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––––––––

One

My phone rang just as I was finishing setting up the files for another commission I’d taken. I glanced at who’d rung me - my cousin Monica. With a smile I picked it up.

“Hi!” I said, “How are you?”

“I’m good, Lee. Yourself?”

“Fine, fine. Just working, y’know. Why the call? We weren’t due to meet for a few days?”

“Something’s come up. I need your help.”

Probably hit the wrong button on her Mac again. It was my own fault – I worked at home and was therefore considered fair-game to be hassled to do something for someone as it wasn’t ‘real work’.

It was Monica though - my best friend.

“What is it?”

“Well, I met this cute guy at work.”

Luckily I was sitting down as this sounded like it could go on for a while.

“Yeah, you met this cute guy?”

“And you know me, Lee, I go to pieces and stuff.”

Her love-life was the source of my never-ending anecdotes on the online forums I used (strictly during my self-imposed lunch break, of course).

“Yeah?”

I reached over and pulled the footstool closer, then sat back. Had I left my drink around here somewhere?

“Well I got this idea.”

Found it! I slurped a cooling mouthful and settled back.

“Hm hm?” I mumbled.

“So I thought, why don’t you come with me on the date?”

Soda sprayed half-way across the room, leaving me coughing and choking at the same time.

It must have sounded like I was dying or something as she kept asking me if I was ok.

I managed to get some air in my lungs and spluttered “Wh– What!?”

“I thought it was a great idea. You come along and if it goes badly you can take me home. Only–”

Quickly I said, “Mon, I really don’t think that’s a good idea,” as I carefully wiped tears from my eyes.

Steel entered her voice, making her sound spookily like my own mother (and that had its own history), “Lee, you didn’t let me finish.”

I sighed. I’d never hear the end of it if I didn’t let her finish.

“Sorry, Mon. Go on.”

I put my drink down and got up and went in search of a towel to wipe myself down. The hard floor only had a rug under the desk where I had my PC and printer, so as soon as I stepped off it my shiny black heels clicked loudly.

“You dressed, Lee?”

“Yeah? So?”

“I was hoping you would be.”

Pausing in front of one of the many mirrors in my place I gave myself a puzzled look – why was she hoping I’d be dressed? I usually was while on my own and not expecting anyone. Luckily it didn’t look like much soda had landed on my soft, pale pink blouse and knee-length black working skirt.

“Why?”

“I want you to go out with me as Kimberley, and be my Wing Girl.”

I stood rooted to the spot. Go out dressed? Go out as Kimberley? Was she nuts?

“I really–”

She interrupted, “You look great dressed.”

“But–”

“I swear people wouldn’t ever think you were a man.”

“What–”

“I could come over and do your h ‘n’ m.”

I paused. She’d do my hair and make-up? Before she took the job she was now at she’d trained as a beautician, she knew what she was doing. I’d seen those adverts with the girls with gorgeous wavy brown hair. I pulled my own shoulder-length hair out of its working ponytail and finger-combed it. Could she do something similar with it?

“What do you think?”

“Well...”

“I don’t want you wearing your normal stuff.”

“What?”

“Fishnet stockings and leather miniskirts.”

There was nothing wrong with fishnet stockings and miniskirts! I mean I had the legs for them, all smooth and shaved and stuff. And I loved wearing shiny female clothes! They looked so much better than the boring man stuff. I even had more satin blouses than her. She’d borrowed one or two before now.

“But I like them!”

“You give sluts a bad name.”

I was almost speechless with indignation!

“There’s nothing wrong with miniskirts,” I groused.

“We’re going to an upmarket place, so looking like a hooker won’t do, Lee.”

I didn’t look like a hooker! Most of the time anyway. Though I’d learnt to avoid wearing my slutty schoolgirl outfit when I knew she’d be over.

I grumbled a bit more to myself.

“That’s not very ladylike is it?”

“What!”

“Tell you what, why not wear your new dress? I bet you’d look really pretty in it.”

My new dress. I’d almost forgotten it! As soon as it was delivered I’d opened the bag and hung it up, just so I could look at its beautiful turquoise colour and the cherry blossom appliqué. I just died and fell in love with it when I saw it on the shop’s webpage. It took so long to reach me I thought they’d sold out! I even called Monica to let her know it had arrived. I think I may have gushed a bit about it as well.

