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Ted stood at the door for a full minute before 
going inside. He dropped the suitcase with his 
male clothes and slipped out of Becki’s faux 
fur boucle jacket, the one he wasn’t supposed 
to touch upon pain of death—or whatever.

“Is that you, Ted?” His wife’s voice drifted 
out from the kitchen. “Back from your little 
transvestite meeting already?”

“Something came up. Can we talk?” He stood in 
the doorway to the living room, hands clasped 
tightly over his purse.

Becki entered the far side of the room, wiping 
her hands on a dish towel. Her face fell. “Oh, I 
see. You’re still dressed.”

“Sit down, dear. I have to tell you something.”

“You drove home like that? What if someone 
saw you?” She dropped onto the couch.

“It’s dark. It’s cold out. No one’s around.”

“Still…” She folded the towel and draped it 
over the arm of the couch. “Is that my dress?”

“It is.” He set his purse on the coffee table.

“What did I tell you about wearing my things?”

He gestured toward his legs. “Something about 
tearing my chestnuts off, wasn’t it?”

“And stuffing them up that cute arse of yours. 
I’m surprised you decided to risk it.”

“Life is full of risks. Anyway, here’s the thing. 
I fit into this dress better than you do.”

“I can see that, Ted. I’m not blind. So what?”
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“It’s Tina.” He lowered himself gently into 
an armchair. “I think a dress should belong 
to whomever it fits best, don’t you?”

“I see. So you’re commandeering my best 
House of Dior cocktail frock, is that it?”

“You haven’t worn it in years.”

“No, I haven’t. Not since your ten-year high 
school reunion, which is why I bought it.”

“You bought it, but I paid for it.”

“I suppose you did. Just like everything else 
around here, when I wasn’t working. Are you 
planning to seize the rest of my wardrobe 
too? Do you want the skirt I’m wearing?”

“Of course not. Just the things that don’t 
fit you anymore.”

“Is this because I’ve gained a few pounds?”

Ted squirmed in his seat. “No point keeping 
stuff that reminds you of it, is there?”

“No point clinging to false hope, you mean. 
Fine, the dress is yours—Tina. Happy?”

He shrugged. “I guess.”

“The better woman won.” She stood up. “It 
does look lovely on you, I’ll admit that.”

“Thank you. Metallic black has power.”

“It’s definitely you.” Her eyes narrowed. 
“I’m surprised I didn’t see it before. The 
pleated skirt, cap sleeves, cowl neckline—
why would you wear anything else?”

He looked away. “I’ve upset you. I’m sorry. 
But when you think about—”

“Look at me, sweetie. My face is plain, my 
hair is limp, my figure is gone. I’m a frump.”

His eyes went wide. “I didn’t—”

“Then I look at you. Pretty face, skin like a 
china doll, hands smaller than mine.” Becki 
turned away. “I meant what I said. You are 
the better woman.”

Ted tottered to his feet. “I didn’t mean any 
of that. I only wanted the dress.”

“Well, you got it—plus a few other dresses, 
some skirts, that nice silk blouse, my best 
lingerie… Half my closet, most likely.”

“I don’t want it if it makes you unhappy.”

“Oh, please.” She batted his hand away. 
“Don’t pretend this isn’t what you want.”

“I want you to be happy.”

“No you don’t. You want to be the wife.” 
Becki sighed. “Just admit it.”

“I don’t…” He looked confused. “I don’t even 
know what that would involve.”

“I do.” She turned to face him. “You wear 
my clothes and I’ll wear yours. Your male 
clothes; pants, T-shirts, sport coats… I’ll 
bind my chest, slap on some fake stubble, 
wear sensible shoes… Call me Ben.”

“What would that accomplish?”

“No more confusion over who’s the man and 
who’s the woman. Just Ben and Tina. We’ll 
tell the neighbors we’re house-sitting for 
Ted and Becki. If it works out, we can say 
that we bought the place from them.”

“I’m not going to the office like this, Becs.”

“It’s Ben.” She picked up the suitcase next 
to the front door. “Don’t worry your pretty 
little head about it. I’ll be back in five.”

True to her word, she returned clad in the 
clothes Ted had worn to his meeting.

He snorted. “This is getting ridic—”

“Oh no it isn’t. You’re the wife now, Tina. I’m 
your husband.” She sank heavily onto the 
couch, crossed her legs at the ankle and 
picked up the TV remote. “Dinner’s on the 
stove, sweetheart. Don’t let it burn.”

Ted stood in the doorway to the kitchen 
for nearly a minute before going inside. 
He sensed that a line had been crossed 
but there was no sign of it now.

The apron only made it worse.
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Four weeks later…

“Hey, Ted. I see you’re wearing that dress 
again. How’d it go with the wife?”

“Pretty good, I guess. It’s mine now.”

“Sweet! The jacket too? It’s gorgeous.”

“Faux fox fur. I wear it all the time. It’s 
this frigging weather; I’m always cold.”

“I bet. Short skirt, shaved legs… Didn’t your 
wife mind? Mine would skin me alive.”

“She’s okay with it.”

“Am I hearing you right—you can dress up 
whenever you want? Color me jealous.”

“Yeah, it’s a sweet deal.”

“Spill it, girlfriend. What did you tell her?”

Ted’s smile was weak, and a little sad. “Take 
it from me, ladies. It’s all in what you wear. 
There isn’t a woman in the world who won’t 
say yes to the right dress.”  �


