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All I could do was stare. I didn’t believe her at first—believe him, I mean. How

could I? The girl looked like sex on wheels. Sure, she wore a lot of makeup, but

she wore it well. And Tyler might be on the small side, but he’s a regular guy.

But she knew about that tent thing, which nobody else did—not even the patrol

leaders who got there two minutes later and put out the fire. I guess Tyler could

have told this girl about it, but why would he do that? To fool me into thinking he

turned into a woman? Not much of a practical joke, if you ask me.

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was something about her that I recognized.

Something about her face, even under all that makeup… the way she was looking

at me, the way she moved, the way she shifted her weight from foot to foot… no,

it was him all right. Tyler Madison. What the hell?

Oops. I may have said that out loud.

She laughed like him too. “I knew you’d recognize me. That’s why I didn’t bother

trying to pretend to be a girl, like I’ve been doing with everyone else.”

God, even her voice sounded feminine—and sexy as hell. The family resemblance

was evident, in her speech and in her appearance. If Tyler wasn’t an only child, I

could’ve easily convinced myself this was his sister. “Uhm… what happened?”

She rolled her eyes. “What didn’t happen? Buy me a drink and I’ll dish.”

We found a table for two in the corner and I signaled the waitress. I almost ordered

two beers, but she cut in and asked for one of the girliest drinks imaginable: a Pink

Passion cocktail. I suppose it goes with the territory.

When she wrapped her lips around the straw, I had to look away.

She heaved a sigh. “You remember Angela, right?” How could I forget? She and

Tyler dated right through college before breaking up. My buddy was a wreck for

months. “I ran into her a few weeks ago,” she said. “We got back together.”

“Huh. Could’ve sworn I heard you say you never wanted to see the bitch again.”

She smiled. “That’s what guys do, isn’t it? Act tough, pretend it doesn’t matter.”

Her face fell. “Only one problem: I was still in love.”

“That’s rough.” I sucked beer and tried to remember what Tyler used to look like.

“Tell me about it. When she showed up and dangled the ‘get back together’ carrot,

I took the bait. You know me, I’d have done anything for her.”

I assumed that anything was what I was seeing now. “Is that all it was? Bait?”

She shrugged. “Maybe. Didn’t think so at the time.” She took another delicate sip.
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I closed my legs. “So how does a guy go from being her boyfriend to looking like

he just stepped off the cover of Vogue magazine?”

She toyed with her hair. “Vogue? You think so? Am I that pretty?”

“Pretty? You look amazing. If I didn’t know better—” I stopped there. Danger!

“Well, thanks. Full credit to Angela, though. She’s a beautician now.” Idly, the girl

brushed back the tresses tumbling over her shoulders. “She was always so into

that stuff. After the Business degree, she studied for a certificate in Cosmetology

and now she runs her own salon. She and her mom co-own the place, as a spin-off

from her mother’s salon across town.”

“The apple doesn’t fall far, huh?”

“I guess not. But you see—” She shifted in her seat. “—I always did wonder what

happened to her father. Now I know. He’s doing two shows a night, four days a

week at the Kitty Cat Club.” She gazed at me with those wide, exquisitely made-

up eyes. “He’s a female impersonator.”

“Wow, no kidding?”

“Wish I was. Apparently he’d been cross-dressing for years before his wife caught

him at it. After that he decided to take it public, and that’s when they separated.

Angela says he lives downtown now, close to the club, and femulates 24/7.”

“Uhm… femulates? What’s—oh, I get it. ‘Female’ plus ‘emulate’, right?”

“You got it. That’s what they call a guy who often passes for a woman in everyday

life, but hasn’t had the big snip.” Very girlishly, she checked to make sure her bra

straps weren’t showing. “But living with a cross-dresser, and then watching him

perform on stage—it made Angela kind of… obsessed, I guess.” She grimaced.

“That’s why she broke up with me after college.”

“You weren’t what she wanted?” I was starting to get a glimmer of where this was

going. “Might this have something to do with the way you’re dressed now?”

She nodded. “You’re a smart guy, Cal.” I was about to say, ‘Right back at ya, Ty,’

but the words died on my lips. “When I ran into her again,” she said, “we had a

long talk. She finally admitted what she was looking for in a man.”

That’s when it hit me: Tyler must’ve got himself into this mess. “You didn’t.”

She sighed. “I did. Told her I was a big ole cross-dresser. Spun her a story about

how I used to raid my mom’s closet back home, how I’d dress up when she was

out of town, and how I put that part of me aside when I went to college.”

“She bought it, huh?”
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“Does the Pope wear a dress? She was primed to believe it, bro. It was what she

wanted to hear.” Her fingers twisted together. I noticed her nails were fashionably

long and painted to match her lipstick. “After that, I was stuck with the story. She

wanted to help me dress up and I couldn’t think of any reason not to.”

