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It’s because I work in an office with a bunch of women that I want to fit in. People just don’t get it that I’m all about blending in with my environment. I’m also comfortable in my skin and love that I can express myself in the way I want currently. I’ll let you in on a little secret, I have been known to find some of my wardrobe in the women’s department stores. I mean, come on, men’s fashion is so blasé. Boring. I really enjoy wearing clothing that let’s me express my full inner creativity. I may be a measly accountant but who says I have to wear the same ole style of suit and tie or business casual? Khakis and dress slacks are my choices. Nothing flashy or fancy for men in the business clothing section. Polo shirts or button-ups. It’s the same ole same ole as it was yesteryear. I take fashion into my own hands and carve a path that has people questioning my sexuality.

Just because a man enjoys wearing soft feminine clothing does not make him gay. I’m here to bust that myth wide open. Yet, I constantly need to defend it. That’s okay, any woman, any time, who is with me in the sack quickly knows I know my way around a woman’s awesome body. There’s no mistaking what tree I swing in.

I turn once in front of the mirror. The slight lavender color looks great against my complexion. And yes, I found it in the women’s department. Luckily, it doesn’t have those boob darts, so it looks good. It has ruffles on the collar and at the bottom of the sleeves, but I’m manly enough to pull it off. At least the trousers are men’s because below the waist, I’m all male. Well, above the waist too. I don’t have man-boobs. My physique is fit, fit enough anyway. Meredith does my hair. I prefer it styled at a salon rather than chopped or shaved at a barber. She says I have honey blonde hair, but to me it looks a little darker. Maybe raw honey is more like it. After wagging my brow, I point to my reflection and leave.

Carol works accounts receivable at the office. She’s a little on the butchy side, but she has a boyfriend, so yeah, there you go. A female who enjoys dressing manly, but she’s obviously straight. I’m a male who enjoys dressing feminine who is obviously straight. Well, okay, not so obviously now as my last love and I parted company about three months ago. She moved off to another part of the country and didn’t want the drag of a long-distance relationship. I don’t blame her because I didn’t either. It was one of those if it’s meant to be, we’ll find each other again type of break-ups. I’m not holding my breath. 

“Okay, so this is all frills, captain,” Carol says as I walk into the break room. She calls me captain because we had a conversation one day about the military and how they wouldn’t take me because I’m too fruity. I told her I could join and become a Captain as easy as she zips her pants and steps into her boots every day. After that my nickname became Captain with Carol.

“There are some very tastefully done men’s shirts in pastel colors,” Lavelle says as she walks in and regards me.

“Yes, boring. Boring and cookie cutter. Where’s the ruffles? Where’s the nice pearl buttons?” I wave my hand in dismissal.

“On a tux, doofus,” Carol says.

I stop slicing the apple and turn to the ladies. “And who wears a tux to work?” 

“A manly man, that’s who,” Carol says as she nods. She laughs and Lavelle giggles at my expense.

“Or you,” I say as I lift my brow to her.

“Touché, dearest,” Carol says. “Think I’ll borrow Tommy’s and wear it tomorrow.” She winks at Lavelle. 

“Where did you get this blouse. My mother’s been looking for one to wear with her black skirt to church,” Carol says.

“Maybe next time I go shopping I’ll come by and take her with me,” I say. I pride myself in the ability to deliver a good comeback. It often takes the sting out of the jokes on me situations. Like I said, I embrace who I am, no shame whatsoever. 

“I might have a skirt tucked back in my closet. Would you wear it if I brought it?” Carol asks.

I roll my eyes. If she has a skirt, it still has the tags on it. 

Lavelle giggles again. She sure giggles a lot. “Come on, Collin, she’s serious. I bet her skirt would match one of your shirts. Then you can fully express yourself,” she says.

I whip around to her. Normally Lavelle is sweet and only laughs at Carol’s crude jokes with me. “I may enjoy wearing feminine things like this shirt, but I assure you, I don’t intend to wear a skirt,” I say resolutely. My manhood is in question now. Why can’t a manly man wear pretty things? That doesn’t make him gay at all.

“I really think you’re a closet tranny,” she says, her brow lifts.

“No, I’m not. I’m fully out here with what’s in my closet. Care to come by and see? Hey, I’ll even serve drinks if you want?” I smile. I like Lavelle, she’s cute and sweet, normally. 

Another giggle. “Maybe I will. I bet you have some dresses or gowns hidden in your closet,” she says.

“I bet he has girly panties in his drawers. In fact, I bet you’re wearing them now, aren’t you?” Carol lowers her eyes to my crotch.

“Would you like me to show you my undies?” I smile and have my hand on my belt ready to show these ladies just what’s behind the barn door.

“Sure.” Carol folds her arms over her chest as she leans against the counter waiting for me to do something. 

I turn my eyes to Lavelle. I mean, if I flash the ladies, I want it to be consensual. I don’t mind a trio here. “And you?”

Lavelle shrugs and giggles more. “Well, um, I guess. I mean, I think you’re a sissy.”

“Or gay,” Carol says and chuckles.

My annoyed smile stretches across my face. Why must I constantly defend the fact that I’m straight? “I’m not gay. I’m not a tranny. I don’t consider myself a sissy,” I say as I unzip my pants.

“Oh my, shocking,” Carol says.

“Wow. Gray jockeys. So boring, Collin. As you say men’s clothing is boring. Why do you wear boring undies?” Lavelle asks.

“Because my undies aren’t on display.”

“Yeah they are, you just showed us,” Carol says.

After I zip my pants, I splay my hands at my side. “Does it lay your questions to rest that I’m not gay and perhaps not a sissy?”

“You’re sure prissy. That’s a woman’s shirt. You wear women’s clothing,” Carol says.

“I wear some women’s clothing. For every piece of women’s clothing I wear, there’s a male counterpart. Instead of buying a men’s button-up shirt, I bought this shirt. I do not, however, own a dress or wear a dress,” I say.

“I find that hard to believe,” Lavelle says.

I smile and step to the pretty lady. Bouncy brunette curls cover her head and nearly touch her shoulders. Her copper eyes and creamy bronze lips make my toes curl, because I’d like to kiss her. I’ve never had the guts to ask her out, but here goes nothing.

“Lavelle dear, please pop by my home anytime. I’ll show you my closet and my drawers. You may snoop to your heart’s content,” I say.

“That’s just... silly. Why would I just pop by and say, hey Collin, I’m here to snoop. People don’t do that,” she says.

Carol waves her hand at us. “I’m outta here. You two have some things to work out,” she says and laughs as she walks back to her desk.

“Okay. Fair enough. Lavelle, would you like to come over for drinks on Thursday? I would love to visit with you,” I say.

She smiles. “That’s more like it. A nice invitation for drinks. Sure, I’ll be happy to come by Thursday. What time?”

“Say six thirty? I’ll have treats too, so fill up with dinner and I’ll provide dessert,” I say.

“Well, okay. Eat first, come by. That is... okay,” she says.

“Well, I mean, I’d fix dinner too, but that just sounds so datey. I mean, we’re not dating, this is just a friend coming by for drinks
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