave Ella, but I had a new excitement for my job. I mean—name a better job for someone who loves women’s clothing? I literally got to sort through cute outfits all day…

Okay, so most of them weren’t beautiful. Most of them were pretty… horrible. But there were cute outfits hidden inside of all of those bins—and that’s what made the job so much fun. It was like a treasure hunt, every day—and I never knew what I was going to find. I hoped that I would always feel that way about the job. Everyone should aspire to love what they do—right?

Sadly, I don’t think Katrina had the same passion for the clothing. Her passion was more about… the cash. And now, as our shifts overlapped, I got a glimpse into her mind. “I can’t believe this fucking day,” she growled, storming past me to grab her coat. “You wouldn’t believe my day, Bruce. You know what the manager gave me? Five fucking bins of homemade clothes. What the hell am I supposed to do with homemade clothes? It took all day to sort the crap. I didn’t find a single thing I can sell. And these two little cunts keep coming in and taking half the shit I find. It’s total bullshit!”

I got to see the homemade clothes later in my shift. Some of them were seriously so adorable: beautiful one-of-a-kind pieces that had so much more value than just monetary value. I couldn’t believe Katrina had been so disgusted by these adorable little outfits.

I guess she really didn’t care about the clothes.

And I really didn’t care about the money. So when my manager gave me a bin filled with valuable brand-name clothing, I made sure to hide a few items for Katrina; I would sell them to her for ten bucks a piece and she could make a good chunk of money; maybe that would make her feel a bit better about her sour day.

After my shift, I only went home for long enough to get dolled up—then I took off for Ella’s place. She’d invited me over to spend the night—and she needed a model to wear some of her medium-sized outfits. I was happy to model for her; I liked modelling. Ella was tiny and fit the smalls perfectly, but sometimes the medium were just too baggy on her.

That night, we photographed about three dozen pieces of clothing. Then, we ended up in her bed together, and I suppose you can guess what we were doing. Maybe it was a bit of a distraction from the task that I was asked to help with—but I didn’t mind that taking a few days longer than originally planned, and Ella didn’t seem to mind either.

THE END
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