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Amanda HawkinsTry to Understand: Cross-dressing is just something I have to do…

Emily had been dating Milo for six months when one day she happened to run into an attractive woman her own age emerging from Milo’s 

condo building. At first she thought nothing of it, but when the woman saw Emily she dropped her purse and nearly fell over. Emily picked 

up the purse and, as she handed it back, noticed that the woman bore a strong resemblance to her boyfriend. They could be siblings, if not 

for the fact Milo was an only child. The woman’s look of dismay made Emily take a closer look. “Oh my god,” she said, suddenly breathless. 

“Milo, is that you?” The woman’s voice was certainly feminine, but also very familiar. Hesitantly, she admitted that when she wasn’t being 

Michelle, she was Milo. Emily was shocked, to put it mildly, but also curious. They returned to his apartment, split a bottle of Bordeaux, and 

talked for an hour. Nothing was settled, but Emily agreed to meet up with Michelle the following Saturday for a girl’s night out. She also 

expressed an interest in observing Milo’s transformation into an amazingly sexy woman. She found the procedure highly enlightening.



~ 2 ~



~ 3 ~

Epilog: For those readers who thought to wonder, here’s what might happen next…
Emily wasn’t quite sure what to make of her new friend. On

their first evening out as girlfriends, two guys offered to buy

them drinks, and Michelle was quick to invite Derrick and

Jeff to join them. Michelle got a bit tipsy and ultimately went

home with Derrick, the taller and better-looking of the two.

In the ladies room before leaving, Emily inquired of her

friend what the frick she thought she was doing.

Michelle said, “Get real, Em. You’re dating my brother, not

me. Like, didn’t I tell you this before? I’m straight.” On their

way out of the bar, Derrick cornered Michelle for a very long

kiss—which she returned with an ardor it was impossible to

miss. After that, Emily had trouble getting rid of a Jeff who

was eager to do the same. With obvious reluctance, he finally

settled for a peck on the cheek.

A few weeks later, as luck would have it, they ran into the

same two men again. This time the girls were out with Wendy

and Evelyn, so the boys called a couple of their friends and

over the course of the evening managed to divide the eight of

them into four couples. At one point, Derrick took Michelle

to a private table where they could all hear her giggling away

in response to Derrick’s urgent whispering.

Not long afterward, the two of them left together. Michelle

waggled her fingers at Emily, mouthed “don’t wait up” and

then sank into her date’s arms for another passionate kiss. To

Emily, it seemed like Milo’s sister was showing off, perhaps

as a way of proving she was a real woman. That night, Emily

went home with Jeff and gave him exactly what he wanted.

Throughout this time—surprising even herself—she kept on

seeing Milo. They had fun together, and she slept over now

and then, but something about their relationship had changed.

Neither of them ever mentioned Michelle, but she was never

out of mind. Emily couldn’t get over the fact that this same

person—or at least his body—was hooking up with Derrick

on a regular basis, and perhaps other men as well.

Eventually, she asked Milo about it. He shrugged and said,

“Hey, I’m not my sister’s keeper. Ask her.” And to the same

question, Michelle replied, “Derrick? I haven’t seen him in

weeks. But that’s okay, ‘cause Paulie has a bigger dickie.”

Emily rolled her eyes and steeled herself to listen to Michelle

drone on about Paul, a divorce lawyer in his late thirties who

was apparently ripped. “I dunno if it’s love,” Michelle said,

“but he sure is good in bed. Very attentive.”

Emily shook her head. “Can I ask you something about your

brother?” Michelle tilted her head, looking perky. Emily bit

her lip. “You told me a while back that Milo was in love with

me. Is that still true? As far as you know?”

Michelle flipped her hair back. “To be super honest, I really

don’t know. We don’t talk much anymore.” She giggled. “I

know we live together, supposedly, but whenever I show up

he’s, like, never there. Off napping, I guess, or whatever.”

Emily nodded slowly. “So you don’t know.”

“Nope. Sorry. I probably spoke out of turn back then. I really

shouldn’t put words in his mouth. I mean, what I know about

men would fit inside a tube of lipstick—other than how to

make ‘em happy in bed, of course. That I’m good at.”

A few days later, Emily broke up with Milo. He looked sad,

but seemed to understand her decision. He said, “I just don’t

think I can really ‘be there’ for you anymore, Em. That’s just

the way it is. Not enough time in the day.”

So much for once or twice a week, Emily thought. “I guess

Michelle’s around a lot more often these days, huh?”

He nodded. “Oh, for sure. I hear she’s looking for a job.”

“A job? How the heck could she pull that off?”

“Oh, she’s got her own ID now. Driver’s license, credit cards,

the whole nine yards. We’ve even got the same education and

work history. Apparently, it’s all totally legal. There’s really

nothing stopping her from getting a job—heck, maybe even

my old job. I gave notice last week.”

Emily touched his hand, one last time. “I get it. Well… it’s

been nice knowing you, Milo. I’ll never forget what we had.”

“Same here, Emily. And when you see my sister—?”

“Yeah. I’ll tell her ‘congratulations’. From both of us.”

“I guess the better man won. Ya know, now that I think about

it, I never stood a chance.” Those were his final words.  