“Well… I gotta say, she did a bang-up job.” I signalled for another beer.

“I had to study up on the subject real fast, just so I’d know what she was talking

about. She said it’s no big deal these days for guys to shave their bodies, so I did.

She started bringing me into the salon after hours, epilating my arms and legs,

exfoliating and deep-cleansing my face, and experimenting with a new procedure

called a ‘hydrafacial’. She didn’t miss a trick, that girl.” Another sigh.

I had to admit, she looked very fetching when she did that. It even sort of made me

want to—No! Bad Calvin. I thrust the thought from my mind.

“A few days ago, after I lost my job—” She glanced up. “You didn’t know that,

did you? It’s a long story. Some other time, ‘kay? Anyway, she decided to give me

these fancy micro-bead extensions. She said I had money from the severance, so

why not?” Again, in a very feminine way, she brushed her hair back.

This time I had to cross my legs. The beer suddenly tasted like moldy wood.

“Then, this morning,” this being a Saturday, “she tells me it’s time for the whole

package. She’d already had me outfitted with a fancy pair of breast forms, and one

of those silicone prosthetics that make a guy look female ‘down there’.” She

glanced into her lap. “This time she glued ‘em on good-n-tight with some kind of

heavy-duty medical adhesive.” Her slim fingers waved at her face. “She layered

on the makeup like so, did a fantastic job of contouring, then gave me a blow-out

hairstyle and added the headband—and as you probably noticed, I have pierced

ears now. That was a couple weeks back, so they were healed up enough for these

gorgeous earrings.” She rolled her shoulders. “Then it was just lingerie and this

cute party dress, a killer pair of heels, and I was done.” Her lashes fluttered. “In

case you were wondering, Cal, I’m wearing sheer stockings and a garter belt, a

push-up brassiere and French-cut panties, and a nifty little waist cincher to reign

in my tummy. Like, so the dress would fit.”

I stared at her. “Uhm… dude? Why are you talking like that?”

She giggled. “You mean kinda girly? I noticed that too. Duh, right? Angela’s been

training me and I got used to it. And, uhm—” Her nails doodled a pattern on the

tabletop. “—I think she might’ve brainwashed me too, a little. She’s got a friend

who’s into hypnosis, and he gave me some audio files for sleep-learning. Anyway,

I’m cool with it. This is how guys are supposed to act when they ‘dress’.”
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Not much I could say about that. Plainly, the guy had been sold down the river.

But that didn’t explain everything. “If Angela went to that much trouble to fix you

up, how come the two of you aren’t having a girls’ night out?”

“Oh, that.” Her eyes fell. It made me want to kiss them happy again. “She was

gonna take me down to the Kitty Cat Club so I could meet her dad, but I made a

boo-boo. I let it slip that I’d never seen a female impersonator, live or otherwise,

and before I knew it she figured out that I’d told her a big ole lie.”

“Oh my.” Knowing Angela as I did, she wouldn’t have taken that well.

“She dumped me.” Her hand crept across the table. I added mine to the pile and

told her how sorry I was; all the things you tell a girl when she’s hurting. “You

know what the weird thing is?” A defiant look flickered across her face. “Thanks

to her, I really am a cross-dresser.”

“Whaddya mean? You like dressing up as a girl?”

“Not just dressing as a girl—being one. Being a woman.” Her voice fell and she

glanced around. Fortunately, no one was nearby. “I get why guys do this, Cal. It’s

intoxicating. Hell, it’s addictive. I love the way this dress makes me feel. I love the

way this hair flows over my shoulders and dangles halfway down my back. I even

like the way I look in makeup. Being sexy is fun.” Again her lashes flicked down.

“You said I look pretty. I love that you think so.”

I forced myself to swallow. “Yeah, well… credit where cred’s due.”

“Thank you. Like I said, Angela gets the credit. But you know what?” Her voice

grew husky. “I get to enjoy the results.” She slid her chair around the table, next to

mine. “Last I heard, you weren’t seeing anyone, hmm?” She sounded hopeful.

I considered lying, but didn’t. “Correctamundo.” I never sounded so lame.

Her hand touched my thigh. “You do like me, don’t you?”

“Sure thing, bro. Always have, always—”

“Not like that. Like this.” She leaned closer. Female fingers slipped into my happy

place. She smelled like all the sexiest girls I’d ever hung with, all rolled into one.

Her whisper was the feminine voice guys want to hear: “C’mon, Cal. Let’s blow

this juice bar. You’ve got a nice big… bed… don’t you?”