I turned and looked at it. I was planning on wearing it for when she came over next, but wear it out?

“Oh, and guess what?”

What new crazy mad idea was she going to hit me with now?

“What?” I carefully said.

“I’ve found some matching shoes for it.”

Oh. My. God.

“And they’re heels!”

I think I screamed. Just a little bit.

“I’ll be over at seven then.”

“Wait, what? Tonight? But–”

She laughed and hung up.

––––––––

Two

I sat in my fluffy pink robe and looked at myself in the mirror. Monica had done a stunning job. If I didn’t know I was me then I’d fancy myself!

My hair had those soft waves I’d tried to get but just couldn’t. It bounced beautifully on my shoulders. My nails matched my new dress’s turquoise colour. She’d even used some coloured eyeliner to go with the cherry blossoms on my dress. The shoes! OMG the shoes! They were open toe, glittery stilettos! As soon as she opened the box to show me them I screamed and hugged her in thanks and put them on. I was going to look absolutely gorgeous!

After she gave me a few squirts of her current favourite expensive perfume, Squillionairess Spirit (or something), she asked, “What do you think, Kimberley?”

“I love it, thank you.”

“Good. Taxi’ll be here soon. Guess what?”

“What?”

“Time... for... the... dress!”

I put my glass of white wine down and stood up giving a little mutual scream of joy with Monica. The other things I’d ordered when I found the dress was some matching lingerie. I was a turquoise girl tonight!

I clicked over to where my dress hung, shedding my robe on the way. I’d decided on sheer, nude tights as I felt that black ones were too dark to wear with something so beautiful (and I wasn’t allowed fishnets).

I picked up the hanger – the dress was so light and floaty! Carefully I unzipped the side then lifted it up and gingerly pulled it on over my head. With my arms through I made sure it was in position and carefully zipped it back up. It fitted so beautifully I didn’t feel I was wearing anything!

I felt like a princess, a beautiful princess, in a beautiful dress.

“Like it?” I asked Monica, turning my body to and fro to give her a good look, feeling the skirt brush gently against my legs.

She smiled back at me. I was so lucky to have met her. We sort of just clicked at the annual family hate-a-thon. When our families spectacularly disintegrated we stayed in touch. It was like she knew more about me than I did myself when I told her in detail about my favourite female movie-star’s fashion highs and lows. The evening she brought over some skirts and tops and dresses for me to try on is one I’ll never forget. I’d do anything for her, even go out with her as her Wing Girl. She was that important to me.

This evening she’d brought over a dress bag and was currently in her own white fluffy robe. Her blond hair was in those really stupid-sized rollers and she kept teasing me with what her dress was like.

With a hand on my hip I indicated her dress bag, “Time to put up or shut up, girlfriend.” (I was an expert at the sassy voice.)

She unpinned the rollers letting her long blond hair frame her face and jokingly walked with her nose in the air in an exaggerated fashion model-like style to her dress.

With her back to me she pulled the zip down and pulled out shimmery red satin, then turned to lay it over her shoulder. It was stunningly beautiful.

“That’s gorgeous!” I gushed.

“I know! He won’t know what hit him!”

She shrugged her white robe off showing her matching red lingerie and nude tights and put her dress on. It clung to her beautiful figure. She looked like a goddess. A hot goddess.

She walked in front of me and took my hands. Looking into my eyes she said, “You and me, Kimberley, we’re going to have the best time ever!”

A heady mix of fear and exhilaration filled me. But with Monica with me I knew I could do this - I could go out as Kimberley. 

––––––––

Three

In the taxi we giggled like schoolgirls doing something naughty. The driver was one of those crusty old guys who’d seen everything, though I hoped he couldn’t guess what I had under my dress. 

We double-parked in front of a restaurant I’d never heard of, Monica paid the driver, and put her arm through mine, probably to make sure I exited the cab. I’d never been in an upmarket exclusive restaurant before and part of me was wondering what it was like. 

With my white leather clutch bag in a death-grip she led the way through the parked cars and we stood
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