My god, she was gorgeous! All of a sudden I didn’t give a damn what she might

be hiding between her legs: I had to have her. “One condition,” I said, holding up

my forefinger. Her eyes gleamed. “When you’re with me,” I said, “you have to be

a girl—and I mean 24/7. No time off for good behavior. You got that?”
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She nodded, then giggled. “All I have to do is be a girl? I am a girl, silly!”

I looked her over. “You do look like one. I take it you have a… name?”

She sat up straight, like she’d been called on in class. “Chloë, sir.”

“Huh. I thought it would be a ‘T’ name, like Tammi or Trixie, because Ty—”

She made a face. “Gimme a break,” she said, flipping her wrist. “I know you’re

best buds and all with my loser brother, but let’s just leave him out of this, ‘kay?

Tonight is all about you and me.”

“So you’re Ty’s little sister, eh?” A slow smile crept over my face. If I worked at

it, I might be able to convince myself that Tyler wasn’t an only child. “You know

what? I should’ve known. The resemblance is there for sure, but needless to say

you are much much prettier.”

“Wow, you really know how to flatter a gal.” She fanned herself with her fingers.

“Seriously, I’m sooo flattered. A girl just loves to hear how she’s prettier than her

geeky brother.”

“Uhm, when you put it that way—I didn’t mean it like that.”

Her arms encircled my neck. “Oh, hush. I know what you meant.”

Our lips met, right there in the bar. A moment later I was glancing around, worried

that someone might see us. No one was looking, but then I realized So what? All

they’d see was one lucky dude kissing the hottest woman in the room. No one

could possibly know—well, hey, there was nothing to know! Chloë was here with

me, and Tyler might as well be landing on Mars.

I escorted Chloë out to my car. Twenty minutes later I opened my bedroom door

and let her precede me inside. “Nice place,” she said. “I must say, it’s a lot cleaner

than I expected—because bachelor. For a guy, you got good taste.” She perched

on the edge of my queen-size and patted the spot next to her.

I sat. She raised her face to mine, her lashes descending. I couldn’t help myself: I

met her halfway and swept her into an embrace. Her lips were girl-soft and she

melted into me the way a woman should. Her body was soft as well, with curves

in all the right places. I couldn’t believe she used to—Oh, to hell with it.

Chloë was a girl. Whether or not anyone else chose to see her that way was their

business. I’d made my choice; for tonight and for as long as she’d have me.

She began undressing me before our lips parted. I kicked my pants to the wall and

killed the lights. A minute later we were entwined under the sheets. She was still

wearing her bra, garter belt and stockings, which was pretty damn sexy.
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She was warm—or maybe hot was the better word. She rolled on top of me,

trapping me between thick curtains of hair. She snared my erection between her

legs and reached back to tickle the tip, while our mouths did the dance and a girl-

tongue probed the back of my throat. I was hers for the taking.

She whispered into my ear, “It can be penetrated, you know.” Well, isn’t that just

what every guy wants to hear? Sure as hell music to my ears.

“I call shotgun,” I said, then rolled her over and straddled the temptress.

“No fair.” Her smile was coy as eager fingertips guided me toward and into her

womanhood, all the while her body writhing under me like a snake in heat.

My only thought was, It felt so real! She enclosed my granite-hard member as

only a female body can. I drank her perfume, filling my chest and mind with her

womanly presence. She wrapped her legs about my thighs, further entrapping me.

“You are mine,” she sighed, drawing me to her. Once more our mouths met, with

she the aggressor. My hips rose and fell. Slowly, our bodies fell into a rhythm. My

lips caressed her throat, her cheeks and back to her mouth. My hands dipped into

the tresses splashed across my pillow. I was hers, but she too was mine.

I have no idea how long I lasted, but I’m certain it was a personal best. While I

expended myself inside her, shuddering, Chloë took my head in her hands and

kissed every bit of it: eyes, nose, mouth, cheeks, forehead, the lot. In that moment

I belonged to her, body and soul. Perhaps that was where the love began.

~

I never saw Tyler again. To the best of my knowledge, neither did anyone else.

Chloë on the other hand… to me she was earth, air, fire and water—the sacred

elements that underlay my world from that day onward. If her brother had to

disappear to give her life; well, in my books that makes him a hero.

One day, years later, she came to me and said, “You know, Cal, I’ve been female

ever since our little vacay in Thailand. I know your folks don’t approve of gay

marriage, and that was a problem for you, but—” She flashed that coy smile. “—is

there anything else that was stopping you from popping the question?”

Quietly, I berated myself. I’d been making love with a real woman for months and

hadn’t even noticed. A guy could spend the rest of his life making up for a faux

pas like that. “Not a thing, babe. My dad even gave me his mother’s wedding ring

just in case something like this happened. So. Shall we? Get married, that is?”

After that, as the saying goes, my buddy and I lived happily ever after.  


